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Chapter One



I should’ve known it would end this way.

I was in too deep—so far into denial that, when everything finally came crashing down, I was genuinely shocked by how I got there. But really, how was I supposed to admit I wanted to be a girl? Me. A college football player. A starting wide receiver with a body built for breaking tackles and a reputation for fucking every cheerleader on the squad at least once. That kind of fantasy doesn’t just slide out in casual conversation.

No, it took a cosmic intervention to show me the truth. The undertakings of the universe itself—like something out of a myth or a cursed fairytale—brought it all to the surface.

Looking back, the signs were there. They always had been.

It should’ve been obvious when one of my exes, a wild brunette named Erica, confessed her secret fetish. She liked her men pretty. Feminine. Crossdressed. Said it felt retro, even rebellious. She pulled a pair of silk panties out from her drawer—delicate, sheer, red—and asked me to try them on.

I said yes.

I told myself it was for her. That I loved her. That it didn’t mean anything. She promised no one would ever find out. But here’s a lesson: never break the heart of a girl who knows your dirty secrets. She told everyone.

Luckily, I was too popular for it to stick. A star player on a nationally ranked team doesn’t get taken down by a bitter ex. No one believed her over me. But that didn’t stop the anxiety from spiking every time she whispered to someone new. Each denial I gave chipped away at something inside me.

I spent months gaslighting myself, pretending I never slipped those panties on, never wore her bright red push-up bra, never felt my cock swell from the pressure of the lace against my skin. But I remembered. Oh, I remembered.

I remembered the way my chest looked in her lingerie. I remembered the flush in my cheeks as she adjusted the straps and whispered how good I looked. I remembered wondering how far I’d have let her go if things hadn’t fallen apart. Would I have let her do my makeup? Strap me into heels? Make me walk for her like a good girl?

And there were the dreams. Dreams of faceless men bending me over, using me like a slut. Filthy, relentless fantasies that had no place in the locker room. I was a player—sexually and athletically. That’s hot when you’re the one doing the fucking. But me? Bent over, moaning, begging to be filled the same way I used to fill those cheerleaders?

I buried those thoughts deep. So deep I nearly forgot about them. Until the Lotus Orchid.

Technically, I didn’t discover it. Not really. The flower was known—rare, but studied. There were research papers, old thesis projects, even a few half-baked books. Most of them written by one man: Professor Merrin, a former botanist at my university. He’d gone missing years ago. Some said he’d lost his mind. Others said he vanished into the forest searching for the plant he swore had “gender-altering properties.” Most people thought he was a crackpot. Campus legend stuff. A fun story to pass around after a few drinks.

But then I found it.

Not on purpose. I wasn’t searching for magic or enlightenment or anything close to that. I was just trying to get laid. It was early fall, the air crisp and buzzing with the start of the semester. There was a new girl on the cheer squad—a cute, flexible brunette named Lexi with a gymnast’s body and a teasing smirk. She was the only one I hadn’t crossed off my list yet.

And I always got what I wanted.

She let me lead her into the woods just beyond campus, the ones where couples went to hook up and stoners went to get high. I told myself I was going to remind her who the alpha was. That I was going to leave her sore and satisfied and aching for more. But the universe had other plans.

Because that was the day I saw it. The Lotus Orchid.

And nothing—absolutely nothing—would ever be the same again.

The plan was simple: a picnic in the woods, a little food, a little charm, and then see how far she’d let a make-out session go. I wasn’t expecting to get very far—not at first. But Lexi surprised me.

Like all the others, she turned out to be a willing little slut, sweet and flirty with just enough innocence to make the whole thing feel like a game. We barely touched the food. Our eyes stayed locked, devouring each other in silence, every glance full of heat and anticipation.

When I was sure she wanted it—really wanted it—I leaned across the blanket and kissed her. Her lips were warm and soft, slightly parted, inviting. I didn’t waste time. I slid my tongue into her mouth, deep and greedy. I wanted to taste her, to claim every inch of her. Even with the crisp scent of pine and wildflowers in the air, I could still smell her shampoo—hibiscus, light and floral, like summer heat on skin.

She tasted like sunshine and sugar, and I couldn’t get enough.

I wrapped one arm around her slender waist and pulled her flush against me. She let out a small gasp as I guided her onto my lap, then rolled onto my back so she straddled me, her thighs pressed to either side of mine.

When she looked down at me, her expression was a mix of nerves and giddy thrill. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest rising and falling a little faster than before. Her brown eyes sparkled, and her mouth opened as if to speak, but it took a moment for the words to come.

“I think you’re really cute, Zach,” she said, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m really glad you brought me out here.”

“I’m glad you came,” I murmured with a sly grin, letting my hands trail along her sides. “Now, how about coming in a different way?”

She giggled, pretending to act offended, and gently pushed at my chest. I caught her wrists and tugged her back down to me, letting our lips meet again. This time, she kissed me harder—hungrier—her tongue slipping into my mouth first. I responded with a growl of approval, gripping her hips and pulling her snug against my body.

Her tank top had ridden up, exposing the bare curve of her lower back. I slid my palm upward, feeling the heat of her skin and the way her goosebumps followed the path of my touch. She arched into it. When she pulled back from the kiss, it was only long enough for me to tug her shirt over her head and toss it aside.

The afternoon sun bathed her in golden light, catching in her chestnut hair, painting her smooth skin in warm highlights. She looked like something out of a dream—flushed, half-undressed, and straddling me in the middle of the woods.

I reached behind her and unclasped her bra with one practiced motion. She let it fall, revealing a pair of small, pert breasts. The sight of her naked chest made my cock pulse against my jeans. Her nipples were already stiff, pebbling in the warm air, and I leaned forward to take one into my mouth.

She moaned, soft and breathy, her lips brushing against my ear. I sucked gently, then flicked my tongue across her nipple while my free hand slipped beneath the hem of her skirt.

Her thighs parted slightly, an unspoken invitation. I found the edge of her skirt and pushed it upward, my fingers tracing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. The closer I got, the harder I throbbed. She felt brand new—fresh and untouched in a way that made my cock ache. At least to me, she was. I hadn’t had her yet, and that made all the difference.

Her breath caught as she reached between us and began fumbling with my jeans. I didn’t expect it. She struck me as the type who’d wait for someone else to do the work. But there she was, unfastening my fly, pushing down my boxers, and freeing my cock with her delicate fingers.

I groaned, deep and guttural, as the cool air met my skin and her hand wrapped around my shaft. She stroked me slowly, and I quickened my pace between her thighs, brushing my fingers up along the wet, silky heat that waited for me.

When I reached her panties, I didn’t hesitate. I slipped my fingers through the side, grinning when I felt how soaked she already was. She was more than ready. I tugged the flimsy fabric down to her knees, letting it bunch around her thighs, then lifted her legs and guided them around my lap.

Her slick folds pressed against the underside of my cock, and I throbbed beneath her—hard, desperate, and aching for more. I reached down, adjusted myself, and nestled the tip of my cock right at her entrance, feeling the warmth of her slit pulse against me.

I looked up into her sparkling eyes, trying to read her expression.

“I’ll be gentle,” I murmured, cupping her face in my hand.

“Don’t be,” she said with a wicked little smile.

God, she was sexy. On the field, she came across as sweet—cheerful, composed, maybe even a little shy. But out here in the woods, away from the crowd and the stadium lights, she was something else entirely. Wild. Primal. Untamed.

Her energy flowed like spring water, natural and overflowing, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I growled low in my throat and pushed the head of my cock into her slick entrance. She gasped, moaning softly as I slid deeper, inch by inch, until I was buried completely inside her.

She was unbelievably tight, like her body had been made just for me. Her pussy gripped me with a wet heat that made my vision blur. I bit her shoulder gently, not hard enough to hurt, just enough to keep from coming too fast.

Lexi began to move—grinding her hips into mine, slowly at first, then faster, more insistent. She rolled her pelvis with purpose. This wasn’t a girl who waited to be pleased. This was someone who took what she wanted.

I groaned as she rode me, and I filled my hands with her body—cupping one breast, squeezing her ass with the other. She rose up on her knees and dropped back down, again and again, working my cock deep inside her with every motion. She moved like she’d done this before, like she knew exactly how to fuck the pressure out of both of us.

Then, with a sudden surge of energy, I flipped us over. Her back hit the blanket and her legs spread instinctively to welcome me between them. I drove my hips forward and she cried out, her body arching beneath mine. Her brown hair fanned around her like a halo, and her face glowed in the dappled sunlight. Her breasts swayed as I thrust, small but full, and I couldn’t resist taking a nipple into my mouth again.

I kissed down her neck, then found her lips and claimed them between thrusts.

Her mouth formed the softest, prettiest little “O” as I filled her. Her eyebrows drew together, creasing in the middle as her eyes fluttered half-shut. Her arms were locked around my neck, her legs tight around my waist. Every part of her was holding onto me—anchoring me to this moment.

I pounded her deeper, my cock swelling with every stroke. I felt the pressure building, knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’m close,” I whispered against her mouth. “How do you want to come?”

She shuddered beneath me, her breath catching.

“Fuck... me... from... behind,” she gasped, each word a puff of air.

I didn’t hesitate. I pulled out—already missing her heat—and gently turned her over onto her stomach. Her skirt bunched around her hips as I repositioned her, revealing a perfectly round, tight little ass that made my cock twitch with renewed hunger.

I leaned down and nipped at her left cheek, letting my teeth sink into her skin just enough to make her moan.

“Ohhh,” she whimpered, the sound high and needy.

I sat back on my heels, took myself in hand, and guided the tip of my cock back to her slick slit. I pushed in slowly, savoring the tightness, the new angle, the way her body adjusted to me all over again. From this position, she felt even tighter, her pussy squeezing me with a rhythmic pulse that made my hips jerk forward instinctively.

She reached between her thighs with one hand and rubbed her clit in small, fast circles as I fucked her. I gripped her hips with both hands and began to move, thrusting in and out with steady, controlled force. Her body rocked beneath me, wild and unrestrained, lost in the rhythm of the moment.

There was something about the forest that brought out the animal in people. I’d seen it before—how girls melted in the woods, how their inhibitions slipped away with the trees as their only witnesses. But Lexi? She was something else entirely. Ferocious. Free.

I reached forward and tangled my fingers in her hair, giving it a firm tug. My other hand gripped her hip tight enough to bruise. I buried myself inside her again, slow and deep, holding there until she gasped.

Then I pulled out and slammed back in.

“Harder,” she begged, voice low and urgent.

So I gave it to her—thrusting hard and fast, my hips slapping against her ass. Sweat dripped from my brow. My body was on fire. She began to tremble beneath me, her moans coming louder, faster.

“I’m going to come,” she cried out, the words shuddering from her throat.

I drove into her with everything I had, pounding her through the final wave. Her body convulsed as she climaxed, and that was all it took. My balls tightened, and I exploded inside her, groaning as I released. Hot, thick pulses of cum filled her slick pussy, and I collapsed forward, pressing my chest to her back, both of us panting hard.

We lay there for a few moments in silence, catching our breath. I was still inside her, softening slowly, my arms wrapped around her waist. She tilted her head, distracted, and her brow furrowed.

“What is it?” I asked, brushing her hair away from her cheek.

She lifted her hand and pointed straight ahead, past the edge of the blanket, toward a small cluster of wildflowers growing at the base of a tree.

“Isn’t that...” she hesitated, blinking in disbelief. “Isn’t that the Lotus Orchid?”


Chapter Two



I shifted my gaze toward the dense wall of flowers. Part of me expected to find a lily or maybe a patch of wild daisies—something we’d laugh about and then forget. But what I saw instead made my breath catch in my throat.

It was the strangest flower I’d ever laid eyes on.

Vibrant pink, with petals that seemed to shimmer from within, the bloom looked as if it were fueled by neon and electricity. It practically glowed, pulsing softly with some unseen energy, like a heartbeat in botanical form. I blinked, certain it was a trick of the light—but it remained, impossibly luminous.

I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed it earlier. It was by far the most breathtaking thing I’d ever seen in nature—hell, maybe in my entire life—and I couldn’t shake the sensation that it was calling to me. Which was bizarre, considering I wasn’t much of a nature guy. My experience with the great outdoors mostly involved fucking cheerleaders in the woods and trying not to get poison ivy on my balls.

My mouth hung open, slack with disbelief. “How do you know that’s it?” I asked, without looking away. The name Lotus Orchid hovered in the air between us. We’d all heard of it, like a piece of campus folklore. Most students knew the legend, but few had ever seen an actual photo or drawing. I figured there had to be some in the archives, but no one ever bothered to look. The mystery was half the fun.

“I’m taking a horticulture class,” she said, tucking her hair behind one ear as she leaned forward for a better look. “Mrs. Lawson brought it up on the first day. Said it was her way of ‘sparking interest in the curriculum.’”

“So... you’ve seen a photograph of it?”

She nodded. “And sketches. Ones done by Professor Dubois before he went... missing. He used to draw them with this kind of aura around them. I thought it was artistic license, but now...” Her voice dropped into a hush. “Now that I’m seeing it in person? It really does look like it’s glowing.”

“It’s probably nothing,” I said, though I didn’t quite believe it. “We’re still high on endorphins from our orgasms. Or maybe it’s just the way the light’s hitting it.”

“Yeah. Maybe,” she murmured. “But aren’t you... curious?”

I turned to her. “Curious about what?”

She met my gaze, eyes gleaming with possibility. “If it’s real. If it really does what the legend says—gives you what you secretly desire.”

I scoffed, though not as confidently as I intended. “That’s just a stupid rumor. Dubois was a nutcase. It’s like believing in Santa Claus or the Tooth Fairy.”

She shrugged and rolled onto her side, sighing contentedly as I slid out of her. “Maybe,” she said with a grin, “but maybe you’re missing out.”

I sat up and reached for my boxers, the flower still burning in my peripheral vision. “I couldn’t take it even if I wanted to,” I said, forcing casualness into my tone. “It’s illegal. Protected species or something.”

“Isn’t that a shame,” she mused, turning her eyes back toward the glowing bloom. She pulled her tank top over her head and sat cross-legged on the blanket. “Still... what do you think it would give you, if you could take it?”

I smirked and tried to shake off the chill running down my spine. “I’d make it to the pros. I’d have my pick of endorsements, women, everything.”

“You’re probably already on track for that,” she said, bumping her shoulder against mine. “You’ve got the looks, the talent, the cocky charm.” Her smile dimmed slightly. “Don’t you have any real desires? Like... something deeper?”

For the briefest second, an image flashed through my mind—my ex’s red silk panties hugging my cock, the rush of arousal as they cupped me just right. The way I’d stared at myself in the mirror afterward, breathing hard and wondering what it meant. I swallowed it down.

“No,” I said, too quickly. “I’ve got everything I want.”

She didn’t call me on the lie. “I think I’d want to be famous,” she said instead. “But not just famous—I’d want a real family. One that actually cares.” Her voice softened. “My parents only paid for this school to get rid of me. Told me I could major in whatever I wanted as long as I left the house.”

I glanced at her, surprised by the sudden vulnerability in her tone. I remembered overhearing something about that from one of the other cheerleaders, but I hadn’t thought much of it. Hearing her say it herself, though... it hit differently.

She smiled, but her eyes were distant. “So I’m studying something completely useless. Just to piss them off.”

I wanted to reach out—brush her shoulder, wrap an arm around her—but that wasn’t what guys like me did. Not jocks. Not players. So I sat still and let her have her moment.

Eventually, I checked my phone. “We should probably head back. Practice is in, like, twenty minutes.”

“Oh, shit!” she said, scrambling to her feet. “I totally forgot.”

“I’m good like that,” I teased, watching her gather her things.

While her back was turned, I hesitated. My pulse kicked up. Then, before I could think twice, I reached out and gently broke the stem of the Lotus Orchid. It came free with a soft snap, surprisingly light in my hand. I glanced around, then slipped it into the picnic basket as carefully as I could manage.

My heart thudded in my chest. I didn’t know what I was doing or why—only that I suddenly had to take it.

The flower’s soft glow dimmed as it vanished beneath the lid.

We folded up the blanket, and I tossed it over my shoulder. The picnic basket dangled from my other hand, its weight suddenly more significant now that it held something more than leftovers. I helped Lexi navigate the uneven trail out of the woods, steadying her with a hand on the small of her back. When we reached campus, I parted ways with her and carried the basket straight back to my dorm.

After practice, still damp with sweat and half in my cleats, I made a beeline for the school library.

I didn’t head to the main floor where students lounged over laptops and coffee. Instead, I climbed to the highest floor—to the old wing, where the lights flickered and the air smelled faintly of mildew and forgotten paper. It was the part of the library that most students didn’t even know existed. The section reserved for books no one ever needed—or wanted—to check out.

I traced my finger along the dusty spines until one caught my eye.

Lotus Orchid By François Dubois

My breath hitched.

I glanced around, heart pounding for no reason I could name. The corridor was empty. Silent. I pulled the book from the shelf with a strange mix of reverence and urgency and lowered myself to the floor. My back pressed against the cool metal stacks as I cracked it open and began to flip through the fragile pages.

What I saw sent a chill down my spine.

Drawing after drawing, each one unmistakable. The flower I’d found in the woods—the electric pink petals, the glowing halo, the strange pulsing beauty of it—was here in full color, rendered with obsessive detail. The photographs, though faded, were just as striking. This wasn’t just a similar flower. It was the flower. Too distinct, too rare, too surreal to be anything else.

One note in the margin said it bloomed only once every ten years. Another emphasized how few specimens had ever been recorded growing in the wild. I could hardly believe I’d stumbled across one. More than that, I’d plucked it.

Apparently, Professor Dubois had taken a position at the university for the sole purpose of studying the flower. No one knew how he’d first heard of it—some rumored an obscure field journal, others whispered about visions. What mattered was that he believed in it deeply. Passionately.

And not just as a biologist.

I flipped the brittle pages faster, until a particular chapter stopped me cold. "Consumption & Effects." My eyes skimmed the text, and something in Dubois’s tone shifted. This wasn’t scientific analysis anymore. This was belief—raw and personal.

He didn’t write about the flower’s power as if it were myth or metaphor.

He wrote about it like a man who’d experienced it.

The language was careful but telling. He spoke of “the unlocking of true form,” of “unburdening the soul’s outer shape,” of “revelation through embodiment.” And there—near the end of the page—was a recipe.

Tea. A preparation made from the dried petals of the flower, taken within a short window of time after harvest, while its properties were still “active.”

I jolted upright and pulled out my phone. The countdown in my head sharpened. My window was closing fast.

I scanned the library again. Still empty. My hands trembled slightly as I reached back into the book and, as silently as I could, tore the page free. I folded it three times and slipped it into my pocket, feeling like I’d just committed some forbidden act.

Maybe I had.

My pulse thundered. My thoughts raced.

Do I even believe this?

Or is it just the adrenaline talking?

Am I really about to make magical tea from an illegal flower I stole out of the woods after sex with a cheerleader?

Apparently, yes.

I didn't have time to overthink it.

I rushed from the library and sprinted back to my dorm, taking the back stairwell two steps at a time. When I reached the door, I exhaled in relief—Devon, my roommate, wasn’t back yet. I slid the sock over the doorknob just in case and shut the door behind me.

I got to work.

I laid the flower gently on my desk and followed Dubois’s directions word for word. I plucked the petals, careful not to bruise them. I microwaved water in a ceramic mug, dropped the petals in, and let them steep. The scent was strange—sweet and floral at first, but undercut by something sharp and almost chemical. Like sugar and smoke.

I let it cool slightly, then stared down into the pink-tinted brew.

What do you want? I asked myself.

The answer came easily. I want to make the pros. I want to be rich. I want women to swoon when I walk into a room.

I pulled the cup to my lips.

The first sip nearly made me gag. It tasted like perfume mixed with metal. My throat burned slightly as I swallowed, and I had to force it down.

This better be worth it.

I lifted the mug again and drank the rest in one long, desperate chug, not stopping to taste it. Just get it down. Get it done.

I slammed the mug on my desk.

“Blech,” I muttered, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. A shiver ran down my spine. I felt a wave of fatigue crash over me, followed by a strange, buzzing warmth that radiated from the center of my chest.

I stumbled toward my bed and collapsed onto the mattress, barely registering the sheets against my skin. My eyelids drooped.

The last thought I had before the darkness claimed me was that the flower’s taste lingered on my tongue—sharp, bitter, and undeniably alive.

And then I was asleep.


Chapter Three



The next morning, I woke in a daze.

Something felt off—like my body wasn’t mine, but I couldn’t immediately say why. The light pouring through the window seemed richer somehow, like it had been filtered through honey. The sheets brushing against my skin felt unfamiliar, too soft in some places, too constrictive in others. I shifted beneath them, confused by the strange pull and weight around my chest.

I opened my eyes just as the door creaked open. Devon stepped into the room, blinking against the light.

“Oh—sorry,” he said quickly, his cheeks flushing pink. “Didn’t realize someone was still in here.”

My eyebrows pulled together. “What the hell are you talking about?” I asked.

Only... that wasn’t my voice.

The words came out in a tone far too high-pitched, light and lilting in a way that didn’t belong in my mouth. My heart skipped a beat. I tried clearing my throat, hoping it had just been sleep or congestion, but the sound that followed was unmistakably feminine.

I sat up fast, and that’s when I felt it.

A new weight shifted forward on my chest—full, warm, heavy. I looked down.

Two large, bare breasts stared back at me.

“What the fuck?” I yelped, scrambling to cover them with both hands, completely exposed in front of Devon. My pulse spiked. My ears rang. My stomach dropped.

But Devon didn’t laugh.

He didn’t even blink.

“It’s alright,” he said calmly, like it was the most normal thing in the world. “I just need to grab my books. I didn’t see anything, I swear.”

He threw me a cheeky little smirk on his way out, grabbed a stack of notebooks from his desk, and slipped out the door like nothing was out of place.

I sat there frozen, mouth hanging open. Why hadn’t he said anything? Hadn’t he noticed? Had he thought I was someone else?

My brain scrambled for explanations, but panic surged before I could latch onto a single one. I threw the covers off my body and stared at what was now unmistakably not my body.

“Where is my cock?” I cried, voice shrill with disbelief. “Where are my football muscles?”

The body beneath me was lithe, toned in a completely different way—long, smooth legs, a slim waist, soft curves, and breasts that swelled under my palms, pushing against my hands with every breath I took.

This wasn’t possible. This couldn’t be real.

My hand trembled as I reached between my thighs, afraid of what I’d find—afraid of not finding what I expected. I told myself it was a hallucination. A side effect of the tea. Maybe I’d poisoned myself. Maybe I just needed to get to the nurse and everything would be okay.

But curiosity burned through my fear.

I slid my hand between my new thighs and dragged my fingertips upward, moving cautiously, slowly. As soon as I reached the smooth, swollen folds of my new sex, a jolt of unfamiliar sensation raced up my spine.

It was like electricity. Sharp and warm. Tingling and dizzying.

I gasped and collapsed backward onto the mattress, my hand still between my thighs. My head swam. My whole body flushed with heat. It wasn’t like having a cock. It was softer, stranger—less like pressure building, more like being unraveled one nerve ending at a time.

And I was wet.

“Oh my god,” I whispered aloud, voice quivering.

I parted my folds with trembling fingers, exploring gently. I felt the slick, slippery texture of my new pussy, the ridges and tightness that I’d only ever known from the outside. Now I was inside it, and it was like nothing I could’ve imagined. I was learning my own anatomy from scratch, and every inch of it was wired to pleasure.

Without thinking, I slid one finger inside.

My breath hitched. It was warm and tight, gripping me like it had gripped the cocks I’d once been so proud of. I flexed my hips without meaning to, and the movement made everything throb.

I had an instinct.

Just above the entrance... there.

I found the clit.

A single touch sent a tremor through my legs. My heart raced, my lips parted, and I moaned—high and soft and utterly not masculine.

“Oh—” I whimpered, unable to stop myself.

I reached up with my free hand and cupped one of my breasts, squeezing gently. The sensation surged through me in tandem with my clit, as if they were connected by a thread of pure lightning. I circled the sensitive bud between my fingers and gasped as pleasure coiled tighter in my core.

My body pulsed.

My slit throbbed and ached.

I rubbed my clit in slow, careful circles, every stroke more overwhelming than the last. I was spiraling, my body lighting up in ways I’d never experienced—touch starved, overstimulated, dripping wet with sensation.

I didn’t know what was happening. But I couldn’t stop.

And then it came.

My body tensed—every muscle, every nerve—my back arched and my toes curled. It wasn’t like a male orgasm at all. It didn’t fire like a gunshot. It bloomed.

It started in my center and rolled outward, spreading heat and relief and ecstasy through every limb. I gasped and clutched at my sheets, moaning into the quiet room as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure crashed through me, lingering far longer than anything I’d ever felt before.

It seemed to last forever.

The orgasm had rolled through me in endless, shimmering waves, leaving my body trembling and slick with sweat. But as the euphoria began to fade, I felt an unexpected pang of disappointment. Like something perfect had ended too soon.

How could an orgasm feel that good?

I collapsed back onto the bed, my breathing shallow, dragging my fingertips along the unfamiliar curves of my naked body. Everything was hypersensitive. My skin buzzed beneath my touch. The sheets felt like silk. My own breath seemed to echo in my ears.

Still catching my breath, I brought my hands up to my face, tracing the lines of what was now undeniably feminine. A delicate nose. Soft, rounded cheekbones. Full lips that still tingled from the sounds I’d made.

My fingers drifted higher, tangling in long, silken strands of hair. I tugged a few forward, bringing them into view.

Dark chestnut. Rich and glossy in the morning light.

It hit me all at once.

Her hair.

It was her color. The same color as the cheerleader I’d fucked in the woods. Lexi.

Only now I understood why I’d been so fixated on it.

It hadn’t been because I wanted to fuck her.

It was because... I wanted to be her.

A rush of dizziness swept through me. I lay back down, staring at the ceiling, heart racing. Is this really my deepest desire? To become a woman? Was this who I’d been all along—buried under muscle and bravado, locker room jokes and cheerleader conquests?

My mind scrambled for answers, trying to piece together the tangled threads of memory and longing. I remembered the red panties my ex had coaxed me into. The way they’d hugged my cock. The way I’d stared at myself in the mirror after. Not ashamed. Not confused.

Aroused.

Now there’s no cock in the way.

I tossed the sheets aside and stumbled to my feet, driven by equal parts panic and disbelief. I crossed the room quickly and stopped in front of the full-length mirror mounted on our closet door.

And there she was.

The most stunning woman I’d ever seen.

Tall. Curved in all the right places. With long, flowing hair and legs that seemed to go on forever. Big, blue eyes that sparkled like sapphires, framed by thick lashes. Lips that were plump, soft-looking, and made for wrapping around a cock.

I froze, staring at my reflection as the reality settled deeper into my bones.

This was me.

I took a slow step forward, my body shaking with adrenaline. I raised my hand, brushed a finger across my lips, and then slowly slid two fingers into my mouth.

Even my tongue felt different—smaller, softer. The sight of my new lips stretching around my fingers sent a warm flush across my cheeks. My breath caught. Watching myself like that... it turned me on.

I dropped to the floor, heart pounding, and spread my legs in front of the mirror. My reflection opened with me—revealing a pussy so perfect, so wet and swollen, it could’ve come straight from one of my late-night fantasies.

It was beautiful.

The kind of pussy I would’ve creamed my jeans over in seconds.

I reached down and gently slid a finger inside, marveling at the way my slick folds parted to take me in. I pulled it out and watched as a thin strand of arousal stretched between finger and slit, glistening in the light.

I stared into the mirror, mesmerized.

What am I going to do about clothes? The thought came suddenly, crashing through the haze of arousal and awe. What am I going to do about my life?

I couldn’t stay naked forever. I needed to think, to plan—but I also needed to blend in.

I rifled through my closet, tugging on a loose hoodie and a pair of my old sweatpants. They sagged in all the wrong places now, hanging awkwardly from my smaller waist and wider hips. I tucked my hair under a baseball cap and grabbed my keys.

I had no idea what I was doing, but I knew I couldn’t figure it out here.

I bolted from the dorm and drove to the nearest mall—hoping, somehow, that the racks of clothes and the anonymity of a crowd might offer answers I couldn’t find in my dorm room mirror.


Chapter Four



Without a bra to hold them in place, my new tits bounced uncontrollably as I jogged to my car.

It was distracting—visually and physically. The sensation of all that weight tugging at my chest with every step made me wince, and yet... part of me couldn’t stop noticing how erotic it felt.

I caught a few guys watching me as I ran, their eyes locked on my chest, clearly mesmerized by the sway of my breasts. One even did a double take. Another smirked. It was unmistakable: they were checking me out.

And the worst part?

I kind of liked it.

It was just more confirmation that I might really be trapped in a woman’s body—an undeniably hot woman’s body.

At the mall, I made a beeline for the first lingerie store I could find. The moment I stepped through the doors, I was swallowed by a sea of lace, satin, straps, and cups. Bras and panties in every color imaginable. Thongs, boyshorts, push-ups, balconettes—it was overwhelming.

I wasn’t here to browse. I needed support.

My boobs ached from bouncing around like two hyper puppies, and I had no idea what size I was. I wandered the aisles in a daze before settling on a pink lace bra and panty set—somehow, it felt fitting, almost symbolic. A tribute to the pink Lotus Orchid that had caused all of this.

I made my way to the dressing rooms, but before I could enter, a store associate intercepted me.

“Hi, hon,” she said with a practiced smile. “Just a heads-up—you can’t take panties into the fitting room.”

I blinked at her. “Oh. Okay. Sorry.”

“And, no offense,” she added, lowering her voice like she was telling me a secret, “but that bra is not the right size for you.”

Size?

The concept hadn’t even crossed my mind.

Before I could respond, she pulled out a long measuring tape and gestured for me to lift my arms. I obeyed, half in a daze, as she wrapped the tape around my ribcage, then again across the fullest part of my chest.

“You’re a thirty-six D,” she said with an approving nod. “Give me a second—I’ll grab you something that’ll actually fit.”

I stood there stunned, still half-aroused from the moment the cool tape brushed across my nipples. The contact had made me shiver.

When the hell does this sex drive calm down?

As far as I knew, other girls weren’t walking around constantly ready to explode.

The associate returned with a properly sized bra and handed it over with a wink. “Trust me, this one’ll feel like a hug.” She held onto the panties while I slipped into the dressing room.

I peeled off my T-shirt and paused, staring at my reflection once more. My new breasts looked soft, full, impossibly round. I sighed, then slid the bra on and began adjusting the straps. I struggled with the clasp for longer than I’d care to admit—how do girls do this every day?—but when it finally snapped into place, I stepped back and took myself in.

And... wow.

The pink lace cupped my breasts perfectly, lifting and rounding them until my cleavage practically begged for attention. I fluffed my hair, pushed my tits together with a grin, and let a small, involuntary smile play across my lips.

I looked hot.

Really hot.

For a moment, I just admired myself. The longer I stared, the more comfortable I felt. The more... me I felt.

Still, under that smile, a flicker of panic remained. I didn’t know how to live like this, how to go to class or practice or walk through campus without anyone noticing I’d become someone entirely new. I still needed to figure out how to undo it.

But that thought brought a weird ache.

Almost sadness.

I shoved it aside, tore the tag off the bra, and pulled my shirt back on over it. The softness of the fabric over the lace made me smile again. I left the dressing room and picked out a few more sets—lace, satin, mesh—before cringing at the price tag.

Holy shit, I thought. This stuff is expensive.

My next stop was a clothing boutique. I wandered the racks, overwhelmed again by the sheer number of options, until I found it: the perfect little black dress. It had thick straps, a low neckline, and a body-hugging fit that clung to every curve.

I slipped it on and turned toward the mirror.

My breath caught.

The dress showcased my new figure flawlessly. My hips flared, my waist nipped in tight, and my cleavage looked like something straight out of a fantasy. I turned and gave my hips a shake, watching the hem rise up my thighs just slightly.

This feels so good, I thought. So natural. So... right.

I knew I’d have to undo it all eventually. I couldn’t live someone else’s life forever. But for now? I was having fun.

I bought the dress—and a pair of tall, strappy black heels to match. Sliding them on, I noticed how dainty my feet had become, narrow and elegant. I wobbled a little at first, but within minutes, walking in them felt intuitive. Like muscle memory from another lifetime.

As I made my way toward the exit, I heard a voice call out from the department store’s central cosmetics counter.

“Ma’am! Would you like a complimentary makeover?”

I froze, caught off guard—and then smiled.

I turned on my heel, my hair brushing over my shoulder. “Sure,” I said, voice soft and flirty.

She guided me to a plush chair in front of a lit vanity and got to work. Brushes swept across my cheeks. Warm foundation, sweet-smelling powders, the precise swipe of gloss over my lips. She must’ve used twenty different products, layering color and shimmer and shine. I watched every step, fascinated.

By the time she was done, I barely recognized myself.

I was drop-dead gorgeous.

My jaw hung open slightly as I examined the final result. My eyes shimmered. My lips looked kissable. My whole face glowed.

Without hesitation, I bought every product she’d used. I didn’t care how much it cost. I needed this face to always look this good.

As I walked to my car, arms full of bags, I passed a group of guys leaning against a post near the sidewalk. One of them whistled.

I blushed—visibly—and smiled.

And then I felt it: a subtle pulse of heat between my thighs.

My brand-new panties were getting wet.


Chapter Five



Once I left the mall, the first place I headed was the library.

I needed answers—specifically, any mention of a way to reverse what had happened to me. As hot as I looked, I couldn’t ignore the gnawing sense of uncertainty in the back of my mind. There had to be a way out. Or at least an explanation.

I climbed the familiar staircase to the upper floor and found the dim, dusty corner from the night before. The air smelled faintly of old paper and forgotten dreams. I pulled the book back from its place on the shelf and dropped to my knees on the worn carpet, heels clicking against the hardwood as I moved.

My feet were already aching from the stilettos, so I slipped out of them with a quiet sigh and flexed my toes. The relief was instant, though it made me feel absurdly delicate.

Is this my life now?

I flipped furiously through the pages, searching for anything that resembled an antidote. My heart raced as I skimmed line after line of Dubois’s messy script.

Then I found it.

“The only way to undo the flower’s transformation is to return to it with a sincere, unshakable desire to return to one’s original form.”

I stared at the sentence.

Then I read it again.

And again.

“Fuck!” I slammed the book shut, the sound echoing sharply in the silence.

What the hell does that even mean?

I hadn’t wanted this. Not intentionally. Not consciously. So how was I supposed to not want it now? How would I know when I was ready to let go?

My gaze drifted downward—to the long, slender legs stretched out in front of me. My bare feet. The tight black dress hugging my waist. The soft curve of my hips.

The answer was simple.

That moment wasn’t coming anytime soon.

I was enjoying this body far too much.

I sighed and leaned back against the bookshelf. Maybe one day I’ll get bored. Maybe then I’ll want to change back. But a flicker of worry crept in. What if the flower’s gone by then? What if the chance slips away before I’m ready to take it?

I stood slowly and rounded the end of the bookcase, prepared to leave in quiet, thoughtful defeat.

That’s when I bumped right into her.

Lexi.

The cheerleader.

“Oops—sorry,” she said, voice flustered as she tucked a lock of chestnut hair behind her ear. Her gaze darted away from mine. “Didn’t see you there.”

I froze, breath caught in my throat.

She looked... exactly the same as the day before, but now there was something in her expression I hadn’t noticed before. Her eyes flicked to my body—quick, assessing, undeniably curious.

I watched her take in the curve of my waist, the swell of my breasts, the soft makeup still painted across my face. I couldn’t help but wonder what was going through her head.

“It’s okay,” I said softly, still not used to the honey-smooth voice that spilled from my lips.

Her eyes rose to meet mine—and I saw it then.

The recognition.

The same glint she’d had on the picnic blanket, just before she’d straddled me.

Is she... into girls? Or had I somehow awakened something in her?

Or maybe... maybe she knew.

We stood in awkward silence, the tension thick and charged.

“What are you doing back here?” I asked, trying to sound casual. “No one usually comes back this far. These shelves are practically graveyards.”

She hesitated. “Oh. Um... nothing. Just looking for a book. About a flower.”

My eyebrows arched. “The Lotus Orchid?”

Her eyes widened. “Yes. Exactly.”

I nodded slowly. “There’s a page missing from it,” I said, unable to stop myself from confessing. “Just thought you should know.”

She tilted her head. “Thanks.”

Something flickered between us—unspoken, electric. And without thinking, I leaned in.

My lips brushed hers.

Soft, tentative.

Then firmer.

Once I realized what I’d done, I pulled back slightly, expecting her to recoil, to slap me, to say something sharp.

But instead, she leaned in closer.

Her arms wrapped around my waist, and her tongue slipped gently into my mouth. My hands moved instinctively to her hips, pulling her against me. Our bodies pressed together, breasts brushing, and I moaned softly into her kiss.

Kissing her as a man had been hot.

Kissing her now was... intoxicating.

There was a different kind of fire here. Softer, sweeter, but no less intense. Her lips tasted like cherry lip gloss. Her breath was warm. Her fingers found the straps of my dress and tugged gently, baring my shoulders.

My nipples stiffened at the sensation of our chests grazing. I could feel every inch of her body against mine in a way I’d never been able to before.

She bit my lower lip, her eyes smoldering, and I felt her fingers slide the dress down to my waist. Her gaze dropped to my lace-covered breasts and her lips parted in open appreciation.

“You’re stunning,” she whispered, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from my cheek.

I shivered as she kissed the side of my neck, lips brushing just beneath my jaw.

Are we really doing this?

Are we about to have hot, forbidden, lesbian sex in the back of a library?

Yes.

Yes, we absolutely were.

I lifted her T-shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor without a second thought. She reached around and unclasped my bra just as I unhooked hers. Our chests were bare within seconds, the soft brush of skin on skin sending a jolt straight to my core.

She cupped my breasts in both hands, her touch confident, and lowered her mouth to my nipples. When her tongue flicked over one, I gasped—my head falling back, neck arching, lips parting with a sharp intake of breath.

It was the most incredible sensation I’d ever felt.

She circled my nipple with the tip of her tongue before closing her lips around it, sucking softly. My hips shifted involuntarily, aching for more. Her free hand slipped between my thighs, dragging upward beneath the hem of my skirt. When her fingers found the soaked lace of my panties, she paused and smiled.

“You’re so wet,” she murmured.

She gently eased me to the floor, pressing me down against the old wooden boards. I let my arms fall above my head, surrendering to the heat curling in my belly. She pushed my skirt up to my hips and slowly slid my panties down my legs, her eyes dark with hunger.

I couldn’t believe how much control she’d taken.

The day before, I’d been the one in charge—dominating her on a picnic blanket. Now, in the hushed shadows of the library, she had turned the tables completely. And I loved it.

She moved between my legs, lowering herself until her breath ghosted across my folds. I moaned, writhing softly, every nerve lit up and eager. Then I felt it—her tongue, warm and slick, sliding slowly along the length of my slit.

I gasped.

It was even better than touching myself had been. So much better.

She licked me again, slower this time, savoring the taste. My fingers curled against the floor. My hips lifted. I couldn't believe how quickly I was going to come.

And then I did.

The climax hit like a jolt of lightning. My body arched, trembled, and released, pouring itself into her waiting mouth. I moaned long and loud, unable to hold it back. She lapped me up, humming against my sensitive skin before pulling away.

“You come fast, don’t you?” she teased, wiping her lips with the back of her hand and flashing me a smug little grin.

I blushed, heat blooming across my cheeks. “I only recently lost my virginity,” I admitted. In a way, it wasn’t even a lie. For this body, it was the first time.

Her brow arched. “Well?” she said, cocking her head. “You gonna return the favor, or what?”

I blinked, surprised.

I hadn’t even thought about it. Sure, I’d eaten a girl out before—but that had been with my old mouth, my old tongue, my old perspective. This would be different. Everything was different.

I sat up slowly and pushed her back onto the floor. I unfastened her jeans and tugged them down her hips. She lifted her legs to help me, and I slipped off her sneakers, peeling away each layer until she was fully exposed.

“Do you think we’ll get caught?” I asked, glancing toward the open aisle beyond the row of shelves.

“Maybe,” she said with a wicked smile. “Isn’t it exciting?”

I couldn’t believe how much bolder she was now—like being with another woman gave her permission to unleash some hidden part of herself.

I settled between her thighs, feeling my nipples graze the cool floor as I leaned in. My breath rolled across her pussy and made her twitch. Her folds were slick and open, glistening in the light filtering from the nearby window.

I extended my tongue and slid it gently inside her.

She gasped, one hand flying to her mouth.

I took my time, savoring every movement, every shift of her hips. I knew what felt good now. I really knew. The knowledge of my own anatomy gave me new insight, new instinct.

I flicked my tongue up to her clit and circled it slowly. She arched beneath me, breath catching. I reached up and cupped her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers.

She whimpered. Loudly.

I slid one finger inside her, easing it in while teasing her clit with my tongue. Her body rocked in rhythm, hips lifting and falling against the floor. Her slickness coated my lips and chin, and I licked up every drop.

Then she pushed me back slightly and sat up, flushed and panting.

“I want to ride your face,” she said, breathless and wild-eyed.

My eyes went wide. “Okay,” I whispered.

She straddled my face slowly, lowering herself until her pussy hovered just above my mouth. She grabbed the bookshelf for balance, bracing herself with a mischievous smile. I had a fleeting fear she might pull the entire thing down on top of us, but I didn’t care.

She rocked her hips, grinding her cunt against my mouth. Her moans echoed off the stacks as she chased her orgasm. I watched her small breasts bounce with each thrust and reached up to cup them, rolling her nipples between my fingers again.

She moved faster. Louder.

Her cheeks flushed deep pink. Her hair stuck to her face and neck in tangled waves. Her breathing came in quick, erratic bursts. I tweaked her nipples, and she let out a sharp cry—more squeak than scream, high and startled.

Her whole body seized.

Her legs began to shake.

And then she let go.

Her pussy throbbed against my tongue as she came, crying out with a pleasure that felt raw and unfiltered. I smiled against her, proud, dizzy, aroused all over again.

She climbed off of me, breathing heavily, and scrambled for her clothes.

“We’ve only got a few minutes before someone comes to check this noise out,” she warned, slipping her shirt over her head.

I sat up, still dazed, and started pulling my dress back into place. I was slower—still clumsy in this new body. I struggled with my bra for a second and was just slipping my heels back on when a library worker rounded the corner.

“Okay, guys, break it up,” the woman said, not even sounding surprised. She rolled her eyes like this was the fifth time that week.

I grinned at Lexi, and we both hurried out of the library before we could be reported.

Outside, Lexi turned to me with a sly smile. “I’ve got class, but... my name’s Lexi. See you around?”

“Yeah. I’m—uh—Zoe,” I said, the name slipping from my lips before I could even think about it.

Zoe.

It felt... right.

“Nice to meet you, Zoe,” she said. “There’s a party tonight, if you want to come.”

I knew exactly which party she meant. A jock party. One I used to rule.

But I wasn’t a jock anymore.

Still, they never turned down hot girls.

She gave me the familiar details, and I thanked her with a smile.

I can’t wait to try out my new curves at the party, I thought, already imagining the looks I’d get—and the trouble I might find.


Chapter Six



I returned to my dorm room, completely forgetting that my roommate might be inside—and that I was still, unmistakably, a woman.

I paused at the door, pressing my ear against the wood, listening for any rustling or voices. Nothing. The room seemed quiet.

Safe enough.

I pushed the door open.

And instantly regretted it.

Devon was inside, sprawled out on his bed, sheets bunched around his hips. He was clearly in the middle of jerking off, a porn video playing on his laptop, moans echoing faintly from the speakers.

“Fuck,” I blurted out, startled.

He jerked upright, blinking. “What the hell?” He squinted at me. “Zach isn’t here.”

I hesitated. “Sorry. I—uh—just needed to grab something. I was going to wait for him.”

He paused the video and slowly pulled his hand from under the sheets, raising a curious eyebrow as he sat up. His body was lean, muscular, toned from regular gym visits. And—Jesus—his cock was hard, thick, and glistening from where he’d been stroking it.

His smile turned mischievous. “Well... if you’re already here,” he said casually, “wanna help me finish?”

My mouth went dry.

“What the fuck?” I said, somewhere between disbelief and fascination. His boldness stunned me—but what shocked me more was how curious I suddenly felt.

I’d never been with a guy before.

But in this body... everything was different.

He stood and walked toward me, completely unashamed, his cock in hand.

“I see the way you’re looking at me,” he said, voice low and teasing. “You’re practically drooling.”

“I don’t—” I started, but the rest of the sentence never came out.

I sat down on the edge of the bed as if pulled by gravity itself, and he stepped closer, pressing the swollen head of his cock to my lips. I stared up at him, heart racing, my breath catching in my throat.

I opened my mouth.

And took him in.

The taste, the weight, the texture—it was all new. Strange. And wildly erotic. I flicked my tongue along the underside of his shaft, feeling him twitch in response.

“Yeah, baby. That’s it,” he groaned. “Suck my cock, you little slut.”

He placed a firm hand on the back of my head and guided me deeper. I gagged slightly, unprepared for the depth, but the roughness made something inside me clench in response. I rubbed my thighs together, my soaked panties sticking to my skin as I rocked my hips against the edge of the bed.

“Mmm. You like that?” he said. “Trying to come while you choke on my cock?”

I nodded with his dick still in my mouth. His hand slid down, pushing beneath my dress and slipping under my bra. He palmed my breast and pinched my nipple, making me moan around his shaft.

“Let’s get you naked,” he said.

He pulled me to my feet and stripped me quickly—dress, bra, panties—until I stood before him completely exposed. I could hardly breathe from the sheer intensity of it all.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, his hand sliding between my thighs. “I knew you wanted it.”

I blushed, biting my lip, and glanced down. “I guess I do... Devon.”

He narrowed his eyes. “How do you know my name?”

“I’ve... heard of you,” I said, inventing quickly.

That seemed to satisfy him. He smirked, pushed me back onto the bed, and climbed between my legs.

He didn’t hesitate.

He pressed the head of his cock to my entrance—and shoved inside in one long, deep thrust.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned. “Are you a virgin or something?”

“Sort of,” I gasped. Every inch of him stretched me, filled me, made me feel like I was about to break and melt at the same time. It was overwhelming—and deliciously filthy.

He grabbed my tits, biting and sucking on my nipples while pounding into me. His rhythm was hard, demanding. I arched my back, letting my clit rub against the base of his cock with every thrust.

“Ohhh,” I moaned. “Yes—yes—”

“You like getting fucked like a little slut?” he asked, growling the words into my ear.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“You’re such a naughty little girl,” he said.

And that did it.

The word girl on his lips triggered something deep and electric in me. I came hard, wrapping my arms around his neck, clinging to him as my entire body convulsed with pleasure.

He didn’t stop.

He kept thrusting, chasing his own climax. Then, without warning, he pulled out and flipped me onto my stomach. I barely had time to react before he pushed my legs apart and slammed back into me from behind.

I cried out, grabbing at the sheets.

He gripped a handful of my hair with one hand and grabbed my ass with the other, slapping it hard.

“Such a dirty little whore,” he growled. “You love getting fucked like this.”

I did.

God, I did.

The force of his thrusts drove the breath from my lungs, but the pain only sharpened the pleasure. I moaned louder, my pussy clenching around him, soaked and swollen.

“Harder,” I moaned, breathless.

“Fuck yeah,” Devon growled, gripping my hips tighter. He slammed his cock deeper inside me, then pulled back and thrust forward again—rougher, harder, deeper.

I reached a trembling hand down between my legs, fingers finding my slick clit. I began circling it, teasing myself as my body rocked beneath his.

Shit... am I really going to come again?

I bit my lip, barely able to focus as pleasure mounted again with dizzying speed. Devon stretched me open, filling me completely. Each thrust sent electric shocks through my spine—painful, intense, but addictive. I moaned louder, my thighs shaking.

His body tensed above me.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You slut—I’m going to come deep inside you!”

“Ohhh,” I cried, circling my clit harder. I could feel it. His cock swelled inside me, thick and pulsing.

A second later, I felt it: a hot, forceful release, shooting deep inside me. The sensation of being filled sent me over the edge. I came hard, body arching beneath him, muscles clenching around his cock. My orgasm burst through me, almost painful in its intensity, but laced with so much pleasure I didn’t care. I let it take me—wave after wave of sweet, agonizing release.

He collapsed on top of me, panting into my neck, his cock still buried deep inside me. My pussy throbbed, squeezing him involuntarily as the last aftershocks rolled through me.

When he finally pulled out, I felt a slow trail of his cum leak from my still-sensitive slit. It dripped between my thighs, warm and messy. Curious, I reached down, slid two fingers through the slick mess, and brought them to my lips.

I sucked them clean.

Devon looked down at me and exhaled, grinning. “Fuck. That was hot.”

“I know,” I said, smiling coyly.

He sat back on the bed, still catching his breath. “What the hell are you hanging around Zach for?” he asked. “A nasty little slut like you needs to be with me.”

I shrugged. “I’m still getting a feel for the campus,” I said lightly.

He raised an eyebrow. “By fucking your way through it?”

“You could say that,” I teased, watching his amused smirk return as he reached for his clothes.

“You know, there’s a party tonight.”

“I’m already going,” I said, slipping my dress back over my head.

“Good.” He grinned. “Maybe I’ll get to fuck that tight little pussy again.”

He dressed, gave my ass a final slap, and left the room without another word.

I lay back on the bed, my fingers trailing across my bare stomach.

I think I love being a chick, I thought, smiling to myself.


Chapter Seven



I pulled out my new makeup bag and began prepping for the party.

Following the instructions from the makeup counter lady—who, in hindsight, might have been my fairy godmother—I carefully applied foundation, highlighter, mascara, and gloss. Each brushstroke made my features sharper, softer, sexier.

I twisted to glance over my shoulder in the mirror.

Damn.

My hips curved beautifully. My ass was round, tight, perfect. I gave it a little shake, biting my lip. I could still feel Devon’s cum slowly trickling out of me—and the thought only made me wetter.

I slipped into the black dress I’d bought earlier and adjusted the low neckline to show just enough cleavage. Then I stepped into my heels, grabbed my purse, and headed out.

The party was at the usual frat house—music already thumping through the walls, lights glowing from every window. I walked in with confidence, heels clicking against the pavement, hips swaying with every step.

I found Lexi almost immediately.

She was sitting on a couch with a red plastic cup in her hand, laughing with someone I didn’t recognize. When she saw me, she waved excitedly.

I picked my way across the room, careful not to trip in my heels, and dropped down beside her. She immediately threw an arm around my shoulders.

“So glad you could make it!” she shouted over the music.

“Me too!” I yelled back.

I glanced around. The room was packed. And every single guy in it had his eyes on me.

I blushed.

“They’re hungry tonight,” Lexi said, nudging me. “And you, babe? You’re definitely on the menu.”

I squeezed my legs together instinctively, but the attention made my heart race.

A moment later, Devon appeared.

“Hey! You made it.” He grinned at me and nodded. “I’ve been telling the guys how wild you are.”

I flushed, both embarrassed and... proud.

Guys were talking about me.

“Oh yeah?” I said, arching an eyebrow.

“Yeah. Want to go upstairs?”

“Already?” Lexi laughed. “You’re such a pig.”

Devon just grinned. “Is she doing anything else right now?”

“Yeah. Hanging out with me,” Lexi shot back.

He leaned in closer, eyes flicking between us. “You can come too.”

Lexi glanced at me, her smile slow and sultry. “Maybe I will.”

She grabbed my hand and tugged me off the couch. We followed Devon up the stairs, weaving through the crowd. As we climbed, I saw him give a little wave to a few other guys standing near the beer pong table.

I hesitated for half a second.

By the time we reached the top floor, I realized there were more footsteps behind us.

We weren’t alone.

Five other guys followed us into the hallway.

My stomach fluttered.

What the hell is Devon planning?

And why did my body already feel warm in anticipation?

“Holy shit,” Lexi whispered, her eyes wide. “You think they’re planning an orgy?”

“Something like that,” I murmured, my voice wavering somewhere between nerves and anticipation.

I knew I could handle one guy—Devon had already tested those waters—but this? Several at once? My legs trembled just thinking about it, but my mind lit up with dangerous, delicious curiosity.

Once the seven of us were inside the room, the energy shifted immediately. Devon stepped toward me with that same smirk he’d worn earlier, only this time, he wasn’t alone. Two more guys joined him, and together, they began stripping me down. My dress was pulled up and off before I could stop them—or even try. Hands were everywhere—six sets of them—stroking, squeezing, peeling my clothes from my body until I stood completely naked, flushed and breathless.

And dripping wet.

I glanced over at Lexi just in time to see her being gently pushed back onto the bed. The remaining three guys surrounded her, their hands exploring her curves with eager reverence. She giggled and tossed her head back, clearly enjoying every second. Watching her made the moment feel even more surreal—and hotter than I could have imagined.

I moaned as a pair of strong hands cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until they tightened. Lexi and I were both stripped bare now, completely exposed, two girls offered up to a room full of jocks.

I was guided to my knees, hands steadying my shoulders as pants were unzipped and hard cocks were pulled free. My eyes widened. Three thick shafts stood in front of me, and when I looked to my right, I saw Lexi doing the same. She took two in her hands, stroking them slowly, while a third brushed against her lips.

Without thinking, I mirrored her. I gripped two shafts—warm, firm, already slick at the tips—and began to stroke. The third, belonging to a jock named Ryan, hovered in front of my mouth. He tilted my chin up, smiled, and slid himself past my lips.

I gasped around him, but my body reacted with instant, liquid heat. I let him guide my pace, sucking him deeper as I pumped the other two with both hands. The taste of him was earthy, masculine. Every groan from above made my pulse quicken.

Across the room, I could hear the other guys murmuring about how good we looked—how slutty we were, how eager. It sent a tingle up my spine.

Devon’s voice cut through the chatter.

“And they’re going to get fucked like sluts,” he said with a grin.

The word slut hit me like a shockwave. I moaned involuntarily, the sound muffled by the cock in my throat.

Ryan pulsed against my tongue. I felt his hips tense, and a moment later, a hot flood filled my mouth. I choked slightly, swallowing as best I could while his fingers tangled in my hair.

He groaned and stepped back, leaving me gasping. My lips were swollen, my face flushed.

Another guy took his place, sliding into my mouth without hesitation. My hands were back in motion, my head bobbing as I worked. Every time I glanced at Lexi, she was deeper into it—on her back now, legs spread, one guy between her thighs, another guiding her mouth, and a third pumping himself beside her face. I watched as hot streaks spilled across her cheeks and chest.

God, I’m next, I thought.

I was so wet I could feel it running down the inside of my thighs. I sucked the cock in front of me until it twitched, and then warm release coated my face and hair. I blinked and licked my lips, dazed and dizzy with lust.

Devon stepped in behind me and lifted me effortlessly, carrying me to the bed and laying me beside Lexi. Our bodies brushed, legs overlapping slightly. She turned her head toward me and grinned, her cheeks flushed and lips swollen.

I leaned over and kissed her—softly, slowly.

As we kissed, I felt a body move between my legs. I expected Devon, but it was Ryan again, and this time, he didn’t wait. He gripped my thighs, pushed them open, and drove himself deep inside me.

I cried out, my back arching from the sudden stretch. The shock of penetration was almost too much—but almost wasn’t enough to stop me. I took every inch, my fingers curling in the sheets, moaning as the rhythm built.

More hands found my breasts. Fingers rolled my nipples. Lips grazed my neck. Someone whispered in my ear. I had no idea who was touching me anymore—but I didn’t care. I wanted it. All of it.

A cock slid between my lips again. I opened gladly, sucking while my pussy was being pounded from below. It was a rhythm of ecstasy—tongue, thrust, moan, choke, gasp, pleasure. Again and again.

Lexi reached across the mattress, her fingers slipping between my thighs to circle my clit. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, hips rocking in sync with her touch.

I returned the favor, sliding my hand between her legs, teasing her in perfect time with the guy pounding her from behind.

“This is so fucking hot,” Ryan groaned. “Watching you two go at it like that...”

I could feel it building again—tight, hot, overwhelming. The moment we both reached for each other, touching, kissing, moaning—we shattered.

My orgasm ripped through me. I convulsed around Ryan’s cock, my fingers still working Lexi’s clit as she cried out and came hard beside me. We clung to each other, shaking, gasping, surrounded by heat and bodies and noise.

And all I could think was—

This body was made for this.

When Lexi finally collapsed beside me, trembling and breathless from her orgasm, the jocks weren’t finished.

They flipped her onto her stomach, positioning her with her head resting just beside my waist. Her bare back arched instinctively, presenting her flushed body like an offering. I watched one of the guys move behind her, grip her hips, and slide himself inside with practiced ease. His thrusts were deep and forceful, and with every movement, Lexi’s head bumped gently against my side.

She moaned with abandon, the sound reverberating through me. Just hearing her lose control like that sent a jolt of need straight to my core. I could already feel the tight heat building inside me again.

Three more guys stood in front of me—cocks hard, slick, and twitching in anticipation. One slipped into my mouth without warning, while the others pressed their lengths against my cheeks, teasing me with their weight. Behind me, the guy who’d just finished pulled out, only to flip me onto my stomach with rough, eager hands.

I found myself face-to-face with Lexi once again, her breath hot and ragged as she moaned into the sheets. I leaned in and kissed her, tasting sweat, sex, and something sweeter beneath it all. Our tongues tangled in a feverish knot, and I realized I didn’t care who was watching. I just wanted more.

Then I felt it—another cock sliding inside me. The stretch, the pressure—it was overwhelming, but I welcomed it, relished the way my body was being claimed. I had stopped keeping track of who had touched me, who had taken me. Every thrust felt new, every voice familiar.

And then I felt something different.

A pause. A presence behind me. A new kind of pressure.

The blunt head of a cock nudged against my back entrance. I tensed instinctively, but the guys were already prepping me—fingers, spit, whispered encouragements that blurred into the thundering in my ears.

And then he pushed in.

The stretch burned at first—sharp and startling—but then a strange kind of euphoria flooded my body. My breath caught, my fingers clawed at the sheets, and I groaned into Lexi’s mouth, needing something, anything, to hold onto.

The sensation was raw, dizzying. Before I had time to process it, a second guy slid back into my pussy. I was filled, front and back, stretched to my very limits. The rhythm built slowly at first—one thrusting as the other pulled back, a shared cadence that left me gasping.

Then came the third. His hands cupped my face gently, guiding his cock to my lips.

I opened for him.

My mouth, my pussy, my ass—every part of me was full. Claimed. I could barely breathe, but I didn’t want them to stop. I surrendered completely.

Through the blur of bodies and sensation, I caught a glimpse of Lexi. Her eyes fluttered closed, her mouth open in a breathless moan as she too was taken by three men. Her limbs trembled. Her back arched. Her fingers clawed at the sheets in the exact same rhythm as mine. And when her hand found her clit, I instinctively mirrored her.

We moved in sync—rocking, grinding, circling ourselves closer and closer to the edge. The guys muttered curses and moans around us, completely lost in the heat and wetness of our bodies.

And then it happened.

The moment we both broke.

I came so hard I forgot where I was. My body convulsed around the cocks inside me. I moaned helplessly, the sound muffled by the man still buried deep in my throat. I heard Lexi scream beside me—her voice high, strained, shuddering as her body followed mine into ecstasy.

One by one, the men emptied inside us. I could feel it—hot, pulsing, overwhelming. I couldn’t move. I could barely breathe. My body twitched with aftershocks as they finally pulled out, breathless and spent.

The room was quiet, save for the rustle of clothes and the low thump of music still drifting up from downstairs. The jocks gave each other high-fives, murmuring about how “wild” we were before heading off for beers and more bravado.

And just like that, it was over.

I crawled toward Lexi, our limbs trembling, and wrapped my arms around her bare, flushed body. Her hair was a mess. Her skin glistened. She looked both ruined and radiant.

“You okay?” I whispered, searching her face.

“Are you kidding?” she said, her voice hoarse but thrilled. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. What about you?”

I let out a soft, breathless laugh. “Same.”

We lay there in silence for a moment, our bodies tangled together, recovering.

Once the last of the guys had gone, Lexi sat up and looked at me, her expression suddenly serious.

“I have to ask you something,” she said softly. “I haven’t seen Zach around in a while. And... you’re kinda new. Like, suspiciously new.”

My heart thudded in my chest.

I tried to play it cool. “Yeah?”

She tilted her head. “You knew about the Lotus Orchid. Not many people do.”

“Everyone talks about it,” I deflected, but even I didn’t believe my own lie.

“Have you seen it? Did you... take it?” Her voice was gentle now, coaxing. She reached over and brushed a strand of hair from my face, her eyes big and sympathetic. “You can tell me. I won’t say a word.”

I bit my lower lip, suddenly shy. The truth burned on my tongue.

And for the first time since everything changed, I considered telling someone.

Really telling someone.

Someone who might actually understand.


Chapter Eight



“Yes,” I admitted finally, my voice soft but steady. “I was Zach yesterday.”

Lexi’s eyes widened before she let out a laugh that echoed with pure delight. “I knew it!” she cried, nearly shouting. “I fucking knew it!”

I blinked, startled. “How the hell did you guess?”

“You kiss like him,” she said, grinning. “It’s different now, of course, but... there’s something familiar. A certain pressure, the way you hesitate right before going all in. I couldn’t shake it.”

“You don’t think it’s weird?” I asked. My voice was light, but I couldn’t quite hide the edge of anxiety beneath it.

“Not even a little,” she said, with a shrug that was almost smug. “I knew you wanted more than pro football. You’ve been itching to break out for years.”

I let out a small, disbelieving laugh. “It’s fucking weird,” I said again, this time with a smile. “But I’m growing into it.”

“You are, you little slut,” she teased, nudging me playfully in the shoulder. “You just let a room full of jocks stretch out every hole you’ve got. Seems like you’re adjusting just fine.”

I blushed, but I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face. I leaned in and kissed her again—longer this time, slower. Her fingers slid up into my hair, and her tongue brushed past my lips like she’d been waiting for it all night.

When we pulled apart, I was the one with a question.

“I didn’t know you were bisexual,” I said quietly.

“Most people don’t,” she replied. Her voice softened. “Do you think you are? I mean... now that you’ve been with me and about half a dozen guys?”

I let out a laugh, unsure how to answer. “I don’t know about other girls,” I admitted. “But I know I like you.”

Her smile flickered, then softened. “It’s hard for me, you know? If I find a girl I like, she usually wants me to choose—either I’m straight or I’m gay. And I’m supposed to be monogamous, or I’m some kind of threat.”

“That sucks,” I said, frowning. “I’m sorry.”

She looked down, then up at me again. “But you...” She hesitated, her eyes searching mine. “Now that you are a woman...”

I leaned in and kissed her again, gently, trying to say everything she needed to hear without speaking. “I love you just the way you are,” I whispered when we finally broke apart.

Her arms wrapped around me like she’d been waiting years to hear those words. “You have no idea how good it feels to hear that.”

She pulled back just enough to grin at me. “It would be fun to do more of this together,” she added with a teasing glint in her eye. “Usually it’s just one cheerleader in this room at a time.”

“Fucking prudes,” I laughed, rolling my eyes.

She laughed with me, but then tilted her head. “So... do you think you’ll stay this way?”

I sighed, my expression sobering. “Honestly? I don’t think I can change back until I truly want to. I can keep lying to myself, pretending this was just an accident... or I can finally admit that this is what I want. This is what feels right.”

“What?” she teased. “Having three cocks in you at once?”

I laughed again, blushing. “Something like that.”

Lexi sat up straighter, suddenly brimming with excitement. “Well, first things first—we need to get you some real clothes and actual makeup. You’re not surviving long in that outfit.”

“I’d like that,” I said sincerely. “I like you, Lexi.”

“I like you too, Zoe.” She paused. “You think you’ll keep that name?”

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “I haven’t figured out how to approach the rest of my life yet. No more football. No scholarship. I’ll have to re-enroll as someone new.”

“You’ll need a new ID,” she said, her brow furrowed.

“Shit. That’s right,” I groaned.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her voice warm and steady. “I’ll help you. We’ll figure it all out.”

My heart swelled. I couldn’t believe that, just yesterday, I saw her as little more than a cute cheerleader. She was so much more than that—smart, grounded, fiercely kind. And somehow, she saw me—not just the body I’d woken up in, but the whole person, even the parts I hadn’t accepted yet.

She reached for my hands and pressed a soft kiss to my knuckles. “Let’s get dressed and go back downstairs,” she said gently. “Enjoy the party. Think about the hard stuff later.”

I nodded. The rest of the night passed more quietly, the heat of the earlier chaos replaced by something deeper—comfort, connection, possibility. I stayed close to Lexi, and she didn’t let go of my hand once.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. I didn’t know what my new life would look like or who I would be in five years.

But for the first time in my life, I wasn’t trying to perform for anyone else. I wasn’t clinging to a future I didn’t want. I was free.

Free to be soft. Free to be sexual. Free to be someone new.

I was excited about my body—my curves, my breasts, the thrill of discovering how it felt to be touched, kissed, admired. I was excited to buy new clothes and makeup. To flirt. To dance. To feel seen.

And yes—if the next party brought more wild nights and eager hands and whispered moans in the dark—I was excited for that too.

It wouldn’t be easy. It would take time. But it was true. It was the only truth I had ever fully felt.

And with Lexi by my side, I wasn’t afraid of any of it.
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