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Chapter 1


The Humiliation



The bass thumped through the walls of the Delta Sigma house, rattling the cheap plastic cups scattered across every available surface. Chad Thompson stood in the center of the main room, red Solo cup raised high, his Alpha Tau Omega brothers crowding around him like disciples at the feet of their god.

"And then she said—get this—she said she wanted to 'discuss our behavior at last week's mixer.'" Chad's voice boomed over the music. He took a long swig of his beer, foam dripping down his chin. "Like I give a fuck what some uptight sorority bitch thinks about how we party."

His brothers erupted in laughter. Jake, his vice president, slapped him on the back hard enough to make beer slosh out of his cup.

"Dude, which house was it again?"

"Kappa Delta Phi," Chad said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "You know, the weird ones who dress like they're going to a funeral half the time."

More laughter. Chad's chest swelled with pride. This was his kingdom—six-foot-two of pure muscle, square jaw, perfect teeth, and a throwing arm that had scouts from three NFL teams calling his agent weekly. He was untouchable.

"So what'd you tell her?" someone called from the back.

Chad's grin widened. "I told Madison—that's their president, the tall brunette with the resting bitch face—I told her that if she wanted to discuss our behavior, she should start by discussing why her sisters look like they shop at a fucking thrift store for goths."

The room exploded. Guys were doubled over, some spilling their drinks. Chad soaked it in, feeding off their energy like a vampire feeds on blood.

"Then I said maybe if they spent less time burning incense and reading tarot cards, they might actually get invited to decent parties."

"Holy shit, Chad!"

"You didn't!"

"Oh, I fucking did." Chad drained his cup and crushed it against his forehead. "And you know what she did? Just stood there staring at me with these creepy-ass eyes. Didn't say a word. Just stared."

"That's weird as hell, bro."

"Right? Fucking psycho." Chad tossed the crushed cup over his shoulder. "Whatever. Not my problem if they can't take a joke."

The party raged on. Chad did keg stands, made out with two different girls whose names he didn't bother learning, and took at least a dozen shots of cheap vodka. By two in the morning, most people had either passed out or stumbled home. Chad found himself on the back porch, pissing into the bushes and enjoying the cool night air on his face.

"Chad Thompson."

The voice came from behind him, smooth and cold as a knife blade. Chad fumbled with his zipper and spun around.

Madison stood at the edge of the porch, her dark hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. She wore all black—jeans, turtleneck, boots. Behind her stood five other girls, also dressed in black, their faces expressionless.

"Jesus Christ, you scared the shit out of me." Chad's words slurred together. "What the fuck are you doing here? This is a closed party."

"We need to talk." Madison climbed the porch steps, her boots clicking against the wood. "About what you said earlier."

Chad laughed, stumbling slightly as he tried to lean against the railing. "Oh, come on. Can't you take a fucking joke? It was just guy talk."

"Guy talk." Madison's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "You humiliated me in front of the entire Greek council. Called my sisters 'goth rejects' and said we were too ugly to get real dates."

"I mean..." Chad shrugged, grinning. "If the shoe fits."

One of the girls behind Madison—a redhead with pale skin and green eyes—stepped forward. "We should just do it now. He's drunk enough."

"Patience, Sarah." Madison held up one hand. "I want him to understand first."

"Understand what?" Chad's alcohol-soaked brain was having trouble keeping up. "Look, if you want an apology or whatever, fine. I'm sorry. There. Happy?"

"An apology won't fix this." Madison moved closer, and Chad caught a whiff of something strange—herbs and smoke and something else he couldn't identify. "You've disrespected the wrong sorority, Chad. Kappa Delta Phi isn't like other houses. We have... traditions. Old traditions."

"What, like hazing?" Chad laughed again, but it sounded hollow even to his own ears. "Gonna make me drink a gallon of milk?"

"We're witches, Chad." Madison said it so matter-of-factly that for a moment Chad thought he'd misheard her. "Real witches. And you just publicly humiliated our coven's high priestess."

The other girls moved forward, forming a semicircle around him. Chad's heart started to pound, but he forced himself to laugh.

"Okay, this is a good prank. You almost had me." He tried to push past them. "But I'm tired and drunk, so I'm gonna⁠—"

Madison's hand shot out and grabbed his wrist. Her grip was impossibly strong, fingers digging into his skin like iron bands. Chad tried to pull away and couldn't.

"What the fuck⁠—"

"You have two choices," Madison said, her dark eyes boring into his. "Choice one: we curse you right here, right now. Turn you into a toad, maybe. Or give you boils that never heal. Make your dick fall off. We have options."

"You're fucking insane." Chad's voice cracked. He pulled harder, but her grip didn't budge.

"Choice two: you become our pledge. Our legacy pledge, specifically. You'll go through our initiation process, follow our rules, and at the end, if you survive, we'll let you go back to your normal life. Mostly."

"This is bullshit." But Chad's bravado was crumbling. Something in Madison's eyes told him she wasn't joking. "You can't just⁠—"

Sarah stepped forward and whispered something in a language Chad didn't recognize. The air around them shimmered, and suddenly Chad's hand—the one Madison wasn't holding—began to tingle. He watched in horror as his fingernails turned black, then started to lengthen into claws.

"Stop! Stop it!" Chad's voice rose to a near-shriek. "Okay, okay! Whatever you want!"

Sarah said another word and the claws receded, his fingernails returning to normal. Chad's chest heaved, his breath coming in short gasps.

"So you'll pledge?" Madison's smile was sharp. "You'll become a Kappa Delta Phi legacy?"

"This is insane. You're all insane." But Chad nodded, his whole body shaking. "Fine. Yes. I'll do your stupid pledge shit."

"Wonderful." Madison released his wrist, and Chad stumbled backward, nearly falling over the porch railing. "We'll expect you tomorrow at our house. Six PM sharp. Don't be late."

"And wear this." One of the other girls—a blonde with ice-blue eyes—tossed something at him. Chad caught it reflexively. It was a hoodie, pink and white, with "KDP" emblazoned across the chest in glittery letters. "Gotta show your pledge pride."

"I'm not wearing this."

"You are," Madison said. "And you'll wear it everywhere. To class, to practice, to meals. Everyone needs to know you're our pledge now."

"My brothers will never let me hear the end of it."

"That's kind of the point." Madison turned to leave, her sisters following. At the edge of the porch, she looked back over her shoulder. "Oh, and Chad? Don't try to run. Don't try to back out. We'll know. And trust me, you don't want to find out what happens to pledge dropouts."

They disappeared into the darkness, moving so silently it was like they'd never been there at all. Chad stood alone on the porch, clutching the ridiculous pink hoodie, his heart hammering against his ribs.

"What the fuck just happened?"

His hand was still tingling where the claws had been. He looked down at his fingernails—normal, clean, exactly as they should be. For a moment, he wondered if he'd imagined the whole thing. Too much vodka, not enough water, maybe some bad weed in the mix.

But the hoodie in his hands was real. The faint smell of herbs and smoke still lingered in the air. And deep in his gut, Chad knew—knew with absolute certainty—that Madison hadn't been joking.

He stumbled inside, past his passed-out brothers, and made it to his room on the second floor. The walls were covered with posters of football players and swimsuit models. His desk was buried under empty protein shake containers and dirty laundry. The bed was unmade, sheets twisted into knots.

Chad collapsed onto it, still holding the hoodie. He should throw it away. He should call his dad, who was a lawyer. He should do something other than lie here like a scared little bitch.

But his body felt strange. Heavy and light at the same time, like he was floating and sinking simultaneously. His skin prickled with phantom sensations—fingers that weren't there, touches that didn't exist.

"Just a prank," he muttered, closing his eyes. "Has to be a prank. Witches aren't real. Magic isn't real."

But even as he said it, he didn't believe it.

Sleep came hard and restless. Chad's dreams were filled with dark eyes and whispered words, with hands that grabbed and pulled, with his body changing in ways that made no sense. He woke up what felt like every hour, drenched in sweat, his heart racing.

When morning finally came, pale sunlight streaming through his dirty windows, Chad felt like he'd been hit by a truck. Every muscle ached. His throat was dry as sandpaper. And there, draped across his desk chair where he'd thrown it, was the pink KDP hoodie.

"Fuck."

He grabbed his phone. Seven missed calls from his mom, three texts from Jake asking where he'd disappeared to, and one message from an unknown number.

Don't forget. 6 PM. Wear the hoodie. - M

Chad's stomach dropped. His first instinct was to text back, to tell Madison to go fuck herself, that he wasn't doing this. His fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Then he remembered the claws. The way Sarah had made them grow from his fingernails with just a few words. The absolute certainty in Madison's voice when she'd said they were witches.

He put the phone down.

"Okay. Okay, think." Chad paced his room, stepping over piles of dirty clothes and empty beer cans. "This is just hazing. Sororities haze. It's normal. They're just fucking with me, trying to scare me because I was a dick."

But his hand still tingled. And when he looked in the mirror above his dresser, he could have sworn his face looked different somehow. Softer around the edges, maybe. Less angular.

"No. No way. I'm just hungover."

He forced himself through his morning routine—shower, protein shake, quick workout in the house gym. His brothers were slowly waking up, stumbling around like zombies, complaining about headaches and asking who'd puked in the hallway.

Nobody mentioned the girls from last night. Nobody said anything about witches or curses or pink hoodies.

Maybe he really had imagined it.

Chad went to class, suffered through two hours of sports psychology, then hit the weight room for his afternoon training session. Coach ran them through drills until Chad's legs felt like jelly and his lungs burned. Normal. Everything was normal.

By five-thirty, he'd almost convinced himself the whole thing had been a drunken hallucination.

Then his phone buzzed.

30 minutes. Don't make us come get you. - M

Chad stared at the message. His thumb hovered over the delete button. He could ignore this. He could block the number, throw away the hoodie, pretend none of it happened.

But what if they really were witches? What if they really could curse him?

"Goddammit."

He drove back to the frat house, his hands gripping the steering wheel so hard his knuckles turned white. The pink hoodie sat in his passenger seat like a coiled snake. Chad kept glancing at it, half-expecting it to move on its own.

At five forty-five, he pulled into the parking lot of his house. His brothers were in the common room, watching some game on the big screen TV. Chad grabbed the hoodie and headed for the stairs.

"Yo, Chad!" Jake called out. "Where you going, man? Game's about to start!"

"I got a thing." Chad didn't stop walking.

"What thing?"

"Just a thing. I'll be back later."

He made it to his room and shut the door. The hoodie felt wrong in his hands—too soft, too light, like it was made of something other than regular fabric. Chad held it up to the light. The pink was almost luminescent, and the glittery "KDP" letters seemed to shimmer and shift.

"This is so fucking stupid."

But he pulled it on anyway. The hoodie was tight—way too tight for his broad shoulders and thick chest. The fabric stretched across his muscles, making him look ridiculous. The hem barely reached his waist, leaving a strip of his stomach exposed.

Chad looked at himself in the mirror and wanted to die. He looked like a joke. Like a punchline. His brothers were going to tear him apart.

5 minutes. - M

"Fuck my life."

He grabbed his keys and headed downstairs. The common room went silent when he walked in. Every single one of his brothers turned to stare. For a long moment, nobody said anything.

Then Jake started laughing. "Dude. Dude, what the fuck are you wearing?"

"Is that a sorority hoodie?" someone else asked.

"Why is it pink?"

"Holy shit, are you pledging KDP?"

The room exploded with laughter. Chad's face burned. He wanted to rip the hoodie off, wanted to punch someone, wanted to disappear.

"It's a bet," he said, his voice tight. "Lost a bet."

"What kind of bet makes you pledge a sorority?" Jake was doubled over, tears streaming down his face. "Bro, this is the funniest shit I've ever seen!"

"Yeah, yeah, laugh it up." Chad pushed through them toward the door. "I'll be back later."

"Wait, you're actually going somewhere in that?"

"Where are you going?"

"To their house, I guess." Chad yanked open the front door. "Like I said, lost a bet."

He escaped into the evening air, his brothers' laughter following him all the way to his truck. His hands shook as he started the engine. This was humiliating. This was beyond humiliating.

But it was just for a week. Madison had said a week. He could survive a week of humiliation. Then he'd be done, and everything would go back to normal.

The Kappa Delta Phi house sat at the edge of Greek row, separated from the other sororities by a large, overgrown yard. The building itself was old—Victorian-style, with dark wood siding and narrow windows. Where other sorority houses had cheerful decorations and well-maintained lawns, KDP looked almost abandoned.

Chad parked in front and sat for a moment, staring at the house. Every instinct told him to turn around and drive away. But his hand still tingled with the memory of those claws.

He got out of the truck and walked up the cracked sidewalk to the front door. Before he could knock, it swung open.

Madison stood in the doorway, wearing the same black outfit from last night. Behind her, the interior of the house was dim, lit only by candles.

"Right on time," she said. "Good boy."

"Don't call me that."

"Oh, I'll call you whatever I want, pledge." Madison stepped aside. "Come in. Your sisters are waiting."

Chad's stomach twisted, but he stepped through the doorway. Madison shut the door behind him with a sound like a coffin closing.


Chapter 2


The First Potion



Chad's eyes needed a moment to adjust to the darkness. Candles lined every surface—the mantle above the fireplace, the windowsills, even the stairs leading to the second floor. Their flickering light cast dancing shadows on the walls, making the whole place feel like something out of a horror movie.

"This way." Madison walked past him, her boots clicking on the hardwood floor. "The others are in the ritual room."

"The what room?"

Madison didn't answer. She led him down a hallway lined with old photographs—black and white images of stern-looking women in Victorian dresses, their eyes seeming to follow Chad as he passed. At the end of the hall was a door painted deep purple, covered in symbols Chad didn't recognize.

Madison pushed it open and gestured for him to enter.

The room beyond was circular, which made no sense given the square shape of the house from outside. The walls were stone instead of wood, and more candles burned in iron sconces. In the center of the room stood a large wooden table, and around it sat the five girls from last night.

Sarah, the redhead, smiled when she saw him. "Look at him in his pledge hoodie. Adorable."

"I feel like an idiot," Chad muttered.

"You look like one too," said the blonde with ice-blue eyes. She was even prettier up close, with high cheekbones and full lips. "I'm Brittany, by the way. Since we're going to be sisters."

"We're not going to be sisters. I'm a guy."

"For now," Brittany said, and the other girls laughed.

Chad's stomach dropped. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"Sit down, pledge." Madison pointed to an empty chair. "We have a lot to go over."

Chad sat, the tight hoodie riding up even further on his stomach. He tried to pull it down and failed. The other girls watched him with expressions ranging from amusement to something darker, something hungry.

"So here's how this works," Madison said, standing at the head of the table. "You're our pledge now. That means you follow our rules, attend our events, and complete whatever tasks we assign you. Standard sorority stuff."

"Okay." Chad relaxed slightly. "So this is just normal hazing."

"I didn't say that." Madison's smile was sharp. "Our hazing is a bit different. More... transformative."

"What does that mean?"

Instead of answering, Madison nodded to Sarah. The redhead stood and walked to a cabinet in the corner of the room. When she returned, she carried a crystal bottle filled with pink liquid that seemed to glow from within.

"Your first task," Madison said, "is to drink this."

Chad stared at the bottle. "What is it?"

"A potion."

"A potion."

"Yes. Made from herbs, flowers, a few other ingredients. Nothing that will kill you, if that's what you're worried about."

"I'm not drinking some random shit you mixed together." Chad pushed his chair back. "That's insane."

"You agreed to pledge," Brittany said. "Pledges do what their sisters tell them."

"Yeah, normal stuff. Not drinking weird glowing liquids."

Madison sighed. She held up her hand, and Sarah placed the bottle in it. Madison unscrewed the cap, and immediately the room filled with a sweet smell—strawberries and vanilla and something else Chad couldn't identify.

"This potion is part of your initiation. Every pledge has to drink it. It's tradition." Madison's voice was calm, reasonable. "You can either drink it willingly, or we can make you drink it. Your choice."

"Make me? How are you going to⁠—"

The other four girls stood in unison. They began chanting in that same strange language from last night, their voices rising and falling in perfect harmony. The air in the room grew thick, heavy, pressing down on Chad's chest like a weight.

He tried to stand and couldn't. His body was frozen, locked in place by invisible hands.

"Stop! Stop it!" Panic flooded through him. "Okay, I'll drink it! Just stop!"

The chanting ceased. The pressure vanished. Chad gasped for air, his heart pounding so hard he thought it might burst.

"Good choice." Madison walked around the table and held the bottle out to him. "Drink it all. Every drop."

Chad's hands shook as he took the bottle. The glass was warm, almost hot, and the liquid inside swirled like it was alive. He raised it to his nose and sniffed. The sweet smell was stronger up close, making his mouth water despite his fear.

"What's it going to do to me?"

"You'll find out." Madison crossed her arms. "Drink, pledge."

Chad looked around the room at the five girls watching him. Their faces were expressionless, giving nothing away. He thought about running, about throwing the bottle and making a break for the door.

But he remembered the claws. The way they'd frozen him in place with just a few words. These girls—these witches—could do things he didn't understand, things that shouldn't be possible.

He put the bottle to his lips and drank.

The liquid was thick, almost syrupy, coating his tongue and throat as he swallowed. It tasted like strawberries at first, sweet and fruity. But underneath was something bitter, something that made his stomach turn. He forced himself to keep drinking, tilting the bottle back until the last drop slid down his throat.

"Good boy," Madison said, taking the empty bottle from his hands. "Now we wait."

"Wait for what?" Chad's voice came out hoarse. "What's going to happen?"

"You'll see."

For a minute, nothing happened. Chad sat in his chair, waiting, his stomach churning with the thick potion. Maybe it was just a placebo, he thought. Maybe they were just fucking with him, making him drink some gross smoothie to humiliate him.

Then the heat started.

It began in his stomach, a warmth that spread outward like he'd swallowed hot coals. Chad gasped, pressing his hand to his abdomen. The heat intensified, flowing through his veins, reaching his fingers and toes, climbing up his neck to his face.

"What the fuck—what did you give me?"

"Just relax," Sarah said. "Fighting it makes it worse."

"Makes what worse?" Chad tried to stand, but his legs wouldn't cooperate. The heat was everywhere now, pulsing through his body in waves. His skin felt too tight, like he was wearing a suit two sizes too small.

His muscles began to ache. Not the good ache from a hard workout, but something deeper, something wrong. Chad looked down at his arms and watched in horror as they seemed to shrink, his thick biceps deflating like balloons losing air.

"No. No, no, no." He grabbed his left arm with his right hand, trying to stop the change, but his grip was weaker than it should be. "What's happening to me?"

"The potion is rebalancing your body," Madison said, her voice clinical. "Reducing muscle mass, softening bone structure. Don't worry, it's not permanent. Not yet."

"Not yet?" Chad's voice cracked. "Change me back! Change me back right now!"

"Can't do that. The potion has to run its course." Brittany leaned forward, studying him like he was a lab experiment. "Usually takes about an hour."

An hour. Chad had to endure this for an hour.

The heat in his chest intensified, focusing on his pecs. He looked down and saw them swelling, pushing against the tight fabric of the hoodie. Not with muscle—with something else. Something softer.

"Oh god." Chad pressed his hands to his chest, feeling the new weight there. "Oh god, are those⁠—"

"Breasts? Just little ones for now." Sarah grinned. "A-cups, maybe small B's. But don't worry, they'll get bigger."

"No!" Chad squeezed his chest, trying to make the swelling go down, but it only made them more sensitive. A jolt of sensation shot through him, not quite pleasure but not quite pain either. "Make it stop! Please!"

"Sorry, pledge. Like Brittany said, the potion has to run its course." Madison pulled out her phone and started recording. "Smile for the camera."

"Don't—don't fucking film this!"

But Madison ignored him, circling the table to get different angles. The other girls watched with expressions of fascination and amusement, commenting on each change as it happened.

"His waist is getting smaller," one of them said.

"Look at his hips. They're widening."

"His face is changing too. Softer. More feminine."

Chad wanted to scream, but his throat felt tight. The heat moved lower, concentrating in his groin. He knew what was coming and tried to stand, tried to run, but his body still wouldn't obey.

The sensation was indescribable—like something was pulling his cock and balls up into his body, reshaping him from the inside out. Chad doubled over, a strangled sound escaping his throat.

"That's the worst part," Sarah said sympathetically. "But it'll be over soon."

"Please," Chad whimpered. Tears streamed down his face. "Please stop this."

"Can't stop it. Already told you that." Madison knelt beside his chair, her phone still recording. "But hey, look on the bright side. You're going to make a very pretty girl."

The heat finally began to fade, leaving Chad gasping and shaking in his chair. His whole body felt wrong—lighter, smaller, softer in places that should be hard. He was afraid to look down, afraid to see what the potion had done to him.

"Go ahead," Brittany said. "Look at yourself."

With trembling hands, Chad pulled up the hem of the hoodie. His stomach was still flat, but his waist had narrowed considerably, giving him an hourglass shape. His hips flared out wider than before, straining against his jeans. And on his chest were two small but unmistakable breasts, nipples visible through the thin fabric of the hoodie.

"No." Chad's voice was higher than before, lighter. "This isn't real. This can't be real."

"It's very real." Madison stood and pocketed her phone. "The potion rewrote your body on a cellular level. You're still mostly male—for now—but you've got some very feminine features."

Chad reached down between his legs with shaking hands. His cock was still there, but smaller, softer. His balls had shrunk to almost nothing. Everything felt different, wrong, like his body belonged to someone else.

"Change me back," he said, his new higher voice breaking. "Please. I'll do anything. Just change me back."

"We will. Eventually." Madison smiled. "But first you have to complete your pledge period. That was the deal."

"You didn't say you were going to do this!" Chad gestured at his body. "You didn't say you were going to change me!"

"We said our hazing was transformative. What did you think that meant?" Sarah laughed. "Besides, this is just the beginning. By the time we're done with you, you won't even recognize yourself."

The words hit Chad like a punch to the gut. This was just the beginning. They were going to keep changing him, keep making him more feminine. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

"Now," Madison said, pulling something else from the cabinet. "Let's talk about your new wardrobe."

She held up a pink thong, the fabric so small it could barely be called clothing. Lace trim decorated the edges, and a tiny bow sat at the front.

"You're going to wear this under your clothes from now on. Every day. No exceptions."

"I'm not wearing that."

"Yes, you are." Madison's voice hardened. "Because if you don't, we'll give you another dose of potion. And trust me, you don't want that."

Chad stared at the thong, his new breasts rising and falling with each panicked breath. He thought about refusing, about telling them to go fuck themselves.

But he was scared. Scared of what else they could do to him, scared of how much worse it could get.

"Fine," he whispered. "I'll wear it."

"Good girl." Madison tossed the thong to him. "Put it on. Right now."

"Here? In front of all of you?"

"We're your sisters now. Sisters don't have secrets." Brittany leaned back in her chair. "Strip, pledge."

Chad's face burned with humiliation. His hands shook as he stood and unbuttoned his jeans. The denim slid down his narrower hips easily, pooling around his ankles. His boxer briefs followed, leaving him naked from the waist down.

The girls stared at his changed body, their eyes roaming over his wider hips, his smaller cock, his smooth skin. Chad wanted to cover himself but forced his hands to stay at his sides.

"Look at that cute little clitty," Sarah said, and the others giggled. "It's so tiny now."

Chad's face burned hotter. He grabbed the thong and stepped into it, pulling it up his legs. The fabric was soft but foreign, riding up between his ass cheeks and barely containing his shrunken genitals in front. The waistband sat low on his hips, emphasizing his new curves.

"Perfect," Madison said. "Now pull your jeans back up."

Chad did, the denim feeling looser around his waist but tighter around his hips and ass. The outline of the thong was visible through the fabric, a constant reminder of what he was wearing underneath.

"You'll wear that to class tomorrow," Madison continued. "And to practice. And to bed. You only take it off to shower, and then you put on a clean one immediately after. Understand?"

"Yes," Chad said, his voice barely audible.

"Yes what?"

"Yes... ma'am?"

"Close enough." Madison walked to the door and opened it. "You can go now. But remember—six PM tomorrow. Same place. And if you tell anyone about what happened here, we'll know. And the consequences will be severe."

Chad grabbed his phone and keys with shaking hands. He stumbled out of the ritual room, down the hallway, and out the front door. The cool night air hit his face, and he sucked in deep breaths, trying to calm his racing heart.

His truck sat in the driveway. Chad climbed in and locked the doors, finally allowing himself to break down. Sobs wracked his smaller frame, tears streaming down his softer face. He pressed his hands to his new breasts, feeling their weight, their reality.

This couldn't be happening. It couldn't be real.

But it was. His body was proof. The thong riding up his ass was proof. The higher pitch of his voice when he cried was proof.

Chad started the truck and drove back to the frat house, his mind spinning. He had to fix this. He had to find a way to reverse what they'd done.

But deep down, in a place he didn't want to acknowledge, a small voice whispered that maybe he couldn't. Maybe this was permanent. Maybe he was going to keep changing until Chad Thompson didn't exist anymore.

The thought terrified him more than anything else.

He parked behind the frat house and snuck in through the back door, avoiding his brothers. His room was mercifully empty. Chad locked the door and collapsed on his bed, curling into a ball.

His body felt alien. The breasts pressed against his arms. The thong dug into his skin. His face felt different when he touched it—softer, more delicate.

"This is just temporary," he whispered to himself. "Just temporary. I'll get through the pledge period and they'll change me back. It'll be fine. Everything will be fine."

But even as he said it, he didn't believe it.

Sleep came eventually, fitful and full of nightmares. When Chad woke the next morning, the sun streaming through his window, he had a moment of hope that it had all been a dream.

Then he felt the weight on his chest and knew it wasn't.


Chapter 3


The Chanting Circle



Chad's phone alarm blared at six AM, the same time it went off every morning for his workout. He slapped at it blindly, his hand smaller than he remembered, and the weight on his chest shifted as he moved.

Right. The breasts. The fucking breasts.

He sat up slowly, afraid to look down but unable to stop himself. The tight pink hoodie had ridden up during the night, exposing his transformed stomach. His waist curved inward dramatically before flaring out at his hips. And on his chest, pressing against the fabric, were two unmistakable mounds.

"Fuck." His voice came out high and breathy, nothing like his normal deep baritone. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

Chad threw off his covers and stood, immediately feeling the thong slide between his ass cheeks. He'd almost forgotten about it during the night, but now it was impossible to ignore. The lace rubbed against his skin with every movement, a constant reminder of what they'd made him wear.

He walked to the mirror above his dresser, each step feeling different with his wider hips and changed center of gravity. When he saw his reflection, his stomach dropped.

His face had definitely changed. The strong, square jaw he'd been so proud of had softened into something more oval. His cheekbones seemed higher, more pronounced. His lips were fuller, pinker. Even his eyebrows looked different—thinner, more arched.

"No, no, no." Chad touched his face, watching his reflection do the same. "This can't be permanent. They said it wasn't permanent."

But looking at himself, at the undeniably feminine features staring back at him, Chad wasn't so sure.

A knock on his door made him jump.

"Yo, Chad! You coming to lift or what?" Jake's voice came through the wood. "We're heading out in ten."

"I'm—" Chad's high voice cracked. He cleared his throat and tried again, forcing it deeper. "I'm sick. Gonna skip today."

"Sick? Bro, you never skip."

"Yeah, well, first time for everything." Chad pulled the hoodie down, trying to hide his new shape. "I'll catch up with you guys later."

"Whatever, man. Feel better."

Jake's footsteps retreated down the hall. Chad let out a breath he hadn't realized he was holding. He couldn't let his brothers see him like this. They'd already laughed at the hoodie yesterday—if they saw what was underneath, he'd never hear the end of it.

His phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

Don't forget your thong, pledge. We'll be checking. - M

Chad's face burned. How the fuck would they check? Were they watching him somehow? He looked around his room, searching for cameras, but saw nothing.

Another buzz.

And come to the house at noon. We have more tasks for you.

Noon? I have class.

Skip it. This is more important.

Chad wanted to throw his phone across the room. He wanted to text back and tell Madison to go fuck herself. But his chest ached with the weight of his new breasts, and his voice was still too high, and he was wearing a fucking pink thong under his clothes.

They had all the power. He had none.

Fine.

He showered quickly, hyperaware of how his body felt under the water. His skin was softer, more sensitive. His nipples were hard and tender, sending jolts through him when the spray hit them. And between his legs, his cock was still small and soft, barely there.

Chad dried off and stared at the thong lying on his bathroom counter. Every instinct screamed at him not to put it back on. But Madison's warning echoed in his head.

He stepped into it, pulling it up his legs. The fabric settled between his ass cheeks, the front barely containing his shrunken genitals. Chad pulled on a pair of loose sweatpants and an oversized hoodie—not the pink KDP one, just a regular grey one from his closet. Maybe if he dressed baggy enough, no one would notice his changed shape.

The morning dragged. Chad stayed in his room, ignoring texts from his teammates asking where he was. He tried to study but couldn't focus. His mind kept drifting to what might happen at noon, what other "tasks" the sisters had planned.

At eleven-thirty, he couldn't take it anymore. Chad grabbed his keys and headed for his truck, taking the back stairs to avoid running into anyone.

The drive to the KDP house felt like driving to his own execution. His hands gripped the steering wheel so tight his knuckles turned white. The thong shifted with every movement, a constant reminder of his humiliation.

He parked in front of the Victorian house and sat for a moment, staring at the dark windows. Every part of him wanted to drive away, to keep driving until he was far from this campus, these witches, this nightmare.

But where would he go? What would he tell people? And would the changes reverse on their own, or would he be stuck like this forever?

The front door opened before he could knock. Brittany stood there, wearing a tight black dress that showed off her curves. Her ice-blue eyes raked over him, and a smile curved her lips.

"Right on time. Good girl."

"Don't call me that."

"Why not? You're wearing panties, aren't you?" Brittany stepped aside. "Come in. The others are waiting."

Chad walked into the dim interior, candles already burning despite it being the middle of the day. Brittany led him down a different hallway than last night, this one lined with mirrors instead of photographs. Chad caught glimpses of himself as he passed—the softer face, the narrower shoulders, the slight swell of his chest even under the baggy hoodie.

He looked away.

They descended a staircase he hadn't noticed before, going down into what must be the basement. The air grew colder with each step, and Chad could hear chanting—low, rhythmic voices speaking in that strange language.

"What's going on?" Chad's voice came out shaky. "What are they doing?"

"Preparing for your next ritual." Brittany glanced back at him. "This one's more intense than the potion. But don't worry—we'll take good care of you."

The staircase opened into a large circular room. The walls were stone, covered in symbols that seemed to glow faintly in the candlelight. In the center of the room, Madison and the other four sisters stood in a circle, all wearing long black robes.

"Ah, our pledge arrives." Madison's eyes gleamed in the flickering light. "Right on time. Strip."

"What?"

"You heard me. Take off your clothes. All of them."

"I'm not⁠—"

"Do you want another dose of potion?" Madison's voice was sharp. "Because we can arrange that. Make your breasts bigger, shrink your cock even more, maybe add some other changes. Is that what you want?"

"No." Chad's voice cracked. "No, please."

"Then strip. Now."

Chad's hands shook as he pulled off his hoodie. The cool air hit his skin, raising goosebumps. His small breasts were visible now, nipples hard from the cold and fear. He hesitated at his sweatpants.

"Everything," Sarah said. "We need you naked for this."

Chad closed his eyes and pushed his sweatpants down, followed by the pink thong. He stood in the center of the circle completely naked, his arms instinctively moving to cover himself.

"Hands at your sides," Madison commanded. "Let us see you."

Chad forced his arms down. The six witches circled him slowly, their eyes examining every inch of his changed body. He'd never felt so exposed, so vulnerable.

"The potion worked well," one of them said. "Look at those hips."

"And the breasts. They're coming in nicely."

"His cock is so small now. Cute."

Chad's face burned with humiliation. Tears pricked at his eyes, but he blinked them back. He wouldn't cry. He wouldn't give them the satisfaction.

"Kneel," Madison said, pointing to the center of the circle.

Chad knelt on the cold stone floor, his wider hips making the position feel different than it used to. The sisters formed a tight circle around him, their black robes brushing against his naked skin.

"What are you going to do?" Chad whispered.

"The second ritual," Madison said. "The potion changed your flesh, but this will change your bones. Your skeleton will reshape itself, becoming smaller, more feminine. It's going to hurt."

"No. No, I don't want⁠—"

"Too late." Madison raised her hands, and the others did the same. "Begin."

They started chanting, their voices rising and falling in harmony. The words were incomprehensible, ancient-sounding, making the air in the room vibrate. Chad felt it in his chest, in his bones, a deep resonance that made his teeth ache.

The candles flared brighter. The symbols on the walls began to glow, pulsing in time with the chanting. And then the pain started.

It began in his spine, a deep ache that quickly intensified into agony. Chad gasped, his back arching involuntarily. It felt like someone was pulling his vertebrae apart and putting them back together wrong.

"Relax," Sarah's voice cut through the chanting. "Fighting it makes it worse."

"I can't—" Chad's voice broke into a scream as the pain spread to his ribs. He felt them shifting, contracting, his chest cavity becoming smaller. "Please stop! Please!"

But the chanting continued, growing louder, more intense. The sisters' eyes were closed now, their faces serene despite Chad's screams.

His shoulders burned as they narrowed, the bones grinding and reshaping. His arms felt like they were being stretched and compressed at the same time, becoming more slender, more delicate. His hands cramped as his fingers lengthened slightly, becoming more graceful.

"Make it stop!" Chad sobbed, tears streaming down his face. "Please, I'll do anything! Just make it stop!"

The pain moved to his hips. This was the worst yet—a deep, tearing sensation as his pelvis widened even further, the bones cracking and reforming. Chad screamed until his throat was raw, his body convulsing on the stone floor.

His legs were next. The femurs shortened slightly, making him lose an inch or two of height. His thighs became softer, rounder, even without the muscle loss from the potion. His feet arched more, the bones reshaping to make wearing heels easier.

And through it all, the chanting never stopped.

Time lost meaning. Chad existed only in the pain, in the sensation of his skeleton being unmade and remade. He screamed until he had no voice left, then whimpered, then finally went silent, his body too exhausted to do anything but endure.

Finally—after what felt like hours but might have been only minutes—the chanting stopped.

The pain faded gradually, leaving Chad gasping on the cold floor. His whole body felt wrong, like he was wearing someone else's skin. Every bone ached, every joint throbbed.

"It's done," Madison said, her voice sounding distant. "Open your eyes, pledge."

Chad didn't want to. He wanted to lie on this floor forever, to sink into the stone and disappear. But slowly, painfully, he opened his eyes.

The sisters stood around him in a circle, their faces flushed with exertion. Madison knelt beside him, holding a mirror.

"Look," she said. "Look at what you're becoming."

Chad turned his head and saw his reflection. The face staring back at him was still recognizably his, but softer, more feminine. His bone structure had changed—narrower shoulders, more delicate collarbones, a slimmer neck. Even his skull seemed different, more oval than square.

"No," he whispered, his voice hoarse from screaming. "Change me back. Please."

"Can't do that. The ritual is permanent." Madison set the mirror down. "Your bones have been reshaped. Even if we wanted to reverse it, we couldn't."

"Permanent?" The word hit Chad like a physical blow. "You said—you said it wasn't permanent!"

"I said the potion wasn't permanent. Not yet." Madison smiled. "The ritual, though? That's forever. You're stuck with that body now."

Chad tried to sit up and collapsed back down, his muscles too weak. Brittany and Sarah moved forward, each taking one of his arms and helping him to his feet. His legs shook, barely able to support his weight.

"Let's get you dressed," Brittany said. "Can't have you walking around naked."

They led him to a corner of the room where a white robe hung on a hook. Sarah helped him into it, the fabric soft against his oversensitive skin. The robe was short, barely reaching mid-thigh, and the neckline plunged low enough to show the curve of his small breasts.

"There," Sarah said, tying the belt around his narrower waist. "Much better."

Chad looked down at himself. The robe emphasized every new curve, every feminine change. His hips flared out dramatically. His waist curved inward. His legs looked longer, more shapely despite being slightly shorter than before.

"I look like a girl," he whispered.

"You're getting there," Madison agreed. "But we're not done yet. Not even close."

She walked to a table against the wall and picked up a bottle of oil. The liquid inside was clear but seemed to shimmer with an inner light.

"This is consecrated oil," Madison said, returning to stand in front of Chad. "We're going to anoint you with it. Mark you as ours."

"What does it do?"

"It seals the changes we've made. Makes them permanent on a deeper level." Madison uncorked the bottle, and the scent of roses filled the room. "And it makes you more... receptive to future transformations."

"No. No more transformations." Chad tried to back away, but Sarah and Brittany held his arms. "You've done enough!"

"We've barely started," Madison said. She dipped her fingers in the oil and stepped closer. "Hold still."

She touched his forehead first, drawing a symbol Chad didn't recognize. The oil was warm, almost hot, and where it touched his skin it tingled. Madison drew more symbols on his cheeks, his neck, his collarbones.

"Your turn," she said to the others.

The five sisters surrounded him, all dipping their fingers in oil and marking his body. They drew on his shoulders, his arms, his chest. Their fingers lingered on his small breasts, circling his nipples with slow, deliberate strokes.

Chad gasped at the sensation. It wasn't quite sexual, but it wasn't not sexual either. His body responded despite his fear, his nipples hardening under their touch.

"Good girl," Brittany murmured, her fingers trailing down his stomach. "You're so sensitive now."

More oil on his hips, his thighs, his calves. The sisters worked in silence, their touches methodical but intimate. Chad felt like a doll being painted, an object being prepared for some unknown purpose.

Madison knelt in front of him, her oil-slicked fingers hovering near his groin.

"Wait," Chad said, his voice panicked. "Don't⁠—"

But Madison ignored him. She cupped his shrunken cock and balls in one hand, coating them with oil. The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure and shame mixing together until Chad couldn't tell them apart.

"There," Madison said, standing. "All marked."

Chad looked down at his body. The oil made his skin glisten in the candlelight, every curve highlighted. The symbols drawn on him seemed to pulse faintly, like they had their own heartbeat.

"What happens now?" he asked.

"Now you go home." Madison walked to the stairs. "Rest. Let the oil absorb. We'll see you tomorrow night for the next phase."

"The next phase?"

"Midnight tomorrow. Be here." Madison climbed the first few steps, then looked back. "Oh, and Chad? From now on, you'll wear women's clothes. All the time. We'll provide them. If we catch you in men's clothes again, there will be consequences."

"I can't wear women's clothes! My brothers will⁠—"

"Your brothers will laugh. Yes, we know." Madison's smile was cold. "That's part of the process. Breaking down who you were, building up who you're going to be. Now go."

The sisters filed out, leaving Chad alone in the ritual room. He stood there for a long moment, his oiled body shimmering, his bones aching from their transformation.

Finally, he climbed the stairs and made his way to the front door. His truck sat in the driveway, a reminder of his old life. Chad got in, the short robe riding up to expose more of his thighs.

He drove back to the frat house in a daze. His body felt alien, wrong, like he was piloting a machine he didn't understand. Every movement reminded him of the changes—the wider hips, the narrower shoulders, the breasts bouncing slightly with each bump in the road.

Chad parked behind the house again and snuck in through the back door. He made it to his room without seeing anyone, locked the door, and collapsed on his bed.

The oil soaked into his skin, leaving behind only the faint scent of roses. The symbols drawn on his body had faded, but Chad could still feel them—a tingling warmth that seemed to pulse with his heartbeat.

He pulled off the white robe and looked at himself in his full-length mirror. The changes were undeniable now. His body had a definite hourglass shape, with his waist curving inward dramatically before flaring out at his hips. His breasts were small but real, sitting high on his chest with pink nipples that were still hard from the sisters' touches.

Chad turned to the side, examining his profile. His ass had rounded out, fuller and softer than before. His thighs had a gentle curve to them. Even his calves looked more shapely, more feminine.

"This can't be happening," he whispered to his reflection. "This can't be real."

But it was. The evidence was right there in the mirror, in the body that no longer looked like his own.

A knock on his door made him jump. Chad grabbed the white robe and pulled it back on.

"Chad? You in there?" Jake's voice. "Dude, you've been MIA all day. Everything okay?"

"Yeah, I'm fine. Just still feeling sick."

"You sound weird. Your voice is all high and shit."

"It's just a cold." Chad cleared his throat, trying to force his voice deeper. "I'll be better tomorrow."

"Alright, man. Let me know if you need anything."

Jake's footsteps retreated. Chad let out a shaky breath and looked around his room. He couldn't keep hiding like this. Eventually, his brothers would see him. Eventually, everyone would see what he was becoming.

His phone buzzed. Another text from Madison.

Check your closet. We left you some things.

Chad's stomach dropped. He walked to his closet and opened it. Hanging where his football jerseys used to be were women's clothes—skirts, dresses, tight tops, all in various shades of pink and white. On the floor sat several pairs of heels, ranging from small kitten heels to towering stilettos.

A note was pinned to one of the dresses.

Wear the outfit on the left tomorrow. All of it. Including the shoes. We'll be watching. - M

Chad looked at the outfit. A tight pink crop top that would barely cover his breasts. A white miniskirt that would show off his legs. And a pair of three-inch heels.

"I can't wear this," he said to the empty room. "I can't."

But he knew he would. Because the alternative was worse. The alternative was more potions, more rituals, more changes.

Chad climbed into bed, still wearing the white robe. His body ached from the bone restructuring, every joint tender and sore. He curled into a ball, his small breasts pressing against his arms.

Sleep came eventually, but it was filled with nightmares. He dreamed of his body continuing to change, of waking up completely female. He dreamed of his brothers laughing at him, of the whole campus pointing and staring. He dreamed of Madison's dark eyes watching him, always watching.

When he woke the next morning, sunlight streaming through his window, Chad had a moment of hope that it had all been a dream.

Then he felt the weight on his chest and the ache in his bones, and he knew it wasn't.

He sat up slowly, every muscle protesting. The white robe had twisted around him during the night, exposing his changed body. Chad looked down at his breasts, his narrow waist, his wide hips.

This was his body now. These changes were permanent.

The thought made him want to cry, but he was too exhausted for tears. Instead, he stood and walked to his closet, staring at the women's clothes hanging there.

The outfit on the left. The crop top, the miniskirt, the heels.

Chad reached out and touched the pink fabric, his smaller, more delicate fingers trembling.

"Just get through today," he whispered to himself. "Just one more day."

But even as he said it, he knew it was a lie. This wasn't going to end in a day, or a week, or maybe ever.

The sisters had him exactly where they wanted him. And they were just getting started.


Chapter 4


The Wardrobe Overhaul



Chad stared at the outfit hanging in his closet, his stomach twisting into knots. The pink crop top looked impossibly small, like something designed for a child rather than a full-grown man. Even if that man now had a narrower frame and small breasts.

His phone buzzed on his nightstand.

You have one hour to get dressed and get to class. Don't even think about skipping. - M

"How does she know what I'm thinking?" Chad muttered, but he already knew the answer. These witches had ways of knowing things they shouldn't. Ways of seeing things they shouldn't see.

He picked up the crop top first, the fabric soft and stretchy in his hands. It was designed to show off a woman's figure, to hug every curve and leave the midriff exposed. Chad had hooked up with dozens of girls wearing tops like this. Now he was supposed to wear one himself.

"Fuck my life."

He pulled off the white robe, standing naked in front of his mirror. His body looked even more feminine in the morning light. The breasts seemed slightly larger than yesterday, the nipples a darker pink. His waist was impossibly narrow, his hips flaring out in an exaggerated hourglass. Between his legs, his cock hung small and soft, barely visible.

Chad grabbed a fresh pink thong from the drawer where the sisters had apparently left a whole stack of them. He stepped into it, the lace settling between his ass cheeks. The front barely contained his shrunken genitals, creating a smooth line that looked almost feminine.

Next came the crop top. Chad pulled it over his head, struggling to get it past his shoulders. The fabric stretched tight across his chest, molding to his small breasts and leaving his nipples clearly visible through the thin material. The hem stopped just below his breasts, leaving his entire stomach and lower ribs exposed.

He looked ridiculous. Like a frat boy playing dress-up, except his body actually filled out the top the way a woman's would.

The miniskirt was next. White and pleated, it had a zipper in the back that Chad struggled to reach. When he finally got it fastened, the waistband sat low on his hips, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh. Every movement made it ride up higher, threatening to expose the pink thong underneath.

Chad turned in front of the mirror, watching the skirt flare out. His legs looked long and shapely, the muscle definition he'd worked so hard for replaced by smooth, feminine curves.

"The shoes," he muttered. "Can't forget the fucking shoes."

The three-inch heels were pink to match the top, with thin straps that wrapped around his ankles. Chad sat on his bed and fumbled with the buckles, his fingers clumsy. When he finally got them on and stood up, he immediately stumbled.

Walking in heels was nothing like walking in sneakers or cleats. His weight distribution was all wrong, his balance completely off. Chad took a few experimental steps, wobbling with each one.

"This is impossible."

But he kept trying, walking back and forth across his room. Slowly, painfully, he started to get the hang of it. Small steps, weight on the balls of his feet, hips swaying to maintain balance.

After fifteen minutes of practice, Chad could walk without falling. It wasn't graceful, but it was functional.

His phone buzzed again.

Time's up. Get moving. And remember—we're watching.

Chad grabbed his backpack and headed for the door. His hand hesitated on the knob. Once he opened it, once he stepped into the hallway, there was no going back. His brothers would see him. The whole campus would see him.

"Just rip off the band-aid," he whispered.

He opened the door and stepped into the hallway.

The frat house was busy with morning activity. Guys heading to class, to the gym, to the dining hall. Chad made it three steps before someone noticed him.

"What the fuck?"

The voice came from behind him. Chad turned, his heels clicking on the hardwood floor, and found himself face-to-face with three of his brothers. Their mouths hung open, their eyes wide with shock.

"Chad?" Jake stepped closer, his head tilted like he couldn't quite believe what he was seeing. "Dude, is that you?"

"Yeah." Chad's high voice cracked. "It's me."

"Why are you wearing—" Jake gestured at Chad's outfit. "What the hell is going on?"

"It's the bet. The one I told you about." The lie came easier than Chad expected. "I have to dress like this for a week."

"A week?" Another brother—Marcus, a linebacker—started laughing. "Bro, you look like a sorority slut!"

"I know." Chad's face burned. "Trust me, I know."

More brothers emerged from their rooms, drawn by the commotion. Within minutes, Chad was surrounded by a crowd of staring, laughing, phone-camera-wielding frat boys.

"Holy shit, look at his legs!"

"Are those real heels?"

"Dude, do you have tits?"

"Let me see!" Someone reached out and grabbed Chad's chest, squeezing his small breast through the crop top. Chad yelped and stumbled backward, his heel catching on the floor.

"Don't fucking touch me!"

"They're real!" The guy who'd grabbed him—Tyler, a sophomore—held up his hands in mock surrender. "Dude has actual tits!"

The crowd erupted in laughter and shouting. Everyone wanted to touch, to verify, to see if it was real. Chad backed against the wall, his heart pounding, as his brothers closed in.

"Back off!" Jake pushed through the crowd, putting himself between Chad and the others. "Come on, guys. Give him some space."

"But did you see⁠—"

"I saw. We all saw." Jake turned to Chad, his expression a mix of confusion and concern. "You okay, man?"

"I'm fine." Chad's voice shook. "I just need to get to class."

"In that?" Marcus gestured at Chad's outfit. "You're seriously going to class dressed like that?"

"I don't have a choice."

"What kind of bet makes you grow tits?" Tyler asked. "That's not normal, bro."

"It's complicated." Chad pushed past Jake, heading for the stairs. "I gotta go."

He made it down the stairs and out the front door, the laughter and shouting following him all the way. Students on the sidewalk stopped and stared as he passed. Some pointed. Some whispered. A few pulled out their phones to take pictures.

Chad kept his eyes forward, focusing on putting one foot in front of the other without falling. The heels clicked against the concrete, announcing his presence to everyone within earshot. The miniskirt swished around his thighs, riding up with each step. The crop top left his midriff completely exposed to the morning air.

He'd never felt so exposed, so humiliated, so completely and utterly vulnerable.

The walk to his first class—Advanced Statistics—took twice as long as usual. By the time Chad reached the building, his feet ached and his calves burned from the unfamiliar strain of the heels. He climbed the stairs to the second floor, each step a challenge, and pushed open the classroom door.

Every head turned to look at him.

The professor, Dr. Harrison, stopped mid-sentence. The forty students in the room went silent, their eyes locked on Chad's transformed body and feminine outfit.

"Mr. Thompson?" Dr. Harrison's eyebrows rose. "Is there something you'd like to share with the class?"

"No, sir." Chad's high voice carried across the silent room. "Just... lost a bet."

Laughter erupted. Students whispered to each other, their phones already out and recording. Chad made his way to his usual seat in the back, his heels clicking with each step, his face burning with shame.

He sat down and immediately regretted it. The miniskirt rode up even higher, exposing most of his thighs. The desk pressed against his small breasts. Everyone around him was staring, whispering, laughing.

"Alright, settle down." Dr. Harrison cleared his throat. "Mr. Thompson's fashion choices are his own business. Let's get back to regression analysis."

But the whispers didn't stop. For the entire fifty-minute class, Chad felt eyes on him. He heard snippets of conversation—"Is he wearing a bra?" "Look at his legs." "I heard he's pledging a sorority."

When class finally ended, Chad gathered his things and tried to leave quickly. But a group of girls from his class blocked his path.

"Oh my god, Chad?" One of them—a blonde named Ashley who he'd hooked up with last semester—looked him up and down. "What happened to you?"

"Lost a bet." The lie was wearing thin, but it was all he had.

"You look so different. Did you lose weight?"

"And get a spray tan?" another girl added. "Your skin is so smooth."

"Can I touch your hair?" A third girl reached out without waiting for an answer, running her fingers through Chad's hair. "It's so soft! What products do you use?"

"I don't—I mean—" Chad pulled away, his heart racing. "I have to go."

He pushed past them and out into the hallway, his heels clicking frantically as he tried to escape. But there was no escape. Everywhere he went, people stared. Everywhere he went, people whispered and pointed and laughed.

By the time Chad made it to his second class, he wanted to disappear. He wanted to crawl into a hole and never come out. But he forced himself to keep going, to sit through another hour of stares and whispers.

His phone buzzed during the lecture.

You're doing so well, pledge. We're very proud. Come to the house after your last class. We have a surprise for you. - M

Chad's stomach dropped. A surprise. That couldn't be good.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of humiliation. Every class was the same—stares, whispers, laughter. His professors tried to maintain order, but even they couldn't hide their shock at his appearance.

Between classes, Chad hid in bathroom stalls, trying to catch his breath and calm his racing heart. His feet throbbed from the heels. His legs ached from the unfamiliar way of walking. And his chest—his breasts—were sore from bouncing with each step, the thin crop top providing no support.

By the time his last class ended at three PM, Chad was exhausted. Physically, mentally, emotionally drained. He limped across campus toward the KDP house, his heels clicking a painful rhythm.

Madison was waiting on the front porch, wearing her usual all-black outfit. She smiled when she saw him approaching.

"Look at you," she said. "Walking in heels like you've been doing it for years."

"I can barely walk at all." Chad's voice was hoarse. "My feet are killing me."

"You'll get used to it." Madison opened the front door. "Come inside. The others are waiting."

Chad followed her into the dim interior, the candles already burning. They went to a room on the first floor that Chad hadn't seen before—large and open, with racks of clothing lining the walls.

The five other sisters were there, along with what looked like a professional stylist. A petite woman with purple hair and multiple piercings, she looked Chad up and down with a critical eye.

"This is Violet," Madison said. "She's going to help us with your wardrobe overhaul."

"My what?"

"Your entire wardrobe is being replaced." Madison gestured to the racks of clothing. "Everything you own—every shirt, every pair of jeans, every pair of shoes—is going in the trash. From now on, you wear only what we give you."

"You can't do that!" Chad's voice rose. "Those are my clothes!"

"Were your clothes." Sarah held up a garbage bag. "We already cleaned out your closet. Everything's in here."

"Give those back!" Chad lunged for the bag, but Brittany caught his arm.

"Easy, pledge. You don't want to make this harder than it has to be."

"Let me see what we're working with." Violet circled Chad slowly, her eyes examining every inch of his body. "The bone structure is good. The breasts are small but perky. Nice hips, good legs. Yeah, I can work with this."

"Work with—I'm not a fucking mannequin!"

"No, you're our pledge." Madison's voice was cold. "And you'll do what we say. Now strip. Violet needs to take measurements."

Chad looked around the room at the six witches and the stylist, all watching him expectantly. His hands shook as he reached for the hem of his crop top.

"All the way," Violet said. "I need accurate measurements."

Chad pulled off the crop top, exposing his small breasts. The cool air made his nipples harden immediately. He unzipped the miniskirt and let it fall to the floor, standing in just the pink thong and heels.

"The thong too," Madison said.

"Are you fucking kidding me?"

"Do I look like I'm kidding?"

Chad hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed the thong down, stepping out of it. He stood completely naked except for the heels, his arms instinctively moving to cover himself.

"Arms at your sides," Violet said, pulling out a measuring tape. "I can't get accurate numbers if you're all hunched over."

Chad forced his arms down, standing as straight as he could in the heels. Violet moved around him with professional efficiency, measuring his chest, waist, hips, inseam, everything. She called out numbers that one of the sisters wrote down.

"Thirty-four B cup," Violet said, measuring Chad's breasts. "They'll probably grow more, but that's what we're working with now."

"Twenty-four inch waist. Damn, that's tiny."

"Thirty-six inch hips. Nice and curvy."

"Inseam is twenty-eight inches. Perfect for mini skirts."

The measurements went on and on, each one a reminder of how much Chad's body had changed. When Violet finally finished, she stepped back and consulted her notes.

"Alright, I know exactly what he needs." She turned to the racks of clothing. "Let's start with the basics."

For the next two hours, Chad was dressed and undressed like a doll. Violet pulled outfit after outfit off the racks, making him try on dozens of different combinations. Skirts and dresses, crop tops and tight blouses, shorts that barely covered his ass and jeans so tight they looked painted on.

The sisters watched and commented on each outfit, discussing what worked and what didn't. They made Chad walk back and forth, turn in circles, bend over to see how much the skirts revealed.

"That one's too conservative," Sarah said when Chad tried on a knee-length dress. "We want her showing more skin."

"This is better." Brittany held up a dress that looked like it would barely cover Chad's ass. "Try this one."

Chad pulled on the dress—if it could even be called that. The hem stopped just below his crotch, and the neckline plunged almost to his navel. The fabric was so tight he could barely breathe.

"Perfect," Madison said. "That's going in the keep pile."

The "keep pile" grew larger and larger. Miniskirts and crop tops, tight dresses and skimpy shorts, all designed to show off Chad's new body. There wasn't a single modest piece of clothing in the entire collection.

"What about underwear?" Violet asked.

"We've got that covered." Sarah pulled out a box filled with thongs, g-strings, and lacy panties. All in various shades of pink. "She'll wear these from now on."

"And bras." Brittany held up a pink lace bra. "Can't have those tits bouncing around unsupported."

Chad was made to try on bra after bra until they found ones that fit properly. The sensation of wearing a bra was strange—the straps digging into his shoulders, the band tight around his ribs, the cups cradling his small breasts.

"How does it feel?" Madison asked.

"Weird." Chad adjusted the straps. "Uncomfortable."

"You'll get used to it." Madison smiled. "Just like you'll get used to everything else."

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Violet declared she had everything she needed.

"I'll have the rest of the wardrobe delivered to your room tomorrow," she said, packing up her measuring tape. "But you can take these home today."

She handed Chad a shopping bag filled with clothes—a week's worth of outfits, all revealing, all feminine, all designed to humiliate him.

"Get dressed," Madison said, pointing to an outfit laid out on a chair. "You're not leaving here naked."

The outfit was even worse than what Chad had worn to class. A pink tube top that barely covered his breasts, a denim miniskirt so short it showed the curve of his ass, and four-inch heels that made his earlier shoes look comfortable.

Chad pulled on the clothes, his movements slow and reluctant. When he was dressed, Madison handed him a small makeup bag.

"Violet showed me how to do basic makeup," she said. "From now on, you'll wear it every day. Foundation, mascara, lip gloss at minimum. I'll teach you how tomorrow."

"I'm not wearing makeup," Chad said, his voice cracking.

"Yes, you are." Madison's smile was sharp. "Unless you want another ritual tonight. We could work on your voice some more. Make it even higher, breathier. More feminine."

Chad's hand instinctively went to his throat. His voice was already too high, too light. The thought of it getting worse made his stomach turn.

"Fine," he whispered. "I'll wear the makeup."

"Good girl." Madison patted his cheek. "Now get out of here. We'll see you tomorrow night. Midnight. Don't be late."

Chad grabbed the shopping bag and his backpack, then headed for the door. Each step in the four-inch heels was torture, his ankles wobbling with every movement. The tube top felt like it might slip down at any moment, and the miniskirt rode up so high he had to keep tugging it down.

The walk back to his truck was a nightmare. It was late afternoon now, and campus was busy with students heading to dinner or evening activities. Everyone stared. Some laughed. Others pulled out their phones to record.

"Is that Chad Thompson?"

"Holy shit, look at his outfit!"

"Dude's got tits!"

"I heard he's transitioning."

The whispers followed Chad all the way to his truck. He climbed in, grateful for the privacy, and sat for a moment with his hands gripping the steering wheel.

His reflection in the rearview mirror was shocking. The tight tube top emphasized his small breasts, the miniskirt showed off his smooth, shapely legs, and his face—even without makeup—looked undeniably feminine. Softer, prettier, nothing like the square-jawed quarterback who'd ruled this campus just days ago.

"This isn't real," Chad whispered to his reflection. "This can't be real."

But it was. Every curve, every change, every humiliating piece of clothing proved it was real.

He started the truck and drove back to the frat house, dreading what awaited him there. His brothers had already seen him in the crop top and miniskirt this morning. What would they say about this outfit?

Chad parked in his usual spot and grabbed his bags. The sun was setting, casting long shadows across the parking lot. He took a deep breath and headed for the front door.

The common room was packed. It was Thursday night, which meant most of the brothers were home, pre-gaming before heading out to the bars. The TV was on, music was playing, and the smell of cheap beer filled the air.

Chad opened the front door and stepped inside.

The room went silent.

Every single one of his brothers turned to stare. Forty pairs of eyes locked onto his body, taking in the tube top, the miniskirt, the heels, the shopping bag full of women's clothes.

"Jesus Christ," Jake said, his beer halfway to his mouth. "Chad, what the fuck happened to you?"

"Same bet." Chad's high voice barely carried over the music. "Just... different outfit."

"Different outfit?" Marcus stood up from the couch, his massive frame towering over Chad. "Bro, you look like a hooker!"

Laughter erupted. Guys were doubled over, some spilling their drinks, others pulling out their phones to record. Chad's face burned as he tried to push through the crowd toward the stairs.

"Wait, wait!" Tyler blocked his path. "Let us see the whole thing. Turn around."

"Move."

"Come on, just one little spin." Tyler grabbed Chad's arm and tried to spin him. Chad pulled away, but his heel caught on the carpet and he stumbled. Tyler caught him, his hands landing on Chad's waist. "Damn, your waist is tiny! And your skin is so soft!"

"Get off me!" Chad shoved Tyler away, but more hands reached out to touch. Someone grabbed his ass. Someone else squeezed his breast. Hands were everywhere, groping, touching, violating.

"Stop!" Chad's voice rose to a shriek. "Stop touching me!"

"Guys, back off!" Jake pushed through the crowd again, putting himself between Chad and the others. "What the hell is wrong with you? Leave him alone!"

"We're just having fun," Marcus said, but he stepped back. "Dude's dressed like he wants attention."

"I don't want this!" Chad's voice cracked, tears threatening to spill. "I don't want any of this!"

"Then why are you wearing it?" someone called from the back.

"Because I have to!" The words burst out before Chad could stop them. "Because if I don't, they'll⁠—"

He caught himself, remembering Madison's warning. Don't tell anyone. They'll know.

"They'll what?" Jake's expression shifted to concern. "Chad, are you in trouble? Is someone making you do this?"

"No." Chad shook his head. "No, it's just the bet. I'm fine."

"You don't look fine."

"I'm fine!" Chad pushed past Jake and ran for the stairs, his heels clicking frantically against the hardwood. He made it to his room and slammed the door, locking it behind him.

His heart pounded. His hands shook. Tears streamed down his face, and he couldn't stop them.

The room looked different than this morning. His posters were gone, replaced by pictures of fashion models and actresses. His weights had been removed. And his bed—his plain blue sheets had been replaced with pink satin ones.

"No." Chad walked to his closet and threw it open. Every single piece of his old clothing was gone. In their place hung dozens of dresses, skirts, tops, all in various shades of pink and white. The floor was lined with heels, from small kitten heels to towering six-inch stilettos.

His dresser drawers had been emptied and refilled with lingerie. Thongs, g-strings, lacy panties, push-up bras, all in pink and white.

Everything that made this room his—everything that proved Chad Thompson existed—had been erased.

Chad sank to the floor, his back against the closet door, and sobbed. Not quiet tears, but full-body sobs that shook his smaller frame. He cried for his body, for his voice, for his life that was being stolen piece by piece.

His phone buzzed. Through blurry eyes, Chad saw a text from Madison.

Like your new room? We thought it needed a more feminine touch. Sweet dreams, pledge. Tomorrow's going to be a big day. - M

Attached was a photo. Chad opened it and felt his stomach drop.

It was him, standing in the KDP house, wearing the tube top and miniskirt. But his face had been edited—full makeup, longer hair, bigger breasts. He looked completely female, stunningly beautiful in a way that made Chad's chest ache.

The caption read: Coming soon.

Chad stared at the photo, unable to look away. That was what they were turning him into. That was their end goal.

Not just feminizing him. Not just humiliating him.

They were going to erase Chad Thompson completely and replace him with someone else. Someone female. Someone who existed only to serve them.

Another text came through.

By the way, we've enrolled you in some new classes. You're dropping football practice—you won't need that anymore. Your new schedule starts Monday. Dance, yoga, beauty and cosmetics. Much more appropriate for a girl like you. - M

"No." Chad's voice was barely a whisper. "No, they can't do that. They can't just change my schedule."

But even as he said it, he knew they could. They were witches. They could do whatever they wanted.

His phone buzzed again. This time it was a video.

Chad pressed play, his hands shaking.

The video showed him in the ritual room, naked and screaming as the chanting circle worked their magic. The camera zoomed in on his face, capturing every expression of pain and fear. Then it panned down to show his body changing—his bones shifting, his shape transforming.

The video was clear, high-quality, undeniable evidence of what had happened.

This is our insurance policy, Madison's text read. If you try to run, if you try to expose us, if you do anything we don't approve of, this video goes public. To your family, your friends, your coaches, everyone. Imagine trying to explain this to your NFL scouts.

Chad's blood ran cold. The video would destroy him. Even if people believed it was real magic—which they probably wouldn't—it would ruin his reputation, his career, his entire future.

We own you now, pledge. The sooner you accept that, the easier this will be. See you tomorrow night. Don't forget your makeup. - M

Chad set his phone down and stared at the pink satin sheets on his bed, at the feminine clothes in his closet, at his reflection in the mirror—small breasts, narrow waist, wide hips, all wrapped in a slutty outfit.

They owned him. Completely and utterly. There was no escape, no way out.

He was trapped.

Chad stood slowly, his legs shaky in the high heels. He walked to his bed and sat down, the satin sheets cool against his exposed thighs. The shopping bag sat next to him, filled with more feminine clothes, more reminders of what he was becoming.

Tomorrow he'd have to wear makeup. Tomorrow he'd have to continue pretending this was all just a bet. Tomorrow he'd have to endure more stares, more whispers, more humiliation.

And tomorrow night, at midnight, there would be another ritual. Another change. Another piece of Chad Thompson erased forever.

He lay back on the pink sheets, still wearing the tube top and miniskirt, and stared at the ceiling. His small breasts rose and fell with each breath. His narrow waist curved inward. His wide hips pressed against the mattress.

This was his body now. This was his life now.

And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Chad closed his eyes, exhaustion finally overtaking fear. Sleep came slowly, filled with dreams of transformation, of his body continuing to change, of waking up as someone else entirely.

When morning came, when the sun streamed through his window and his alarm went off, Chad would have to get up and do it all over again.

Put on the feminine clothes. Apply the makeup. Walk across campus in heels while everyone stared.

And every day, he'd become a little less Chad and a little more whoever—whatever—the sisters wanted him to be.


Chapter 5


The Mind-Altering Tea



Friday morning came too soon. Chad's alarm blared at six AM, dragging him from dreams where he still had his old body, where none of this had happened. For three blissful seconds after waking, he forgot. Then he felt the weight on his chest and remembered everything.

He sat up slowly, the pink satin sheets sliding off his body. The tube top had ridden up during the night, exposing his small breasts. Chad looked down at them, at the way they moved when he breathed, and felt sick.

His phone buzzed with a message from Madison.

Good morning, sunshine! Don't forget—full makeup today. There's a tutorial on YouTube we sent to your email. Follow it exactly. And wear the outfit we laid out on your chair. You have class in two hours. - M

Chad looked at his desk chair. Draped over it was an outfit even more revealing than yesterday's. A white crop top that looked like it would barely cover his nipples, a pink pleated skirt that couldn't be more than ten inches long, and five-inch heels with ankle straps.

"I can't wear that to class," Chad whispered. But he knew he would. He had no choice.

He grabbed his phone and found the email from Madison. The YouTube link led to a makeup tutorial titled "Natural Everyday Look for Beginners." Chad watched it once, his stomach churning, then gathered the makeup bag from his desk and headed to the bathroom.

The frat house was quiet this early. Most of his brothers were still sleeping off last night's drinking. Chad locked the bathroom door and stared at himself in the mirror.

His face was already feminine—soft jawline, high cheekbones, full lips. But without makeup, he still looked somewhat like himself. Somewhat like Chad Thompson.

That was about to change.

He opened the makeup bag and laid out the contents. Foundation, concealer, powder, blush, mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, lip gloss. So many products, so many steps. Chad pulled up the video on his phone and started following along.

The foundation went on first, smoothing out his skin tone and making it look flawless. Then concealer under his eyes to hide the dark circles from lack of sleep. Powder to set it all. Each step made his face look more feminine, more artificial.

Blush on his cheekbones gave his face a healthy glow. Eyeshadow—a soft pink—made his eyes look bigger. The eyeliner was the hardest part. Chad's hands shook as he tried to draw a thin line along his upper lids. It took four tries before he got it somewhat even.

Mascara made his lashes look longer, darker, more noticeable. And finally, the lip gloss—a shimmery pink that made his full lips look even more pouty and feminine.

Chad stared at his reflection when he was done. The person looking back at him was beautiful. Undeniably, heartbreakingly beautiful. With the makeup, there was no trace of Chad Thompson left. Just a pretty girl with perfect skin and big eyes and glossy lips.

"Fuck," he whispered, his high voice sounding even more feminine with the visual to match.

He gathered his makeup and headed back to his room, praying no one would see him. But as he reached his door, Jake's door opened across the hall.

"Chad?" Jake's eyes went wide. "Holy shit, dude. Is that makeup?"

"Yeah." Chad's face burned. "Part of the bet."

"You look..." Jake trailed off, his expression unreadable. "You look really different."

"I know."

"Like, really different. If I didn't know it was you, I'd think you were just some hot girl." Jake stepped closer, studying Chad's face. "That's actually kind of freaky."

"Can we not do this right now?" Chad fumbled with his door. "I need to get ready for class."

"Right. Yeah. Sorry." Jake backed away. "But Chad? If you need to talk or anything... I'm here, man. This bet or whatever is getting pretty intense."

"I'm fine." Chad slipped into his room and locked the door. His hands were shaking again, making it hard to breathe.

He looked at the outfit on the chair. The white crop top, the pink miniskirt, the towering heels. With the makeup, wearing those clothes would complete the transformation. He wouldn't just look feminine. He'd look like a girl. A hot, slutty girl.

Chad stripped off the tube top and miniskirt from last night. He grabbed a fresh pink thong from his drawer and pulled it on, the lace settling between his ass cheeks. Then the white crop top.

The fabric was even thinner than he'd thought. When he pulled it on, his nipples were clearly visible through the material, dark pink circles that drew the eye immediately. The top ended just below his breasts, leaving his entire midriff exposed. His narrow waist and the gentle curve of his ribs were on full display.

Next came the skirt. The pink pleated fabric barely covered his ass. When Chad bent over even slightly, the hem rode up to expose the pink thong underneath. He could feel air on the tops of his thighs, on the curve of his ass. The skirt was so short it was basically decorative.

The heels were last. Five inches of pink torture that made his legs look impossibly long and shapely. Chad buckled the ankle straps and stood, wobbling slightly. He'd gotten better at walking in heels over the past day, but these were taller than anything he'd worn before.

He looked at himself in the full-length mirror and felt his stomach drop. The girl staring back at him was stunning. Makeup perfect, body incredible, outfit designed to turn heads. She looked like she belonged in a music video or on a magazine cover.

She looked nothing like Chad Thompson.

His phone buzzed.

Perfect timing! Come to the house before class. We have something for you. - M

Chad grabbed his backpack and headed out. The walk down the stairs was treacherous in the five-inch heels, each step requiring careful balance. He made it to the front door without seeing any of his brothers, which felt like a small miracle.

The morning air was cool on his exposed skin. Chad's thighs, his stomach, his arms—all bare, all on display. He walked quickly toward his truck, but students were already out, heading to early classes or the gym.

"Damn, look at her," someone said as Chad passed.

"Those legs go on forever."

"Is that Chad Thompson?"

"No way. Can't be."

But it was. Chad climbed into his truck and drove to the KDP house, his heart pounding the entire way. What did Madison want? What new humiliation awaited him?

The Victorian house looked even more imposing in the morning light. Chad parked and walked up the cracked sidewalk, his heels clicking with each step. The front door opened before he could knock.

Sarah stood there, wearing black as always. Her eyes raked over Chad's body, and she smiled.

"Look at you," she said. "All dolled up. You did a great job with the makeup."

"Thanks," Chad muttered.

"Come in. The others are in the kitchen."

Chad followed her through the dim hallways to a large kitchen at the back of the house. The other five sisters sat around a wooden table, and in the center was a teapot and several delicate china cups.

"There's our pretty pledge," Madison said, standing. "Come sit. We're having tea."

"I don't really like tea."

"You'll like this tea." Madison pulled out a chair. "Sit."

Chad sat, the short skirt riding up even further. He tugged at the hem, trying to maintain some modesty, but it was useless. The sisters could definitely see his pink thong.

Brittany poured tea into one of the china cups and slid it across the table to Chad. The liquid was pale green and smelled like mint and something else—something sweet and floral.

"Drink up," Madison said. "All of it."

Chad stared at the tea. After the potion and the ritual, he knew better than to trust anything these witches gave him. But he also knew he had no choice.

"What's it going to do to me?" he asked.

"Nothing bad. It's just going to help you adjust." Madison smiled. "Make the transition easier. You've been fighting us so hard, fighting the changes. This will help you accept them. Embrace them, even."

"You're going to mess with my head." Chad's voice shook. "You're going to change how I think."

"We're going to help you be happy," Sarah said. "Isn't that what you want? To be happy?"

"I want to be me again!"

"But you're not you anymore." Madison's voice was gentle but firm. "Look at yourself, Chad. Look at your body, your face, your clothes. That person you were? He's gone. The sooner you accept that, the sooner you can start enjoying your new life."

"I don't want a new life."

"Drink the tea." Madison's tone hardened. "Or we'll make you drink it. Your choice."

Chad picked up the delicate cup with shaking hands. The tea was warm, almost hot, and smelled inviting despite his fear. He raised it to his glossy lips and drank.

The taste was pleasant—mint and honey with an underlying floral note. Chad drained the cup, and Madison immediately refilled it.

"Another," she said.

"How much do I have to drink?"

"Until the pot is empty. Three cups should do it."

Chad drank the second cup, then the third. By the time he finished, his stomach was full of the warm liquid, and a pleasant tingling sensation was spreading through his body.

"How do you feel?" Brittany asked.

"Weird." Chad set down the cup. "Kind of... floaty."

"That's normal. The tea takes about twenty minutes to fully kick in." Madison stood. "Let's go to the common room. We'll wait there."

The sisters led Chad to a comfortable room with plush couches and soft lighting. They made him sit in the center of the largest couch, surrounding him on all sides. The tingling sensation was getting stronger, moving from his body to his head.

"What's happening?" Chad asked. His voice sounded distant to his own ears.

"The tea is working," Sarah said. "Just relax. Let it happen."

Chad's thoughts started to feel fuzzy, like his brain was wrapped in cotton. Memories seemed less sharp, less important. The anger and fear he'd been carrying for days began to fade, replaced by a strange sense of calm.

"Tell me," Madison said, her voice soothing. "What's your name?"

"Chad." The answer came automatically, but it felt wrong somehow. "Chad Thompson."

"Are you sure?" Madison's eyes locked onto his. "Look at yourself. Look at your body, your clothes, your makeup. Does that look like a Chad to you?"

Chad looked down at his body. The white crop top barely covering his breasts. The pink miniskirt showing off his smooth thighs. The heels making his legs look long and sexy. The pink thong he could feel between his ass cheeks.

"I..." His thoughts swirled. "I don't know."

"You're not Chad anymore," Madison said softly. "Chad was a boy. A man. But look at you. You have breasts. You have curves. You're wearing makeup and a skirt and heels. You're beautiful. Feminine. You're becoming someone new."

"Someone new," Chad repeated. The words felt right somehow.

"What if we called you Chadette?" Brittany suggested. "Like Chad, but feminine. Pretty."

"Chadette." Chad—no, Chadette—tested the name. It sounded nice. Girly. "I like it."

"Of course you do." Madison smiled. "Because that's who you are now. Chadette. Our pretty little pledge."

"Your pretty little pledge," Chadette repeated. The fuzzy feeling in her head was getting stronger. Thoughts that used to be clear were becoming muddled. Things that used to matter were fading away.

"Tell me, Chadette," Sarah said. "Do you like boys or girls?"

"I..." Chadette's brow furrowed. She used to like girls. She'd hooked up with dozens of them. But now, thinking about it, she felt... nothing. No attraction, no interest. "I don't know."

"Let me help you figure it out." Sarah pulled out her phone and showed Chadette a picture of a shirtless, muscular guy. "What do you think of him?"

Chadette stared at the picture. The guy was hot—chiseled abs, strong arms, handsome face. Something stirred in her chest, a flutter of interest she'd never felt before.

"He's... cute," she said, the words feeling strange but right.

"Just cute?" Sarah swiped to another picture, this one of the same guy in tight jeans that showed off his bulge. "What about now?"

The flutter became stronger. Chadette felt heat spreading through her body, pooling between her legs. Her small cock twitched in the tight thong.

"He's really hot," Chadette admitted, her face flushing.

"And what would you want to do with him?" Madison asked.

Chadette's mind filled with images—kissing him, touching him, getting on her knees for him. The thoughts should have horrified her, but instead they excited her. Made her feel warm and tingly all over.

"I'd want to..." Chadette bit her glossy lip. "I'd want to make him feel good."

"Good girl." Madison patted her head. "You're learning. Now, what about girls? Let me show you a picture."

She showed Chadette a photo of a beautiful woman in a bikini. Chadette looked at it and felt... admiration, maybe. The woman was pretty, had a nice body. But there was no attraction, no desire.

"She's pretty," Chadette said. "But I don't want to do anything with her."

"Interesting." Madison exchanged glances with the other sisters. "The tea is working faster than expected. Her sexuality is already shifting."

"What about us?" Brittany moved closer, her hand resting on Chadette's bare thigh. "What do you think about your sisters?"

Chadette looked at Brittany—her ice-blue eyes, her perfect skin, her confident smile. She felt... warmth. Affection. A desire to please.

"I like you," Chadette said simply. "I want to make you happy."

"That's perfect." Brittany's hand slid higher on Chadette's thigh, fingers brushing the edge of her miniskirt. "Because making us happy is your job now. That's what good pledges do."

"I want to be a good pledge." The words came easily, naturally. Chadette's old resistance, her old anger, had dissolved like sugar in water. All that remained was a desire to please, to obey, to be what they wanted her to be.

"Then let's teach you some things," Madison said. "Important things that every girl should know."

For the next hour, the sisters talked to Chadette. They taught her how to sit with her legs crossed at the ankle, how to flip her hair, how to giggle instead of laugh. They showed her pictures of fashion and makeup, teaching her what looked good and what didn't.

They talked about boys—how to flirt, how to tease, how to use her body to get what she wanted. Chadette absorbed it all, her fuzzy mind accepting everything they said as truth.

"Boys like girls who are confident but not too confident," Sarah explained. "You want to seem interested but not desperate. Make them work for it, but not too hard."

"Make them work for it," Chadette repeated, nodding.

"And when you're talking to a guy you like, touch your hair a lot. Bite your lip. Lean forward so he can see down your top." Brittany demonstrated, and Chadette mimicked her movements.

"Like this?" Chadette bit her glossy lip and leaned forward, her small breasts pushing against the thin crop top.

"Perfect!" Madison clapped. "You're a natural."

They taught her about gossip, about drama, about all the social dynamics of being a girl. Chadette found herself genuinely interested, genuinely excited to learn. These things mattered now in a way they never had before.

"Oh my god," she said at one point, using a phrase she'd never used before. "Did you see what Jessica wore to class yesterday? That skirt was so last season."

The sisters laughed, delighted. "See?" Madison said. "You're already thinking like one of us."

"I am?" Chadette felt a surge of pride. "Really?"

"Absolutely. You're becoming such a good little sister." Sarah squeezed her hand. "We're so proud of you."

The praise made Chadette feel warm inside, happy in a way she couldn't quite explain. Making her sisters proud felt important, more important than anything else.

"Now," Madison said, checking her phone. "You have class in thirty minutes. But first, let's practice your walk."

They made Chadette stand and walk back and forth across the room. The five-inch heels that had been torture yesterday now felt almost natural. Her hips swayed automatically, her steps small and feminine.

"More hip movement," Brittany instructed. "Really exaggerate it. You want people to notice you."

Chadette adjusted her walk, adding more sway to her hips. The short skirt bounced with each step, occasionally flashing the pink thong underneath. She caught her reflection in a mirror and smiled. She looked hot. Really hot.

"Perfect," Madison said. "Now, when you're walking and you see a cute guy, what do you do?"

"Um..." Chadette thought about it. "Smile at him?"

"Good start. But also make eye contact. Hold it for just a second longer than normal. Then look away and smile, like you're shy. Guys eat that shit up."

Chadette practiced, walking past an imaginary cute guy. She made eye contact with Sarah, held it for a beat, then looked down and smiled.

"Oh my god, that was adorable," Sarah said. "You're going to have boys falling all over you."

The thought made Chadette giggle—a high, feminine sound that came naturally now. Boys falling all over her. That sounded nice. Fun, even.

"One more thing before you go," Madison said. She pulled out her phone and opened a notes app. "We've made some changes to your schedule. You're officially dropped from the football team."

"I am?" Chadette felt a flicker of something—concern, maybe? But it faded quickly. "Why?"

"Because you don't need football anymore. You're not going to be a quarterback. You're going to be something better." Madison showed her the phone. "Look at your new classes."

Chadette read the list. Contemporary Dance. Hot Yoga. Beauty and Cosmetics 101. Fashion Design. Nutrition for Women.

"These are all..." Chadette trailed off, trying to find the word.

"Girl classes," Brittany supplied. "Classes that will help you be the best version of yourself. The prettiest, most feminine version."

"Oh." Chadette looked at the list again. "That actually sounds fun."

"It will be. And you'll meet lots of other girls, make new friends. Real friends who understand you." Madison pocketed her phone. "Your old friends—those frat boys—they don't get it. They don't get who you're becoming."

"They don't," Chadette agreed. Thinking about her brothers at the frat house felt strange now. They seemed distant, like people from another life. A life that didn't fit anymore.

"Alright, time for class." Madison walked Chadette to the door. "Remember everything we taught you. Walk with confidence. Smile at cute boys. And most importantly, enjoy being you. Enjoy being Chadette."

"I will." Chadette smiled, and it felt genuine. "Thank you. For everything."

"That's what sisters are for." Madison hugged her, and Chadette hugged back, feeling safe and cared for in a way she hadn't felt in days.

Chadette walked to her truck, her heels clicking on the sidewalk, her hips swaying naturally. Students stared as she passed, but instead of feeling embarrassed, she felt proud. She looked good. Really good. Why shouldn't people stare?

A guy walking past—tall, athletic, probably on the lacrosse team—made eye contact. Chadette held his gaze for a beat, then looked down and smiled, exactly like Madison had taught her.

"Hey," the guy said, stopping. "I'm Derek. I don't think we've met."

"I'm Chadette." The name rolled off her tongue easily now. "Nice to meet you."

"You're really pretty." Derek's eyes traveled down her body, taking in the crop top, the miniskirt, the long legs in heels. "Are you new here?"

"Sort of." Chadette bit her lip, feeling a flutter in her stomach. Derek was cute. Really cute. "I'm pledging Kappa Delta Phi."

"No way. That's awesome. Hey, there's a party at my place tomorrow night. You should come."

"Maybe I will." Chadette flipped her hair—when had she learned to do that?—and smiled. "I'll think about it."

"Cool. Hope to see you there." Derek grinned and walked away, glancing back once with obvious interest.

Chadette practically floated to her truck. A cute guy had asked her to a party! Had flirted with her! The old Chad would have been horrified, but Chadette just felt excited.

She drove to her first class—Advanced Statistics—and walked into the lecture hall with confidence. Every head turned to look at her. Whispers started immediately.

"Is that Chad Thompson?"

"Holy shit, look at her."

"She's so hot now."

Chadette found a seat in the middle row, crossing her legs at the ankle like the sisters had taught her. The guy sitting next to her—some nerdy kid whose name she didn't know—kept stealing glances at her legs, at her breasts visible through the thin crop top.

"Hi," Chadette said, smiling at him. "I'm Chadette."

"I-I'm Brian." The guy's face turned red. "You look, um, really nice today."

"Thank you!" Chadette beamed. Getting compliments felt amazing. "That's so sweet of you to say."

Brian stammered something else, but Dr. Harrison started the lecture. Chadette tried to focus on the material—regression analysis, standard deviations, confidence intervals—but her mind kept wandering.

She found herself thinking about Derek, about his smile and his muscles. She thought about what she'd wear to the party tomorrow. She thought about makeup techniques she wanted to try.

The statistics problems that used to come easily now seemed boring, unimportant. Who cared about numbers when there were so many more interesting things to think about?

After class, a group of girls approached Chadette as she was gathering her things.

"Oh my god, I love your outfit," one of them said. "Where'd you get that skirt?"

"Um, my sorority sisters gave it to me." Chadette stood, and the girls immediately started complimenting her.

"Your legs are amazing."

"And your makeup is perfect. Who does your foundation?"

"I do it myself," Chadette said, feeling proud. "I just started learning."

"You're a natural! Hey, we're getting coffee. Want to come?"

Chadette hesitated for only a second. "I'd love to!"

She spent the next hour at the campus coffee shop with her new friends—Ashley, Emma, and Zoe. They talked about boys and clothes and drama. They gossiped about other students. They showed each other pictures on Instagram and discussed makeup tutorials.

Chadette found herself genuinely engaged, genuinely interested. This was fun. This was what she wanted to be doing.

"So," Ashley said, leaning in conspiratorially. "Are you seeing anyone?"

"No." Chadette stirred her caramel latte—when had she started liking sweet coffee drinks? "But there's this guy Derek who invited me to a party."

"Derek from the lacrosse team?" Emma's eyes went wide. "Oh my god, he's so hot!"

"I know, right?" Chadette giggled. "He called me pretty."

"You are pretty," Zoe said. "Like, seriously gorgeous. If I didn't know you used to be—" She caught herself. "I mean, you're just really pretty."

"Used to be what?" Chadette asked, confused.

The three girls exchanged glances. "Nothing," Ashley said quickly. "Just that you're new to campus. That's all."

Something nagged at the back of Chadette's mind, some memory trying to surface. But it was fuzzy, indistinct, and when she tried to focus on it, it slipped away like smoke.

"Oh," she said. "Yeah, I'm pretty new."

They talked for another thirty minutes before Chadette realized she'd missed her second class. She should have felt worried, stressed about falling behind. But instead, she just shrugged. Missing one class wasn't a big deal.

Her phone buzzed with a text from Madison.

How's your day going, sweetie?

Really good! Chadette typed back. I made some new friends and this cute guy asked me to a party!

That's wonderful! See how much better life is when you embrace who you really are?

So much better, Chadette agreed. And she meant it. The anger and fear from before seemed silly now. The sisters were helping her. They wanted what was best for her.

Come by the house tonight at 8. We have more to teach you. And bring an overnight bag—you'll be staying with us this weekend.

Okay! Can't wait!

Chadette said goodbye to her new friends and headed back to the frat house. The afternoon sun was warm on her exposed skin. She caught her reflection in a store window and paused to admire herself. The makeup, the outfit, the confident walk—she looked amazing.

A wolf whistle came from a passing car. Instead of feeling violated, Chadette felt validated. She waved at the car and kept walking, her hips swaying.

Back at the frat house, she packed an overnight bag with the clothes the sisters had given her. More crop tops, more miniskirts, more lingerie. She added toiletries and her makeup bag, humming to herself as she worked.

"Chad?"

Chadette turned to find Jake standing in her doorway, his expression troubled.

"Hey!" she said brightly. "What's up?"

"What's up? Dude, what's up with you?" Jake stepped into the room, looking around at the pink decorations, the feminine clothes. "This has gone way beyond a bet. Something's wrong."

"Nothing's wrong." Chadette smiled. "I'm actually really happy."

"Happy? You're wearing a crop top and a miniskirt! You have makeup on! You're packing women's clothes!" Jake's voice rose. "This isn't you, man. This isn't Chad."

"I'm not Chad anymore." The words came easily, naturally. "I'm Chadette now."

"Chadette?" Jake stared at her like she'd grown a second head. "What the fuck are you talking about?"

"The sisters at KDP, they're helping me figure out who I really am. Who I'm supposed to be." Chadette zipped up her bag. "And I'm supposed to be a girl. I'm supposed to be Chadette."

"No. No way." Jake grabbed her shoulders. "Listen to yourself! They're messing with your head! This isn't real!"

"It is real." Chadette pulled away, annoyed now. "Why can't you just be happy for me? I'm finally comfortable with myself."

"Comfortable? You've been miserable for days! Crying, hiding in your room⁠—"

"That was before. Before I accepted the truth." Chadette picked up her bag. "Now I'm happy. Really happy. And if you can't support that, then maybe we shouldn't be friends anymore."

Jake's face went pale. "You don't mean that."

"I do." Chadette walked past him toward the door. "The sisters are my real friends now. They understand me. You don't."

"Chad, please⁠—"

"It's Chadette!" She spun around, her eyes flashing. "My name is Chadette. And if you can't respect that, then we have nothing to talk about."

She left Jake standing in her room, looking devastated. A tiny part of Chadette's mind whispered that something was wrong, that she was being cruel to someone who cared about her. But the tea had done its work too well. That tiny voice was drowned out by the overwhelming certainty that she was right, that the sisters were right, that this was who she was meant to be.

Chadette drove back to the KDP house, arriving exactly at eight PM. Madison greeted her at the door with a warm hug.

"Welcome home, sweetie," she said.

"Home?" Chadette asked.

"Of course. This is your home now. Your real home." Madison took her bag. "Come on. We have so much planned for this weekend. By the time Monday comes, you won't even remember being anyone but Chadette."

And as Chadette followed Madison into the dark house, surrounded by her sisters, she smiled. Because that sounded perfect. Absolutely perfect.


Chapter 6


The Weekend Transformation



Madison led Chadette upstairs to a bedroom Chadette had never seen before. Unlike the dark, gothic aesthetic of the rest of the house, this room was bright and feminine—pink walls, white furniture, a massive bed with a fluffy comforter.

"This is your room now," Madison said, setting down the overnight bag. "Whenever you stay with us, this is where you'll sleep."

"It's beautiful." Chadette ran her hand over the soft comforter. "I love it."

"I'm glad." Madison sat on the edge of the bed. "Tonight, we're going to work on some important skills. Girl skills that you'll need going forward."

"Like what?"

"Well..." Madison pulled out her phone and opened a video. "Let's start with this."

The video showed a woman giving a man a blowjob. Chadette's eyes went wide, but she couldn't look away. The woman's technique, the way she used her tongue, the sounds she made—it was mesmerizing.

"This is important," Madison said. "Boys expect certain things from pretty girls like you. And if you want them to like you, you need to know how to please them."

"I..." Chadette's face flushed. "I've never done that before."

"Of course not. You were a boy before. But you're not anymore." Madison played another video, this one more instructional. "Watch carefully. See how she maintains eye contact? How she uses her hand and mouth together? That's what good girls do."

They watched video after video, Madison pausing to explain techniques and tips. Chadette absorbed it all, her mind fuzzy from the tea but eager to learn. Part of her knew this should feel wrong, but that part was very small and getting smaller.

"Tomorrow, we'll practice with a toy," Madison said. "But for tonight, let's work on something else."

She led Chadette to a vanity covered in makeup and hair products. For the next two hours, the sisters taught Chadette advanced makeup techniques—contouring, highlighting, creating different eye looks. They showed her how to style her hair, which had grown longer and silkier over the past few days without Chadette even noticing.

"You're a quick learner," Brittany said, watching Chadette apply winged eyeliner perfectly on her first try. "Most girls take weeks to get that right."

"The tea helps," Sarah added. "Makes her more receptive, more naturally inclined toward feminine skills."

By the time they finished, Chadette looked like a professional model. Her makeup was flawless, her hair styled in loose waves. When she looked in the mirror, she barely recognized herself—but in a good way. She looked beautiful. Sexy. Confident.

"Now," Madison said, "let's talk about your body."

She had Chadette strip down to just the pink thong. The five sisters circled her, examining every inch of her transformed physique.

"The breasts are coming along nicely," one of them said. "Probably a full B-cup now."

"Her waist is incredibly small. Twenty-three inches?"

"And those hips. Perfect childbearing hips."

"Her skin is so soft. Completely hairless."

Chadette stood still while they discussed her body like she was a sculpture they were creating. It should have felt objectifying, but instead it felt validating. They were proud of her transformation. They thought she was beautiful.

"There's one more change we need to make," Madison said. "The most important one."

"What is it?" Chadette asked.

"Your genitals. Right now you still have a penis, even if it's small. But that doesn't match who you are anymore, does it?"

Chadette looked down at the small bulge in her thong. Her cock had shrunk so much it was barely there. And when she thought about it, really thought about it, she didn't feel attached to it. It felt like a mistake, something that didn't belong.

"No," she said quietly. "It doesn't match."

"We can fix that." Madison pulled out a small vial filled with silver liquid. "One more potion. This one will complete your transformation. Give you the body you're meant to have."

"A complete female body?" Chadette's heart raced. "Really?"

"Really. But this is permanent. Once we do this, there's no going back. You'll be fully female for the rest of your life." Madison held out the vial. "Are you sure this is what you want?"

Chadette thought about it. Thought about her old life as Chad—the football, the frat house, the pressure to be masculine and tough. Then she thought about her new life as Chadette—the pretty clothes, the attention from boys, the sisterhood with the KDP girls.

"I'm sure," she said. "I want to be complete. I want to be fully me."

"Good girl." Madison uncorked the vial. "Drink this. All of it."

Chadette took the vial and drank. The silver liquid was cold and tasted like mint and metal. It slid down her throat, and immediately she felt heat spreading through her body.

"Lie down," Sarah said, guiding her to the bed. "This is going to be intense."

Chadette lay back on the fluffy comforter, her heart pounding. The heat concentrated in her groin, building and building until it was almost unbearable. She gasped, her back arching.

"Relax," Madison said, holding her hand. "Let it happen."

The sensation was indescribable—like her body was melting and reforming from the inside out. Chadette felt her small cock pulling inward, disappearing into her body. Her balls followed, ascending and transforming. New structures formed, new openings, new sensations.

She cried out, not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of it. Her whole body shook, every nerve ending firing at once.

And then it was over.

Chadette lay panting on the bed, her body slick with sweat. She reached down tentatively, feeling between her legs. Her cock was gone. In its place was smooth skin, soft folds, a wet opening.

"Oh my god," she whispered. "It's real. I'm really..."

"You're really a girl now," Madison finished. "Completely and totally female."

Chadette started crying—not from sadness, but from relief. From joy. This was right. This was how she was meant to be.

The sisters gathered around her, hugging her, stroking her hair, telling her how proud they were. Chadette clung to them, feeling more loved and accepted than she ever had in her old life.

"Welcome to womanhood," Brittany said, kissing her forehead. "We're so happy for you."

They let Chadette rest for a while, her new body still adjusting to the changes. When she finally got up and looked in the mirror, she saw exactly what she'd hoped to see—a beautiful young woman with perfect curves, flawless skin, and an undeniably female body.

"I'm beautiful," she said, tears streaming down her face.

"You are," Madison agreed. "And tomorrow, we're going to show you just how powerful being a beautiful woman can be."

That night, Chadette slept in her new room, in her new body, dreaming of her new life. The old Chad Thompson was gone, erased completely. In his place was Chadette—pretty, feminine, happy.

And she wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter 7


The First Time



Chadette woke to sunlight streaming through lacy curtains. For a moment, she felt disoriented—the room was too pink, too feminine, too unfamiliar. Then memory flooded back and she smiled, stretching luxuriously in the soft sheets.

She was a girl now. Fully, completely female.

Her hand drifted down between her legs, exploring the new terrain there. Soft folds, a small nub that sent sparks of pleasure when she touched it, an opening that felt impossibly intimate. Everything was different, everything was new, and everything felt absolutely right.

A knock on the door interrupted her exploration.

"Chadette? You awake?" Madison's voice called through the wood.

"Yeah! Come in!"

Madison entered carrying a tray with breakfast—fresh fruit, yogurt, and orange juice. She set it on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed, studying Chadette with an appraising look.

"How do you feel?"

"Amazing." Chadette sat up, the sheets falling to reveal her naked breasts. She didn't bother covering them. "Like I'm finally whole."

"Good. That's exactly how you should feel." Madison handed her the orange juice. "Drink this. You need to stay hydrated after last night's transformation."

Chadette drank obediently, the cool liquid soothing her dry throat. Madison watched her with an expression that was part pride, part something else—something hungry.

"Today is going to be very important," Madison said. "We're going to teach you how to use your new body. How to experience pleasure as a woman. And how to give pleasure to men."

"Okay." Chadette felt a flutter of nervousness mixed with excitement. "What do I need to do?"

"First, eat your breakfast. Then shower and get dressed. We have someone coming over at noon." Madison stood, smoothing her black skirt. "Someone special who's going to help with your education."

"Who?"

"You'll see." Madison's smile was mysterious. "Just trust us. Everything we do is for your benefit."

After Madison left, Chadette ate her breakfast and then took a long shower, marveling at her new body under the hot water. Her breasts were fuller than yesterday—a solid C-cup now, with sensitive nipples that hardened under the spray. Her waist curved inward dramatically before flaring out to wide hips. And between her legs, her new pussy responded to the water with tingles of pleasure.

She dried off and found an outfit laid out on her bed—a tiny pink dress that barely reached mid-thigh, with a plunging neckline that showed off her cleavage. No bra, no panties. Just the dress and a pair of white heels.

Chadette put it on, the fabric clinging to every curve. When she looked in the mirror, she saw a girl who was clearly dressed for sex. The knowledge should have bothered her, but the lingering effects of the tea kept her calm, accepting, even eager.

She applied makeup carefully—foundation, blush, mascara, glossy pink lipstick—and styled her hair in loose waves. By the time she finished, she looked like a porn star. Beautiful, sexy, and available.

A text from Madison told her to come downstairs. Chadette descended the stairs carefully in her heels, her heart beating faster with each step. The sisters were gathered in the living room, and with them was a man.

He was tall, maybe six-foot-four, with dark hair and striking green eyes. Muscular but not bulky, probably in his late twenties. He wore jeans and a tight t-shirt that showed off his physique. When he saw Chadette, his eyes lit up with obvious interest.

"Chadette, this is Marcus," Madison said. "Marcus, meet our newest sister."

"Hey." Marcus's voice was deep, smooth. "Damn, Madison wasn't kidding. You're gorgeous."

"Thank you." Chadette felt her face flush. The way Marcus looked at her—like she was something delicious he wanted to devour—made her stomach flip.

"Marcus is going to help you with an important lesson today," Madison continued. "Your first time as a woman. Your first time experiencing sex from the female perspective."

Chadette's eyes went wide. "You mean... right now?"

"Right now." Sarah smiled. "Don't worry. Marcus is very experienced. He'll take good care of you."

"I don't know if I'm ready⁠—"

"You're ready." Brittany took her hand. "Your body is ready, and deep down, you want this. Don't you?"

Chadette looked at Marcus again. He was undeniably attractive, and the thought of being with him, of experiencing sex as a woman, sent heat pooling between her legs. Her new pussy was already getting wet, her body responding to the situation even if her mind had doubts.

"I... yes," she admitted. "I want this."

"Good girl." Madison gestured toward the stairs. "Marcus, take her upstairs to her room. We'll give you two some privacy."

Marcus held out his hand and Chadette took it, his grip warm and strong. He led her upstairs, and she was acutely aware of his presence behind her, of his eyes on her ass as she climbed the stairs in the tiny dress.

In her room, Marcus closed the door and turned to face her. "So," he said, "Madison tells me this is your first time as a girl."

"Yeah." Chadette's voice came out breathy. "I'm a little nervous."

"That's normal." Marcus stepped closer, his hand coming up to cup her cheek. "But I promise I'll make it good for you. Just relax and let me take care of everything."

He kissed her then, his lips firm and demanding against hers. Chadette melted into it, her hands coming up to grip his shoulders. Kissing as a girl felt different—she felt smaller, more delicate, more vulnerable. And she liked it.

Marcus's tongue swept into her mouth, exploring, claiming. His hands roamed down her back to grip her ass through the thin dress, pulling her against him. Chadette could feel his hardness pressing against her stomach, and the knowledge that she'd caused that reaction made her feel powerful.

"You taste sweet," Marcus murmured against her lips. "Like strawberries."

He kissed down her neck, finding sensitive spots that made her gasp. His hands found the zipper of her dress and pulled it down slowly, the fabric pooling at her feet. Chadette stood naked except for the heels, her body on full display.

"Fuck," Marcus breathed, his eyes roaming over her. "You're perfect. Absolutely perfect."

He guided her backward to the bed, and she sat on the edge, looking up at him. Marcus pulled off his shirt, revealing a sculpted chest and abs. Then his jeans and boxer briefs, freeing his cock.

Chadette stared at it. She'd had a cock once, knew what they looked like. But seeing one from this perspective, knowing it was going to go inside her, made her breath catch. It was big—bigger than hers had been even before the changes—thick and hard and intimidating.

"Don't worry," Marcus said, reading her expression. "We'll go slow."

He knelt between her legs, his hands on her thighs, pushing them apart. Chadette's face burned as he looked at her pussy, studying it like something precious.

"Beautiful," he said. Then he leaned forward and licked her.

Chadette cried out, her back arching. The sensation was incredible—hot and wet and intense. Marcus's tongue explored her folds, finding her clit and circling it with expert precision. Pleasure built rapidly, making her thighs shake.

"Oh god," she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair. "Oh god, that feels so good."

Marcus worked her with his tongue, occasionally dipping inside her, then returning to her clit. Chadette had never experienced anything like this. When she'd been a guy, orgasms had been quick, simple, focused in one spot. But this was different—the pleasure spread through her entire body, building and building until she thought she might explode.

"I'm—I'm gonna—" Chadette couldn't finish the sentence. The orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her with an intensity that made her scream. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her whole body convulsing with pleasure.

Marcus didn't stop. He kept licking, kept sucking her clit, drawing out the orgasm until Chadette was sobbing with overstimulation. Finally, he pulled back, his lips glistening with her wetness.

"That's one," he said, grinning. "Let's see how many more we can get."

He moved up her body, positioning himself between her legs. His cock pressed against her entrance, and Chadette felt a moment of panic.

"Wait—do you have a condom?"

"Don't need one." Marcus kissed her neck. "Madison said you're on birth control. Some magical shit that makes pregnancy impossible."

"Oh. Okay." Chadette relaxed slightly. Of course the sisters had thought of that.

"Ready?" Marcus asked.

"Yes."

He pushed inside slowly, and Chadette gasped at the intrusion. It hurt at first—a stretching, burning sensation as her virgin pussy accommodated his size. But Marcus went slowly, giving her time to adjust, kissing her and whispering reassurances.

"You're doing so good," he murmured. "Taking me so well. Such a good girl."

The praise made Chadette relax, and gradually the pain faded, replaced by a feeling of fullness. When Marcus was fully inside her, he paused, letting her adjust.

"How does it feel?" he asked.

"Full." Chadette shifted her hips experimentally. "Really full. But good. It feels good."

"It's about to feel even better."

Marcus started moving, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in. Slow at first, establishing a rhythm. Chadette wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper.

The pleasure built differently than when he'd used his tongue. This was deeper, more intense, touching places inside her that sent sparks through her entire body. Each thrust hit a spot that made her see stars.

"Fuck, you're tight," Marcus groaned. "So fucking tight and wet."

He picked up the pace, his hips slapping against hers. The bed creaked beneath them. Chadette moaned with each thrust, her nails raking down his back. She'd never felt anything like this—never felt so filled, so claimed, so thoroughly fucked.

"Harder," she heard herself say. "Please, harder."

Marcus obliged, pounding into her with increased intensity. His hand found her clit, rubbing it in circles while he fucked her. The dual stimulation was too much. Chadette's second orgasm built rapidly, coiling tight in her core.

"I'm gonna come," she gasped. "Oh god, I'm gonna come again."

"Come for me," Marcus commanded. "Come on my cock like a good girl."

The orgasm ripped through her, even more intense than the first. Chadette screamed, her pussy clenching around Marcus's cock, her whole body shaking. She felt him swell inside her, felt his rhythm falter.

"Fuck, I'm coming too," Marcus groaned. He thrust deep one last time and held there, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

They stayed like that for a long moment, both panting, their bodies slick with sweat. Finally, Marcus pulled out, and Chadette felt his cum leak out of her, dripping onto the sheets.

"That was incredible," Marcus said, rolling onto his back. "You're a natural."

"Really?" Chadette felt a surge of pride. "I did good?"

"You did amazing." He pulled her against his side, and she cuddled into him, feeling satisfied and feminine and right.

They lay there for a while, recovering. Then Marcus's phone buzzed. He checked it and smiled.

"Madison says round two in thirty minutes. Think you're up for it?"

Chadette's pussy was sore, her body exhausted. But the thought of doing it again, of experiencing that pleasure again, made her nod.

"Yes," she said. "I want to go again."

"Good girl." Marcus kissed her forehead. "This time, I want you on top. Want to see those tits bounce while you ride me."

The next few hours were a blur of sex and pleasure. Marcus taught Chadette different positions—on top, from behind, on her side. He taught her how to use her mouth, how to deep throat, how to make those pornographic sounds that guys loved.

By the time he finally left, Chadette was thoroughly fucked, her body marked with hickies and fingerprint bruises. She lay in bed, cum leaking from her well-used pussy, feeling more satisfied than she'd ever felt in her life.

Madison came in with a warm washcloth and helped her clean up.

"How do you feel?" Madison asked.

"Amazing." Chadette smiled dreamily. "That was the best thing I've ever experienced."

"Good. Because that's just the beginning." Madison helped her into a soft robe. "Now you know what your body is capable of. What pleasure you can experience as a woman. And what pleasure you can give to men."

"I want to do it again," Chadette admitted. "Is that bad?"

"Not at all. It's natural. You're a sexual being now, and there's nothing wrong with enjoying sex." Madison brushed hair from Chadette's face. "But we need to teach you to be selective. To use your sexuality as a tool, not just give it away to anyone."

"Okay. I want to learn everything."

"You will. We have all weekend." Madison stood. "Rest now. Tonight, we're going to a party. Time to show off the new you to the world."

After Madison left, Chadette lay in bed, her hand drifting between her legs to touch her sensitive, well-fucked pussy. She thought about Marcus, about how good it had felt to be filled by him, to be desired by him.

She thought about the party tonight, about meeting more guys, about the possibilities.

And she smiled, because this was her life now. This was who she was.

Chadette. Pretty, feminine, sexual, desired.

And she absolutely loved it.


Chapter 8


The Party



Chadette spent the afternoon being pampered by her sisters. They did her hair in an elaborate updo with loose curls framing her face, applied dramatic evening makeup with smoky eyes and deep red lipstick, and painted her nails a glossy crimson that matched her lips perfectly.

The outfit they chose for her was sinful—a skin-tight black dress that hugged every curve, with a neckline that plunged almost to her navel and a hem that barely covered her ass. The back was completely open, showing off the smooth expanse of her skin. They paired it with six-inch stiletto heels that made her legs look impossibly long.

"You look like a fucking goddess," Brittany said, stepping back to admire their work.

Chadette turned in front of the full-length mirror, hardly recognizing herself. The girl staring back was stunning—sophisticated, sexy, powerful. Her C-cup breasts pressed against the tight fabric, her tiny waist emphasized by the dress's cut, her long legs seeming to go on forever.

"I can't believe that's me," she whispered.

"Believe it." Sarah handed her a small clutch purse. "Tonight, you're going to turn every head at that party. Boys are going to fall over themselves trying to get your attention."

The thought made Chadette's stomach flutter with excitement. Just this morning she'd lost her virginity as a woman, and now she was going to a party where she could flirt, tease, maybe even hook up with someone new.

The sisters got ready as well, each wearing their own version of sexy—tight dresses, high heels, dramatic makeup. They looked like a coven of beautiful witches, which Chadette supposed they were.

They took two cars to the party—some off-campus house that was already thumping with bass when they arrived. Students crowded the front lawn, red cups in hand, shouting over the music. Chadette could feel eyes on her the moment she stepped out of the car.

"Remember what we taught you," Madison said as they walked toward the house. "Confidence. Eye contact. Make them work for it."

Chadette nodded, her heels clicking on the sidewalk. She kept her head high, her shoulders back, letting her hips sway naturally. Conversations stopped as they passed. Guys openly stared. Some pulled out their phones to take pictures.

Inside, the house was packed with bodies, the air thick with the smell of beer and sweat. Music pounded from speakers in every room. People danced, made out, played drinking games. It was chaos, but exciting chaos.

"Chadette!" A familiar voice called out.

She turned to see Derek—the lacrosse player who'd invited her—pushing through the crowd. His eyes went wide when he saw her.

"Holy shit," he said. "You look incredible."

"Thank you." Chadette smiled, biting her lip slightly. "Thanks for inviting me."

"Of course! Can I get you a drink?" Derek was already moving toward the kitchen, clearly eager to keep her attention.

"Sure. Something sweet?"

"I got you."

While Derek disappeared into the kitchen, Chadette felt other eyes on her. A group of guys by the stairs were openly staring, whispering to each other. Two girls shot her dirty looks, clearly threatened. The attention made her feel powerful, desired, important.

Madison appeared at her elbow. "You're doing great. Derek's into you. But don't give it up too easy—make him earn it."

"I will."

Derek returned with a bright pink drink in a red cup. "It's a jungle juice. Be careful, it's strong."

Chadette took a sip. It was sweet and fruity, barely tasting of alcohol. She drank more, feeling the warmth spread through her body.

"So," Derek said, leaning closer to be heard over the music, "you want to dance?"

"I'd love to."

He led her to the living room where people were grinding to some hip-hop song. Derek's hands found her hips immediately, pulling her back against him. Chadette let herself move with the music, her ass pressing against his crotch, feeling him harden behind her.

This was power, she realized. Her body, her sexuality—these were tools she could use. Derek was already half-hard just from dancing with her, and they'd barely touched.

She turned in his arms, wrapping her arms around his neck, pressing her breasts against his chest. Derek's hands slid down to cup her ass through the tight dress.

"You're so fucking hot," he said into her ear. "I can't stop thinking about you."

"Yeah?" Chadette looked up at him through her lashes. "What are you thinking about?"

"About kissing you. About taking you upstairs." His hands squeezed her ass. "About getting you out of this dress."

"Maybe later." Chadette pulled back slightly, smiling. "Buy me another drink first."

She could see the frustration flash across his face, but he nodded. "Whatever you want."

They danced for another hour, Chadette flirting with Derek while also accepting drinks and compliments from other guys who approached. She was having fun, genuinely enjoying the attention, the way men looked at her like she was the most desirable thing in the room.

Sarah found her near midnight. "Having fun?"

"So much fun!" Chadette had to shout over the music. She was tipsy now, the drinks making everything feel warm and loose.

"Good. But remember—you're still learning. Don't go too far tonight." Sarah's eyes flicked to Derek, who was getting them more drinks. "He's cute, but you just had your first time this morning. Your body needs rest."

"I know, I know." Chadette waved her hand dismissively. "I'm just having fun."

But as the night wore on and the drinks kept flowing, Chadette found her resolve weakening. Derek was persistent, his hands constantly on her, his lips finding her neck. When he suggested they go somewhere quieter, she found herself nodding.

He led her upstairs to an empty bedroom, closing the door behind them. The music was muffled here, the dim lighting romantic. Derek pulled Chadette against him, kissing her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth.

"I've wanted to do this all night," he murmured, his hands sliding up her sides.

"Me too," Chadette admitted. And it was true—her body was responding to him, her pussy getting wet, her nipples hardening.

Derek's hands found the zipper of her dress and started pulling it down. Chadette let him, the dress pooling at her feet, leaving her in just her heels and a tiny black thong. Derek stepped back to look at her, his eyes dark with desire.

"Fuck, you're perfect."

He pulled off his own shirt, revealing a toned chest. Then his jeans. His cock sprang free, already hard, and Chadette felt a surge of want.

They fell onto the bed, hands and mouths everywhere. Derek kissed down her body, pulling off her thong, spreading her legs. When his tongue found her pussy, Chadette moaned, her back arching.

He wasn't as skilled as Marcus had been, but it still felt good. Chadette let herself enjoy it, her hands in his hair, guiding him. When he finally pushed inside her, she was ready, wet and eager.

The sex was quick and rough—Derek clearly more focused on his own pleasure than hers. But Chadette didn't mind. She enjoyed the feeling of being desired, of being fucked, of being wanted so badly he couldn't control himself.

When Derek came inside her with a grunt, Chadette felt satisfied even though she hadn't orgasmed. She'd done this. She'd seduced him, controlled him, made him desperate for her.

Afterward, they lay tangled in the sheets, both catching their breath. Derek's phone buzzed, and he checked it.

"Shit, my roommate needs me to move my car." He kissed her quickly. "Stay here, I'll be right back."

But as soon as he left, Chadette felt the post-orgasm clarity hit. What had she just done? She'd had sex with a virtual stranger, let him fuck her raw without really knowing him. Sarah had told her to take it slow, and she'd immediately ignored that advice.

She got up and found her dress, pulling it on with shaking hands. Her makeup was smeared, her hair a mess. She looked thoroughly fucked, and not in a good way.

Madison appeared in the doorway as if summoned. "Having fun?"

"I... I fucked him." Chadette's voice was small. "I know Sarah said to wait, but I couldn't help it."

"I know. I was watching." Madison's expression was unreadable. "You let your body control you instead of controlling it. That's a lesson you needed to learn."

"I'm sorry."

"Don't be sorry. Be smarter next time." Madison helped her fix her hair and makeup. "Derek's cute, but he's also using you. He doesn't care about you—he just wanted to fuck the hot new girl. You gave him exactly what he wanted without making him work for it."

Chadette felt tears prick her eyes. "I messed up."

"You did. But that's okay. You're learning." Madison cupped her face. "Next time, make them earn it. Make them take you on dates, buy you things, prove they're worthy of your body. Because you're not just some easy slut—you're a prize. Act like it."

"Okay." Chadette nodded. "I will."

They left before Derek came back, rejoining the other sisters downstairs. The party was still going strong, but Chadette's mood had shifted. She felt used, cheap, even though part of her had enjoyed it.

"Let's get you home," Brittany said, noticing her expression. "You've had enough excitement for one night."

Back at the KDP house, the sisters helped Chadette clean up and get into bed. Madison sat with her, stroking her hair.

"Tonight was a learning experience," she said softly. "You learned what it feels like to give yourself away too easily. How empty it can feel when someone just uses you for sex."

"It felt good during," Chadette admitted. "But after... I felt gross."

"That's because you didn't make him value you first. Sex should be an exchange—your body for their time, attention, resources. When you just give it away, it has no value." Madison's fingers traced patterns on Chadette's arm. "Tomorrow, we'll teach you how to properly manipulate men. How to get what you want from them while keeping them desperate for more."

"I want to learn." Chadette looked up at her. "I don't want to feel like that again."

"You won't. We'll make sure of it." Madison kissed her forehead. "Sleep now. Tomorrow's another big day."

After Madison left, Chadette lay in the dark, thinking about the night. About Derek and Marcus and the way men looked at her now. About power and desire and control.

She'd been so focused on being desired that she'd forgotten she could also do the desiring. Could choose who was worthy of her body instead of just giving it to anyone who asked.

Tomorrow would be different. Tomorrow she'd learn to be the one in control.

She fell asleep with that thought, her hand between her legs, touching her well-used pussy, already planning how she'd do better next time.


Chapter 9


The Art of Control



Sunday morning arrived with bright sunshine and a mild hangover. Chadette groaned, rolling over in the pink sheets, her body sore from last night's activities. Between Marcus yesterday morning and Derek last night, her pussy felt tender and overused.

A soft knock preceded Madison entering with a tray of breakfast and two pills.

"Ibuprofen," she said, handing them to Chadette along with water. "And some protein. You need to recover."

"Thanks." Chadette swallowed the pills and sipped the water. "I feel like I got hit by a truck."

"That's what happens when you let men use your body without proper preparation." Madison sat on the edge of the bed. "But today, we're going to fix that. Today, you learn control."

After breakfast and a long shower, Chadette joined the sisters in the living room. They'd set up a presentation on the big TV—a slideshow titled "The Art of Feminine Manipulation."

"This is going to be your most important lesson," Madison began, clicking to the first slide. "How to get everything you want from men without giving them what they want."

The presentation was comprehensive and surprisingly clinical. The sisters had charts, statistics, real-world examples. They taught Chadette about the psychology of desire, about scarcity and value, about how to keep men interested without actually putting out.

"Men are simple creatures," Sarah explained. "They want three things—sex, validation, and the thrill of the chase. Your job is to give them just enough of each to keep them hooked, but never so much that they lose interest."

"But I already had sex with Derek," Chadette said. "Doesn't that mean I lost his interest?"

"Probably." Brittany shrugged. "Derek got what he wanted. He'll probably ghost you now. But that's okay—he was practice. Now you know what not to do."

They showed her examples—text conversations where girls strung guys along for weeks, getting dinners and gifts and attention without ever sleeping with them. Instagram posts designed to maximize male attention. Outfit choices that suggested availability without actually being available.

"The key is plausible deniability," Madison said. "You want to look fuckable, but act like you don't realize it. Innocent but sexy. Available but selective."

Chadette absorbed it all, taking notes on her phone. This was like studying for a test, except the subject was manipulation and the grade was measured in male attention and resources.

"Let's practice," Sarah said, pulling out her phone. "I'm going to pretend to be a guy texting you. Show me how you'd respond."

She sent a text to Chadette's phone: Hey beautiful, what are you up to tonight?

Chadette thought about it, then typed: Just hanging with my girls! What about you?

"Not bad," Sarah said. "But you can do better. Try this: 'Just having a cozy night in [image: smiling face with smiling eyes] Why, did you want to see me?'"

"What's the difference?"

"Your version was friendly but closed off. My version is flirty, suggests you might be interested, and puts the ball back in his court. It makes him work for it while still giving him hope."

They practiced for an hour, running through different scenarios. How to respond when a guy asked her out. How to handle dick pics. How to extract maximum value from a date without putting out. How to ghost someone gracefully. How to keep multiple guys interested simultaneously.

"Remember," Madison said, "you're the prize. They should be competing for your attention, not the other way around."

By noon, Chadette's head was spinning with information. But she felt more confident, more in control. She understood now that her body was currency, and she'd been spending it too freely.

"Now for the practical application," Brittany said, standing. "We're going to the mall. You need a proper wardrobe, and we're going to teach you how to get men to pay for it."

The mall was crowded with Sunday shoppers. The sisters led Chadette to an upscale boutique where the cheapest dress cost three hundred dollars. Chadette's eyes went wide at the price tags.

"I can't afford any of this."

"You're not going to pay for it." Madison smiled. "Watch and learn."

They spent an hour trying on clothes, the sisters coaching Chadette on what looked best. She ended up with an armful of expensive dresses, designer jeans, and luxury lingerie. The total came to over two thousand dollars.

At the register, Madison pulled out her phone and made a call. "Hey baby, we're at Nordstrom. Can you come by? I want you to meet someone." Pause. "Perfect. See you in ten."

A handsome man in his thirties arrived exactly ten minutes later, clearly wealthy based on his watch and clothes. Madison kissed him deeply, then introduced him to Chadette.

"This is my friend Chadette. Isn't she gorgeous?"

"Stunning," the man agreed, his eyes roaming over Chadette appreciatively.

"She's new in town and needs some clothes. Would you be a sweetheart and help her out?" Madison ran her hand down his chest. "I'd be so grateful."

The man barely hesitated before pulling out a black American Express card. "Of course. Anything for a friend of yours."

Just like that, two thousand dollars of clothes were paid for. The man—whose name Chadette learned was Richard—didn't even flinch at the total. Madison thanked him with promises of "showing her appreciation later," and he left with a satisfied smile.

"That's how it's done," Madison said as they walked out with their bags. "Richard is one of my regulars. He's a lawyer, makes good money, and loves feeling like a provider. I've never actually slept with him, but he thinks he's getting closer every time he buys me something."

"You've never had sex with him?" Chadette was shocked. "But he just spent two thousand dollars!"

"Exactly. That's the power of suggestion and delayed gratification." Madison linked her arm through Chadette's. "Men will spend more money chasing something they haven't caught than they will on something they already have. The moment you sleep with them, your value drops."

"But what about relationships? Don't you want a boyfriend?"

"Why would I want one boyfriend when I can have five guys competing for my attention, all buying me things and taking me places?" Sarah laughed. "Relationships are for girls who don't understand their own power."

They hit three more stores, and each time, one of the sisters called a different man to come pay. Chadette watched in amazement as these successful, intelligent men handed over their credit cards for women who barely acknowledged them beyond a kiss on the cheek and vague promises.

"Your turn," Brittany said as they approached a jewelry store. "There's a guy who's been texting me for weeks. His name is Jason, he's a finance bro, and he's desperate to impress me. I'm going to tell him you're my cousin visiting from out of town, and you need a nice necklace for a job interview."

"I don't know if I can do this," Chadette said nervously.

"Yes, you can. Just be sweet, grateful, and slightly flirty. Touch his arm when you thank him. Bite your lip. Make him feel like a hero." Brittany was already texting. "He'll be here in fifteen minutes."

Jason arrived in a BMW, wearing an expensive suit despite it being Sunday. He was good-looking in a generic way—styled hair, perfect teeth, gym body. His eyes lit up when he saw Chadette.

"This is my cousin Chadette," Brittany said. "She has a huge job interview tomorrow and needs something nice to wear. I told her you have great taste."

"Oh, absolutely." Jason puffed up at the compliment. "I'd be happy to help. What kind of necklace are you thinking?"

Chadette let him guide her into the store, following the sisters' coaching. She smiled shyly, asked his opinion on different pieces, touched his arm when he made suggestions. When she tried on a delicate diamond pendant that cost fifteen hundred dollars, she looked at herself in the mirror and bit her lip.

"It's beautiful," she said softly. "But it's so expensive..."

"Don't worry about that." Jason was already pulling out his wallet. "Consider it a good luck gift for your interview."

"Really?" Chadette turned to him, her eyes wide. "That's so sweet. You're amazing."

She hugged him, pressing her breasts against his chest briefly, and felt him stiffen. When she pulled back, his face was flushed.

"It's nothing," he said, but he was clearly thrilled. "Any friend of Brittany's is a friend of mine."

After Jason left—with Brittany's promise to "maybe get drinks sometime"—the sisters congratulated Chadette.

"Perfect execution," Madison said. "You were sweet without being slutty, grateful without being desperate. He'll be thinking about that hug for weeks."

"I can't believe that worked." Chadette touched the diamond pendant now hanging around her neck. "He just... gave it to me."

"That's your power." Sarah squeezed her shoulder. "Your beauty, your youth, your femininity—these are weapons. Use them wisely."

They stopped for lunch at an upscale restaurant, and even there, Madison arranged for a "friend" to pick up the tab. Chadette was beginning to understand the system—the sisters had a network of men, each thinking they were special, each competing for attention, none of them actually getting what they really wanted.

"Don't you feel bad?" Chadette asked as they ate. "Leading them on like that?"

"Why should we feel bad?" Brittany sipped her wine. "They're grown men making their own choices. We're not forcing them to buy us things. They do it because it makes them feel good, feel important. Everyone gets something out of it."

"But they think they're going to eventually have sex with you."

"Maybe they will. Maybe they won't." Madison shrugged. "That's for us to decide, not them. The point is, we hold the power. We decide when, where, and with whom. Not them."

After lunch, they returned to the KDP house with bags full of expensive clothes, jewelry, and accessories. Chadette's room now had a closet full of designer pieces, all obtained without spending a penny of her own money.

"Now," Madison said, gathering everyone in the living room, "let's set up your profiles."

They spent the next two hours creating accounts for Chadette on every dating app—Tinder, Bumble, Hinge, even sugar daddy sites. They crafted her bio carefully, chose the most flattering photos, and adjusted her age to twenty-one.

"You're going to get hundreds of matches," Sarah predicted. "But you're going to be selective. No more giving it away like you did with Derek."

They taught her how to filter messages, how to spot guys who were just looking for hookups versus guys who would actually spend money. How to transition from app to text. How to set up dates that maximized her benefit.

"Always let them pick you up," Brittany explained. "That way you're not wasting gas. Always choose expensive restaurants. Order the priciest thing on the menu plus dessert. And never, ever split the check."

"What if they expect sex after?" Chadette asked.

"Then you tell them you had a great time but you're not that kind of girl. You need to feel a real connection first. Maybe after a few more dates." Madison smiled. "Most guys will take you out three or four times before they give up. That's three or four free expensive meals."

By evening, Chadette's phone was blowing up with matches and messages. The sisters helped her craft responses, teaching her the perfect balance of interested and aloof.

One message stood out—a guy named Trevor who mentioned he was a doctor and loved "spoiling beautiful women." His photos showed him at expensive restaurants, on yachts, in designer clothes.

"He's perfect," Madison said. "Older, established, probably lonely. Message him back."

Chadette typed what the sisters dictated: Hi Trevor! You seem very successful. I love a man who knows what he wants [image: smiling face with smiling eyes]

The response came within minutes: And what do you want, beautiful?

Honestly? I love being treated like a princess. Fancy dinners, nice gifts, a man who appreciates quality. Is that you?

Absolutely. When can I take you out?

The sisters squealed with excitement. "He's hooked," Sarah said. "Now make him wait a few days. Build anticipation."

I'm so busy this week! But maybe Friday? If you can get us into somewhere really nice...

Consider it done. I'll make reservations at The Capital Grille. Pick you up at 7?

"Perfect," Madison said. "The Capital Grille is two hundred dollars a person minimum. And he's already offering to pick you up. This one's a keeper."

As the evening wore on, Chadette felt a strange mix of emotions. Part of her was excited by this new power, by the attention and gifts and control. But another part—a smaller, quieter part—felt uncomfortable with the manipulation.

"You're thinking too much," Madison said, reading her expression. "These men are adults. They're not victims. They're getting exactly what they want—the company of a beautiful woman, the thrill of pursuit, the ego boost of being a provider. It's a fair exchange."

"I guess."

"Look, in a few weeks, you'll have a rotation of five or six guys, all taking you out, buying you things, competing for your time. You'll never pay for a meal again. Your closet will be full of designer clothes. You'll have jewelry, handbags, maybe even a car if you play it right." Madison took her hand. "This is what it means to be a woman who understands her value. Don't feel guilty for using the tools nature gave you."

That night, Chadette lay in bed scrolling through her dating apps, reading messages from dozens of men. Some were crude, immediately asking for nudes or hookups. But others were respectful, complimentary, clearly willing to work for her attention.

She thought about Derek and how empty she'd felt after sleeping with him. Then she thought about Richard and Jason, how eager they'd been to spend money on her with nothing more than a smile and a hug.

Maybe the sisters were right. Maybe this was power. Maybe this was control.

She fell asleep planning her outfit for Friday's date with Trevor, already imagining what she'd order, what gifts she might hint at wanting, how she'd keep him interested without giving him what he really wanted.

The old Chad would have been horrified by these thoughts. But Chadette wasn't Chad anymore. She was someone new, someone who understood that in the game between men and women, she held all the cards.

And she was going to play them perfectly.


Chapter 10


The Date



The week passed in a blur of classes, shopping, and endless coaching from the sisters. Chadette's new schedule was vastly different from Chad's old one—instead of football practice and weight training, she now attended contemporary dance, hot yoga, and beauty classes. Instead of studying plays and game footage, she practiced makeup techniques and studied fashion magazines.

The sisters had also enrolled her in something called "Feminine Arts," which turned out to be a class on seduction, manipulation, and using sexuality as power. It was taught by an older woman named Vivienne who claimed to have been a high-class escort in her youth.

"Your body is a business," Vivienne told the class of twenty young women. "And like any business, you need to understand supply, demand, and value. You are the supply. Men are the demand. Your job is to maximize your value while minimizing your output."

Chadette took notes diligently, absorbing every word. The other girls in the class were similar to her—beautiful, young, clearly being groomed for something. She wondered if they were all witches too, or if some were just regular girls learning to exploit their looks.

By Friday, Chadette was nervous and excited for her date with Trevor. The sisters had helped her choose the perfect outfit—a red dress that hugged every curve, with a neckline that showed just enough cleavage to be tantalizing. Four-inch heels made her legs look endless. Her makeup was flawless, her hair styled in soft waves.

"Remember the rules," Madison said as Chadette prepared to leave. "Let him do all the talking. Ask questions about him—men love talking about themselves. Laugh at his jokes even if they're not funny. Touch his arm occasionally but nothing more. And under no circumstances do you go back to his place or invite him to yours."

"I remember." Chadette checked herself in the mirror one last time. "How do I look?"

"Like a million dollars." Brittany smiled. "He's going to fall all over himself trying to impress you."

Trevor arrived exactly at seven in a Mercedes. He was older than his photos suggested—probably early forties—with graying temples and smile lines around his eyes. But he was handsome in a distinguished way, and his watch alone probably cost more than a semester's tuition.

"Chadette," he said, his eyes widening as he took her in. "You're even more beautiful in person."

"Thank you." Chadette smiled, letting him open the car door for her. "You look very handsome too."

The Capital Grille was exactly as upscale as promised—dim lighting, white tablecloths, a wine list that looked like a novel. The hostess greeted Trevor by name and led them to a private booth in the back.

"I hope this is okay," Trevor said. "I wanted somewhere we could talk without too much noise."

"It's perfect." Chadette settled into the booth, crossing her legs in a way that made her dress ride up slightly. She saw Trevor's eyes flick down, then quickly back up.

The waiter appeared with menus and a wine list. Trevor ordered an expensive bottle without asking Chadette's preference, which she noted as a small red flag. But she smiled and thanked him anyway.

"So," Trevor said once they were alone, "tell me about yourself. Your profile said you're in college?"

"Yes, I'm a junior." Chadette had rehearsed this story with the sisters. "Studying business and fashion merchandising. I want to open my own boutique someday."

"That's ambitious. I like that." Trevor leaned forward. "I'm a cardiologist. I have my own practice, been doing it for fifteen years now."

"That's so impressive." Chadette widened her eyes. "You must be really smart. And it must be so rewarding, helping people."

Trevor launched into a detailed explanation of his work, and Chadette nodded and smiled and asked follow-up questions, just like Madison had taught her. She could see him warming up, becoming more animated, clearly pleased to have such an attentive audience.

When the waiter returned, Chadette ordered the most expensive steak on the menu, plus an appetizer and a side of lobster mac and cheese. Trevor didn't even blink at the prices.

"So do you have any hobbies?" Trevor asked after ordering his own meal.

"I love yoga and dance. And shopping, of course." Chadette laughed lightly. "What girl doesn't love shopping?"

"What kind of shopping? Clothes? Jewelry?"

"Both. I have a weakness for designer handbags." Chadette bit her lip. "My friends say I have expensive taste."

"Nothing wrong with that. A beautiful woman deserves beautiful things." Trevor's hand moved across the table, almost touching hers. "What's your dream bag?"

"Oh, I couldn't possibly⁠—"

"No, really. Tell me."

Chadette pretended to think about it, though she'd already discussed this exact scenario with the sisters. "There's this Chanel bag I saw. The classic flap in black. It's ridiculously expensive though. Like five thousand dollars."

"That's not so bad." Trevor said it casually, like five thousand dollars was pocket change. "Maybe if tonight goes well, we could go look at it tomorrow."

Chadette's heart raced. Was he really offering to buy her a five-thousand-dollar bag on their first date? "That's so sweet, but I couldn't let you do that."

"Why not? I want to spoil you." Trevor finally took her hand. "You're special, Chadette. I can tell."

The food arrived, saving Chadette from having to respond. Her steak was perfectly cooked, the lobster mac and cheese decadent. She ate slowly, savoring each bite, very aware of Trevor watching her.

"This is amazing," she said. "Thank you so much for bringing me here."

"My pleasure. We should do this again. Maybe next week?"

"I'd like that." Chadette smiled. "You're really easy to talk to."

They talked through dinner and dessert—a chocolate lava cake that Chadette made sure to eat sensually, licking the spoon slowly. Trevor's eyes darkened with desire, but he remained a gentleman, not pushing for anything physical.

When the check came, Chadette didn't even glance at it. Trevor paid without hesitation, leaving what looked like a generous tip.

"Would you like to come back to my place?" Trevor asked as they walked to his car. "I have a great view of the city. We could have some wine, talk more..."

This was the moment the sisters had warned her about. The moment when she had to set boundaries.

"That sounds lovely," Chadette said, touching his arm. "But I don't usually go to a guy's place on the first date. I hope you understand. I'm not that kind of girl."

She saw disappointment flash across Trevor's face, but he recovered quickly. "Of course. I respect that. Can I at least kiss you goodnight?"

"Maybe." Chadette smiled coyly. "If you're a good boy and take me on another date."

Trevor laughed. "You drive a hard bargain. But yes, absolutely. When are you free?"

"How about Tuesday? There's this new Italian place I've been dying to try..."

"Consider it done. I'll make reservations."

He drove her back to the KDP house, and at the door, Chadette let him kiss her cheek. "Thank you for a wonderful evening."

"Thank you. I'll text you tomorrow about that bag."

Chadette waited until his car pulled away before going inside, where all five sisters were waiting eagerly.

"How did it go?" Madison asked immediately.

"He offered to buy me a Chanel bag." Chadette couldn't keep the excitement out of her voice. "Five thousand dollars. On the first date."

The sisters erupted in cheers and congratulations. "That's incredible!" Sarah hugged her. "You played him perfectly!"

"Did you sleep with him?" Brittany asked.

"No. I told him I'm not that kind of girl and made him schedule another date." Chadette felt proud of herself. "Just like you taught me."

"Perfect." Madison beamed. "He's going to be obsessed with you now. The bag is just the beginning. By date three or four, you'll have him buying you whatever you want."

They celebrated with wine and gossip, the sisters sharing stories of their own conquests. Chadette learned that Madison had three men in rotation, Sarah had four, and Brittany had an actual sugar daddy who paid her rent and gave her an allowance.

"The key is keeping them separated," Brittany explained. "Different days, different restaurants, different parts of town. That way they never run into each other."

"Don't you worry about getting caught?" Chadette asked.

"Why would we? We're not in relationships with any of them. We're just dating. There's nothing wrong with dating multiple people." Sarah refilled her wine glass. "Men do it all the time. We're just better at it."

Chadette's phone buzzed. A text from Trevor: I had an amazing time tonight. Can't stop thinking about you. Sweet dreams, beautiful.

The sisters crowded around to read it. "Aww, he's smitten," Madison said. "Text him back something sweet but not too eager."

Chadette typed: I had a wonderful time too. You're such a gentleman. Sleep well [image: smiling face with smiling eyes]

"Perfect," Sarah approved. "Now let's look at your other matches. You should have at least three guys in rotation."

They spent the next hour going through Chadette's dating apps, identifying promising candidates. They found two more—a real estate developer named Marcus (different from the Marcus who'd taken her virginity) and a tech entrepreneur named David. Both seemed wealthy, both seemed eager to meet.

"Set up dates with both of them for next week," Madison instructed. "Different days, different restaurants. And remember—no sex until they've spent at least a thousand dollars on you. Minimum."

"A thousand dollars?" Chadette's eyes widened.

"That's the baseline. It weeds out the guys who are just looking for cheap hookups." Brittany pulled up a spreadsheet on her laptop. "See? I track everything. How much each guy spends, what he buys, how many dates before I sleep with him. It's all data."

Chadette looked at the spreadsheet in awe. Brittany had detailed records going back months—dozens of men, thousands of dollars in gifts and meals, careful notes about each one's preferences and weaknesses.

"This is insane," Chadette said.

"This is smart," Brittany corrected. "You're a business, remember? And businesses keep records."

That night, Chadette lay in bed thinking about the evening. The expensive dinner, Trevor's obvious interest, the promise of a five-thousand-dollar bag. It had felt good—powerful, even—to have a successful, attractive man falling over himself to impress her.

But there was still that small voice in the back of her mind, the one that remembered being Chad, that whispered this was wrong. That using people like this was manipulative and cruel.

Chadette pushed the voice away. The sisters were right. Men did this to women all the time—used them for sex, for ego boosts, for arm candy. She was just evening the playing field. And besides, Trevor had seemed happy. He'd gotten to have dinner with a beautiful woman, gotten to feel like a big shot. Everyone won.

Her phone buzzed again. This time it was Derek: Hey, I know I've been MIA. Want to hang out sometime?

Chadette smiled coldly. Derek had ghosted her for almost a week after their hookup, and now he was back because he probably wanted another easy lay. The old Chadette would have responded eagerly, desperate for his attention. But the new Chadette knew better.

She didn't respond at all. Let him wonder. Let him sweat.

Instead, she opened Trevor's text thread and looked at his messages. He'd already sent her a link to the Chanel website, asking which color she preferred for the bag. Black or beige?

Black is classic, she typed. But honestly, you don't have to do this. It's too much.

Nothing is too much for you, came the immediate response. I'm going to the store tomorrow. I'll send you pictures.

Chadette set her phone down, a smile playing on her lips. This was power. This was control. And she was getting very, very good at it.


Chapter 11


The Intoxification of Power



Three weeks had passed since Chadette's first date with Trevor, and her life had transformed into something she barely recognized. Her phone buzzed constantly with messages from five different men, all competing for her attention. Her closet overflowed with designer clothes, her jewelry box sparkled with expensive pieces, and she hadn't paid for a single meal in weeks.

Trevor had indeed bought her the Chanel bag, along with matching shoes. Marcus the real estate developer had taken her to a spa weekend in the mountains. David the tech entrepreneur had given her a MacBook Pro "for her studies." Two other guys—a lawyer named Brad and a finance executive named Christopher—rounded out her rotation, each one thinking he was special, each one desperate to be the one who finally won her over.

The sisters were impressed. Even Brittany, who'd been doing this for years, admitted Chadette was a natural.

"You've made almost fifteen thousand dollars in gifts in three weeks," Brittany said, updating her spreadsheet. "That's better than most girls do in three months."

Chadette lounged on her bed in the KDP house—she'd essentially moved in at this point, only returning to the frat house to grab clothes. Her old room there sat mostly empty, her brothers barely seeing her anymore.

"Trevor's taking me to New York next weekend," Chadette said, examining her manicure. "First class flights, five-star hotel, Broadway show. He's spending a fortune."

"Have you slept with him yet?" Sarah asked.

"No. That's what makes it so fun." Chadette smiled. "He's so desperate for it. Last night he literally begged. It was pathetic."

"You're getting mean," Madison observed, though she didn't sound disapproving. "I like it."

Chadette sat up, suddenly animated. "You know what? I think I'm ready for the next level. I want to go after someone bigger. Someone really wealthy."

The sisters exchanged glances. "How big are we talking?" Madison asked.

"I saw this guy on Instagram. Richard Ashford. He's a venture capitalist, worth like fifty million dollars. He's forty-five, divorced, and he follows a bunch of sugar baby accounts." Chadette pulled up his profile. "I want him."

"Richard Ashford?" Brittany's eyes widened. "Chadette, he's in a completely different league. Guys like that have seen every trick. They're not easy marks."

"So? I'm not an easy girl." Chadette's confidence was absolute. "I can get him."

Madison studied her for a long moment. "You've changed a lot from that scared boy we brought here a month ago."

"That boy was weak. Stupid. He didn't understand power." Chadette stood, walking to her mirror. The girl looking back was stunning—perfect makeup, designer dress, expensive jewelry. "I understand it now. And I'm good at it."

"Maybe too good," Sarah muttered.

"There's no such thing as too good." Chadette turned back to them. "So are you going to help me get Richard Ashford, or do I need to do it myself?"

Madison smiled slowly. "We'll help. But first, you need to prove you're ready for this level. We have a test for you."

"What kind of test?"

"There's a man. His name is James Patterson. He's a professor at the university—married, three kids, supposedly devoted husband." Madison pulled up a photo on her phone. "We want you to seduce him. Get him to cheat on his wife with you. And we want photo evidence."

Chadette felt a flicker of something—hesitation, maybe even guilt. "That's pretty dark. His wife, his kids..."

"His wife is a bitch who treats him like shit, and his kids are grown," Brittany said. "Besides, if he's willing to cheat, that's on him, not you. You're just giving him the opportunity."

"Why do you want me to do this?"

"Because Richard Ashford is going to be harder to manipulate than Trevor or Marcus or any of your other boys," Madison explained. "He's going to test you, push your boundaries, see how far you'll go. We need to know you can handle it. That you won't hesitate when things get morally gray."

Chadette looked at the photo of James Patterson. He was handsome in a bookish way—glasses, kind eyes, probably a good father. Destroying his marriage would hurt people. Real people.

But then she thought about the power she'd felt over the past few weeks. The rush of having men worship her, spend their money on her, beg for her attention. She was good at this. Better than good. And she wanted more.

"Okay," she said. "I'll do it."

The sisters smiled. "Good girl," Madison said. "He teaches American Literature. His office hours are Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. That's when you'll make your move."

Tuesday afternoon found Chadette outside Professor Patterson's office, wearing a carefully chosen outfit—a short plaid skirt that screamed "naughty schoolgirl," a tight white blouse with one too many buttons undone, and heels that made her legs look endless. Her hair was in a high ponytail, her makeup subtle but perfect.

She knocked on the door.

"Come in," a male voice called.

Professor Patterson sat behind his desk, grading papers. He looked up when Chadette entered, and she saw his eyes widen slightly before he caught himself.

"Can I help you?"

"Hi, Professor Patterson. I'm Chadette." She closed the door behind her. "I'm thinking about taking your Modern American Novel class next semester, and I had some questions."

"Of course. Please, sit." He gestured to a chair across from his desk.

Chadette sat, crossing her legs slowly. She saw his eyes flick down, then quickly back up to her face. Good. He'd noticed.

"So," he said, clearing his throat, "what would you like to know about the class?"

"Well, I'm really interested in literature, but I'm worried it might be too hard for me." Chadette leaned forward, giving him a clear view down her blouse. "I'm not very good at analyzing things. I might need extra help."

"I offer office hours twice a week for students who need additional assistance."

"That's so generous." Chadette bit her lip. "You must be a really good teacher. Patient."

"I try to be."

They talked for twenty minutes, Chadette asking increasingly silly questions while slowly escalating the flirtation. She touched his arm when he made a joke. She played with her hair. She let her skirt ride up just a bit more.

Professor Patterson was clearly uncomfortable but also clearly interested. He kept adjusting his glasses, his eyes constantly drawn to her legs, her chest, her lips.

"You know," Chadette said finally, "I really appreciate you taking the time to talk to me. Most professors just rush through office hours. You actually care."

"That's kind of you to say."

"I bet your wife is really lucky. Having such a caring, attentive husband." Chadette watched his face carefully.

Something flickered in his expression—pain, maybe resentment. "My wife and I... we're going through a difficult time."

Perfect. The opening she needed.

"I'm so sorry." Chadette reached across the desk and took his hand. "That must be really hard. Do you have anyone to talk to about it?"

"Not really. My friends are all couples friends, and it feels awkward..."

"You can talk to me." Chadette squeezed his hand. "I'm a good listener."

And just like that, the dam broke. Professor Patterson started talking—about his wife's coldness, their dead bedroom, how he felt unappreciated and invisible. Chadette listened and nodded and made sympathetic sounds, all while maintaining physical contact.

"I shouldn't be telling you this," he said finally. "You're a student. This is inappropriate."

"I'm not your student," Chadette pointed out. "And sometimes people just need someone to listen. Someone who sees them." She looked directly into his eyes. "I see you, Professor Patterson."

"James," he said softly. "Call me James."

"James." Chadette smiled. "That's a strong name. It suits you."

She could see the war happening in his eyes—duty versus desire, marriage vows versus loneliness. Chadette knew which side would win. It always did.

"Would you like to get coffee sometime?" she asked. "Off campus, somewhere we could talk more?"

"I... I don't think that's a good idea."

"Why not? We're just talking. Two adults having a conversation." Chadette stood, walking around the desk. "There's nothing wrong with that."

She perched on the edge of his desk, her thigh almost touching his arm. James stared at her, his breath coming faster.

"You're very beautiful," he said, almost helplessly.

"Thank you." Chadette reached out and removed his glasses, setting them aside. "You're pretty handsome yourself."

She leaned in slowly, giving him every opportunity to stop her. He didn't. Their lips met, and Chadette felt him surrender completely. His hands came up to grip her waist, pulling her closer.

The kiss deepened, became more urgent. James's hands roamed up her sides, and Chadette let him, even as she pulled out her phone behind his back and snapped a quick selfie of them kissing.

Evidence obtained.

She pulled back, both of them breathing hard. "We should stop," she whispered.

"Yes. Yes, we should." But James's hands didn't leave her waist.

"Maybe we could continue this somewhere more private?" Chadette suggested. "Your place?"

"My wife⁠—"

"Is she home during the day?"

"No. She works until six."

"Then we have time." Chadette kissed him again, brief and promising. "I'll follow you."

Twenty minutes later, Chadette was in James Patterson's house, in his bedroom, letting him undress her with shaking hands. She took more photos while he wasn't looking—her bra on his floor, his wedding photo visible in the background.

The sex was quick and guilty. James came fast, apologizing profusely, clearly overwhelmed by what he was doing. Chadette faked an orgasm convincingly, then took a final photo of them in bed together, his wedding ring visible on his hand.

"I should go," she said afterward, getting dressed quickly.

"Wait." James sat up, looking panicked. "This was a mistake. A huge mistake. Please, you can't tell anyone."

"I won't." Chadette kissed his cheek. "It's our secret."

She left him sitting on his bed, looking destroyed, and drove back to the KDP house with her evidence. The sisters were waiting.

"Well?" Madison asked.

Chadette showed them the photos. "Married professor, check. Photo evidence, check. Destroyed marriage, pending."

The sisters examined the photos, impressed. "You're cold," Sarah said. "I like it."

"He was weak. They're all weak." Chadette felt nothing looking at the photos—no guilt, no remorse. Just satisfaction at a job well done. "So do I get Richard Ashford now?"

Madison studied her carefully. "You really don't feel bad about this at all, do you?"

"Why should I? James made his choice. I just gave him the opportunity." Chadette met her gaze steadily. "You were right. It's not my responsibility to protect men from themselves. He's an adult. He knew what he was doing."

Madison smiled slowly. "You've passed the test. You're ready."

"So you'll help me with Richard Ashford?"

"Better than that. We're going to introduce you to him directly." Madison pulled out her phone. "There's a charity gala this Saturday night. Very exclusive, very expensive. Richard will be there. We've already secured you an invitation."

"How?"

"We have our ways." Brittany winked. "But you'll need to be perfect. Richard Ashford doesn't fall for the same tricks that work on your other boys. He's seen it all, done it all. You'll need to be smarter, more subtle."

For the next few days, the sisters drilled Chadette intensely. They taught her about art, wine, investments—topics that would interest a man like Richard. They practiced conversations, taught her how to seem sophisticated rather than just pretty. They upgraded her wardrobe again, this time focusing on elegant rather than sexy.

"Richard doesn't want a girl who looks like she's trying too hard," Madison explained. "He wants someone who seems naturally classy, effortlessly beautiful. Someone who could fit into his world."

Saturday night arrived. Chadette wore a floor-length black gown that cost more than a used car, with diamonds borrowed from Madison's collection. Her hair was styled in an elegant updo, her makeup subtle and refined. She looked like old money, like she belonged at events like this.

The gala was held at a museum, with champagne flowing and string quartets playing. Chadette felt out of place among the wealthy elite, but she hid it well, keeping her posture perfect and her expression serene.

"There he is," Sarah whispered, nodding toward a distinguished man in his forties talking to a group near the bar. "Richard Ashford."

Chadette studied him. He was handsome in the way powerful men often are—not classically attractive, but commanding. Confident. His suit probably cost ten thousand dollars. The watch on his wrist could have paid for a year of college.

"How do I approach him?"

"You don't." Madison sipped her champagne. "You let him come to you. Position yourself near him, look interesting, and wait. Men like Richard are predators. They like the chase."

Chadette did as instructed, positioning herself near a painting Richard seemed interested in. She studied it intently, pretending to be absorbed in the artwork. After a few minutes, she felt a presence beside her.

"Rothko," Richard's voice was deep, cultured. "Color Field painting. What do you think?"

Chadette turned, feigning surprise at finding him there. "I think it's about emotion rather than representation. The colors are meant to evoke feeling, not depict reality."

"Impressive. Most people your age think modern art is just random splashes." Richard extended his hand. "Richard Ashford."

"Chadette." She shook his hand, her grip firm but not aggressive. "And I'm not most people my age."

"Clearly." His eyes assessed her, but not in the hungry way her other men looked at her. This was different—calculating, measuring. "What brings you to a charity gala? Most young women find these events boring."

"I find them fascinating. All this wealth concentrated in one room, ostensibly for a good cause, but really it's about networking and status." Chadette smiled slightly. "The charity is almost secondary."

Richard laughed, genuinely amused. "Cynical. I like it. Are you here with someone?"

"Just friends." Chadette gestured vaguely toward where the sisters were mingling. "You?"

"Solo. My ex-wife used to accompany me to these things, but..." He shrugged. "That's over now."

They talked for thirty minutes, Richard clearly intrigued by this young woman who could discuss art and economics and didn't seem impressed by his wealth. Chadette played it perfectly—interested but not fawning, intelligent but not trying too hard, beautiful but not overtly sexual.

"I have to ask," Richard said finally. "How old are you?"

"Twenty-one." The lie came easily. "Why?"

"Because you seem much older. More mature." He pulled out his phone. "I'd like to see you again. May I have your number?"

Chadette hesitated just long enough to seem reluctant. "I don't usually give my number to men I just met."

"I'm not most men." Richard smiled. "And you said yourself—you're not most women your age."

She gave him her number. Richard immediately sent her a text: So I have yours too. Dinner this week?

"Maybe," Chadette said aloud. "If you can impress me."

"Challenge accepted." Richard's smile was predatory now. "I'll be in touch."

He walked away, and Chadette let out a breath she didn't know she'd been holding. Madison appeared at her elbow.

"Perfect," she whispered. "Absolutely perfect. He's hooked."

That night, back at the KDP house, the sisters celebrated. Chadette had successfully attracted the attention of one of the city's wealthiest men. The possibilities were endless.

"This is it," Brittany said, refilling Chadette's champagne. "If you play this right, you could end up set for life. Richard could buy you a house, a car, give you an allowance that's more than most people's salary."

"Or," Madison said quietly, "he could be something more."

Everyone turned to look at her. "What do you mean?" Chadette asked.

"Richard Ashford isn't just wealthy. He's connected. Powerful. The kind of man who could open doors we've never even dreamed of." Madison's eyes gleamed. "If you could get him to fall in love with you, to marry you... you'd have access to everything."

"Marriage?" Chadette laughed. "He's forty-five. I'm supposed to be twenty-one. Why would he marry me?"

"Because you're perfect. Because you're everything his ex-wife wasn't. Because men like Richard want a trophy, and you're the ultimate prize." Madison leaned forward. "Think about it, Chadette. No more juggling five different men. No more pretending. Just one man, one marriage, unlimited resources."

The idea was intoxicating. Chadette imagined herself as Mrs. Richard Ashford, living in a mansion, traveling the world, never worrying about money again. All she'd have to do was keep one man happy. And she was very good at making men happy.

"How would I even do that?" she asked.

"The same way you've done everything else. Slowly, carefully, making him think it's his idea." Madison smiled. "But first, you need to make him obsessed with you. And I mean truly obsessed. The kind of obsession that makes men do crazy things."

Over the next week, Richard texted Chadette constantly. She responded just enough to keep him interested but not enough to seem eager. When he invited her to dinner, she said she was busy. When he offered to take her shopping, she politely declined.

"You're driving him crazy," Sarah said, reading the texts over Chadette's shoulder. "He's not used to women saying no to him."

"Good." Chadette smiled. "Let him work for it."

Finally, after a week of playing hard to get, she agreed to dinner. Richard took her to the most expensive restaurant in the city, somewhere Chadette had never even heard of because it was so exclusive.

"I was beginning to think you were avoiding me," Richard said over appetizers.

"I'm selective about who I spend my time with." Chadette sipped her wine. "I don't just go out with anyone, regardless of how much money they have."

"What do you want, then? If not money?"

"Interesting conversation. Intelligence. Someone who challenges me." Chadette met his eyes. "Someone who sees me as more than just a pretty face."

"You are more than that." Richard reached across the table, taking her hand. "You're fascinating. I can't stop thinking about you."

And there it was—the hook, sinking deep. Chadette smiled, letting her thumb stroke his hand. "Tell me more about what you think about."

The dinner lasted three hours. Richard talked about his business, his divorce, his dreams. Chadette listened and asked questions and made him feel heard in a way his ex-wife apparently never had. By the end of the night, she could see it in his eyes—he was falling.

"Can I see you again?" Richard asked as they left the restaurant. "Tomorrow?"

"I have plans tomorrow."

"Cancel them." It wasn't a request. "I'll make it worth your while."

Chadette pretended to consider it. "What did you have in mind?"

"My jet. We'll fly to Paris for the weekend. I'll show you the city, take you shopping, stay at the best hotel." Richard pulled her close. "Say yes."

A private jet to Paris. It was more than Trevor or Marcus or any of her other men had ever offered. And they'd only had one date.

"Okay," Chadette said. "Yes."

Richard kissed her then, right there on the street, and Chadette kissed him back. She felt his desperation, his need, his obsession beginning to form.

She had him. Completely and totally.

And this was only the beginning.


Chapter 12


Paris and Power Games



The private jet was unlike anything Chadette had experienced. Leather seats that reclined into beds, a full bar, a flight attendant who catered to their every need. Richard had arranged everything perfectly—champagne on ice, her favorite snacks (how did he know?), even a change of clothes in her size waiting in the cabin.

"This is incredible," Chadette said, settling into her seat as the plane taxied.

"This is nothing." Richard sat across from her, his eyes never leaving her face. "Wait until you see the hotel."

The flight was eight hours, and Richard spent most of it talking about his business ventures, his properties, his plans for expansion. Chadette listened attentively, asking intelligent questions, making him feel important. She'd learned that powerful men loved nothing more than an audience for their accomplishments.

Somewhere over the Atlantic, Richard moved to sit beside her. "Can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"Why me? You're young, beautiful, you could have anyone. Why are you here with a man twice your age?"

Chadette had prepared for this question. "Because men my age are boys. They don't know what they want, they play games, they're intimidated by a woman who knows her own mind." She looked directly at him. "You're confident. Successful. You know exactly what you want and you go after it. That's sexy."

"And what do you want, Chadette?"

"Right now? To see Paris with you." She smiled. "Beyond that? I'm still figuring it out."

Richard kissed her, deep and possessive. His hand cupped her face, thumb stroking her cheek. "I'm going to make this weekend unforgable."

The hotel was the Ritz Paris—luxury beyond imagination. Their suite had marble floors, crystal chandeliers, and a view of the Place Vendôme. Rose petals covered the bed. Champagne chilled in a silver bucket.

"I had them prepare the room," Richard said, watching her reaction. "Do you like it?"

"It's perfect." Chadette walked to the window, looking out at the Parisian streets. "Thank you for bringing me here."

Richard came up behind her, his arms wrapping around her waist. "I want to give you everything. Whatever you want, just ask."

This was the moment. The opening she'd been waiting for.

"There is something," Chadette said softly. "But it's too much to ask."

"Nothing is too much. Tell me."

"I've always dreamed of having my own boutique. A high-end fashion store." She turned in his arms. "But it's expensive to start a business like that. I'd need capital, connections, space..."

"How much?"

"Richard, I wasn't asking⁠—"

"How much?" he repeated.

"At least two hundred thousand to start. Maybe more." Chadette bit her lip. "But I couldn't ask you for that. We barely know each other."

"We'll know each other better after this weekend." Richard's hands slid down to her hips. "And two hundred thousand is nothing. Consider it done."

Chadette's heart raced. Two hundred thousand dollars. Just like that. She threw her arms around his neck. "Are you serious?"

"Completely. I'll have my lawyer draw up the papers when we get back." Richard kissed her neck. "But right now, I want to focus on other things."

He led her to the bed, and Chadette let him undress her slowly, reverently. Richard was different from her other men—more experienced, more controlled, more focused on her pleasure. He took his time, exploring her body like it was precious, making her come twice before he even entered her.

The sex was intense, almost overwhelming. Richard was possessive, dominant, claiming her in a way that should have felt suffocating but instead felt powerful. When he came, he looked into her eyes and said, "You're mine now."

Chadette smiled. "Am I?"

"Yes. I don't share." Richard rolled onto his back, pulling her against his side. "I want you to stop seeing other men. Just me."

This was happening faster than she'd anticipated. "That's a big ask."

"I know. But I'm offering you everything in return. The boutique is just the beginning. I'll set you up in a penthouse, give you an allowance, take you traveling. All you have to do is be mine. Exclusively."

Chadette pretended to think about it, though her mind was already made up. Two hundred thousand for a business, a penthouse, an allowance—this was more than Trevor, Marcus, David, Brad, and Christopher combined could offer.

"Okay," she said finally. "Just you."

Richard's smile was triumphant. He kissed her deeply, already hard again. "Good girl. Now let me show you what being mine really means."

The weekend in Paris was a blur of luxury. Shopping on the Champs-Élysées where Richard bought her thousands of euros worth of designer clothes. Dinners at Michelin-starred restaurants. Private tours of the Louvre and Versailles. And sex—constant, intense sex that left Chadette sore and satisfied.

Richard was insatiable, wanting her constantly. In the hotel room, in the private car, once even in a changing room at Dior. He was marking his territory, claiming her completely.

On their last night, over dinner at Le Jules Verne in the Eiffel Tower, Richard pulled out a small box.

"This is for you."

Inside was a diamond bracelet that probably cost more than most people's cars. Chadette gasped. "Richard, this is too much."

"Nothing is too much for you." He fastened it around her wrist. "I want everyone to know you're taken care of. That you're mine."

"I am yours," Chadette said, and meant it. Or at least, she meant it as much as she was capable of meaning anything anymore.

They flew back Sunday night, and Richard drove her directly to a penthouse apartment in the most expensive part of the city.

"This is yours," he said, handing her a key. "I own the building. This unit has been empty, but I had it furnished for you. Move in whenever you're ready."

Chadette walked through the apartment in a daze. Three bedrooms, floor-to-ceiling windows, a kitchen with top-of-the-line appliances, marble bathrooms. It was worth at least two million dollars.

"I don't know what to say."

"Say you'll be here when I want to see you. Say you'll answer when I call. Say you're mine and only mine." Richard pulled her close. "That's all I ask."

"I promise." Chadette kissed him. "Thank you. For everything."

After Richard left, Chadette immediately called Madison. "You need to see this place."

The sisters arrived within an hour, their eyes wide as they toured the penthouse.

"Holy shit," Brittany breathed. "He gave you this after one weekend?"

"And a two-hundred-thousand-dollar business loan. And this." Chadette held up her wrist, the diamonds catching the light.

"You've done it," Madison said, a strange expression on her face. "You've actually done it. In less than two months, you've gone from scared boy to kept woman of one of the richest men in the city."

"I'm good at this." Chadette poured champagne for everyone. "Really good."

"Maybe too good," Sarah muttered again, but louder this time.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Chadette turned to her.

"It means you're losing yourself." Sarah's expression was serious. "You're so deep in this game that I don't think you remember who you really are anymore."

"I know exactly who I am. I'm Chadette. I'm successful, powerful, desired⁠—"

"You're a creation," Sarah interrupted. "We created you. The potions, the rituals, the tea—we molded you into this. But somewhere in there, there used to be a real person. Chad Thompson. Remember him?"

The name hit Chadette like a slap. Chad. She hadn't thought about Chad in weeks. That scared boy who'd stumbled into the KDP house, who'd cried when they changed his body, who'd felt guilty about everything.

"Chad was weak," Chadette said coldly. "I'm better than he ever was."

"Are you?" Sarah challenged. "Or are you just better at using people?"

"That's enough," Madison said sharply. "Sarah, you're out of line."

"Am I? Look at her. Look at what we've created." Sarah gestured at Chadette. "She seduced a married professor without a second thought. She's manipulating a man twice her age into giving her hundreds of thousands of dollars. She's become exactly what we designed her to be—a perfect predator. But at what cost?"

"There's no cost." Chadette's voice was ice. "I'm happy. Happier than Chad ever was. So what if I use my looks and my body to get what I want? Men have been doing that to women forever. I'm just evening the score."

"By becoming just like them?" Sarah shook her head. "We were supposed to teach you power, not turn you into a monster."

"I'm not a monster. I'm successful."

"You're both," Sarah said quietly. "And that's what scares me."

An uncomfortable silence fell over the room. Finally, Madison spoke. "I think we all need to take a breath. Chadette, you've accomplished something remarkable. But Sarah has a point—we need to make sure you're still in control, not just being controlled by your own desires."

"I am in control." But even as Chadette said it, she felt a flicker of doubt. Was she? Or had the tea, the magic, the constant reinforcement from the sisters fundamentally changed who she was?

"Prove it," Madison said. "Richard wants exclusivity. That means cutting off Trevor, Marcus, David, and the others. Can you do that? Can you walk away from all that attention, all that power over them?"

"Of course I can. They're nothing compared to Richard."

"Then do it. Tonight. Send them all goodbye messages." Madison's eyes were challenging. "If you're really in control, it should be easy."

Chadette pulled out her phone, her fingers hovering over the screen. She thought about Trevor, who'd bought her the Chanel bag and taken her to New York. About Marcus, who'd worshipped her body at the spa weekend. About David, who texted her good morning every single day.

They were all obsessed with her. All desperate for her attention. Cutting them off meant losing that power, that validation, that constant stream of desire.

But Richard was offering so much more.

She started typing. One by one, she sent variations of the same message: I've met someone. This has been fun, but I need to focus on this new relationship. Take care.

The responses came quickly. Confusion, hurt, anger, desperate pleas to reconsider. Trevor offered to double whatever the other guy was giving her. David said he was falling in love with her. Marcus just sent a string of question marks.

Chadette blocked them all without responding.

"Done," she said, showing Madison her phone. "See? I'm in control."

But her hands were shaking slightly. The rush of power she usually felt was absent, replaced by something else. Something that felt almost like loss.

"Good," Madison said, though she didn't look entirely convinced. "Now, there's something we need to tell you. About why we chose you specifically."

Chadette's attention snapped to her. "What do you mean?"

The five sisters exchanged glances. Finally, Madison spoke. "Do you remember that night at the Delta Sigma party? When you humiliated me in front of everyone?"

"I... I remember being drunk. Saying some things." The memories were fuzzy, filtered through the tea's influence.

"You called me a resting-bitch-face brunette. You said my sisters and I looked like thrift-store goths. You told everyone we were too ugly to get invited to decent parties." Madison's voice was calm, but her eyes were hard. "You destroyed my reputation in front of the entire Greek council. Made me a laughingstock."

"I was an asshole," Chadette said. "Chad was an asshole. But that's not me anymore."

"No, you're something much more interesting now." Madison smiled. "We chose you specifically because you were the biggest, most arrogant asshole on campus. The quarterback who thought he was untouchable. We wanted to see what would happen if we took all that masculine power and arrogance and channeled it through a female body. Through feminine weapons."

"This was all revenge?" Chadette felt something cold settle in her stomach.

"It started as revenge," Brittany admitted. "But it became something more. An experiment. Could we take toxic masculinity and transform it into toxic femininity? Could we create the perfect predator by combining male entitlement with female manipulation?"

"And you did," Sarah said softly. "You created her. And now I don't think any of us can control what she's become."

Chadette looked around at the five witches who'd transformed her life. Who'd taken Chad Thompson and turned him into... what? A beautiful monster? A successful predator? A woman who felt nothing while destroying lives?

"So what now?" she asked. "Was this whole thing just to fuck with me? To punish me for being a dick at a party?"

"No," Madison said. "Now comes the real test. We want to see how far you'll go. How much power you'll take. Whether you'll stop yourself, or whether you'll just keep consuming until there's nothing left."

"That's fucked up."

"So is seducing a married professor for sport," Sarah countered. "So is manipulating five men simultaneously for money and gifts. So is whatever you're planning to do with Richard Ashford."

Chadette stood, her champagne forgotten. "I think I need to be alone."

"Of course." Madison stood as well. "But remember—you have the initiation ceremony next Saturday. Your final ritual to become a full sister of Kappa Delta Phi. After that, you'll be one of us completely. No going back."

After the sisters left, Chadette stood in her new penthouse, surrounded by luxury she'd acquired through manipulation and lies. The city sparkled below her, full of people living normal lives, having normal relationships, being normal humans.

She wasn't normal anymore. Maybe she'd never been normal. Maybe Chad had been just as much of a monster, just in a different form.

Her phone buzzed. Richard: Missing you already. Can I see you tomorrow?

Chadette looked at the message, at the diamond bracelet on her wrist, at the expensive furniture filling her expensive apartment.

She'd won. She'd gotten everything she wanted. Power, money, luxury, control.

So why did she feel so empty?

She typed back: Of course. I'm all yours.

And she was. The question was—who was "she" anymore? Chadette? Chad? Or something else entirely, something neither fully male nor fully female, neither fully human nor fully monster?

The city lights blurred as unexpected tears filled her eyes. Chadette wiped them away angrily. She didn't cry. She was strong. She was powerful. She was in control.

But alone in her penthouse, with no one to perform for, she finally let herself admit the truth.

She had no idea who she was anymore.


Chapter 13


The Breaking Point



Monday morning, Chadette woke up in her new penthouse feeling disoriented. The bed was too big, too soft, too empty. For the first time in weeks, she'd slept alone—no Richard, no sisters, no one. Just her and her thoughts.

And her thoughts were dangerous.

She pulled herself out of bed and walked to the bathroom, catching her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling mirror. The girl staring back was stunning—perfect body, flawless skin, expensive silk pajamas. But Chadette found herself staring at her face, trying to find any trace of Chad Thompson.

There was nothing. The bone structure was different, the features softer, the expression foreign. Even her eyes seemed different—harder, colder, more calculating.

She touched her face, watching the reflection do the same. "Who are you?" she whispered.

Her phone buzzed, breaking the moment. Richard: Good morning beautiful. Lunch today? I want to discuss the boutique details.

Right. The boutique. The two-hundred-thousand-dollar business loan that came with strings attached. Strings named exclusivity, availability, ownership.

Sounds perfect, she typed back. Where?

I'll send a car at noon. Wear something pretty.

Chadette set down her phone and walked to her new closet, filled with designer clothes that Richard had bought in Paris. She selected a cream-colored dress that screamed "expensive girlfriend" and laid it on the bed.

An hour later, as she was applying makeup, her old phone—the one she'd barely looked at in weeks—buzzed with a notification. She'd forgotten she even still had it.

It was a text from Jake: Chad, where the fuck are you? Nobody's seen you in three weeks. Your coach is pissed. Your parents called me asking if you're okay. What's going on?

Chadette stared at the message. Chad. Her parents. Football. That life felt like it had happened to someone else, in another universe.

She should respond. Should tell Jake she was fine, that she'd just been busy. But what would she say? How could she possibly explain what had happened to her?

Another text came through: Dude, I'm worried about you. Those sorority girls did something to you. I know they did. Please just talk to me.

Chadette's finger hovered over the keyboard. She could type something reassuring, maintain the lie. But looking at Jake's messages, she felt something crack inside her chest. Jake had been Chad's best friend since freshman year. He'd had Chad's back through everything.

And Chad had abandoned him without a word.

Before she could respond, her new phone buzzed. Richard: Car's downstairs early. Come down when you're ready.

Chadette set down the old phone without responding to Jake. She finished her makeup, put on the cream dress and heels, and headed downstairs. The driver opened the door to a black Mercedes, and she slid into the leather seats, her old life already forgotten.

Lunch was at an exclusive restaurant where Richard had a permanent table. He greeted her with a kiss and a small gift box.

"For you," he said.

Inside was a platinum credit card with her name on it. Chadette Thompson.

"It's connected to one of my accounts," Richard explained. "Fifty thousand dollar limit per month. For personal expenses, the boutique, whatever you need."

Fifty thousand dollars a month. Chadette stared at the card, feeling the weight of it. This was real. This was actually happening.

"Thank you," she said, slipping it into her purse. "This is incredibly generous."

"You're worth it." Richard took her hand across the table. "I want you to have everything you need. To be comfortable. To never worry about money."

"Why?" The question slipped out before she could stop it. "Why me? Why are you doing all this?"

Richard studied her for a long moment. "Do you want the truth?"

"Yes."

"Because you're different. Most women I meet want my money, but they pretend they don't. They play games, act coy, make me chase them while obviously just waiting for me to open my wallet." He squeezed her hand. "You're honest about what you want. You don't pretend to be something you're not. It's refreshing."

Chadette felt something twist in her stomach. Honest? She was the least honest person she knew. Everything about her was a lie—her name, her past, her body, her personality. She was a construction, a fiction, a carefully crafted illusion.

"What if I'm not who you think I am?" she asked quietly.

"Then you're a very good actress." Richard smiled. "But I don't think you are. I think you're exactly who you seem to be—a beautiful, ambitious young woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to go after it."

The waiter arrived with their food, and the conversation shifted to business details. Richard had already found a location for the boutique, already contacted contractors, already set up meetings with suppliers. He was making her dream real with terrifying efficiency.

"We can have you open in three months," he said. "Sooner if you want to rush it."

"Three months is perfect." Chadette picked at her salad, her appetite gone. "Richard, can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"Do you ever feel like you're not really yourself? Like you're playing a role?"

Richard's expression shifted, becoming more serious. "Every day. I'm the successful businessman, the generous philanthropist, the eligible bachelor. But inside?" He shook his head. "Sometimes I feel like a fraud. Like I'm one mistake away from everyone realizing I don't belong in this world."

"But you built this world. You earned it."

"Did I? Or did I just get lucky? Make the right investments at the right time?" Richard leaned back. "The truth is, Chadette, we're all pretending. Everyone's wearing a mask. The only difference is some masks fit better than others."

The words hit Chadette harder than they should have. She excused herself to the bathroom, her chest tight, her breathing shallow. In the marble-and-gold restroom, she gripped the sink and stared at her reflection.

"You're fine," she told herself. "You're in control. This is what you wanted."

But her reflection didn't look convinced.

When she returned to the table, Richard was on his phone, his expression dark. "I have to go," he said, standing. "Business emergency. I'm sorry."

"It's okay."

"The car will take you home. I'll call you tonight." He kissed her quickly and left, already barking orders into his phone.

Chadette sat alone at the table, surrounded by wealthy diners, feeling more isolated than she'd ever felt in her life. The waiter asked if she wanted dessert. She said no and left.

Instead of going back to the penthouse, Chadette found herself directing the driver to the university campus. To the frat house. She didn't know why, didn't have a plan. She just needed to see it.

The driver dropped her off a block away, and she walked slowly toward the Alpha Tau Omega house. It was late afternoon, and guys were out front playing cornhole and drinking beer. Chadette stayed across the street, watching from a distance.

She saw Jake come out the front door, laughing at something someone said. He looked the same—same backwards cap, same confident stride, same easy smile. Chad's best friend. The guy who'd tried to protect her when the brothers were groping her in that stupid pink hoodie.

As if sensing her presence, Jake looked up. His eyes found her across the street, and his expression shifted from confusion to recognition to something like horror.

He started walking toward her. Chadette's first instinct was to run, but her heels made that impossible. She stood frozen as Jake crossed the street.

"Chad?" His voice was uncertain. "Is that you?"

"My name is Chadette now." The words came out defensive.

"What the fuck happened to you?" Jake looked her up and down, taking in the designer dress, the heels, the makeup, the completely transformed body. "Dude, you disappeared. You stopped coming to practice, stopped answering texts. Coach kicked you off the team. Your parents are freaking out."

"I'm fine. I'm better than fine." Chadette crossed her arms. "I have a new life now."

"A new life? Chad, you were going to the NFL. You had scouts coming to every game. You threw that all away for... what? To be some rich guy's sugar baby?"

The words stung because they were true. "You don't understand."

"Then help me understand! Because from where I'm standing, it looks like those KDP girls did something to you. Something fucked up. And now you're not even you anymore."

"I am me. I'm more me than I ever was." Chadette's voice rose. "Chad was miserable. Chad was playing a role, trying to be what everyone expected. I'm finally free."

"Free?" Jake laughed bitterly. "You look like a prisoner, man. A really well-dressed prisoner, but still."

"Don't call me man. I'm not—I'm not a man anymore."

"Yeah, I can see that." Jake's expression softened. "But you're still my friend. Still the guy who had my back sophomore year when I got alcohol poisoning. Still the guy who helped me pass calculus. That person is still in there somewhere, right?"

Chadette felt tears threatening and blinked them back angrily. "That person was weak."

"That person was real." Jake stepped closer. "Whatever they did to you—the magic or drugs or brainwashing or whatever—you can fight it. You can come back."

"I don't want to come back!" The words burst out louder than intended. Several frat brothers looked over. "This is my life now. I chose this."

"Did you? Or did they choose it for you?" Jake pulled out his phone. "I've been researching KDP. That sorority is weird, Chad. Like, really weird. There are rumors going back decades about girls disappearing, guys having mental breakdowns after dating their sisters. Something's wrong there."

"You're paranoid."

"Am I? Look at yourself. Look at what you've become in just a few weeks. That's not normal. That's not possible without—" He stopped, shaking his head. "Come with me. Right now. We'll go to the police, or a hospital, or something. We'll figure this out."

For a moment, Chadette actually considered it. Considered walking away from Richard, from the penthouse, from the sisters. Considered trying to find some way back to who she used to be.

Then her phone buzzed. Richard: Emergency resolved. Dinner tonight at 8? I have a surprise for you.

The spell broke. Chadette looked at Jake—sweet, loyal, normal Jake who lived in a world where magic wasn't real and people didn't fundamentally change who they were.

"I have to go," she said.

"Chad, please⁠—"

"My name is Chadette!" She turned and started walking away, her heels clicking on the pavement. "And I'm not your friend anymore. I'm not anyone's friend from that life. Just leave me alone."

"I'm not giving up on you!" Jake called after her. "I'm going to figure out what they did, and I'm going to help you!"

Chadette kept walking, not looking back, her vision blurred with tears she refused to let fall. She called an Uber and went back to the penthouse, where she locked herself in the master bathroom and finally let herself cry.

She cried for Chad Thompson, who'd died without anyone noticing. She cried for the life she'd thrown away, the future she'd destroyed. She cried for the person she'd become—beautiful, powerful, and completely hollow.

When the tears finally stopped, she washed her face, reapplied her makeup, and got ready for dinner with Richard. Because that's what she did now. She performed. She pretended. She played the role of Chadette, the perfect girlfriend, the kept woman, the beautiful prize.

And maybe if she played it long enough, she'd forget she was acting at all.


Chapter 14


The Initiation



Saturday arrived too quickly. Chadette had spent the week in a fog, going through the motions—dinners with Richard, shopping trips, business meetings about the boutique. But Jake's words haunted her, echoing in her mind during quiet moments.

That person is still in there somewhere, right?

Was he? Was Chad still somewhere inside this designer-clad body, buried under layers of magic and manipulation? Or had he been completely erased, replaced by this creature who felt nothing while destroying lives?

The sisters had been texting all week about the initiation ceremony. Tonight, Chadette would become a full member of Kappa Delta Phi. A real witch. One of them, permanently.

Wear white, Madison's text instructed. Be at the house by midnight. This is the most important night of your life.

Chadette stood in her penthouse closet, staring at the white dress the sisters had left for her. It was beautiful—flowing, ethereal, almost bridal. The dress of someone being sacrificed or married. Maybe both.

Her old phone buzzed. She'd kept it charged, though she didn't know why. Another message from Jake: I know you're reading these. I know you're still in there. Please, just meet me. One conversation. That's all I'm asking.

Chadette's finger hovered over the screen. She could text back. Could agree to meet him. Could hear whatever evidence he'd found, whatever plan he'd concocted to "save" her.

But what if he was right? What if the sisters had done something to her that could be undone? What if she could go back?

The thought terrified her more than it should have. Because going back meant losing everything—the penthouse, the money, Richard, the power. Going back meant being Chad again, with all his insecurity and weakness and desperate need to prove himself.

She deleted Jake's message without responding and put on the white dress.

The KDP house was lit entirely by candles when Chadette arrived at midnight. The sisters waited in the entrance hall, all wearing black robes, their faces solemn.

"You're here," Madison said. "Good. Are you ready?"

"I think so." Chadette's voice sounded small. "What happens tonight?"

"Tonight, you bind yourself to us. To the coven. To the power we wield." Madison took her hand. "Tonight, you stop being a pledge and become a sister. But Chadette, you need to understand—this is permanent. Once the ritual is complete, there's no going back. Ever."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean the changes we've made to you—your body, your mind, your soul—they'll be locked in place. Irreversible. You'll be Chadette forever. Chad Thompson will be truly, completely dead."

The words should have scared her. Instead, Chadette felt a strange sense of relief. No more wondering. No more doubt. Just acceptance.

"I'm ready," she said.

The sisters led her down to the ritual room in the basement. The circular chamber was prepared—candles everywhere, symbols drawn on the floor in what looked like salt, and in the center, a stone altar that definitely hadn't been there before.

"Strip," Madison commanded.

Chadette removed the white dress, standing naked in the candlelight. The sisters circled her, chanting in that ancient language, and Chadette felt power building in the air, pressing against her skin.

"Lie on the altar," Sarah said.

The stone was cold against Chadette's back. She stared up at the ceiling, at the symbols carved there, at the five faces of the witches who'd created her.

"Tonight," Madison began, "we complete what we started. We bind Chadette Thompson to this coven, to this power, to this new life. We erase the last traces of who she was and cement who she's become."

The chanting intensified. Chadette felt something happening inside her—not painful, but profound. Like doors slamming shut, one after another. Memories of being Chad grew fuzzy, distant, like they'd happened to someone else. His voice, his mannerisms, his thoughts—all fading.

"Do you accept this binding?" Madison asked. "Do you willingly give yourself to us, to this power, to this transformation?"

This was it. The moment of choice. Chadette could say no. Could refuse. Could try to fight whatever they were doing.

But fighting meant going back to being Chad. Meant losing everything. Meant being weak again.

"I accept," Chadette heard herself say.

The chanting reached a crescendo. Energy poured into Chadette's body, filling every cell, rewriting her on a fundamental level. She gasped, her back arching off the stone, as the final transformation took hold.

And then it was done.

The chanting stopped. The energy dissipated. Chadette lay on the altar, breathing hard, feeling fundamentally different. Changed. Complete.

"It's done," Madison said softly. "Welcome to the sisterhood, Chadette."

The sisters helped her up and wrapped her in a black robe. Chadette looked at her hands, flexing her fingers. They felt the same but different. Like they'd always belonged to her, like she'd never been anyone else.

"How do you feel?" Brittany asked.

"I feel..." Chadette searched for the word. "Free. Like a weight I didn't know I was carrying is gone."

"That's because Chad is gone," Sarah said quietly. "Completely. You're just you now."

They led her upstairs to a mirror. Chadette looked at her reflection and felt no disconnect, no dissonance. The girl staring back was her. Had always been her. The memories of being Chad felt like a dream, something that had happened to someone else in another life.

"There's one more thing," Madison said. She held out a small vial of silver liquid—the same potion that had completed Chadette's physical transformation. "We need you to drink this."

"Why? I'm already female."

"This isn't for your body. It's for your power." Madison uncorked the vial. "It will awaken your magic. Make you a true witch like us. But it will also bind you to the coven permanently. You'll never be able to leave, never be able to betray us. You'll be ours forever."

Chadette took the vial, staring at the silver liquid. This was the final step. The point of no return.

Behind her, she heard a commotion upstairs. Shouting. The front door slamming open.

"What's that?" Sarah asked.

Heavy footsteps thundered down the stairs. The ritual room door burst open, and Jake stood there, breathing hard, his eyes wild.

"Chad!" he shouted. "Don't drink that!"

The sisters moved to block him, but Jake pushed past them, heading straight for Chadette.

"How did you get in here?" Madison demanded.

"I broke a window. I don't care." Jake grabbed Chadette's shoulders. "Chad, listen to me. I know what they did. I found records, old newspaper articles. KDP has been doing this for decades—targeting guys, transforming them, making them disappear. You're not the first. You won't be the last unless you stop this now."

Chadette stared at him, the vial still in her hand. "My name is Chadette."

"No, it's not! Your name is Chad Thompson. You're from Ohio. Your mom's name is Linda. Your dad is Robert. You have a little sister named Emma who looks up to you. You wanted to play in the NFL. You were going to be someone." Jake's voice cracked. "You are someone. Don't let them erase that."

For a moment—just a moment—Chadette felt something stir. A memory of a little girl with pigtails, cheering at a high school football game. Emma. His sister. Chad's sister.

"I..." Chadette's hand trembled. "I don't..."

"You do remember," Jake said urgently. "I can see it in your eyes. You're still in there. You can still fight this."

Madison stepped forward. "Jake, you need to leave. This doesn't concern you."

"The hell it doesn't! He's my best friend!" Jake turned to the other sisters. "How many guys have you done this to? How many lives have you destroyed for your sick games?"

"This isn't a game," Brittany said coldly. "This is power. This is evolution. We take toxic men and transform them into something better. Something useful."

"You take human beings and turn them into puppets!" Jake looked back at Chadette. "Please. Please don't drink that. Come with me right now. We'll figure this out. We'll find a way to undo what they did."

Chadette looked at the vial in her hand. Then at Jake's desperate face. Then at the five sisters watching her with cold, calculating eyes.

Two paths. Two futures.

Drink the potion, become a full witch, accept this life permanently. Power, wealth, beauty, magic. Never worry about money again. Never feel weak again. Be Chadette forever.

Or leave with Jake. Try to undo the magic. Try to become Chad again. Go back to that life of pressure and expectations and desperate striving to prove himself worthy.

"I'm sorry, Jake," Chadette said softly.

She raised the vial to her lips.

"No!" Jake lunged forward.

But Sarah muttered something in that ancient language, and Jake froze mid-step, held by invisible hands. He struggled against the magic, his face contorted with effort.

"Chad, don't! Please!"

Chadette drank the potion in one swallow. The silver liquid burned going down, then exploded into warmth that spread through her entire body. She felt power flooding into her—real power, magical power, the kind that could reshape reality.

She gasped, her eyes glowing silver for a moment. When the glow faded, she felt different. Complete. Powerful.

"It's done," Madison said with satisfaction. "She's one of us now."

Jake was still frozen, tears streaming down his face. "Why?" he whispered. "Why would you choose this?"

Chadette walked over to him, her new power humming under her skin. She could feel the magic holding him, could sense how to manipulate it. With a thought, she could hurt him. With a word, she could erase his memories.

"Because I'm better this way," she said. "Stronger. More powerful. Chad was weak. Chad was nothing. I'm everything he never could be."

"You're a monster."

"Maybe." Chadette smiled. "But I'm a beautiful, powerful monster. And that's better than being a weak, forgettable man."

She nodded to Sarah, who released the spell. Jake stumbled forward, catching himself.

"Get out," Madison said. "And if you tell anyone about this, we'll know. And we'll make you forget. Or worse."

Jake looked at Chadette one last time, his expression broken. "I hope it's worth it," he said. "I hope all this power and money and beauty is worth losing yourself."

He turned and left, his footsteps echoing up the stairs. A moment later, they heard the front door slam.

Silence fell over the ritual room. Chadette stood in her black robe, power coursing through her veins, feeling nothing. No guilt, no regret, no doubt.

"How do you feel?" Madison asked.

"Perfect," Chadette said. And she meant it.

The sisters smiled and embraced her, welcoming her fully into their fold. They went upstairs and celebrated with wine and ritual, teaching Chadette her first spells, showing her how to harness her new power.

As the night wore on and the celebration continued, Chadette caught her reflection in a window. She looked radiant, powerful, complete. Everything she'd ever wanted to be.

Behind her reflection, she thought she saw something else for just a moment—a flicker of a face she used to know, a ghost of who she'd been. But when she blinked, it was gone.

Chad Thompson was dead. Long live Chadette.


Chapter 15


The Reckoning



Three months had passed since the initiation. Chadette's boutique—aptly named "Metamorphosis"—had opened to rave reviews and immediate success. Richard had spared no expense, and Chadette's natural eye for fashion combined with her magical ability to subtly influence customers made the store a goldmine.

She stood in the boutique now, watching wealthy women browse racks of designer clothes, each one subtly enchanted to make the wearer feel more confident, more beautiful, more powerful. Small magic, but effective. And profitable.

Her phone buzzed. Richard: Board meeting ran long. Dinner at 9 instead of 7?

Perfect, she typed back. I'll be ready.

The past three months had been everything Chadette could have wanted. Richard was completely devoted to her, talking about moving in together, about making things "official." The boutique was making money. Her magic was growing stronger every day under the sisters' tutelage. She had power, wealth, beauty, and control.

So why did she feel so hollow?

The bell above the door chimed, and Chadette looked up from her phone. Her blood ran cold.

A woman in her fifties stood in the entrance—elegant, well-dressed, with kind eyes and graying blonde hair pulled back in a bun. She looked exactly like the photos Chadette had seen but tried to forget.

Linda Thompson. Chad's mother.

"Hello," Linda said, her voice warm but uncertain. "Are you Chadette?"

Chadette's new magical senses told her this wasn't a coincidence. Linda had come here specifically looking for her. "Yes. Can I help you?"

"I hope so." Linda approached slowly, studying Chadette's face with an intensity that made her uncomfortable. "I'm looking for my son. His name is Chad Thompson. He's been missing for months. But a friend of his—Jake—he said I might find answers here."

Fuck. Jake hadn't given up.

"I'm sorry," Chadette said, her voice steady despite her racing heart. "I don't know anyone named Chad."

"Are you sure?" Linda pulled out her phone, showing Chadette a photo. Chad in his football uniform, smiling, looking so young and hopeful. "Jake said you knew him. That you might know what happened to him."

Chadette stared at the photo, feeling nothing. That person was gone. Dead. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Thompson. I really can't help you."

Linda's eyes filled with tears. "Please. He's my son. My baby. He just disappeared. Stopped answering calls, stopped going to class, stopped showing up to practice. His coach said he threw away his entire future. His father and I—we don't understand what happened."

"Maybe he just wanted a different life," Chadette said coldly. "Maybe he was tired of living up to everyone's expectations."

"How would you know that?" Linda's voice sharpened. "How would you know what my son wanted?"

Chadette realized her mistake too late. She'd revealed too much, spoken from Chad's perspective instead of as a stranger.

Linda stepped closer, her eyes searching Chadette's face. "There's something familiar about you. Your eyes. The way you stand. It's..." She shook her head. "I know this sounds crazy, but you remind me of him. Of Chad."

"That's ridiculous."

"Is it?" Linda's voice broke. "Jake told me things. Impossible things. About magic and transformation and—I didn't believe him. I thought he was having some kind of breakdown. But now, looking at you..."

"You need to leave." Chadette's power flared, her voice taking on an otherworldly resonance. "Now."

But Linda didn't move. Instead, she reached into her purse and pulled out a small photo album. "Before you make me leave, just look at these. Please."

She opened the album, showing Chadette pictures. Chad as a baby, held by a younger Linda. Chad at five, missing his front teeth. Chad at ten, in his first football uniform. Chad at graduation, his arm around a little girl with pigtails.

Emma. His sister.

"This is my son," Linda said softly. "This is the boy I raised, the child I loved, the man I'm desperately searching for. If you know anything—anything at all—please tell me. I just want to know he's alive. That he's okay."

Chadette stared at the photos, her chest tight. These were memories she'd locked away, doors she'd slammed shut during the ritual. But looking at them now, she felt something crack.

"Emma asks about him every day," Linda continued, tears streaming down her face. "She's thirteen now. She idolizes her big brother. She doesn't understand why he abandoned her. Why he doesn't call or text or visit. It's breaking her heart."

Emma. Sweet Emma who used to beg Chad to play catch with her, who wore his old jerseys to school, who wanted to be just like him.

"Please stop," Chadette whispered.

"I can't stop. He's my son. I carried him for nine months. I raised him. I know him better than anyone. And I know—" Linda's voice cracked. "I know something terrible happened to him. I can feel it. A mother knows."

Chadette's hands trembled. She could feel her magic swirling, ready to erase Linda's memories, to make her forget this conversation, to send her away thinking she'd never been here.

It would be so easy. One spell, and this problem would disappear.

But looking at Linda's face—at the desperate love of a mother for her lost child—Chadette felt something she hadn't felt in months.

Guilt.

"I'm sorry," Chadette said, her voice barely audible. "I'm so sorry."

"Why are you sorry?" Linda stepped closer. "Do you know something? Please, just tell me. Is he alive?"

Chadette opened her mouth to deny it, to lie, to send Linda away. But the words wouldn't come. Instead, something else emerged.

"He's alive," she whispered. "But he's not... he's not Chad anymore."

Linda's face went white. "What does that mean? What happened to my son?"

"I can't—" Chadette backed away. "You need to leave. Please. Before I do something we'll both regret."

"No." Linda's voice was steel now. "Not until you tell me what happened. Not until you tell me where my son is."

The bell chimed again. Madison walked in, her expression darkening when she saw Linda.

"Chadette," she said calmly. "Is there a problem here?"

"This woman is Chad Thompson's mother," Chadette said. "She's looking for him."

Madison's eyes flashed. "I see. Mrs. Thompson, I'm afraid you've been misinformed. There's no one here who can help you."

"You're one of them," Linda said, recognition dawning. "One of those sorority girls. Jake told me about you. About what you do."

"Jake talks too much." Madison moved closer, power radiating from her. "And you need to leave. Now."

"Not without answers." Linda stood her ground, brave despite facing two witches. "What did you do to my son?"

"Your son made his own choices," Madison said. "No one forced him to do anything."

"Bullshit!" Linda's voice rose. "He was twenty years old. He had his whole life ahead of him. And you—you corrupted him somehow. Changed him. Destroyed him."

"We improved him," Brittany said, entering from the back room with Sarah. "We gave him power he never would have had. We freed him from the prison of toxic masculinity."

"By turning him into what? A girl? A puppet?" Linda looked at each of them. "You're monsters."

"We're evolutionaries," Madison corrected. "We're taking broken men and transforming them into something better. Your son was a misogynistic asshole who treated women like objects. We simply taught him what it feels like to be objectified."

"He was my baby!" Linda's voice broke completely. "He was a good boy who made some mistakes. He didn't deserve whatever you did to him."

Chadette felt something inside her crack wider. She looked at Linda—at this woman who'd loved Chad unconditionally, who'd driven him to football practice and cheered at every game, who'd believed in him even when he didn't believe in himself.

"He's gone," Chadette heard herself say. "Chad is gone. I'm all that's left."

Linda's eyes snapped to her, really looking at her for the first time. "What?"

"It's me." Chadette's voice cracked. "I'm Chad. Or I was. I don't know anymore."

"No." Linda shook her head. "No, that's impossible. You're a woman. You're⁠—"

"Magic is real, Mrs. Thompson." Chadette gestured at herself. "They changed me. Completely. My body, my mind, my soul. They took your son and turned him into this."

Madison's hand shot out, gripping Chadette's arm. "What are you doing?"

"I'm telling her the truth!" Chadette yanked her arm away, power flaring. "She deserves to know!"

"You stupid girl," Madison hissed. "You just violated the most sacred rule. You never tell the families. Never."

But Chadette wasn't listening. She was watching Linda's face cycle through disbelief, horror, and finally, heartbreaking recognition.

"Your eyes," Linda whispered. "I knew there was something familiar. They're Chad's eyes. Exactly his eyes." She reached out with a trembling hand. "My baby. What did they do to you?"

"Everything." Chadette felt tears streaming down her face—the first real tears she'd cried in months. "They took everything I was and made me into this. And I let them. I chose this."

"No." Linda grabbed her hands. "No, baby, you didn't choose this. They manipulated you. Brainwashed you. This isn't your fault."

"Isn't it?" Chadette laughed bitterly. "I drank the potions. I did the rituals. I became their perfect creation. I destroyed a man's marriage for sport. I manipulated men for money. I chose all of it."

"Because they made you!" Linda's grip tightened. "Whatever they did to your mind, whatever magic they used—that's not you. That's not my son."

"Your son is dead!" Chadette pulled away. "He died on that altar three months ago. I killed him. I chose to kill him because I was weak and scared and I wanted to be powerful instead."

"You're not weak," Linda said fiercely. "You're my son. My strong, brave, beautiful son who's been tortured and traumatized and manipulated. But you're still in there. I can see you."

Madison stepped between them. "Enough. This ends now." She raised her hand, power gathering. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Thompson, but you can't leave here with these memories."

"Don't you dare!" Chadette moved faster than she'd known she could, her own magic flaring to counter Madison's. "Don't you fucking dare touch her!"

The two witches faced off, power crackling in the air. The other customers in the boutique fled, sensing danger.

"You're making a mistake," Madison said coldly. "She'll tell everyone. She'll expose us. The coven will be destroyed."

"Good!" Chadette's power surged. "Maybe it should be! Maybe what we're doing is wrong!"

"What we're doing is necessary!" Brittany joined Madison, adding her power. "We're balancing the scales. Taking power from those who abuse it and giving it to ourselves."

"By destroying lives? By turning people into puppets?" Chadette felt her magic growing, fed by rage and guilt and months of suppressed emotion. "We're not heroes. We're monsters. And I've been too blind to see it."

Sarah and the other sisters surrounded them, forming a circle. "Chadette, think about what you're doing," Sarah said. "If you fight us, you lose everything. The boutique, Richard, your power. Everything we gave you."

"You didn't give me anything!" Chadette screamed. "You stole from me! You stole my body, my identity, my future! You turned me into a weapon and aimed me at innocent people!"

"Innocent?" Madison laughed. "Richard Ashford has destroyed countless small businesses. Trevor cheats on his taxes and exploits his employees. Marcus evicts single mothers to flip properties. They're not innocent."

"And neither are we!" Chadette's power exploded outward, shattering windows. "We're worse than them because we pretend to be righteous! At least they're honest about being assholes!"

Linda had backed against the wall, watching in horror as magical energy swirled through the boutique. "Chad—Chadette—we need to get out of here!"

"Not yet." Chadette turned to Madison, her eyes blazing. "I want you to undo it. All of it. Turn me back."

"I can't."

"Bullshit!"

"I mean it. The final ritual made the changes permanent. Irreversible." Madison's expression was almost pitying. "You're Chadette forever now. Chad Thompson is truly dead."

The words hit like a physical blow. Chadette staggered, her power flickering. "No. No, there has to be a way."

"There isn't." Madison lowered her hands, the fight draining out of her. "I'm sorry. I didn't think you'd ever want to go back. You seemed so happy."

"I wasn't happy. I was drugged and brainwashed and manipulated into thinking I was happy." Chadette looked at her hands—small, delicate, feminine. "And now I'm stuck like this forever."

"I'm so sorry, baby," Linda said, moving to her side. "But we'll figure this out. Together. You're still my child. Still my family. Gender doesn't change that."

"But I'm not your son anymore. I can never be your son again."

"No," Linda agreed, taking her hands. "But you can be my daughter. If that's what you choose. Or something in between. Whatever you are, whoever you become—I love you. That never changes."

Chadette broke down completely, sobbing in her mother's arms like a child. All the pain and guilt and confusion she'd been suppressing for months came pouring out.

"I'm sorry," she gasped. "I'm so sorry. I abandoned you and Dad and Emma. I threw away everything. I'm sorry."

"Shh, it's okay. It's okay." Linda held her tight. "We're going to get through this. As a family."

Madison watched them, her expression unreadable. Finally, she spoke. "You can leave. Both of you. I won't stop you."

Chadette looked up, surprised. "What?"

"You've made your choice. You're choosing them over us." Madison's voice was sad rather than angry. "I won't force you to stay. But understand—if you leave the coven, you lose your magic. All of it. You'll be powerless."

"I don't care about the magic."

"You'll also lose the boutique. The penthouse. Everything Richard gave you. He was only interested because of the subtle enchantments we taught you to use. Without them, he'll move on."

"I don't care about any of it." Chadette stood, still holding her mother's hand. "I just want to go home."

"Then go." Madison stepped aside. "But Chadette—you can never come back. And you can never tell anyone what we are or what we do. That binding still holds. If you violate it, the consequences will be severe."

"I understand."

Chadette and Linda walked toward the door. As they reached it, Sarah called out, "Chadette, wait."

Chadette turned.

"I'm sorry," Sarah said softly. "I tried to warn you. Tried to make you see what you were becoming. But you were so determined to be powerful that you couldn't hear me."

"I know. And you were right. About all of it." Chadette managed a sad smile. "Thank you for trying."

They left the boutique—Metamorphosis, the perfect name for what had happened to her—and stepped into the afternoon sunlight. Chadette felt her magic draining away immediately, the power that had filled her for months evaporating like morning dew.

She was just a girl now. No magic, no power, no wealth. Just Chadette Thompson, a twenty-year-old woman trying to figure out who she was.

"What now?" she asked her mother.

"Now we go home," Linda said. "We tell your father and Emma what happened. We figure out how to move forward. Together."

"They're going to hate me."

"They're going to love you. Because that's what family does." Linda squeezed her hand. "It won't be easy. But we'll get through it."

As they walked to Linda's car, Chadette's phone buzzed. Richard: Where are you? I've been calling. The boutique is closed. What's going on?

Chadette looked at the message, then at the penthouse key in her purse, then at the diamond bracelet on her wrist. All symbols of a life she was walking away from.

She removed the bracelet and left it on a bench. She'd mail the key and credit card back to Richard with a note explaining she couldn't do this anymore. He'd be angry, probably try to sue her for the business investment. But that was a problem for another day.

"Ready?" Linda asked.

Chadette took a deep breath and nodded. "Ready."

They drove out of the city, leaving behind the penthouse and the boutique and the coven. Leaving behind Chadette Thompson, the powerful witch and kept woman. Leaving behind Chad Thompson, the arrogant quarterback.

Heading toward something new. Something uncertain. Something real.

As the city disappeared in the rearview mirror, Chadette felt something she hadn't felt in months.

Hope.


Epilogue


One Year Later


Chadette stood in front of the mirror in her childhood bedroom, adjusting her graduation cap. She'd finished her degree online, taking classes in business and psychology. She'd also started therapy, working through the trauma of what had happened to her.

It hadn't been easy. Her father had struggled to accept the changes, though he was trying. Emma had been confused at first but had eventually embraced having a sister instead of a brother. The football team had moved on without her. Her frat brothers had forgotten she existed.

But she was healing. Slowly, painfully, but genuinely.

There was a knock on the door. "You ready?" Emma asked, poking her head in. She was fourteen now, taller, more confident.

"Yeah. Just nervous."

"Don't be. You're going to be great." Emma came in and hugged her. "I'm proud of you, you know. For everything."

"Thanks, Em."

They went downstairs where their parents waited. Robert Thompson still looked uncomfortable sometimes, but he smiled when he saw her. "You look beautiful, sweetheart."

"Thanks, Dad."

The graduation ceremony was small, just family, but it felt meaningful. Chadette walked across the stage and accepted her diploma, feeling like she'd actually earned something for the first time in years.

Afterward, at the family celebration, Jake showed up. Chadette hadn't seen him since that night at the KDP house, though they'd exchanged a few emails.

"Hey," he said awkwardly. "Congratulations."

"Thanks for coming." Chadette hugged him. "And thank you. For not giving up on me. Even when I gave up on myself."

"That's what friends do." Jake smiled. "So what's next for you?"

"I'm starting a support group. For people who've been manipulated or abused. Helping them find themselves again." Chadette had discovered a passion for it during her own recovery. "What about you?"

"Law school. I'm going to specialize in cases involving coercion and undue influence." Jake's expression hardened. "Someone needs to hold people accountable for what they do to others."

They talked for a while, and Chadette felt grateful to have her friend back. He'd never stopped seeing her as a person, even when she'd stopped seeing herself that way.

Later that night, alone in her room, Chadette looked at herself in the mirror. She was still female, still beautiful, still Chadette. But she was also something more now—someone who'd been broken and was slowly putting herself back together.

She'd lost her magic, her wealth, her power. But she'd gained something more valuable: herself.

Her phone buzzed. A blocked number: You can't run forever. The coven never forgets. And neither do I. - Madison

Chadette stared at the message, feeling a chill. She'd known this wasn't over. Known that walking away from the sisters wouldn't be the end.

But she wasn't the same scared person who'd stumbled into the KDP house a year ago. She'd been through hell and come out the other side. She'd faced her demons and survived.

Whatever came next, she'd be ready.

She deleted the message and turned off her phone. Tomorrow she'd worry about Madison and the coven and whatever revenge they might be planning.

Tonight, she was just Chadette Thompson, college graduate, survivor, and work in progress.
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