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The heavy silence of the campus library at midnight usually offered Elliot comfort, a thick blanket smothering his inadequacies. Tonight, however, it amplified the crushing weight of his isolation. He pushed a cart of mis-shelved sociology textbooks down the dim aisle. The squeaking wheel echoed like a dying animal. Rain lashed against the high arched windows, a relentless drumbeat matching the thudding resentment in his chest. He remained invisible here, a spectre haunting the stacks, unnoticed by the students who passed through—especially the golden ones, the elite who treated the university like their personal playground.

Just as he reached the circulation desk to initiate the closing sequence, the heavy double doors banged open, shattering the quiet. Bianca, the undisputed queen of the Omega Pi sorority, stormed in—a whirlwind of platinum blonde hair and expensive perfume that instantly overpowered the smell of dust and old paper. She looked breathtaking, a cruel masterpiece of biology clad in a soaking wet trench coat over a dress so short it barely qualified as clothing. Trailing behind her was a trembling pledge, a girl whose name Elliot didn't know and whom Bianca clearly didn't care to remember.

Bianca spun on her heel, her stiletto cracking against the terrazzo floor like a gunshot. "I told you to hold the umbrella, you useless little leech," Bianca hissed, her voice dripping with disdain as she shoved a stack of books into the pledge's arms. "If my hair frizzes before the mixer, your life is over. Now get these to the return bin and meet me at the car."

Elliot stood frozen in the shadows behind the desk, his hands gripping the edge of the counter until his knuckles turned white. He watched Bianca with a mixture of hatred and desperate, clawing lust. She represented everything he despised—entitled, arrogant, cruel—and yet the sight of her flushed cheeks and heaving chest made his mouth run dry. As she adjusted her bag on her shoulder, berating the sobbing pledge, she failed to notice the heavy, antique brass key slip from her pocket. It hit the floor with a dull thud, masked by a clap of thunder from outside. Bianca turned and marched out, leaving the pledge to scramble after her.

Elliot waited until the doors swung shut before emerging from his hiding spot. He walked to where she had stood, the lingering scent of vanilla and rain tantalizing him. The key lay on the floor, looking out of place against the modern tiling; it was old, heavy, and ornate, pulsing with a faint, violet light that seemed to whisper to him. When he picked it up, a shock of warmth traveled up his arm, settling deep in his belly—a humming vibration that felt like a promise. He should have run after her. He should have called out. Instead, Elliot pocketed the key, his heart hammering against his ribs as a dark, intrusive thought took root.

Twenty minutes later, he stood shivering on the pavement outside the Omega Pi house. The massive Greek-revival mansion loomed in the darkness, its white columns glowing like bleached bones under the streetlamps. Rain soaked through his cheap hoodie, plastering his hair to his skull, but the key in his pocket felt searing hot against his thigh. He told himself he was just returning it. He would leave it in the mailbox, an anonymous good deed from the invisible library guy. But as he climbed the steps, avoiding the puddles that reflected the gloomy sky, his intentions warped.

He reached the grand oak door, and his hand moved without his conscious permission, retrieving the brass key. It hummed violently now, vibrating against his thumb. He looked at the lock—a heavy, complicated mechanism that appeared impenetrable—and felt a surge of adrenaline that banished the cold. He held the way in. With a trembling hand, Elliot slid the key into the lock. It accepted the metal with a slick, eager smoothness, like a lover welcoming a touch, and with a soft, decisive click, the mechanism turned.

The heavy brass key completed its rotation with a resonant, mechanical thrum that vibrated all the way up Elliot's damp sleeve. A sudden, blinding detonation of golden luminosity erupted from the hairline cracks of the door frame. He lacked the time to withdraw the key or even gasp; the moment the lock engaged, the massive oak door dissolved into a vortex of radiant energy that seized him by the chest. A force stronger than gravity, more violent than a riptide, yanked him across the threshold. His sneakers screeched uselessly against the wet stone of the porch before his feet left the ground entirely.

The cold, stinging bite of the rain vanished instantly, replaced by a suffocating, dense atmosphere that smelled of hothouse lilies, vanilla orchid, and the musk of expensive, chemically perfect perfume. The air inside felt heavy, a viscous medium that pressed against his eardrums and filled his lungs with a cloying sweetness. Elliot tried to flail, to grab onto a doorframe that no longer existed, but his body betrayed him. A searing, feverish heat ignited in the marrow of his bones, a molten fire that raced through his veins, boiling the rainwater on his skin into instant steam.

The foyer of the Omega Pi house spun around him, a nauseating carousel of cream-colored marble, gilded mirrors, and plush velvet drapes that seemed to bleed into one another like wet watercolors. He felt a sickening compression, as if his entire being were being squeezed through a microscopic tube. His skeleton groaned under the impossible pressure, his joints popping and grinding with the sound of snapping wet wood. Every inch of his skin felt stretched on a rack, pulled too tight over a frame that was rapidly shifting, dissolving, and reforming. The agony was absolute—a total rewriting of his biology that felt like being unraveled thread by thread and woven back together in a pattern his mind couldn't comprehend.

The floor rushed up to meet him, then tilted ninety degrees. He opened his mouth to unleash a guttural roar of terror, forcing all the air from his burning diaphragm into a scream meant to shatter glass. Yet, the sound that ripped from his throat started as a rough, masculine panic before fracturing mid-air. It spiraled upward in pitch, smoothing out into a terrified, melodious shriek that sounded alien and disturbingly feminine. The dissonance between the scream he intended and the sound he produced sent a fresh wave of horror crashing through his fading consciousness.

Gravity reasserted itself with punishing force, slamming him down onto a rug so thick it felt like animal fur. The impact knocked the wind out of him, leaving him gasping, his chest heaving with a rhythm that felt wrong—too shallow and too rapid. His vision grayed at the edges, the golden light dimming to a pulsing violet haze. With the last dregs of his strength, Elliot tried to push himself up, his arms trembling violently as he planted his hands on the fibers of the rug. He stared down at them, his brain struggling to process the visual input through the haze of pain and vertigo.

They were slender hands. The skin was creamy and flawless, devoid of the scars and calluses he had earned from years of shelving books. The fingers were long, elegant, and tipped with perfectly shaped, glossy fingernails painted a pristine, french-tip white. The realization hit him with the force of a sledgehammer, heavier than the darkness swallowing his mind: those were not his hands. The thought hung suspended in the void for a split second before the floor dropped out from under his awareness completely, and he plummeted into a deep, velvety oblivion.

Consciousness returned to Elliot as a slow, languid ascent through layers of satin warmth. The crushing headache and the tearing agony of his bones reshaping themselves had evaporated, replaced by a pervasive, heavy indolence that weighed comfortably on his limbs. He blinked his eyes open to a ceiling painted with a soft, baroque fresco of cherubs frolicking in pastel clouds. Sunlight, bright and unfiltered, poured through sheer white curtains that billowed gently in a breeze he couldn't feel, illuminating a room that smelled aggressively of expensive vanilla candles and fresh-cut peonies.

He tried to sit up, intending to rub the sleep from his eyes, but the movement felt foreign. His equilibrium had shifted lower, his torso felt strangely lighter yet front-heavy, and his legs moved with a liquid fluidity that startled him. When his hand brushed against his face, he froze. The skin under his fingertips was impossibly smooth, lacking the stubble he had been too lazy to shave for three days. His fingers traced the delicate slope of a cheekbone, the plush fullness of lips that felt swollen and sensitive, and the cascade of silk that spilled over his shoulders. He pulled a lock of hair forward into his field of vision; it was platinum blonde, glossy, and smelled of the same salon-grade products that had assaulted his nose in the library foyer.

Panic, sharp and cold, pierced the fog of his waking mind. He scrambled out of the massive four-poster bed, his feet sinking into plush white carpeting, and nearly lost his balance as his thighs brushed together with a friction he wasn't used to. He stumbled toward the antique full-length mirror standing in the corner, his heart hammering a frantic, hummingbird rhythm against ribs that felt too fragile to contain it.

The reflection staring back at him stopped the breath in his throat. It was Bianca. Undeniable, terrifying, and maddeningly real. Elliot stood frozen, his eyes—her eyes, icy blue and framed by lashes so long they brushed her brows—wide with shock. The library ghost, the invisible nobody, had vanished. In his place stood the queen of Omega Pi, clad in a whisper-thin silk slip the color of champagne that clung to her frame like a second skin. He raised a hand, watching the reflection mimic the movement perfectly, the manicured fingers hovering over the glass. The transformation was absolute.

He looked down at himself, his gaze traveling over the unfamiliar terrain of this new body. The slip barely covered the swell of breasts that were firm and heavy, their peaks pressing visibly against the delicate fabric. His waist was impossibly snatched, flaring out into hips that possessed a dangerous, statuesque curve. He ran his hands down his sides, gasping at the sensation. The tactile feedback was overwhelming; his palms slid over skin that felt polished, hydrated, and softer than anything he had ever touched. This body was a temple of high maintenance, a vessel curated with obsessive precision. There was no stubble, no blemishes, no rough patches. His legs, long and shapely, were hairless and smooth as marble, the muscles toned from expensive spin classes and personal trainers.

He gripped his own hips, feeling the solid reality of the bone structure beneath the soft flesh, his thumbs digging into the waist to test the elasticity of the skin. A strange, intoxicating heat began to bloom in his lower belly, a distinct and heavy throbbing that differed completely from the localized urgency of male arousal. This felt systemic, a deep-seated ache that radiated outward, flushing his skin with a rosy hue.

Driven by a compulsion he couldn't name, Elliot let his hands wander inward. He cupped his breasts, the weight of them in his palms sending a jolt of electricity straight to his groin. The nipples were exquisitely sensitive, hardening instantly under his touch, sending sharp, pleasurable signals to his brain that made his knees weak. He squeezed them, testing their firmness, marveling at the way the silk slip frictioned against the sensitive nub. His breath hitched, escaping his lips in a soft, airy moan that sounded entirely unlike him. It was Bianca’s voice—high, breathy, and dripping with innate entitlement. The sound of it turned him on even more.

He slid one hand down his flat
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