
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Assignment

The Delta Epsilon house reeked of stale beer and testosterone as Allan Morrison clutched the small white pill between his trembling fingers. The basement meeting room felt suffocating with its wood-paneled walls covered in decades of fraternity composites - rows of grinning faces that had endured similar trials to earn their letters.

"Gentlemen," President Gregory Castellano's voice boomed across the dimly lit space, his imposing six-foot frame casting shadows over the assembled pledges. "Welcome to your final hazing weekend. What you're about to experience will test every boundary you thought you had."

Allan's throat constricted as he glanced sideways at his roommate Nick Torrino, the star linebacker whose massive shoulders seemed to dwarf the metal folding chair beneath him. Unlike Allan's nervous fidgeting, Nick appeared completely at ease, even excited, his dark eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"These pills," Gregory continued, holding up an identical white tablet, "contain a revolutionary compound developed by our chemistry brothers. One dose will completely feminize your body for exactly seventy-two hours. Voice, body hair, muscle mass, even your genitalia - everything changes."

The basement fell silent except for the distant thump of music from the party upstairs. Allan's mind reeled at the implications. He'd known the hazing would be intense, but this exceeded every nightmare scenario he'd imagined.

"Each of you will be assigned a role to play during your transformation," Gregory announced, consulting a clipboard. "Morrison - you'll serve as my personal secretary. Torrino - you're working the weekend as an escort."

Nick's face lit up with a predatory grin that made Allan's stomach lurch. His roommate had always been sexually aggressive, bragging about his conquests with a crude enthusiasm that both disgusted and secretly fascinated Allan. The thought of Nick transformed into a woman, playing prostitute, sent conflicting waves of revulsion and arousal through Allan's conflicted psyche.

"The rules are simple," Gregory continued. "You take the pill now, spend the weekend fulfilling your assigned roles completely and convincingly, or you're out of Delta Epsilon permanently. No half-measures, no backing out once you've swallowed."

Allan stared at the pill, his rational mind screaming warnings while something deeper, more primal, whispered seductive possibilities. He'd always been curious about feminine sexuality, had masturbated to fantasies of experiencing sex from a woman's perspective. Now fate was offering him that exact opportunity wrapped in the guise of fraternity obligation.

"Fuck yeah," Nick muttered beside him, already raising the pill toward his mouth. "This is going to be incredible."

Without hesitation, Nick swallowed the tablet and chased it with beer from his red Solo cup. Allan watched in horrified fascination as his roommate's expression shifted from cocky confidence to wide-eyed wonder.

"It's starting," Nick gasped, his voice already climbing in pitch. "Holy shit, I can feel it."

The transformation began subtly - Nick's square jaw softening, his prominent Adam's apple receding. But within minutes, the changes accelerated dramatically. His thick neck narrowed, his broad shoulders contracting as his entire skeletal structure seemed to compress and reshape itself.

Allan found himself transfixed by the metamorphosis unfolding before him. Nick's buzz-cut hair lengthened rapidly, darkening from sandy brown to rich chestnut before lightening to platinum blonde. His rugged features refined themselves with each passing second - his nose becoming delicate and upturned, his lips growing fuller and more sensuous.

"Jesus Christ," Nick moaned, his new soprano voice dripping with sexual hunger. "My skin... it's so fucking sensitive."

Nick's muscular frame was dissolving, his powerful linebacker build melting into something entirely feminine. His chest began swelling, small bumps growing into unmistakable breasts that strained against his suddenly too-large t-shirt. His waist cinched dramatically while his hips flared outward, creating an hourglass silhouette that would make porn stars jealous.

The most dramatic change was happening between Nick's legs. Allan couldn't tear his eyes away as his roommate's masculine bulge flattened and reformed. Nick's breathing became ragged as his male anatomy disappeared completely, replaced by feminine curves that pressed against his jeans in entirely new places.

"I need to get out of these clothes," Nick panted, his voice now completely feminine and sultry. "Everything feels wrong."

Gregory tossed him a bag from behind the podium. "Your work outfit's in there. Get changed - you need to start earning your keep tonight."

Nick practically sprinted toward the bathroom, leaving Allan alone with his thoughts and the untaken pill. The other pledges had already swallowed theirs and were beginning their own transformations, but Allan remained frozen.

When Nick emerged twenty minutes later, Allan's breath caught in his throat. The linebacker had become a walking wet dream - a blonde bombshell in a skin-tight red dress that barely covered her ass and pushed her new breasts together into an impressive cleavage display. Her legs seemed to go on forever, emphasized by stiletto heels that made her hips sway hypnotically.

"Like what you see?" Nick purred, running her manicured hands down her curves. "God, Allan, you have to try this. I've never felt anything like it."

Nick approached him with predatory grace, her new feminine instincts already fully engaged. "The sensitivity is incredible. Every touch sends electricity through my entire body. And between my legs..." She shivered dramatically. "It's like having a direct line to pure pleasure."

Allan's resistance crumbled as Nick pressed against him, her soft breasts rubbing against his chest through the thin fabric of her dress. The familiar scent of his roommate's cologne mixed with something new - a feminine musk that made his head spin.

"Take the pill," Nick whispered in his ear, her breath hot against his skin. "Then let me show you what this body can do."

Allan's hand moved as if possessed, bringing the pill to his lips. The rational part of his mind screamed one final warning before he swallowed, sealing his fate for the next three days.

The transformation hit him like a freight train. Where Nick's change had been smooth and gradual, Allan's felt violent and overwhelming. His entire nervous system seemed to be rewiring itself as his body began reshaping. His lean runner's build started softening, muscle mass melting away as his bones shifted and reformed.

Nick watched with hungry eyes as Allan's brown hair lengthened and lightened to auburn, falling in waves around his increasingly feminine face. His strong jaw softened, his nose refined itself, and his lips grew full and pouty. Most dramatically, his chest began swelling, small breasts growing steadily larger until they pressed painfully against his shirt.

"Let me help," Nick purred, beginning to unbutton Allan's shirt with practiced seduction. "You'll want to see this."

Allan gasped as Nick's fingers brushed his newly sensitive nipples. The sensation was unlike anything he'd experienced as a man - waves of pleasure radiating from the contact point throughout his changing body. His waist was contracting while his hips expanded, creating feminine curves that seemed impossible on his formerly angular frame.

The most intense transformation was happening between his legs. Allan felt his male anatomy retreating, dissolving, being replaced by something entirely foreign yet somehow natural. When Nick's hand cupped him there, Allan nearly collapsed from the intensity of sensation.

"You're beautiful," Nick breathed, her lips inches from Allan's ear. "Absolutely gorgeous. I can't wait to show you what pleasure really means."

Allan's transformation completed itself as Nick's hands roamed his new body. Where Allan had been lean and muscular, he was now soft and curvaceous. His breasts were smaller than Nick's but perfectly proportioned, his waist tiny enough for Nick to nearly span with her hands.

"We need to get you dressed for your secretary role," Nick said, producing another bag from Gregory's collection. "But first..." Her eyes gleamed with predatory hunger. "I think I need some practice for my new job."

Nick pressed Allan against the bathroom wall, her body a warm, soft weight against his new feminine form. "As a working girl, I need to know my worth. How about we start with a basic rate structure?"

Allan's mind reeled as Nick's hands explored his transformed body with expert precision. Every touch sent shockwaves of pleasure through his hypersensitive skin. His new breasts seemed directly connected to the growing wetness between his legs, a sensation so foreign yet intoxicating that coherent thought became impossible.

"Fifty for touching," Nick whispered, her fingers tracing circles around Allan's hardened nipples. "A hundred for oral. Two hundred for the full experience."

Allan found himself nodding, his new feminine voice emerging as breathless moans. The idea of paying Nick for sex, of his transformed roommate taking money for sexual services, added a layer of forbidden excitement that made his new anatomy throb with need.

Nick's mouth found Allan's nipple, her tongue swirling around the sensitive peak while her hand massaged the soft flesh. Allan's back arched involuntarily, his body responding with an intensity that overwhelmed his senses. The pleasure was so different from his male experience - deeper, more encompassing, radiating through his entire nervous system.

"God, your tits are perfect," Nick murmured against his skin. "So responsive. I bet you're getting wet already, aren't you?"

Allan could only whimper as Nick's hand traced down his transformed body, fingers finding the slick heat between his legs. The touch sent lightning through his system, his new anatomy clenching around Nick's exploring fingers.

"Definitely wet," Nick laughed, her voice thick with arousal. "You're going to love what comes next."

Nick dropped to her knees, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she pressed her face between Allan's trembling thighs. The first touch of her tongue against Allan's new sex destroyed any remaining coherent thought. The sensation was beyond description - waves of pleasure building and crashing through his transformed nervous system.

Nick's tongue worked expertly, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on Allan's most sensitive spots. Her fingers joined the assault, penetrating and stretching while her mouth focused on the bundle of nerves that seemed to control Allan's entire existence.

Allan's hands tangled in Nick's platinum hair, holding her against his throbbing sex as the pressure built toward something beyond his experience. Every nerve ending seemed calibrated for maximum sensation, his new body designed for this exact type of pleasure.

When the orgasm hit, Allan screamed. The climax started between his legs but exploded through his entire body, wave after wave of intensity that left him gasping and shaking. It seemed to last forever, each pulse sending fresh shockwaves through his hypersensitive system.

"That's just the warm-up," Nick purred, rising to kiss Allan with lips that tasted of his own arousal. "Ready for the full package?"

Allan nodded weakly, his transformed body already craving more despite the intensity of what he'd just experienced. Nick positioned herself carefully, her own arousal evident in the flush of her cheeks and the hardness of her nipples pressing against her dress.

"Two hundred, remember?" Nick whispered as she pressed against Allan's entrance. "I'm worth every penny."

The penetration was unlike anything Allan could have imagined. Nick's fingers filled him completely while her thumb worked the sensitive bundle of nerves that controlled his pleasure. The rhythm started slow but built steadily, each thrust sending fresh waves of sensation through his transformed nervous system.

Nick's other hand worked Allan's breasts, pinching and rolling his nipples while she maintained the relentless pace between his legs. Allan's new body responded to every touch with increasing intensity, his sex gripping Nick's fingers as pleasure built toward another impossible peak.

"You love this," Nick panted, her own arousal evident in her flushed face and rapid breathing. "You love being filled, being taken. Say it."

"I love it," Allan gasped, his feminine voice breaking with emotion. "God, Nick, don't stop. Please don't stop."

Nick's pace increased, her fingers working Allan's responsive body with expert precision. The second orgasm built more slowly but hit with even greater force, Allan's transformed anatomy clenching rhythmically around Nick's penetrating fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through his system.

As Allan collapsed against the bathroom wall, his body still trembling from the intensity, Nick smiled with satisfied predation.

"Now that's what I call market research," she laughed, straightening her dress and checking her makeup in the mirror. "Your turn to get dressed, secretary. We've got a weekend to survive."

Allan reached for the bag containing his new clothes with shaking hands, his mind reeling from the implications of what had just happened. The weekend hadn't even officially started, and already his understanding of sexuality, identity, and pleasure had been completely destroyed and rebuilt.

As he pulled on the conservative skirt and blouse that would define his role as Gregory's secretary, Allan realized there was no going back. The pill had changed more than just his body - it had awakened desires and possibilities he'd never imagined. The weekend stretched ahead like an unexplored country, full of danger and promise in equal measure.

"Ready for your first day of work?" Nick asked, applying lipstick with practiced ease. "Because Gregory's expecting his new secretary bright and early tomorrow morning. And from what I hear, he's very... demanding of his staff."

Allan caught his reflection in the mirror - auburn hair framing delicate features, conservative clothes that couldn't quite hide his new feminine curves. The person staring back was a stranger, yet somehow felt more familiar than the body he'd worn for twenty years.

The transformation was complete. The weekend was just beginning.


Chapter 2: Allan's Transformation

The basement bathroom felt claustrophobic as Allan stared at his reflection, still reeling from Nick's expert ministrations. The fluorescent lights cast harsh shadows across his transformed features, highlighting the delicate bone structure that had replaced his formerly angular jaw. His auburn hair fell in soft waves around his shoulders, framing a face that belonged to someone else entirely.

"Fuck," he whispered, his voice emerging as a breathy soprano that sent shivers through his hypersensitive nervous system. Even his own voice aroused him now, each syllable vibrating through his transformed vocal cords with unfamiliar resonance.

The bag Gregory had provided for his secretary role lay open on the sink counter, revealing an array of professional women's clothing that made his stomach flutter with nervous anticipation. A crisp white blouse, charcoal pencil skirt, matching blazer, and beneath those... intimate garments that would complete his feminine transformation.

Allan lifted the delicate lace bra with trembling fingers, marveling at how something so small could accommodate the breasts that now curved from his chest. The transformation had given him a perfect C-cup, round and firm with pink nipples that remained perpetually hard from the constant stimulation of fabric against his hypersensitive skin.

Slipping the bra over his shoulders, Allan fumbled with the clasp before managing to secure it. The sensation of support around his breasts felt foreign yet necessary, the weight of his new anatomy requiring the structured embrace of properly fitted lingerie. The lace cups framed his cleavage beautifully, creating shadows and curves that made him catch his breath.

The matching panties were next - a scrap of black lace that barely covered his new sex. Allan gasped as the delicate fabric settled against his transformed anatomy, the slight friction against his sensitive flesh sending waves of arousal through his system. Everything down there felt so different - soft, wet, responsive in ways his male anatomy had never been.

He found himself touching experimentally, fingers tracing the smooth lines where his masculine bulge had once been. The sensation was incredible - every nerve ending seemed calibrated for maximum pleasure, his new anatomy responding to the lightest contact with electric intensity.

"Jesus," he moaned softly, his exploring fingers finding the hidden bundle of nerves that Nick had worshipped so expertly. The brief touch sent lightning through his transformed nervous system, his sex clenching around nothing as arousal flooded through him.

Allan forced himself to stop, knowing he needed to complete his transformation before Gregory expected him to report for duty. The pantyhose were next - sheer nude stockings that clung to his slender legs like a second skin. Rolling them up his calves and thighs, Allan marveled at how the hosiery emphasized the feminine curves of his new form.

The pencil skirt hugged his hips perfectly, the tailored fabric accentuating his narrow waist and the swell of his ass. Allan turned sideways in the mirror, running his hands over the pronounced curve of his transformed figure. The skirt fell just below his knees, professional yet undeniably sexy on his new frame.

The white blouse was silk, its luxurious fabric whispering against his skin as he buttoned it carefully. The cut was designed to flatter a woman's figure - fitted through the waist with subtle darts that emphasized his breasts without being overtly sexual. Allan found himself adjusting the neckline, unsure how much cleavage was appropriate for a secretary position.

The matching blazer completed the ensemble, its structured shoulders and nipped waist creating an hourglass silhouette that screamed feminine authority. Allan fastened the single button at his waist, marveling at how the professional attire somehow made him feel both powerful and vulnerable simultaneously.

The heels were his biggest challenge. Black pumps with a modest two-inch heel that felt impossibly high as Allan attempted his first steps. His center of gravity had shifted completely with his transformation - not just from the heels but from his entirely new body proportions. His hips were wider, his chest heavier, his legs longer and more slender.

Allan gripped the sink counter as he practiced walking, his ankles wobbling precariously with each step. The heels forced his spine into an unnatural arch that pushed his ass out and his chest forward, creating an unconsciously seductive posture that made him acutely aware of his transformed sexuality.

"Come on," he muttered to himself, taking tentative steps across the small bathroom. "Just... small steps. Keep your knees together."

Gradually, the movements began feeling more natural. Allan found that if he placed one foot directly in front of the other, his hips swayed automatically, creating the distinctly feminine gait that seemed to come instinctively with his new anatomy. Each step sent subtle vibrations through his transformed body, the friction of his thighs brushing together making him constantly aware of the heat between his legs.

Allan examined himself in the full-length mirror mounted on the bathroom door, hardly recognizing the professional woman staring back at him. The transformation was complete - from his carefully styled auburn hair to his manicured fingernails painted in conservative nude polish, he looked every inch the competent executive secretary.

But beneath the professional exterior, his body hummed with constant arousal. The brush of silk against his nipples, the gentle pressure of the lace panties against his sex, the whisper of pantyhose between his thighs - every sensation seemed designed to keep him in a state of perpetual arousal that was both intoxicating and maddening.

Allan opened the bathroom door carefully, his heels clicking against the tile floor as he emerged into the basement meeting room. The other pledges had completed their transformations and departed for their assigned roles, leaving him alone with Gregory who was reviewing paperwork at a folding table.

The fraternity president looked up as Allan approached, his eyes traveling slowly over the transformed pledge's professional attire. The scrutiny made Allan's cheeks flush pink, his new feminine instincts responding to the masculine attention with a mixture of pride and nervous excitement.

"Excellent," Gregory rumbled, his deep voice seeming to vibrate through Allan's hypersensitive nervous system. "You clean up very nicely, Morrison. Very professional, very... appealing."

Allan found himself standing slightly straighter, unconsciously pushing his chest out as Gregory's gaze lingered on his transformed figure. The attention felt different than anything he'd experienced as a man - more charged, more dangerous, laden with implications that made his new anatomy throb with anticipation.

"Thank you, sir," Allan replied, his soprano voice emerging with practiced confidence despite the chaos in his transformed mind. "I'm ready to begin my duties whenever you require."

Gregory smiled, the expression predatory and knowing. "Perfect. My office is on the third floor - you'll be working directly outside my door. Your job is to manage my schedule, take calls, handle correspondence, and..." His pause was pregnant with implication. "Whatever other duties I might require."

Allan nodded, his pulse quickening at the obvious subtext. As Gregory's secretary, he would be completely at the man's mercy for the entire weekend. The thought should have terrified him, but instead it sent waves of dark excitement through his transformed system.

"Follow me," Gregory commanded, leading Allan toward the basement stairs. "Time to see how well you handle your new position."

The climb to the third floor was treacherous in heels, Allan gripping the banister as he navigated each step carefully. Gregory walked behind him, and Allan could feel the man's eyes on his ass as the pencil skirt stretched taut with each upward step. The scrutiny made him hyperaware of his movements, his hips swaying more than necessary as some primal feminine instinct took control.

The fraternity house was largely empty this late in the evening, most of the brothers either at off-campus parties or holed up in their rooms. But those they passed in the hallways stopped and stared at Allan's transformed figure, their reactions ranging from stunned appreciation to barely concealed lust.

"Holy shit, Morrison?" one brother whispered as they passed. "Dude, you look incredible."

Allan felt his cheeks burn with a mixture of embarrassment and pride. The attention was intoxicating in ways his male ego had never experienced - these men wanted him, desired him, saw him as a sexual object rather than competition. The realization was both thrilling and terrifying.

Gregory's office occupied a corner of the third floor, with large windows overlooking the campus quad and an adjoining reception area that would serve as Allan's workspace. The setup was more professional than Allan had expected - a proper executive desk with computer terminal, filing cabinets, and a small seating area for visitors.

"Your desk," Gregory announced, gesturing to the reception area. "You'll find all the necessary supplies and access codes in the top drawer. I expect you to familiarize yourself with my schedule and begin answering phones first thing tomorrow morning."

Allan approached his new workspace, his heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The desk was positioned to give him a clear view of Gregory's office through the large glass partition, while also putting him on display for anyone entering the reception area. The arrangement felt deliberately voyeuristic, designed to showcase rather than conceal.

"Sit down," Gregory commanded. "Let me see how you look behind your desk."

Allan lowered himself carefully into the executive chair, his pencil skirt riding up slightly to reveal several inches of pantyhose-clad thigh. He crossed his legs automatically, the feminine gesture feeling surprisingly natural as he settled into the professional pose.

Gregory nodded approvingly. "Perfect. You have the look down perfectly - professional, competent, yet undeniably attractive. My clients are going to be very impressed with my new secretary."

Allan felt a flush of pride at the compliment, his transformed psychology responding to the masculine approval with an intensity that surprised him. As a man, praise from other men had felt competitive. As a woman, Gregory's words sent warmth spreading through his chest and between his legs.

"Now," Gregory continued, settling into his own chair behind the glass partition, "let's discuss your additional duties."

Allan's pulse quickened as Gregory's tone shifted, becoming lower and more intimate despite the distance between them. Through the glass, he could see the fraternity president leaning back in his chair, his eyes fixed hungrily on Allan's transformed figure.

"As my secretary, you'll be responsible for ensuring I'm completely satisfied with every aspect of your performance," Gregory said, his words heavy with implication. "That means anticipating my needs, responding to my requests immediately, and going above and beyond to demonstrate your... dedication to the position."

Allan nodded, his throat suddenly dry. "Of course, sir. I understand completely."

"Do you?" Gregory's smile was predatory. "We'll see. For now, why don't you practice walking around the office? I want to see how comfortable you are in those heels."

Allan stood carefully, his legs already aching slightly from the unfamiliar footwear. He began walking slowly around the reception area, conscious of Gregory's eyes following his every movement through the glass partition. With each step, his confidence grew, his natural grace adapting to the feminine gait required by his new body and professional attire.

"Slower," Gregory commanded through the intercom. "Take your time. Let me see how well you move in that skirt."

Allan slowed his pace, allowing his hips to sway more naturally as he navigated the office space. The pencil skirt forced his steps to remain small and controlled, creating an unconsciously seductive rhythm that emphasized his transformed curves. He could feel Gregory's hungry gaze on his ass as the fitted fabric stretched and moved with each step.

"Excellent," Gregory's voice crackled through the speaker. "Now, reach for something on the top shelf of the filing cabinet. I want to see how you handle physical tasks in your new attire."

Allan approached the tall filing cabinet, realizing immediately that reaching the top shelf would require him to stretch significantly, likely causing his skirt to ride up and his blouse to pull tight across his breasts. The request was obviously designed to put him in a compromising position for Gregory's viewing pleasure.

But rather than feeling degraded, Allan found himself excited by the prospect. His new feminine psychology craved the masculine attention, desired to be seen as sexually appealing. He positioned himself directly in Gregory's line of sight before reaching upward, allowing his body to extend fully.

The pencil skirt immediately rode up his thighs, revealing the lace tops of his stockings and several inches of pale skin above. His blouse pulled taut across his breasts, outlining their shape clearly through the silk fabric. Allan held the position longer than necessary, acutely aware of the picture he was presenting.

"Perfect," Gregory breathed through the intercom. "You're a natural at this, Morrison. I think you're going to enjoy your new position very much."

Allan lowered his arms slowly, smoothing his skirt back into place with movements that had become instinctively feminine. The brief exhibition had sent arousal flooding through his transformed system, his sex growing slick with moisture from the masculine attention.

"I think I am too, sir," Allan replied, his soprano voice carrying undertones of desire that surprised him with their intensity.

Gregory stood from his desk and approached the glass partition, his eyes roaming hungrily over Allan's professional yet undeniably sexy appearance. The predatory attention made Allan's cheeks flush and his nipples harden beneath the lace of his bra.

"Tomorrow morning, we begin your real training," Gregory said, his voice low and promising. "Eight AM sharp. Don't be late."

Allan nodded, his pulse racing with anticipation and nervous excitement. "I'll be here, sir. Ready for whatever duties you require."

Gregory's smile was pure masculine dominance. "Oh, Morrison. You have no idea what I'm going to require from you. But I have a feeling you're going to exceed all my expectations."

As Allan gathered his small purse and prepared to leave for the night, he caught his reflection in the office windows. The professional woman staring back at him looked confident, capable, and undeniably attractive. More importantly, she looked excited about whatever challenges tomorrow might bring.

The transformation was complete, but Allan realized his real education in feminine sexuality was just beginning. Gregory's hungry gaze promised experiences that would push every boundary he'd ever imagined, and his transformed body hummed with anticipation for whatever lessons lay ahead.

Walking carefully down the fraternity house stairs in his heels, Allan's mind raced with possibilities. The weekend stretched ahead like an unexplored territory of sensation and desire, full of dangers and pleasures he was only beginning to comprehend.

By the time he reached his dorm room, Allan's professional demeanor had given way to breathless excitement. Tomorrow, his real duties as Gregory's secretary would begin, and something deep in his transformed psychology told him that nothing would ever be the same again.

The woman in the mirror smiled back at him with anticipation, her eyes bright with the promise of discoveries yet to come.


Chapter 3: Secretary Duties

The morning sun streamed through the tall windows of Gregory's office as Allan arrived precisely at eight AM, his heels clicking confidently against the hardwood floors. The night's rest had done nothing to diminish the intoxicating effects of his transformation - if anything, waking up in his new feminine body had intensified every sensation, every awareness of his altered anatomy and the power it contained.

Allan had chosen his outfit carefully that morning, selecting a navy blue pencil skirt that hugged his curves even more tightly than yesterday's charcoal version. The matching blazer was tailored to perfection, nipping in at his narrow waist before flaring slightly over his hips. Beneath the professional exterior, he wore a lace bra in deep burgundy that made his skin look porcelain pale, with matching panties that were already growing damp from the constant friction of his movements.

His auburn hair was styled in a sophisticated updo that left his slender neck exposed, with a few strategic strands framing his delicate features. The makeup was subtle but expertly applied - just enough to enhance his natural beauty without appearing unprofessional. Diamond stud earrings caught the morning light as he moved, adding touches of elegance to his transformed appearance.

"Good morning, sir," Allan called out as he settled behind his reception desk, crossing his legs with practiced grace. The movement caused his skirt to ride up slightly, revealing several inches of pantyhose-clad thigh that he pretended not to notice.

Gregory emerged from his inner office, his eyes immediately drawn to Allan's strategically exposed leg. The fraternity president was dressed in an expensive suit that emphasized his powerful physique, but Allan could see the hunger in his gaze as it traveled over his transformed secretary's professional yet undeniably tempting appearance.

"Morning, Morrison," Gregory replied, his voice carrying undertones of barely restrained desire. "I trust you slept well in your new... accommodations?"

Allan smiled demurely, uncrossing and recrossing his legs in a movement that was both innocent and deliberately provocative. "Very well, thank you. I'm excited to begin my duties today."

The double entendre hung in the air between them, charged with sexual tension that made Allan's transformed anatomy throb with anticipation. He could feel Gregory's eyes on his body as he bent forward slightly to organize the papers on his desk, the movement causing his blazer to gape open just enough to reveal the lace edge of his bra.

"Excellent," Gregory murmured, his gaze lingering on the glimpse of intimate apparel. "We have several important meetings today. I'll need you to take detailed notes and ensure our visitors are properly... entertained."

Allan nodded professionally, though his pulse quickened at the implications. "Of course, sir. I'll make sure everyone receives the attention they deserve."

The first appointment arrived at nine - a distinguished alumnus in his fifties who clearly wasn't prepared for the sight of Allan's transformed beauty. The man's eyes widened as Allan rose gracefully from his chair, his pencil skirt clinging to his curves as he moved around the desk with practiced feminine grace.

"Mr. Davidson," Allan purred, extending his hand with professional courtesy. "President Castellano is expecting you. May I offer you some coffee while you wait?"

Davidson's handshake lingered longer than necessary, his palm warm against Allan's soft skin. "That would be wonderful, Miss...?"

"Morrison," Allan replied with a smile that was both professional and subtly flirtatious. "I'm President Castellano's new personal assistant."

Allan moved to the coffee service with deliberate precision, aware of both men's eyes following his every movement. The coffee pot was positioned on a low table that required him to bend at the waist, causing his pencil skirt to stretch taut across his ass while his blazer fell open to reveal the tantalizing curve of his breasts.

"Cream and sugar?" Allan asked, glancing over his shoulder with an expression of innocent inquiry that belied the deliberately provocative nature of his position.

"Both, please," Davidson managed, his voice slightly strained.

Allan took his time preparing the coffee, allowing his audience to appreciate the view as he leaned forward to arrange the cup and saucer on a silver tray. When he straightened and turned around, both men were staring with obvious hunger that sent waves of dark satisfaction through his transformed psychology.

"Here you are," Allan said softly, approaching Davidson with the tray held at chest level. The position emphasized his breasts beautifully, the burgundy lace visible through the gap in his blazer creating shadows and curves that made the older man's breathing quicken noticeably.

As Allan leaned forward to place the coffee on the side table, Davidson's eyes were drawn inexorably to his cleavage. Allan held the position a moment longer than necessary, enjoying the masculine attention that his feminine body commanded so effortlessly.

"President Castellano will see you now," Allan announced, his voice carrying just a hint of breathiness that made both men shift uncomfortably.

Gregory appeared in his office doorway, his expression carefully controlled but his eyes burning with barely restrained lust as they traveled over Allan's professional yet undeniably sexy appearance. "Davidson, good to see you. Morrison, please hold my calls during our meeting."

Allan nodded obediently, settling back behind his desk as the two men disappeared into Gregory's office. Through the glass partition, he could see them talking, but Davidson's attention kept drifting toward the reception area where Allan sat with perfect posture, his crossed legs and professional demeanor creating an irresistible combination of competence and sensuality.

The next hour passed in a blur of phone calls and administrative tasks that Allan handled with surprising competence. His transformed mind seemed naturally suited to the organizational demands of the secretary role, multitasking effortlessly while maintaining his deliberately provocative appearance.

When Davidson emerged from the meeting, his face was flushed and his eyes immediately sought Allan's figure behind the reception desk. Allan rose to see him out, his movements fluid and graceful as he walked around the desk in his heels.

"Thank you so much for the excellent service, Miss Morrison," Davidson said, his handshake lingering again as his thumb brushed against Allan's palm. "I hope we'll have the opportunity to work together again soon."

"I'm sure we will," Allan replied with a smile that promised more than professional courtesy. "Have a wonderful day, Mr. Davidson."

As soon as the door closed behind the departing alumnus, Gregory emerged from his office with predatory intensity. His eyes roamed hungrily over Allan's transformed figure, taking in every detail of his secretary's professional yet undeniably tempting appearance.

"Excellent work, Morrison," Gregory said, his voice low and charged with sexual tension. "Davidson was very impressed with your... performance."

Allan felt his cheeks flush pink at the compliment, his transformed psychology responding to the masculine approval with waves of pleasure that settled between his legs. "Thank you, sir. I aim to please."

"I can see that," Gregory murmured, approaching Allan's desk with deliberate slowness. "And you do it very well. Very... naturally."

Allan's pulse quickened as Gregory moved closer, the masculine presence making his transformed body respond with automatic arousal. His nipples hardened beneath the burgundy lace of his bra, and he could feel moisture gathering between his legs as his new anatomy prepared itself for possibilities that hung thick in the air.

"The next appointment isn't until eleven," Gregory continued, his eyes fixed on Allan's face with hungry intensity. "Perhaps we should discuss your performance so far."

Allan nodded, his throat suddenly dry. "Of course, sir. I'm always eager for feedback."

Gregory moved around the desk until he was standing directly beside Allan's chair, close enough that Allan could smell his cologne and feel the heat radiating from his powerful body. The proximity made Allan's transformed nervous system sing with anticipation, every nerve ending hypersensitive to the masculine presence.

"Stand up," Gregory commanded softly.

Allan obeyed immediately, rising gracefully from his chair despite the sudden weakness in his knees. Gregory's eyes traveled slowly over his transformed figure, taking in every detail of his professional attire and the feminine curves it both concealed and revealed.

"Turn around."

Allan pivoted slowly, his heels clicking against the hardwood floor as he presented his back to Gregory's hungry gaze. The pencil skirt clung to his ass like a second skin, emphasizing the pronounced curves of his transformed anatomy. He could feel Gregory's eyes burning into him like physical touches, making his skin flush with arousal.

"Beautiful," Gregory murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Absolutely perfect. You were made for this role, Morrison."

Allan's breath caught at the compliment, his transformed psychology craving the masculine approval with an intensity that surprised him. As a man, praise from other men had felt competitive. As a woman, Gregory's words sent warmth flooding through his chest and pooling between his legs.

"Thank you, sir," Allan whispered, his soprano voice carrying undertones of desire that made Gregory's eyes darken with hunger.

"Face me."

Allan turned back around, his cheeks flushed and his lips parted slightly as he met Gregory's intense gaze. The sexual tension in the room was palpable, thick enough to cut with a knife as they stood mere inches apart.

Gregory reached out slowly, his fingers tracing the line of Allan's jaw with feather-light touches that sent electricity through his transformed nervous system. Allan's eyes fluttered closed at the contact, his body swaying slightly toward the masculine presence that promised so much more.

"You like the attention, don't you?" Gregory murmured, his thumb brushing across Allan's lower lip. "You like being desired, being wanted."

Allan's eyes opened, meeting Gregory's gaze with an honesty that surprised them both. "Yes," he breathed. "I do."

Gregory's smile was pure masculine satisfaction. "Good. Because you're going to get plenty of it in this position."

The moment was interrupted by the phone ringing, its shrill tone cutting through the charged atmosphere like a blade. Allan reluctantly stepped back, smoothing his skirt as he moved to answer the call with professional composure.

"President Castellano's office, this is Morrison speaking," Allan said, his voice steady despite the arousal still coursing through his system.

As Allan handled the call with practiced efficiency, Gregory watched from across the room, his eyes never leaving the transformed pledge's professional yet undeniably sexy figure. The interruption had only heightened the sexual tension between them, promising that their next encounter would be even more intense.

The eleven o'clock appointment arrived precisely on time - a local businessman who was even less prepared for Allan's transformed beauty than Davidson had been. Allan rose to greet him with the same professional grace, enjoying the way the man's eyes widened as they traveled over his curves.

"Mr. Henderson," Allan purred, extending his hand with a smile that was both welcoming and subtly provocative. "What a pleasure to meet you."

Henderson's handshake was firm but trembling slightly, his palm damp with nervous sweat as he struggled to maintain his composure in the face of Allan's feminine allure. "The pleasure is all mine, Miss Morrison. Gregory mentioned his new assistant but he failed to mention how... capable you appear to be."

Allan's smile widened at the obvious double entendre. "I pride myself on being very thorough in all my duties, Mr. Henderson. May I offer you some refreshment?"

"Coffee would be perfect," Henderson managed, his eyes following Allan's movements as he glided toward the coffee service with practiced grace.

Allan repeated his earlier performance, bending deliberately at the waist to prepare the coffee while both men watched with obvious appreciation. The attention was intoxicating, feeding some primal feminine need for masculine desire that his transformed psychology craved with increasing intensity.

"Here you are," Allan said softly, approaching Henderson with the same chest-level presentation that had so effectively distracted Davidson earlier. "I do hope it's to your satisfaction."

Henderson's eyes were locked on Allan's cleavage, the burgundy lace creating shadows and curves that made his breathing quicken noticeably. "I'm sure it will be perfect," he murmured, his voice thick with barely concealed desire.

Allan held the position as Henderson reached for the cup, allowing their fingers to brush as he transferred the coffee. The brief contact sent sparks through his transformed nervous system, his body responding to every masculine touch with automatic arousal.

"President Castellano will see you now," Allan announced, his voice carrying just enough breathiness to make Henderson's pupils dilate with hunger.

As the second meeting progressed, Allan found himself growing more confident in his role as Gregory's tempting secretary. He handled phone calls with professional competence while maintaining his deliberately provocative appearance, crossing and uncrossing his legs for the benefit of anyone who might glance through the glass partition.

The power was intoxicating. Allan's transformed body commanded masculine attention effortlessly, reducing powerful men to stammering admirers with nothing more than a smile and a glimpse of stocking-clad thigh. The control he wielded through his feminine sexuality was unlike anything he'd experienced as a man, more subtle but infinitely more effective.

When Henderson emerged from his meeting, his face was flushed and his tie slightly askew. His eyes immediately sought Allan's figure behind the reception desk, drinking in the sight of his crossed legs and professional demeanor.

"Thank you for your hospitality, Miss Morrison," Henderson said, his handshake lingering even longer than Davidson's had. "I hope we'll have many more opportunities to work together."

"I'm sure you'll find President Castellano's office very... accommodating in the future," Allan replied with a smile that promised exactly the kind of attention Henderson was craving.

As soon as Henderson departed, Gregory emerged from his office with predatory intensity that made Allan's pulse race. The sexual tension that had been building all morning was now at a breaking point, thick in the air between them as Gregory approached the reception desk.

"Outstanding performance, Morrison," Gregory said, his voice low and charged with barely restrained hunger. "You're exceeding all my expectations."

Allan felt his cheeks flush with pride and arousal at the compliment. "Thank you, sir. I'm enjoying the work very much."

"I can see that," Gregory murmured, moving around the desk until he was standing directly behind Allan's chair. "You have a natural talent for this kind of... service."

Allan's breath caught as Gregory's hands settled on his shoulders, the warm weight of masculine palms against his silk blazer sending electricity through his transformed nervous system. The touch was professional enough to maintain plausible deniability, but the underlying hunger was unmistakable.

"Your next appointment isn't until two," Gregory continued, his thumbs beginning to trace small circles against Allan's shoulders. "Perhaps we should discuss your performance in more detail."

Allan's eyes fluttered closed as Gregory's hands worked the tension from his shoulders with expert precision. The massage was clearly a prelude to something more, the masculine touch awakening every nerve ending in his transformed body.

"I'm always eager to improve, sir," Allan whispered, his soprano voice barely audible as arousal flooded through his system.

Gregory's hands stilled for a moment before sliding down to rest on Allan's upper arms, his grip firm and possessive. "Stand up, Morrison. I want to see how well you've been maintaining your professional appearance."

Allan obeyed immediately, rising gracefully from his chair despite the weakness in his knees. Gregory's hands remained on his arms, steadying him as he turned to face the fraternity president's hungry gaze.

"Perfect," Gregory murmured, his eyes traveling slowly over Allan's transformed figure. "Absolutely perfect. You look every inch the competent executive secretary."

Allan's pulse quickened at the compliment, his transformed psychology responding to the masculine approval with waves of pleasure that settled between his legs. The attention was intoxicating, feeding his growing need for masculine desire and validation.

"Thank you, sir," Allan breathed, his cheeks flushed with arousal. "I want to be everything you need me to be."

Gregory's smile was pure masculine dominance. "Oh, Morrison. You're going to be so much more than I ever imagined."

The promise hung in the air between them, charged with sexual tension that made Allan's transformed body throb with anticipation. The morning had been a successful introduction to his new role, but Allan could sense that the real test of his secretarial duties was yet to come.

As Gregory returned to his office, Allan settled back behind his desk with trembling hands, his body humming with unsatisfied arousal. The afternoon appointments would provide new opportunities to explore the power of his feminine sexuality, but it was clear that his most important client would always be the man watching him through the glass partition with hungry, possessive eyes.

The transformation was complete, but Allan's education in the art of feminine seduction was just beginning.


Chapter 4: Executive Pleasure

The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across Gregory's office as Allan finished organizing the last of the day's correspondence, his transformed fingers moving with practiced efficiency across the keyboard. The final appointment had departed thirty minutes earlier, leaving the executive suite empty except for the sexual tension that had been building between them all day like an approaching storm.

Allan could feel Gregory's eyes on him through the glass partition, the hungry gaze burning into his transformed figure as he sat behind his reception desk with perfect professional posture. His navy pencil skirt had ridden up slightly during the day's activities, revealing several inches of pantyhose-clad thigh that he made no effort to conceal. The burgundy lace of his bra was barely visible through his silk blazer, but the subtle glimpse was enough to keep Gregory's attention focused on his secretary's undeniably tempting appearance.

"Morrison," Gregory's voice crackled through the intercom system, thick with barely restrained desire. "Please come into my office. I need to discuss your performance today."

Allan's pulse quickened at the summons, his transformed anatomy responding immediately to the masculine authority in Gregory's tone. He rose gracefully from his chair, smoothing his skirt with movements that had become instinctively feminine over the course of the day. His heels clicked authoritatively against the hardwood floor as he crossed the reception area, each step sending subtle vibrations through his hypersensitive body.

"Close the door behind you," Gregory commanded as Allan entered the inner office.

Allan obeyed immediately, the soft click of the lock engaging seeming unnaturally loud in the charged atmosphere. Gregory was standing behind his massive mahogany desk, his expensive suit unable to conceal the obvious evidence of his arousal as his eyes traveled hungrily over Allan's transformed figure.

"Sit down," Gregory indicated the chair positioned directly in front of his desk.

Allan lowered himself carefully into the leather chair, his pencil skirt stretching taut across his thighs as he crossed his legs with practiced elegance. The movement caused his blazer to gap slightly, providing Gregory with another tantalizing glimpse of burgundy lace that made his breathing quicken noticeably.

"Your performance today has been exemplary," Gregory began, moving around his desk with predatory grace. "Every client commented on your... exceptional service."

Allan felt his cheeks flush with pride at the compliment, his transformed psychology responding to the masculine approval with waves of pleasure that pooled between his legs. "Thank you, sir. I aim to exceed expectations in everything I do."

Gregory approached until he was standing directly beside Allan's chair, close enough that Allan could smell his cologne and feel the heat radiating from his powerful body. The proximity made Allan's transformed nervous system sing with anticipation, every nerve ending hypersensitive to the masculine presence looming over him.

"Stand up," Gregory commanded softly.

Allan obeyed without hesitation, rising gracefully despite the sudden weakness in his knees. Gregory's hands immediately settled on his shoulders, the warm weight of masculine palms against his silk blazer sending electricity through his transformed body.

"You've been teasing me all day," Gregory murmured, his voice low and dangerous. "Every movement, every glance, every time you bent over to serve coffee. Did you think I wouldn't notice?"

Allan's breath caught as Gregory's hands began sliding down his arms with possessive authority. "I was simply performing my duties, sir."

"Were you?" Gregory's smile was predatory as his hands reached Allan's waist, fingers tracing the narrow curve through his fitted blazer. "Or were you deliberately trying to drive me insane with want?"

Allan met Gregory's intense gaze with an honesty that surprised them both. "Perhaps a little of both, sir."

Gregory's eyes darkened with hunger at the admission. "Good. Because you've succeeded beyond your wildest imagination."

Without warning, Gregory's mouth crashed against Allan's, the kiss fierce and demanding as masculine lips claimed feminine submission. Allan melted into the embrace immediately, his transformed body responding with automatic arousal as Gregory's tongue invaded his mouth with dominant authority.

The kiss was unlike anything Allan had experienced as a man - deeper, more consuming, his feminine anatomy flooding with sensation as Gregory's hands roamed his transformed curves with expert precision. Allan's knees went weak as Gregory's fingers found the buttons of his blazer, working them open with practiced efficiency.

"God, you're beautiful," Gregory breathed against Allan's lips as the silk blazer fell to the floor. "Even more perfect than I imagined."

Allan gasped as Gregory's hands cupped his breasts through the burgundy lace of his bra, thumbs brushing over already hardened nipples that sent lightning through his transformed nervous system. The sensation was incredible - waves of pleasure radiating from the contact point throughout his hypersensitive body.

"Please," Allan whimpered, his soprano voice breaking with need as Gregory's mouth found his neck, lips and teeth working the sensitive flesh with dominant hunger.

Gregory's response was to lift Allan effortlessly, carrying him to the massive leather couch that dominated one corner of the executive office. Allan found himself pressed back against the soft cushions, his pencil skirt riding up his thighs as Gregory positioned himself above the transformed pledge with predatory intensity.

"I've been thinking about this all day," Gregory growled, his hands working the zipper of Allan's skirt with expert precision. "Watching you tease every man who walked through that door, knowing you belonged to me."

Allan's skirt joined his blazer on the office floor, leaving him in nothing but his burgundy lingerie and pantyhose. Gregory's eyes traveled hungrily over his transformed figure, taking in every detail of his feminine curves with obvious appreciation.

"You like being desired, don't you?" Gregory murmured, his fingers tracing the lace edge of Allan's bra. "You like knowing that powerful men want you, crave you."

"Yes," Allan gasped, his back arching as Gregory's mouth replaced his fingers, hot lips working the sensitive flesh above his bra. "God, yes."

Gregory's hands were everywhere - cupping Allan's breasts, tracing his narrow waist, sliding up his pantyhose-clad thighs with possessive authority. Each touch sent shockwaves of pleasure through Allan's transformed nervous system, his new anatomy responding with an intensity that overwhelmed rational thought.

When Gregory's fingers found the edge of Allan's panties, sliding beneath the lace to touch his most intimate places, Allan cried out with desperate need. The sensation was beyond description - Gregory's experienced fingers working his transformed sex with expert precision while his mouth claimed dominance over Allan's responsive breasts.

"So wet," Gregory murmured against Allan's skin. "So ready for me."

Allan could only whimper in response as Gregory's fingers penetrated him, stretching and preparing his transformed anatomy for what was to come. The fullness was incredible, his new body designed for exactly this type of intimate invasion. Every nerve ending seemed calibrated for maximum pleasure, his sex gripping Gregory's fingers with desperate need.

"Please," Allan begged, his feminine voice breaking with desire. "I need... I need you inside me."

Gregory's smile was pure masculine dominance as he positioned himself between Allan's trembling thighs. "Is that what my secretary wants? To be filled completely by her boss?"

"Yes," Allan gasped, his hands clutching at Gregory's shoulders as the larger man prepared to claim him completely. "Please, sir. I need it so badly."

The penetration was slow and deliberate, Gregory taking his time as he filled Allan's transformed body completely. The sensation was unlike anything Allan could have imagined - deeper and more consuming than his experience with Nick, his new anatomy stretching to accommodate Gregory's impressive size.

"God, you're tight," Gregory groaned, his control slipping as Allan's transformed sex gripped him with velvet intensity. "So perfect, so responsive."

Allan's back arched as Gregory began moving, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through his hypersensitive nervous system. The rhythm started slow but built steadily, Gregory's powerful body claiming feminine submission with dominant authority.

"You love this," Gregory panted, his pace increasing as Allan's moans filled the executive office. "You love being taken, being owned."

"Yes," Allan cried out, his transformed body responding to every thrust with increasing intensity. "I love it. I love being yours."

Gregory's hands gripped Allan's thighs, pulling him deeper onto his penetrating length as their bodies moved together in primal rhythm. Allan's breasts bounced with each thrust, the burgundy lace of his bra providing tantalizing friction against his hardened nipples.

The pleasure built steadily, waves of sensation crashing through Allan's transformed nervous system as Gregory claimed him with dominant intensity. Allan's hands clutched at the leather cushions, his soprano voice breaking into incoherent moans as the pressure between his legs built toward something beyond his experience.

"Come for me," Gregory commanded, his voice thick with masculine authority. "Let me hear how much you love being my secretary."

The words triggered Allan's release like a switch being thrown. The orgasm started between his legs but exploded through his entire body, wave after wave of intensity that left him gasping and shaking beneath Gregory's powerful form. His transformed sex clenched rhythmically around Gregory's penetrating length, milking him toward his own climax.

Gregory's control shattered as Allan's transformation anatomy gripped him with desperate intensity. His thrusts became erratic as he filled Allan completely, claiming feminine submission with masculine dominance that left them both breathless and trembling.

They lay together on the leather couch, Allan's transformed body pressed against Gregory's powerful chest as they recovered from the intensity of their encounter. Allan's burgundy lingerie was disheveled but still tantalizingly in place, the lace bra pushed down to reveal his breasts while his panties remained twisted around one ankle.

"Exceptional performance, Morrison," Gregory murmured, his hands tracing lazy patterns across Allan's sensitive skin. "You've exceeded every expectation I had for this position."

Allan smiled with satisfied exhaustion, his transformed psychology basking in the masculine approval and the lingering pleasure coursing through his hypersensitive body. "Thank you, sir. I'm committed to providing the highest level of service."

Gregory's laugh was rich with masculine satisfaction. "I have no doubt about that. Your dedication to your duties is truly impressive."

As Allan began gathering his scattered clothing, Gregory watched with obvious appreciation for his secretary's transformed figure. The evening sun streaming through the office windows painted golden highlights across Allan's auburn hair and pale skin, emphasizing the feminine curves that had driven him to desperate need throughout the day.

"Same time Monday morning?" Allan asked as he slipped back into his pencil skirt, the professional gesture somehow more erotic than his previous nakedness.

"Absolutely," Gregory replied, his eyes never leaving Allan's figure as he reassembled his secretary's professional appearance. "I expect this level of... dedication to continue throughout your employment."

Allan's smile was pure feminine satisfaction as he buttoned his silk blazer, transforming back into the competent executive secretary who had so effectively seduced every man who'd entered the office that day. "You can count on me, sir. I take my responsibilities very seriously."

As Allan clicked across the hardwood floor toward the office door, Gregory's hungry gaze followed his retreating figure with obvious appreciation. The sway of his hips in the fitted skirt, the confidence in his feminine stride, the way his auburn hair caught the evening light - everything about his transformed secretary promised future encounters that would test every boundary of professional conduct.

"Morrison," Gregory called as Allan reached for the door handle.

Allan turned back with professional inquiry, though his cheeks were still flushed from their recent encounter. "Yes, sir?"

"Excellent work today. Truly exceptional."

Allan's smile was radiant with feminine pride. "Thank you, sir. I look forward to tomorrow's challenges."

As the office door closed behind his departing secretary, Gregory settled back into his executive chair with profound satisfaction. The hazing weekend had produced results beyond his wildest expectations, transforming a nervous pledge into a secretary who combined professional competence with irresistible feminine allure.

Through the glass partition, he could see Allan gathering his purse and preparing to leave for the evening, every movement graceful and purposeful. The transformation was complete, but Gregory suspected that Allan's education in feminine sexuality and office dynamics was only just beginning.

The weekend stretched ahead with promise, full of opportunities to explore the boundaries of their new professional relationship and the intoxicating power dynamics that feminine transformation had unleashed.

Allan's heels clicked confidently down the fraternity house hallway as he departed, his body still humming with satisfied pleasure and his mind already anticipating tomorrow's challenges. The secretary role had awakened something primal in his transformed psychology - a hunger for masculine attention and submission that promised to drive his behavior throughout the remaining days of his feminine existence.

The office conquest was complete, but Allan knew it was only the beginning of his exploration into the intoxicating world of feminine power and sexual submission that his transformation had revealed.


Chapter 5: Role Reversal

Saturday morning arrived with Allan stretched across his dorm room bed, his transformed body still tingling from the previous day's encounter with Gregory. The burgundy lingerie lay scattered across the floor where he'd discarded it the night before, silk and lace evidence of his successful performance as the fraternity president's personal secretary. His auburn hair spilled across the pillow in waves that caught the early sunlight streaming through the window.

A sharp knock at the door interrupted Allan's lazy contemplation of his feminine form. He wrapped a silk robe around his curves and padded barefoot to answer, his transformed body moving with the unconscious grace that had become second nature overnight.

"Rise and shine, gorgeous," Nick purred as Allan opened the door. His roommate's platinum blonde hair was perfectly styled despite the early hour, his curvaceous figure wrapped in a sheer negligee that left little to the imagination. "We need to talk about today's arrangements."

Allan stepped aside to let Nick enter, admiring his roommate's confident feminine stride as she moved into the small dorm room. Even after a night of prostitute duties, Nick radiated sexual energy that made Allan's transformed anatomy respond with automatic arousal.

"How was your first night on the job?" Allan asked, settling onto his bed while Nick perched on the desk chair with practiced elegance.

Nick's smile was pure predatory satisfaction. "Incredible. Absolutely fucking incredible. I serviced six different clients last night, Allan. Six! Each one desperate to experience what this body could offer."

Allan felt his cheeks flush at Nick's crude enthusiasm, his transformed psychology responding to his roommate's sexual confidence with a mixture of admiration and arousal. "That sounds... intense."

"Intense doesn't begin to cover it," Nick laughed, crossing her legs with deliberate provocation. "I charged premium rates because they were all so fucking desperate for a taste of feminine perfection. Made more in one night than most girls make in a week."

Allan's pulse quickened as Nick described her experiences in graphic detail, each story more explicit than the last. His roommate had embraced the prostitute role with enthusiasm that bordered on addiction, discovering depths of feminine sexuality that Allan was only beginning to explore.

"But here's the thing," Nick continued, her eyes gleaming with mischievous intent. "I'm curious about your secretary experience. All that teasing and professional seduction sounds incredibly hot."

Allan's breath caught as he realized where the conversation was heading. "You want to trade assignments?"

"Just for today," Nick confirmed, her smile widening at Allan's obvious interest. "I want to experience the power of respectable feminine authority. And you..." Her gaze traveled hungrily over Allan's silk-wrapped form. "You need to discover what it's like to be completely sexually available."

The proposal sent electricity through Allan's transformed nervous system. The thought of abandoning his professional restraint for complete sexual freedom was both terrifying and intoxicating. As Gregory's secretary, he'd maintained careful boundaries even while teasing and seducing. As a prostitute, those boundaries would disappear entirely.

"The brothers are expecting variety," Nick added persuasively. "Fresh experiences to keep them interested. Gregory mentioned that he'd enjoy seeing his secretary experiment with... different roles."

Allan's resistance crumbled at the mention of Gregory's approval. His transformed psychology craved masculine validation with an intensity that surprised him, making the prospect of exploring new depths of feminine sexuality irresistible.

"Alright," Allan breathed, his soprano voice carrying undertones of nervous excitement. "Let's do it."

Nick's triumphant laugh filled the small room as she sprang from the chair with predatory grace. "Perfect! Let me show you what real feminine power looks like."

The transformation began immediately. Nick opened Allan's closet and began selecting items with expert precision, her experienced eye choosing garments that would emphasize Allan's curves while projecting professional authority.

"This," Nick announced, holding up a charcoal gray blazer and matching pencil skirt. "Conservative but sexy. The kind of outfit that makes men fantasize about corrupting the innocent secretary."

Allan nodded, already feeling his transformed body responding to the prospect of adopting Nick's confident sexuality. As his roommate laid out the professional ensemble, Allan couldn't help but admire the way Nick's negligee clung to her curves, emphasizing the feminine perfection that had driven six men to desperate need the night before.

"Now for my outfit," Nick continued, moving to her own wardrobe with predatory intent. "Time to see how you handle being a walking wet dream."

Nick's prostitute wardrobe was a collection of sexual fantasies made manifest. Tiny skirts that barely covered her ass, tops that pushed her breasts together into impossible cleavage displays, lingerie so delicate it was almost transparent. Every item was designed for one purpose - driving men to desperate arousal.

"This one," Nick decided, selecting a red dress that looked more like a long shirt than actual clothing. "It'll show off your legs perfectly, and the neckline will give everyone a clear view of your tits."

Allan's pulse quickened as Nick held up the scandalous garment. The dress was made of some stretchy material that would cling to every curve, with a hemline that would barely cover his ass and a neckline that plunged nearly to his navel. Wearing it would be a declaration of complete sexual availability.

"I can't wear that in public," Allan protested weakly, though his transformed body was already responding to the prospect with growing arousal.

"You can and you will," Nick replied with dominant authority. "This is what prostitutes wear, Allan. This is how we advertise our services to potential clients."

Allan's resistance melted as Nick began undressing him with expert precision, her feminine hands removing his silk robe to reveal his transformed body in all its naked glory. The morning light emphasized his curves - the swell of his breasts, the narrow curve of his waist, the flare of his hips that created the classic hourglass silhouette.

"God, you're beautiful," Nick murmured, her hands tracing Allan's feminine form with obvious appreciation. "These curves are going to drive the brothers absolutely insane."

Allan gasped as Nick's exploring hands found his most sensitive places, fingers brushing against nipples that hardened immediately under the feminine touch. His transformed anatomy responded with automatic arousal, moisture gathering between his legs as Nick's expert ministrations awakened every nerve ending.

"First, the foundation," Nick announced, selecting items from her extensive lingerie collection. "Push-up bra to maximize your cleavage, thong panties to eliminate visible lines, and stockings with garters to drive them wild."

The lingerie was pure sexual fantasy - black lace so delicate it was almost transparent, designed to enhance rather than conceal. The push-up bra lifted Allan's breasts until they created an impossible cleavage display, while the thong disappeared between his ass cheeks, leaving him feeling naked despite being technically covered.

The stockings were sheer black silk that clung to his legs like a second skin, the garter belt emphasizing his narrow waist while creating tantalizing frames around his upper thighs. Allan caught his reflection in the full-length mirror and gasped at the transformation - he looked like a porn star's fantasy of feminine perfection.

"Perfect," Nick purred, her own arousal evident as she admired Allan's lingerie-clad form. "Now for the dress."

The red fabric slithered over Allan's curves like liquid sin, clinging to every inch of his transformed body while revealing vast expanses of pale skin. The neckline plunged to his navel, held together by thin strings that emphasized rather than concealed his cleavage. The hemline barely covered his ass, riding up with every movement to reveal glimpses of stocking tops and garter straps.

"I can't go out like this," Allan protested, though his reflection showed a woman who radiated pure sexual availability. "Everyone will think I'm..."

"A prostitute," Nick finished with satisfied authority. "Because that's exactly what you are today. A walking advertisement for sexual services available to any brother with the courage to approach you."

Allan's pulse raced as the reality of his new role sank in. As Gregory's secretary, he'd maintained professional boundaries even while teasing and seducing. As a prostitute, those boundaries would disappear entirely, leaving him completely sexually available to any fraternity member who desired his transformed body.

The heels Nick selected were even more extreme than his secretary pumps - six-inch stilettos that forced his spine into an exaggerated arch while making his legs appear impossibly long and slender. Walking in them required constant concentration, creating a mincing gait that emphasized his feminine curves with every step.

"Now for makeup," Nick announced, approaching with a tackle box full of cosmetics. "We need to transform you from respectable secretary to walking wet dream."

The makeup application took nearly an hour, Nick working with expert precision to enhance Allan's already feminine features. Dark smoky eyeshadow made his eyes appear larger and more sultry, while red lipstick the exact shade of his dress made his mouth look perpetually ready for oral pleasures. False eyelashes added dramatic length while contouring emphasized his cheekbones and jawline.

"Perfect," Nick announced, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "You look like every fraternity brother's wettest fantasy come to life."

Allan stared at his reflection in shock. The transformation was complete - gone was the professional secretary, replaced by a walking advertisement for sexual availability. Every detail screamed prostitute, from his platinum blonde hair styled in loose waves to his scarlet fingernails that matched his lipstick perfectly.

"My turn," Nick announced, beginning her own transformation with practiced efficiency.

Allan watched in fascination as Nick shed her negligee and began adopting the professional secretary persona with expert precision. Conservative nude lingerie replaced the transparent black lace, while taupe pantyhose covered her legs in respectable opacity.

The gray blazer and skirt transformed Nick completely, her professional appearance managing to be both respectable and subtly seductive. Her platinum hair was swept into an elegant chignon while her makeup was applied with restraint - just enough to enhance her natural beauty without appearing overtly sexual.

"How do I look?" Nick asked, turning to display her professional transformation.

Allan's breath caught at the sight. Nick had maintained her essential sexuality while projecting an aura of competent authority that would make men fantasize about corrupting her professional demeanor. The fitted skirt emphasized her curves while the blazer created an hourglass silhouette that was both powerful and feminine.

"Incredible," Allan managed, his soprano voice thick with admiration. "You look like the perfect executive secretary."

"And you," Nick replied, her eyes traveling hungrily over Allan's prostitute transformation, "look like the perfect whore. Every brother in the house is going to want a taste of what you're offering."

Allan's cheeks flushed at the crude assessment, though his transformed body responded with automatic arousal to Nick's dominant evaluation. The red dress clung to his curves like a second skin, emphasizing every detail of his feminine form while leaving little to the imagination.

"Ready for your first day as a working girl?" Nick asked, her smile predatory with anticipation.

Allan nodded despite his nervousness, his transformed psychology craving the masculine attention that his new appearance would inevitably attract. The prostitute role represented complete sexual freedom, the abandonment of all restraint in favor of pure feminine availability.

They made their way through the fraternity house together, Allan's heels clicking against the hardwood floors while Nick moved with professional confidence beside him. The contrast between their appearances was striking - the respectable secretary and the obvious prostitute, representing two different aspects of feminine power and sexuality.

The reactions were immediate and dramatic. Brothers they passed in the hallways stopped dead in their tracks, their eyes widening as they took in Allan's transformed appearance. The red dress left nothing to the imagination, his curves on full display while his makeup screamed sexual availability.

"Holy fuck, Morrison," one brother whispered as they passed. "You look absolutely incredible."

Allan felt his cheeks burn with embarrassment and arousal as masculine attention focused on his prostitute transformation. The stares were different from those he'd received as Gregory's secretary - rawer, hungrier, filled with obvious sexual intent rather than subtle appreciation.

"Thank you," Allan replied with a smile that had been painted for seduction, his voice carrying undertones of availability that made several brothers shift uncomfortably.

Gregory was waiting in his office when they arrived, his eyes immediately drawn to Allan's scandalous transformation. The fraternity president's gaze traveled slowly over the red dress, taking in every detail of Allan's sexual availability with obvious hunger.

"Interesting role reversal," Gregory commented, though his attention remained fixed on Allan's cleavage. "I approve of the... variety."

Nick moved to take Allan's usual position behind the reception desk, her professional demeanor a perfect contrast to Allan's obvious sexual availability. The sight of his transformed roommate adopting his secretary role sent strange pangs of jealousy through Allan's confused emotions.

"Morrison will be available for alternative services today," Gregory continued, his voice thick with barely concealed desire. "I trust the brothers will take advantage of her... expanded availability."

Allan's pulse quickened at the obvious implication. As a prostitute, he would be expected to service any fraternity member who desired his transformed body, without the professional boundaries that had protected him as Gregory's secretary.

"Of course, sir," Allan replied with a sultry smile, his voice carrying promises of pleasures beyond imagination. "I'm here to satisfy whatever needs the brothers might have."

Gregory's eyes darkened with hunger at the blatant sexual offering. "Excellent. I believe you'll find your new role very... educational."

As Allan prepared to begin his first day as the fraternity's resident prostitute, his transformed body hummed with nervous anticipation. The red dress clung to his curves like liquid sin while his makeup announced his sexual availability to anyone within sight.

The role reversal was complete. Nick had claimed the respectability of the secretary position while Allan had embraced the complete sexual freedom of prostitution. The day stretched ahead full of unknown pleasures and challenges, promising experiences that would push every boundary of his transformed sexuality.

The brothers were already beginning to gather, their hungry gazes fixed on Allan's prostitute transformation with obvious intent. The weekend was far from over, and Allan's education in feminine sexuality was about to take a dramatic new direction.

Walking carefully in his extreme heels, Allan made his way toward the main lounge area where his first clients were undoubtedly waiting. His reflection in the hallway mirrors showed a woman who radiated pure sexual availability, every detail of his appearance designed to drive men to desperate arousal.

The transformation was complete, but Allan's exploration of feminine power and sexual submission was just beginning.


Chapter 6: Professional Services

The main lounge of Delta Epsilon house buzzed with masculine energy as Allan made his entrance, the red dress clinging to his transformed curves like liquid fire. Every conversation stopped as fraternity members absorbed the sight of their former pledge brother transformed into a walking advertisement for sexual availability. The silence stretched for heartbeats before exploding into appreciative whistles and crude comments that made Allan's cheeks flush with arousal and embarrassment.

"Jesus Christ, Morrison," called out Brad Hutchinson, a senior who'd barely acknowledged Allan's existence before the transformation. "You look absolutely fucking incredible."

Allan's pulse quickened as masculine attention focused on his prostitute persona, the hungry stares different from anything he'd experienced as Gregory's secretary. These weren't subtle glances of professional appreciation - they were raw evaluations of sexual merchandise, calculating gazes that stripped away any pretense of respectability.

"Thank you," Allan purred, his soprano voice carrying undertones of availability that made several brothers shift uncomfortably in their chairs. "I'm here to provide... specialized services for anyone interested."

The words felt strange in his mouth, the blatant sexual advertising foreign yet intoxicating. As Gregory's secretary, Allan had maintained professional boundaries even while teasing and seducing. As a prostitute, those boundaries evaporated completely, leaving him exposed and available in ways that terrified and aroused him simultaneously.

"What kind of services?" asked Mike Torrino, Nick's fraternity brother and fellow football player. His eyes traveled hungrily over Allan's exposed cleavage, lingering on the way the red fabric stretched across his breasts.

Allan's training from observing Nick the previous evening kicked in automatically. "Full service companionship," he replied with practiced sultriness. "Oral services start at one-fifty, full encounters are three hundred, and specialty requests are negotiable based on complexity."

The prices rolled off his tongue with surprising ease, his transformed psychology adapting to the commercial aspects of sexual availability. Money changed the dynamic completely - instead of giving himself away for pleasure alone, Allan was now a commodity to be purchased and consumed.

"Damn," Mike breathed, reaching for his wallet with obvious intent. "How about we start with something simple? Maybe some attention under the table while I finish this beer?"

Allan's pulse raced as he realized his first transaction was about to commence. The casual nature of the request - oral sex performed publicly while Mike continued drinking - emphasized the complete lack of privacy or romance in his new role. This was pure commercial sexuality, his transformed body serving as entertainment for masculine consumption.

"One-fifty," Allan confirmed, extending his manicured hand with professional authority. "Payment in advance."

Mike counted out the bills eagerly, his hands trembling slightly as he placed the money in Allan's palm. The transaction felt surreal - Allan's first experience being paid for sexual services, his transformed body literally becoming a commodity for masculine pleasure.

Allan tucked the bills into the small purse Nick had provided, designed specifically for carrying a prostitute's earnings. The weight of the money felt significant, tangible proof of his sexual value in ways his male ego had never comprehended.

"Under the coffee table," Mike instructed, settling back into his chair with obvious anticipation. "And take your time - I want to savor this."

Allan dropped gracefully to his knees, the red dress riding up to reveal inches of stocking-clad thigh and garter straps. The position put him on display for every fraternity member in the lounge, his prostitute role eliminating any possibility of discretion or privacy.

Working Mike's belt and zipper with practiced feminine grace, Allan marveled at how naturally the commercial sexual dynamic felt. His transformed psychology seemed designed for this type of service, craving masculine approval even in its most transactional form.

Mike's arousal was immediately evident as Allan freed him from his jeans, his impressive size making Allan's mouth water with anticipation. The oral service that followed was different from his encounters with Nick and Gregory - more performative, designed as much for the audience of watching fraternity members as for Mike's personal pleasure.

Allan worked with expert precision, his transformed mouth and throat accommodating Mike's size while his tongue provided stimulation that had the football player gripping his chair arms within minutes. The public nature of the performance added layers of excitement and humiliation that intensified Allan's own arousal despite the commercial context.

"Holy fuck," Mike gasped, his hips beginning to thrust as Allan's oral skills drove him toward climax. "That mouth is incredible."

The compliment sent pride flooding through Allan's transformed psychology, his feminine ego responding to masculine approval even in this degrading context. He was good at this - his transformed body seemed designed for providing exactly this type of pleasure.

When Mike climaxed with a strangled groan, Allan swallowed expertly while maintaining eye contact, the intimate gesture somehow more intense for being performed in front of an audience. The watching fraternity members erupted in appreciative comments that made Allan's cheeks burn with arousal and shame.

"Worth every fucking penny," Mike declared, tucking bills into Allan's cleavage as a tip. "That was the best head I've ever received."

Allan rose gracefully, smoothing his dress while maintaining his professional prostitute demeanor despite the intimate fluids still coating his throat. The transaction was complete - his first experience being paid for sexual services had been successful by every measurable standard.

"Anyone else interested in my services?" Allan asked the room, his voice carrying sultry promise that had several brothers reaching for their wallets immediately.

The next hour passed in a blur of commercial sexual encounters that tested every boundary Allan had imagined. He serviced three more fraternity members with varying degrees of intimacy, each transaction reinforcing his new identity as sexually available merchandise rather than a person deserving respect or consideration.

By noon, Allan's small purse contained over six hundred dollars in cash, tangible proof of his sexual value in the fraternity's economy of desire. The money felt significant - more than he'd ever earned in a single morning through any legitimate employment.

Gregory appeared in the lounge entrance as Allan finished with his fourth client, the fraternity president's eyes immediately drawn to his disheveled prostitute appearance. Allan's makeup had been refreshed multiple times, but his hair showed signs of his morning's activities while his dress clung to his curves with obvious intimacy.

"Morrison," Gregory commanded with authority that made Allan's transformed anatomy respond immediately. "My office. I require your... professional services."

Allan followed Gregory through the fraternity house hallways, conscious of the stares and whispered comments from brothers they passed. His prostitute role had transformed him completely in their eyes - no longer a pledge seeking acceptance, but a commodity available for purchase and consumption.

Gregory's office felt different as Allan entered in his role as hired prostitute rather than personal secretary. The power dynamic had shifted completely - instead of subtle seduction and professional boundaries, this was a straightforward commercial transaction between client and service provider.

"Close the door," Gregory instructed, settling behind his massive desk with obvious arousal. "And lock it. I don't want interruptions during our session."

Allan obeyed immediately, the click of the lock seeming unnaturally loud in the charged atmosphere. When he turned around, Gregory was already reaching for his wallet with predatory intent.

"Full service," Gregory announced, counting out bills with practiced efficiency. "And I want you under my desk while I handle some business calls. Think of it as multitasking."

Allan accepted the money with professional grace, tucking the bills into his purse while his transformed psychology processed the implications. Gregory wanted to use his oral services while conducting fraternity business, reducing Allan to background entertainment during important conversations.

"Of course, sir," Allan replied with sultry professionalism. "I aim to provide complete satisfaction regardless of other distractions."

Gregory's smile was pure masculine dominance as Allan dropped to his knees beside the massive desk, the red dress riding up to reveal his garter belt and stocking tops in erotic display. The position put him completely at Gregory's mercy while maintaining the illusion of professional conduct.

Working Gregory's expensive trousers with expert feminine grace, Allan marveled at how the commercial context changed everything. As his secretary, their encounter had been about power and seduction. As his prostitute, it was purely transactional - his mouth and throat serving as purchased entertainment.

Gregory's phone rang just as Allan took him into her mouth, the timing obviously deliberate. The fraternity president answered with casual authority while Allan provided oral service beneath his desk, hidden from view but completely available for his pleasure.

"Davidson, good to hear from you," Gregory spoke into the phone while his free hand tangled in Allan's auburn hair. "Yes, the new arrangements are working out very well."

Allan worked harder as Gregory's grip tightened, his transformed mouth and throat accommodating the fraternity president's impressive size while maintaining absolute silence. The challenge of providing expert service while remaining undetectable added layers of excitement that intensified his own arousal.

"The secretary position has been... very rewarding," Gregory continued, his voice showing slight strain as Allan's tongue worked magic around his sensitive head. "And the additional services have exceeded all expectations."

The conversation continued for twenty minutes while Allan provided continuous oral pleasure, his jaw aching from the extended service but his transformed psychology craving the masculine approval that his expert performance earned. When Gregory finally climaxed with a barely suppressed groan, Allan swallowed expertly while maintaining absolute discretion.

"Excellent work, Morrison," Gregory murmured as he ended the call, his hand still tangled in Allan's hair. "Your professional skills are truly impressive."

Allan emerged from beneath the desk with his makeup intact and his professional demeanor restored, smoothing his red dress as though providing oral service during business calls was perfectly routine. The commercial context made everything feel different - more intense yet somehow more manageable.

"I'm glad you found the service satisfactory," Allan replied with practiced sultriness. "Is there anything else you require?"

Gregory's eyes darkened with renewed hunger as he studied Allan's prostitute appearance, taking in every detail of his commercial availability. "Actually, yes. I want the full experience. On the couch, and I want you to earn every dollar."

Allan's pulse quickened as Gregory stood and began unbuttoning his shirt with predatory intent. The fraternity president's muscular physique was impressive, his obvious arousal making Allan's transformed anatomy respond with automatic moisture despite the commercial context.

Moving to the leather couch, Allan positioned himself with practiced seduction while Gregory watched with hungry appreciation. The red dress slithered over his curves as he settled into an inviting pose, his legs spread slightly to reveal glimpses of garter straps and lace panties.

"Show me what I'm paying for," Gregory commanded, his voice thick with masculine dominance.

Allan began removing his dress with deliberate slowness, each movement designed to emphasize his feminine curves while maintaining the illusion of availability rather than intimacy. The commercial context required performance over genuine desire, his transformed body serving as entertainment for Gregory's purchased pleasure.

When the red fabric pooled around his heels, Allan stood in nothing but his black lace lingerie and stockings, his curves emphasized by the strategic placement of garter straps and push-up bra. Gregory's appreciative growl sent pride flooding through his transformed psychology.

"Worth every fucking penny," Gregory breathed, approaching with predatory intent. "You're absolutely perfect."

The penetration that followed was different from their previous encounter - more intense yet somehow less personal, his transformed body serving Gregory's pleasure as purchased commodity rather than willing partner. Allan performed with expert precision, his moans and responses calibrated for maximum masculine satisfaction.

Gregory claimed his purchased services with dominant authority, his powerful body driving Allan to climax despite the commercial context. The orgasm was intense but different - pleasure mixed with the strange satisfaction of earning his payment through expert sexual performance.

When they finished, Allan lay against Gregory's powerful chest with professional rather than intimate satisfaction. The money in his purse represented more than payment - it was validation of his sexual value in tangible, measurable terms.

"Outstanding performance," Gregory murmured, pressing additional bills into Allan's hand as a tip. "You've definitely found your calling."

Allan dressed slowly, savoring Gregory's appreciative gaze as he reassembled his prostitute appearance. The red dress clung to his satisfied curves while his makeup required only minor touch-ups despite their intensive encounter.

"Thank you, sir," Allan replied with professional gratitude. "I hope you'll consider my services again in the future."

Gregory's smile promised exactly that as Allan collected his purse and prepared to leave. The afternoon stretched ahead full of additional opportunities to explore his new commercial sexuality, his transformed body humming with satisfied arousal and the weight of earned money.

Returning to the main lounge, Allan found several fraternity members waiting with obvious intent and ready wallets. His morning's success had apparently spread throughout the house, creating demand for his specialized services that would keep him busy for the remainder of the day.

"Morrison," called out James Patterson, a senior Allan had barely spoken to before his transformation. "I've got three hundred burning a hole in my pocket, and I hear you're worth every cent."

Allan's smile was pure professional seduction as he approached his next client, his prostitute persona fully engaged and ready for whatever services might be required. The money, the attention, the complete sexual availability - everything about his new role fed needs his transformed psychology hadn't even known existed.

The afternoon promised hours of commercial sexuality that would push every boundary of his feminine experience while padding his purse with tangible proof of his sexual value. Allan Morrison the nervous pledge had disappeared completely, replaced by a confident professional who knew exactly what she was worth and how to earn it through expert performance.

The transformation was complete, but Allan's education in the commercial aspects of feminine sexuality was far from over. Each transaction taught new lessons about power, desire, and the intoxicating freedom of being completely sexually available for the right price.


Chapter 7: Market Expansion

The Saturday afternoon sun blazed through the fraternity house windows as Allan counted the bills in his purse for the third time that hour. Nine hundred and seventy-five dollars - more money than he'd ever possessed at one time, earned through nothing but his transformed body and the sexual skills he'd discovered over the course of the weekend. Each crisp bill represented a transaction, a moment of masculine desire satisfied through his feminine availability.

The main lounge buzzed with activity as word of Allan's commercial services spread throughout Delta Epsilon and beyond. Brothers who'd barely acknowledged his existence as a pledge now watched him with hungry calculation, evaluating his sexual potential with the cold assessment of experienced consumers.

"Morrison," called out Derek Hawkins, a junior Allan recognized from economics class. "I need to discuss some... business with you."

Allan glided across the room with practiced grace, his red dress clinging to curves that had become his primary source of income and identity. The transformation from nervous pledge to confident sex worker felt complete, his psychology adapted to the commercial dynamics of his new role.

"What kind of business?" Allan purred, settling onto the arm of Derek's chair with practiced seduction. The position caused his dress to ride up, revealing inches of stocking-clad thigh that made Derek's breathing quicken noticeably.

"The expensive kind," Derek replied, his wallet already emerging from his back pocket. "I want the full package, but I have some... specific requests."

Allan's pulse quickened with arousal and anticipation. Specialty services commanded premium rates, and his transformed psychology had discovered a hunger for masculine approval that commercial transactions satisfied in ways his male ego never could have comprehended.

"I'm very accommodating," Allan breathed, his fingers tracing Derek's forearm with calculated seduction. "What did you have in mind?"

Derek's smile was pure masculine hunger as he leaned closer, his lips brushing Allan's ear as he whispered his desires. The requests were intense, pushing boundaries Allan hadn't even considered, but the stack of hundreds Derek displayed made any hesitation evaporate instantly.

"Five hundred," Allan negotiated, his voice steady despite the excitement coursing through his transformed nervous system. "And we'll need privacy for what you're describing."

Derek nodded eagerly, counting out the bills with trembling fingers. The transaction felt different from Allan's earlier encounters - more intense, more personal, yet still fundamentally commercial. His body was merchandise to be consumed, his pleasure secondary to Derek's purchased satisfaction.

They made their way upstairs to Derek's private room, Allan's heels clicking authoritatively against the hardwood floors while fraternity members watched their progress with obvious envy. The attention was intoxicating, feeding Allan's growing addiction to masculine desire and commercial validation.

Derek's room was larger than Allan's dorm accommodation, with expensive furniture that spoke to privileged background and unlimited spending potential. The bed dominated the space, its king-size proportions promising hours of intensive activity that would test every limit of Allan's transformed sexuality.

"Strip," Derek commanded with authority that made Allan's transformed anatomy respond immediately. "Slowly. I want to savor what I'm paying for."

Allan began removing his red dress with deliberate precision, each movement calculated to emphasize his feminine curves while maintaining the illusion of availability rather than genuine desire. The commercial context required performance over authenticity, his transformed body serving as entertainment for Derek's purchased pleasure.

When the fabric pooled around his heels, Allan stood in nothing but his black lace lingerie and stockings, his curves emphasized by the strategic placement of garter straps and push-up bra. Derek's appreciative growl sent satisfaction flooding through his transformed psychology.

"Perfect," Derek breathed, approaching with predatory intent. "Absolutely fucking perfect."

The encounter that followed pushed boundaries Allan hadn't known existed, Derek's specific requests testing his flexibility, endurance, and willingness to submit to masculine dominance in exchange for financial compensation. Each demand was met with professional enthusiasm, Allan's transformed body adapting to requirements that would have horrified his former male identity.

Derek's satisfaction was evident in his generous tip and promises of future business, word-of-mouth advertising that would expand Allan's client base throughout the Greek system. By the time they finished, Allan's purse contained another seven hundred dollars, bringing his weekend earnings to over sixteen hundred - more than most students made in a semester of part-time employment.

"Outstanding performance," Derek panted, pressing additional bills into Allan's hand with obvious appreciation. "You're going to have a very successful career in this business."

Allan dressed slowly, savoring Derek's appreciative gaze while his transformed psychology processed the compliment. Career - the word suggested permanence, a future built around his feminine sexuality and commercial availability that both terrified and excited him.

Returning to the main lounge, Allan found the atmosphere had shifted dramatically. Word of his expanding services had spread beyond Delta Epsilon, with visitors from other fraternities and even off-campus students seeking his professional attention. The demand was overwhelming, his transformed body becoming a sought-after commodity in the university's underground economy.

"Morrison," Greg Castellano appeared beside his transformed secretary-turned-prostitute, his eyes traveling hungrily over Allan's disheveled appearance. "We need to discuss your... market expansion."

Allan followed Gregory to a quiet corner, conscious of the stares and whispered negotiations happening around them. His success had created a business opportunity that neither of them had anticipated when the weekend began.

"You've exceeded every expectation," Gregory continued, his voice low and charged with barely restrained hunger. "The demand for your services is unprecedented. I'm getting calls from other houses, private parties, even some alumni events."

Allan's pulse quickened at the implications. His weekend experiment in feminine sexuality had evolved into something far more significant - a potential career built around his transformed body and the commercial value of his sexual availability.

"What are you suggesting?" Allan asked, though his transformed psychology was already craving the masculine attention and financial validation that expanded operations would provide.

Gregory's smile was pure business calculation mixed with personal hunger. "A more... permanent arrangement. Extended transformation periods, exclusive contracts, premium pricing for specialized services. You could make more in a month than most graduates earn in their first year."

The proposal hung in the air between them, charged with implications that would reshape Allan's entire future. His transformed body had proven its commercial value beyond any doubt, but embracing that success would mean abandoning his original identity completely.

Before Allan could respond, commotion erupted near the main entrance as Nick made his entrance in full secretary regalia. Allan's roommate had embraced the professional role with the same enthusiasm he'd shown as a prostitute, his platinum blonde hair styled in an elegant chignon while his conservative suit projected competent authority.

"How was your day at the office?" Allan asked as Nick approached, his own prostitute appearance a stark contrast to his roommate's professional demeanor.

Nick's smile was radiant with feminine satisfaction. "Incredible. Gregory had me handling negotiations for next semester's social calendar, and I closed deals worth over fifty thousand dollars in fraternity revenue. The power of professional feminine influence is absolutely intoxicating."

Allan nodded, understanding exactly what Nick meant. Where Allan had discovered the commercial value of sexual availability, Nick had explored the more subtle power of respectable feminine authority. Both roles fed different aspects of their transformed psychologies, satisfying needs their male identities had never recognized.

"The weekend's almost over," Nick continued, his expression showing subtle regret. "Tomorrow evening the pills wear off, and we return to our original forms."

The reminder hit Allan like a physical blow. In seventy-two hours, his transformed body would revert to masculine form, ending his exploration of feminine sexuality and commercial availability. The thought of losing his curves, his sensitivity, his ability to command masculine desire through sexual appeal felt like contemplating amputation.

"What if we didn't?" Allan whispered, the words emerging before he could stop them. "What if we found ways to make this permanent?"

Nick's eyes widened at the suggestion, but Allan could see the same hunger in his roommate's gaze. Both of them had discovered aspects of themselves through their feminine transformations that felt more authentic than their original male identities.

"The chemistry brothers mentioned extended-release formulations," Nick said carefully. "Versions that could maintain transformation for weeks or even months at a time."

Allan's pulse raced at the possibility. Extended transformation would allow him to fully explore the commercial potential of his feminine sexuality while Nick could develop his talent for professional feminine authority. The weekend had been a revelation, but longer periods would permit true mastery of their adopted roles.

"Let's talk to them," Allan decided, his transformed psychology craving the continued validation and financial success his new identity provided. "See what options are available."

The evening hours passed in a blur of additional commercial encounters that pushed Allan's weekend earnings past two thousand dollars. Each transaction reinforced his growing confidence in his sexual abilities while feeding his addiction to masculine desire and financial validation.

As midnight approached, both Allan and Nick found themselves reluctant to end their feminine weekend despite their physical exhaustion. The transformations had revealed aspects of their personalities that felt more genuine than their original male identities, creating psychological dependencies that would be difficult to abandon.

"Tomorrow we negotiate with the chemistry brothers," Allan decided as they prepared to retire to their respective accommodations. "Find out about extended options."

Nick nodded eagerly, his professional demeanor unable to conceal his excitement at the prospect of continued feminine existence. "I never want to give this up. The power, the attention, the way men respond to feminine authority - I feel more like myself than I ever did as a man."

Allan understood completely. His commercial success had provided validation and financial independence beyond anything his male identity could have achieved. The thought of returning to masculine form felt like voluntary imprisonment, abandoning the freedom and power of his transformed sexuality.

The weekend had begun as fraternity hazing, a temporary challenge to be endured for the sake of gaining membership. Instead, it had become a revelation of hidden desires and capabilities that neither Allan nor Nick wanted to surrender. Their exploration of feminine sexuality through professional and commercial contexts had awakened hungers that demanded continued satisfaction.

As Allan settled into bed still wearing his prostitute attire, his transformed body humming with satisfied exhaustion and his purse heavy with earned money, he smiled with anticipation for the negotiations ahead. The weekend was ending, but his real journey into feminine sexuality and commercial availability was just beginning.

The transformation pills had created temporary women, but the experiences had revealed permanent truths about desire, power, and the intoxicating freedom of complete sexual availability. Tomorrow would bring decisions that could reshape their entire futures, extending their feminine existence indefinitely while expanding the commercial and professional opportunities their transformed identities provided.

Allan Morrison the nervous pledge was gone forever, replaced by a confident sex worker who understood her value and knew exactly how to earn it. The weekend had ended, but the real adventure was just beginning.
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