
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Swap

The bass thumps through the floorboards of Alpha Sigma Phi, rattling the plastic cups that line the countertops. Jake Morrison stands at the center of the living room, his broad shoulders forming a wall against which female bodies seem to crash like waves. His teammates chant his name as he tilts his head back, beer streaming down his throat in an unbroken golden current. He doesn't spill a drop.

"Morrison! Morrison! Morrison!"

When he slams the empty cup down, the room erupts. A blonde cheerleader—Jake can't remember if her name is Brittany or Bethany—presses against his side, her perfume cutting through the stale beer smell. Her hand traces the outline of his tricep.

"That's a new record," she says, lips close to his ear. "Twenty seconds."

Jake flashes the smile that's gotten him through three years of college with minimal studying and maximum female attention. "Wanna see what else I can do in under twenty seconds?" His fingers find the small of her back, and she giggles, pressing closer.

His teammate Brad crashes into them, arm slung over Jake's shoulder. "Dude, you're a fucking legend. Coach would shit himself if he saw you right now."

Jake laughs, the sound rumbling from deep in his chest. He feels invincible here, king of this small, sweat-soaked kingdom. Someone starts a new chant, and Jake raises his fist in acknowledgment. The crowd loves him, and he loves them back—simple, uncomplicated adoration.

Three miles across campus, Riley Chen squints at her monitor, the blue light reflecting off her glasses. The distant thump of bass is like an insect bite—minor but persistently irritating. The computer lab is nearly empty at 11 PM on a Friday, just how she likes it. No distractions, no small talk, just the quiet hum of machines and the tap of her fingers on the keyboard.

She takes a sip of cold coffee, grimacing at the bitter taste. The code she's debugging has a syntax error somewhere, but she'll find it. She always does. Riley adjusts her posture, straightening her spine against the uncomfortable chair. Her dark hair falls in front of her face, and she tucks it behind her ear with an impatient gesture.

A burst of laughter echoes from outside—drunk students stumbling past the Science Building. Riley's lips press into a thin line. How anyone could waste their education in a drunken stupor is beyond her comprehension. Her scholarship depends on maintaining a 4.0 GPA, and unlike some people, she doesn't have rich parents to fall back on.

Her phone buzzes with a text from her roommate: "Last night before leadership camp! Come party!"

Riley types back: "Need to finish this. Pack for tomorrow."

She sets her phone face-down, silencing the inevitable follow-up pleas. The upcoming weekend leadership retreat is a requirement for her Emerging Leaders scholarship, otherwise she wouldn't waste the time. Forced socialization with campus extroverts—her personal version of hell.

The cursor blinks accusingly on her screen. Riley cracks her knuckles and dives back in, pushing thoughts of tomorrow from her mind.

Morning comes too quickly. The sun beats down on the parking lot where a cluster of students gathers around a white van. Riley stands apart, checking items off a mental list. Sunscreen, bug spray, laptop. She probably isn't supposed to bring the laptop, but there's no way she's falling behind on her project.

"Chen, Riley?" A professor with a clipboard calls her name.

"Here." She steps forward, adjusting the straps of her backpack.

The professor makes a check mark. "You'll be in group C. Wait by the blue flag."

Riley nods and moves toward a small blue pennant fluttering in the breeze. She's the first one there, which is fine. She pulls out her phone, checking the weather forecast for the campsite.

"Morrison, Jake?" The professor's voice carries across the lot.

"Present and accounted for, Professor Matthews!"

The booming voice makes Riley look up. She recognizes him immediately—the campus golden boy. Football or basketball or whatever, she doesn't follow sports. He strides toward the professor with the easy confidence of someone who's never doubted his place in the world. A group of girls nearby giggle as he passes, and he winks at them.

Riley rolls her eyes, returning to her phone. Just her luck.

"Group C for you, Morrison."

Riley's head snaps up. No. Not possible.

But here he comes, all six feet of tanned muscle and white teeth, headed straight for her blue flag. He's wearing designer sunglasses and a fitted T-shirt that stretches across his chest in a way that's probably supposed to be impressive.

"Hey there, Blue Flag Buddy." His smile is practiced, empty. "Guess we're in this together."

Riley doesn't return the smile. "Guess so."

Jake's smile falters slightly at her flat tone. He takes off his sunglasses, revealing eyes that are surprisingly intelligent for someone she'd mentally classified as purely decorative.

"Jake Morrison." He extends a hand.

"Riley Chen." She shakes it briefly, noting the calluses on his palm.

Professor Matthews approaches with a clipboard. "Ah, good, you've introduced yourselves. For this retreat, you'll be working as partners."

"Partners?" they both echo, Jake with curiosity, Riley with horror.

"The purpose of this leadership camp is to build bridges across different campus communities. As quarterback and president of the Computer Science Club, you two represent different aspects of campus excellence."

Riley wants to argue but knows it would be futile. Jake just shrugs, seemingly unbothered by the arrangement.

"The van leaves in ten minutes. Get acquainted." Matthews moves on to another group.

"Computer Science Club, huh?" Jake says, leaning against a nearby post. "So you're like, what, a hacker?"

Riley sighs. "No, I'm a computer science major focusing on artificial intelligence and machine learning applications."

"Cool, cool. So you make robots and stuff?"

"That's not really how AI works—" She stops herself. "What's your major?"

"Business with a focus in sports management." He grins. "Though most of my education happens on the field."

"I'm sure it does," Riley mutters.

The ride to the campsite passes in tense silence. Jake attempts conversation a few times, but Riley responds with monosyllabic answers until he gives up, turning instead to chat with other students. She watches the landscape change through the window, forest replacing suburbs as they drive deeper into the countryside.

At the campsite, they're instructed to hike to their assigned areas with their partners. Riley hefts her backpack, already dreading the next hour of forced proximity.

"Want me to carry that?" Jake offers, pointing to her pack.

"I can manage," she says stiffly. "I'm not helpless."

"Never said you were." He holds up his hands in surrender. "Just trying to be nice."

They set off along the trail, fallen pine needles cushioning their steps. The woods are alive with birdsong and the rustle of small animals.

"So," Jake breaks the silence, "what made you join this leadership thing? Doesn't seem like your scene."

Riley glances at him. "It's required for my scholarship. You?"

"Coach thought it would look good for team captain applications next year." He ducks under a low-hanging branch. "Plus, girls in hiking shorts." He winks.

Riley doesn't dignify that with a response.

"What? It was a joke," Jake says.

"A tired one." She steps over a fallen log. "Do you actually care about being a leader, or is it just another trophy for your shelf?"

Jake's easy expression hardens slightly. "You don't know the first thing about me."

"I know your type," Riley counters. "Everything handed to you on a silver platter because you can throw a ball."

"And you're not a stereotype? The antisocial tech genius who thinks she's better than everyone because she can code?"

They glare at each other, the tension between them crackling like static.

Dark clouds gather overhead as they continue walking in stony silence. Thunder rumbles in the distance.

"Looks like rain," Jake says unnecessarily.

A student from another group jogs up behind them. "Hey, storm's coming in fast. Professor says to find shelter and wait it out."

"There's an old oak tree up ahead," Jake points. "Biggest one in the area."

The student nods. "That's the one with the legend, right? The 'Wishing Oak' or something?"

"What legend?" Riley asks, momentarily curious.

"Local story says it can grant wishes during storms. Something about lightning and ancient spirits." The student shrugs. "Bunch of bullshit, but it's a cool tree. See you at camp!" They jog ahead.

Fat raindrops begin to fall, quickly increasing to a downpour. Jake and Riley break into a run, heading for the massive oak visible through the trees. They reach it just as lightning flashes across the sky, followed immediately by a deafening crack of thunder.

The ancient oak towers above them, its vast canopy providing some shelter from the deluge. Water drips through the leaves, splashing onto Riley's glasses. She removes them, wiping the lenses on her shirt.

"Some leadership retreat," Jake mutters, shaking water from his hair like a dog.

Riley opens her mouth to respond, but her words are cut short by a blinding flash. Lightning strikes the tree with a sound like the world splitting open. A shock wave throws them both to the ground.

The last thing Riley sees before losing consciousness is Jake's body crumpling beside her, his face slack with surprise. Then darkness claims her.

Pain pulses behind Jake's eyelids. His head throbs with each heartbeat, a steady drumming that pulls him back to consciousness. Something feels wrong. The weight of his body against the damp earth is different—lighter, more compact. He tries to move his arm, but even that simple action feels foreign, as if he's operating unfamiliar machinery.

Rain patters softly on the leaves overhead. The storm must be passing. Jake groans, the sound catching in his throat because it isn't his voice that emerges but a higher, softer one.

His eyes snap open. The forest spins around him, trees blurring into green smudges. He blinks, trying to focus. His vision seems sharper than usual, details crisper despite the absence of direct sunlight. Jake lifts a hand to rub his face and freezes.

The hand before his eyes isn't his. It's small, with slender fingers and short, unpainted nails. A woman's hand. He turns it slowly, examining the delicate wrist, the smooth skin.

"What the hell?" Again, that voice—not his deep baritone but something higher, almost musical in its pitch.

He tries to sit up and immediately notices two significant changes. First, his center of gravity has shifted, throwing off his balance. Second, there's a weight on his chest that wasn't there before—a soft, shifting pressure that moves with him.

Jake looks down. A pair of small but perky breasts press against a soaked black t-shirt. His breath catches. He raises those unfamiliar hands, hesitates, then cups the breasts in disbelief. They're warm and yielding under his palms, unmistakably real.

"This isn't happening," he whispers, but the female voice that comes out confirms what his hands are telling him.

A sudden, horrible thought strikes him. With trembling fingers, he reaches between his legs, expecting to find the familiar bulge of his genitals. Instead, there's nothing—just the soft curve where thighs meet pelvis. A strangled noise escapes him, part whimper, part scream.

Jake struggles to his feet, swaying slightly as he adjusts to a new height—at least half a foot shorter than he's used to being. His clothes are different too: jeans that hug slender hips, a fitted t-shirt instead of his loose athletic wear.

He spins around, searching for something, anything that might explain what's happening. His gaze lands on a body lying about ten feet away—a male body. His body. But if he's here, then who's...

"Riley," he whispers, the name strange in this new voice.

The realization hits him like a physical blow. He's in Riley Chen's body. Somehow, impossibly, he's been transferred into the form of the uptight computer science major he'd just met.

Jake stumbles toward a puddle, needing to see. The face reflected back isn't his square-jawed, perpetually stubbled one. Instead, he sees Riley's face—delicate features, straight black hair now plastered to her forehead, dark eyes wide with panic. He touches his—her—cheek, watching the reflection mimic the movement.

"Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!"

A low groan comes from his body, still lying on the ground. Jake watches as his own form stirs, arms moving jerkily, face contorting in confusion.

While Jake processes his new reality, Riley's consciousness slowly surfaces through layers of discomfort. The first sensation is weight—crushing, unfamiliar weight pressing her into the mud. Her limbs feel leaden, oversized. She tries to lift an arm and is surprised by how easily it moves despite feeling so heavy.

Her head pounds. She groans, the sound rumbling deep in her chest in a way she's never felt before. The vibration startles her fully awake. Something is very wrong.

Riley forces her eyes open. The world looks different—slightly blurry around the edges, colors less distinct. She blinks several times, trying to clear her vision. It doesn't improve.

She pushes herself up on her elbows, a motion that should require effort but happens with startling ease. Her body feels wrong—too solid, too powerful. The proportions are all off.

Riley looks down and sees broad shoulders stretching a familiar blue t-shirt—Jake's shirt. Large hands—Jake's hands—rest against the ground, powerful fingers splayed in the dirt. She lifts one, turning it over in fascination and horror. The skin is tanned, the knuckles slightly scarred.

"No," she says, but the word comes out in a deep, masculine voice that reverberates in her chest. Jake's voice.

Riley's hands—Jake's hands—move frantically over this unfamiliar body, confirming what she already knows but can't accept. Flat, muscular chest. Broad shoulders. Narrow hips. And between her legs, an unmistakable presence that sends a wave of nausea through her.

She tries to stand but misjudges the strength in these new legs, launching herself up too forcefully and almost toppling over. Everything feels unbalanced—too tall, too strong, too male.

"This isn't possible," she says in Jake's deep voice, the words sounding strange to her ears.

Her gaze sweeps the clearing, stopping on a petite female figure standing by a puddle—her own body, but with all the wrong mannerisms. The posture is different—shoulders back, feet planted wide, stance assertive in a way Riley never stands. But the face is unmistakably hers.

Their eyes meet across the clearing. Riley sees her own face contort in an expression of shocked recognition that mirrors what she must be showing on Jake's features.

"What the fuck happened?" Jake shrieks in Riley's higher voice, the words emerging more panicked than Riley would ever allow herself to sound.

"This isn't possible," Riley responds in Jake's deeper register, the academic part of her mind racing through potential explanations and finding none. Physics doesn't allow for consciousness transfer. This can't be real.

She takes a step toward her body—toward Jake—and stumbles again, unused to Jake's longer legs and different center of gravity. She catches herself against a tree trunk, the bark rough against Jake's calloused palms.

Jake takes a few hesitant steps in Riley's body, movements jerky and uncoordinated. "The lightning," he says. "It must have—fuck, I don't know. This is insane."

Riley's scientific mind rebels against the impossibility, but the evidence is undeniable. Somehow, they've swapped bodies. "The tree," she manages to say, glancing up at the ancient oak. "That student mentioned a legend."

Jake laughs, a high, hysterical sound in Riley's voice. "A legend? Are you serious? This isn't some fantasy movie!"

"Do you have a better explanation?" Riley snaps, Jake's voice giving her words a commanding quality she's never possessed.

Jake opens his mouth to respond but is interrupted by distant voices. Other campers, calling out.

"Hello? Anyone there? Professor Matthews is doing a headcount!"

Panic flashes across Riley's face—Jake's face—as they both realize the implications. They can't let anyone else know what's happened. Not until they understand it themselves.

"What do we do?" Jake hisses, unconsciously tucking Riley's hair behind her ear in a gesture that belongs to him, not her.

Riley's mind races. "We need time to figure this out. If we tell anyone, they'll think we're crazy."

"Or high," Jake adds.

"We need to pretend to be each other," Riley says, the idea forming as she speaks. "Just until we can reverse this."

"Pretend to be you?" Jake looks horrified. "I don't know the first thing about computer science or—or whatever it is you do!"

"And you think I know how to be a quarterback?" Riley counters.

The voices grow closer. They're running out of time.

"Your tent," Jake says suddenly. "Where is it?"

"Blue section, third from the left," Riley answers automatically. "Yours?"

"Red section, the big one near the fire pit. I'm sharing with Brad."

Riley groans. Brad, Jake's crude friend. Perfect.

"We'll meet tonight," Jake says urgently. "After everyone's asleep. Figure this out."

Riley nods Jake's head, the motion feeling strange. "Don't do anything stupid in my body."

Jake's eyes—Riley's eyes—narrow. "Same to you."

A group of students appears at the edge of the clearing. "Morrison! Chen! You guys okay? We saw lightning hit around here."

Jake and Riley exchange one last panicked look before turning toward the approaching students, each trapped in the other's flesh.

"We're fine!" Jake calls in Riley's voice, attempting to sound calm. "Just took shelter under the tree."

Riley forces Jake's face into his signature easy smile. "All good here. Tree kept us dry."

They move toward their fellow campers, each step taking them deeper into a reality neither understands. Behind them, the ancient oak stands silent, its leaves rustling slightly though the air is still.

Jake fumbles with the zipper of Riley's tent, fingers—her fingers—trembling so badly he can barely grip the small metal pull. After three attempts, he manages to get inside, immediately closing the flap behind him and securing it with shaking hands. Alone now, he sits on the sleeping bag, the reality of his situation crashing over him in waves. He is in Riley Chen's body. Actually inside her skin.

"This can't be real," he whispers, but the feminine voice that emerges confirms his impossible reality.

Jake looks down at the soaked clothes clinging to Riley's form. He should change—her clothes are drenched, and he can feel her body shivering. A duffel bag sits neatly in the corner, presumably containing dry clothes. But changing means undressing, and undressing means seeing, touching...

"Get it together, Morrison," he mutters. It's just a body. He's seen plenty of naked women before.

But not from the inside.

He peels off the wet t-shirt, eyes closed at first, then forcing himself to look down. Riley's breasts are small but perfectly shaped, the nipples puckered from cold. His breath catches. He's touched breasts before, but feeling them as part of his own body is entirely different.

Jake strips off the wet jeans next, struggling more than he expected with the tight fabric clinging to these slender legs. Finally, he sits in just Riley's plain black underwear, skin prickling with goosebumps.

A small camping mirror leans against Riley's backpack. Jake crawls toward it, positioning it to see as much of this borrowed body as possible.

The reflection shows a petite Asian woman with delicate features and straight black hair now hanging in damp strands around a heart-shaped face. Riley's eyes look back at him—dark, intelligent eyes now wide with his own shock and fascination.

Jake turns, examining the body from different angles. Riley's back is narrow, her waist curving inward before flaring to modest hips. Her skin is smooth, unblemished except for a small birthmark on her left shoulder blade.

"Sorry about this, Chen," he murmurs, though he's not entirely sure if he means it.

His hands—her hands—move hesitantly to her breasts. He cups them gently, surprised by their weight and warmth. When his thumbs brush across the nipples, a jolt of sensation shoots through him, so intense he gasps. It's nothing like the dull pleasure he feels when someone touches his male nipples.

Jake experiments, circling the sensitive peaks with his fingers. Each touch sends sparks cascading through Riley's body—his body now. The sensation is diffuse, spreading outward rather than focusing in one spot as he's used to.

"Holy shit," he breathes, continuing the exploration.

His hands move lower, tracing the curve of Riley's ribs, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hip bones. Everything feels different—softer, more responsive. Even the simple brush of fingertips across her stomach creates ripples of sensation.

Jake hesitates at the waistband of Riley's underwear. This is crossing a line. But isn't the line already obliterated? He's inside her body. And his scientific curiosity—yes, he has some, despite what Riley might think—drives him forward.

He slips his hand beneath the black cotton, encountering smooth skin and then the soft curls between her legs. Jake's breath quickens. He's touched women here before, but always from the outside, always guessing at what they feel.

His fingers slide lower, finding warm folds already slick with arousal. The sensation when he touches the sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex is electric—not the direct, almost painfully focused pleasure of his male body, but something more diffuse, more encompassing.

"Fuck," he whispers, continuing the gentle exploration.

Jake slides a finger inside, feeling the strange sensation of penetrating this body that is temporarily his own. It's tight, warm, foreign yet somehow familiar. He adds another finger, finding a rhythm that makes Riley's body respond with waves of building pleasure.

The orgasm catches him by surprise. It doesn't build linearly like his male climaxes but in overlapping waves that suddenly crest into something overwhelming. Riley's body shudders, inner muscles clenching around his fingers as pleasure radiates outward from his core to the tips of his fingers and toes.

Jake collapses back on the sleeping bag, Riley's body trembling with aftershocks. That was nothing like his male orgasms—not better or worse, just entirely different. More encompassing, less focused, with ripples that continue long after the peak.

"Damn," he breathes, staring at the tent ceiling. No wonder women get that dreamy look afterward.

Across the campsite, Riley sits rigid on Jake's sleeping bag, his large hands resting awkwardly on his thighs. The tent is spacious compared to hers, with clothes strewn haphazardly across the floor. The mess irritates her, but she has more pressing concerns.

She's in Jake Morrison's body. The impossibility of it makes her analytical mind falter, but the evidence is undeniable. She flexes Jake's hand, watching the tendons move under the skin, feeling the power in each finger.

"Approach this logically," she tells herself, Jake's deep voice still startling to her ears. "Catalog the differences. Understand the parameters."

Riley stands, bumping her—his—head against the tent roof. Jake is at least six inches taller than her natural height, and the perspective shift is disorienting. She moves carefully to the small shaving mirror propped on Jake's duffel bag.

Jake's face stares back at her—strong jaw dusted with stubble, straight nose, blue eyes that seem less cocky with her consciousness behind them. She runs her hands over his face, feeling the rough texture of emerging beard, the stronger bone structure.

She removes the wet shirt, revealing Jake's muscular torso. His chest is broad, defined pectorals dusted with light brown hair that narrows to a trail leading into his jeans. She places her palms against his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath the skin.

"Anatomically impressive," she murmurs clinically, trying to maintain scientific detachment.

Riley continues her assessment, noting the narrower hips, the longer limbs, the differently distributed muscle mass. When she comes to his jeans, she hesitates. The wet denim needs to be removed, but she's intensely aware of what she'll find underneath.

"This is purely scientific," she tells herself firmly, unzipping the jeans.

Removing them proves challenging—Jake's body is larger and less flexible than hers, and the wet denim clings stubbornly. Finally, she manages to peel them off, leaving just his boxer briefs. The obvious bulge beneath the fabric makes her pause.

Riley has never seen a penis in person. Her knowledge is theoretical, academic. Yet now she temporarily possesses one.

"Just anatomy," she whispers, hooking her thumbs in the waistband of the underwear and pulling them down.

Jake's penis is average in length but thick, surrounded by coarse hair. Currently semi-erect, it responds to even her clinical gaze by stiffening further. The sensation is bizarre—a part of her body moving of its own volition, blood flowing without her conscious command.

"Fascinating," she manages, though her scientific veneer is cracking.

Tentatively, Riley wraps Jake's hand around his penis. The dual sensation is strange—feeling both the touch of her hand and the sensitivity of the organ itself. She strokes experimentally, noting how quickly the shaft hardens fully, how the head becomes more sensitive.

Unlike the diffuse, building pleasure of her female body, the sensations here are direct, almost urgent. Each stroke sends focused pleasure signals that seem to bypass her brain and shoot straight to the groin. It's simpler, more mechanical than female arousal, yet undeniably powerful.

Her analytical approach crumbles as the physical sensations take over. Jake's body responds automatically, hips thrusting slightly into her grip. The pleasure builds rapidly, intensely, concentrating rather than dispersing.

When the orgasm hits, it's almost violent in its focus—a sharp, explosive release that arches Jake's back and pulls a deep groan from his throat. White fluid spurts onto his stomach in rhythmic pulses.

And then it's over. The intense pleasure recedes quickly, leaving a hollow satisfaction in its wake. Riley lies back, catching her breath, surprised by how rapidly the arousal fades compared to her experiences in her female body.

"So that's male orgasm," she murmurs, clinical tone returning as the physical effects subside. "Intense but brief."

She cleans up efficiently with tissues from Jake's bag, then finds dry clothes. His body feels tired now, a heaviness settling into the limbs that has nothing to do with their greater size and everything to do with post-orgasmic chemistry.

Riley stares at the tent ceiling, conflicted. The experience was educational, certainly. But the intimacy of it—knowing parts of Jake's body that he never consented to share with her—sits uneasily in her mind. Not that he's likely being any more respectful with her body, she thinks grimly.

She checks Jake's phone. Nearly midnight. The camp has gone quiet, other students retreating to their tents after the storm-interrupted day. Soon, she'll need to meet with Jake and figure out their next steps. But for now, she lies in his body, feeling its unfamiliar weight and strength, wondering how it will feel to return to her own form—if that's even possible.

The weight between her legs, momentarily quiescent, is a constant reminder of her displacement. Riley closes Jake's eyes, trying to find calm in the chaos of their situation.

Morning light filters through the blue nylon of Riley's tent, pulling Jake from a fitful sleep. For one blissful moment, he forgets—then he stretches, feels the unfamiliar curves of Riley's body beneath the sleeping bag, and yesterday's impossible reality crashes back. He's still trapped in her skin, the soft swell of her breasts rising with each breath, the absence between his legs a constant reminder of his displacement.

"Fuck," he whispers in Riley's voice, pressing the heels of her small hands against her eyes.

He'd hoped it was a dream—a vivid, bizarre dream brought on by the storm or maybe a concussion from the lightning strike. But here he is, still wearing Riley's sleep shirt and shorts, still inhabiting her petite form.

A shadow appears outside the tent, followed by a female voice. "Riley? You up? Breakfast in ten."

Jake freezes. He hadn't considered this part—actually having to interact with other people as Riley. What does she sound like beyond their brief, antagonistic exchanges? How does she move, laugh, talk to friends?

"Uh, yeah," he calls back, attempting to soften his usual tone. "Be right there."

The shadow lingers. "You okay? You sound weird."

Jake clears his throat. "Just... tired. Coming."

He scrambles to dress, rummaging through Riley's neatly packed clothes. Everything is folded with scientific precision, jeans and t-shirts in one stack, underwear and socks in another. He pulls on a plain black bra, fumbling with the hooks before managing to secure it. The sensation of the straps against Riley's shoulders is strange, confining.

Jake selects jeans and a simple gray t-shirt—nothing too feminine that might require knowledge he doesn't possess. He runs Riley's fingers through her hair, wincing as they catch in tangles. How do women deal with this every morning?

Outside, the camp is already bustling with activity. Jake takes a tentative step, still adjusting to Riley's smaller stride and different center of gravity. The sunlight seems brighter through her eyes, colors more vivid. Even the air feels different against her skin—everything more intense, more immediate.

He notices something else immediately—the way male gazes track Riley's body as he walks toward the campfire. Not overtly leering, but lingering glances that follow her movement. It's subtle but unmistakable. Is this what women deal with constantly?

"Riley! Over here!"

A pretty brunette waves from near the coffee station. Jake recognizes her vaguely—she's been at parties he's attended, though they've never spoken. From Riley's belongings, he guesses this must be Zoe, her roommate.

Jake approaches, trying to mimic what he imagines is Riley's walk—direct, efficient, no-nonsense.

"Hey," he says, accepting the coffee Zoe hands him.

"You disappeared after the storm yesterday," Zoe says, studying his face. "Everything okay?"

Jake sips the coffee, buying time. "Yeah, just... tired from the hike."

"And getting stuck with Jake Morrison." Zoe rolls her eyes. "Professor Matthews has a twisted sense of humor pairing you two."

Jake feels a strange twist in his chest—is this how Riley talks about him when he's not around?

"He's not that bad," he says before he can stop himself.

Zoe's eyebrows shoot up. "Excuse me? This is Jake 'I've slept with half the cheerleading squad' Morrison we're talking about. Mr. 'Football is life and brain cells are optional.' You've been complaining about guys like him since freshman year."

Jake winces internally. Is that really how he comes across?

"Maybe there's more to him," he offers lamely.

Zoe steps closer, her eyes narrowing. "Are you feeling okay? You're acting strange."

"I'm fine," Jake insists, but Zoe places a cool hand against Riley's forehead.

"No fever," she says, her face inches from his. From this close, Jake notices details he never would have in his male body—the faint freckles across Zoe's nose, the flecks of gold in her brown eyes.

"You know," he says, Riley's voice dropping slightly, "I never realized how pretty your eyes are."

The words slip out before he can stop them—pure Jake Morrison, not Riley Chen. Immediately, he knows it's a mistake.

Zoe blinks in surprise. "What?"

Jake scrambles to recover. "I mean, the light just hit them differently. Scientifically speaking, pupil dilation and light refraction can enhance perception of eye color under certain conditions."

He has no idea if that made any sense, but Zoe seems to relax slightly.

"Since when do you notice things like that?" she asks, but her tone has softened, a small smile playing at her lips.

Jake recognizes that smile—he's seen it countless times directed at his male body. Interest. Attraction. He's accidentally flirting as Riley, and Zoe is responding.

"Maybe the lightning scrambled my brain a little," he jokes, trying to find safer ground.

"Maybe," Zoe agrees, but she doesn't step back. Instead, she tucks a strand of hair behind Riley's ear, her fingers lingering against the skin. "You know, I like this version of you. Less uptight."

Jake swallows hard. This is dangerous territory. He should back away, make an excuse, find the real Riley. Instead, he finds himself leaning slightly into Zoe's touch, Riley's body responding with a flutter of arousal that spreads through her chest, different from what he experienced last night.

"Maybe I'm tired of being uptight," he says softly.

Zoe's smile widens. "It's about time."

Before Jake can respond, Zoe leans forward and presses her lips against Riley's. The kiss is soft, tentative, nothing like the aggressive make-out sessions Jake is used to initiating. From this side, in this body, everything feels different—the softness, the gentleness, the building heat that spreads from his lips down through Riley's core.

Jake returns the kiss, carefully at first, then with growing confidence as Riley's body responds. The sensation is electric, nerves lighting up in ways his male body never experienced. When Zoe's hand cups Riley's cheek, the tenderness of the gesture nearly undoes him.

They break apart, both slightly breathless. Zoe's eyes are wide with surprise and something darker.

"Wow," she whispers. "That was..."

"Yeah," Jake agrees, genuinely stunned by the intensity of Riley's physical response.

Zoe glances around the camp, then back at him. "We should talk. Later. After activities."

Jake nods, unable to trust Riley's voice. What has he just done? And what will the real Riley say when she finds out?

Across the campsite, Riley emerges from Jake's tent, muscles tense with anticipation. She spent twenty minutes practicing his walk—the swagger, the loose-limbed confidence—before daring to face the world in his skin. She's pulled his hair into the artfully messy style he seems to prefer, dressed in his typical jeans and fitted t-shirt, and prepared a mental script for basic interactions.

The morning air feels different against Jake's skin—less sensitive somehow, but with a heightened awareness of the body's power. Each movement contains potential energy, muscles coiled and ready. No wonder he struts, Riley thinks. This body feels designed for display.

"Morrison! There you are, you asshole!"

A tall, broad-shouldered guy approaches, clapping Jake's body on the back with enough force that Riley has to brace herself. She recognizes him vaguely—Brad, Jake's teammate and apparent friend.

"We thought that tree fried you," Brad continues, grinning. "Though I guess it would take more than lightning to kill your dumb ass."

Riley forces Jake's face into what she hopes is his typical smirk. "Takes more than that to keep me down."

Her delivery must be convincing because Brad laughs, pulling her toward the food line. "That's what I told Amber last night. She was worried about you."

"Amber?" Riley asks before she can stop herself.

Brad gives her a strange look. "Cheerleader? Blonde? Great rack? You hooked up with her after the Northwestern game?"

Riley feels her face flush with heat. "Right. Amber."

"Dude, don't tell me you forgot. That's cold, even for you." Brad fills a plate with eggs and bacon, nudging Riley to do the same. "Though I guess if you're banging as many chicks as you claim, it's hard to keep track."

Riley's stomach turns, but she maintains Jake's expression, loading his plate with food. Is this how men talk when women aren't around? Is this how Jake talks?

"Speaking of which," Brad continues, lowering his voice as they sit at a picnic table, "what about that Chen chick? You two were alone in the woods for a while."

Riley nearly chokes on a piece of bacon. "What? No. Nothing happened."

Brad snorts. "Come on, man. Stuck-up bitches like that are always the wildest once you get past the ice queen act. Bet she's a freak under those boring clothes."

Anger flares hot in Riley's chest—not just at the crude assessment of herself, but at the casual misogyny. She sets Jake's jaw, fixing Brad with a hard stare.

"Don't talk about her like that."

Brad blinks, surprised. "Since when do you care? Last week you said the only thing computer nerds were good for was fixing your laptop and maybe giving head if they're hot enough."

Riley feels physically ill. Had Jake really said that? About her? About women in general? The casual cruelty of it stings more than she expected.

"Maybe I changed my mind," she says stiffly.

Brad studies her for a moment, then laughs. "Holy shit. You like her. Jake Morrison, campus player, has a thing for the frigid code monkey."

"I don't—" Riley starts, then reconsiders. This might be a useful cover. "Just lay off, okay?"

Brad holds up his hands in mock surrender. "Whatever you say, Captain. Your dick, your disaster."

He leans closer, voice dropping further. "But if you do tap that, I want details. Bet she's tight as hell. Probably never been properly fucked."

Something snaps in Riley. Without thinking, she grabs the front of Brad's shirt, Jake's larger hand easily fisting the material. The strength in this body is startling—she barely exerts herself, yet Brad's eyes widen in surprise.

"I said, lay off," she growls, the deep timbre of Jake's voice adding menace she could never achieve in her own body.

Brad raises his hands. "Whoa, easy! I'm just messing around."

Riley releases him, shocked by her own reaction—and by how effective it was. Is this what male privilege feels like? The ability to physically intimidate, to be taken seriously when expressing anger?

"Sorry," she mutters, not entirely meaning it. "Just... drop it."

Brad straightens his shirt, eyeing her warily. "Sure, man. No problem. You feeling okay? That lightning must have rattled your brain."

"I'm fine," Riley says, returning to Jake's breakfast. "Just tired."

Brad accepts this explanation, changing the subject to football practice and upcoming games. Riley responds with noncommittal grunts, her mind elsewhere.

Across the campsite, she spots her own body sitting with Zoe, their heads close together, Zoe's hand on her knee. Something about the body language is wrong—too open, too flirtatious. What is Jake doing in her body?

Their eyes meet briefly across the distance. Jake gives a small, helpless shrug from within her form. Riley narrows Jake's eyes in warning. They need to talk, and soon. Before Jake ruins her life—or before she ruins his with another confrontation.

The irony isn't lost on her. Less than twenty-four hours in each other's bodies, and they're already seeing sides of life they never considered. The weight of Jake's privilege sits heavily on her shoulders, while across the camp, Jake learns what it means to navigate the world in female skin.

The ancient oak tree stands tall at the edge of the clearing, its leaves rustling gently in the morning breeze, secrets held tight within its ancient bark.


Chapter 2: First Tastes

The key turns in the lock with an unfamiliar resistance as Jake maneuvers Riley's slender fingers around the metal. Three days in this body, and he still misjudges the reach, the strength, the delicate precision required for even the simplest tasks. The leadership retreat ended this morning in a flurry of awkward goodbyes and halfhearted promises to stay in touch, with no chance for him and Riley to speak privately about their impossible situation. Now, as he pushes open the door to her dorm room, a new challenge awaits: convincing her roommates that he is the studious, reserved Riley Chen they've lived with all semester, not a quarterback trapped in a computer nerd's petite body.

The door swings open to reveal a tidy common area where two young women sit surrounded by textbooks and laptops. They look up simultaneously, their expressions shifting from concentration to mild surprise.

"Riley!" The one with short black hair and wire-rimmed glasses—Mei, Jake remembers from the photos on Riley's phone—brightens. "How was the leadership thing? You weren't answering texts."

Jake realizes too late that he's standing with Riley's feet planted wide, shoulders back, hips cocked in his signature stance. He hurriedly adjusts, bringing her knees closer together, letting her shoulders curl forward slightly.

"Battery died," he says, wincing at how low he's pitched Riley's voice. He clears her throat, tries again. "It was... educational."

The other roommate—Alyssa, he presumes—narrows her eyes slightly. "You look different."

Jake forces Riley's face into what he hopes is her typical serious expression. "Different how?"

Alyssa tilts her head. "I don't know. You're walking weird. And since when do you wear your hair like that?"

Jake's hand flies to Riley's hair, which he's styled in a loose, tousled way he finds attractive on women. Nothing like the practical ponytail she usually wears.

"Just... trying something new." He slides Riley's backpack off her shoulders, accidentally letting it drop with a heavy thud. "I'm beat. Think I'll check some emails and crash."

He makes for Riley's bedroom, feeling their eyes on his back. The sway of her hips—which he can't seem to control—betrays him with each step.

"Did Riley Chen just say she's too tired to study on a Wednesday night?" Alyssa stage-whispers to Mei. "Should we call for medical assistance?"

Jake closes the door behind him, leaning against it with a sigh of relief. Riley's room is exactly what he expected—meticulously organized, walls adorned with academic achievement certificates rather than posters, a pristine desk with color-coded notebooks arranged by subject.

Her laptop sits at the center of the desk, closed and locked. Jake flips it open, confronted immediately by a password prompt. He tries the obvious—her birthday, her full name, "computer"—with no success. Frustration builds as each attempt fails. What would a nerdy overachiever use as a password?

On a whim, he tries "Turing2000"—combining the name of the computer science pioneer with her birth year. The screen unlocks.

"Predictable," he mutters, even as relief washes over him. He needs access to her class schedules, her assignments, her entire academic life if he's going to maintain this charade until they figure out how to switch back.

A soft knock interrupts his thoughts.

"Riley?" Mei's voice comes through the door. "Can I borrow your Linear Algebra notes? Professor Kim hinted the next quiz covers eigenvalues."

Jake freezes. "Uh, sure. Come in."

Mei enters, closing the door softly behind her. She looks concerned, her dark eyes studying Riley's face. "Are you sure you're okay? You seem... different since you got back from that camp."

Jake sees an opportunity forming. This close, he notices what he missed before—the way Mei's eyes linger on Riley's face, the slight flush that appears on her cheeks when their gazes meet. Interest. Attraction. He's seen it countless times directed at his male body.

"Maybe I am different," he says, letting Riley's voice drop to a softer register. "Maybe the retreat helped me realize some things."

Mei steps closer. "Like what?"

Jake shifts Riley's body, allowing her hair to fall across her face in what he knows is an alluring gesture. "Like how much time I waste studying when I could be... studying other things."

The innuendo lands. Mei's eyes widen slightly, her lips parting in surprise. "Riley Chen making jokes about not studying? Now I know something's wrong."

Jake laughs, the sound higher and more musical than his own. "Not wrong. Just... new perspective." He pats the bed beside him. "We could review those notes together. If you want."

Mei hesitates, then sits, careful to leave space between them. "You're acting weird, you know that?"

"Good weird or bad weird?" Jake asks, letting Riley's fingers casually brush against Mei's arm as he reaches for a notebook.

The touch leaves a trail of goosebumps on Mei's skin. She doesn't pull away. "I'm... not sure yet."

Jake smiles, recognizing the opening for what it is. He leans closer under the pretense of opening the notebook, allowing Riley's breast to press lightly against Mei's arm. The contact sends a ripple of sensation through his borrowed chest—these breasts are far more sensitive than he realized during his initial exploration.

"I've been thinking," he says, voice hushed. "We spend so much time with numbers and equations. Don't you ever wonder what else we're missing?"

Mei swallows visibly. "Sometimes."

Jake places Riley's small hand on Mei's thigh, just above the knee. "Like this. This isn't calculus, but I bet it's worth studying."

"Riley," Mei breathes, her voice tinged with confusion and something darker, warmer. "What are you doing?"

"Something I should have done a long time ago."

Jake leans in, pressing Riley's soft lips against Mei's. For a moment, there's resistance—surprise, confusion—then Mei melts into the kiss, her hand coming up to cup Riley's face. The sensation is electric, nerves lighting up in ways Jake's male body never experienced. When Mei's tongue tentatively touches Riley's lower lip, the jolt of arousal that shoots through her core nearly makes him gasp.

He deepens the kiss, drawing on years of experience with women, but applying it from this new perspective. Riley's body responds with enthusiasm, a warm, liquid heat pooling between her legs, her nipples tightening against the fabric of her bra.

"I've wanted this," Mei confesses against Riley's lips. "For so long. But I never thought you..."

"Shhh," Jake silences her with another kiss, guiding them both back onto Riley's neatly made bed. His hands move with practiced confidence, finding the hem of Mei's sweater, slipping beneath to trace the warm skin of her stomach.

Mei sighs into the kiss, her body arching slightly. "This isn't like you," she whispers, even as her own hands begin a tentative exploration of Riley's back.

"Maybe you never really knew me," Jake murmurs, pressing Riley's lips to Mei's neck, finding the pulse point that makes her breath hitch.

He unbuttons Mei's jeans with Riley's nimble fingers, remembering his own explorations of this borrowed body, the waves of pleasure that built and crashed when he touched certain places. Now he applies that knowledge to Mei, stroking her through her panties, feeling the damp heat beneath the cotton.

"Oh god," Mei gasps, her hips lifting involuntarily. "Riley, what's gotten into you?"

Jake smiles against her neck. If only she knew. "Let me taste you," he whispers, trailing Riley's lips down Mei's body, positioning himself between her thighs.

The first stroke of Riley's tongue against Mei's center draws a moan that seems to surprise them both. Jake works with methodical precision, using techniques that women have always responded to when he was in his male body, but now enhanced by his intimate knowledge of female pleasure.

Mei's hands tangle in Riley's hair, her breathing becoming ragged. "Oh my god," she pants. "Where did you learn to—"

Her words dissolve into incoherent sounds as Jake increases the pressure, adding Riley's slender fingers to the equation. He curves them upward, finding the spot that had sent shockwaves through Riley's body when he explored it alone.

Mei's orgasm builds visibly—the flush spreading across her chest, the tension in her thighs, the increasingly desperate sounds escaping her lips. When it hits, her entire body arches off the bed, a choked cry caught behind her teeth as she tries to stay quiet.

Before she can recover, Jake continues, keeping the pressure steady, building her toward a second peak. This time when she comes, tears form at the corners of her eyes, her body trembling uncontrollably.

"Riley," she whispers, pulling him up for a kiss, tasting herself on Riley's lips. "That was... I never knew you..."

Jake feels a strange mix of triumph and wonder. The female orgasm, experienced from this side, is a revelation—not the singular, explosive release of his male body but rolling waves that seem to echo through the entire nervous system.

As Mei's hands begin their own exploration of Riley's body, Jake closes her eyes, surrendering to the sensation. The pleasure builds differently here—more diffuse, less focused, but ultimately more overwhelming. When Mei's fingers find their target, the jolt of arousal is so intense it steals his breath.

"Let me," Mei whispers, eyes dark with desire. "Let me make you feel good too."

Jake nods Riley's head, unable to form words as Mei's touch sends ribbons of pleasure cascading through his borrowed form. As the sensation builds toward what he now knows will be a shattering climax, a thought flickers at the edges of his mind: this power—to experience pleasure this way, to give it to others from this unique perspective—is intoxicating. And he's only just beginning to explore its possibilities.

The bass from the sound system vibrates through Jake's chest as Riley pushes open the door to Alpha Sigma Phi. Three days of inhabiting this foreign body have done nothing to prepare her for the sensory assault of the fraternity house—the beer-sour smell, the shouted conversations, the casual physicality of male bodies colliding in greeting. She ducks instinctively as she enters, a habit from her smaller frame, then straightens to Jake's full height when she realizes the doorway accommodates him easily. His body moves through the world differently, claiming space rather than navigating around it, and she still hasn't adjusted to the shift in perspective.

"Morrison! Where the hell have you been, man?" A tall fraternity brother—Riley thinks his name might be Tyler—materializes from the crowd, red cup sloshing as he claps Jake's shoulder with enough force to make her stumble. "Coach was looking for you at practice. Said you'd better have a doctor's note or he's benching you Saturday."

Riley forces Jake's face into what she hopes is his typical confident grin. "Got hit with something after that leadership retreat. Told Brad to let Coach know."

Tyler's eyebrows lift. "Brad's been in Kappa Sigma's basement since yesterday, doing the Walk of Shame challenge. Forty-eight hours of beer pong with those engineering nerds." He studies Jake's face. "You feeling okay? You look weird."

"Fine," Riley says, trying to deepen Jake's voice to its usual register. "Just tired."

She moves past him, aiming for the relative quiet of the kitchen. Her stride is too measured, she realizes—Jake swaggers, he doesn't walk. She adjusts, letting his hips loosen, his shoulders roll back. The performance is exhausting.

The kitchen offers no respite. Six fraternity brothers crowd around the island, passing a bottle of tequila and rating women on a scale that makes Riley's blood boil.

"Dude, Professor Winters is definitely an eight after two shots, six if you're sober," one says, to raucous agreement. "Those legs go all the way to heaven."

"Speaking of heaven," another chimes in, noticing Riley. "Morrison! Settle a bet. Did you actually hook up with both Thomas twins last semester, or was that bullshit?"

Riley feels heat climb Jake's neck. "Can't kiss and tell," she manages, grabbing a beer from the counter to buy time.

"Since when?" The brother snorts. "Last week you gave us a play-by-play so detailed I felt like I was there."

The casual objectification turns Riley's stomach. Is this what Jake participates in? Is this who he is when women aren't around?

She attempts to open the beer but misjudges Jake's strength, crushing the can slightly. Foam sprays across his shirt.

"Damn, Morrison, you forget how to drink too?" someone laughs.

Riley wipes Jake's hand on his jeans. "Need to change," she mutters, pushing past them toward the stairs.

She takes the steps two at a time—easy in Jake's long legs—and turns down the hallway toward his room. The door frame catches her shoulder as she misjudges the width of his body yet again. The pain is duller than it would be in her own flesh—Jake's muscled shoulder absorbing impact that would bruise her smaller frame.

His room is surprisingly neat—not organized like hers, but cleaner than she expected. The bed is made, athletic gear hung on hooks rather than strewn across the floor. A desk in the corner holds textbooks and a laptop. Riley sinks onto the bed, exhaling heavily.

Three days in this body, with no opportunity to speak privately with Jake about their situation. The leadership retreat ended in chaos—a sudden storm forcing an early departure, separating their groups. She's left messages on her own phone, texts that Jake presumably reads but hasn't responded to. Is he avoiding her? Or simply enjoying his freedom in her body too much to care?

A knock at the door interrupts her thoughts. Before she can answer, it swings open to reveal a tall blonde wearing a crop top and miniskirt despite the autumn chill.

"There you are." The girl—Brittany, Riley realizes from photos on Jake's phone—closes the door behind her, lips curved in a smile that communicates clear intent. "I've been looking everywhere for you."

Riley stands quickly, Jake's body responding automatically to the sight of the attractive woman—blood redirecting, pulse quickening. "Brittany. Hey. I was just—"

"Hiding?" Brittany crosses the room, placing her hands on Jake's chest. "You've been avoiding me since you got back." She rises on tiptoes, lips brushing his neck. "I missed you."

Riley's mind races. She can't blow Jake's cover, but she has no idea how to navigate this situation. "I've been... busy," she manages.

"Too busy for this?" Brittany's hand slides down, cupping Jake's groin through his jeans.

Riley gasps, unprepared for the jolt of sensation that shoots through Jake's body. The response is immediate, blood rushing to his penis, creating an unmistakable hardness against Brittany's palm.

"That's more like it," Brittany purrs, squeezing gently.

Riley stands frozen as Brittany's fingers find Jake's belt buckle, deftly unfastening it. This is wrong on so many levels—an invasion of both Jake's and Brittany's privacy, a violation of consent that makes her academic ethics seem quaint in comparison. But revealing the truth is impossible.

"Relax," Brittany says, misinterpreting her tension. "No one's coming up here. They're all too drunk to climb stairs."

She sinks to her knees, tugging Jake's jeans down his thighs. Riley watches in fascinated horror as his erection strains against his boxer briefs, a physical response completely divorced from her mental state. Brittany hooks her fingers in the elastic, pulling the underwear down to reveal Jake's penis, fully erect and seemingly with a mind of its own.

"God, I missed this," Brittany murmurs, wrapping her fingers around the shaft.

The touch sends a shockwave of pleasure through Jake's body so intense that Riley's knees nearly buckle. She grabs the edge of the desk for support, a groan escaping Jake's throat without her permission.

Brittany smiles up at her. "Missed me too, huh?"

Before Riley can respond, Brittany takes him into her mouth. The wet heat engulfing Jake's most sensitive organ obliterates rational thought. Riley's hands move to Brittany's shoulders, not to push her away but to steady this unfamiliar body against waves of sensation unlike anything she's ever experienced.

The pleasure is localized, intense, almost painfully focused in a way completely different from female arousal. Each movement of Brittany's tongue sends direct signals of pleasure that build linearly, mechanically, toward a release that feels increasingly inevitable.

"Brittany," Riley gasps, alarmed by the rising tension. "I'm going to—"

Brittany pulls back, standing and stripping off her top in one fluid motion. "Not yet," she says, unhooking her bra. "I want you inside me first."

She pushes Jake's chest, guiding him back toward the bed. Riley sits awkwardly, still processing the new sensations as Brittany removes her skirt and panties. Naked, she straddles Jake's thighs, reaching again for his erection.

"Touch me," Brittany commands, guiding Jake's large hand to her breast.

Riley complies, trying to remember what she knows about female pleasure—from her own body, from limited reading, from whispered conversations with friends. She brushes her thumb across Brittany's nipple, gratified when the girl sighs in response.

"You're being so gentle today," Brittany observes, a question in her voice. "What happened to the rough stuff you usually like?"

Riley swallows. "Just... trying something different."

Brittany's eyes narrow slightly. "Different can be good," she concedes, reaching for the bedside drawer. She extracts a condom, tearing the package open with her teeth. "But I kind of miss bossy Jake."

Riley watches as Brittany rolls the condom onto Jake's penis with practiced ease. Before she can prepare herself, Brittany positions herself above him and sinks down, enveloping him in tight, wet heat that draws a shocked sound from Jake's throat.

The sensation is overwhelming—pressure and friction and warmth combining into pleasure so acute it borders on pain. Jake's hips thrust upward of their own accord, his body operating on instinct while Riley struggles to maintain some semblance of control.

"That's more like it," Brittany moans, rocking against him. "Come on, Jake. Take what you want."

The invitation—or challenge—pushes Riley to action. She grips Brittany's hips with Jake's large hands, guiding her movements. The power dynamic is entirely foreign—Jake's strength allows her to lift and position Brittany with ease, to control the pace and depth in ways her female body never could.

"Is this what you want?" she asks, Jake's voice rougher than she intends.

"Yes," Brittany gasps, her head falling back. "Harder. Like you mean it."

Riley complies, letting Jake's body move more aggressively, surprised by how naturally it comes. The pleasure builds steadily, a straightforward climb toward a peak she can feel approaching. Jake's muscles tense, his breathing shortens, pressure builds at the base of his spine.

And then, at the height of pleasure, as Jake's body shudders toward release, something strange happens—a flash of different sensation, a ghost of feeling from another body. For a brief, disorienting moment, Riley feels phantom breasts, phantom lips on her neck, phantom fingers between her legs. The dual sensations—male release and female arousal—collide in a confusing symphony that leaves her gasping.

Brittany collapses against Jake's chest, satisfied and oblivious to Riley's inner turmoil. "God, I needed that," she murmurs, pressing a kiss to his neck.

Riley lies still, Jake's heart pounding against his ribs, sweat cooling on his skin. The phantom sensations have faded, but the memory lingers—a fleeting connection to her own distant body. What was Jake doing in her flesh to create such an echo? And why does the thought fill her with both dread and a strange, unwelcome curiosity?

"You okay?" Brittany asks, propping herself up on Jake's chest. "You seem weird. Not complaining about my technique or telling me how good I look on top." She smiles, but concern edges her voice.

"I'm fine," Riley lies, awkwardly patting her back. "Just... thinking."

Brittany studies Jake's face. "Thinking during sex? That's definitely new." She rolls off him, reaching for her discarded clothes. "Don't tell me that leadership retreat turned you into a sensitive guy."

Riley manages a weak laugh. "Just tired."

As Brittany dresses, Riley stares at the ceiling, Jake's body still humming with unfamiliar post-orgasmic chemicals. The experience was nothing like her own sexuality—simpler in some ways, more physically intense in others, but lacking the emotional complexity she associates with pleasure.

And somewhere across campus, Jake is in her body, doing what? The phantom sensations suggest something sexual. The thought should disgust her entirely, but mixed with her revulsion is a troubling curiosity—how does her body respond to his experienced touch? What is he discovering about her flesh that she herself has never known?

The questions linger, unanswered, as Brittany kisses Jake's cheek and slips out the door, leaving Riley alone with a body that doesn't belong to her and sensations she never asked to feel.

The afternoon sun slants through Riley's dorm window, painting golden stripes across the rumpled sheets where Jake lies sprawled in her body, still buzzing from the encounter with Mei. She'd left for class twenty minutes ago, flushed and flustered, stealing glances at "Riley" as though seeing her roommate for the first time. Jake stretches Riley's arms above her head, enjoying the lingering sensitivity in her nipples, the pleasant ache between her legs. This body is a revelation—responsive in ways his male form never was, capable of pleasures he's only witnessed from the outside. And he's just getting started.

He sits up, running Riley's fingers through her hair, marveling at its silky texture. Three days in this skin, and each sensation remains novel—water sliding down her shoulders in the shower, fabric brushing against her more sensitive flesh, even the way air currents touch her differently. Jake has spent years learning women's bodies from the outside, but experiencing one from within offers insights he never imagined.

The laptop on Riley's desk catches his eye. Her computer—her academic lifeline, the portal to her meticulously maintained GPA and spotless reputation. Jake slides from the bed, a plan forming as he settles into her desk chair. Her browser history reveals exactly what he'd expect—academic journals, coding forums, nothing remotely salacious or interesting.

"Let's fix that, shall we?" he murmurs, opening a new browser window.

The dorm door opens with a bang, startling him. Footsteps storm through the common area, followed by Alyssa's voice.

"Riley? Are you here?"

Jake quickly closes the browser, swiveling Riley's chair toward the door as Alyssa appears in the doorway. Her eyes are sharp, assessing, darting around the room before settling on Jake with narrowed suspicion.

"Where's Mei?" she asks, leaning against the doorframe.

"Class," Jake says, carefully pitching Riley's voice to neutral. "Advanced Programming or something."

Alyssa's eyebrow lifts at the vague description. "Or something? Since when do you not know Mei's exact schedule? You two practically synchronized your Google calendars last semester."

Jake offers a noncommittal shrug. "Things change."

"Yeah, I noticed." Alyssa steps into the room, uninvited. "Mei was acting weird when I saw her in the quad. All distracted and... glowy." Her eyes fix on the rumpled bed, then return to Jake's face with dawning realization. "Wait. Did you two...?"

Jake doesn't answer, but Riley's lips curve into a smile he doesn't bother to suppress. The expression feels foreign on her face—too confident, too satisfied.

Alyssa's eyes widen. "Holy shit. You did! You and Mei finally hooked up!" She drops onto the edge of the bed, expression somewhere between shock and something darker. "I can't believe it. After all that 'I'm too focused on academics' crap you've been spouting since freshman year."

"Maybe I realized what I was missing," Jake says, leaning back in Riley's chair, letting her legs spread slightly—a posture completely at odds with Riley's usual reserved demeanor.

Alyssa doesn't miss the change, her gaze dropping briefly to Riley's thighs before snapping back to her face. "Who are you and what have you done with Riley Chen?" The question is meant as a joke, but Jake can't help the laugh that escapes Riley's throat.

"Maybe I've always been here," he says, "just... waiting for the right moment."

Something flashes in Alyssa's eyes—jealousy, Jake realizes with interest. Jealousy and arousal. The combination is as familiar to him as breathing. How many times has he played female friends against each other, using one's desire to spark the other's competitive instinct?

"I thought if anyone would break your academic celibacy, it would be me," Alyssa says, her attempt at casual undermined by the slight flush creeping up her neck. "We've been roommates longer."

Jake leans forward, resting Riley's elbows on her knees. "The day's not over yet."

Alyssa blinks, her lips parting slightly. "What does that mean?"

The door opens again, and Mei appears, cheeks still pink from her earlier activities. She stops short at the tableau—Alyssa on Riley's bed, Jake in Riley's body watching them both with calculated interest.

"Oh," Mei says softly. "I didn't know you were back, Alyssa."

The tension in the room thickens, charged with unspoken history and fresh desire. Jake catalogs the micro-expressions that flicker between the roommates—Mei's uncertainty, Alyssa's territorial stance, the underlying current of attraction that connects all three points of this triangle.

"I was just telling Alyssa about our study session," Jake says smoothly, enjoying how both women's attention snaps to Riley's face. "I thought maybe we could all study together tonight."

Mei's eyes widen slightly in understanding, while Alyssa looks between them, sensing a subtext she can't quite decode.

"Study what, exactly?" Alyssa asks, a challenge in her voice.

Jake rises from the chair, moving with a fluid grace that belongs to him, not Riley. "Whatever you want." He approaches Alyssa, standing closer than Riley would dare. "I was thinking anatomy."

The crude joke sounds wrong in Riley's voice, but its effect is electric. Alyssa's breath catches, her pupils dilating visibly.

"Riley's been showing me some... new study techniques," Mei offers, her voice soft but charged with meaning. "They're very effective."

Jake watches the competition spark in Alyssa's eyes—the primal need to reclaim territory, to prove superiority. He's seen it countless times in his male life, orchestrated it deliberately at parties and in dorm rooms. The female form he wears changes nothing about his ability to manipulate these dynamics.

"I've got a tension headache from staring at screens all day," he says, rolling Riley's shoulders. "Mei, you were going to show Alyssa that massage technique, right?"

Mei blinks in momentary confusion, then catches on. "Right. It's... really good for stress relief."

"I could use some stress relief," Alyssa says, eyes locked on Riley's face. "Midterms are killing me."

Jake moves to the desk, positioning himself to face the bed while casually adjusting Riley's laptop. The built-in camera now has a perfect view of the room. "Why don't you start? I'll join in a minute."

As Mei begins tentatively massaging Alyssa's shoulders, Jake quietly opens the laptop, keeping an eye on the roommates. A few quick keystrokes create a new account on a streaming platform he's used before—"DormRoomSecrets"—and with a few more clicks, the camera activates, broadcasting to whoever might stumble across the feed.

A tiny red light confirms the stream is live. Jake returns his attention to the bed, where Alyssa's eyes have closed, her head tilting back as Mei's fingers work at the knots in her neck.

"How does that feel?" Mei asks, her voice slightly breathless.

"Good," Alyssa murmurs. "But Riley's better at this. She has stronger fingers from all that typing."

Jake smiles at the invitation, moving to the bed. "Let me show you both something." He positions himself behind Mei, reaching around to guide her hands. "Like this. Deeper pressure, but slower."

His demonstration puts Riley's body in intimate contact with Mei's back, her breasts pressing against the other girl. Alyssa watches through half-lidded eyes as four hands work her shoulders, the massage becoming something else entirely.

"See how her breathing changes?" Jake murmurs into Mei's ear, loud enough for Alyssa to hear. "That means it's working."

Mei nods, leaning back into Riley's body. Jake lets one of Riley's hands drift from guiding Mei to tracing a path down Alyssa's arm, a touch too deliberate to be casual.

"I think we should take off some layers," he suggests. "For better access."

Neither roommate objects as Jake helps Mei remove her sweater, then turns to Alyssa's blouse. The camera captures it all—the undressing, the increasingly bold touches, the moment when massage becomes caress.

"What are we doing, Riley?" Alyssa asks, her voice husky as Jake guides Riley's hand to the clasp of her bra.

"Whatever feels good," Jake answers, maintaining eye contact as he releases the hooks. "No overthinking. No analysis. Just feeling."

The bra falls away, and Jake cups Alyssa's breast with Riley's hand, applying knowledge gained from his explorations of this borrowed body. When he circles her nipple with his thumb, Alyssa gasps, her eyes fluttering closed.

"Mei deserves attention too," Jake says, guiding Alyssa's hand to Mei's chest. "Show her what you like."

The counter in the corner of the laptop screen shows viewers beginning to join—five, then twelve, then twenty. Jake positions the roommates to give the camera the best angle, directing them with quiet confidence that neither questions.

"I never thought..." Mei begins, then moans as Alyssa's mouth replaces her hand.

"That's it," Jake encourages, using Riley's nimble fingers to unfasten Mei's jeans. "Show her how much you want this."

The viewer count climbs—forty-three, fifty-eight, sixty-five. Anonymous watchers logging on to see three college girls exploring each other's bodies, unaware that one of them isn't who she appears to be.

Jake guides the encounter with practiced ease, removing Riley's own clothes last, positioning himself between the roommates. He directs their hands to Riley's body, showing them exactly how to touch her, using knowledge gained from his private explorations to orchestrate maximum pleasure.

"Like this," he instructs, guiding Mei's fingers between Riley's legs. "Gentle at first, then firmer."

The sensation is electric—different from his solo explorations, intensified by the additional hands on Riley's breasts, the mouth on her neck. Jake lets Riley's head fall back, surrendering to waves of pleasure that build and crest and build again.

The first orgasm takes him by surprise—stronger than what he experienced alone, radiating outward from Riley's core to the tips of her fingers and toes. He barely has time to recover before Alyssa's mouth replaces Mei's fingers, sending him spiraling toward a second peak.

The viewer count passes one hundred, then one-fifty. Comments scroll by, crude appreciations and demands for more. Riley Chen—straight-A student, scholarship recipient, computer science prodigy—performing for anonymous strangers who will never see her the same way again.

Jake feels a momentary twinge of... something. Not quite guilt. Awareness, perhaps, of crossing a line that can't be uncrossed. But the sensation is quickly overwhelmed by a third orgasm that tears a cry from Riley's throat, her body shuddering between her roommates.

The pleasure is addictive—wave after wave, each seemingly more intense than the last. Jake's male orgasms were always finite—one and done, followed by a period of recovery. But Riley's body seems capable of endless peaks, each building on the last until he loses track of where one ends and another begins.

"I didn't know you could be like this," Alyssa murmurs against Riley's breast.

"None of us did," Mei agrees, wonder in her voice.

Jake guides them into a new configuration, positioning Riley's body for optimal camera angles while ensuring his own pleasure continues. The view count now exceeds two hundred—students, professors, administrators potentially among them, watching Riley Chen shed her academic persona for something wildly different.

By the time the three collapse in an exhausted tangle of limbs, Jake has lost count of Riley's orgasms. Her body hums with satisfied pleasure, nerve endings still occasionally firing aftershocks that make her muscles twitch.

"That was..." Alyssa begins, unable to find words.

"Unexpected," Mei finishes, pressing a kiss to Riley's shoulder.

Jake smiles, stroking their hair with Riley's hands. "Just the beginning," he promises.

The viewer count stands at three hundred twelve. The recording will circulate, he knows. Riley's reputation is forever altered. But as he basks in the afterglow of female pleasure more intense than anything his male body ever experienced, Jake finds it difficult to care.

This power—to experience such sensations, to direct others' pleasure while receiving his own manifold in return—is too intoxicating to relinquish. What else can this body do? What other depths of pleasure remain unexplored? As Riley's roommates drift toward sleep beside him, Jake's mind races with possibilities, each more decadent than the last.

And somewhere, across campus, Riley sits in his body, unaware that her life is being

Steam billows from the showers, turning the locker room into a humid maze of half-visible male bodies. Riley stands frozen in Jake's skin, football pads still strapped to his broad shoulders, mud caking his cleats. Practice ended ten minutes ago, but she delayed entering this sacred masculine space as long as possible. Coach's ultimatum left her no choice—show up for practice or lose Jake's starting position—so she spent the afternoon fumbling through drills, grateful for his body's muscle memory that compensated for her complete ignorance of football. Now comes the part she's been dreading: the communal showers, the naked bodies, the performance of masculinity she can mimic but never truly understand.

"Morrison! You planning to stand there until you fossilize?" Brad calls from across the room, already stripped to a towel slung low around his hips. "Coach wants those plays memorized by tomorrow."

Riley nods Jake's head, moving toward his assigned locker. Her fingers fumble with the combination lock, anxiety making Jake's usually steady hands clumsy. The lock finally yields, revealing neatly arranged clothes and toiletries—Jake may be many things, but disorganized isn't one of them.

She begins removing the pads, struggling with straps and buckles unfamiliar to her smaller body's muscle memory. Around her, male bodies move with casual immodesty—towels dropped, conversations carried on across naked expanses, hands adjusting genitals with unconscious familiarity. It's a world of flesh she's never been privy to, and the casual intimacy of it unsettles her.

"Need help with those straps, quarterback?" A deep voice sounds behind her.

Riley turns to find a tall, dark-skinned player she recognizes from team photos as Marcus Wilson, the team's star wide receiver. His expression holds something beyond simple teammate camaraderie—a warmth, a knowing quality that makes Jake's body respond in ways Riley doesn't understand.

"I've got it," she manages, deepening Jake's voice instinctively.

Marcus's eyes linger on Jake's face. "You've been off since that leadership thing. Everything good?"

There's genuine concern in his voice, but something else too—intimacy, as though he has a right to ask. Riley nods curtly, turning back to the locker, intensely aware of Marcus's presence behind her.

"Yeah. Fine." She pulls Jake's jersey over his head, adding it to the growing pile of equipment.

"If you say so." Marcus's hand brushes Jake's shoulder—a touch too deliberate to be casual—before he moves away.

Riley exhales, continuing the methodical process of undressing Jake's body. The locker room banter swirls around her, crude and explicit in ways that make her academic vocabulary seem quaint.

"Dude, this freshman was so wet she soaked through the mattress," someone says, followed by appreciative hoots. "Had to flip it before my roommate got back."

"That's nothing," another voice counters. "Remember when Morrison made that cheerleader squirt so hard she hit the ceiling light?"

Laughter erupts, along with calls for verification. Riley feels heat climb Jake's neck, mortification warring with unwanted curiosity. Is it true? Is Jake's sexual prowess as legendary as these stories suggest?

"Morrison doesn't kiss and tell," Brad interjects, throwing a towel at the storyteller. "Unless he's drunk. Then he doesn't shut up."

More laughter. Riley keeps her eyes down, focusing on removing Jake's cleats, trying to become invisible in this body that demands attention everywhere it goes.

Eventually, she can delay no longer. Stripped to Jake's boxer briefs, she grabs his towel and shower kit, heading for the steamy communal area. The shower room is a tiled expanse with chrome fixtures lining the walls, no curtains, no privacy. Half a dozen naked men stand under the spray, continuing conversations, washing mud from muscled limbs.

Riley selects a showerhead as far from others as possible, hanging Jake's towel on a nearby hook. With her back to the room, she quickly removes his underwear, immediately stepping under the water to minimize exposure.

The hot water cascades over Jake's body, soothing muscles she didn't know could ache in these specific ways. Football practice taxed his form in ways her daily jog never challenged her smaller frame. She keeps her eyes fixed on the tile wall, methodically soaping his chest, his arms, avoiding looking down or around more than necessary.

Gradually, the other players finish their showers, conversations fading as they return to the locker area. Riley relaxes slightly, believing herself alone, only to tense again at the sound of approaching footsteps.

"You're avoiding me." Marcus's voice is quiet, intimate in the now-empty shower room.

Riley glances over Jake's shoulder. Marcus stands naked beside the adjacent showerhead, water glistening on dark skin, his body as perfectly honed as Jake's own. She quickly averts her eyes, but not before noticing his half-aroused state.

"Not avoiding," she replies, keeping Jake's voice neutral. "Just tired."

Marcus steps closer. "Bullshit. Ever since that lightning strike, you've been acting weird." He lowers his voice further. "Did someone say something? About us?"

The question freezes Riley in place. Us? Her mind races, reevaluating every interaction she's witnessed between Jake and Marcus, searching for clues she might have missed.

"No," she says carefully. "Nobody said anything."

Marcus studies Jake's face, concern evident in his expression. "You sure? Because one minute we're good—better than good—and the next you're acting like we've never..." He gestures between their bodies, leaving the sentence unfinished but unmistakable.

The implication is clear. Jake and Marcus are—or were—sexually involved. The revelation reshapes Riley's understanding of Jake entirely. The campus player, the womanizer, the embodiment of toxic masculinity—also has a male lover. The contradiction is staggering.

"I just need time," she manages, falling back on the vague explanation she's been using for days.

Marcus steps closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. "No one's around. We can pick up where we left off last time."

Riley feels trapped between impossible choices. Rejection might expose her as an impostor in Jake's skin. Acceptance means a sexual encounter she has no frame of reference for, with a man who knows Jake's body better than she does. Neither option seems survivable.

Before she can decide, Marcus leans in, pressing his lips to Jake's. The kiss is nothing like Riley expected—not rough or demanding, but surprisingly gentle, almost tender. Jake's body responds automatically, lips softening, hands rising to rest on Marcus's waist.

"That's more like it," Marcus murmurs against Jake's mouth. "I've missed you."

His hand slides down Jake's wet torso, fingers wrapping around his penis with familiar confidence. The touch sends a jolt through Jake's body so intense that Riley gasps, unprepared for the surge of pleasure.

"Told you," Marcus says with a soft laugh. "Your body doesn't lie, even when you're being weird."

He drops to his knees on the wet tile, looking up at Jake's face with unmistakable intent. Riley feels panic rising in her chest, but also a strange curiosity. This is a side of Jake no one knows—a vulnerability, a secret kept from his fraternity brothers and adoring female fans.

Marcus takes Jake into his mouth without further preamble, and Riley's world narrows to a pinpoint of sensation so intense she has to brace herself against the tile wall. The feeling is entirely different from her experience with Brittany—more skilled, more knowing, as though Marcus has mapped every sensitive point of Jake's anatomy.

"Marcus," she gasps, Jake's voice breaking slightly.

He hums in response, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through Jake's body. Riley's hands move of their own accord, tangling in Marcus's short hair, guiding his movements in ways Jake's muscle memory seems to dictate.

The pleasure builds rapidly, directly, Jake's body racing toward release with none of the gradual build she's accustomed to in her female form. As the tension coils tighter at the base of his spine, Riley closes Jake's eyes, surrendering to the sensation.

And that's when it happens—like a radio suddenly finding signal, her consciousness splits. She remains in Jake's body, feeling the wet heat of Marcus's mouth, but simultaneously experiences a ghost of different sensations: feminine pleasure, multiple points of stimulation, hands on breasts that aren't currently attached to her consciousness.

The dual input is disorienting, overwhelming. Jake's body shudders toward climax while Riley's mind registers phantom touches on a body miles away. She gasps, confused by the feedback loop of pleasure—Jake's direct, focused release building alongside echoes of her own body's more diffuse, rolling waves.

"Jake," Marcus murmurs, pulling back slightly. "Look at me."

Riley forces Jake's eyes open, staring down at Marcus as dual orgasms crash through her consciousness—Jake's physical release pulsing into Marcus's mouth while somewhere across campus, her own body convulses with pleasure she can feel but not control.

The phantom connection fades as quickly as it appeared, leaving Riley gasping in Jake's body, leaning heavily against the shower wall. Marcus rises, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a satisfied smile playing on his lips.

"Still got it," he says, pressing a kiss to Jake's jaw. "Whatever's going on with you, at least that hasn't changed."

Riley struggles to form words, Jake's brain foggy with post-orgasmic chemicals while her own consciousness reels from the impossible dual sensation. "That was... intense."

Marcus laughs softly. "Always is with you." He steps back under his own shower spray. "You don't have to talk about whatever's bothering you. Just don't shut me out, okay?"

The genuine affection in his voice makes Riley see Jake in an entirely new light. This isn't just physical—there's emotion here, connection beyond the casual hookups Jake is known for.

"I won't," she promises, meaning it despite the deception inherent in her presence.

Marcus nods, seemingly satisfied. "Better finish up before Coach comes looking for us."

They shower in companionable silence, Marcus occasionally glancing at Jake with a warmth that makes Riley wonder how she could have misjudged Jake so completely. The hypermasculine persona, the womanizing reputation—perhaps they're as much a disguise as her current occupation of his skin.

As she dries Jake's body and dresses in his clean clothes, Riley's mind returns to the phantom connection. What was Jake doing to her body to create such pleasure? And why could she feel it across this impossible divide?

More troubling still: the connection seems to be strengthening. The first time was just a flash, a momentary ghost of sensation. This time was stronger, more sustained, the pleasure from both bodies feeding into each other in ways that defy scientific explanation.

Riley zips Jake's duffel bag, nodding goodbye to Marcus as she leaves. Whatever is happening between their displaced consciousnesses, one thing is clear—they are still linked, still sharing sensations across the divide of their swap. And with each sexual encounter, that link seems to grow stronger.

What will happen if it continues to intensify? Will their separate consciousnesses begin to blur? Will she start to think like Jake, feel like Jake, become Jake in more than just physical form?

The questions haunt her as she exits the locker room, stepping into the cool evening air in Jake's body while somewhere across campus, Jake takes her body places she never imagined it could go.

Sweat beads on Riley's forehead as Jake guides her body through another climax, Mei's mouth between her thighs, Alyssa's lips on her breast. The pleasure builds in familiar waves now, his third—or is it fourth?—time bringing this borrowed body to peak. The livestream continues, viewer count climbing past four hundred, anonymous watchers consuming Riley's reputation one pixel at a time. Jake has stopped caring about consequences; the addiction to female pleasure overrides any lingering conscience. His eyes drift closed as the sensation crests, and in that moment of surrender, something shifts—a door opening between minds, between bodies separated by impossible distance.

Across campus, Riley sits on the edge of Marcus's bed, Jake's powerful body vibrating with nervous energy. The locker room encounter has evolved into something more intimate—Marcus inviting her to his single dorm room "like old times." The space is neat but lived-in, sports posters sharing wall space with family photos. It humanizes Marcus in ways that make Riley's deception feel sharper, more painful.

"You're still in your head," Marcus says, fingers tracing patterns on Jake's bare chest. They've moved from kissing to partial undressing, Jake's shirt discarded on the floor. "Talk to me. What's going on with you?"

Riley struggles for words that won't reveal the impossible truth. "I'm just... seeing things differently lately."

Marcus's eyes soften. "The lightning? Brad said it hit right near you."

"Something like that." Riley allows Jake's larger hand to cup Marcus's cheek, the tenderness of the gesture feeling right despite her disorientation. "Things look different from a new perspective."

Marcus leans into the touch, turning his head to press a kiss to Jake's palm. "Different good or different bad?"

Before Riley can answer, a wave of sensation washes over her—not originating from Jake's body but from somewhere distant. A ghost of feminine pleasure, intense and multi-faceted. Her breath catches as the phantom feeling intensifies, more distinct than previous episodes.

"Jake?" Marcus's voice sounds concerned, far away.

Riley gasps as the foreign sensations clarify—she feels her own body being touched, pleasured, multiple points of stimulation she can feel but not control. The ghost-touches map perfectly to her female form's most sensitive areas—breasts, inner thighs, the bundle of nerves between her legs. Jake is with someone. Multiple someones, based on the diverse touches she feels.

"I'm fine," she manages through Jake's lips, even as her consciousness splits between his body and distant echoes of her own.

In Riley's dorm room, Jake experiences a similar disorientation. In the midst of female pleasure, suddenly he feels the press of a mattress against a back that isn't currently lying down. He feels larger hands on a muscular chest, the ghost of lips against a stubbled jaw. The sensations overlay Riley's continuing orgasm, creating a disorienting double-exposure of pleasure.

"Riley?" Mei's voice sounds concerned as Riley's body stiffens beneath her. "Too sensitive?"

Jake can barely focus on her words. His consciousness seems to be stretching, extending across an impossible distance to where Riley sits in his body, experiencing intimacy with—Marcus? The realization should shock him, but in this moment of connection, it feels like receiving a missing puzzle piece.

"Keep going," he urges Mei, needing the stimulation to maintain the link.

As both bodies move toward climax—Jake's female form under the skilled attention of two women, Riley's male form now lying beneath Marcus's exploring hands—the connection between them strengthens. Each sensation feeds back into the other, creating a loop of escalating pleasure that transcends physical distance.

Riley feels Jake's female orgasm building in ghost-form, the waves of it overlaying the more direct, focused pleasure of Jake's penis as Marcus takes him in hand. The dual input should be confusing, overwhelming, but instead creates a harmony of sensation she's never experienced—male and female pleasure intertwining, complementing, enhancing.

Jake, meanwhile, surrenders to the feedback loop, guiding Riley's roommates to touch her body in ways that intensify both his direct pleasure and the ghost-sensations from his male form. The connection allows him to experience both sides simultaneously—to feel what it's like to touch and be touched, to penetrate and be penetrated, to experience pleasure as both giver and receiver.

As the dual climaxes approach, something unprecedented occurs—for a brief, searing moment, their consciousnesses touch directly. Jake feels not just Riley's physical sensations but glimpses her thoughts, her emotions: confusion, reluctant pleasure, surprising tenderness toward Marcus. Riley simultaneously accesses fragments of Jake's mind: his growing addiction to female pleasure, his casual disregard for her reputation, but also unexpected complexity beneath his jock exterior.

The moment of mental contact lasts only seconds but leaves both gasping. Their bodies convulse in simultaneous orgasm, each experiencing both their current form's release and the echo of the other's pleasure. The intensity is beyond anything either has felt before—a completion, as though two halves of pleasure are finally united in one overwhelming experience.

"Oh my god," Mei whispers as Riley's body trembles beneath her, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. "Riley, are you okay?"

Jake can barely speak, Riley's body overloaded with sensation. "Fine," he manages, though the word seems inadequate for what he's just experienced. "Just... intense."

Across campus, Riley presses Jake's face against Marcus's shoulder, hiding the expression she can't control as dual orgasms tear through her consciousness. Marcus holds Jake's larger body, misinterpreting her reaction as emotional vulnerability.

"It's okay," he murmurs, stroking Jake's hair. "Whatever you're going through, I'm here."

The connection fades gradually, leaving both Jake and Riley shaken in their separate locations. The return to singularity feels like a loss—the world duller, sensations flatter without the harmonic overlay of dual experience.

Later, as Mei and Alyssa sleep beside her, Jake stares at Riley's ceiling, her body still occasionally shuddering with aftershocks. The laptop continues recording, the viewer count finally stabilizing around five hundred. Riley's academic reputation lies in ruins, her carefully constructed image transformed into something unrecognizable.

Jake should feel triumphant, or at least satisfied. Instead, he feels strangely hollow, as though the connection with Riley revealed something missing in himself. The brief access to her consciousness showed him depths he hadn't credited her with—intelligence, yes, but also compassion, integrity, a richness of inner life he's spent years avoiding in himself.

He turns Riley's head, looking at the peaceful faces of her roommates. They trusted her, and by extension, him. He's violated that trust in ways they'll never understand. For the first time since the swap, Jake feels something approaching regret.

But alongside that unfamiliar emotion rises something stronger—addiction. The dual pleasure experience was transcendent, beyond anything possible in a single body. He needs to feel it again. And to do that, he needs to push Riley's body further, into experiences that will trigger their connection with even greater intensity.

Jake's mind races with possibilities, each more extreme than the last. Public exhibitionism. Multiple partners. Situations that would force Riley in his body to respond with matching arousal. The livestream was just the beginning. He's discovered a new frontier of pleasure, and he intends to explore it fully, regardless of consequences.

Across campus, Riley lies awake beside Marcus, Jake's arm draped protectively over the smaller man. The revelation of Jake's secret relationship has humanized him in ways she never expected. Behind the hypermasculine facade lives someone capable of tenderness, of genuine connection—evidenced by Marcus's obvious affection.

The brief glimpse into Jake's mind during their shared climax revealed his growing obsession with female pleasure, his reckless disregard for her future. She should be furious, terrified. Yet the experience of dual pleasure has left her conflicted, curious about possibilities she never considered when limited to her own body.

Riley moves Jake's hand, studying the larger fingers in the dim light. His body feels less foreign now, as though the connection has somehow harmonized their separate forms. She can still feel ghost-sensations from her distant body—pleasant aftershocks of pleasure, the weight of sleeping forms beside her.

The connection is growing stronger. Each sexual encounter intensifies the link between them. Riley's scientific mind searches for explanations—quantum entanglement, neurological phenomena, metaphysical connections—but finds no satisfying answer. The ancient oak tree's legend seems increasingly plausible, despite its impossibility.

What happens next? If the connection continues to strengthen, will their separate consciousnesses begin to blur? Will they start to adopt each other's thought patterns, preferences, desires? The prospect should terrify her, yet Riley finds herself anticipating their next connection with something approaching eagerness.

She needs to contact Jake, to confront him about the livestream, about what he's doing to her reputation. Yet part of her hesitates, unwilling to sever the strange intimacy developing between them. No one else in human history has experienced what they're experiencing—the ability to know another's pleasure completely, to transcend the limitations of a single gender, a single perspective.

As dawn approaches, both Jake and Riley drift toward sleep in bodies not their own, yet increasingly familiar. The distance between them seems simultaneously vast and nonexistent—separate physical forms connected by an impossible bridge of sensation. Whatever comes next, they are bound together in ways neither fully understands, each changed by inhabiting the other's skin, each addicted to the unique pleasure of their shared experience.

The mystical connection pulses between them like a heartbeat, stronger with each synchronous climax, drawing them toward a future where boundaries—between bodies, between minds,

Sweat beads on Riley's forehead as Jake guides her body through another climax, Mei's mouth between her thighs, Alyssa's lips on her breast. The pleasure builds in familiar waves now, his third—or is it fourth?—time bringing this borrowed body to peak. The livestream continues, viewer count climbing past four hundred, anonymous watchers consuming Riley's reputation one pixel at a time. Jake has stopped caring about consequences; the addiction to female pleasure overrides any lingering conscience. His eyes drift closed as the sensation crests, and in that moment of surrender, something shifts—a door opening between minds, between bodies separated by impossible distance.

Across campus, Riley sits on the edge of Marcus's bed, Jake's powerful body vibrating with nervous energy. The locker room encounter has evolved into something more intimate—Marcus inviting her to his single dorm room "like old times." The space is neat but lived-in, sports posters sharing wall space with family photos. It humanizes Marcus in ways that make Riley's deception feel sharper, more painful.

"You're still in your head," Marcus says, fingers tracing patterns on Jake's bare chest. They've moved from kissing to partial undressing, Jake's shirt discarded on the floor. "Talk to me. What's going on with you?"

Riley struggles for words that won't reveal the impossible truth. "I'm just... seeing things differently lately."

Marcus's eyes soften. "The lightning? Brad said it hit right near you."

"Something like that." Riley allows Jake's larger hand to cup Marcus's cheek, the tenderness of the gesture feeling right despite her disorientation. "Things look different from a new perspective."

Marcus leans into the touch, turning his head to press a kiss to Jake's palm. "Different good or different bad?"

Before Riley can answer, a wave of sensation washes over her—not originating from Jake's body but from somewhere distant. A ghost of feminine pleasure, intense and multi-faceted. Her breath catches as the phantom feeling intensifies, more distinct than previous episodes.

"Jake?" Marcus's voice sounds concerned, far away.

Riley gasps as the foreign sensations clarify—she feels her own body being touched, pleasured, multiple points of stimulation she can feel but not control. The ghost-touches map perfectly to her female form's most sensitive areas—breasts, inner thighs, the bundle of nerves between her legs. Jake is with someone. Multiple someones, based on the diverse touches she feels.

"I'm fine," she manages through Jake's lips, even as her consciousness splits between his body and distant echoes of her own.

In Riley's dorm room, Jake experiences a similar disorientation. In the midst of female pleasure, suddenly he feels the press of a mattress against a back that isn't currently lying down. He feels larger hands on a muscular chest, the ghost of lips against a stubbled jaw. The sensations overlay Riley's continuing orgasm, creating a disorienting double-exposure of pleasure.

"Riley?" Mei's voice sounds concerned as Riley's body stiffens beneath her. "Too sensitive?"

Jake can barely focus on her words. His consciousness seems to be stretching, extending across an impossible distance to where Riley sits in his body, experiencing intimacy with—Marcus? The realization should shock him, but in this moment of connection, it feels like receiving a missing puzzle piece.

"Keep going," he urges Mei, needing the stimulation to maintain the link.

As both bodies move toward climax—Jake's female form under the skilled attention of two women, Riley's male form now lying beneath Marcus's exploring hands—the connection between them strengthens. Each sensation feeds back into the other, creating a loop of escalating pleasure that transcends physical distance.

Riley feels Jake's female orgasm building in ghost-form, the waves of it overlaying the more direct, focused pleasure of Jake's penis as Marcus takes him in hand. The dual input should be confusing, overwhelming, but instead creates a harmony of sensation she's never experienced—male and female pleasure intertwining, complementing, enhancing.

Jake, meanwhile, surrenders to the feedback loop, guiding Riley's roommates to touch her body in ways that intensify both his direct pleasure and the ghost-sensations from his male form. The connection allows him to experience both sides simultaneously—to feel what it's like to touch and be touched, to penetrate and be penetrated, to experience pleasure as both giver and receiver.

As the dual climaxes approach, something unprecedented occurs—for a brief, searing moment, their consciousnesses touch directly. Jake feels not just Riley's physical sensations but glimpses her thoughts, her emotions: confusion, reluctant pleasure, surprising tenderness toward Marcus. Riley simultaneously accesses fragments of Jake's mind: his growing addiction to female pleasure, his casual disregard for her reputation, but also unexpected complexity beneath his jock exterior.

The moment of mental contact lasts only seconds but leaves both gasping. Their bodies convulse in simultaneous orgasm, each experiencing both their current form's release and the echo of the other's pleasure. The intensity is beyond anything either has felt before—a completion, as though two halves of pleasure are finally united in one overwhelming experience.

"Oh my god," Mei whispers as Riley's body trembles beneath her, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. "Riley, are you okay?"

Jake can barely speak, Riley's body overloaded with sensation. "Fine," he manages, though the word seems inadequate for what he's just experienced. "Just... intense."

Across campus, Riley presses Jake's face against Marcus's shoulder, hiding the expression she can't control as dual orgasms tear through her consciousness. Marcus holds Jake's larger body, misinterpreting her reaction as emotional vulnerability.

"It's okay," he murmurs, stroking Jake's hair. "Whatever you're going through, I'm here."

The connection fades gradually, leaving both Jake and Riley shaken in their separate locations. The return to singularity feels like a loss—the world duller, sensations flatter without the harmonic overlay of dual experience.

Later, as Mei and Alyssa sleep beside her, Jake stares at Riley's ceiling, her body still occasionally shuddering with aftershocks. The laptop continues recording, the viewer count finally stabilizing around five hundred. Riley's academic reputation lies in ruins, her carefully constructed image transformed into something unrecognizable.

Jake should feel triumphant, or at least satisfied. Instead, he feels strangely hollow, as though the connection with Riley revealed something missing in himself. The brief access to her consciousness showed him depths he hadn't credited her with—intelligence, yes, but also compassion, integrity, a richness of inner life he's spent years avoiding in himself.

He turns Riley's head, looking at the peaceful faces of her roommates. They trusted her, and by extension, him. He's violated that trust in ways they'll never understand. For the first time since the swap, Jake feels something approaching regret.

But alongside that unfamiliar emotion rises something stronger—addiction. The dual pleasure experience was transcendent, beyond anything possible in a single body. He needs to feel it again. And to do that, he needs to push Riley's body further, into experiences that will trigger their connection with even greater intensity.

Jake's mind races with possibilities, each more extreme than the last. Public exhibitionism. Multiple partners. Situations that would force Riley in his body to respond with matching arousal. The livestream was just the beginning. He's discovered a new frontier of pleasure, and he intends to explore it fully, regardless of consequences.

Across campus, Riley lies awake beside Marcus, Jake's arm draped protectively over the smaller man. The revelation of Jake's secret relationship has humanized him in ways she never expected. Behind the hypermasculine facade lives someone capable of tenderness, of genuine connection—evidenced by Marcus's obvious affection.

The brief glimpse into Jake's mind during their shared climax revealed his growing obsession with female pleasure, his reckless disregard for her future. She should be furious, terrified. Yet the experience of dual pleasure has left her conflicted, curious about possibilities she never considered when limited to her own body.

Riley moves Jake's hand, studying the larger fingers in the dim light. His body feels less foreign now, as though the connection has somehow harmonized their separate forms. She can still feel ghost-sensations from her distant body—pleasant aftershocks of pleasure, the weight of sleeping forms beside her.

The connection is growing stronger. Each sexual encounter intensifies the link between them. Riley's scientific mind searches for explanations—quantum entanglement, neurological phenomena, metaphysical connections—but finds no satisfying answer. The ancient oak tree's legend seems increasingly plausible, despite its impossibility.

What happens next? If the connection continues to strengthen, will their separate consciousnesses begin to blur? Will they start to adopt each other's thought patterns, preferences, desires? The prospect should terrify her, yet Riley finds herself anticipating their next connection with something approaching eagerness.

She needs to contact Jake, to confront him about the livestream, about what he's doing to her reputation. Yet part of her hesitates, unwilling to sever the strange intimacy developing between them. No one else in human history has experienced what they're experiencing—the ability to know another's pleasure completely, to transcend the limitations of a single gender, a single perspective.

As dawn approaches, both Jake and Riley drift toward sleep in bodies not their own, yet increasingly familiar. The distance between them seems simultaneously vast and nonexistent—separate physical forms connected by an impossible bridge of sensation. Whatever comes next, they are bound together in ways neither fully understands, each changed by inhabiting the other's skin, each addicted to the unique pleasure of their shared experience.

The mystical connection pulses between them like a heartbeat, stronger with each synchronous climax, drawing them toward a future where boundaries—between bodies, between minds, between identities—grow increasingly meaningless. For now, they remain separate entities, playing roles in lives not their own. But with each shared sensation, each glimpse into the other's consciousness, they move closer to something new—neither fully Jake nor fully Riley, but something formed in the space between them.

In the morning, they will wake to the consequences of their actions—a reputation in ruins, relationships forever altered, secrets exposed. But in this moment, suspended between consciousness and sleep, they exist in perfect balance, two bodies experiencing pleasure as one. The ancient oak's magic has given them more than a simple swap—it has created a bridge between souls that grows stronger with every passing day, every shared climax, every moment lived in the other's flesh.

The final phantom sensation before sleep claims them is the same for both—a tingling that begins at the base of the spine and radiates outward, a pleasant hum that resonates between their distant bodies. Neither fights it, both surrendering to the connection that binds them. Tomorrow will bring new challenges, new discoveries, new depths to explore in bodies that feel increasingly like shared territory rather than stolen property.

The livestream continues to record, capturing Riley's sleeping form nested between her roommates, innocent in appearance despite what Jake has done with her body. The viewer count ticks upward—six hundred now, then seven. In the digital ether, her transformation from studious overachiever to sexual adventurer is permanently archived, waiting to be discovered by professors, future employers, family.

Jake knows he should care, should feel some responsibility for what he's done. But as sleep finally claims Riley's exhausted body, all he feels is anticipation for tomorrow—for new experiences, new pleasures, and above all, for the next moment of connection when two bodies once again experience pleasure as one.


Chapter 3: Losing Control

Jake's fingers fly across Riley's keyboard, the rhythmic tapping a counterpoint to the soft electronic music playing through her earbuds. The algorithm is almost complete—a masterpiece of code that will analyze viewer patterns, track tipping behaviors, and maximize the income potential of tonight's stream. He pauses, flexing Riley's slender fingers, still marveling at how different they feel on keys he's typed on his entire life. Two weeks in her body, and the strangeness hasn't worn off—it's simply transformed into something else, something addictive.

"Finally," he whispers in Riley's voice, hitting the enter key with a flourish. The program compiles without errors, a series of graphs and data visualizations populating the screen. Jake leans back in her desk chair, satisfaction warming his borrowed chest. Riley might be the computer science major, but he's no slouch—his business degree required enough coding that adapting her knowledge to this particular application came naturally.

He glances at the time display in the corner of the screen. 2:15 PM. Mei won't be back until her 5:30 Advanced Linear Algebra class lets out, and Alyssa has her student government meeting until dinner. He's memorized their schedules meticulously, carving out these private afternoons for his growing side business.

Two weeks since the impossible swap beneath that ancient oak, and Jake has stopped waiting for a reversal. Instead, he's leaned into the opportunity, exploring every sensation this new form offers while systematically neglecting Riley's academic responsibilities. Her perfect attendance record is now marred with absences; her participation grades dropping as he shows up just enough to maintain a passing facade. What's the point of inhabiting a female body if he can't explore its pleasures? And what better way to monetize those pleasures than the lucrative world of private camming?

Jake stands, stretching Riley's arms above her head, feeling the pleasant pull of muscles across her shoulders. He's kept her in decent shape, at least—daily yoga sessions in her room not just for flexibility but for the way it draws subscribers who appreciate her lithe form bending into increasingly challenging poses. The camera captures it all, the downward dogs that display her ass to perfection, the warrior poses that make her small breasts strain against tight tops.

The dorm room around him bears little resemblance to the studious space Riley once maintained. Her meticulous desk has been repurposed, textbooks stacked to create elevated platforms for the webcam. Soft lighting has been installed—clip-on units with adjustable warmth that cast a flattering glow across her skin. The bed remains perfectly made, but now with silky black sheets rather than Riley's practical cotton ones. Various toys—purchases delivered discreetly to her campus mailbox—sit in a decorative box under the bed, ready to be deployed for premium subscribers.

He moves to Riley's laptop, checking the stats from last night's performance. The numbers are impressive: 2,143 followers, up 300 from just three days ago. The earnings graph shows a steady upward trajectory—$3,500 last week alone. At this rate, he'll make more in a month using her body than he would in a semester of part-time work in his own.

"Not bad for a nerd," he murmurs, the words carrying none of the dismissiveness he once felt toward Riley. Hard to dismiss someone when you're living in their skin, experiencing the world through their senses. If anything, he's gained a grudging respect for the intensity of her physical responses.

Jake turns to the full-length mirror mounted on the back of her door—another addition he's made—and studies Riley's reflection. He's dressed her in simple cotton shorts and a thin tank top, comfortable enough for coding but easily removed when the camera turns on. Her hair, once pulled back in practical ponytails, now falls in soft waves around her face—a style he's learned attracts more viewers and higher tips.

Curiosity and anticipation mingle as he lifts the hem of the tank top, exposing Riley's small breasts to the cool air of the dorm room. Two weeks of exploration have taught him exactly how responsive this body is, each discovery more intoxicating than the last. He cups the right breast gently, thumb brushing across the nipple with practiced precision.

The effect is instantaneous—the pink bud hardening, sending a jolt of pleasure through Riley's body that makes her thighs clench involuntarily. Jake gasps, still amazed at how directly connected these breasts are to the heat between her legs. In his male body, nipples were practically decorative; in Riley's, they're direct lines to her core, each touch creating ripples of sensation that spread outward in waves.

"Perfect," he whispers, watching goosebumps rise across her skin. He pinches lightly, testing, and feels Riley's back arch slightly in response. This sensitivity is what makes his streams so popular—the genuine, unmistakable responses of a body that can't hide its pleasure.

Jake's other hand drifts lower, slipping beneath the waistband of Riley's shorts, fingers seeking the warmth between her legs. As he touches the sensitive bundle of nerves there, a strange sensation overtakes him—a disorienting shift, as though his consciousness is suddenly stretching, extending beyond the confines of Riley's skin.

The dorm room blurs around him. For a jarring moment, he feels larger, heavier, sweat cooling on a broad back. He smells the sharp tang of male deodorant, feels the press of a bench against muscled thighs. His vision splits—part of him still seeing Riley's reflection, part experiencing a locker room through his original eyes.

Jake sees through his male body as Riley moves it through the football team's space. He feels phantom sensations of his own muscles flexing, the weight of his original form moving with growing confidence. Someone—Marcus?—stands nearby, saying something Jake can't quite hear. The connection wavers, sensations bleeding through then receding like waves.

Just as suddenly as it came, the connection snaps, leaving Jake gasping in Riley's body, her hand still between her legs, pleasure mixing with the disorientation of the psychic flash. This isn't the first such incident—these connections have been increasing in frequency and clarity over the past two weeks—but it's the most vivid yet. Not just sensations now, but actual visual input from his original eyes.

"Fuck," he breathes, Riley's voice high and breathless. The dual awareness—being in her body while briefly feeling his own—sends a shudder of pleasure through him that's deeper, more complex than simple physical stimulation.

Jake steadies himself against the desk, Riley's small body trembling slightly as he processes the implications. The connection between them is growing stronger. Soon, perhaps, he'll be able to see through his original eyes at will, experiencing both bodies simultaneously. The thought should frighten him, but instead, it sends another pulse of arousal through Riley's core.

He checks the time again. Three hours until her roommates return—plenty of time to set up for tonight's premium stream. Jake moves to Riley's closet, selecting the outfit he's advertised to subscribers—a schoolgirl uniform that plays on her academic reputation with deliberate irony. As he lays it out on the bed, he imagines the viewers who will tune in, the tips that will flow, the pleasure he'll extract from this borrowed body while his algorithm tracks and maximizes every interaction.

And perhaps, if he's lucky, Riley will feel it all from within his original form, their connection growing stronger with each shared climax, each borrowed sensation. Jake smiles Riley's smile, a expression that would look foreign on her face to anyone who knew her before the swap—confident, predatory, filled with anticipation for the night to come.

Jake adjusts the collar of Riley's blouse as he waits outside Professor Winters' office, his reflection in the darkened window revealing the careful balance he's struck with her appearance. Professional enough to maintain the academic pretense—a crisp white button-down tucked into a navy pencil skirt—but with calculated vulnerabilities: one too many buttons undone, the skirt hitched just high enough to draw the eye, her hair loose around her shoulders rather than pulled back. Two weeks of inhabiting her body have taught him precisely how to weaponize its attributes, how to transform Riley's academic reputation into something far more valuable.

"Come in, Ms. Chen." Professor Winters' voice carries through the heavy wooden door, the formal address at odds with the warmth Jake detects beneath it.

He enters with a carefully calibrated hesitation, Riley's body language projecting a mixture of academic concern and subtle invitation. Professor Daniel Winters sits behind his desk, silver-streaked hair and wire-rimmed glasses lending him the distinguished air that makes him both respected in the Computer Science department and the subject of countless student fantasies. Before the swap, Riley had spoken of him with academic reverence; Jake intends to leverage that connection in entirely different ways.

"Thank you for seeing me, Professor." Jake settles Riley's body into the chair across from him, crossing her legs at precisely the angle that causes the professor's eyes to flicker downward momentarily.

"Of course." Winters removes his glasses, polishing them with a microfiber cloth—a nervous gesture Jake has noted in previous visits. "Though I must say, I'm concerned about the trajectory of your work this semester."

Jake allows Riley's shoulders to slump slightly. "That's why I'm here. I know my attendance has been... inconsistent."

"Inconsistent would be generous, Ms. Chen." The professor's tone remains professional, but Jake catches the subtle softening around his eyes. "You've missed three lectures and submitted the last assignment two days late. This isn't like you at all."

"I've been going through some... changes," Jake says, the double meaning causing a private smile to play at Riley's lips. "Personal issues that have made it difficult to focus."

The professor leans forward slightly, concern evident in his expression. "Is everything alright? You know the department values your contributions. Your algorithm work last semester was exceptional."

Jake rises from the chair, moving to the bookshelves lining the office wall, feeling the professor's eyes track Riley's body as he creates distance between them. This is the dance he's perfected over the past two weeks—proximity and withdrawal, academic discourse gradually giving way to personal revelation.

"Everything feels different lately," he says, trailing Riley's fingers along the spines of academic texts. "I'm seeing the world through new eyes. Priorities shifting." He turns, meeting the professor's gaze directly. "Haven't you ever felt that way? Like you've suddenly accessed parts of yourself you never knew existed?"

The question hangs between them, loaded with subtext. Winters clears his throat, glancing at his closed office door.

"We all go through periods of... reevaluation," he offers cautiously.

Jake moves back toward the desk, but instead of returning to the visitor's chair, he perches on the edge of the desk itself, closer to Winters. As he shifts, he casually places Riley's phone on the desk, screen down, camera lens angled perfectly to capture what will unfold. The recording began in his pocket, insurance against future complications.

"I've been thinking about your feedback on my independent project," Jake says, voice dropping to a more intimate register. "You said I needed to explore more... creative applications."

Winters swallows visibly, his professional demeanor wavering as Riley's knees come within inches of his own. "That was in reference to your algorithm design, Ms. Chen."

"Riley," Jake corrects softly. "I think we've moved beyond formalities, don't you?"

The professor's hesitation speaks volumes. This is not their first such encounter—Jake has been laying this groundwork for days, each office hours visit pushing slightly further beyond professional boundaries, each conversation more personal than the last.

"This is inappropriate," Winters says, but makes no move to increase the distance between them.

Jake reaches forward, placing Riley's small hand on the professor's knee. "Is it inappropriate to seek guidance? To want connection with someone who understands your mind?" His fingers trace small circles, moving incrementally upward. "Someone who sees your potential?"

Winters' breath catches audibly. "Riley, I'm your professor. There are boundaries—"

"Boundaries I'm choosing to cross," Jake interrupts, sliding Riley's body from the desk directly into Winters' lap, knees straddling his chair. The professor's hands instinctively rise to steady her, landing on her waist. "Isn't choice what matters? I'm choosing this. I want this."

"This is completely inappropriate, Ms. Chen," Winters whispers, his hands belying his words as they tighten on Riley's waist.

Jake leans forward, bringing Riley's lips to the professor's ear. "Then why don't you stop me?"

He draws back enough to see the conflict in Winters' eyes—desire warring with professional ethics, already compromised by their previous encounters. Jake knows the battle is already won; he's simply accelerating the timeline.

"No one needs to know," Jake says, guiding one of the professor's hands to Riley's breast. He arches her back slightly, knowing exactly how to position her body for maximum effect. "And I still need help with my project. With my grades."

Understanding dawns in Winters' eyes—the transaction being proposed. His hand cups Riley's breast tentatively, then with more confidence as Jake sighs with practiced pleasure.

"Your work has shown potential," the professor murmurs, his other hand sliding up Riley's thigh, beneath the pencil skirt. "The late assignment could be... overlooked."

Jake kisses him then, using all the knowledge he's gained about Riley's body to guide the professor's touch. He places the older man's fingers precisely where they'll create the most visible reaction, teaching him without words how female pleasure works—knowledge Jake has mastered from both sides now.

"And my attendance?" Jake asks between kisses, Riley's breath coming faster as the professor's explorations grow bolder.

"I could mark you present for the missed lectures," Winters offers, pupils dilated with desire. "Given your exceptional circumstances."

Jake smiles against the professor's mouth, guiding his hand higher between Riley's thighs. "And my midterm project? It's due next week."

"An extension," Winters gasps as Jake grinds Riley's body against his growing hardness. "A week. Perhaps two."

The negotiation continues between increasingly heated exchanges, Jake strategically increasing physical pleasure whenever academic concessions are granted. He keeps one eye on Riley's phone, ensuring the camera captures enough to be damning but not so explicit as to be pornographic. Evidence, not exploitation—a fine line he walks with practiced ease.

When it's over—the professor satisfied, Riley's body buzzing with surface pleasure that pales compared to what Jake has learned to give it—Jake straightens her clothing with efficient movements. He watches Winters reassemble his professional persona, straightening his tie, smoothing his hair, the guilt already settling into the lines around his eyes.

"I'll email you the revised deadlines," the professor says, unable to meet Riley's eyes.

Jake retrieves her phone casually, slipping it into her bag. "I appreciate your understanding, Professor. I knew you'd see things my way." The double meaning isn't lost on Winters, whose eyes flick briefly to the phone before returning to his desk.

"This can't happen again," he says without conviction.

Jake smooths Riley's skirt, adjusting her blouse with the precise dishevelment that will suggest to anyone she passes in the hallway exactly what has transpired. "Of course not," he agrees, Riley's voice carrying a confidence that makes the lie transparent. "Until next week's office hours."

He leaves Winters staring after Riley's body, desire and regret warring in his expression. In the hallway, Jake checks the recording—perfect clarity, the professor's face and words unmistakable. Insurance for future negotiations, should they become necessary. He tucks Riley's hair behind her ear, satisfaction warming her chest. The grades are secured, the absences erased, and Riley's academic standing preserved despite Jake's neglect.

All it cost was a reputation Riley would never have leveraged herself—a transaction Jake considers more than fair.

Riley rolls Jake's massive shoulders, feeling the satisfying pop of tension releasing in his trapezius muscles. Two weeks in this body, and she's finally stopped bumping into doorframes, stopped misjudging the reach of his arms, stopped being surprised by the sheer space he occupies in the world. The locker room no longer feels like foreign territory—the raucous male voices, the casual nudity, the pungent mix of deodorant and sweat now register as normal background to her daily routine. She catches her reflection in a metal locker door, Jake's chiseled features staring back with an expression of determination that belongs entirely to her.

"Morrison!" Coach Brennan's voice cuts through the pre-practice chatter, silencing the locker room instantly. The man stands in the doorway, clipboard in hand, his perpetual scowl deeper than usual. "Everyone on the field in five. We're running hell drills today."

Groans echo around the room. Riley feels Jake's teammate Brad clap his shoulder with resigned camaraderie.

"Hell drills before the Westfield game? Coach is trying to kill us," Brad mutters, pulling his practice jersey over his head.

Riley shrugs Jake's shoulders, a gesture she's perfected over the past fortnight. "Maybe that's what we need."

Coach Brennan fixes his gaze on Jake's face, nodding with approval. "Morrison's got the right idea. You want to beat Westfield's defense, you train harder than they hit. Five minutes, gentlemen. Anyone late runs bleachers until they puke."

As the coach exits, Riley finishes suiting up, the routine now automatic. Jake's muscle memory helps, but she's surprised by how naturally the movements come to her now, how comfortable she feels in this powerful frame. The past two weeks have been a revelation—not just of male privilege and physical capability, but of her own adaptability, her own capacity for transformation.

On the field, Coach Brennan is merciless. "Hell drills" proves an accurate description—a punishing sequence of high-intensity exercises designed to push even conditioned athletes to their limits. Sprints into tackling drills into agility courses, no rest between stations, the November air burning in Jake's lungs as Riley drives his body forward.

Where others falter, she excels, channeling two weeks of accumulating frustration into each explosive movement. Every tackle contains her rage at Jake's violation of her body, every sprint fueled by memories of phantom sensations—unwanted pleasures experienced through their growing connection. She knows what he's doing with her flesh; the livestreams, the exhibitionism, the systematic dismantling of her academic reputation. Each psychic flash reveals more degradation, more exploitation.

"Morrison! That's how you hit!" Coach Brennan shouts as Riley drives a tackling sled backward with enough force to knock the assistant coach off his feet. "Where's this been all season?"

Riley doesn't answer, already moving to the next drill, Jake's body responding with a fluid power that makes her feel invincible. She's stopped fighting this masculine form, stopped resisting its natural inclinations. Instead, she's learning to harness them, to channel them into focused aggression that earns her respect from teammates who once viewed her cautiously after the initial personality shift they couldn't understand.

By practice's end, even veterans like Marcus are looking at Jake with newfound appreciation. Riley stands with hands on knees, sweat dripping from Jake's face, his heart pounding with exertion—but his body wants more. That's the most surprising discovery of these two weeks: the insatiable nature of male physiology. The testosterone that courses through this form creates a constant hum of potential energy, a readiness for action that never fully dissipates.

"Whatever got into you, keep it there," Brad says, bumping fists with her as they head toward the showers. "Play like that against Westfield, and you'll have scouts fighting over you."

Riley nods, scanning the sidelines where a cluster of cheerleaders watch practice wrap up. She spots Brittany immediately—blonde ponytail, practiced smile, eyes that follow Jake's form with proprietary interest despite their supposed breakup weeks ago. An idea forms, a way to channel the residual energy still crackling through Jake's muscles.

"I'll catch up," she tells Brad, veering toward the bleachers instead of the locker room.

Brittany notices her approach, a smile spreading across her face. "There's my star quarterback. Impressive practice."

Riley doesn't waste time with pleasantries. Two weeks in Jake's skin has taught her the value of direct action, the power that comes with claiming what you want without apology. "Behind the bleachers. Now."

Brittany's eyes widen, then narrow with interest. "Bossy today. I like it."

They slip beneath the metal stands, into the shadowed privacy created by the structure. The space smells of spilled soda and trampled grass, but Riley barely notices, already pressing Jake's body against Brittany's, pinning her to a support beam with a deliberate pressure that makes the cheerleader gasp.

"What's gotten into you lately?" Brittany whispers, her hands already working at Jake's practice shorts.

"New perspective," Riley answers, using Jake's larger hands to lift Brittany effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist. Two weeks of exploration have taught Riley exactly how to use this male body—how much pressure to apply, how to time movements for maximum effect, how to translate her intimate knowledge of female pleasure into action.

She kisses Brittany with calculated aggression, one hand supporting her weight while the other pushes aside the spandex shorts beneath her cheer skirt. Riley finds her already wet, ready—a response to Jake's dominant approach that would have surprised Riley in her previous life but now registers as expected. The power dynamics are intoxicating—Brittany so much smaller in Jake's arms, so responsive to his touch.

"God, Jake," Brittany moans as Riley strokes her with Jake's thick fingers, finding rhythms and patterns she knows from her own body will drive the cheerleader toward climax. "You've never been this good before."

The irony almost makes Riley laugh—of course she's better at pleasuring a woman than Jake ever was. She has insider information, intimate knowledge of female arousal patterns that no male could intuit. She uses that knowledge mercilessly, bringing Brittany to the edge then backing off, building tension with a precision that has the cheerleader clutching Jake's shoulders, begging for release.

"Please," Brittany gasps, her body trembling. "Don't stop this time."

Riley has no intention of stopping. She wants to feel Brittany shatter, wants to experience that power from this side—the male perspective of causing female pleasure, the control it represents. She increases pressure precisely where needed, Jake's muscular arm never tiring as she maintains the rhythm that drives Brittany higher.

When the orgasm hits, Brittany bites down on Jake's shoulder to muffle her cry, her body convulsing against his. The sensation of her inner muscles pulsing against Jake's fingers sends an unexpected surge of pleasure through his own body, his erection straining against his compression shorts.

And then it happens—like a radio suddenly tuning to a clear station, Riley's consciousness splits. She remains in Jake's body, supporting Brittany's weight, but simultaneously experiences a flood of sensation from her original form. She sees through her own eyes, feels hands—multiple hands—on her naked breasts, hears the unmistakable electronic ping of donation notifications.

The livestream. Jake is performing again, her body exposed to unknown viewers, her flesh manipulated for profit and pleasure. Riley feels phantom fingers inside her, feels the building waves of an orgasm she can't control, sees the blinking red light of a camera capturing it all.

The violation is complete, her academic reputation destroyed, her future compromised—all for Jake's temporary entertainment and financial gain. The fury that surges through her threatens to overwhelm the connection, snapping her back fully into Jake's body with such force that she gasps aloud.

Brittany, misinterpreting the sound, smiles up at her. "My turn," she purrs, reaching for Jake's waistband.

Riley doesn't correct her, doesn't explain that her gasp was rage, not arousal. Instead, she channels the anger into renewed physical dominance, pressing Brittany more firmly against the metal support.

"Again first," she commands in Jake's deep voice, fingers already moving with increased intensity. "I want to watch you come apart again."

As Brittany's eyes widen with surprise and renewed desire, Riley feels Jake's body respond with primal satisfaction. The power to dominate, to control pleasure, to take what she wants—these are addictions forming beneath her initial disgust, transformations occurring alongside her adaptation to this male form.

Somewhere across campus, Jake uses her body for his own purposes. But here, now, Riley is learning to use his with equal expertise—turning his reputation, his physical prowess, his social position to her own advantage. The realization doesn't comfort her, exactly, but it fuels her movements as she bends to Brittany's ear, whispering exactly what she plans to do next, watching the shiver that runs through the smaller woman's body in response to Jake's promises delivered in Riley's style.

The boundaries between them are blurring, not just physically through their psychic connection, but in approaches, in attitudes, in the ways they leverage their borrowed forms. Riley doesn't know whether to be terrified or exhilarated by this convergence. For now, she chooses action over analysis, domination over doubt, pressing Jake's body against Brittany's with renewed purpose, determined to master this masculine form completely.

Jake selects a study carrel on the library's third floor with the precision of a chess master choosing his opening move. The location offers perfect strategic advantages: positioned between English Literature and Medieval History—sections rarely frequented on Wednesday afternoons—yet with clear sightlines to the main walkway. Close enough to be seen by passersby if they glance in the right direction, far enough that details remain indistinct. Riley's textbooks create a scholarly barricade on the desk, her laptop open to course materials, a convincing tableau of academic diligence that will allow his true activities to go undetected. He crosses her legs primly, adjusts her skirt to fall just so, and opens the Advanced Algorithms textbook with one hand while the other slips beneath the desk.

The thrill begins before he even touches Riley's body—a delicious tension building from the mere possibility of discovery. Jake has become a connoisseur of risk during these two weeks, calibrating each public exhibition for maximum excitement without crossing the line into actual exposure. The library offers perfect conditions: quiet enough that any sound might betray him, populated enough that someone could round the corner at any moment, respected enough that the violation of its scholarly atmosphere adds another layer to his transgression.

A group of students settles at a table twenty feet away, their hushed voices providing audio cover. Jake uncrosses Riley's legs, letting her knees fall slightly apart beneath the desk. He keeps her eyes on the textbook, turning a page with deliberate care while his free hand slides up her inner thigh, fingers tracing patterns on skin that grows warmer with each circuit. He's dressed her strategically today—a modest knee-length skirt that conceals his activities, but with nothing beneath it, allowing easy access.

Jake has mastered the art of maintaining Riley's studious expression while his fingers work between her legs. Two weeks of inhabiting this body have taught him its responses with scientific precision—where to touch for immediate arousal, where to tease for building tension, where to apply pressure for silent, shuddering release. He keeps her breathing measured, her eyes tracking across the textbook page in a convincing simulation of study, while his middle finger finds the center of her pleasure with unerring accuracy.

A male student walks past, nodding in casual recognition at "Riley"—someone from her Advanced Programming class, Jake recalls. He returns the nod with perfect academic politeness, never pausing the circular motions that are sending waves of warmth through her core. The dual performance—public propriety masking private indulgence—heightens every sensation. Riley's body responds with increasing enthusiasm, growing slick beneath his practiced touch.

Jake slides a finger inside, then two, while his thumb maintains contact with the sensitive bundle of nerves that acts as the control center for female pleasure. The intensity builds faster than he anticipated, Riley's body particularly responsive today. He wonders briefly if it's the public setting, the risk of discovery, or simply the two days of rest he's given it since the marathon session with Mei and Alyssa. Whatever the cause, he feels the telltale tightening that precedes climax, the subtle contractions that signal approaching release.

Someone drops a book nearby, the sound sharp in the library quiet. Jake doesn't flinch, doesn't alter his rhythm. He's learned to harness startle responses, to channel unexpected interruptions into enhanced sensation. Riley's thighs tense beneath the desk, her body approaching the edge. Jake turns another page with his free hand, the paper whispering in counterpoint to the wetness between her legs.

The orgasm builds in familiar waves, radiating outward from where his fingers work with mechanical efficiency. When it crests, Jake keeps Riley's face perfectly composed, only a slight flaring of her nostrils and momentary pause in her breathing betraying the pleasure cascading through her nervous system. Her inner muscles pulse around his fingers, each contraction sending aftershocks of pleasure that continue long after a male climax would have subsided.

This is what has become addictive—the rolling, extended nature of female orgasm, so different from the straightforward explosion and immediate denouement of his male experience. Riley's body offers symphonies where his knew only single notes, complex harmonies where his played simple scales. Jake sits motionless, allowing the sensations to diminish naturally, cataloging each aftershock with scientific interest layered over carnal appreciation.

When it finally subsides, he withdraws his hand casually, turning another page as though reaching the end of a particularly engaging chapter rather than a shattering climax. The students at the nearby table remain oblivious, heads bent over their own studies, unaware of the private earthquake that just transpired within reach of their discussion group.

Jake checks Riley's watch. Thirty minutes until her Computational Theory teaching assistant expects her for a scheduled review session. Plenty of time to prepare for his next performance.

---

The supply closet adjacent to the Computer Science labs offers different tactical advantages than the library—complete privacy rather than the thrill of potential observation, but with the added element of time pressure. Jake checks the corridor before guiding the teaching assistant inside, Riley's hand resting with casual intimacy on the man's lower back.

"I don't understand, Riley," James says, blinking as Jake flips on the single overhead bulb. "Wouldn't the departmental lounge be better for reviewing my feedback on your project?"

Jake closes the door, leaning Riley's body against it. "I'm not really interested in your feedback on the project, James." He lets her voice drop to a register he's discovered works particularly well on academically-inclined men—slightly breathy but with intellectual undertones. "I'm more interested in your feedback on other things."

Comprehension dawns slowly on the TA's face, followed immediately by conflict. "This is... unexpected. And inappropriate. I grade your work."

"My work speaks for itself," Jake says, moving Riley's body closer, knowing exactly how to position her to appear both vulnerable and inviting. "This is about something else entirely. Haven't you noticed the changes in me recently?"

James swallows visibly, his eyes darting between Riley's face and the door behind her. "You've been different in class. More... confident. Less focused, maybe."

"Less focused on algorithms," Jake corrects, reaching for the buttons of Riley's blouse. "More focused on experiences. On sensations." He undoes the top button, then the next. "On things they don't teach in lecture halls."

"Riley, we shouldn't—"

"Shouldn't what? Explore chemistry outside of a lab setting?" Jake guides James's reluctant hand to the exposed skin of Riley's collarbone. "Test theories of pleasure response? Collect empirical data on attraction?"

The academic framing works as Jake knew it would, providing intellectual cover for physical desire. James's resistance crumbles visibly, his hand moving from Riley's collarbone to the curve of her breast with tentative curiosity.

"I never thought you'd be like this," he murmurs, wonder mixing with arousal in his voice.

Jake smiles, continuing to unbutton Riley's blouse. "There's a lot you don't know about me." He takes James's other hand, guiding it beneath Riley's skirt with direct efficiency. "But you're about to learn."

What follows is a swift, intense encounter against the supply closet door. Jake directs James's movements with quiet authority, positioning Riley's body for maximum pleasure while maintaining control of the situation. He's discovered that men like James—intelligent, somewhat socially awkward, usually careful about power dynamics—become surprisingly eager once given explicit permission and clear direction. The combination of Riley's academic reputation and Jake's sexual confidence creates an irresistible contradiction that short-circuits normal hesitations.

Jake times the encounter perfectly, bringing Riley's body to a shuddering climax just as James reaches his own, muffling both their sounds against the background hum of the HVAC system. The entire episode takes less than fifteen minutes—enough time for pleasure but not so long that anyone will question their absence.

"That was..." James attempts, adjusting his clothing with shaking hands.

"Educational?" Jake supplies, already buttoning Riley's blouse with practiced efficiency. "I thought so too." He smooths her skirt, checks that her appearance betrays nothing of what just transpired. "Same time next week? I'll bring my revised project outline."

James nods, dazed but clearly eager for a repeat performance. Jake gives him a moment to exit first, counting to sixty before following, Riley's face composed in an expression of academic concentration that would fool anyone they might encounter in the hallway.

As he walks across campus toward Riley's next class—one he'll actually attend, maintaining just enough academic presence to avoid administrative intervention—Jake reflects on his growing addiction to female pleasure. It's not just the physical sensations, though those remain revelatory even after two weeks of exploration. It's the layers of it—the psychological dimensions, the social aspects, the complex interplay of vulnerability and power.

In his male body, sex had been straightforward: physical release accompanied by ego gratification. In Riley's form, it's become something far more intricate—a multidimensional experience that engages not just the body but the mind in ways he never anticipated. The female orgasm, he's discovered, isn't just physically different but conceptually distinct—less a destination than a journey, less an endpoint than a pathway.

Jake checks Riley's phone, reviewing tonight's scheduled livestream, anticipating the waves of pleasure that await. The exhibitionism, the public risks, the private encounters—they're all mere appetizers. The main course comes when hundreds watch Riley's body surrender to ecstasy, their collective attention amplifying each sensation, their digital appreciation validating his exploitation of her form.

And somewhere across campus, he knows, Riley feels echoes of what he does with her body—a connection that grows stronger with each passing day, each shared climax. The thought sends another pulse of anticipation through Riley's core, a preview of pleasures to come.

Riley leans against the wall of Alpha Sigma Phi's main room, Jake's broad shoulders settled with casual dominance in a space that belongs to him by social contract if not actual ownership. The party pulses around him—music thrumming through floorboards, bodies navigating the eternal choreography of collegiate mating rituals, red cups raised in perpetual toasts to nothing in particular. Two weeks ago, this environment would have been Riley's personal nightmare; now, she surveys it with the predatory assessment of someone who understands exactly how to manipulate its dynamics. Jake's body responds to the setting automatically—spine straightening, chest expanding, eyes tracking movement with the awareness of a top-tier social animal in its natural habitat.

"Morrison!" Brad appears through the crowd, already three drinks deep judging by the flush across his face. "Where've you been hiding, man? The pledges set up beer pong in the basement."

Riley shakes Jake's head, taking a calculated sip from a beer she has no intention of finishing. "Looking for someone."

Brad follows Jake's gaze across the room, his expression shifting to understanding when he spots a slender brunette by the makeshift bar. "Madison Lawrence? Seriously? After what she did?"

Riley maintains Jake's casual posture while mentally filing away this confirmation of her target. Madison Lawrence—the name extracted from text messages on Jake's phone, context clues suggesting a particularly humiliating romantic episode. The details remain unclear, but the hurt evident in the messages had been genuine, a rare glimpse of vulnerability beneath Jake's performative bravado.

"Unfinished business," Riley says, keeping Jake's voice in the lower register that commands attention without effort.

Brad whistles low. "Your funeral, man. She's been telling everyone about how she left you crying in her bed."

Bingo. Riley feels Jake's jaw tighten reflexively—his body's muscle memory responding to the reminder of humiliation. "That's not exactly how it happened."

"Never is, brother." Brad claps Jake's shoulder sympathetically. "Want backup?"

Riley straightens to Jake's full height, rolling his shoulders in the gesture she's observed intimidates without appearing deliberately threatening. "I got this."

Two weeks of inhabiting this male form have taught Riley lessons she never expected to learn—not just about physical differences but about social dynamics, about the invisible currents that flow between bodies in spaces like this. As a woman, she'd navigated parties defensively, calculating exit routes and safe conversations. In Jake's skin, she moves offensively, aware of how others orient themselves around his presence, how conversations pause when he approaches, how space clears without him having to request it.

The transformation in her approach has been gradual but comprehensive. What began as awkward impersonation has evolved into something more fluid—not quite Jake's natural swagger, but a hybridized movement pattern that combines his physical confidence with her strategic thinking. The result is even more effective than Jake's original demeanor; where he relied on charm and established reputation, Riley leverages calculated intimidation and precisely targeted vulnerability.

She moves through the crowd toward Madison, feeling eyes track Jake's progress, noting the subtle shifts in posture as people register his focused intent. Madison hasn't noticed him yet, laughing with two friends, her back partially turned. Riley positions Jake's body with deliberate care, approaching from an angle that will maximize his height advantage when Madison finally turns.

"Madison." Jake's voice emerges with perfect timing, cutting through a lull in the music.

The brunette freezes mid-sentence, her spine stiffening before she turns. Her expression cycles rapidly through surprise, wariness, and finally a forced casualness that doesn't reach her eyes. "Jake Morrison. Come to beg for another chance?"

Riley lets Jake's mouth curl into a smile that doesn't touch his eyes. "Let's talk somewhere quieter."

"I think we said everything that needed saying last time." Madison's voice carries a performative confidence, but Riley notices the subtle tells—the quick dart of her eyes seeking escape routes, the slight step backward that betrays her discomfort with Jake's proximity.

Riley moves Jake's larger body forward, not touching Madison but effectively hemming her against the drinks table through sheer physical presence. "Did we? Because I heard you've been telling stories. Creative ones."

Madison's friends exchange glances, then melt away with muttered excuses about getting more drinks. Riley has witnessed this pattern repeatedly in the past two weeks—how quickly supporting characters disappear when Jake exerts even subtle pressure. Male privilege manifests not just in obvious advantages but in these small surrenders of social space, these unspoken acknowledgments of physical hierarchy.

"It's not a story if it's true," Madison counters, but her voice has lost volume, pitched for Jake's ears alone.

Riley guides Jake's hand to the wall beside Madison's head, creating a partial cage without actual contact. The move is calculated, demonstrating potential rather than actual dominance. "We both know what happened that night."

"You couldn't perform," Madison whispers harshly. "You cried about it."

Ah. The picture clarifies. Riley leverages Jake's height advantage, leaning closer. "Performance issues happen to many men. Usually temporary. Often situational." She lets Jake's eyes drop to Madison's lips, then lower, a deliberate assessment that makes the girl's breath catch. "Want to see if the situation has changed?"

Madison's pupils dilate slightly, contradicting her scoffing tone. "As if I'd give you another chance."

"Not asking for a chance." Riley places Jake's hand on Madison's hip, the touch deliberately proprietary. "Offering one. To correct the record."

The power in this exchange intoxicates Riley in ways she never anticipated. Jake's body responds to her control of the situation, testosterone spiking, creating a feedback loop of aggression and arousal that clouds her original vengeful purpose. She finds herself genuinely wanting this—wanting to demonstrate mastery of this male form, wanting to rewrite the narrative of humiliation, wanting to feel Madison yield to Jake's dominance under her command.

"Five minutes," she says, Jake's voice dropping to a register that vibrates with intent. "My room. If you're not impressed, you can tell everyone whatever story you want."

Riley steps back, creating space for Madison to decide. The girl hesitates, conflict evident in her expression—pride warring with curiosity, resentment battling attraction. Finally, she gives a curt nod.

"Five minutes," she agrees. "But only to prove nothing's changed."

Riley watches her walk toward the stairs, hips swaying with deliberate provocation. The victory sends a surge of satisfaction through Jake's body, a masculine pleasure in conquest that Riley has come to understand from the inside. She gives Madison a two-minute head start, making her way to the bar for another beer she won't drink, acknowledging greetings from fraternity brothers with Jake's typical head nod.

As she turns toward the stairs, it happens—the psychic connection snapping into place with increasing strength. Riley's consciousness splits, remaining in Jake's body while simultaneously experiencing sensations from her original form. The dual awareness is disorienting but increasingly familiar after two weeks of these episodes.

Through her own eyes, she sees multiple screens—her laptop, her phone on a tripod, her tablet propped against pillows. Jake has set up an elaborate streaming system, cameras capturing multiple angles of her body. She feels phantom hands—her hands, guided by Jake's consciousness—moving across her naked torso, performing for unseen viewers. The pleasure is genuine, physical responses that can't be faked, her body responding to expert manipulation even as her mind revolts at the exploitation.

She feels the buzz of incoming donations, sees comment bubbles scrolling too fast to read, experiences the particular violation of being both the performer and the unwilling audience to her own objectification. Worse than the exposure is the pleasure—the undeniable waves of sensation Jake creates with movements calibrated for both visual appeal and physical response.

The connection intensifies when Jake inserts two fingers into her body. Riley feels the penetration as though it's happening to her current form, the ghost sensation overlapping with Jake's arousal at Madison's impending submission. The dual stimulation—male anticipation layered over female pleasure—creates a hybrid response that belongs to neither body alone but emerges from the space between them.

Riley gasps, bracing Jake's larger form against the wall as the sensations build. Their connection grows stronger with each shared sexual experience, the boundaries between their separate consciousnesses increasingly permeable. She feels not just the physical sensations but glimpses of Jake's emotions—his pride in mastering her body's responses, his excitement at the viewership numbers, his growing addiction to female pleasure.

And he, presumably, feels her determination in his body, her strategic approach to Madison, her transformation of revenge into something more complex. The feedback loop intensifies both experiences, each consciousness enhancing the other's physical responses.

"Jake? You okay?" Madison's voice cuts through the dual awareness, pulling Riley back fully into Jake's form. She stands at the top of the stairs, impatience warring with concern in her expression.

"Never better," Riley manages, Jake's voice steady despite the lingering ghost sensations from her distant body.

As she follows Madison toward Jake's room, Riley feels someone watching. She turns Jake's head to find Marcus leaning against the hallway wall, his expression unreadable.

"Later," he says quietly, the single word carrying layers of meaning established through their previous encounters. Not a question or a request—a statement of intent, a continuation of whatever is developing between them in this borrowed skin.

Riley nods Jake's head once, acknowledging the commitment. Then she turns back to Madison, placing Jake's hand on the small of her back, guiding her toward the bedroom with newfound purpose. The connection with her original body fades, but its effects linger—a heightened awareness, an enhanced sensitivity that will make what follows more intense for both her and the unsuspecting Madison.

The revenge narrative has evolved into something more complex than Riley originally intended. What began as a plan to humiliate Madison has transformed into an opportunity to demonstrate mastery—of Jake's body, of masculine sexuality, of the power dynamics she once viewed only from the outside. The lingering connection with her original body adds another dimension, creating a circuit of pleasure and control that transcends the limitations of either form alone.

As she closes Jake's bedroom door behind them, Riley wonders briefly which of them is really in control now—her consciousness directing his body, or his influence reshaping her intentions through their strengthening bond. Then Madison turns, challenge in her eyes, and Riley pushes the question aside in favor of immediate action. Theory can wait; practice demands her full attention.

Jake adjusts the thin strap of Riley's dress, ensuring it falls at precisely the right angle across her collarbone. The sorority house thrums with energy around him, bodies pressed together in the artificial intimacy of too little space and too much alcohol. Two weeks of careful reputation management have transformed Riley Chen in the campus consciousness—from studious scholarship student to sexual enigma, from academic prodigy to object of fascination. The whispers follow her now when she walks across campus, speculation replacing respect, desire eclipsing admiration. Jake smiles with Riley's lips, satisfaction warming her chest as he surveys the room through her eyes, identifying potential partners for tonight's performance—the livestream event he's been building toward since discovering the profitable intersection of Riley's body and anonymous viewers' wallets.

"Riley!" Zoe appears through the crowd, eyes wide with surprise. "I didn't expect to see you here. Thought you'd be studying for the Computational Theory midterm."

Jake laughs, the sound practiced to perfection—Riley's natural laugh but with a throatier undertone he's cultivated. "There are more interesting things to study than algorithms, don't you think?"

Zoe's expression shifts, recognition of this new Riley replacing confusion. After the incident with her and Alyssa, word spread quickly through certain circles about Riley Chen's unexpected transformation. Jake has nurtured these rumors carefully, creating strategic public moments—Riley whispering intimately with a professor, Riley leaving a supply closet with disheveled clothing, Riley dancing with uncharacteristic abandon at campus events. Each incident carefully calculated, each contributing to the narrative transformation.

"Mei said you might stop by," Zoe says, her eyes dropping briefly to the neckline of Riley's dress—lower cut than anything the real Riley would wear. "She's upstairs."

"I'll find her later," Jake says, sipping from a red cup containing far less alcohol than others would assume. Tonight requires clarity, precision. "First, I need to set something up."

He moves through the crowded space with practiced ease, Riley's smaller body navigating gaps that would have been inaccessible to his male form. The past two weeks have taught him to use her physicality to different advantage—not the brute presence of his original body but something more fluid, more strategic. Riley's form slips through social spaces differently, attracts different kinds of attention, creates different opportunities.

Jake finds a relatively quiet corner of the main room, near a decorative pillar that offers both support and concealment. He extracts Riley's phone from her small purse, activating the custom app he's developed specifically for these broadcasts. The interface is discreet—nothing that would raise alarms if glimpsed by casual observers, but fully functional for his purposes. He positions the phone carefully in a decorative planter on a high shelf, angling it to capture the nearby couch area while appearing to be carelessly placed.

The livestream begins with a silent notification, viewers from previous broadcasts receiving alerts that "StudiousButWild" is now live. Jake checks the viewer count—already climbing past fifty despite being active for less than thirty seconds. The anticipation has been building since his morning teaser post, promising Riley's "first full experience" to premium subscribers.

He moves into the camera's frame, ostensibly checking her makeup in the phone's front-facing camera but actually ensuring optimal positioning. The algorithm he's perfected over two weeks analyzes lighting conditions, automatically adjusting settings to compensate for the dimly lit room. Another triumph of coding that the real Riley might have appreciated under different circumstances.

Jake scans the room again, this time with specific criteria in mind. The partner for tonight needs to balance several factors: physically impressive enough to attract viewers, socially prominent enough to enhance Riley's transformed reputation, discreet enough to handle the after-effects of what Jake plans. His gaze settles on Dylan Carter, president of Theta Chi and campus legend for reasons that extend beyond his leadership qualities.

Perfect.

Jake moves Riley's body with calculated grace toward the drinks table where Dylan stands surrounded by his typical entourage. The dress he's selected for her tonight—black, form-fitting, with strategic cutouts that reveal glimpses of skin—draws eyes as he navigates the crowd. By the time he reaches Dylan, several people have nudged the fraternity president, directing his attention to Riley's approach.

"Chen," Dylan says, surprise evident in his tone. "Didn't expect to see you at a Greek party."

Jake lets Riley's lips curve into a smile that communicates specific intent. "I'm expanding my horizons. Finding new subjects to master."

The double entendre isn't subtle, but subtlety isn't the goal. Dylan's eyebrows lift slightly, interest replacing surprise. Jake maintains eye contact while reaching past him for the vodka bottle, deliberately brushing Riley's breast against Dylan's arm during the movement.

"I've been hearing things," Dylan says, voice dropping as his friends tactfully create distance. "About you. Changes."

"Don't believe everything you hear," Jake says, pouring a minimal amount of alcohol into Riley's cup. "Some things require... personal verification."

Dylan's eyes darken with interest. Jake has selected well—the fraternity president has a reputation for conquest, for adding notches to his metaphorical belt. The challenge of supposedly studious Riley Chen making such an obvious overture appeals to exactly the type of ego Jake needs for tonight's performance.

"What exactly are you suggesting?" Dylan asks, moving closer.

Jake leans in, speaking directly into Dylan's ear while ensuring Riley's body presses against him in a way the distant camera will capture perfectly. "I'm suggesting we find somewhere more private where I can demonstrate some theories about physical dynamics."

The scientific phrasing is deliberate—maintaining just enough of Riley's established character to make the seduction more titillating. Jake glances at her phone, noting the viewer count has surpassed two hundred. The chat stream scrolls rapidly with speculation and encouragement.

"The library study rooms not doing it for you anymore?" Dylan jokes, but his hand has already found the small of Riley's back, proprietary and eager.

"I'm researching new environments," Jake says. "That couch in the corner looks promising for preliminary experiments."

Dylan follows Riley's gaze to the location Jake has pre-selected—visible to the hidden camera, partially secluded from the main party by the architectural pillar. Perfect for creating the illusion of privacy while ensuring optimal viewing angles.

"Lead the way, Professor Chen," Dylan says, the nickname carrying a new connotation in light of Riley's transformed reputation.

Jake guides them to the couch, positioning Riley's body with precise awareness of the camera's perspective. The lighting is ideal—dim enough for plausible privacy, bright enough for clear video. The noise level provides perfect cover for conversation while ensuring any particularly enthusiastic responses will be masked.

"I should be clear about my intentions," Jake says, maintaining Riley's academic diction while letting her hand rest on Dylan's thigh. "I'm interested in a comprehensive experience. Something new for my personal database."

Dylan's expression shifts from general interest to focused intent as he decodes the message. "You're saying you've never...?"

Jake lets Riley's cheeks flush slightly—one of the physical responses he hasn't yet learned to control in her body. "Theory without practice has limited value, don't you think?"

The admission—or what Dylan perceives as an admission—transforms the encounter from casual hookup to significant event. Jake watches the calculation in Dylan's eyes, the weighting of bragging rights against responsibility, desire against potential complications.

"You're sure?" Dylan asks, surprising Jake with a moment of genuine consideration. "First times should be special, not at a random party."

Jake hadn't anticipated this ethical hesitation. He adjusts quickly, letting Riley's eyes drop in manufactured vulnerability. "I've spent too long living in my head. I want something real. Something I'll remember." He looks up through Riley's lashes. "With someone who knows what they're doing."

The flattery works, appealing to Dylan's ego while addressing his concerns. His hand cups Riley's cheek, thumb tracing her lower lip. "We should go somewhere more private. My room is—"

"No," Jake interrupts, needing to maintain camera visibility. "Here. Now." He leans closer, voice dropping to a whisper. "The risk makes it more exciting. No one can see us behind this pillar."

The livestream counter ticks upward—three hundred viewers now, donation notifications pinging silently within the app. Jake positions Riley's body more deliberately against Dylan's, creating a visual composition designed for maximum viewer engagement while stoking the fraternity president's arousal.

What follows is choreography more than spontaneity. Jake guides the encounter with practiced expertise, positioning Riley's body for optimal camera angles while maintaining the illusion of passionate abandon. He's studied enough female-perspective adult content over the past two weeks to understand precisely how to frame each movement, each expression for maximum effect.

As clothing is strategically removed—Riley's dress pulled down to expose her breasts but not fully removed, providing both visual access and partial concealment—Jake maintains constant awareness of the viewer count, the donation total, the scrolling comments from anonymous watchers. The multi-tasking comes naturally now, his consciousness divided between physical sensation and performance metrics.

When Dylan finally positions himself between Riley's legs, condom applied with practiced efficiency, Jake experiences a moment of genuine anticipation. Despite all his explorations of her body over the past two weeks, this particular sensation remains unknown—the penetrative experience unique to female physiology.

And then, as Dylan pushes forward, entering Riley's body for the first time, the psychic connection Jake has come to expect flares with unprecedented intensity. His consciousness stretches, expands, suddenly experiencing not just Riley's body but his own original form simultaneously. The dual awareness is more vivid, more complete than any previous episode.

He sees through his original eyes as Riley guides his body through intimate movements with Marcus in the locker room showers. The setting is familiar—he and Marcus have met there before—but the dynamics are different, Riley's consciousness directing his body with increasing confidence. Jake

He sees through his original eyes as Riley guides his body through intimate movements with Marcus in the locker room showers. The setting is familiar—he and Marcus have met there before—but the dynamics are different, Riley's consciousness directing his body with increasing confidence. Jake feels the hot water on his original skin, feels Marcus's hands exploring his masculine form, experiences the particular pleasure of male arousal overlaid with the entirely different sensation of Dylan entering Riley's body.

The dual penetration—Riley's body physically experiencing it while his male form simultaneously receives Marcus—creates a feedback loop of sensation that transcends gender, transcends bodies. Jake gasps through Riley's lips, the sound interpreted by Dylan as simple pleasure rather than the complex perceptual crisis it actually signals.

"You okay?" Dylan whispers, mistaking Jake's wide-eyed shock for pain or uncertainty.

Jake can barely form words, Riley's voice emerging strained and distant. "Don't stop."

The connection strengthens with each thrust, each movement creating ripples across the psychic link between their swapped bodies. Jake feels not just the physical sensations but glimpses Riley's emotions—her growing comfort in his body, her strategic use of his reputation, her complex feelings about Marcus that mirror his own. The boundaries between their separate consciousnesses blur, memories and sensations bleeding across the divide.

Through his original eyes, he watches Marcus's face, sees the tenderness there that he'd always pretended not to notice. Through Riley's eyes, he sees Dylan's expression of concentrated pleasure, feels her body stretching to accommodate him in ways both uncomfortable and exhilarating. The dual perspective creates a unique awareness—male and female sensations intertwined, each enhancing and contextualizing the other.

The chat stream on the livestream explodes with activity as viewers notice the change in "Riley's" responses. What began as a calculated performance has transformed into something authentic—her body responding with genuine surprise and wonder to sensations Jake couldn't have anticipated despite two weeks of exploration. The tips flow faster, viewers captivated by the unfeigned reactions.

As both bodies approach climax—Riley's responding to Dylan's increasingly urgent movements, his original form to Marcus's practiced attention—the connection between them intensifies beyond anything they've experienced before. For a brief, staggering moment, Jake can't distinguish which body belongs to which consciousness, which pleasure originates where, which memories are his and which are hers. They exist in a shared space, experiencing both bodies as a single awareness split across two physical forms.

The simultaneous orgasms—male and female, separated by miles yet experienced as a single event—shatter conventional boundaries of sensation. Jake feels the pulsing waves of female climax, the focused explosion of male release, both bodies convulsing in a synchrony that transcends physical proximity. Riley's voice emerges in a cry that contains notes of both her original personality and Jake's influence; across campus, his male body produces sounds that blend his natural responses with her control.

The chat explodes with comments about "StudiousButWild's" dramatic reaction, viewers sending record donations in appreciation of what they perceive as extraordinary acting rather than the unprecedented psychic phenomenon it actually represents. Jake barely notices, Riley's body trembling with aftershocks as the connection gradually diminishes, consciousness settling back into separate but forever altered channels.

Dylan misinterprets Riley's stunned expression as emotional response to first-time intimacy, pressing gentle kisses to her forehead with unexpected tenderness. Jake barely registers the gesture, mind reeling from the implications of what just occurred. The connection is growing stronger, more encompassing with each sexual encounter. The boundaries between their separate selves are becoming increasingly permeable, distinctions blurring in ways neither could have anticipated.

As the psychic link fades to its baseline hum—still present but no longer overwhelming—Jake becomes aware again of his surroundings, of Riley's phone recording everything, of the hundreds of viewers who have just witnessed this transformation. He manages to guide the encounter to a natural conclusion, maintaining enough of a performance to satisfy both Dylan and the audience.

Later, as Jake walks Riley's body back to her dorm room, her phone buzzes with notifications of record earnings, new followers, subscription requests. The livestream has been his most successful yet, Riley's reputation now completely transformed in the digital sphere. But these achievements feel hollow compared to the revelation of their deepening connection.

He sits on Riley's bed, her body still occasionally shuddering with physical aftereffects, and contemplates what's happening between them. Each sexual encounter strengthens their bond, each shared pleasure blurs the boundaries further. At what point will they cease to be separate consciousnesses? What happens when the distinction between Jake-in-Riley's-body and Riley-in-Jake's-body dissolves completely?

The question should terrify him, but instead, it creates a flutter of anticipation in Riley's chest. The dual experience was transcendent, beyond anything possible in a single form. If their connection continues to strengthen, what other boundaries might they transcend? What new frontiers of sensation might they discover?

Across campus, he knows Riley is having similar thoughts, processing the same shared experience from her perspective in his body. They are bound now in ways that defy conventional understanding, two consciousnesses increasingly functioning as aspects of a single, distributed awareness.

Jake lies back on Riley's bed, feeling the ghost sensations of his original body—the weight of muscle, the different center of gravity, the lingering touch of Marcus's hands. The boundaries between them are thinning, memories and sensations leaking across the divide. Soon, perhaps, those boundaries will dissolve entirely, creating something new from their merged consciousness—neither fully Jake nor fully Riley, but a hybrid entity with access to both male and female experience.

The prospect should frighten him, should make him fight to maintain his separate identity. Instead, he finds himself anticipating the next encounter, the next strengthening of their bond, the next step toward whatever they are becoming. As Riley's phone lights up with another notification—a message from Dylan already, wanting to meet again—Jake smiles with her lips, already planning their next performance, their next connection, their next shared transcendence of conventional boundaries.

Whatever they are becoming, they are becoming it together—two bodies, two minds, gradually merging into something unprecedented, something with the potential to experience pleasure and power in ways neither could achieve alone.


Chapter 4: Point of No Return

Jake adjusts the second ring light, angling it to eliminate shadows across the pristine white sheets he's draped over Riley's narrow dorm bed. His fingers—her fingers—move with practiced precision, transforming the academic space into something more suited to his purposes. The laptop sits mounted on the desk, webcam perfectly positioned to capture the entire bed, a small external microphone clipped to the screen's edge to ensure crystal clear audio. Two weeks in this body, and he's turned Riley's organized study corner into a professional-grade amateur broadcast studio, the shelves of textbooks now merely backdrop to performances that have nothing to do with computer science—at least, not the kind taught in classrooms.

"Perfect," he murmurs, Riley's voice carrying that hint of huskiness he's cultivated through practice. He steps back, admiring the setup through her eyes—the soft illumination casting flattering light across the bed, the camera frame capturing the optimal angle for viewers. Tonight's broadcast will be special, the culmination of careful planning and strategic relationship building.

Jake unlocks Riley's phone, navigating to her contacts with familiar ease. He scrolls through the list, focusing on the group labeled "CS Study Group." Three names stand out: Jennifer, Dani, and Kylie—all members of Riley's advanced programming cohort, all struggling financially according to conversations he's mined from Riley's message history. Perfect candidates for tonight's proposition.

He crafts the message with care, balancing Riley's natural academic tone with just enough suggestion to pique interest:

*Hey ladies, I've discovered an amazing opportunity that aligns with our discussion about tuition struggles. Completely discrete, surprisingly easy, quite lucrative. My room in 30 minutes? Promise it's worth your time.*

Jake adds a winking emoji—something the real Riley would never do—and hits send. While waiting for responses, he accesses the livestream platform through Riley's laptop, setting up the event with practiced efficiency. He titles it "Study Group Gets Practical Education" and schedules it to begin in forty-five minutes, enough time for his recruits to arrive and be persuaded.

The responses come quickly, curiosity overriding suspicion. Within half an hour, a soft knock sounds at the door. Jake opens it to find all three standing in the hallway, expressions varying from curious to concerned as they take in Riley's appearance—the silky camisole and shorts he's dressed her in, so different from her usual practical attire.

"Come in," he says, stepping aside. "And close the door behind you."

The women enter cautiously, eyes widening as they register the transformed room—the lights, the camera setup, the pristine white sheets.

"What's all this?" Jennifer asks, the tallest of the three, her dark hair pulled back in a practical ponytail. "You said something about making money?"

Jake smiles Riley's smile, but with a confidence that belongs entirely to him. "I've discovered something significantly more profitable than work-study programs." He gestures to the laptop, where the streaming platform interface displays his previous earnings—a number that causes all three women to lean forward with sudden interest.

"That's..." Kylie trails off, adjusting her glasses as though they might be misleading her.

"Three thousand dollars. Last week alone," Jake finishes, perching on the edge of the bed. "Tonight's broadcast could double that. Split four ways, of course."

Dani crosses her arms, skepticism evident in her stance. "Riley, what are you talking about? What kind of 'broadcast'?"

Rather than answer directly, Jake lets Riley's hand drift to the hem of her camisole, lifting it slowly to reveal the curve of her breast. The gesture is deliberately provocative, calculated to shock and intrigue simultaneously.

"The kind where we help each other feel good, and people pay to watch," he says simply. "Nothing hard core. Just some kissing, touching, exploring. Completely anonymous if you want—no faces required."

The three exchange glances, communication passing between them that Jake reads easily—shock, hesitation, calculation, consideration.

"Since when are you into..." Kylie begins.

"There's a lot you don't know about me," Jake interrupts, letting Riley's fingers trace circles on her exposed skin. "A lot I've been discovering about myself recently. About what feels good. About how to make money doing what feels good."

He stands, moving to the laptop to display statistics from previous broadcasts. "The algorithm favors group performances. Solo streams average sixty dollars an hour. Pairs, one-fifty. Three or more?" He points to a particularly successful broadcast. "Four hundred minimum."

The numbers work their magic, economic reality colliding with moral hesitation. Jake sees the moment the balance tips—Dani's slight nod, Jennifer's unconscious licking of her lips, Kylie's calculating gaze.

"Let me demonstrate," Jake says, returning to the bed. He pulls the camisole over Riley's head in one fluid motion, exposing her small breasts to the cool air of the dorm room. "It starts simple. Just touching."

His hands—Riley's hands—cup her breasts, thumbs circling nipples with practiced precision. The gasp that emerges from Riley's throat is genuine, the sensation still electric even after two weeks of exploration. Jake knows exactly how to touch this body now, exactly how to elicit responses that appear authentic because they are.

"Then you help each other," he continues, voice dropping lower. "Taking turns. Building intensity. The viewers love genuine pleasure—they can tell when it's fake. That's why the tips come faster when it's real."

He guides Jennifer to the bed with gentle pressure on her wrist. "Try," he encourages. "Just touch me like you'd want to be touched."

Jennifer hesitates, then reaches out with tentative fingers to brush Riley's nipple. Jake arches her back slightly, rewarding the touch with visible response.

"Good," he murmurs. "Now Kylie. Dani. Take turns."

The hesitation dissolves gradually, economic incentive and genuine curiosity overcoming initial reluctance. Jake directs with subtle guidance, positioning bodies for optimal camera angles while maintaining the illusion of spontaneous exploration. Within minutes, all four are on the bed, clothes being shed with increasing confidence as Jake initiates the livestream with a discreet tap on the keyboard.

Notification pings begin immediately—viewers from previous broadcasts joining, new subscribers attracted by the thumbnail preview showing four female forms intertwined on white sheets. Jake guides Riley's body into the center of the arrangement, demonstrating exactly how to touch, where to kiss, how to build pleasure gradually for maximum viewer engagement.

"Just like that," he encourages as Dani's mouth finds Riley's breast, while Jennifer's fingers explore between her legs. "Slow circles. Build it up."

The pleasure is genuine, electrical currents of sensation racing through Riley's nervous system as multiple points of stimulation combine into waves of building intensity. Jake surrenders to it, allowing Riley's body to respond naturally while maintaining just enough awareness to direct the overall composition for the camera's benefit.

When the first orgasm hits, it tears through Riley's form with enough force to arch her back off the bed. Jake gasps, clutching at Kylie's shoulders as the sensation crests and breaks, rippling outward in concentric waves. The chat explodes with activity, notification pings accelerating as viewers respond with enthusiasm and digital currency.

"Keep going," Jake manages between aftershocks. "Another one. Different position."

The women comply with growing enthusiasm, their initial hesitation replaced by genuine engagement. They reposition according to Jake's breathless instructions, creating new visual compositions for the streaming audience while discovering their own enjoyment of the process.

As the second orgasm builds, something shifts in Jake's perception—a door opening between minds. Suddenly, he glimpses through Riley's distant eyes, feels the weight of his original body pressing against someone—Marcus?—sees a masculine hand splayed across a male chest. The dual awareness is disorienting, his consciousness stretched between two bodies experiencing different but simultaneous pleasures.

"Oh god," he gasps, the words emerging from Riley's mouth as both female and distant male sensations combine into something transcendent, beyond gender, beyond individual experience. The women interpret his reaction as simple pleasure, redoubling their efforts as the livestream counter ticks upward, donations flowing in steady rhythm with Riley's convulsing body.

When awareness resolves back into singular focus, Jake finds himself—herself—surrounded by flushed, smiling faces, all three women now fully engaged in the performance. The laptop pings continuously, viewer count climbing past three hundred, tip notifications accumulating faster than the eye can track.

"I told you," he says between panting breaths, Riley's body humming with satisfied pleasure. "Worth your time."

He gestures toward the laptop where the earnings display updates in real-time, numbers climbing with each notification. But even as he directs their attention to the financial reward, Jake's mind remains partially elsewhere, processing the increasingly vivid connection with Riley's consciousness, wondering what new boundaries they'll transcend when next their separate experiences merge into shared transcendence.

Riley leans against the oak tree across from Sigma Tau, Jake's broad shoulders casting a long shadow in the evening light. The dusk air carries hints of perfume and cigarette smoke from the sorority house, where girls drift in and out through the columned entrance. She checks Jake's watch—the third time in ten minutes—and shifts his weight from one foot to the other, an unfamiliar nervousness fluttering in his stomach. Two weeks ago, she would have balked at what she's planning; now, she recognizes it as necessary justice. Her target appears right on schedule: Vanessa, Brad's girlfriend, stepping onto the front steps with a cigarette between manicured fingers, her blond hair catching the last light of day.

Riley pushes off from the tree, adopting Jake's confident swagger—shoulders back, chin slightly raised, that loose-limbed gait that communicates physical dominance without effort. She's mastered this walk over the past two weeks, learned how Jake's body moves through space as though it owns every inch it traverses. The transformation is no longer just physical but psychological; she understands now how the constant feedback loop of deference from others reinforces this confidence, creates a self-perpetuating cycle of power.

"Evening, Vanessa," Riley calls out, pitching Jake's voice to that specific register—friendly but with an underlying current of interest that she's heard him use countless times on other women. "Didn't expect to find you out here alone."

Vanessa startles slightly, then smiles when she recognizes Jake. "Just needed a break from the noise," she says, gesturing toward the sorority house where music pulses behind closed windows. "Everyone's pregaming for the Phi Delt party."

"Brad headed there already?" Riley asks, knowing full well that Brad is at baseball practice—information gleaned from Jake's group texts, which she now monitors with methodical precision.

"Yeah," Vanessa says, exhaling a stream of smoke. "Some team thing first. I'm supposed to meet him there at ten."

Riley checks Jake's watch again, letting his wrist linger visibly. "That's two hours from now. Campus gets sketchy after dark. Want an escort back to your dorm?"

The offer sounds gallant, protective—perfectly in character for Jake Morrison, star quarterback with a reputation for looking out for sorority girls. What Vanessa doesn't know is that Brad has been "looking out" for Riley's body through Jake's actions—participating in the livestreams, spreading rumors about "Riley's" sudden sexual availability, destroying her academic reputation one viewer at a time.

"That would be great, actually," Vanessa says, stubbing out her cigarette. "Let me grab my jacket."

While she ducks inside, Riley slides Jake's phone from his pocket, sending a quick text to the empty fraternity house—most brothers at the same baseball practice Brad is attending. The message confirms the webcam is activated in Jake's room, the one she installed yesterday under the guise of setting up gaming equipment. The reply comes instantly: system active, recording when motion detected.

Vanessa reappears, leather jacket complementing her tight jeans and cropped top. As they walk, Riley guides them not toward Vanessa's dorm but in the direction of Alpha Sigma Phi—Jake's fraternity house. The conversation flows easily, Jake's natural charm flowing through Riley's strategic deployment of his voice, his gestures, his attentive gaze.

"Actually," Riley says as they approach the fraternity's columned porch, "I need to grab something from my room. Mind if we make a quick stop?"

The hesitation on Vanessa's face is brief. "Sure, I guess."

Inside, the house sits eerily quiet, most brothers at practice or pre-gaming elsewhere. Riley leads Vanessa up the stairs, hyperaware of Jake's body in relation to hers—the breadth of his shoulders in the narrow hallway, the way his longer stride requires conscious adjustment to keep pace with her smaller steps.

Jake's room door swings open under her touch. The space is exactly as she left it that morning—bed made with uncharacteristic precision, the small webcam disguised among gaming peripherals on his desk, angled perfectly toward the bed.

"I've always been curious what your room looks like," Vanessa says, wandering in with casual interest. "Brad says it's always a disaster."

"I've been working on that," Riley says, closing the door behind them with a soft click. "Among other things."

The shift in Jake's tone catches Vanessa's attention. She turns, finds him standing closer than expected, his height suddenly imposing in the confined space. "Jake?"

"Brad talks about me?" Riley asks, letting Jake's hand rise to brush a strand of hair from Vanessa's face. The gesture is deliberately intimate, crossing boundaries with practiced ease. "What else does he say?"

Confusion flickers across Vanessa's face, followed by understanding as Jake's fingers trail down her neck. "We shouldn't," she whispers, but makes no move to increase the distance between them.

"Probably not," Riley agrees, leaning closer, Jake's body radiating heat and implied strength. "But I've seen how he looks at you. How he talks about you when you're not around." The lies flow easily, crafted to create justification, to ease conscience. "He doesn't deserve loyalty."

The kiss, when it comes, is both calculated and surprisingly electric. Riley feels Jake's body respond with practiced enthusiasm, muscle memory guiding movements she consciously directs. Vanessa hesitates only briefly before melting against him, her initial resistance dissolving under the pressure of Jake's lips, his hands now cupping her face with deceptive tenderness.

Riley maneuvers them toward the bed with Jake's superior strength, each movement precisely calibrated—dominant without being frightening, assertive without crossing into force. She's learned this balance over two weeks of inhabiting this male form, discovered the exact pressure that communicates desire rather than demand.

They fall onto the mattress together, Jake's weight pressing Vanessa into the covers. Riley guides his hands over Vanessa's body with deliberate thoroughness, cataloging responses, noting which touches draw gasps, which caresses cause her back to arch. The webcam captures it all from its discreet angle, recording evidence that will shatter Brad's relationship, punish him for his participation in Jake's exploitation of Riley's body.

Clothes part under Jake's skilled fingers—skills Riley has acquired through careful observation and practice. She navigates Vanessa's pleasure with methodical precision, applying techniques she's learned both from experiencing them in her original body and from directing them through this male form. Vanessa responds with increasing enthusiasm, any guilt about Brad apparently forgotten in the face of Jake's focused attention.

As the encounter intensifies, Riley feels the familiar shift in consciousness—the door opening between minds that signals their deepening connection. Jake's memories surge forward, overlaying her own: Vanessa in this same bed months ago, Brad walking in, the three of them laughing as they fell into a tangle of limbs. The revelation freezes Riley mid-motion, Jake's body suddenly stiff above Vanessa.

"What's wrong?" Vanessa asks, eyes unfocused with desire.

The memories continue to flow—not just Vanessa but Brad too, the three of them together multiple times, an arrangement they'd apparently enjoyed regularly before the body swap. This isn't revenge; it's simply continuing a pattern already established.

"Nothing," Riley manages, forcing Jake's body back into rhythm despite her internal disorientation. She completes the encounter mechanically, bringing Vanessa to a shuddering climax before allowing Jake's body its release, the physical pleasure muted beneath her psychological turmoil.

After Vanessa leaves—flushed, disheveled, but seemingly unburdened by guilt—Riley sits on Jake's bed, processing the revelation. The revenge scenario she'd constructed crumbles in the face of reality: there is nothing to expose that everyone involved doesn't already know.

Still, she moves to Jake's laptop, plugging in the USB drive she'd prepared. The footage transfers in silence, high-definition evidence of an encounter that means nothing to those actually involved. Riley creates a new folder, labels it "revenge," and stores the file inside—not for use against Brad now, but as potential leverage against Jake himself, ammunition in a war whose parameters keep shifting.

As she closes the laptop, the final frame flickers to black, leaving Riley alone with Jake's body and the unsettling realization that her moral high ground is eroding beneath her feet. Two weeks in this skin, and the lines between justice and retribution, between righteous anger and simple revenge, blur with each passing day. She's becoming more like Jake even as she fights against him—using the same tactics, exploiting the same advantages, finding the same dark pleasure in power.

Jake perches on the paper-covered examination table, the crinkle beneath Riley's thighs unnaturally loud in the quiet room. The fluorescent lights of the campus health center cast everything in a harsh, unforgiving glow that makes her skin look sallow. He swings her legs nervously, heels thumping against the metal base of the table, trying to ignore the educational posters detailing STI symptoms that stare accusingly from the walls. Three days of burning urination finally drove him here, concern for Riley's body temporarily overriding his reluctance to face potential consequences of his explorations.

The examination had been brief but humiliating—Riley's body exposed to clinical scrutiny, swabs taken, questions asked about sexual history that required lies stacked upon lies. "Recently became sexually active," he'd explained to the nurse practitioner, a woman in her forties with kind eyes and a professional demeanor that somehow made the situation worse. "Multiple partners. Not always protected." The woman's expression hadn't changed, her nod containing neither judgment nor approval, merely acknowledgment of information.

The door opens, and she returns holding a clipboard and a printed sheet. "Ms. Chen," she says, closing the door behind her with practiced quiet. "I have your test results."

Jake sits straighter, Riley's spine stiffening as he tries to read the woman's expression. "That was fast."

"We can process some tests on-site now." She pulls a rolling stool closer to the examination table, sitting at eye level with him. "Your urine sample and cervical swab both tested positive for chlamydia."

The word hangs in the sterile air between them. Jake has heard it before—joked about it even, in locker rooms and frat parties—but never attached to his own body, and certainly never attached to Riley's. The reality of it strikes him with unexpected force, a tangible consequence of actions he'd pursued with reckless abandon.

"I... what do I do?" The question emerges in Riley's voice, higher than he intends, genuine concern breaking through his usual performance.

The nurse practitioner's manner shifts to gentle efficiency. "Fortunately, chlamydia is treatable with antibiotics. I'll prescribe a seven-day course of doxycycline." She makes a note on the clipboard. "You'll need to take it twice daily, with food to prevent stomach upset. It's important you complete the entire course, even if symptoms improve before you finish."

Jake nods, accepting the prescription she tears from her pad. Riley's fingers tremble slightly as they close around the paper.

"You should abstain from sexual activity until you've completed the full course of antibiotics," she continues. "And it would be responsible to inform your recent partners so they can get tested and treated as well."

The thought of contacting everyone who's participated in his livestreams, everyone who's touched Riley's body over the past two weeks, sends a surge of panic through him. There have been so many—the sorority girls, the computer science students, the teaching assistants, random hookups whose names he barely registered.

"How serious is it?" he asks, Riley's voice small in the clinical space. "Like, long-term?"

The nurse's expression softens further. "When caught and treated early, as we're doing now, most people experience no long-term effects." She pauses, turning to the next page on her clipboard. "However, if left untreated, chlamydia can lead to more serious complications, particularly in women."

Jake swallows hard, suddenly afraid of what comes next.

"The infection can spread to the uterus and fallopian tubes, causing pelvic inflammatory disease, or PID." Her voice remains professionally detached, but her eyes convey the seriousness. "PID can result in chronic pelvic pain, and in some cases, damage to the fallopian tubes that may lead to infertility or increase the risk of ectopic pregnancy."

"Infertility?" The word escapes before Jake can modulate Riley's voice, horror evident in the pitch.

The nurse nods. "It's not common with prompt treatment, but it's why we take these infections seriously. Approximately 10-15% of women with untreated chlamydia will develop PID, and about 10-15% of those will experience fertility issues."

Jake stares at the prescription in Riley's hand, the implications cascading through his mind. He's been treating her body as a temporary playground, a borrowed vehicle for pleasure and profit with no thought to long-term consequences. The possibility that he might have permanently damaged her reproductive system—altered her future in irreversible ways—hits him with unexpected force.

"We'll need to see you back in two weeks for follow-up testing to confirm the infection has cleared," the nurse continues, handing him a printed sheet. "This explains the medication, possible side effects, and follow-up care. Do you have any other questions?"

Jake shakes Riley's head, mind still reeling. "No. I mean, thank you. I'll follow everything exactly."

"Good." She stands, her professional demeanor softening momentarily. "These things happen, Ms. Chen. Taking care of it promptly is what matters now."

After she leaves, Jake sits motionless on the examination table, staring at the prescription and information sheet in Riley's hands. For the first time since the swap, he feels genuine remorse—not just for the physical discomfort or the inconvenience, but for the potential long-term damage to a body that isn't his to damage.

"I'm sorry," he whispers, the words directed not to the empty room but to Riley's body itself, to the consciousness that should rightfully inhabit it. He presses her palm against her lower abdomen, a gesture of apology that feels inadequate against the potential harm. "I'll fix this. I promise."

The moment of contrition passes quickly, replaced by practical considerations. He needs to fill the prescription immediately, start the antibiotics today. The livestream scheduled for tonight will have to be canceled, the regular viewers given some plausible explanation. Two weeks without sexual activity—the thought creates an unexpected pang of loss, not just for the income but for the pleasure he's become addicted to in this female form.

Jake slides from the table, tucking the prescription and treatment plan into Riley's backpack. "It's just a setback," he murmurs, straightening her clothing with careful hands that feel, for the first time, protective rather than exploitative. "Nothing permanent."

But as he exits the examination room, the nurse's words about infertility echo in his mind, raising questions about permanence that extend beyond their current physical separation—what if some consequences can't be undone? What if, even after they return to their original bodies (if they ever do), Riley carries the legacy of his actions in ways that can never be repaired?

Riley straightens Jake's tie with unfamiliar fingers, the silk smooth against his calloused skin as she waits outside Athletic Director Carson's office. The secretary had called Jake's phone that morning, the terse message leaving little doubt about the seriousness of the summons: "Mr. Morrison, Director Carson requires your presence at 2 PM sharp regarding a matter of significant concern." The polished oak door with its brass nameplate exudes authority, the kind that even star quarterbacks can't ignore. When the secretary finally nods for her to enter, Riley squares Jake's broad shoulders and adopts the confident stride she's perfected over the past two weeks, pushing through the doorway into what feels suspiciously like a tribunal.

Director Carson sits behind a mahogany desk that dominates the room, his silver-streaked hair and tailored suit projecting the gravitas of someone who manages million-dollar athletic programs with corporate precision. The office smells of leather and wood polish, trophies gleaming behind glass cases, framed photographs of championship teams creating a gallery of athletic achievement that makes the university's priorities crystal clear.

"Morrison. Sit down." Carson doesn't rise, his gesture toward the chair opposite his desk more command than invitation.

Riley lowers Jake's frame into the leather chair, immediately noticing a stack of papers on the desk—official forms with the university logo, each bearing red stamps marking them "CONFIDENTIAL: STUDENT COMPLAINT." Her stomach tightens, Jake's body responding to her anxiety with a surge of adrenaline that feels different from how her own body processed stress—more immediate, more physical, demanding action rather than retreat.

"You want to explain these?" Carson pushes three forms across the polished surface, his manicured finger tapping the top document where "RESPONDENT: JACOB MORRISON" is clearly typed in bold letters.

Riley scans the visible portions, catching phrases that make Jake's blood run cold: "coercive behavior," "aggressive sexual advances," "intimidation tactics." The forms are dated from the past semester, before the body swap, but the patterns they describe match perfectly with Jake's current exploitation of her body.

"Sir, I'm not sure what—" she begins, adopting Jake's deeper register.

"Don't insult my intelligence, Morrison." Carson cuts her off, leaning forward. "Three separate complaints in two weeks. Three women who don't know each other, describing nearly identical behavior patterns. This isn't just locker room nonsense anymore."

Riley swallows, Jake's Adam's apple bobbing as she processes this information. The complaints are from before she inhabited his body, evidence of a pattern of behavior she's now unwittingly continuing through her revenge scheme with Vanessa.

"These allegations are serious," Carson continues, his tone measured but severe. "If substantiated, they constitute violations of Title IX and the university's sexual misconduct policy." He pulls another document from a folder. "The Title IX office has recommended formal proceedings, which could result in suspension or expulsion."

The word "expulsion" reverberates through Jake's frame, sending waves of panic through Riley's consciousness. Being expelled in Jake's body would devastate his future—and potentially trap her in this form permanently if they need his student status to access the oak tree for any reversal attempt.

"I'm aware of your athletic scholarship, your professional prospects," Carson says, studying her reaction. "Everything you've worked for is now at risk because you apparently can't understand the concept of consent."

Riley feels Jake's face flush with heat—part anger, part shame, though the shame belongs to her rather than him. She's seen the evidence of his behavior in how he's treating her body, in the casual way he leverages power. Yet now she sits in the position of having to defend actions she finds reprehensible to save a future she might need.

"Director Carson," she says, modulating Jake's voice to a respectful tone she doubts he would use, "these allegations are concerning, but there are always two sides to—"

"Save it." Carson slides a formal letter across the desk. "This is an official warning from the Athletic Department. The university is giving you one chance, Morrison, largely due to Coach Brennan's advocacy. He seems to think you've shown 'positive change' in recent weeks."

Riley feels a flicker of satisfaction at this unintended validation of her management of Jake's body—her more disciplined approach to practice, her avoidance of his usual party excesses, her focus on actual athletic performance rather than social dominance.

"The Title IX office has agreed to hold the formal hearing in abeyance on several conditions." Carson taps the letter. "One, you attend six mandatory counseling sessions with Dr. Levinson in Student Services. Two, you maintain complete distance from all complainants. Three, any additional complaints result in immediate formal proceedings."

Riley nods Jake's head, projecting appropriate solemnity while internally cataloging this new complication. Counseling sessions as Jake will require careful preparation, research into how to present his personality convincingly to a trained professional.

"Your scholarship and starting position hang by a thread," Carson says, his voice dropping lower. "The NFL scouts coming to Saturday's game won't care about your excuses or your potential if you're sitting on the bench—or worse, not wearing a uniform at all."

The stakes clarify in Riley's mind: Jake's future athletic career, her own temporary survival in his body, the possibility of reversal—all depend on navigating this situation successfully. She straightens Jake's spine, summoning the bravado she's observed in him, the confidence that borders on arrogance.

"I'm not backing down," she says, pitching his voice to that specific timbre of masculine challenge. "None of these girls said no until it was over." The words taste bitter on Jake's tongue, but they're exactly what he would say—dismissive, defensive, deflecting responsibility.

Carson's eyes narrow, disgust evident despite his professional demeanor. "That statement alone demonstrates why you need counseling, Morrison. Consent isn't the absence of a no—it's the presence of an enthusiastic yes. This isn't 1985."

He slides the letter closer. "Take this. Read it carefully. The first counseling session is scheduled for Monday at 4 PM. Miss it, and we proceed directly to a formal hearing."

Riley takes the letter, folding it with Jake's large hands before tucking it into his jacket pocket. "Is that all, sir?"

"For now." Carson's gaze is unflinching. "But understand this—you're out of second chances. One more complaint, one missed counseling session, one hint that you're not taking this seriously, and I personally will ensure your football career at this university ends immediately."

Riley stands, Jake's height allowing her to look down at Carson despite his authority. She maintains eye contact, channeling Jake's defiant confidence even as her own conscience squirms beneath it. "I understand."

As she turns to leave, Carson adds, "And Morrison? Whatever's gotten into you lately—the improved focus at practice, the better grades—keep that up. It's the only reason you still have a uniform."

Riley exits with Jake's chin held high, maintaining the facade until the office door closes behind her. In the empty hallway, she extracts the letter, scanning its formal language with growing concern. The path forward requires a delicate balance—she must perform Jake's identity convincingly while modifying his behavior enough to avoid further complaints.

The irony doesn't escape her: to protect herself, she must now rehabilitate the reputation of the man who's systematically destroying hers.

Jake sits cross-legged on Riley's bed, the string of fairy lights casting a warm glow across her laptop screen as his fingers tap methodically through obscure corners of the internet. The fairy lights are new—he installed them last week to improve the lighting quality for his livestreams—but tonight they serve a different purpose, illuminating his first serious attempt to understand what happened beneath that ancient oak tree. Two weeks of reveling in Riley's body, exploiting its pleasures and possibilities, have given way to a new urgency after the health center visit. The chlamydia diagnosis was a brutal reminder that his actions in this borrowed form have consequences—consequences that will remain with Riley long after he's gone, if he ever leaves at all.

He types "body swap lightning strike" into the search bar, expecting the usual mixture of movie references and pseudoscience. Instead, the algorithm serves up a surprising number of obscure forums dedicated to paranormal phenomena, several specifically mentioning university campuses. He clicks on one titled "Campus Legends: When Science Fails to Explain," finding a thread dedicated to their university.

"Darkwood Clearing Oak," reads the thread title. "The Body Thief of Campus West."

Jake's breath catches in Riley's throat as he scans the first post, dated three years ago:

*I know it sounds insane, but my roommate and my TA switched bodies during that freak electrical storm in 2019. Nobody believed them, but I saw it happen. They were arguing under the old oak in Darkwood when lightning struck nearby. Next day, they were each other. Took them almost a month to switch back.*

Comments follow—most dismissive, some curious, a few offering corroborating stories spanning decades. Jake creates an account with a generic username, careful to leave no traces back to Riley's identity, and begins methodically combing through every mention of the oak tree.

A pattern emerges across multiple sites, fragmentary but consistent enough to suggest truth beneath the folklore. The ancient oak in Darkwood Clearing has a history predating the university itself—indigenous legends speak of it as a "crossing place between worlds," later settlers reported "personality transfers" near the massive tree, and campus mythology has accumulated dozens of alleged swap incidents over the past century.

Jake opens a document on Riley's laptop, cataloging the consistent elements: electrical storms, two people in conflict, physical contact or proximity at the moment of lightning strike. These match their experience exactly—he and Riley arguing during the leadership retreat, standing beneath the oak as lightning struck nearby, waking to find themselves in each other's bodies.

But the reversal process appears more complicated, with conflicting accounts across different sources. Jake switches to Reddit, finding a dedicated subreddit called r/BodySwapSurvivors with first-person accounts ranging from the obviously fictional to the disturbingly plausible.

One post catches his attention:

*University of [redacted], ancient oak tree, lightning strike during spring break 2016. Swapped with my worst enemy for 43 days. Nothing worked—prayer, meditation, drugs, hypnosis. Finally swapped back during another storm at the same tree. IMPORTANT: both people must want to return AND be honest about what they learned. The tree knows if you're lying.*

Jake screenshots the post, adding it to his growing collection of research. He toggles to a Discord server mentioned in several threads, finding more detailed accounts behind layers of verification designed to filter out curiosity seekers. One user, SwappedInSeattle, offers the most comprehensive explanation:

*The swap serves a purpose—to teach empathy through lived experience. Reversal requires acknowledgment of lessons learned. Three components: same location as original swap, similar electrical conditions, and mutual consent. Without all three, you remain trapped.*

The phrase "remain trapped" sends a chill through Riley's smaller frame. Jake has been treating this situation as temporary, an extended vacation in a female body, consequences be damned. The possibility that he might be permanently stuck in Riley's form—or that returning requires specific conditions they might miss—shifts his perspective dramatically.

He clicks through to another forum thread specifically discussing the timing element:

*My cousin and his professor were stuck for an entire year because they missed the electrical storm that came three weeks after their swap. Next compatible storm didn't occur until the following spring. By then, they'd adapted to their new lives—he'd taken over her research position, she'd dropped out of school. They almost didn't switch back.*

Jake checks the weather records for the past two weeks, confirming what he already knows—no electrical storms since the one that caused their swap. The forecast for the coming week shows potential for thunderstorms in three days. If the pattern holds true, this might be their opportunity for reversal.

But as he continues reading, another consistent element emerges across multiple accounts—the necessity of mutual climax during the reversal attempt. Users describe it in various euphemistic terms, but the meaning is clear: sexual release, synchronized between both parties, seems to catalyze the energy required for consciousness transfer.

Jake feels heat rise in Riley's cheeks as he contemplates this requirement. Their psychic connection during sexual activity already creates a feedback loop between their separate bodies. Would deliberate synchronization during a lightning storm, beneath the same oak, actually reverse the process? And more importantly—does he want it to?

He glances around Riley's dorm room, now transformed into his personal broadcasting studio. The fairy lights, the strategically placed camera mounts, the drawer of sex toys purchased with the proceeds from exploiting her body—all evidence of how thoroughly he's colonized her life. Returning to his male form means giving up the transcendent pleasures of female orgasm, the lucrative livestream income, the unique power he wields in this petite academic's skin.

Yet remaining means living with increasing consequences—the STI treatment, the academic decline as he neglects her studies, the reputation he's systematically destroying. Even if he wanted to stay, is it fair to trap Riley in his body forever, dealing with the fallout from his previous behavior, the Title IX complaints she knows nothing about?

A private Discord channel yields the most alarming information yet:

*WARNING TO ALL SWAPPERS: If transition isn't completed within the third electrical event after initial swap, the change becomes permanent. The original consciousness gradually merges with the body's muscle memory, creating a hybrid identity that can never fully separate again. Already happening? Check for bleedthrough—memories that aren't yours, skills you never learned, preferences shifting to match the body's history.*

Jake recognizes these symptoms immediately—the increasing permeability between their consciousnesses, the way Riley's academic knowledge flows through his fingers when he codes, the way he sometimes responds to situations with her intellectual approach rather than his emotional one. The merging has already begun.

He bookmarks every relevant page, creates a folder labeled "Oak Tree Research," and saves all screenshots and notes. The critical warning repeats across enough credible sources to establish a clear pattern: unless they achieve mutual climax and confess their deepest desires under another electrical storm at the oak, the swap becomes permanent—not just physically, but mentally as well, their separate identities gradually dissolving into hybrid versions of themselves.

Jake closes the laptop, Riley's slender fingers trembling slightly as the implications settle over him. Three days until the forecasted storm. Three days to decide if he wants to reclaim his original life or continue this extraordinary experiment in female existence. Three days to contact Riley, to coordinate their approach to the oak, to prepare for a ritual that might return them to their proper bodies—or might fail, trapping them forever if either harbors secret desires to remain as they are.

He checks Riley's phone, thumb hovering over the messaging app. What exactly would he say? "Meet me at the oak during the storm so we can orgasm simultaneously while confessing our deepest desires"? The absurdity of it almost makes him laugh, but the underlying urgency dampens any humor. This isn't just about preference anymore—it's about preserving their separate identities before the merger progresses too far for reversal.

With reluctant determination, he opens a new message to his own number—to Riley—and begins to type.

Riley hunches over Jake's desk, surrounded by stacks of dusty yearbooks borrowed from the library archives and printouts of campus bulletins dating back decades. Jake's laptop sits open to the university's digital archive portal, a resource most students don't know exists but that Riley discovered during a freshman research methods course. The past two weeks in Jake's body have been a crash course in masculine privilege and athletic politics, culminating in this afternoon's disturbing meeting with Athletic Director Carson. The Title IX complaints against Jake have forced her to confront an uncomfortable reality: she can't continue inhabiting his body indefinitely. The question is no longer if she should attempt to reverse the swap, but how—and whether it's even possible after so much time has passed.

She types "campus legend oak tree body swap" into the university archive search bar, applying filters for student newspapers, administrative records, and folklore collections. The system processes her query with agonizing academic thoroughness, each passing second marked by the rhythmic tap of Jake's fingers against the wooden desk—a habit that belongs to Riley, not to the body she inhabits.

The results populate the screen: seventeen mentions across various publications, most clustered around specific years—1978, 1994, 2005, 2016—all coinciding with years of unusually high electrical storm activity according to the meteorological data she's already compiled in a separate spreadsheet. Riley sorts the results chronologically, starting with the oldest substantive reference.

A 1978 student newspaper article catches her attention: "STRANGE INCIDENT AT DARKWOOD CLEARING BAFFLES CAMPUS." The digitized microfilm is grainy but legible, showing a front-page story about two students—a male basketball player and a female physics major—who claimed to have switched bodies during an electrical storm. The article treats the claim with journalistic skepticism, quoting psychology professors about shared delusions and stress-induced personality disorders. But the details match her own experience with unsettling precision: the ancient oak, the lightning strike, the complete transfer of consciousness.

Riley takes careful photographs of the article with Jake's phone, then saves the digital scan as a PDF, creating a systematic documentation trail that satisfies her academic instincts. The article mentions that the students claimed to have "returned to normal" approximately one month after the initial incident, during another electrical storm in the same location. No explanation for the phenomenon is offered, though the journalist notes that "campus folklore has long attributed strange properties to the ancient oak in Darkwood Clearing, with indigenous legends describing it as a site where spirits could transfer between bodies."

She moves methodically through the remaining results, finding increasing substantiation with each documented case. A 1994 psychology department memo discusses a "mass hysteria event" involving two faculty members who insisted they had exchanged bodies. A 2005 campus security report documents "unusual behavior" following a severe thunderstorm, with two students found naked beneath the oak tree, claiming to have "switched back" after three weeks in each other's forms. A 2016 student blog post cryptically references "finding myself again after the oak tree took me away."

Riley creates a meticulously organized document, categorizing evidence by type, credibility, and consistency. Patterns emerge through her systematic approach: the swap always occurs during electrical storms; reversal requires returning to the same location during similar weather conditions; the window for reversal appears limited, with most cases resolving within one month.

But the most detailed account comes from the personal papers of Professor Emeritus Eleanor Winston, donated to the university archives upon her retirement from the Anthropology Department. In a field journal from 1978—the same year as the newspaper article—Winston documents interviews with the two students involved in the incident, conducted as research for a never-published paper on "Contemporary Folklore and Psychosomatic Phenomena."

Riley leans closer to the screen, Jake's broader shoulders hunched forward as she absorbs Winston's academic observations:

*Subject A (male consciousness in female body) and Subject B (female consciousness in male body) both describe identical requirements for reversal of their condition. According to campus legend, passed down through generations of students, the reversal ritual demands three components:*

*1. Return to the original location (the oak in Darkwood) during an electrical storm*

*2. Simultaneous physiological climax between both parties*

*3. Verbal confession of "deepest truth learned" during the exchange period*

*Subjects report all three elements were necessary for successful restoration to their original bodies. Subject B specifically emphasized that "holding back the truth" during their first attempt prevented the transfer, forcing them to wait for another storm.*

Riley makes detailed margin notes on her printout of this document, highlighting the climax requirement with particular attention. The psychic connection she's experienced with Jake during sexual activity suddenly makes scientific sense—their consciousnesses already reach toward each other during climax, creating a bridge between their separated bodies. An electrical storm at the oak tree might provide the energy necessary to complete the transfer.

She bookmarks the archival database entry, adding it to her growing research file. The forecast she checked earlier predicts thunderstorms in three days—potentially their first opportunity for reversal since the swap occurred. But as she considers the logistics, ambivalence creeps in.

Two weeks in Jake's body have been transformative in ways she never anticipated. The physical power, the social deference, the freedom from constant vigilance—all advantages she would surrender by returning to her female form. She's learned to use this male body effectively, leveraging its strengths both athletically and socially. The memory of Carson's grudging approval during their meeting flickers through her mind—evidence that she's actually improving Jake's situation through her more disciplined approach.

And what would she be returning to? Jake has systematically dismantled her academic reputation, transformed her body into a commodity, exposed her to public humiliation in ways she's only beginning to understand through their psychic connection. The thought of reclaiming her damaged life makes Jake's stomach clench with anxiety.

Yet remaining in this borrowed flesh means permanently dealing with Jake's problems—the Title IX complaints, the strained relationship with Marcus, the athletic pressures, the looming consequences of his past actions. Not to mention abandoning her own academic goals and future plans, all the work she's invested in building Riley Chen's life and reputation.

The final section of Winston's notes provides the most alarming information:

*Both subjects reported increasing "bleed-through" between their separate consciousnesses as time progressed. By week three, Subject A described experiencing memories that belonged to Subject B, while Subject B reported adopting mannerisms and preferences from Subject A. They expressed concern that had they waited much longer, complete psychological integration might have occurred, rendering reversal impossible even if physical transfer could be achieved.*

Riley feels a chill of recognition. She's already experiencing this bleed-through—Jake's muscle memory on the football field, his automatic responses to certain social cues, even his attraction patterns influencing her own. The boundaries between them are dissolving gradually, their separate identities merging into hybrid versions with each passing day.

The critical warning becomes clear: unless they achieve mutual climax and confess their deepest truths under another electrical storm at the oak, the swap becomes permanent—not just physically, but psychologically as well. They risk losing their separate selves entirely, becoming neither fully Riley nor fully Jake, but something new and irreversible.

She reaches for Jake's phone, hesitating only briefly before composing a message to her own number. The forecast gives them three days until the storm. Three days to prepare, to coordinate, to decide whether returning to their original bodies is truly what they both want. Three days to contemplate what "deepest truth" they'll need to confess for the reversal to succeed.

As Riley begins typing, she wonders what Jake has learned during his time in her skin—and what she will have to admit about her time in his.

Midnight bathes the ancient oak in silver moonlight, its massive branches casting web-like shadows across Darkwood Clearing. Jake approaches from the north path, Riley's small form appearing almost childlike against the enormous trunk that looms twenty feet wide at its base. The moss covering the lower bark glows faintly phosphorescent, creating an otherworldly atmosphere that matches the impossibility of their situation. From the south path, Riley emerges in Jake's body, his broad shoulders squared with determination, each step purposeful across the clearing. They spot each other simultaneously, freezing at opposite sides of the massive oak, two consciousnesses confronting the physical forms they once called their own.

"You look terrible in my body," Jake calls out, using Riley's voice with none of her usual restraint.

Riley's jaw tightens—Jake's jaw, technically—as she takes in the sight of her own form. The differences are immediately apparent: makeup applied with heavier hand than she would use, clothes more revealing, hair styled in loose waves rather than her practical ponytail. Even the way Jake stands in her body—hips canted, weight shifted to one leg—communicates a sexuality she never projected.

"And you've been busy destroying my reputation," Riley responds, the deep resonance of Jake's voice still strange in her ears after two weeks. "The livestreams. The professors. The roommates."

Jake's borrowed eyes widen slightly. "You know about those?"

"Our connection works both ways." Riley takes a step forward, Jake's larger body moving with the athletic grace she's mastered over the past fortnight. "Every time you climax in my body, I feel echoes. See fragments."

"Then you've been enjoying the show." Jake smirks with Riley's lips, the expression entirely his own. "Just like I've caught glimpses of you with Marcus. With Vanessa." He circles the tree trunk, maintaining distance while studying her with calculating eyes. "Quite the hypocrite, aren't you? Judging me while doing exactly the same thing."

"Not the same." Riley mirrors his movement, circling in the opposite direction, keeping the massive trunk between them. "I didn't broadcast your body to hundreds of strangers. I didn't destroy your GPA. I didn't give you an STI."

Jake falters momentarily at the last accusation. "It's treatable. No permanent damage."

"Permanent damage?" Riley's control snaps, fury propelling Jake's body forward as she lunges across the intervening space. "You've turned me into a campus joke! A sexual commodity!"

She slams Jake against the tree trunk, her borrowed strength pinning Riley's smaller body against rough bark. The sensation is disorienting—her consciousness looking down at her own face, her hands gripping her own shoulders with Jake's superior strength. Up close, she sees the subtle changes in her features—the confident set of her mouth, the calculating gleam in her eyes that belongs entirely to him.

"Give me back my body!" she demands, pressing harder.

Jake twists unexpectedly, using Riley's smaller frame with surprising effectiveness. He ducks under her arm, leveraging his knowledge of pressure points to break her grip, then sweeps Jake's legs with a move learned from countless action movies.

"Why would I?" he laughs as Riley crashes to the ground, Jake's broad back impacting with a force that knocks the wind from his lungs. "I've never felt so alive!"

He dances away as Riley scrambles to her feet, Jake's heavier body slower to respond than her original form. She charges forward again, transforming momentum into impact as she tackles him to the ground. They roll across the moss-covered earth, each fighting with the unfamiliar advantages and limitations of borrowed flesh.

"You had no right!" Riley shouts, pinning Riley's smaller body beneath Jake's muscular frame. "My body. My life. My future."

Jake bucks upward, using Riley's flexibility to slip from her grip. "A life you were wasting!" he counters, scrambling away. "All that potential locked in libraries and laboratories. Never experiencing real pleasure. Never using your power."

"What power?" Riley demands, lurching to her feet. "The power of being objectified? The power of having my academic achievements reduced to how I look in low-cut tops?"

"The power of desire," Jake says, voice dropping lower. "The power to make people want you. To make them give you things because they want you."

Riley charges again, but Jake anticipates the move, using Riley's natural agility to sidestep. He isn't fast enough to avoid her completely—Jake's arm catches Riley's shoulder, sending them both spinning to the ground. They grapple in the dirt, each landing blows that hurt their own original bodies, the absurdity of their situation lost in mutual rage.

The fight continues until exhaustion forces them apart, both collapsing back-to-back against the ancient oak, chests heaving with exertion. Sweat plasters Riley's blouse to Jake's chest; dirt smudges Jake's face where Riley's cheek presses against rough bark. They sit in hostile silence, neither willing to concede, neither able to continue.

"The storm comes in three days," Riley finally says, Jake's voice ragged from shouting. "I found accounts in the university archives. We need to be here, under the oak."

Jake nods Riley's head, leaves tangled in her hair from their struggle. "I found the same information online. Electrical storm, same location, both of us present."

"And mutual climax," Riley adds clinically. "Simultaneous orgasm to bridge our consciousness back to the correct bodies."

Another silence stretches between them, charged with unspoken implications. Their psychic connection during sexual activity has grown stronger with each encounter; deliberate synchronization might indeed provide the bridge needed for complete transfer.

"There's more," Jake says eventually. "We have to confess. Tell the truth about what we've learned in each other's bodies. The deepest truth."

Riley shifts, feeling the bark press into Jake's broad shoulders. "I know. The accounts were consistent on that point."

They sit without speaking, the weight of potential confession heavy between them. Crickets chirp in the surrounding woods, the normal sounds of night continuing despite the extraordinary conversation occurring beneath the ancient oak.

"I'm addicted to it," Jake finally says, the words barely audible. "The intensity of female orgasm. The waves that don't stop, that build on each other. The fullness of it." He draws a shuddering breath with Riley's lungs. "In my body, pleasure was always straightforward. Direct. Limited. In yours, it's... transcendent."

Riley doesn't respond immediately, processing this vulnerability from someone she's considered an enemy since the swap.

"I love the power," she eventually admits, the confession emerging in Jake

"I love the power," she eventually admits, the confession emerging in Jake's deep voice as a near whisper. "The way people move aside when I walk down a hallway. The automatic respect from professors who didn't know my name when I was female. The freedom from constant vigilance." She swallows hard. "Walking at night without keys between my fingers. Expressing anger without being called emotional. Taking up space without apologizing."

Jake turns slightly, looking at his own profile from Riley's eyes. "Your body has different kinds of power. People underestimate you, then you surprise them with your intelligence. It's satisfying in a way I never experienced as a man."

"It's not the same," Riley argues, but without the earlier heat. "Your power is assumed. Mine must be proven, over and over."

They lapse into silence again, each processing the other's confession.

"I've changed your body," Jake says eventually. "The chlamydia—"

"I know about that," Riley interrupts. "I went to Student Health Services for your body too. The medication is in your desk drawer. Third dose tomorrow."

Jake looks surprised. "You're taking care of my body?"

"Of course I am," Riley says, irritation flaring. "Unlike you, I understand that actions have consequences. The Title IX complaints, the warnings from the Athletic Department—I've been handling those too."

"What complaints?" Jake's face—Riley's face—shows genuine confusion.

"You don't even know," Riley says, a bitter laugh escaping Jake's throat. "Three women filed formal complaints about your behavior before the swap. Director Carson showed me the paperwork yesterday. Your scholarship is hanging by a thread."

Jake's borrowed features cycle through shock, denial, and finally, grudging acknowledgment. "I never forced—"

"Save it," Riley cuts him off. "I'm not interested in your justifications. I've been attending your counseling sessions, keeping your athletic standing intact, making sure your body has a future to return to." She pauses, the admission costing her pride. "If you even want it back."

The question hangs between them, neither willing to answer directly. Two weeks in each other's skin has transformed them both in ways they're still discovering, created possibilities neither had considered before the swap.

"The reversal isn't guaranteed," Jake says finally. "Even with the storm, the location, the... physical requirements. The accounts said both people have to want to return. Truly want it."

Riley nods Jake's head, leaves crunching beneath them as she shifts position. "Do you? Want to return?"

Jake doesn't answer immediately, Riley's smaller hands tracing patterns in the dirt beside them. "I don't know," he admits finally. "There are things about your body, your life... advantages I'd miss."

"Same," Riley says, the simple admission costing her. "But we can't stay like this forever. The research shows our consciousnesses are already blending. Eventually, we'd lose ourselves completely—neither fully you nor fully me."

"I've noticed that," Jake says. "I find myself using your vocabulary. Understanding code that would have been incomprehensible to me before. Approaching problems analytically rather than emotionally."

"And I've adopted your confidence," Riley admits. "Your physical awareness. Even some of your desires." She pauses, reluctant to continue but pushing forward. "I dream your memories sometimes. Not just receive them during our connections, but actually dream them as though they're mine."

They sit with this uncomfortable truth, the implications of their gradual psychological merger settling between them.

"Three days," Jake says finally. "The storm comes in three days. We meet here, beneath the oak."

"Full disclosure," Riley responds, turning to look at her own face with Jake's eyes. "I'll be trying to reverse the swap. Whatever it takes."

Jake meets her gaze, a calculating look crossing Riley's features. "As will I. Assuming that's what I decide I want."

They rise simultaneously, brushing dirt from borrowed bodies, examining scrapes and bruises inflicted during their fight. The absurdity strikes them both at once—each having damaged their own original flesh in attacking the other.

"Take care of my body until then," Riley says, straightening Jake's torn shirt. "No more livestreams. No more hookups. The chlamydia needs to clear completely."

"Fine," Jake agrees, picking leaves from Riley's hair. "Keep mine functional too. You have football practice tomorrow. Coach is watching you closely."

They step back from each other, surveying the damage of their confrontation. The ancient oak looms above them, silent witness to their strange circumstance, its massive presence seemingly unchanged by human dramas that unfold beneath its branches.

"Three days," Riley confirms, turning toward the south path that will take Jake's body back to his dorm.

"Under the storm," Jake adds, already moving toward the north path with Riley's smaller frame.

They separate without further words, each returning to borrowed lives, borrowed rooms, borrowed existences. But as they walk away, both harbor silent, separate intentions—Riley determined to reclaim her original form and rebuild her shattered reputation, Jake still weighing the advantages of remaining in female form against the complications it entails.

The oak's branches sway slightly in a breeze too gentle to be felt at ground level, its ancient presence unmoved by the human drama playing out beneath it. Three days until the storm. Three days until the opportunity for reversal. Three days for each to finalize their true desires before confronting the possibility of permanent change—or returning to lives forever altered by their time in each other's skin.


Chapter 5: Breaking Point

Jake slides the final lock into place on the warehouse's side entrance, sealing them inside this industrial cathedral of debauchery. Riley's delicate fingers tremble slightly as they test the heavy metal door—partly from anticipation, partly from the experimental drugs already beginning to race through her bloodstream. Two weeks of calculated exploitation have built to this moment: his final symphony of sensations in this borrowed feminine form. The abandoned warehouse near campus, rented under a false name with livestream earnings, stretches before him—its concrete expanse transformed into distinct zones of pleasure and spectacle. His masterpiece of organized depravity. His farewell performance.

"Perfect," he whispers in Riley's voice, surveying his creation with clinical satisfaction.

The space has been divided with hanging sheets into themed stations. To the left, a bondage corner—ropes hanging from exposed pipes, leather restraints attached to a reinforced metal frame, various implements arranged on a folding table with surgical precision. Directly ahead, the voyeur section—tiered seating facing a raised platform where paying spectators will witness every degradation, three professional-grade cameras on tripods already streaming to a private channel with over three hundred waiting viewers. And at the center, his pièce de résistance—a collection of mattresses pushed together on an elevated platform, surrounded by standing lights that will illuminate Riley's body from every angle.

Jake moves to a small table where a chemistry major from Riley's advanced algorithms class waits, looking nervously at his watch.

"You're sure these are safe?" Jake asks, eyeing the multicolored pills arranged in precise rows.

"Theoretically." The student pushes his glasses higher on his nose. "Low-dose MDMA with a serotonin enhancer. Intensifies sensation without compromising consciousness. The blue ones delay climax, the red ones amplify it."

Jake selects two pills—one red, one blue—and places them on Riley's tongue. The bitter taste floods her mouth as she swallows, triggering an immediate wave of nausea that he recognizes as a side effect of the STI medication. Seven days of antibiotics, completed just yesterday. Riley's body technically cleared for activity, though still occasionally responding with phantom discomfort.

"You'll be paid when it's over," Jake says, dismissing the chemistry major with a wave of Riley's hand.

Alone for a moment, he approaches a full-length mirror propped against a concrete pillar. Riley's reflection stares back, transformed by his occupation. Her hair falls in carefully styled waves around her face—a stark contrast to the practical ponytails she once favored. Her makeup is immaculate, designed to withstand what will come—waterproof mascara, setting spray over foundation, lip stain rather than lipstick that might smear. Her body is naked except for a black leather collar around her neck, the word "SLUT" engraved on a small metal plate at the center.

Jake runs Riley's fingers over the collar, feeling the cool leather against her skin. The dissonance of the image—Riley Chen, academic prodigy, standing naked with a degrading label around her neck—sends a pulse of arousal through her core. After two weeks of exploration, he still finds this contradiction intoxicating: the subversion of her careful reputation, the transformation of studious restraint into unbridled exhibition.

"Three days," he murmurs to the reflection. "Three days until the storm that might take this away."

The warehouse door opens, admitting the first wave of participants. Jake watches through Riley's eyes as they enter—members of the football team arriving in a group, laughing nervously; sorority girls clinging to each other for courage or validation; two teaching assistants from the Computer Science department who've participated in previous livestreams; and at the back, three older men Jake recognizes as faculty members, their faces partially obscured by carefully casual baseball caps.

Behind them come the spectators—those who've paid premium prices for the privilege of watching without participating. They move immediately to the tiered seating, phones already recording despite his rules against it. Jake doesn't intervene; tonight is about total abandonment, complete documentation of every possible experience Riley's body can provide.

The drugs begin to take effect, warmth spreading through Riley's limbs, her skin becoming hypersensitive to the warehouse's cool air. Jake feels her nipples harden, her pulse quicken, her breathing shallow in anticipation. He guides her body to the central platform, feeling dozens of eyes tracking every movement, hearing the murmurs of appreciation and excitement that follow her naked form.

Music starts from hidden speakers—low, throbbing beats with no melody, just rhythm designed to synchronize bodies in motion. Colored lights activate, washing the warehouse in alternating hues that transform skin tones and create the impression of a fever dream. The scent of alcohol emerges as bottles are opened, passed around, emptied into plastic cups. Participants shed clothing with increasing confidence, inhibitions dissolving in the anonymity of dim lighting and shared transgression.

Jake climbs onto the central mattress, positioning Riley's body at its center, legs slightly spread, arms at her sides, a deliberate display of vulnerability that contradicts the power he feels surging through her form. He beckons the nearest camera closer, making sure the livestream captures every detail of what will follow.

"Tonight," he announces, Riley's voice carrying across the now-hushed warehouse, "we break all boundaries. Nothing is off-limits." He runs her hands down her body in deliberate invitation. "Consider this your opportunity to experience what you've only watched through screens."

Three athletes approach first—massive frames moving with surprising grace, muscular torsos already gleaming with anticipation. Jake recognizes them from the football team, though not Jake's closest friends. Better that way. Anonymity within recognition.

"One at a time," he directs in Riley's voice, lying back on the mattress. "Then together. Everyone watches the first round."

The first man positions himself between Riley's legs while the others stand nearby, stroking themselves in preparation. Around them, spectators move closer, phones recording from multiple angles, expressions hungry in the shifting light. Some begin touching themselves, others each other—the energy of the room shifting from observation to participation.

Jake surrenders Riley's body to the first penetration, feeling her back arch involuntarily as the sensation registers through drug-enhanced nerve endings. The experience remains transcendent even after two weeks—the female body's capacity for pleasure so different from his original male form. He directs her legs higher, angling for deeper access, performing for both the immediate audience and the hundreds watching online.

The physical sensations build rapidly, the drugs amplifying every point of contact, every thrust, every breath against her skin. Jake feels the familiar pressure growing in Riley's core, the gathering wave of female orgasm that still amazes him with its comprehensive intensity. Her body trembles on the edge of release, cameras closing in to capture the moment.

When the climax hits, it explodes through Riley's nervous system with unprecedented force—and in that moment of peak intensity, Jake's consciousness suddenly stretches, snaps, and transfers. He's standing at a podium, bright lights in his eyes, his original male body feeling impossibly heavy and foreign. Nausea surges through him, disorientation so complete he nearly falls. Through blurred vision, he sees faces watching him with concern—a sports banquet? An awards ceremony? Riley is there in his body, her expression changing from confusion to horror as she sees him looking out through his original eyes.

The connection breaks as violently as it formed, Jake's consciousness slamming back into Riley's body mid-orgasm, mid-penetration. He gasps, her body convulsing with aftershocks of pleasure mixed with the traumatic dislocation of the temporary transfer. Blood roars in her ears, vision blurring as reality reasserts itself—the warehouse, the audience, the man still moving inside her.

"Keep going," he manages through Riley's lips, voice shaking. "Don't stop."

The episode leaves him trembling, but he pushes Riley's body to continue, to accept the second athlete and then the third. The livestream numbers climb past five hundred viewers, donation notifications pinging continuously from the laptops monitoring the feeds. Participants rotate through the stations—some drawn to the bondage corner, others performing for the cameras, most eventually gravitating toward the central platform where Riley's body remains the focal point of activity.

Jake drives her forward through mounting exhaustion, determined to experience every possible configuration, every potential pleasure this female form can provide. The brief transfer of consciousness has added urgency to his exploration—evidence that the connection between their original bodies is strengthening, that the opportunity for return is approaching. Three days until the storm, until they meet beneath the oak, until choices become permanent.

Until then, he will extract every sensation, every response, every secret Riley's body holds—regardless of the consequences that might await either of them when the lightning finally arrives.

Riley adjusts the crimson and gold tie of Jake's letterman jacket, studying his reflection in the bathroom mirror of the Alumni Center. Two weeks living in this body, and she still finds these formal occasions surreal—the way people defer to Jake's athletic status, the automatic respect accorded to his physical presence. She's styled his hair with meticulous attention, recreating his usual careless perfection while adding a subtle refinement that Jake himself would never bother with. Tonight's sports honor ceremony represents exactly the kind of institutional validation she never received in her original body despite her academic achievements—a special award presented by the university president himself, photographers from three local papers in attendance, parents and donors watching adoringly as male physical prowess is celebrated with near-religious reverence.

She straightens Jake's broad shoulders and practices his trademark smile—confident but not arrogant, approachable but still superior. The combination of his handsome features and her strategic deployment of them has proven devastatingly effective these past two weeks. With three days until the potential reversal, Riley intends to leverage this borrowed masculinity for one final conquest—perhaps the most ambitious yet.

The ceremony hall gleams with polished surfaces and school colors, tables arranged in concentric circles around a central stage. Athletic trophies line glass cases along the walls, immortalizing generations of male achievement. Riley takes Jake's assigned seat at the front table, exchanging nods with teammates whose names she's memorized from his phone contacts. Coach Brennan claps Jake's shoulder as he passes, a gesture of approval that still startles Riley with its casual physicality.

"Morrison's going to clean up tonight," someone murmurs nearby, pride and envy mingling in equal measure.

Dean Harrington approaches the podium, silver-haired and dignified in a tailored suit that probably costs more than Riley's semester tuition. His voice carries effortlessly through the hall, practiced cadence emphasizing key phrases with theatrical precision.

"Tonight, we recognize extraordinary achievement," he begins, gaze sweeping over the assembled crowd with practiced inclusivity. "Individuals who embody the spirit and excellence this institution strives to cultivate."

Riley half-listens to the platitudes, her attention drawn instead to the side of the stage where a young woman stands partially concealed by a curtain. Vanessa Harrington—the dean's daughter, senior art history major, known for her untouchable elegance and systematic rejection of every athlete who's ever approached her. Her blonde hair falls in a smooth curtain around an angular face, her conservative blue dress revealing little but suggesting everything. While Riley watches from Jake's eyes, Vanessa's gaze meets hers briefly, cool assessment followed by practiced dismissal.

Perfect target for Jake's final conquest.

"For outstanding performance this season, breaking three university records and leading our team to its first conference championship in twelve years..." Dean Harrington pauses for dramatic effect. "Jacob Morrison."

Riley rises with Jake's body, accepting the polite applause with his easy confidence. She moves to the stage with the athletic grace she's mastered over two weeks, accepting the crystal trophy with appropriate humility. The dean shakes Jake's hand with paternal approval, photographers capturing the moment for tomorrow's papers.

"Thank you, sir," Riley says in Jake's most respectful register. "This belongs to the entire team."

The rehearsed modesty draws appreciative murmurs. From the corner of her eye, Riley notices Vanessa's slight head tilt—the first hint of interest breaking through her cultivated indifference.

After the ceremony disperses into the reception, Riley navigates Jake's body through congratulatory conversations with practiced efficiency—accepting praise, deflecting specific questions about future plans, maintaining just enough engagement to appear appropriately grateful. All while tracking Vanessa's movements through the crowd.

When the blonde finally stands alone near a display of historic team photographs, Riley makes her approach—not with Jake's usual direct trajectory but with a more circuitous route that suggests casualness rather than intent.

"You look bored," Riley offers in Jake's low voice, stopping at a calculated distance—close enough for private conversation, far enough to respect personal space.

Vanessa turns, one elegant eyebrow lifting slightly. "Congratulations on your award."

"Thank you." Riley lets Jake's gaze drift to the photographs rather than linger on Vanessa's face. "Though sometimes I wonder if we celebrate the right achievements in places like this."

The comment lands precisely as intended—surprise flickers across Vanessa's composed features. "That's not what I'd expect from the star quarterback."

"I contain multitudes." Riley deliberately references Whitman, watching comprehension register in Vanessa's eyes. "There's more to most people than their public personas suggest."

"Is that so?" Vanessa shifts slightly, angling her body toward Jake's—the first physical indication of engagement. "And what multitudes lie beneath the letterman jacket, Mr. Morrison?"

Riley guides Jake's body a half-step closer, lowering his voice to a register that requires Vanessa to lean in slightly. "An appreciation for Caravaggio's use of chiaroscuro, for one. The darkness that illuminates the light."

Genuine surprise now—Vanessa's practiced composure slipping momentarily. "You're familiar with Italian Baroque painters?"

"I'm familiar with many things people assume I'm not." Riley lets Jake's fingers brush the stem of a nearby wine glass, drawing attention to their length and strength. "Including the swimming team incident your father helped conceal last semester."

The words land like precisely placed chess pieces. Vanessa's eyes widen fractionally, her throat working through a swallow before she recovers. "I don't know what you're—"

"Three swimmers, one freshman girl, a carefully worded withdrawal form citing 'personal health reasons'." Riley keeps Jake's expression neutral, his voice casual despite the devastating content. "Administrative discretion that preserved both the team's reputation and your father's perfect sexual assault statistics."

Vanessa's breathing accelerates slightly, the only visible sign of her distress. "Why are you telling me this?"

Riley guides them toward a quieter corner with Jake's hand hovering near—but never touching—the small of Vanessa's back. "Because I find honesty arousing. Particularly between people who understand how institutions really function."

The conversation has shifted into dangerous territory—exactly where Riley wants it. She maneuvers them through a side door into an empty classroom, each step deliberate, each statement calculated to appeal to Vanessa's evident taste for power dynamics and forbidden knowledge.

"You're not what people say you are," Vanessa observes as the door closes behind them, her voice steadier than her pulse, visible in the delicate skin of her throat.

"Neither are you." Riley lets Jake's larger frame crowd Vanessa against the professor's desk, still not touching but creating a cage of potential contact that heightens the tension between them. "The untouchable ice princess with her refined tastes and moral superiority."

"And what am I, according to your expert analysis?" There's challenge in her tone now, mingled with unmistakable interest.

"Someone who recognizes power and wants proximity to it." Riley finally allows Jake's hand to touch Vanessa's face, thumb brushing across her lower lip. "Someone who rejects athletes not because she's above them, but because they're too simple to interest her."

Vanessa doesn't deny it, her pupils dilating slightly. "And you're not simple?"

"I'm a goddamn enigma." Riley closes the remaining distance, bringing Jake's mouth to Vanessa's in a kiss that balances aggression with precision.

The response is immediate—Vanessa's arms wrapping around Jake's neck, her body arching into his with surprising abandon. Riley navigates the encounter with calculated expertise, using Jake's physical advantages to lift Vanessa onto the desk while maintaining the increasingly passionate kiss.

"This is my final act of rebellion," Riley whispers against Vanessa's neck, working Jake's hand beneath her conservative skirt while the other unbuttons her blouse. "My last night as the person everyone thinks they know."

The cryptic statement draws a questioning look that dissolves into pleasure as Riley guides Jake's fingers exactly where they'll create the most immediate response. Vanessa gasps, head falling back, exposing her throat to Jake's lips.

The building pleasure spirals through both bodies—and then reality fractures. Riley's consciousness stretches, tears, and suddenly transfers. She's on her back, her original body pinned beneath a stranger's weight, surrounded by watching faces, cameras recording her violation. Pain and drug-enhanced pleasure merge in nauseating waves as she feels penetration, feels hands gripping her thighs, feels the collar tight around her throat.

Jake. The warehouse. Her body.

The connection snaps with violent force, hurling Riley's consciousness back into Jake's form. She stumbles backward, his larger body colliding with the wall, vision swimming with the aftereffects of the transfer. Vanessa straightens, hands frantically buttoning her blouse.

"Are you having a seizure?" she demands, backing away with confusion and concern warring across her features.

"Just... dizzy," Riley manages through Jake's mouth, his heart hammering dangerously fast in his chest. "Give me a second."

Jake's phone vibrates in his pocket. Riley extracts it with trembling fingers, reading the administrator's message with growing dread:

*Mr. Morrison: Required attendance at Title IX hearing tomorrow, 9 AM. New complaint filed. Immediate response required.*

Riley steadies Jake's body against the wall, the glimpse of what Jake is doing with her original form adding desperate urgency to the situation. The thunderstorm predicted for three days from now has accelerated—she sees lightning flash through the classroom windows, illuminating Vanessa's confused face in stark white bursts.

Time is running out. Their bodies are becoming unstable, the connections between them strengthening dangerously. She needs to reach the oak tree tonight—not in three days as planned.

"I have to go," she tells Vanessa, already moving toward the door.

"Just like that?" Vanessa's indignation barely registers as Riley checks the weather app on Jake's phone, confirming what the lightning already told her.

The storm has arrived early. Tonight is their only chance.

Jake finds himself at the center of a human constellation, Riley's body the fixed star around which anonymous flesh orbits. The warehouse has devolved from organized stations into a single pulsing mass of intertwined bodies, the original participants now joined by latecomers drawn by text messages and whispered invitations. He's lost count of the men who've used Riley's body, their faces blurring in the strobing lights, their individual identities less important than the collective experience they create. The experimental drugs have transformed her nervous system into a hyper-conductive network where pleasure and pain transmute into pure sensation, boundaries dissolved in a chemical flood that makes every touch register with fractal intensity.

"More," he demands through Riley's raw throat, her small form positioned on hands and knees at the center of a circle of waiting men. Phones capture every moment from multiple angles, the livestream numbers having doubled since the marathon began—over a thousand viewers now witnessing Riley Chen's final, complete degradation.

The chemistry major's drugs intensify with each passing hour, creating a hypersensitivity that transforms the lightest touch into electric current. Jake feels every cell of Riley's skin as a separate point of consciousness, every penetration as a universe of sensation. Her body shouldn't be able to continue—muscles strained beyond normal capacity, throat sore from vocalizing, core aching with the repetitive impact of strangers' bodies—yet the chemical cocktail pushes physical limitations beyond normal thresholds.

Someone new positions himself behind Riley's body, hands gripping her hips with bruising force. Jake doesn't bother looking back to see who—the anonymity has become part of the appeal, the surrender to unknown touch an integral element of the experience. He focuses instead on the man in front of him, taking him into Riley's mouth with mechanical precision, performing for the cameras that capture every angle of her simultaneous use.

The building pleasure approaches critical threshold—a familiar pressure gathering at Riley's core, intensified by drugs and multiplied by the exhibitionist thrill of performing for both the immediate audience and distant viewers. When the climax hits, it detonates through her system with such force that consciousness itself fragments—

—and Jake finds himself inhabiting his original body once more, the transition more complete than the previous flash. He's still in the classroom with Vanessa, Riley's consciousness momentarily displaced as he looks out through his original eyes. The disorientation is profound, his male form feeling impossibly heavy and alien after weeks in Riley's lighter frame. He sees Vanessa's confused expression, feels his body leaning against the wall for support, tastes blood in his mouth.

"Jake? Should I call someone?" Vanessa's voice seems to come from underwater, distorted and distant.

The connection holds longer this time—nearly thirty seconds of complete awareness in his original form. Jake tries to speak but his original voice won't cooperate, the muscles unfamiliar after weeks of disuse. He feels a stabbing pain behind his eyes, a pressure in his chest suggesting his heart rhythm has destabilized. The physical symptoms are alarming—this body is deteriorating, breaking down under the strain of consciousness transfer.

The connection snaps violently, hurling him back into Riley's form with enough force to knock her unconscious. Jake returns to awareness on the cold concrete floor of the warehouse, concerned faces hovering above him, the sexual activities temporarily paused.

"She passed out," someone says, voice edged with fear rather than concern. "Just collapsed mid-stroke."

Jake tastes copper—blood flowing from Riley's nose, trickling down her throat. He pushes himself to sitting position, her body protesting with sharp pains in joints and muscles. The room spins around him, the drug-enhanced sensations now transforming into warning signals of systemic failure.

"I'm fine," he insists, wiping blood from Riley's face with the back of her hand. "Just got too intense."

But he isn't fine. Something is wrong—fundamentally, dangerously wrong. The connection between their bodies is strengthening, the transfers becoming longer and more complete. Each transition inflicts physical damage, taxing systems never designed to accommodate displaced consciousness.

---

Across campus, Riley experiences the same phenomenon from the opposite perspective. One moment she's in the classroom with Vanessa, Jake's body pressed against the wall—the next, she's thrust violently into her original form, surrounded by strangers in the warehouse, her body being used in ways she never consented to. The transfer lasts longer than previous episodes, giving her nearly half a minute of horrified awareness before she's slammed back into Jake's consciousness.

She returns to find his body slumped to the floor, Vanessa kneeling beside him with genuine alarm replacing her previous indignation.

"Jake! Wake up! Are you having a seizure?"

Riley tastes blood in Jake's mouth, feels a crushing pressure in his chest that suggests cardiac arrhythmia. His larger body feels unstable, cellular integrity compromised by the violent transfer of consciousness. She pushes herself up, using the wall for support, vision blurring at the edges.

"I need to go," she manages through Jake's mouth, the words slurred as though he's suffered a mild stroke. "Not safe."

"You need a hospital," Vanessa insists, reaching for her phone. "I'm calling an ambulance."

"No!" Riley forces Jake's hand to catch Vanessa's wrist, perhaps gripping harder than intended. "No hospitals. I know what's happening."

Lightning flashes outside the classroom windows, thunder following almost immediately. The storm has intensified, electrical energy charging the atmosphere—accelerating the connection between their displaced consciousnesses. Riley checks the weather app on Jake's phone, confirming what instinct already tells her: this isn't just any thunderstorm. The meteorological patterns match exactly those from the day of their initial swap.

Jake's phone vibrates with an incoming text from the university administration:

*Mr. Morrison: Three Title IX complaints require immediate response. Meeting tomorrow 9 AM with legal counsel strongly advised. Potential expulsion proceedings initiated.*

---

In the warehouse, Jake struggles to his feet, Riley's legs wobbling beneath him. The party has become subdued, participants exchanging concerned glances as they gather discarded clothing. His nose continues bleeding, her body temperature dropping despite the warehouse's heat. He checks her phone with trembling fingers, finding a new message from campus security:

*Ms. Chen: Multiple reports of public indecency and livestreaming from campus IP address traced to your accounts. Disciplinary hearing scheduled tomorrow 10 AM. Immediate cessation of all broadcasting activities required.*

The investigations are closing in from both sides, administrative consequences preparing to fall on bodies occupied by the wrong consciousnesses. But these institutional threats pale beside the immediate physical danger. Jake feels Riley's body failing—subtle at first, then with increasing alarm. Her heartbeat irregular, her breathing labored, her coordination deteriorating as neural pathways destabilized by repeated consciousness transfers begin to misfire.

Outside, lightning illuminates the warehouse through high windows, the storm intensifying to match the one that caused their initial swap. Jake understands with sudden clarity—this isn't just an ordinary thunderstorm. This is their window for reversal, arriving days earlier than predicted.

---

Riley guides Jake's body through the empty hallways of the Alumni Center, each step requiring conscious concentration as his motor functions deteriorate. The body-swap episodes are becoming more frequent, briefer but more violent—consciousness flickering between forms like a light bulb on failing circuits. Each transition damages both bodies further, neural pathways never meant to accommodate displaced awareness breaking down under the strain.

She feels Jake's heart stutter in his chest, a concerning arrhythmia suggesting cardiac tissues stressed beyond normal parameters. His vision blurs intermittently, hands trembling with fine motor deterioration. The robust male form she's inhabited for two weeks is breaking down—and based on the glimpses she's caught of her original body, Riley's form is suffering similar degradation under Jake's occupation.

Lightning strikes close enough to illuminate the entire hallway in harsh white light, thunder shaking the building's foundation. The storm has centered directly over campus—over the ancient oak in Darkwood Clearing. Their window for reversal isn't three days from now; it's tonight, perhaps only hours or minutes before permanent damage occurs.

---

Jake wraps Riley's naked body in a discarded blanket, pushing through the warehouse crowd toward the exit. Her systems are failing—kidneys aching, vision narrowing, cognitive functions becoming sluggish as neural damage accumulates. The chemistry major's drugs have worn off, leaving only pain and the increasing terror of biological breakdown.

"Need to leave," he mutters to no one in particular, fumbling with the heavy door. "Need to get to the oak."

Lightning strikes the warehouse's metal roof with deafening impact, electricity racing through the structure's frame. The lights flicker, then stabilize, but the message is clear: the storm is directly overhead, creating the electrical conditions that might enable reversal.

---

Their phones chime simultaneously, each sending the same message to the other:

*Oak tree. Tonight. Bring someone. We need to end this.*

They understand without explanation—their bodies are deteriorating, the repeated consciousness transfers causing cumulative damage that will soon become irreversible. The storm provides their opportunity for restoration, but they've learned enough to know simple proximity won't suffice.

The research was clear: mutual climax beneath the oak during electrical conditions, accompanied by honest confession of lessons learned. They each need to bring someone to facilitate that climax—someone to ensure the physical requirements for reversal are met.

Jake stumbles toward the warehouse exit, Riley's failing body wrapped in the blanket, blood still trickling from her nose. Across campus, Riley guides Jake's increasingly unresponsive form down the Administration Building steps, each movement a conscious battle against neural degradation.

Between them, the ancient oak in Darkwood Clearing stands silhouetted against lightning-torn skies, branches swaying in storm winds—waiting to receive them, to witness their final confrontation, to either restore their proper forms or witness their permanent dissolution.


Chapter 6: New Flesh

Jake stumbles through the tree line into Darkwood Clearing, Riley's smaller body shivering violently in the downpour. The ancient oak looms ahead, its massive silhouette briefly illuminated by forking lightning that splits the night sky. James follows close behind, his concerned expression barely visible through sheets of rain. Riley's body fails him with each step—lungs burning, vision blurring, blood still trickling from her nose despite his attempts to stem the flow. He clutches the teaching assistant's hand with desperate strength, knowing this is their final chance.

"It's just ahead," Jake gasps through Riley's raw throat, her voice nearly lost beneath a thunderclap that shakes the ground beneath their feet. "The oak. We need to be under it."

James peers through the deluge, water streaming from his soaked hair. "Riley, you need a hospital, not some tree in a storm. This is insane."

Jake doesn't bother correcting the name or explaining the situation. There's no time for explanations, not with Riley's body deteriorating by the minute. Each consciousness transfer has damaged her neural pathways, left her organs struggling to maintain basic functions. He drags James toward the ancient oak, its enormous trunk wider than three men standing shoulder to shoulder. Centuries-old bark, thick with phosphorescent moss that glows faintly in the darkness, rises fifty feet before branching into a cathedral of limbs that creak and sway in the violent wind.

The clearing around the oak transforms into a muddy basin as rain hammers the ground. Jake's bare feet sink ankle-deep with each step, the cold earth sending shocks of sensation through Riley's increasingly numb extremities. He reaches the trunk, pressing his palm against bark worn smooth by generations of students who've touched this living monument to campus history—never guessing its true power.

"We have to wait here," Jake says, positioning himself on the north side of the massive trunk. "There's someone else coming."

"In this?" James gestures at the storm, lightning illuminating his skeptical expression. "Nobody else is crazy enough to be out in this."

Jake says nothing, instead running Riley's small hands along the curve of the trunk. Two weeks in this body, and he still marvels at the delicacy of her fingers, the heightened sensitivity of her skin. Even now, with systems failing and consciousness unstable, Riley's form responds to stimuli with a complexity his male body never approached. The thought of returning to his original form brings unexpected reluctance—giving up the rolling waves of female orgasm, the kaleidoscopic sensation that floods every nerve ending rather than concentrating in a single point of release.

"They'll come," Jake insists, though doubt creeps in. What if Riley has abandoned their plan? What if her deterioration in his body has progressed too far for travel?

Lightning strikes somewhere in the forest, close enough that the thunder arrives almost simultaneously with the flash. The smell of ozone fills the clearing, electric charge making Riley's long hair rise around her face despite the drenching rain. Jake feels a pulse of something—anticipation or warning—through the bark beneath his palm. The oak responds to the storm, ancient wood channeling energy from air to earth.

Movement on the south side of the clearing catches his eye. Two figures emerge from the trees—one massive, one supporting the other. Jake recognizes his own body instantly, the familiar broad shoulders and athletic stance now compromised by illness. Riley staggers toward the oak, Marcus's arm around her waist providing crucial support. Jake's original body looks terrible—face drawn, movements uncoordinated, a trickle of blood visible from one ear even through the pouring rain.

"They made it," Jake whispers, relief flooding Riley's system with enough force to momentarily stabilize her failing organs.

Riley guides Jake's larger form to the opposite side of the trunk, positioning him with careful precision against the bark. Marcus stands beside her, confusion evident in his stance even as he provides physical support. Jake can't hear their conversation over the storm, but he recognizes the persuasive head tilt Riley employs—his body language directed by her consciousness with unexpected fluency.

Where Jake has embraced Riley's physical form with enthusiastic exploration, Riley has maintained a certain distance from Jake's body—using it efficiently but never fully inhabiting its potential. Even now, as she positions his muscular frame against the oak, her movements betray a lingering awkwardness, a consciousness that never quite settled into male skin.

Jake feels another consciousness transfer beginning—the now-familiar stretching sensation that precedes displacement. Riley's vision darkens at the edges, her heart stuttering in her chest. James catches her as she sways, concern transforming to alarm.

"Something's wrong with you," James says, supporting Riley's slight weight easily. "Your nose is bleeding again."

"No time," Jake gasps, fighting to maintain consciousness in Riley's failing form. "We need to do this now. Help me with these clothes."

James hesitates, moral compunction warring with desire and concern. Jake doesn't wait for his decision, pulling Riley's soaked sweatshirt over her head with trembling fingers. The rain feels like ice against her bare skin, raising goosebumps across her torso. Jake sees James's expression shift, desire overcoming hesitation as Riley's breasts emerge, pale in the darkness.

"Please," Jake says, struggling with the button on Riley's jeans. "I need your help."

On the south side of the oak, Riley experiences similar urgency. Jake's body deteriorates around her—massive frame now requiring Marcus's strength to remain standing, neural pathways misfiring with increasing frequency. She leans his back against the trunk, feeling rough bark catch on his t-shirt.

"Help me get these off," she instructs Marcus, her words barely audible over the thunder. She fumbles with Jake's belt buckle, fingers clumsy with neurological damage.

Marcus steps closer, sheltering Jake's body slightly with his own as he helps remove the soaked clothing. "You still haven't explained what we're doing out here."

"Saving lives," Riley answers, not bothering with further explanation as Jake's body shivers violently in the cold rain.

The two pairs position themselves on opposite sides of the ancient oak, the massive trunk between them. Jake leans Riley's naked back against the bark, her skin hypersensitive where it contacts the living wood. The teaching assistant stands before her, rain plastering his clothes to his form as he takes in her nude body with evident desire. On the south side, Riley positions Jake's naked form similarly, Marcus's hands already moving with practiced familiarity across the muscular chest she's inhabited these past weeks.

Lightning flashes again, closer still, the thunder immediate and physical in its impact. The clearing fills with electric potential, air heavy with imminent discharge. Jake feels it building through Riley's heightened senses—the storm reaching crescendo above the oak that bridges earth and sky.

"Touch me," Jake instructs James, guiding the teaching assistant's hands to Riley's breasts. "Like before, in the supply closet."

James needs no further encouragement, his academic restraint dissolving as his palms cup the small mounds, thumbs circling nipples that harden despite the cold. Jake arches Riley's back against the trunk, surrendering to one final experience of female pleasure in this borrowed body. Her nervous system, despite its deterioration, responds with characteristic complexity—sensation blooming outward from each point of contact.

The ritual begins, parallel sexual encounters on opposite sides of the ancient oak, while the storm builds overhead toward inevitable discharge. Jake closes Riley's eyes, feeling the trunk vibrate with energy between his shoulder blades—connecting him to Riley on the opposite side as they race toward the mutual climax that might restore them to their proper forms.

James's fingers trace paths of fire across Riley's rain-slick skin, each touch awakening nerve endings that sing with heightened sensitivity. Jake gasps as the teaching assistant's mouth finds her breast, the sensation shooting straight to her core with an intensity that makes her knees buckle. Two weeks of exploring this female form have taught Jake exactly how pleasure builds in Riley's body—not the direct, linear path of his male experience, but a complex symphony of interconnected sensations that layer and build upon each other.

"Here," Jake guides James's hand between Riley's legs, positioning his fingers with expert precision. "Circles. Gentle pressure. Build slowly."

James follows the instruction with academic focus, his expression a mixture of arousal and fascination as Riley's body responds with immediate enthusiasm. Jake leans her head back against the oak, feeling bark scrape against her scalp as rain continues to pour down her face, her chest, between her breasts. The deterioration that threatened her systems minutes ago recedes slightly, as if the ritual itself provides temporary healing.

"That's it," Jake encourages, voice breaking as pleasure begins to build. "Just like that."

On the opposite side of the massive trunk, Riley guides Jake's body with increasing confidence. Where she once handled his masculine form with clinical detachment, she now moves with fluid authority, positioning his broad hands on Marcus's hips. The muscle memory she initially resisted now flows through her consciousness—Jake's body responding to touches and movements with practiced ease.

"Like this," she instructs, her voice emerging from Jake's throat with a depth that still surprises her. She presses his chest against Marcus's, using his height advantage to create the friction that sends sparks of pleasure through his nervous system.

Marcus responds with enthusiasm, his hands exploring Jake's muscular back with familiar patterns that suggest previous encounters. "You're different tonight," he murmurs against Jake's neck. "More... present."

Riley doesn't explain the truth—that she's finally surrendering fully to this male form after two weeks of reluctant occupation. Instead, she allows Jake's body to move with instinctive rhythm, hips creating the contact that sends pleasure surging through his frame. The sensation remains alien—concentrated rather than diffuse, building toward a single explosive point rather than the rolling waves she remembers from her female form. Yet she embraces it now, no longer fighting the masculine experience but channeling it purposefully.

Above them, the storm reaches new intensity. Lightning strikes in rapid succession around the clearing, thunder no longer separate booms but a continuous rolling growl that vibrates through the ground beneath their feet. The oak's massive branches sway dangerously in the wind, ancient wood creaking with strain as leaves tear free to spiral down into the clearing. Rain falls in horizontal sheets, driven by gusts that feel almost solid in their impact against naked skin.

Jake's feet sink deeper into mud as James presses Riley's smaller body against the trunk. Cold earth clings to her ankles, her calves, spattering her thighs as they move together in intensifying rhythm. The contrast between the mud's chill and the heat building within her core creates a boundary of sensation that heightens every touch, every movement. Jake notices the static charge building in the air—Riley's hair rising despite the rain, tiny sparks visible where skin contacts bark.

"Inside," Jake gasps, guiding James into position. "Now."

The penetration sends waves of pleasure radiating outward through Riley's form. Jake arches her back, pressing her shoulders against the trunk, feeling the oak's energy pulse through her spine. The tree seems to respond to their ritual, ancient wood channeling the storm's building charge between the separate bodies on either side of its massive girth. Through this connection, Jake senses Riley's parallel experience—a ghost sensation of masculine arousal overlaying his female pleasure.

Riley feels the same connection forming, Jake's consciousness brushing against hers through the oak's conductive presence. As Marcus enters Jake's body, she experiences dual sensations—the focused intensity of male arousal overlaid with remembered echoes of female receptivity. The combination creates something transcendent, neither exclusively male nor female but a hybrid experience unique to their extraordinary circumstance.

"Faster," she instructs, Jake's voice emerging as a growl that rises above the storm's constant roar. "Deeper."

Marcus complies, his movements creating friction that sends pleasure racing through Jake's nervous system. Riley surrenders to the sensation, no longer attempting to maintain separation between her consciousness and the body she inhabits. For the first time in two weeks, she allows herself to become fully present in Jake's form—not just occupying it but embodying it completely.

The mud beneath Jake's feet liquefies further as the rain intensifies, creating a slurry that spatters up to Riley's knees with each movement. Her skin gleams in the intermittent lightning, pale alabaster streaked with dark earth. The elemental combination—water from above, earth below, air charged with electricity, the living wood at her back—creates a primal alchemy that transforms their sexual act into ritual magic.

"We need to time this," Jake calls out, voice barely audible above the storm. "Together. At the same moment."

Though physically separated by the massive trunk, their psychic connection strengthens with each passing second. Jake feels Riley's acknowledgment, senses her masculine body approaching the threshold of release at a pace that matches her own building pleasure. They coordinate through this invisible tether, adjusting rhythm, intensifying stimulation, synchronizing their approach to climax.

The clearing fills with palpable energy, the air so charged that every hair on both bodies stands erect despite the drenching rain. Lightning strikes closer with each flash, the interval between light and thunder shrinking to nothing. The oak becomes a conductor, ancient wood channeling atmospheric electricity through its massive root system into the earth below.

"Almost," Jake gasps, Riley's body trembling on the edge of release. "Almost there."

Riley feels the same precipice approaching, Jake's body tensing with imminent climax. Through their connection, she senses the critical moment approaching—the single point in time when their synchronization, combined with the storm's peak intensity, might enable the consciousness transfer they desperately need.

"Now," Jake calls out, voice straining as pleasure crests. "The confession. We have to—"

"I know," Riley responds, the words barely formed as Jake's body shudders with building release.

Jake clutches James closer, Riley's small fingers digging into his shoulders as her body balances on the knife-edge of orgasm. The words emerge from her throat, raw with emotion and physical strain:

"I learned that vulnerability isn't weakness—it's courage."

On the opposite side, Riley presses Jake's forehead against the bark, feeling the oak's energy pulse through his skull as Marcus drives him toward climax. The confession tears from his throat, words fighting through the storm's howl:

"I discovered power isn't about domination—it's about choice."

Their voices echo in perfect unison, the final syllables drowned by a thunderclap of impossible magnitude as lightning strikes the oak directly above their positions. Electric current races down the trunk, forking between their separate bodies in a blinding flash of blue-white light. The climax hits both bodies simultaneously—female waves of pleasure crashing through Riley's form as Jake's larger body experiences the explosive release of male orgasm.

For one transcendent moment, they exist in neither body and both—consciousness expanded beyond physical limitation as the electrical discharge creates a circuit between them. Jake feels Riley's essence pass through him, her consciousness streaming through the oak's conductive tissue as his moves in the opposite direction. Their memories, sensations, and core identities intermingle in a final exchange before separating into their proper forms.

The lightning's charge dissipates in a cascade of smaller sparks that dance across wet skin and saturated bark. The transfer complete, both bodies collapse simultaneously, dragging their partners down into the mud beside them. Four unconscious forms lie sprawled around the ancient oak, steam rising from rain-soaked skin as the storm begins to abate, its purpose fulfilled.

Above them, the oak stands unchanged except for a fresh lightning scar that spirals down its massive trunk—physical evidence of the extraordinary energy exchange that has just restored two displaced consciousnesses to their rightful bodies.

Jake blinks awake, rainwater pooling in the hollows of his eyes. Confusion hits first—the weight of his limbs feels wrong, yet somehow right. He lifts a hand to wipe his face, and the sight of his own masculine fingers sends a shock of recognition through him. His hand. His arm. His body, mud-caked and sprawled beneath the oak's protective canopy, the storm now reduced to a gentle patter of raindrops through leaves. He's back.

He pushes himself up on elbows that feel impossibly heavy after weeks in Riley's lighter frame. The movement sends aches radiating through muscles that remember abuse they never personally experienced—phantom pains from his consciousness witnessing Riley's treatment of his body. Yet beneath the discomfort lies relief. His heart beats with stable rhythm in his chest, his vision remains clear, his neural pathways function without the misfiring that threatened both borrowed bodies.

Jake sits fully upright, mud squelching beneath him as he runs hands over his torso with wondering fingers. The familiar contours of his chest, the dense muscle of his thighs, the male equipment between his legs—all present, all functioning, all his again. Yet phantom sensations persist—ghost echoes of feminine pleasure still reverberating through neurons that shouldn't have such memories. He feels the absence of breasts like missing limbs, his skin registering a reduced sensitivity that makes the world seem suddenly muted.

A soft groan from nearby draws his attention. Several feet away, Riley stirs in the mud, her smaller body curled protectively around itself. Jake watches as consciousness returns to her features—confusion, then understanding, then cautious relief transforming her expression as she flexes her delicate fingers before her face.

"Riley?" he ventures, his voice resonating in his chest with familiar vibration.

She turns toward the sound, her eyes widening as she takes in his restored form. Without speaking, she pushes herself to sitting position, hands immediately moving to her own body in careful inventory—touching her face, her neck, her breasts with wondering fingers. Jake recognizes the movements as identical to his own moments before—the instinctive verification of return.

"It worked," she whispers, voice small and strange to her ears after weeks of speaking through his deeper register.

Their eyes meet across the clearing, mud-spattered and naked beneath the ancient oak that made their restoration possible. No words pass between them, but understanding flows in that silent exchange—acknowledgment of shared experience, of boundaries crossed and lessons learned in borrowed skin. The lightning-struck oak looms above them, steam rising from its bark as residual heat dissipates into the cool morning air.

James stirs nearby, groaning as consciousness returns. He sits up abruptly, taking in the clearing with bewildered eyes. "What happened? How did I get—" His gaze finds Jake, naked and mud-covered, then shifts to Riley in similar condition several yards away. Confusion transforms to alarm. "Who the hell are you? Where's Riley?"

Jake realizes James's last memories must be of being intimate with Riley's body—with him inside it—before the lightning strike erased recent recollection. Before he can formulate a response, Marcus awakens on the opposite side of the oak, his disorientation following a similar pattern as he tries to reconcile his last memories with the current reality.

"I'm fine, James," Riley calls, covering herself with arms that remember being significantly larger. "There was a storm. Lightning hit near us. We all got knocked out."

The simple explanation, while far from complete, offers enough plausibility to reduce immediate panic. Jake rises to his feet, his male height allowing him to tower over the clearing in a way Riley's body never could. The perspective shift feels alien after two weeks of looking up at the world.

"We should get back to campus," Jake suggests, extending a hand to help James up from the mud. "The storm's passed."

They separate into pairs—Riley and Jake retrieving scattered, soaked clothing while their companions attempt to process apparent memory gaps. No explanations are offered for why they were in the clearing during a lightning storm, why they were engaged in intimate acts beneath an ancient oak, or why they now have no recollection of the lightning strike that supposedly rendered them unconscious. Some questions remain safer unasked.

Jake pulls his mud-soaked jeans over still-trembling legs, the fabric clinging uncomfortably to skin that expects different sensations. Across the clearing, Riley struggles with her bra, fingers less coordinated than they were two weeks ago when Jake inhabited her form. Their eyes meet briefly as they dress, acknowledging without words the disorientation of return.

"I'll make sure she gets back safely," Jake tells James, forestalling questions with authoritative confidence that comes naturally to his restored form.

"And I'll walk with Marcus," Riley adds, her voice carrying a certainty that belongs more to her time in Jake's body than her previous self.

They part without discussion, each pair taking separate paths from the clearing. The ancient oak stands sentinel behind them, its massive trunk now marked with a fresh lightning scar—visible evidence of the extraordinary energy exchange that restored their consciousnesses to their rightful forms. Jake looks back once, catching Riley doing the same from the opposite path, their matched gesture acknowledging the tree that served as conduit for their impossible experience.

The following days bring gradual readjustment to original bodies and transformed perspectives. Jake moves through campus with his usual physical confidence but newly tempered by awareness of how his presence affects others—particularly women. He notices things his pre-swap self would have missed entirely: how female students shift their walking routes when he approaches, how their voices change pitch when addressing him, how eyes track his movements with calculation rather than admiration.

In the fraternity dining hall, Vanessa slides into the seat beside him, her hand finding his thigh beneath the table with practiced familiarity. "My room tonight?" she suggests, voice pitched for his ears alone. "Brad's at an away game until tomorrow."

Two weeks ago—hell, two days ago—Jake would have accepted without hesitation, adding another conquest to his mental tally. Now, he gently removes her hand, meeting her surprised expression with genuine regret rather than dismissal.

"I can't tonight," he says, the refusal emerging without practiced charm or deflection. "I've got some things to figure out first."

Across campus, Riley enters her Computer Science lecture with transformed bearing. Her petite frame still occupies minimal space, but she carries herself with the confidence of someone who's experienced how differently the world responds to male presence. She selects a front-row seat deliberately, back straight, gaze direct as the professor outlines complex algorithmic problems.

When he dismisses her question with a cursory "That's beyond the scope of this discussion," Riley doesn't withdraw into apologetic silence as she might have before. Instead, she leans forward, voice clear and carrying.

"Actually, Professor, that approach directly addresses the efficiency bottleneck in your example. If you'll permit me to demonstrate..."

She rises without waiting for permission, moving to the whiteboard with the confident stride she perfected in Jake's body. The professor steps back, surprise evident as this previously reserved student commands the space with unexpected authority. Riley writes out her solution with precise efficiency, the mathematics flowing through fingers that remember being larger but carry the same intelligence they always possessed.

The class ends with reluctant acknowledgment of her superior approach. As students file out, the professor catches her arm. "Ms. Chen, that was... unexpectedly assertive of you."

Riley meets his gaze directly, neither challenging nor apologetic. "I've recently gained some perspective on how intelligence should be recognized regardless of its packaging." She shoulders her bag with the easy confidence of someone who has inhabited a form that commanded automatic respect. "I expect you'll be seeing more of that perspective in future classes."

As she walks across the quad toward her next lecture, Riley spots Jake exiting the athletic center with a group of teammates. Their eyes meet briefly across the distance—mutual recognition of the extraordinary experience that transformed them both. No words are exchanged, but understanding passes between them in that momentary glance: they are forever changed by having walked in each other's skin.

Jake traces the lightning scar on the ancient oak's trunk, his fingers following the blackened spiral that winds from upper branches down to massive roots. One year to the day since electricity coursed through this living monument, using its woody veins as conduit between their displaced souls. He settles on an exposed root, broad back against rough bark, and waits. The spring afternoon bathes Darkwood Clearing in golden light that bears no resemblance to the violent storm that transformed him. Birds call from swaying branches overhead, campus life continues beyond the tree line, and Jake Morrison sits alone with memories that no one else could possibly understand.

The sound of approaching footsteps draws his attention to the north path. Riley emerges into the clearing, afternoon sun catching in her dark hair, now worn loose around her shoulders rather than in the practical ponytail she favored before their exchange. She spots him immediately, hesitation momentarily slowing her stride before determination straightens her spine. Even from this distance, Jake notices the difference in how she carries herself—chin higher, shoulders back, gaze direct and unapologetic in a way that belongs more to her time in his skin than her previous self.

"You came," Jake says, rising as she approaches. The greeting feels inadequate for the significance of their reunion, but what words could possibly encompass their shared experience?

"I said I would." Riley stops several feet away, maintaining careful distance between them. "Hard to believe it's been a year."

"Some days it feels like yesterday." Jake gestures toward the exposed root where he was sitting. "Other days, it feels like something I dreamed."

They settle on opposite sides of the massive root, the oak's rough bark between their shoulders. Jake notes the changes in her appearance beyond the obvious physical differences—the confidence in her posture, the directness of her gaze, the way she claims space without apology. Her feminine frame now carries itself with masculine assurance, an integration of lessons learned during her time in his body.

"You look good," Riley offers, studying him with equal attention. "Different, though."

Jake knows what she sees. His friends have commented on the changes, though none understand their origin. His expressions have softened, his movements grown more precise, his interactions with women transformed entirely. He maintains the physical conditioning that served him well as an athlete, but the aggressive edge that once defined his presence has mellowed into something more thoughtful.

"I listen more," Jake acknowledges, finding it easier to discuss transformation than to make small talk that ignores their extraordinary connection. "I notice things I never would have before—how people respond to my size, my presence. How women calculate safety when I'm around."

Riley nods, understanding without explanation. "I stand my ground now," she offers in exchange. "I don't apologize for taking up space or having ideas. My academic ranking jumped three spots this year."

"Because you're smarter than everyone else in your program," Jake says, the compliment automatic but sincere.

"I was always smart," Riley corrects, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Now I make sure others recognize it instead of waiting for permission to demonstrate it."

They lapse into silence, the oak's branches creating dappled shadows that shift across their faces as a gentle breeze stirs the leaves. Around them, the clearing remains unchanged except for the lightning scar that spirals down the massive trunk—physical evidence of the extraordinary energy that flowed through this living conductor to restore their proper forms.

"Do you miss it?" Jake finally asks, the question that has haunted him for months. "Being in my body?"

Riley considers this, her gaze following a squirrel that darts along a high branch. "Parts of it," she admits. "The automatic respect. The safety of moving through the world without constant vigilance. The way people heard my words instead of seeing my gender first." She turns toward him, curiosity evident in her expression. "Do you miss mine?"

Jake exhales slowly, organizing thoughts he's never shared with anyone else. "Every day," he confesses. "The sensitivity. The complexity of sensation. The way pleasure moved through your entire body instead of concentrating in one place." He pauses, searching for words to explain the inexplicable. "It was like experiencing the world in full color after seeing everything in black and white."

"You had quite the exploration," Riley says, a hint of accusation beneath the observation.

"I did," Jake acknowledges, meeting her gaze directly. "At first it was pure selfishness. Later... it became something else. A revelation."

"Is that why we're here?" Riley asks, her directness reminiscent of how she wielded his masculine presence. "Nostalgia for bodies we borrowed?"

Jake studies her face, noting how sunlight catches the angles of her features—familiar from his time seeing them in mirrors, yet transformed by the consciousness that rightfully inhabits them. "I've been researching the oak," he says instead of answering directly. "There are records of its strange properties going back generations. Indigenous legends about spirit exchanges, settler accounts of personality transfers."

"I found those too," Riley admits. "The university archives contain detailed documentation of at least seven cases similar to ours."

"Six of those seven never swapped again," Jake notes, watching carefully for her reaction. "But one pair did. Repeatedly."

The implication hangs between them, neither willing to be the first to directly suggest what both are considering. The clearing fills with the sounds of spring—birds calling, insects buzzing, leaves rustling in the gentle breeze—while two people who have shared the most intimate experience possible sit in silence beside the catalyst of their transformation.

"It would be different this time," Riley finally says, her voice barely above a whisper. "A choice rather than an accident."

"With knowledge of what to expect," Jake agrees. "And a predetermined duration. The archives suggested conscious intent affects the outcome."

Their conversation circles the possibility without directly embracing it—the deliberate exchange of bodies, not through lightning-induced accident but through calculated choice. The clearing seems to respond to their contemplation, the air growing still around them as if nature itself listens to this extraordinary discussion.

"I've thought about it," Riley admits, shifting slightly closer on the root. "What I'd do differently with preparation and purpose."

"As have I," Jake acknowledges. "The experiences I'd approach with respect rather than exploitation."

Their hands rest inches apart on the oak's root, neither making the move to close the distance. Above them, the clear spring sky darkens slightly as clouds gather on the western horizon—not the violent storm that caused their original swap, but the potential for rain later in the day.

"There's another electrical storm forecast for next week," Riley says, the casual observation weighted with implication.

Jake follows her gaze to the gathering clouds. "Tuesday evening, according to the meteorological department. Potentially significant lightning activity."

"I have a computational linguistics exam Wednesday morning," Riley notes, her tone deliberately neutral.

"And I have football practice," Jake adds. "We'd need to plan carefully. Set limitations."

Their fingers brush accidentally against the oak's bark, the contact sending a small static shock between them—a tiny echo of the massive electrical discharge that once reset their consciousnesses. They pull back simultaneously, the sensation a reminder of the oak's strange properties, its continuing connection to their extraordinary experience.

"Would we tell anyone this time?" Riley asks, rubbing her fingertips where the static shock still tingles.

"Who would believe us?" Jake counters with a slight smile. "Besides, some experiences defy explanation. They can only be lived."

They sit in contemplative silence as clouds continue gathering on the horizon, neither committing to nor rejecting the possibility that hovers between them. The oak stands sentinel above their consideration, its ancient presence neither encouraging nor discouraging their potential decision.

"We should exchange phone numbers," Riley suggests finally. "In case we decide."

Jake nods, extracting his phone from his pocket. As they exchange contact information, their fingers brush again, another small static shock jumping between them. The oak seems to respond to their touch, a subtle vibration passing through its massive roots beneath them.

"Tuesday at sunset," Jake says as they rise from the root, the words neither confirmation nor rejection of possibility. "If we both decide it's what we want."

"If we decide," Riley echoes, maintaining the plausible deniability that makes the extraordinary possibility seem less frightening.

They part without further commitment, taking separate paths from the clearing as they did one year ago after their restoration. The ancient oak remains behind them, lightning scar visible evidence of its power to transform, to connect, to exchange. As Jake reaches the tree line, he turns back for one final glance, finding Riley doing the same from the opposite path.

Their matched gesture acknowledges the question that remains unresolved between them: having experienced life through each other's bodies, having returned to their own with transformed perspective, would they choose to cross that boundary again? The answer remains unspoken as they turn away from each other, from the oak, from immediate decision—yet the gathering clouds on the horizon hint at storms to come, at possibilities that linger between them like electricity before lightning strikes.
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