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  Chapter one

Fraternity Rush





Istrolled up to the Delta Chi Alpha house like I owned the place. Which, let's face it, I basically would in a few weeks. My father had once belonged to the fraternity and, though he said the specifics were confidential and I'd need to discover them myself, he believed I would uncover my authentic self by joining the brotherhood. 

The three-story brick mansion loomed against the twilight sky, Greek letters gleaming gold above the massive oak doors. Music thumped inside, bass vibrating through the manicured lawn where seniors with red cups eyed the fresh meat—guys like me, ready to pledge.

"Berkman!" Tyler Ashton, legacy kid with a trust fund bigger than most people's lifetime earnings, clapped me on the shoulder. "You made it."

"Wouldn't miss it." I flashed the smile that got me through high school—the one that said I belonged anywhere I wanted to be.

Inside, the place screamed old money. Dark wood paneling, leather furniture that probably cost more than my tuition, and photos of alumni who now ran Fortune 500 companies or sat in Congress. This wasn't just some beer-pounding frat. This was the fucking future.

"Heard about the study abroad thing?" A guy named Marcus leaned in, voice dropping. "First-years disappear for months. Come back different."

"Different how?"

He shrugged. "Connected. Polished. Like they know shit the rest of us don't."

I knocked back my drink. "Sign me up."

"Berkman!" A deep voice boomed across the room. Chad Harrison, Chapter President, six-foot-four of lacrosse muscle and family connections. "Heard you're looking to pledge."

"That's right."

His eyes narrowed, assessing. "You know we don't take just anyone."

"Good thing I'm not just anyone."

The corner of his mouth twitched—almost a smile. "Confident. I like that." He gestured toward a hallway. "Let's talk somewhere quieter."

I followed him past guys who would kill to be in my position. This was it. The moment my life changed. Delta Chi Alpha was the golden ticket—the brotherhood that opened doors to boardrooms and country clubs where real decisions happened.

Whatever their secret study abroad program involved, I was ready. I was born for this.


      ***Chad led me down a hallway I'd never noticed during the tour. Weird. I memorized the whole layout when I scoped the place last week.

"Secret passage?" I smirked.

"Something like that." He pressed his palm against a wood panel that looked identical to the others. It slid open silently.

Behind me, four other pledges shuffled nervously. Losers. This was obviously some kind of test—see who'd chicken out first. Not me.

"Down these stairs," Chad instructed, voice flat. "Single file."

The staircase spiraled deep beneath the house. Cooler air hit my face as we descended, smelling vaguely of chemicals and something else I couldn't place. 

"This the part where you make us drink until we puke?" I laughed, my voice echoing against stone walls. Nobody laughed with me.

At the bottom, a massive steel door waited. Chad punched a code into a keypad, and it swung open with a hydraulic hiss. Not exactly the beer-soaked basement I'd expected.

"Enter." His face was expressionless now.

The room beyond was circular, sterile, with white walls and a glass observation window running along one side. Looked more like a lab than a frat house.

"The fuck is this?" one of the other pledges whispered.

"Welcome to the real Delta Chi Alpha initiation," Chad announced, stepping back toward the door. "You've been selected for our special program."

"Study abroad, right?" My confidence wavered slightly. Something felt off.

Chad's smile didn't reach his eyes. "In a manner of speaking."

The door sealed shut behind him with a definitive click. Through the glass, I saw figures in lab coats watching us, taking notes.

"Hey!" I pounded on the door. "What's the deal?"

A soft hissing sound filled the room. From vents in the ceiling, a pink mist began to pour.

"What the—" I covered my mouth, but it was too late. The gas tasted sweet, like cotton candy mixed with something medicinal.

My first thought: Hell no.

My second thought: Oh, fuck.

My legs buckled. The other pledges dropped around me, their bodies convulsing. The room tilted sideways as I hit the floor. My skin burned, lungs on fire, muscles twisting in ways they shouldn't.

Everything went black.


      ***I woke with a jolt, my head pounding. Something was wrong. Not just wrong—impossible.

The room swam into focus. White walls. Sterile floor. But my body—

No. No, that wasn't right.

I lifted my hands. They weren't mine. These were small, delicate things with long, tapered fingers and polished nails. I flexed them, watching as they curled into a pathetic excuse for a fist.

"What the fuck?" The voice that came out wasn't mine either. It was high, breathy, soft.

I tried again, clearing my throat. "What the—" No change. Just this feminine whisper where my voice should be.

My hands flew to my face. Soft cheeks. Full lips. No stubble, no sharp jawline. I clenched my jaw—or tried to. There was nothing to clench. Just smooth curves where angles should be.

Something tickled my neck. Hair. So much hair. I grabbed at it, fingers tangling in thick, silky waves that cascaded over my shoulders. It was heavy, foreign, constantly shifting with every slight movement of my head.

I looked down.

"Oh god."

My chest. Two soft mounds strained against a pink fabric—a dress? I shifted, and they moved with me, bouncing slightly. The sensation was nauseating. I crossed my arms instinctively and felt them press against these... breasts. There was no ignoring them. No comfortable position.

My waist pinched inward, unnaturally narrow. My hips flared outward, pushing against the fabric. I stood, or tried to—my center of gravity was all wrong. My thighs touched. They'd never touched before.

I took a step and nearly toppled over. Heels. They'd put me in fucking heels.

Around me, other figures stirred—all feminine, all wrong. Fellow pledges transformed like me. One caught my eye, his—her?—expression mirroring my horror.

I tried to run to the door but my legs betrayed me. They were longer somehow, curving in strange places. Each step felt precarious, my knees too flexible, my balance shot. When I slammed my fist against the door, it barely made a sound. My wrist bent painfully on impact.

"Let us out!" I screamed, but it came out as a desperate plea rather than a demand.

My skin felt raw, hypersensitive. The air against my bare arms, the fabric brushing my collarbone—everything was too much. Too close. Too real.

I was strong. Confident. Untouchable.

Now I'm... fragile. Small. Weak.

What have they done to me?

The door swung open with a hydraulic hiss. My heart leapt—escape—but instead, a group of upperclassmen strolled in, laughing like they were at some fucking cocktail party. Their voices boomed against the sterile walls, deep and masculine, everything I no longer was.

"Ladies! How are we feeling?" One of them clapped his hands together, grinning like this was the best day of his life.

I tried to lunge forward, but my ankle twisted in these ridiculous heels. I crashed against the wall, my new body too light, too unbalanced.

"What did you do to us?" I spat out, but it sounded pathetic—breathy, high-pitched, desperate.

That's when I saw him. Robert Grand. Everyone on campus knew him—lacrosse captain, legacy kid, the kind of guy who got whatever he wanted without trying. He was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed over his broad chest, watching us with those icy blue eyes.

"Congratulations," he said, voice low and controlled. "You've been selected for Delta Chi Alpha's most exclusive tradition."

"Turn us back," I demanded, but my voice cracked, betraying me.

Robert pushed off the wall, moving toward me with the casual confidence of a predator. He towered over me now—I used to be six feet tall, but in this body, even with these stupid heels, I barely reached his shoulder.

"That's not how this worked, sweetheart." He reached out, lifting a strand of my hair between his fingers. I jerked away, but he just smirked. "For the next year, you're not pledges in the traditional sense. You're our girlfriends."

"What?" The word came out as a whisper.

"Every Delta brother goes through this," another senior explained, circling us like we were merchandise. "It's how we learn what true brotherhood means—by seeing life from the other side."

Robert's eyes scanned my body, lingering in places that made my skin crawl. "Your job is simple. Learn to be the perfect girlfriend. Serve the fraternity. Embody femininity in all its forms."

"And after a year," he continued, "if you've proven yourselves worthy, you'll be restored and initiated as full brothers—with knowledge no other fraternity on campus can claim."

The other pledges-turned-girls were shaking, some crying. I was too shocked to move.

"This isn't legal," I managed. "You can't just—"

Robert laughed, the sound cutting through my protest. "Who would believe you? Besides, you signed the papers. Page six, paragraph three. 'Willingness to undergo transformative experiences.'"

I stood frozen, Robert's words sinking into me like poison. "Girlfriends." The word tasted wrong in my new mouth.

"The Kappa Kappa Bell sorority house is where you'll be staying," Robert continued, his voice fading in and out as my thoughts spiraled. "They're our sister sorority, and they understand the... arrangement."

I'd come here to be one of them. To wear the Delta Chi Alpha letters proudly, to sit in their executive meetings, to become the kind of man who made decisions that mattered. I was supposed to be leading pledges next year, not... this.

A hand gripped my elbow. I flinched, looking up to find Robert's cold blue eyes studying me.

"You're Colin Berkman, right? Football, 3.8 GPA, leadership scholarship?" His mouth curved into that knowing smirk. "I voted for you personally. Thought you had potential."

"Had," I repeated, the word hollow in my high-pitched voice.

"Have," he corrected. "Just not in the way you imagined."

I glanced at my reflection in the observation window. The face staring back wasn't mine—delicate features, full lips, wide eyes framed by thick lashes. But behind those eyes was still me, trapped in this nightmare.

"This is temporary," I whispered, more to myself than him. "One year. I can handle anything for a year."

Robert's fingers tightened on my arm. "That's the spirit. Though most pledges don't make it past the first month."

"I'm not most pledges."

"No," he agreed, eyes traveling down my body again. "You're not a pledge at all anymore. You're Colleen now."

Colleen. Even the name felt wrong.

I'd spent my entire life building myself into someone who commanded respect. Captain of the debate team. Student body president. The guy professors remembered. I'd worked my ass off for a shot at joining Delta—the ultimate validation that I was destined for greatness.

Now I was... what? Their plaything? Their experiment?

I tried to stand taller, to reclaim some fragment of my former confidence, but these heels betrayed me. My shoulders kept curving inward instead of standing broad and strong. My arms felt useless, my hands pathetic.

Everything I'd worked for, everything I'd been so sure of—gone in an instant.

"You're not pledges. You're our girlfriends now," Robert repeated, his voice hardening as he addressed all of us. "First lesson starts immediately. When I speak, you listen. When I command, you obey."

My skin crawled as he paced before us, eyeing each transformed pledge like merchandise at an auction.

"Line up. Backs straight. Hands folded in front. Eyes down."

The others shuffled into position, their movements awkward in unfamiliar bodies. One pledge—Jake? Jason?—was already crying, mascara tracking down his cheeks.

I didn't move.

Robert stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell his cologne. "Colleen. I said line up."

"My name is Colin," I said, forcing every ounce of strength into my voice despite how high and soft it came out. "And I'm not your fucking girlfriend."

The room went silent. The other seniors exchanged glances, some amused, others annoyed.

"You signed the papers," Robert said calmly. "This is happening whether you accept it or not."

"I signed up to be a brother, not a sex doll. I don't care what fucked-up tradition this is. I'm not playing along."

Robert's jaw tightened. "Everyone says that at first."

"Not me." I stepped closer, my ridiculous heels clicking against the floor. "I don't care what you've done to my body. I'm still me. And I will never—ever—be your girlfriend."

His eyes darkened. "You think this is optional?"

"You think I give a shit what you want?" I shot back.

The corner of his mouth twitched. Not quite a smile, but something close to it.

"Interesting," he murmured, studying me like I was a puzzle he looked forward to solving. "Most break immediately."

"I'm not most people."

"No," he agreed. "You're not."

He turned to the other seniors. "Take the rest to KKB. I'll handle this one personally."

My heart hammered against my chest, but I kept my chin up, refusing to show fear. Whatever they'd done to my body, they couldn't change who I was inside. I wouldn't let them.










  
  Chapter two

First Orders 





The other pledges were led away, leaving me alone with Robert. The heavy door closed with a sound of finality that sent a chill through my unfamiliar body. 

"So," Robert said, circling me slowly. "You think you're different."

"I know I am." My voice sounded all wrong—soft and high where it should have been deep and commanding.

He stopped behind me. I could feel his presence, the heat of him just inches away. Every instinct told me to turn around, to face him, but my new body felt frozen in place.

"You know what's funny, Colleen?" His breath tickled my ear. "Everyone thinks they're special. Every single pledge believes they'll be the one to break tradition."

"I don't give a fuck about your tradition."

He chuckled, low and dangerous. "And that's exactly why I picked you."

My stomach dropped. "What?"

"Oh, didn't they tell you?" Robert moved to face me, his blue eyes cold as ice. "Each pledge gets assigned to a senior. Their personal... mentor. And you, Colleen, are mine."

I stared at him, rage building inside me. "Like hell I am."

"It's already decided. Your name is next to mine on the roster." He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from my face. I jerked away from his touch. "We're going to be spending a lot of time together."

"Don't touch me."

"That's not how this works." His voice hardened. "You belong to Delta Chi Alpha now. More specifically, you belong to me."

"I don't belong to anyone."

Robert's expression didn't change, but something dangerous flashed in his eyes. "You signed the papers, Colleen. You begged to be part of this fraternity. And now you are—just not in the way you expected."

"This isn't legal. This isn't—"

"Save it." He cut me off. "Every year, pledges like you try to fight it. And every year, they learn the same lesson." He leaned in close. "Fighting only makes it worse." 

I stood there, frozen in this alien body that didn't belong to me, staring at Robert's smug face. My mind raced, searching for a way out of this nightmare.

"You're lying," I said, but my voice—this soft, feminine voice—betrayed my uncertainty.

Robert shrugged, completely unconcerned. "You want to leave? Door's right there." He gestured casually behind me. "You can walk out right now if you want."

"Just like that?"

"Just like that." His eyes gleamed with something cruel. "But you leave in the body you're in right now. That perfect little feminine form is yours to keep."

My stomach lurched. "What?"

"It's simple. You can leave Delta Chi Alpha and live the rest of your life as Colleen. Or—" he paused, letting the words hang in the air, "you can stay, learn to be the perfect girlfriend, and when I'm satisfied, you get your old body back."

I swallowed hard, feeling the delicate muscles of this throat constrict. "You expect me to believe that?"

"I don't care what you believe. Those are the options." He moved closer, towering over me. "Only serving and becoming the perfect girlfriend earns you your old body back. That's the deal. Take it or leave it."

I clenched my small fists, hating how weak they felt. "And if I go to the police? The media?"

Robert laughed. "With what evidence? A wild story about magic gender-swapping gas? Good luck with that."

The reality of my situation crashed down on me. Leave as this... this woman. Or stay and play their sick game, hoping they'd eventually turn me back.

I wanted to punch him, to show him I wasn't some delicate thing to be pushed around. But when I clenched my fist, my hand looked so small, so useless. I hated it. Hated all of this.

"I'm not like the others," I insisted.

Robert smiled, cold and confident. "No. You're not. That's why breaking you is going to be so much more satisfying."

I was still staring at Robert, rage and fear battling inside me, when the door swung open. A group of frat brothers filed in, dragging the other pledges behind them. My fellow pledges—now all transformed into women like me—looked beaten down already, their eyes downcast, shoulders slumped.

I straightened my spine. I wasn't going to break that easily.

"Perfect timing," Robert announced, his voice carrying across the room. "I was just explaining to our newest sorority sister how things work around here."

Laughter rippled through the brothers. One of them—tall with a buzz cut—called out, "How's she taking it?"

"Still thinks she's special." Robert's eyes never left my face. "But we're about to fix that."

The room went quiet. I felt the weight of every gaze on me, crawling over this body that wasn't mine.

"Colleen," Robert said, his voice deceptively soft. "Take off your clothes."

My stomach dropped. "What?"

"You heard me." His eyes were cold, assessing. "Strip. Now."

I looked around the room—at the hungry eyes of the brothers, at the terrified faces of the other pledges. One of them, a redhead, caught my eye and gave a tiny, defeated nod.

"Fuck you," I spat.

Robert didn't even flinch. "That's your choice. But understand what happens next. You walk out that door—as you are now. Forever. Or you do as you're told, and eventually, you get your life back."

My heart hammered against my ribs. This couldn't be happening.

"I'm not—"

"You have five seconds," Robert cut me off. "Five. Four."

I glanced at the other pledges again. They were all watching me, their expressions a mixture of pity and fear.

"Three. Two."

"This isn't right," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"One."

My hands moved to the hem of the dress they'd put me in. I felt sick, humiliated, but I couldn't see another way out. With shaking fingers, I pulled it over my head.

Standing there in nothing but underwear, I felt exposed in a way I'd never experienced before. My skin prickled with goosebumps. My new body felt alien, vulnerable.

"Everything," Robert commanded.

I closed my eyes, fighting back tears I refused to let fall.

I stood there, the hum of silence in the room ringing in my ears. The air was cold against my skin, and I could feel the heat of my own shame burning across my chest and up my neck. I had never felt more exposed in my life, and yet, I was still fighting. I wouldn't give in to their degradation.

Robert's icy gaze swept over me, his expression unreadable. "You think you have a choice here?" he said, his voice as smooth and dangerous as a coiled snake. "You think your defiance will go unanswered?"

The other brothers watched, their eyes gleaming with a mix of anticipation and cruel enjoyment. I could see the outlines of their excitement, pressing obscenely against their pants, and my stomach churned with nausea.

"Kneel," Robert commanded.

My body refused to obey for a moment, my knees locked in place. But the atmosphere in the room was suffocating, a palpable force that seemed to press down on me from all sides. With a shuddering breath, I sank to the floor, my new body folding awkwardly beneath me.

"Please," I whispered, barely audible, even to my own ears. "Don't make me do this."

Robert stepped forward, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off his body. "Open your mouth," he said, his voice calm, as if he were asking me to pass the salt at dinner.

I shook my head, tears of humiliation and rage stinging my eyes. This wasn't me. I was Colin Berkman, not some submissive plaything.

But Robert was relentless. "I said, open your mouth." He reached down and grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back so roughly that I gasped in pain. Instinctively, my lips parted, and he took advantage of the opening, pushing himself into my mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming, the taste and the texture of him filling my senses. My body rebelled against the intrusion, gag reflexes kicking in as I struggled to breathe, to maintain some semblance of control. But Robert was merciless, thrusting himself deeper, taking from me what he had no right to take.

Humiliation seared through me, but alongside it, a burning fury ignited in my chest. I felt violated, reduced to nothing more than an object for their twisted amusement.

"That's it," Robert said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Take it all, Colleen."

I closed my eyes, tears leaking from the corners as I focused on the rhythm of his movements, trying to detach myself from what was happening. I wouldn't give him the satisfaction of seeing me break. I wouldn't—

My mind reeled, a tempest of fear and shame. I was Colin Berkman, for Christ's sake. Not this—not some helpless girl on her knees. But my body didn't listen to the frantic protests in my head. It was like I was watching myself from a distance, trapped in a nightmare I couldn't wake up from.

Robert's grip tightened in my hair, pulling me closer, forcing me to take more of him. I felt his smug satisfaction, his power over me. I hated him, hated this body, hated the position I was in. But I couldn't fight it. I couldn't fight him.

The laughter and jeers of the frat brothers echoed around me, each snicker a knife in my back. They were enjoying this—my humiliation, my degradation. It was all just a game to them.

I tried to focus on anything else—the coldness of the floor against my knees, the way my hair felt tangled around Robert's fingers—but it was impossible to ignore the reality of what was happening. The feeling of him, hot and hard and invasive, filled my mouth, pushing against the back of my throat, making me gag.

"Look at me," Robert demanded, his voice a harsh whisper that cut through the fog of my panic.

I forced my eyes open, meeting his icy blue gaze. There was no mercy there, no human connection—just a cold, calculating determination to break me.

"Swallow," he commanded, his voice low and menacing.

I knew the word was coming, knew it was inevitable, but still, the sound of his voice uttering it made bile rise in my throat. I couldn't—wouldn't—let him win, let him turn me into something I wasn't.

But as the moment arrived, as I felt the hot, salty flood of him hitting the back of my throat, I had no choice. My body convulsed, a guttural gag ripping from my chest as I struggled not to choke. The frat brothers roared with laughter, their amusement fueling my humiliation.

Robert released his hold on my hair, stepping back with a look of satisfaction. "That's a good girl," he said, tucking himself back into his pants with the same casual indifference he might show while cleaning a gun or straightening a tie.

I knelt there, the taste of him lingering on my tongue, my throat burning from the effort of not vomiting. My mind was a whirlwind of confusion and anger, shame and fear. I had never felt so powerless, so utterly defeated.

The brothers continued to laugh and joke, their voices blending into a cacophony of cruel mirth. I could feel their stares, like hands roaming over my exposed skin, and I wanted nothing more than to disappear, to vanish from this place and never look back.

But even as the thought crossed my mind, I knew it was just a fantasy. I was trapped here, in this body, at the mercy of these monsters. And as long as I was Colleen, there was nowhere to run, no escape from the nightmare I had become a part of.

I remained on my knees, tears streaming down my face, my body shaking with the aftershocks of what had just happened. I had been broken, just like Robert wanted. Just like they all wanted.

And as the laughter slowly died down, leaving behind only the cold, hard truth of my new reality, I knew that this was just the beginning. There would be more humiliations to endure, more trials to survive. Because in the world of Delta Chi Alpha, this was initiation.

This was my new life.

I don't know how long I knelt there after Robert left. Time seemed meaningless now. My throat burned, my knees ached against the hard floor, but the physical pain was nothing compared to the humiliation searing through me.

"Get up." A hand gripped my arm, yanking me to my feet.

I stumbled, this unfamiliar body unsteady. One of the frat brothers—Mike or Mark, I couldn't remember—shoved a bundle of fabric into my arms.

"Put these on. You're leaving in ten minutes."

The clothes were pink and frilly—a tight top with some sorority letters emblazoned across the chest, a skirt so short it barely qualified as clothing. I dressed mechanically, my fingers fumbling with the unfamiliar clasps and zippers. My mind felt detached, floating somewhere above this nightmare.

"Where are we going?" I asked, my voice raw.

He smirked. "KKB. Kappa Kappa Bell. Your new home away from home."

The other pledges were gathered in the foyer, all dressed in similar outfits. Their faces reflected my own despair—hollow-eyed, shell-shocked. None of us spoke as we were herded into waiting cars.

The walk was short.  I wondering if anyone would notice us, recognize what was happening. But it was late, the pathways empty.

KKB House loomed ahead, all white columns and pink trim, looking like a Southern plantation crossed with a Barbie Dreamhouse. Girls stood on the porch, their perfect smiles gleaming in the porch lights.

"Welcome to Kappa Kappa Bell, ladies!" The tallest one stepped forward as we were pushed forward. Her blonde hair cascaded in perfect waves, her makeup flawless even at this hour. "I'm Jules, your Pledge Mistress."

The brothers retreated to their cars, leaving us stranded. Jules clapped her hands.

"Inside, now. We have so much to teach you before morning."

I hesitated, looking back at the retreating cars. Robert stood by one, watching. Our eyes locked, and he smiled—that same cold, confident smile that promised this was just the beginning.

"Move it, pledge." Jules grabbed my wrist. "Your femininity training starts tonight."










  
  Chapter three

Kappa Kappa Bell 





The pink marble of the KKB house gleamed under chandelier light as I stumbled through the doorway. 

"Holy shit," I muttered, voice catching in my throat—too high, too soft, too wrong.

The place looked like some kind of luxury resort crossed with a Victoria's Secret showroom. Everything sparkled. Everything matched. Everything screamed money and privilege.

A cluster of perfect-looking girls appeared at the top of the grand staircase. They descended like a coordinated dance troupe, all synchronized movements and practiced smiles. Leading them was a tall blonde with a face that could cut glass and eyes that missed nothing.

"Welcome to Kappa Kappa Bell." She stopped directly in front of me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. "I'm Veronica Cross. You can call me Ronnie. But only when you've earned it."

I squared my shoulders, trying to reclaim some dignity. "I'm Co—"

"Colleen." She cut me off, circling me like a shark. "Yes, we know exactly who you are. Or rather, what you are." Her fingernail traced along my collarbone, making me flinch. "Another frat boy who thought he was special."

"This is bullshit," I growled, trying to deepen my voice and failing completely. "You can't keep me here."

Ronnie's laugh was musical and cruel. "Sweetie, you have no idea what we can do."

Two more girls stepped forward from the pack. One was petite with a pixie cut, her smile never reaching her eyes. The other was taller, with a predatory grin that made my skin crawl.

"Meet Madeline," Ronnie gestured to the smaller one, "our Vice President. And Jules, who'll be your... personal mentor."

Jules' eyes lit up. "We're going to have so much fun together, Colleen."

"I'm not staying," I said, backing up. "This isn't—"

"Real?" Jules stepped closer, her fingers brushing through my hair. "Feels pretty real to me. Doesn't it feel real to you?"

I swatted her hand away. "Don't touch me."

"Feisty," Madeline observed, voice bored. "They always are at first."

"Don't worry," Ronnie said, smile widening. "We know exactly how to fix that."

I sat rigid in a pink velvet chair, hands gripping the armrests as Jules circled me like a predator. The sorority sisters had dragged me to what they called the "transformation room"—a nightmare of mirrors, makeup tables, and racks of clothing that made my stomach turn.

"First things first," Jules announced, yanking open a drawer. "Let's get you out of those hideous clothes."

"I'm not changing," I snapped, my voice still jarring to my own ears. "You can't make me—"

Jules smiled, all teeth. "Robert said you'd say that. He also said to remind you what happens when you disobey."

My body tensed at the memory of his punishment. The humiliation. The helplessness.

"Fine," I muttered. "Just... turn around."

"Oh honey," Jules laughed, joined by the chorus of sorority sisters watching from the perimeter. "Privacy is for people who deserve it. Strip."

My fingers trembled as I peeled off the oversized t-shirt they'd initially given me. The air felt cold against my skin—skin that was too soft, too smooth, too foreign.

"Look at those curves," Jules whistled, making me flinch. "What a waste on someone who doesn't appreciate them."

She tossed something lacy and black at me. "Put these on first."

I held up the scrap of fabric—underwear that barely qualified as such. The kind I used to hope girls were wearing when I took them back to my dorm.

"I can't—"

"You can and you will." Jules crossed her arms. "Unless you want us to call Robert and tell him his little girlfriend isn't cooperating."

I swallowed hard, turning the delicate fabric in my hands. This was the kind of lingerie I used to mock girls for wearing—calling them sluts, easy, desperate for attention. Now I was being forced into it.

"Tick tock," Jules sang.

With shaking hands, I stepped into the underwear, pulling it up my smooth legs. The fabric settled against me in all the wrong places, emphasizing parts of my anatomy I was trying desperately to ignore.

"Now the bra," Jules said, dangling a matching piece from her finger. "Though with those melons, these will barely hold them."

My face burned as I reached for it. How many bras had I unhooked in my past life? How many times had I laughed with my buddies about girls and their complicated underwear? Now I fumbled with the clasps, unable to secure it behind my back.

"Pathetic," Jules sighed, stepping forward. "Here, let me show you how it's done."

Jules circled me like a shark that had just spotted blood in the water. My hands shook as she zipped up the tight black dress they'd selected, the fabric clinging to curves I still couldn't accept as mine.

"Stand up straighter," she commanded, yanking my shoulders back. "God, you're pathetic. Even with that body, you still slouch like the frat boy you think you are."

I bit my tongue, tasting blood. Every instinct screamed to fight back, but Robert's warning echoed in my head. The memory of his punishment made my skin crawl.

"I can't breathe in this," I muttered, tugging at the neckline that plunged far too low.

"That's the point, sweetie." Jules smirked, adjusting the dress to show even more cleavage. "Beauty is pain. Something you'll learn very quickly."

She forced me onto a stool next to a makeup table covered in products I couldn't name. The mirror reflected a stranger—full lips, wide eyes, soft features framed by loose brown hair. Not me. Couldn't be me.

"Look at those split ends," Jules tsked, running her fingers through my hair. "Robert likes his girls well-maintained. Can't have you looking like some trashy sorority dropout."

The hot curling iron came dangerously close to my ear as she worked, wrapping sections of my hair around the barrel.

"Scared I'll burn you?" she taunted when I flinched. "Don't worry, we save the real pain for the difficult ones."

One by one, perfect curls formed, falling softly around my face and shoulders. With each transformation, I felt pieces of myself slipping away.

"Remember when you were Colin?" Jules whispered, her breath hot against my ear as she pinned a section back. "The big man on campus? Now look at you—just another pretty doll waiting for her master."

"I'm still me," I insisted, voice cracking.

"Are you though?" She spun me toward the mirror. "Because that's not what I see."

The reflection staring back was undeniably beautiful—curved in all the right places, hair cascading in perfect waves, the dress highlighting an hourglass figure that shouldn't have been mine.

"Robert's going to love his new toy," Jules purred, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes.

"Now for the real challenge," Jules announced, tossing a pair of black stilettos at my feet. "Put these on."

I stared at the death traps, their needle-thin heels at least four inches high. "You can't be serious."

"Oh, I'm very serious." Jules crossed her arms. "Robert expects his little girlfriend to know how to walk like a lady, not lumber around like some football player."

I picked up one shoe, turning it in my hands. I'd watched countless girls wobble in these things at parties, had even laughed when they'd stumbled. The karmic irony wasn't lost on me.

"Today, Colleen." Jules snapped her fingers. "We don't have all night."

With reluctant hands, I slipped my feet into the heels, immediately feeling my ankles wobble. Standing was a challenge—walking seemed impossible.

"Up, up!" Jules pulled me to my feet. "Shoulders back, chest out, stomach in."

I took one tentative step and nearly toppled over, grabbing the makeup table for support.

"Pathetic," Jules laughed, joined by several sorority sisters watching from the doorway. "Look at her—she walks like a drunk frat boy."

"I can't—" I started, my ankle twisting as I attempted another step.

"Can't?" Jules's voice hardened. "There's no 'can't' here. Only 'will.'"

She positioned herself behind me, hands digging into my shoulders. "Small steps. Heel to toe. One foot directly in front of the other."

I tried again, concentrating on each movement. My body felt disconnected from my brain, these new proportions and center of gravity completely foreign.

"You're swaying like a linebacker," Jules hissed, slapping my lower back. "Hips should sway, not shoulders. Like this."

She demonstrated, moving with effortless grace across the room and back.

"Again," she ordered.

With each wobbly attempt, the laughter from the doorway grew louder. My face burned with humiliation as I stumbled again, this time falling to my knees.

"Look at the mighty Colin now," Jules taunted, yanking me back to my feet. "Remember when you used to make fun of girls for being 'too girly'? Now you can't even walk in heels."

The truth of her words stung worse than my scraped knees. How many times had I mocked women for the very things I was now failing at?

"Back straight, chin up," Jules continued, forcing my posture into rigid alignment. "A Delta girlfriend never slouches."

I staggered backward after my third failed attempt at walking in these torture devices, my ankle twisting painfully. Jules's laughter cut through me like a knife.

"Had enough yet?" she taunted.

My fists clenched at my sides. In my old body, I would've thrown a punch by now. Would've towered over her, made her back down with just my presence. But now...

I looked down at my hands—small, delicate, with manicured nails that Jules had painted a glossy pink. These hands couldn't throw a punch that would do anything but break my own fingers.

"Fuck you," I spat, but even my anger sounded wrong—high-pitched, breathless.

Jules just smiled, stepping closer until she loomed over me. "What are you going to do about it, Colleen? Hit me?"

I raised my hand instinctively, but something stopped me mid-motion. Not just knowing it would be ineffective—but a deeper, more disturbing realization. My body felt... afraid. Not cautious or strategic, but genuinely afraid of conflict in a way I'd never experienced before.

"That's what I thought," Jules whispered, gripping my wrist easily. Her fingers wrapped completely around it with room to spare. "You're not strong anymore. You're not intimidating. You're just a pretty little doll."

The truth of her words crashed over me like ice water. I wasn't just in a different body—I was powerless in it. Every advantage I'd ever had was gone. My height, my strength, my deep voice, my ability to physically dominate a room—all vanished overnight.

"I—" My voice caught, humiliatingly close to tears. "This isn't fair."

"Fair?" Jules laughed, releasing my wrist to pat my cheek condescendingly. "Welcome to being a woman, sweetie. Nothing's fair."

She was right. And the realization hollowed me out from the inside. Fighting wouldn't work. Resisting wouldn't work. This body betrayed me at every turn—too weak to fight, too emotional to stay composed, too small to be taken seriously.

For the first time since this nightmare began, I felt truly trapped. Not just by Robert or Jules or this sorority—but by my own skin.










  
  Chapter four

The Art of Flirtation





Istood in front of the floor-length mirror, trying not to look at myself. Two weeks at KKB had taught me to survive minute by minute, hour by hour. My hands trembled as I smoothed down the blue sundress they'd forced me into—delicate cotton with tiny white flowers, fitted at the waist with a flowing skirt that brushed against my bare thighs. 

"Better," Maddie said, adjusting my posture with a firm hand between my shoulder blades. "But you're still holding tension in your jaw."

I hadn't even noticed. Unclenching my teeth felt like surrendering another small piece of myself.

Maddie wore a crisp white blouse today, tucked into high-waisted navy slacks that emphasized her slender frame. Gold earrings dangled from her ears, catching the light when she moved. Everything about her screamed effortless perfection.

"Remember," she continued, "a Delta girlfriend is always composed. Relaxed but alert. Approachable but not desperate."

I nodded mechanically, watching my reflection mimic the motion. The girl in the mirror had soft waves falling past her shoulders, subtle makeup enhancing features that weren't mine. Yet I was starting to recognize her. Starting to anticipate how she moved.

And that terrified me.

"Again," Maddie instructed, circling me like a shark. "Walk to the door and back."

I took a breath and began walking, concentrating on keeping my steps small and measured. Heel to toe. Hips swaying slightly. Arms relaxed at my sides.

"Better," she murmured. "You're learning."

I hated that her approval made something in my chest warm with pride.

Across the room, Jules lounged on a velvet settee, her long legs stretched out in front of her. She wore ripped jeans and an oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder—the kind of casual sexy I would have appreciated on a girl before. Now I found myself noting how the deep burgundy color complemented her olive skin, how the gold flecks in her eyes matched her delicate necklace.

When had I started noticing these things?

"The worst part," I whispered to myself, "is that I'm getting used to it."

Used to the weight of earrings. Used to brushing hair from my face. Used to crossing my legs demurely when I sat. Used to lowering my eyes when men spoke too loudly.

I was learning to survive. But with each lesson absorbed, each feminine gesture internalized, I felt Colin slipping further away.

"Again." Jules's voice cracked like a whip.

I wobbled on the five-inch stilettos, my ankles trembling with the effort to stay upright. Five other girls—former pledges like me—stood in a line across the KKB common room, all of us balancing books on our heads while attempting to walk a straight line.

"Back straight. Chin up. Chest out." Jules circled behind me, her fingernails digging into my shoulders as she forced my posture into place. "God, you're hopeless."

I bit back the curse that threatened to escape. Two weeks ago, I would have told her to go fuck herself. Now, I just swallowed the anger, feeling it burn in my throat.

"You walk like you're still trying to hide those tits," Jules sneered, poking at my chest. "They're there. Everyone can see them. Own it."

My face burned hot. The worst part was that I could feel myself internalizing these lessons—the way my body should move, how to place my feet, how to hold my shoulders.

"Watch me." Jules demonstrated, gliding across the room with effortless grace, book perfectly balanced, hips swaying just enough to draw the eye. Every guy on campus would stop to stare if she walked past. "See? It's not hard."

She snapped her fingers at me. "Your turn, princess."

I took a breath and tried again. One foot in front of the other. Heel to toe. The book wobbled on my head.

"Better," Jules admitted grudgingly. "But you're still thinking too much. Feel it. Your body knows what to do if you'd stop fighting it."

And that was the problem, wasn't it? My body did seem to know. This new body moved differently, wanted different things. When I stopped overthinking, it naturally fell into these feminine patterns.

A cold realization washed over me as I completed the walk without dropping the book: I was vulnerable in ways I'd never been before. Not just physically weaker, but exposed. Men's eyes followed me everywhere. Their gazes held different intentions now. And my body—this soft, curved thing I inhabited—was designed to attract that attention.

For the first time, I understood something fundamental about being female that I'd never grasped before. The constant awareness. The careful calculations. The way Jules and the other girls moved through the world—part performance, part protection.


      ***I stood outside the campus bar, my hands sweating. Not just any bar—The Grove, where I used to hang with the guys, throwing back beers and checking out girls. Now I was on display, squeezed into a pink sundress so short it barely covered my ass, with thin straps that kept slipping off my shoulders. My legs looked endless in the strappy silver heels Jules had forced on me.

"Remember," Jules whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "You need to make at least three guys buy you drinks. And one phone number. Or you'll regret it."

The other girls flanked me—former pledges like me, transformed and trained. Megan wore a tight black dress that hugged every curve, her blonde hair cascading down her back. Tyler, now "Tiffany," was in a blue crop top and white skirt, looking nothing like the football player he'd been.

Jules pushed open the door, and the familiar smell of beer and cologne hit me. But everything else felt different. Men's heads turned as we entered. Their eyes traveled up my legs, lingered on my chest, my face. I felt naked, exposed.

"Smile," Jules hissed.

I forced my lips upward, feeling my stomach clench as we approached the bar. Three guys stood there—juniors I recognized from the business school. Brad Cooper wore a navy button-down, sleeves rolled up to expose forearms corded with muscle. Next to him, Ethan Marks in a fitted gray henley that stretched across his broad chest. I'd never noticed how their clothes accentuated their physiques before.

"Ladies," Brad grinned, his eyes traveling down my body. "What can I get you?"

Jules nudged me forward.

"I'll have whatever you're having," I heard myself say, my voice high and breathy. I leaned against the bar, letting my hair fall over one shoulder the way Maddie had taught me.

Brad's smile widened. He moved closer, his arm brushing mine. I could smell his cologne, feel the heat radiating from his body. He was taller than me despite my heels, broader. Stronger.

"You new here?" he asked, handing me a beer. His fingers brushed mine, lingering.

"Sort of," I managed, forcing myself to meet his eyes, to smile, to play the part.

My gaze drifted to his biceps straining against his shirt. I used to have muscles like that. Used to be the one buying drinks for pretty girls. Now I was twirling my hair around my finger, tilting my head, making myself small and appealing.

And the worst part? It was working. They were watching me. Wanting me.

Brad leaned closer, his arm pressing against mine. "You should smile more often. You're gorgeous when you do."

My stomach twisted into knots. I should've been disgusted. Should've walked away. Instead, I found myself smiling wider, tilting my head to look up at him through my lashes exactly as Maddie had demonstrated.

"Thanks," I murmured, the word slipping out before I could stop it.

What the fuck was I doing?

A voice in my head—my real voice, Colin's voice—screamed at me to stop this charade. But another part of me noticed how Brad's eyes lit up, how his body angled toward mine, how easily I'd captured his attention.

It felt... powerful. Different from the power I'd known before, but power nonetheless.

"Let me get you another drink," he offered, flagging down the bartender.

Over his shoulder, I caught Jules watching me, a satisfied smirk on her face. The message was clear: keep going or face consequences back at the house.

I took a sip of my drink, letting my fingers linger on the glass. "So what's your major?" I asked, the inane question flowing naturally.

As Brad talked about business administration, I found myself nodding, laughing at his jokes, touching his arm occasionally. Each gesture felt less forced than the one before. It was just survival, I told myself. Just getting through the night without Jules punishing me.

But when Brad's hand settled on the small of my back, warm and solid, something inside me responded. Not attraction—no, definitely not that—but a strange comfort in the protection his larger frame suggested.

"You're not like other girls," he said, the irony of his words almost making me laugh. "There's something different about you."

You have no idea, I thought.

What terrified me wasn't just playing this role—it was how quickly I was learning to play it well. How my body seemed to know instinctively how to move, where to touch, when to laugh. I told myself it was just muscle memory from watching women all my life, just mimicry to survive.

But deep down, I wasn't sure anymore. The lines between performance and reality were blurring, and I couldn't tell where the act ended and I began.


      ***I stared at the laptop screen, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. Around me, the other "girls" were doing the same thing—crafting elaborate lies about our supposed study abroad program. Jules and Maddie had supplied us with dozens of doctored photos: standing in front of the Eiffel Tower, lounging in cafés with croissants, gathered at some European frat house.

"Make sure you sound excited," Maddie instructed, walking behind us in her silk pajamas. "Your families need to believe you're having the time of your lives."

The photo manipulation software was terrifyingly good. I'd selected a picture of myself—my real self—from last year's spring break. With a few clicks, the program had seamlessly inserted Colin into a Parisian street scene. Not Colleen. Colin. The guy I used to be, smiling confidently at the camera.

It was like looking at a ghost.

I attached three photos to my email, wrote some bullshit about cultural experiences and networking opportunities, and hit send. Then I sat back, tugging at the hem of the pink satin nightie they'd forced me to wear. The fabric slid against my smooth legs, a constant reminder of everything I'd lost.

My laptop pinged less than an hour later. Mom and Dad, writing back already.

Honey, this looks AMAZING! Your father and I are so proud. Paris! Can you believe it? And that fraternity retreat looks very impressive—those connections will serve you well after graduation.

We completely understand about the communication restrictions. Your father says fraternities always have their rules, and this is all part of the bonding experience. Just stay safe and enjoy every minute!

Love you so much,

Mom & Dad

I felt sick. They had no idea. No fucking idea that their son was sitting in a sorority bedroom wearing a nightie, with long hair falling over his shoulders and a body that didn't belong to him.

What would they think if they could see me now? Their ambitious son transformed into... this. Would they even recognize me? Would they believe me if I told them the truth?

I closed the laptop, unable to look at their excited words anymore. Across the room, my reflection caught in the vanity mirror—full lips, long lashes, soft curves where there should have been angles and muscle.










  
  Chapter five

Servitude Begins





The weeks blended together like a cruel nightmare I couldn't escape. My hands hurt from carrying Robert's textbooks across campus, heavy reminders of what I used to be. My old life felt like a distant memory—a guy who walked these same paths, confident and free. Now I'm... this. 

"Keep up, Colleen." 

Robert didn't look back as he strides ahead, knowing I'll follow. My heels clicked against the pavement, legs wobbling with each step. The dress he picked out this morning—tight, low-cut, uncomfortable—makes heads turn. Men's eyes crawl over me. I used to be one of them.

"You're falling behind." His voice cut through my thoughts.

"Sorry," I muttered, quickening my pace. The books slipped in my grip.

When we reached his next class, I handed over his notes. He took them without looking, his attention already fixed on his phone. I stood there, waiting for dismissal, like a dog expecting permission to leave.

"What's my schedule after this?" He finally glanced up, those cold blue eyes assessing me.

"Economics at three, then lacrosse practice." I'd memorized his routine better than my own. "You wanted me to pick up your protein shake before practice."

He nodded, almost approving. "At least you're learning something useful."

I forced a smile, feeling my face heated with humiliation. My lips parted with practiced flirtation—Jules drilled the expression into me for hours. "Anything else you need?"

His mouth slipped into that half-smirk I've grown to dread. "We'll see tonight."

Nights were worse. Kneeling on the hard floor of his room, my legs cramped as he lounges on his bed, talking about lacrosse or his father's expectations or how Professor Adkins is "totally fucking them over" with the midterm.

"You're not listening," he said sharply, noticing my eyes drift.

"I am." I straightened my back, ignoring the ache. "You were saying Coach thinks you should adjust your grip on the stick."

He leaned forward, reaching out to brush hair from my face. The touch makes me flinch.

"Better. Maybe you're not completely useless after all."

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. This isn't me. This will never be me. But as days pass, I found myself slipping into the role more easily. The frightening part wasn't the servitude—it's how sometimes, for brief moments, I forgot to hate it.

Robert gazed at me with a hint of approval, suggesting that I might soon be prepared to assist him in more significant capacities. His eyes traveled the length of my body, stirring memories of that initial encounter where I tended to his manhood. I couldn't help but ponder when I'll be called upon to engage in such duties with even greater intensity.


      ***I stood in Maddie's gleaming kitchen, sweat beading on my forehead as I struggled with the simple task of julienning carrots. My hands—these small, delicate hands that still felt alien—trembled as I gripped the knife.

"Smaller cuts, Colleen. A lady's touch should be precise," Maddie instructed, her voice honey-sweet but her eyes sharp as the blade in my hand.

The knife slipped, nearly catching my finger. I bit back a curse—another habit they were trying to break me of.

"Careful now," Maddie said. "Robert appreciates a woman who can prepare a proper meal. Not one who bleeds all over his dinner."

Robert. Everything was about pleasing Robert. Making his coffee just right. Learning his favorite foods. Anticipating his needs before he voiced them.

I felt him before I saw him—a shift in the air, a prickling at the back of my neck. Looking up, I found him leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed over his broad chest, watching me with those ice-blue eyes.

"You really think you can cook for me?" he mocked, one corner of his mouth lifting in that smirk I'd grown to hate.

The way he said "me"—like I should consider it an honor to slave away in a kitchen for him—ignited something in my chest. A familiar burn of defiance that hadn't completely died yet.

I wanted to throw the knife at him. To tell him to cook his own damn food. To remind him that three weeks ago, I was going to be his brother, not his servant.

But then I remembered Jules' "special lessons" from yesterday. The humiliation. The tears I couldn't hold back.

I swallowed hard and turned back to the cutting board. If I impressed him—if I showed some progress—maybe tonight wouldn't be so bad. Maybe I'd earn a reprieve from whatever twisted test he had planned next.

"I'm learning," I said, keeping my voice neutral, neither submissive nor defiant.

I gripped the knife tighter and started again, focusing on making each slice thin and even. My hands steadied as I worked.


      ***I knelt beside Robert's chair, the hard floor digging into my knees. The dining hall buzzed with laughter and conversation—brothers lounging in chairs while we, the "pledge girlfriends," served them from the floor like trained pets.

My fingers trembled as I lifted a forkful of steak to Robert's mouth. Two months ago, I'd been Colin Berkman—confident, ambitious, ready to take my place among these guys as an equal. Now I was on my knees in a dress that clung to curves that shouldn't exist, feeding a man who enjoyed watching me squirm.

"Make it quick, Colleen. I don't have all night," Robert said, that taunting smirk playing on his lips. His eyes sparkled with mischief—he knew exactly what he was doing to me.

Laughter erupted from the brothers watching us. Each chuckle felt like a knife between my ribs. I bit the inside of my cheek, desperate to keep my expression neutral. 

"Sorry," I murmured, steadying my hand as I brought the fork closer.

"Louder," he commanded. "I can't hear you when you mumble like that."

More laughter. My cheeks burned.

"I'm sorry," I said again, loud enough for everyone to hear.

He opened his mouth, accepting the bite with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving mine. The power play was obvious—he wanted me to know exactly where I stood.

I fought back tears as I prepared another bite. This wouldn't be forever. I just had to survive until I found a way out. Each humiliation, each punishment—they were just steps on the path to freedom. I'd find a weakness in their system. I'd escape.

Robert's hand suddenly tangled in my hair, pulling me closer. "You're distracted," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "Focus on me."

I nodded, swallowing hard. Play along. Survive. Escape. That was the plan.

The brothers' laughter swelled again as Robert wiped a drop of sauce from my chin with his thumb, like I was a child who couldn't feed herself.

Just survive, I told myself. Just survive.

I caught my reflection in the silver serving tray—this woman with long hair and wide eyes who looked nothing like me. She moved with a grace I never possessed before, balancing plates and glasses with careful precision. It wasn't me. It couldn't be me. Yet here I was.


      ***"Colleen." Robert's voice cut through the dining hall chatter, and my body responded before my mind could protest. I turned toward him instantly, my spine straightening, shoulders pulling back slightly.

When the hell did I start doing that?

"My collar's crooked," he said, tugging at the edge of his shirt. "Fix it."

Three weeks ago, I would have told him to fix his own damn collar. Now, I set down the tray and moved to his side without hesitation. My fingers—these small, delicate fingers that still felt wrong—reached out and adjusted the fabric with practiced ease.

"Thank you," he said, his voice lower, meant just for me. 

Something twisted in my stomach—not just the usual anger, but something else. Something that made my cheeks warm when his eyes met mine.

"Napkin," he said next, gesturing vaguely toward the serving table.

I fetched it immediately, placing it in his hand with a small nod. No eye roll. No sigh. No resistance. When had I stopped fighting these little commands?

"You're getting good at this," Robert remarked, a flicker of approval in his gaze that sent an unexpected jolt through me. 

I bit my tongue, hard enough to taste blood. I hated that his approval meant anything. I hated even more that some part of me—some treacherous, conditioning part—felt a flutter of satisfaction.

This is survival, I reminded myself. Just survival. Every positive interaction was a potential lifeline, a small mercy in this nightmare. The less I fought, the less they hurt me. Simple as that.

But as I stepped back to my position beside his chair, I caught Jules watching me from across the room, a knowing smile on her face. She saw it—the way my body had begun to move differently, the way I responded to commands without thought.

They were winning, bit by bit. And that terrified me more than any punishment.

I slipped out to the sorority house's small balcony, desperate for a moment alone. The night air felt cool against my skin—this soft, hypersensitive skin that registered every breeze like a caress. I leaned against the railing, looking up at the stars, searching for something familiar, something unchanged.

"This isn't me," I whispered, the words escaping before I could stop them. "It's just what I have to do to survive."

My voice still startled me sometimes—high and breathy where it should be deep and firm. I closed my eyes, trying to picture myself as I was before. Colin Berkman. Confident. Strong. A guy with plans and ambitions.

But the image kept blurring, replaced by the reflection I'd seen in the mirror earlier—long hair, curved body, eyes too big, lips too full.

Robert's cold laughter echoed in my head. The way he'd nodded approvingly when I'd served him without complaint at dinner. "Good girl," he'd murmured, and something inside me had warmed at the praise.

I dug my nails into my palms, using the sharp pain to center myself. That warmth wasn't real. It was conditioning. Manipulation. Stockholm syndrome or whatever the hell they called it.

But I couldn't deny that the nights I played along were easier than the nights I fought. When I obeyed, there were no "special lessons" with Jules. No public humiliations. No tears.

Each small act of obedience bought me time. Time to figure out what the hell was happening. Time to find a way to reverse it. Time to survive until I could escape.

I wasn't giving in. I was being strategic.

Tomorrow, I'd smile when he wanted me to smile. I'd walk how they taught me to walk. I'd speak softly and defer to his judgment. Not because I believed any of it, but because each day I survived was another day closer to reclaiming my body, my life, my self.

The resentment still burned hot in my chest. But beneath it was something colder, more calculated. Patience.


      ***I felt the brush of his skin against mine—accidental, fleeting—as I handed him the glass of water. Robert's eyes snapped up, sharp and predatory. My heart stuttered in my chest.

"Careful now, wouldn't want you spilling anything," he said, his voice light but laced with warning. The hint of a smile played at the corner of his mouth, the kind that never reached his eyes.

I forced my lips into a demure smile, ducking my head slightly—a gesture of apology I'd learned from watching Maddie demonstrate "proper feminine deference." My stomach churned with disgust, but I kept my expression placid.

"Sorry," I murmured, my voice still strange to my own ears. Too high. Too soft.

His fingers wrapped around the glass, deliberately brushing against mine again. A test. Everything was a test with him.

I didn't pull away. Didn't flinch. Just maintained that practiced smile, letting my eyelashes flutter down—another move from Jules' endless lessons on "subtle flirtation techniques."

The anger boiled beneath my skin, but I kept it locked down tight. Three weeks of humiliation had taught me that much. This was a performance. A dangerous dance where one misstep could lead to punishment.

When Robert nodded, satisfied with my response, I felt a hollow victory. I was learning to read him—his moods, his expectations, the slight narrowing of his eyes when he was displeased. Knowledge was power, even here, even now.

Later that week, I stood in his room's small kitchenette, carefully assembling a sandwich for his post-practice meal. I'd learned his preferences by now—turkey, not ham; light mayo; tomatoes sliced paper-thin; no crusts. Each precise cut of the knife felt like a small surrender.

When he took the first bite, his eyebrows rose slightly.

"See, you're not completely useless," he said, nodding with approval.

Something warm flickered in my chest—a treacherous spark of pleasure at his praise. For one horrifying second, I almost smiled genuinely.

I caught myself, disgusted. What the hell was happening to me? Was I so desperate for validation that even this asshole's approval meant something?

No. This was just strategy. If he was pleased with me, he'd let his guard down. Maybe reveal something useful. Maybe give me more freedom to move around, to plan, to find a way back to my real body.

I tucked the unwanted feeling away, filing it under "survival tactics." This wasn't Stockholm syndrome. This was war—psychological, intricate—and I needed every advantage.

"Thank you," I said softly, lowering my eyes as I'd been taught.

Inside, I repeated my mantra: This isn't me. This will never be me. I will find a way back.












  
  Chapter six

Oral Training 





The smell of lilies—too sweet, cloying—hung heavy in the air. It was the same scent that filled the sorority house every time the sisters deigned to educate us on some new aspect of our forced femininity. Today, that education took the form of an array of realistic dildos spread out on the long oak table like some perverse banquet. 

My stomach roiled as I looked at them, each one a silent demand for compliance, a blatant mockery of the power dynamics that had been violently thrust upon us. I was Colleen now, with a body that betrayed me at every turn, but inside, I was still Colin—unbreakable, or so I had believed.

Jules stood at the head of the table, a cruel smile playing on her lips as she watched us file in. "Today, we learn the art of pleasing a man with your mouth," she announced, her voice dripping with sadistic glee. "A skill no KKB sister can be without."

I felt the color drain from my face. This was too much. Too intimate. Too degrading. My hands trembled as I picked up the dildo assigned to me—cold, lifeless silicone that was nonetheless designed to resemble a part of a man I had never wanted to have near my mouth.

As the lesson commenced, Jules' words washed over me, each instruction a stab at my dwindling sense of self. "Use your tongue," she demonstrated, her own tongue swirling around the tip of a dildo with practiced ease. "Make eye contact. Show him how much you enjoy serving him."

My throat tightened, bile creeping up my esophagus. This was submission of the most intimate kind. I still recoiled at the memory of that initial day, when I was compelled to execute this act, fumbling and in a daze. Mastering it with finesse and feigned eagerness felt like a further descent into depravity.

The other pledges—now sisters, in every way but the one that mattered—seemed to take to the lesson with varying degrees of reluctance and determination. Some, like me, looked as though they were on the verge of breaking. Others, perhaps seeing no way out, applied themselves with a single-minded focus that was terrifying in its acceptance.

I tried to mimic their movements, tried to detach my mind from the act, to see it as just another lesson to endure. But every time I parted my lips, every time I hollowed my cheeks and slid the dildo in and out, I felt a piece of my resistance chip away.

Robert's face flashed in my mind, unbidden. His smug smile, his piercing gaze—a gaze I had once met with defiance, but now… now I wasn't so sure. The thought of him watching me like this, of him guiding my head lower, made my cheeks burn with a shameful heat.

I couldn't let this happen. I couldn't let them turn me into a willing participant in my own degradation. But as the hours wore on, my body began to learn the rhythm, the technique. My mind might have rebelled, but my flesh was betraying me, responding to the lessons in ways I couldn't control.

When Jules finally dismissed us, I slipped away to the privacy of my room, the weight of the dildo still in my bag like a dirty secret. My heart pounded in my chest, a frantic rhythm that matched the chaotic whirl of my thoughts.

I looked in the mirror, the face that stared back at me a mask of flawless femininity—a mask that hid the turmoil raging within. I was Colin, damn it. I was strong. I was a fighter. I would not let them break me.

I splashed cold water on my face, the chill a sharp reminder of reality. I needed to hold on to who I was, to remember the life I had before this nightmare began. But as I closed my eyes, images of Robert, of the dildo, of Jules' mocking instruction, all blurred together until I couldn't tell where the resistance ended and the compliance began.

My heart thundered in my chest, a relentless drumbeat that echoed the dread coursing through my veins. The sorority house was abuzz with nervous energy, the air thick with the scent of anticipation—and more than a little fear. Today was the next test, the culmination of months of degrading lessons and forced transformations. Today, we would be paraded in front of the fraternity brothers, our performance judged and ranked.

As Colleen, I had learned to walk in heels, to apply makeup with precision, to speak with a softness that felt like sandpaper against my soul. But none of that prepared me for the reality of what was to come. I was about to be put on display, my femininity scrutinized by the same men who had orchestrated my downfall.

I stood in front of the mirror, the reflection staring back at me a cruel joke. The curve of my hips, the swell of my breasts—all foreign, all wrong. I was dressed in a skintight red dress, the fabric clinging to my new form like a second skin. My hair cascaded down my back in carefully styled waves, my lips painted a crimson red that matched the dress. I looked the part, at least on the outside.

I could hear the low rumble of voices as the brothers gathered in the adjacent room. My palms sweat, my mouth went dry. I wanted to run, to hide, to fight—anything but face the humiliation that awaited me. But I knew that resistance was futile. They had broken stronger wills than mine.

Jules swept into the room, her presence commanding attention. "You look beautiful, Colleen," she said, her voice laced with a poisonous sweetness. "Robert will be so pleased."

I swallowed hard, forcing down the bile that threatened to rise. "Thank you," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

She smiled, a predatory grin that did nothing to comfort me. "Remember what we've taught you," she reminded me, her gaze lingering on my body. "Charm them. Enthrall them. Make them want you."

I nodded, a sense of inevitability settling over me. I had been reduced to this—a pawn in their twisted game, a doll to be dressed up and shown off. The realization stung, but I had learned to hide my true feelings, to wear a mask of compliance even as my insides screamed in protest.

The doors opened, and we were ushered into the lion's den. The room was filled with the elite of Delta Chi Alpha, their eyes raking over us with an ownership that made my skin crawl. I spotted Robert in the crowd, his icy blue gaze locked on me with an intensity that took my breath away.

I approached him on unsteady legs, the heels I wore a stark reminder of my new role. "Hello, Robert," I said, my voice steady despite the turmoil within.

He looked me up and down, a slow perusal that left a trail of fire in its wake. "Colleen," he acknowledged, his tone betraying no hint of warmth. "Are you ready to perform?"

I met his gaze, a silent vow passing between us. I would do what was required of me, but I would not break. Not completely. "I'm ready," I said, a quiet defiance in my voice.

The night was young, and the test had only just begun.

I stood there, my heart racing as I took in the scene before me. The fraternity house was filled with the laughter and rowdy chatter of the brothers, their eyes gleaming with anticipation.  

I hated myself for the way my body responded to the command to "bring joy to the men," for the way I had learned to sway my hips, to bat my eyelashes, to pout my lips just so.

One by one, we were called forth. My turn came, and I stepped forward, my heels clicking against the wooden floor. I approached the first brother, a smirking jock named Chad, with all the flirtatious flare I could muster. My heart was pounding, but I kept my expression coy, my movements fluid.

I dropped to my knees before him, my hands deftly undoing his belt, my gaze never leaving his. He watched me with a smug satisfaction, his friends catcalling and cheering him on. I took him in my mouth, my cheeks hollowing as I worked. I could feel him growing harder, his breathing growing ragged.  Our instructions were to bring them to a high pitch but not to make them come.

I moved on to the next brother, and the next, each time dropping to my knees, each time bringing them to the brink of release. But with each successful performance, I felt a strange sense of power—a twisted kind of control that I hadn't expected. It was intoxicating, and before I knew it, I had lost myself in the rhythm of it all.

It wasn't until the fourth brother that my focus slipped. I was too eager, too caught up in the rush of adulation from the crowd. I felt him tense, felt the pulsing throb of his arousal, and before I could pull away, he was spilling over, his release hot and sticky on my face.

The room erupted into laughter, the brothers pointing and jeering. I felt my cheeks burn with shame, the taste of him still lingering on my tongue. Jules was at my side in an instant, her voice sharp with disapproval. "Clumsy girl," she chastised, her hand firm on my arm as she pulled me to my feet. "You know better than that."

Humiliated, I wiped the mess from my face, my eyes stinging with unshed tears. I wanted to run, to hide, but I knew there was no escape. I had a role to play, a part to fulfill. I had to prove that I could do this—that I could be the perfect pledge girlfriend, no matter how much it killed me inside.

I steadied myself, took a deep breath, and moved on to the next brother. This time, I was careful, measured. I kept my movements slow, my gaze locked on his. I could feel the eyes of the room on me, watching, waiting for me to fail again.  I tried to maintain control, but as I approached the seventh brother, I faltered once more. Despite my efforts, I couldn't stop another embarrassing mishap, and my clothes were yet again soiled with his release. The disapproval that followed was as sharp as the first.

But I wouldn't give them that satisfaction. I would endure this humiliation, this degradation, and I would emerge on the other side. I had to believe that—because the alternative was unthinkable.

I stood there, still tasting the humiliation in my mouth, trying to look anywhere but at the faces of the jeering brothers. The sticky evidence of my failure clung to my skin, my dress. I wanted to sink into the floor, disappear completely.

Robert approached, his tall frame casting a shadow over me. His blue eyes were cold, clinical, like he was examining a disappointing science experiment rather than a person.

"Pathetic," he said, voice carrying across the suddenly quiet room. "Absolutely pathetic."

My face burned hotter. The word lodged in my chest like a shard of ice.

"Can't even manage the most basic task without making a mess of yourself." He circled me, each word precise and cutting. "Look at you. Covered in cum like some cheap whore who doesn't know what she's doing."

The brothers laughed, a chorus of cruel amusement. I kept my eyes down, watching a drop of something disgusting slide down my collarbone, disappearing into the neckline of my dress.

"I expected better, Colleen. Everyone else managed to follow simple instructions." He leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. "But you just had to be the center of attention, didn't you?"

I wanted to argue, to tell him it wasn't intentional, that I was trying my best. But my voice had abandoned me, leaving only a hollow ache where my defiance used to be.

"Maybe you need more practice." Robert's voice dripped with mock concern. "We could arrange that, couldn't we, brothers?"

More laughter. More jeers. Suggestions that made my stomach turn.

He walked away, leaving me standing there, exposed and diminished. The word echoed in my head with each heartbeat.

Pathetic.

Pathetic.

Pathetic.

I'd never felt so small in my life. Not even when I first woke up in this body. Not even during the most degrading lessons at KKB.

Because the worst part wasn't the humiliation itself. It was the tiny voice inside me that whispered: what if he's right?

I curled into myself on the floor of Robert's room, arms wrapped tight around my knees. The events of the night played on loop in my head—the jeers, the laughter, the sticky humiliation on my skin. I'd scrubbed myself raw in the shower afterward, but I couldn't wash away the shame.

Pathetic. The word echoed, bouncing off the walls of my skull.

I hadn't meant to cry. Crying was weakness, and I'd promised myself I wouldn't break. But here I was, tears streaming down my face, makeup probably ruined—another failure to add to tonight's growing list.

My shoulders shook with silent sobs. I hated this body. Hated how it betrayed me at every turn. Hated how it leaked tears without my permission, how it responded to touches I didn't want, how it failed at tasks I was forced to perform.

The door clicked open.

I froze, not even daring to breathe. Robert's heavy footsteps entered the room, then stopped abruptly.

"What the hell are you doing on my floor?" His voice was sharp, but missing the edge of disgust from earlier.

I couldn't look up. Couldn't bear to see the contempt in his eyes. "I'm sorry," I whispered, voice cracking. "I'll go."

But I didn't move. My limbs felt leaden, my body refusing to cooperate.

The silence stretched between us, taut and uncomfortable. Then his footsteps approached, and I braced myself for more humiliation.

Instead, I felt the warm weight of his hand on my back.

The touch was... gentle. Not demanding. Not cruel. Just there, solid and steady against my spine.

I held my breath, afraid to shatter whatever strange moment this was. His hand stayed, a warm anchor in the storm of my emotions.

Then, just as suddenly as it had appeared, the weight lifted. I heard a sharp intake of breath above me.

"Fuck," Robert muttered.

Before I could process what was happening, he was gone—storming out of the room, the door slamming behind him with enough force to rattle the pictures on his wall.

I stared at the empty space where he'd stood, my back still warm from his touch. What had just happened? Was that... kindness? From Robert?

I curled up tighter, waiting. I'd expected Robert to return immediately, but minutes stretched into half an hour, then longer. My tears dried on my cheeks, leaving salty tracks that tightened my skin.

The door finally opened. Robert entered, his movements controlled, face unreadable. He'd changed clothes—dark sweatpants, a gray hoodie. He looked at me, still huddled on his floor, and something flashed across his features.

"Get up," he said, voice low.

I uncurled slowly, rising to my feet. The silence between us hummed with tension. My shame from earlier came rushing back—the failed test, his disgust, that word: pathetic.

I couldn't bear it. I wasn't pathetic. I wasn't incompetent. I could do this—be as good as any other girl here.

The thought should have shocked me. I didn't register that I was measuring myself against the other transformed pledges, accepting the comparison. All I knew was I couldn't stand another moment of Robert's disappointment.

"Let me show you," I whispered, my voice catching. "I can do better."

Robert's eyebrows rose slightly. "What?"

I took a step toward him, then another. My heart hammered against my ribs. "I want to show you I'm not... what you said."

My fingers trembled as I reached for him, touching his chest lightly. I looked up through my lashes the way Maddie had taught us. "Please. Let me try again."

His eyes darkened, pupils expanding. "Colleen—"

"Please," I repeated, sinking slowly to my knees before him. The carpet pressed against my skin, but I barely noticed. All I could see was Robert, all I could think about was erasing that word from his mind.

I reached for the waistband of his sweatpants, my movements deliberately slow, teasing. My shame burned hot, but something else burned alongside it—determination, desperation, and something I couldn't name.

He didn't stop me. His breathing changed, grew heavier as I freed him from the fabric. I hesitated for just a moment, then took him into my mouth.

As I worked, I glanced up, meeting his gaze. The intensity in his eyes knocked the breath from my lungs. He was watching me with such focus, such attention—not mocking, not laughing. Just... seeing me.

Something shifted inside me, a strange warmth spreading through my chest. This was humiliating, yes—but also powerful. I was making him respond, making his breath catch, his control slip.

I should have been disgusted with myself. Instead, I felt a connection forming between us, tenuous but undeniable.

As I knelt before him, every sensation was heightened. The rough texture of his sweatpants beneath my fingers, the salty taste of his skin, the low rumble of his voice as he whispered my name—they were all reminders of my new reality. I was caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, each one fighting for dominance.

But as I focused on the task at hand, something unexpected began to happen. The sounds Robert made—soft grunts, sharp intakes of breath—began to stir something within me. A warmth spread through my belly, an unfamiliar ache that grew more insistent with every passing second.

I tried to ignore it, to push it aside, but the sensation only intensified. My body was reacting to his pleasure, my own arousal betraying me in the most fundamental way. I felt a flush creep across my cheeks, a mix of shame and excitement that left me dizzy and disoriented.

The more I tried to deny it, the stronger it became. Each time he let out a low moan, a thrill coursed through me, lighting up parts of my brain—and my body—that I didn't fully understand. It was as if my nerves were being rewired in real time, creating new pathways that led to places I had never known.

I was caught in a maelstrom of sensation and confusion. My movements became more fluid, more instinctive, guided by an internal compass that I didn't remember setting. I found myself moving not just to please him, but to satisfy the cravings of my own traitorous flesh.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. This wasn't just about obeying Robert. It wasn't just about survival. It was about me—Colin, no Colleen at the moment—and the way my body seemed to know things that my mind couldn't process.

I was losing myself piece by piece, each moment of pleasure chipping away at the person I used to be. And yet, despite the fear and uncertainty gnawing at the edges of my consciousness, I couldn't bring myself to pull away. The connection between us was too intense, too compelling.

As I looked up into Robert's eyes, I saw something there that took my breath away. It wasn't just desire. It was recognition. He saw me—the real me, not just the shell that I had become. And in that moment, I felt a bond forming between us, a tangled web of power and vulnerability that both terrified and exhilarated me.

I knew that I was walking a dangerous line, teetering on the edge of an abyss that could swallow me whole. 










  
  Chapter seven

The First Kiss 





The sorority common room had been transformed into what Jules called a "kissing workshop." The furniture pushed back, the lights dimmed, and something sultry playing on the speakers. I stood against the wall, arms crossed over my chest, watching as the other girls giggled and primped their hair. 

"Ladies, gather round!" Maddie clapped her hands. "Today is about the art of the kiss. Not those sloppy, desperate kisses men try to give you. We're talking about kisses that make them putty in your hands."

My stomach knotted. This was different from the other lessons. The makeup, the walking, even the... oral stuff. Those were mechanical. This seemed more intimate somehow.

The fraternity brothers filed in, Robert among them. Our eyes met briefly before I looked away. After what happened in his room, I couldn't bear to look at him.

"Partner up!" Jules announced cheerfully. "And remember, girls—it's not about what you feel. It's about making him feel something."

A tall brother with sandy hair approached me. Not Robert, thank god. I recognized him vaguely—Matt or Mike or something. He smiled, a little uncertain.

"Hey, I'm Mark. Looks like we're paired up."

I nodded stiffly. "Colleen."

"I know," he said, then cleared his throat. "Robert talks about you."

That caught me off guard. "He does?"

"Alright, ladies and gentlemen!" Maddie's voice cut through the chatter. "First position—hands on shoulders, gentle pressure, maintain eye contact before leaning in."

Mark placed his hands on my shoulders. His touch was light, almost respectful. I reluctantly put my hands on his, following Maddie's instructions.

"Now, ladies, tilt your head slightly right. Gentlemen, left. And... connect."

His lips touched mine, soft and tentative. Nothing like Robert's forceful demands. Mark was being careful, and somehow that made it worse.

"Deeper now," Maddie called out. "Ladies, part your lips. Let him in."

I obeyed without thinking, my body following commands while my mind screamed in protest. Mark's tongue slipped between my lips, and a strange heat bloomed in my chest. I made a small sound—not quite a moan, but close enough that I felt my cheeks burn with shame.

Mark pulled me closer, one hand sliding to my lower back. The kiss deepened, and to my horror, I found myself responding. My fingers curled into his shirt, my body arching toward his.

What the hell was happening to me? This wasn't right. This wasn't me. And yet I couldn't stop my body from reacting, couldn't control the way my pulse quickened or how my skin tingled where his fingers pressed.

Through half-closed eyes, I caught a flash of movement. Robert. He was staring at us, jaw clenched, eyes narrowed to icy slits. Something dark crossed his face—something possessive and raw.

I should have been glad to see him angry. Should have kissed Mark harder just to twist the knife. But instead, my stomach dropped. My hands faltered on Mark's chest.

Before I could process what was happening, Robert was beside us. His hand shot out, fingers gripping my chin with bruising force, yanking me away from Mark.

"That's enough," he growled, low and dangerous.

Mark stepped back immediately, hands raised. "Sorry, man. Just following—"

Robert didn't let him finish. His mouth crashed against mine, nothing like Mark's gentle exploration. This was claiming, punishing. His fingers dug into my jaw, holding me in place as his other arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me flush against him.

The kiss was brutal, demanding. His teeth caught my lower lip, not quite biting but threatening to. I gasped, and he took advantage, deepening the kiss until I could barely breathe.

My knees weakened. My hands flew to his shoulders—to push him away or pull him closer, I wasn't sure anymore. All I knew was that something inside me was responding to his possessiveness in ways I couldn't understand or control.

Robert's mouth crushed against mine again, his grip iron-tight on my jaw. This wasn't a kiss—it was a claiming. An invasion. A declaration of ownership.

And something inside me... responded.

My body betrayed me completely. A wave of heat flooded through me, starting at my lips and rushing down my throat, my chest, my stomach, settling low between my thighs. My knees went weak. My fingers clutched at his shoulders—not pushing away, but steadying myself against him.

This wasn't like Mark's kiss. That had been mechanical, an exercise. This was... consuming.

When Robert finally pulled back, his eyes locked with mine, blazing with possession. "Mine," he whispered, the word hitting me like a physical blow.

I couldn't speak. Couldn't move. My lips tingled, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. The room around us had fallen silent, but I barely noticed. All I could see was Robert, all I could feel was the lingering pressure of his mouth, the heat of his hand still gripping my waist.

What the hell was happening to me? This wasn't—I wasn't—

But my body didn't care what I thought I was. It hummed with a new awareness, an electric current running just beneath my skin. I wanted him to do it again. The realization hit me like a bucket of ice water, shocking and undeniable.

I hated him. I hated what he'd done to me, what he was still doing to me. But my body... my body wanted his hands on me again.

"I..." My voice came out small, breathy—a stranger's voice. I swallowed hard, trying to find my footing in this new, terrifying reality where my own desires had become foreign to me.

I yanked myself away from Robert, my breath coming in ragged gasps. The room felt too hot, too close. Everyone was watching us—watching me fall apart from a single kiss.

"That wasn't me," I whispered, more to myself than anyone else. "That wasn't real."

Robert's eyes narrowed, his mouth curving into that knowing smirk I hated. He'd felt my response—the way my body had betrayed me. The bastard knew exactly what he'd done.

I wrapped my arms around myself, trying to stop the trembling in my hands. This was just survival. Just an act. My body was responding to stimuli, nothing more. Like Pavlov's fucking dog. They'd conditioned me through weeks of humiliation and training. That's all this was—biology and psychology. Not desire. Not real.

"Next partners!" Jules called out, clapping her hands with sadistic glee. "Time to practice what you've learned!"

Robert stepped back, giving me a final possessive glance before moving away. I exhaled shakily, relieved and somehow bereft at the same time.

A different brother approached—Tyler, one of the seniors. Tall, objectively handsome, with perfect white teeth and carefully styled hair.

"Hey, beautiful," he said, his voice dripping with practiced charm. "Ready to show me what you've got?"

I nodded mechanically, assuming the position Maddie had demonstrated. His hands settled on my waist, lighter than Robert's grip had been. When our lips met, he kissed with technical precision—the right pressure, the right movement.

And I felt... nothing.

No, worse than nothing. I felt annoyed. Impatient. His cologne was too strong, his technique too rehearsed. Where Robert had been fire and possession, Tyler was just... bland.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut: I wanted Robert's kiss. Not this. Not anyone else.

Something cold and fearful spread through my chest, followed by a rush of heat that made my skin prickle. What the hell was happening to me? How could I prefer Robert—the man who'd humiliated me, broken me down, treated me like property?

Yet there it was. Undeniable. Terrifying.

I pulled away from Tyler mid-kiss, mumbling an excuse. My eyes searched the room until they found Robert, watching me with those cold blue eyes. When our gazes locked, something inside me responded—a pull, a recognition.

This wasn't supposed to happen. I wasn't supposed to want my tormentor.

The kissing workshop finally ended, leaving me trembling and confused. I followed Robert back to his room, my mind racing, unable to process what had happened. The way my body had responded to him—the way I'd felt nothing with the others—terrified me.

Robert didn't speak as we walked across campus. His jaw was tight, shoulders rigid, like he was physically restraining himself from... what? Touching me? Yelling at me? I couldn't tell anymore.

Inside his room, he tossed his jacket onto the chair and stood with his back to me, staring out the window.

"Did you enjoy yourself today?" His voice was ice cold.

"What?" I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly feeling exposed despite being fully dressed.

"With Mark. Tyler. Did you enjoy it?" He turned, his eyes narrowed and distant. Not the blazing possession from earlier—something colder, more calculated.

"No. I was following orders. Like always." My voice sounded small, defensive.

Robert scoffed, running a hand through his hair. He looked at me with an expression I couldn't read—like he was seeing something that bothered him deeply.

"Get ready to go back to Kappa Kappa Bell," he said finally, turning away again. "I don't need your service tonight"

I stood frozen, watching him move around the room, pointedly avoiding looking at me. When our eyes did meet briefly, something flashed across his face—desire, anger, confusion—before he masked it again.

What the hell was happening between us? He'd claimed me so fiercely in front of everyone, then shut down completely. And worse—why did I care? Why did his coldness hurt more than his cruelty ever had?

I slipped into the bathroom to change to head out to KKB, catching my reflection in the mirror. Flushed cheeks, swollen lips, eyes wide and uncertain. I barely recognized myself anymore. Not just the female body—something deeper had changed. The way I reacted to him, the way I craved his attention even when I hated him for it.

I was losing myself. And the most terrifying part? Some small, growing part of me didn't want to fight it anymore.










  
  Chapter eight

Robert’s Confession





The next lesson at Kappa Kappa Bell was one of whispered terror and open curiosity among us girls—former guys, though that felt like a distant memory. Jules stood before us, eyes gleaming with mischief and a hint of cruel anticipation. 

"Today, my lovely pledges," she announced, "you're going to learn the art of seduction. Not just responding—initiating."

My stomach twisted into knots. This was a line I hadn't imagined crossing. Sure, I'd been trained to look the part, to act like a delicate flower for the fraternity, but to actively seek out... that was different. That was taking the last shreds of my former self and setting them aflame.

Jules led us through a series of poses and expressions, each one designed to convey desire, vulnerability, and need. My face ached from the forced sultry looks we were meant to practice. My body felt alien, moving in ways that were once so foreign but now seemed to come naturally, as if my muscles were remembering something I never knew.

"You must want it," Jules instructed, pacing between us like a predator. "Beg for it. Convince your man that you can't live without feeling him inside you. Make him believe he's the only one who can give you what you need."

The words were acid on my tongue, but I found myself repeating them, my voice a breathy imitation of the girls around me. We were a chorus of broken voices, all seeking a validation we'd been taught to crave.

When it came time to demonstrate various positions, my cheeks burned with a mix of shame and an uncomfortable heat that I refused to acknowledge as arousal. Jules was mercilessly thorough, her tone clinical as she described angles and rhythms, the importance of eye contact, and the power of a well-timed moan.

I mimicked the movements, my body following the script while my mind screamed in protest. This was wrong. This was submission of the most intimate kind. And yet, as I contorted myself into positions of offered vulnerability, I couldn't deny the electric thrill that ran through me, a current I couldn't control.

As the lesson wore on, I caught myself daydreaming about the harsh lines of Robert's face softening in pleasure, his cool gaze warming as he looked down at me, lost in sensation. The fantasy was like a drug, clouding my judgment and making my new heart race with a longing that felt both foreign and inescapable.

When Jules finally dismissed us, I was numb, my mind a tangle of conflicting emotions. I couldn't reconcile the person I used to be with the girl who'd just spent hours learning how to please a man in bed. The old Colin was fading, replaced by someone I didn't recognize—Colleen, the perfect girlfriend, skilled in the art of erotic seduction.

I left the sorority house in a daze, the other girls' whispered conversations fading into the background. The walk back to the fraternity was a blur, my thoughts consumed by the day's lesson and the image of Robert that refused to leave my mind.

I stopped at the door to his room, my hand hovering over the knob. I was supposed to initiate. To beg. My breath hitched in my throat, and for a moment, I considered turning around and running away from all of this. But where would I go? Who would I be without the identity they'd forced upon me?

With a shaky inhale, I pushed the door open and stepped inside, my eyes meeting Robert's as he looked up from his desk. The air between us was charged, thick with tension and unspoken desires. I knew what was expected of me, but as I moved toward him, my intentions clear, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was walking straight into a trap—one that I had set for myself.

I stood there, trembling before Robert like a lamb awaiting slaughter. The words Jules had drilled into us echoed in my head, instructions on how to beg, how to plead for the ultimate act of possession, to give myself to him in a way I could never take back.

"Robert... I..." My voice was a reed in the wind, so fragile, so unlike the strong, confident tones I once had. "I need you to... to take it. Please."

His icy blue eyes pierced through me, and for a moment, I saw something flicker behind them—a hunger, a cruel satisfaction in my surrender. He rose from his desk, each movement deliberate, predatory.

"Say it again," he commanded, his voice a low rumble that made my knees weak. "Beg me."

The script Jules had provided was vile, degrading, and yet, I found myself reciting it, each word burning my throat like poison. "I'm a virgin, Robert. I need you to be the one. Please, make me a woman. Take my virginity. Make it yours."

He advanced toward me, and I retreated until my back hit the wall, trapping me with nowhere to go. His hands pinned my wrists above my head, his body pressing against mine, overwhelming me with his presence.

"You're mine, Colleen," he growled, his breath hot against my ear, a stark contrast to the cool, detached persona he usually presented to the world. "And I'll take what belongs to me." His voice was a low rumble, a primal sound that seemed to vibrate through my very bones.

I gasped as he picked me up effortlessly, the world spinning for a moment before I was thrown onto the bed, the breath knocked out of me. My dress was removed with a single, forceful yank, leaving me exposed, vulnerable. As he removed his own pants, I found myself unable to look away from his rod, stiffening with a desire that I knew was because of me. The sight of it was both intimidating and oddly mesmerizing, a tangible symbol of the power he held over me- and which I held over him.

His mouth covered mine in a brutal, claiming kiss, and again I felt that savage taste of him. It was a flavor that was becoming disturbingly familiar, a taste that seemed to ignite something deep within me. My body vibrated with a desire that was both foreign and undeniable, a physical response that betrayed my inner turmoil. Each touch, each kiss, seemed to pull me further away from who I once was, leaving behind nothing but a yearning that was growing harder to resist.

Then I felt him enter me, the pain sharp and sudden, like a knife slicing through the fragile veneer of the life I once knew. It seared through me, ripping through the fiction I'd constructed, the illusion that I was still in control, that I could maintain some semblance of my old self. This was no act. This was raw, undeniable reality, and it was more intense than anything I'd ever experienced. Each thrust from him tore another piece of my old self away, leaving behind something new, something I didn't recognize—a creature of sensation and need, a being whose very existence seemed to hinge on the relentless rhythm he set.

The sensation was all-consuming, a fiery maelstrom that threatened to obliterate every last shred of who I used to be. My body, once a fortress of masculinity, now felt like a battleground, each invasion a testament to the power he wielded over me. The pain mingled with a strange, unsettling pleasure, a betrayal of my own flesh that left me gasping for air, for understanding, for a return to the simplicity of my former life.

I clung to the remnants of my identity, but they slipped through my fingers like sand, each grain a memory of the person I once was. The scent of his cologne filled my nostrils, a potent reminder of his dominance, his presence overwhelming every one of my senses. My heart raced, a frantic drumbeat echoing the relentless pounding of his body against mine, the rhythmic dance of conqueror and captive.

With each surge, the walls I had so carefully constructed around my soul crumbled a little more, revealing a vulnerability I had never known. I was stripped bare, not just of my clothes, but of my defenses, my bravado, my very sense of self. 

"Robert, please," the words tumbled from my lips, a plea from a self I barely recognized. My senses were a tempest, a chaos of pain that twisted and spiraled into something unforeseen, something warm and seductive. It was a treacherous pleasure that seemed to originate from the very marrow of my bones, unfurling like a bloom in the dead of night. It was a mutiny of my flesh, leaving me in a tangle of sobs and screams as he drove into me with an unyielding cadence that spoke of ownership and dominion.

My body, a traitor to my will, arched beneath him, each undulation a silent surrender, a confession of my fractured resolve. With every thrust, I felt the threads of my resistance fray and snap, weaving me into the tapestry of this new existence. It was as if his touch was a branding iron, searing his claim upon my essence, carving his name into the bedrock of my being.

I was being torn asunder, my former self disintegrating under the onslaught of sensations that were both foreign and inexplicably compelling. Each wave of ecstasy and anguish seemed to dissolve another piece of who I once was, recasting me in an image I had never sought, nor could have imagined. I was being remade, not in my own likeness, but in the shadow of his desire, a mosaic of pleasure and pain that was slowly, irrevocably, becoming my everything. 

When it was over, I lay there, a broken, whimpering mess, my thoughts a jumble of contradictions. I hated him. I needed him. I was a boy, damn it, not this weeping, trembling girl whose body still throbbed with the aftershocks of ecstasy.

"I hate you," I sobbed, my voice hoarse from screaming. "I never want to feel this again."

And yet, even as the words left my lips, I knew they were a lie. I wanted him again, needed him with a desperation that scared me. I was thinking like a girl, feeling like a girl, trapped in a cycle of pleasure and pain that was slowly, inexorably, redefining my very existence.

"I need you," I whispered, the admission tearing free from the deepest, darkest part of me. "I want you. Right now."

Robert loomed over me, his expression unreadable. He knew the power he held over me, and in that moment, I understood the true depth of my submission. 

The tears came without warning, a torrent of emotion that I could no longer contain. I was a mess of contradictions, hating myself for the pleasure that had coursed through me, for the way my body had betrayed my mind with each searing thrust. I lay there on Robert's bed, a crumpled heap of sorrow and confusion, the sobs wracking my frame with a violence that scared me.

Robert stood there for a moment, his expression unreadable, the predator who had just claimed his prey without mercy. But then, something shifted in his icy blue eyes—a flicker of something that might have been concern, or maybe it was just the satisfaction of a job well done. He approached me slowly, cautiously, as if I were a wild animal that might bolt at any sudden move.

I braced myself for the mockery, the derision that I had come to expect from him. But it never came. Instead, he sat down beside me, his large hand settling gently on my bare back, the warmth of his touch seeping into my skin. I flinched at first, my body conditioned to associate contact with pain or humiliation. But he didn't move away, nor did he try to force anything more from me. He simply sat there, a silent sentinel in the storm of my emotional upheaval.

"I... I hate this," I managed to choke out between sobs, my voice barely more than a whisper. "I hate being your little toy, your perfect girlfriend. I hate feeling like this—so powerless, so weak."   I cried more, then sputtered, "But part of me craves it, that gets off on being owned. And that's what scares me the most."

I lay there, trembling, my face streaked with tears. The intimacy we'd just shared—that he'd taken from me—had broken something inside me that I couldn't name. My body still throbbed with unfamiliar sensations, pleasure mingling with shame in a toxic cocktail.

Robert sat beside me, his hand still resting on my back. The silence stretched between us, heavy with unspoken words. When he finally spoke, his voice was different—stripped of its usual arrogance, raw and hesitant.

"I never wanted this," he said, the words clipped and reluctant, as if each one cost him something to admit.

I turned my head to look at him, confused by this sudden vulnerability. His eyes weren't meeting mine, fixed instead on some point on the wall.

"My father..." He paused, jaw clenching. "He's a legacy. Third generation Delta Chi Alpha. Just like yours." 

My breath caught. I hadn't known our fathers shared that connection.

"He made it clear what was expected. To be a leader here, to take my rightful place, I needed to prove myself." His fingers tensed slightly against my skin. "And 'domesticating' a fraternity wife is the test for top members. It's tradition."

I stared at him, processing his words through the fog of my conflicted emotions. 

"If I fail," he continued, his voice dropping lower, "if I can't mold you into the perfect girlfriend, I'll never lead Delta Chi Alpha." His eyes finally met mine, and I saw something I never expected—uncertainty. "My father would never forgive that failure."

The revelation hung between us, reshaping everything I thought I knew about Robert. He wasn't just my tormentor—he was trapped in his own way, dancing to the strings of expectations just like me.

Robert held me against his chest, my tears dampening his shirt as I struggled to breathe through the sobs. His arms encircled me, strong and steady, creating a shelter I hadn't known I needed.

"I didn't ask for this either," he whispered, his voice rumbling through his chest beneath my ear. "My father expects perfection. The legacy demands it. We're both trapped, Colleen."

I should have pulled away. Should have hated the comfort his embrace offered. But something in me crumbled at his words, at the realization that he too was caught in this web of expectations and tradition.

"I don't know who I am anymore," I admitted, my voice small and broken. "I wake up every morning hoping this was all a nightmare, but then I feel this body, hear this voice, and everything that made me who I was slips further away."

His hand moved to stroke my hair, the gesture surprisingly gentle from someone who'd been so cruel. "I know."

The warmth of his body against mine felt different now—not threatening or dominating, but comforting. Safe. For the first time since waking up in this female form, I didn't feel like I was drowning. Robert's arms anchored me, his heartbeat a steady rhythm against my cheek.

"I hate what they've done to me," I whispered. "But I hate even more that part of me is starting to... to want this. To want you."

My confession hung in the air between us, raw and honest. I despised myself for it, for the way my body responded to his touch, for the flutter in my chest when he looked at me with those icy blue eyes.

"I don't understand these feelings," I continued, unable to stop now that the floodgates had opened. "I should loathe you for everything you've done, for taking my virginity, for making me your property. But when you hold me like this... I feel safe. And I hate myself for feeling that way."

Robert's fingers traced patterns on my bare shoulder, sending shivers down my spine. The conflict inside me raged—my male mind recoiling at these emotions while my female body leaned into his touch, craving more.

* * *










  
  Chapter nine

Lessons in Possession





The next night I knew something had shifted between us the moment Robert closed his bedroom door behind me. His touch, usually demanding and cruel, lingered softly against my lower back. He'd been like this for days now—two different men. The public Robert still ordered me around, still smirked when I stumbled in my heels, still made me fetch his drinks at parties. But here, alone, his eyes held something else. 

"You look tired," he said, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

My body betrayed me with a shiver. "Jules ran us through posture drills for three hours straight."

He frowned, fingers tracing the curve of my shoulder. "Sit down."

I perched on the edge of his bed, expecting the worst. Instead, he knelt before me, lifting one of my feet and gently removing the stiletto that had been pinching my toes all day. His thumbs pressed into my arch, and I bit my lip to stop the moan that threatened to escape.

"You don't have to—" I started.

"Shut up, Colleen."

But the command lacked its usual bite.

The next day, Jules cornered me after our "femininity maintenance" session.

"Special assignment for you today, princess." Her smile dripped venom. "We're testing your seduction skills on some fresh meat."

My stomach dropped. "What do you mean?"

"The Sigma Tau boys are having a mixer tonight. You'll be joining."

"But Robert—"

"Will be there to watch." She leaned closer, her perfume suffocating me. "Don't worry, he approved it."

He hadn't. I could tell by the way his jaw tightened when I walked into the party wearing the tiny black dress Jules had squeezed me into. His eyes tracked me across the room as Jules pushed me toward a tall, broad-shouldered guy with a lazy smile.

"Make it convincing," she whispered, shoving me forward.

I stumbled against the stranger's chest. He caught me, hands lingering on my waist.

"Well, hello there," he drawled.

I glanced over my shoulder. Robert stood by the bar, knuckles white around his glass. Jules stood beside him, whispering something in his ear, her eyes fixed on me with calculated amusement.

This was deliberate. She was testing him through me.

I turned back to the stranger, forcing my lips into the smile Maddie had taught me. "Hi," I breathed, hating how natural it felt now. "I'm Colleen."

The music at the Sigma Tau mixer thrummed through my chest as I played my part, letting the stranger's hands guide me across the dance floor. I laughed at his jokes, touched his arm, and leaned in close to whisper in his ear. All the while, I could feel Robert's gaze like a brand on my skin, hot and searing.

I was dancing with another man, but my thoughts were consumed by him—his approval, his attention, his potential wrath. Jules' instructions echoed in my mind, a reminder that this was a test, a performance. But as the stranger's hand drifted lower on my back, it wasn't fear that quickened my pulse—it was anticipation.

I moved with a newfound awareness of my own body, a body that now craved Robert's touch more than anything. I was doing this for him, to him. I wanted to make him jealous. I wanted to see that unreadable expression crack.

And then, suddenly, the music seemed too loud, the crowd too close. I needed air. I needed him. I excused myself from the stranger's grasp and slipped away, my heart pounding in my ears.

Robert was waiting for me outside, his face a mask of anger—but his eyes betrayed him. They were hungry, desperate. He grabbed my arm, pulling me into the shadows.

"What the hell do you think you're doing, Colleen?" His voice was low, a growl that sent a thrill through me.

"What does it look like?" I challenged, my breath coming in short gasps.

He didn't answer—not with words. Instead, he claimed my mouth in a fierce, possessive kiss that left no room for doubt. This was not the cruel domination I had come to expect from him. This was something else entirely.

He broke away, breathless, and for a moment, we just stood there, the silence between us heavy with unspoken desires.

"You're coming with me," he said finally, his grip on my hand tightening.

I didn't resist as he led me away from the party, back to his place. The world seemed to blur around the edges, everything fading into insignificance except for the heat of his palm against mine.

That night, as we lay in his bed, the room was filled with a tenderness I had never thought possible. He explored my body with a reverence that brought tears to my eyes, each touch a whispered apology for every harsh word, every humiliating command. And when he finally entered me, it was with a gentleness that melted the last of my defenses.

I clung to him, my fingers tracing the lines of muscle along his back, my legs wrapped tightly around his waist. Our movements were slow, deliberate—a dance far more intimate than anything I had experienced that night at the mixer.

In the quiet aftermath, with his arms wrapped securely around me, I realized something terrifying and undeniable: I was in love with Robert Grand. And for the first time since this whole ordeal began, I felt truly and irrevocably at home in Colleen's body.

He pressed a kiss to my forehead, his breath warm against my skin. "You're mine, Colleen," he murmured, and I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that I wouldn't have it any other way.

As sleep began to claim me, I knew that everything had changed. There was no going back—not to who I was before, not to the life I once knew. I was his, completely and utterly his, and the thought no longer filled me with dread.

It filled me with peace.

* * *

I never thought I'd stand here willingly.

The grand hall of Kappa Kappa Bell glowed with candlelight, transforming the normally bright sorority space into something almost sacred. The sisters lined the walls in matching white dresses, their faces solemn as they watched us—the pledges who'd been broken and remade.

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was it. The final test. The moment where we'd publicly declare what had already happened in private: our complete surrender.

"Colleen Berkman," Ronnie called, her voice echoing through the hall.

I stepped forward, my heels clicking against the polished floor. My hands trembled, but not from resistance anymore. From anticipation.

Robert stood at the center of the room, tall and imposing in his tailored black suit. His icy blue eyes tracked my every movement as I approached. In his hands, he held something that caught the light—a delicate golden collar, its clasp engraved with the fraternity crest.

Six months ago, I would have rather died than wear it. Now...

"Kneel," he commanded softly.

I sank to my knees before him, my silk dress pooling around me. The room fell silent. Even my breathing seemed too loud.

"Do you accept this collar as a symbol of your devotion?" Robert's voice was steady, formal.

The old me screamed somewhere deep inside, a distant echo I could barely hear anymore. I looked up at him—at the face I'd once hated, then feared, and now...

"I do," I whispered, the words slipping out naturally.

Robert's fingers brushed against my neck as he fastened the collar. The metal was cool against my skin, its weight unfamiliar but not unwelcome. When the clasp clicked shut, something inside me settled into place.

I didn't want to fight anymore. I just wanted to be his.

Robert's hand cupped my cheek, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. "Mine," he said simply.

Pride bloomed in my chest—not shame, not humiliation, but genuine pride. I belonged to him. I was his.

"Yours," I answered, meaning it completely.

* * *

I stood in front of the mirror in KKB's "transformation room," hardly recognizing myself anymore. My chestnut hair fell in perfect waves over my shoulders, my makeup subtle but flawless. The dress—a soft blue that matched Robert's eyes—hugged curves I'd stopped fighting weeks ago.

"Excellent posture today, Colleen," Maddie circled me, adjusting the thin strap on my shoulder. "You're finally carrying yourself properly."

I didn't flinch at her touch. Didn't tense. Just smiled softly, the way she'd taught us. "Thank you, Maddie."

God, when had I started thanking them?

"Your final lessons will focus on devotion," Maddie continued, her voice silky and refined. "A fraternity wife must embody grace, self-sacrifice, and absolute loyalty. Your needs come second—always."

Six months ago, I'd have spat in her face. Now I nodded, absorbing every word like it mattered. Because it did matter. Robert mattered.

"When he speaks, you listen with your entire body turned toward him," Maddie demonstrated, her posture shifting to show rapt attention. "When he achieves something, your pride should outshine even his own."

I practiced the expressions in the mirror—adoration, concern, joy at his success.

"Excellent," Maddie smiled. "Robert will be pleased with your progress."

My heart fluttered at those words. Robert, pleased with me. Nothing felt more important.

Jules appeared behind us, leaning against the doorframe with that cruel smirk. "Well, well. Our little fighter's gone soft."

I looked away, focusing on smoothing my dress.

"Remember when she swore she'd never be anyone's girlfriend?" Jules laughed, sauntering closer. "Now look at her—practically drooling at the mention of Robert's name."

Heat crawled up my neck.

Jules circled me like a predator. "You love him, don't you?"

The question hung in the air. I closed my eyes, searching for that angry boy who'd once sworn to fight this. But he wasn't there anymore. That person—Colin—was someone else. A stranger from another lifetime.

"I am Colleen," I whispered, the truth of it settling into my bones. "And yes, I love him."

The words didn't feel like surrender. They felt like recognition.

Later that evening, when Robert returned from lacrosse practice, I didn't wait for his command. I knelt beside his chair, arranged the fabric of my dress carefully around me. When he reached to stroke my hair, I leaned into his touch.

"You look beautiful tonight," he said, his voice deep and approving.

"I chose it for you," I answered softly. "The blue—it matches your eyes."

The dorm room was bathed in soft moonlight when I approached Robert's bed, my heart pounding a rhythm I'd come to know too well. Desire. Longing. A desperate need for approval I once would have scoffed at.

He watched me, his icy blue eyes darkening as I reached behind me to unzip my dress. It pooled at my feet, leaving me in the delicate lingerie that had become my new uniform. His gaze traveled the length of my body, a silent appreciation that made me feel powerful and vulnerable all at once.

I climbed onto the bed, crawling toward him with a newfound confidence. "Tell me what you want," I whispered, my voice a soft plea in the quiet room.

Robert's lips curled into a knowing smirk. "Kiss me," he commanded. "But do it slowly. Savor it."

I obeyed, pressing my lips to his with a tenderness that surprised us both. The kiss deepened, his hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer, demanding more. And I gave it willingly, eagerly, losing myself in the taste and warmth of him.

When we finally broke apart, breathless and wanting, he gave me another order. "I want to see you on top, Colleen. Take control, but only because I told you to."

Straddling him, I let instinct guide me, finding a rhythm that made his eyes roll back in pleasure. I reveled in the power I held over him—this strong, unyielding man who had become my entire world.

"Now," he said, his voice strained, "I want you to tease me. Edge me until I can't take it anymore."

I leaned down, my hair creating a curtain around us as I whispered wicked promises in his ear. His body responded, arching into mine, his breathing ragged as I did exactly as he asked. I was a quick study, learning the ways he liked to be touched, the pace that drove him wild, the words that made him lose control.

As the night wore on, his requests grew bolder, more demanding. And with each new demand, I found myself wanting to please him more and more. He asked me to use my mouth, to explore his body with a gentle curiosity that turned fierce when he groaned in pleasure.

I had once been Colin, a brash, confident young man. But as I lay there with Robert, my body entwined with his, I realized that Colleen wasn't just a role I was forced to play. She was me—every soft curve, every tender touch, every whispered endearment. And in this moment, there was nowhere else I'd rather be than here, in his arms, under his command.

"Tell me you're mine," Robert murmured, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

"I'm yours," I breathed, the truth of it resonating in my very soul. "I've always been yours."

And in that confession, I knew there was no turning back. I was Colleen. And I belonged to him—heart, body, and soul.










  
  Chapter ten

The Choice 





Iclutched the edge of my chair, my perfectly manicured nails digging into the wood. The room fell silent as Ronnie stood before us, her crimson lips curved into what might have been a smile or a sneer—with her, it was hard to tell the difference. 

"Ladies," she announced, her voice carrying across the KKB common room. "You've reached the end of your training period."

My heart stuttered. End? What did that mean?

"The brothers of Delta Chi Alpha are pleased with your progress." She paced slowly, heels clicking against the hardwood floor. "So pleased, in fact, that they've decided you've earned a choice."

The other girls exchanged nervous glances. I felt my breath catch in my throat.

"You can return to your original forms," Ronnie said, her words dropping like stones into still water. "You can be men again."

The world tilted. Be men again? Be... Colin again?

My fingers trembled as I reached up to touch my hair—long, silky strands that I'd learned to style in waves that Robert loved. I looked down at my body, wrapped in a pale blue dress that matched Robert's eyes.

"How?" someone whispered.

"The same gas that changed you can change you back," Ronnie explained. "The process was always reversible. This was a test—to see if you could adapt, submit, transform. And you passed."

A test. Just a test.

I should have felt relief. Triumph. This was what I'd wanted from the beginning, wasn't it? To escape this soft, vulnerable body. To reclaim my strength, my voice, my masculinity.

But instead, a cold dread washed over me.

"The ceremony will take place tomorrow night," Ronnie continued. "Each of you will meet with your assigned brother beforehand to discuss your decision."

Decision? There was a choice?

"Yes," Ronnie said, as if reading my thoughts. "You can choose to remain as you are. Some do. But the choice must be yours."

The room erupted in whispers, but I couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe.

Go back to being Colin? The arrogant boy who thought he knew everything? Who'd never felt the rush of being desired, protected, cherished?

Or stay as Colleen—Robert's Colleen?

I stood there frozen, my heart hammering against my ribcage so hard I thought it might crack. Return to being Colin? The words echoed in my head like a nightmare I couldn't wake from.

My hand fluttered to my throat, feeling the delicate pulse there. What was happening to me? This should've been the moment I'd been waiting for—my chance to escape, to reclaim everything I'd lost.

But all I felt was panic. Pure, suffocating panic.

"Colleen? Did you hear what I said?" Ronnie's voice cut through my thoughts.

I nodded mechanically, unable to form words. The other girls were already chattering excitedly, some crying with relief. Why wasn't I celebrating?

I glanced down at my body—the curves I'd grown accustomed to, the soft skin I moisturized each night because Robert liked how it felt. My stomach twisted at the thought of losing it all. Of losing him.

"I... I need air," I whispered, my voice sounding small and fragile.

I rushed from the room, my heels clicking frantically against the floor. Outside, I gulped the cool evening air, pressing my back against the brick wall of the sorority house.

What was wrong with me? I should want to go back. I should be desperate to be Colin again—to have my strength, my confidence, my future.

But when I tried to picture it—returning to that body, that life—I felt nothing but emptiness. The thought of never feeling Robert's hands in my hair, his eyes following me across a room, his arms creating a space that was just for me...

"No," I whispered, horrified at the realization crashing over me. "No, no, no."

I didn't want to go back. I didn't want to be Colin anymore.

I wanted to be Colleen. I wanted to be his.

Tears spilled down my cheeks, ruining the mascara I'd applied so carefully that morning. When had this happened? When had I stopped fighting? When had I started wanting this life?

I stood outside Robert's door, my hand trembling so badly I could barely knock. The polished wood blurred through my tears as I tried to steady my breathing. 

Tomorrow was the ceremony. Tomorrow I could be Colin again.

The thought should have filled me with relief. Instead, it hollowed me out, leaving nothing but raw terror in its wake.

I knocked, the sound weak against the heavy door. It swung open almost immediately, as if he'd been waiting. Robert stood there, his broad shoulders filling the frame, his eyes searching mine.

"Colleen?" His voice was rough, uncertain.

I broke. Everything inside me shattered at once. The sob tore from my throat as I lunged forward, my arms wrapping around his waist, face pressed against his chest.

"Please," I begged, my words muffled against his shirt. "Please don't let me go."

His body stiffened. For one terrible moment, I thought he would push me away. Then his arms came around me, strong and sure, pulling me deeper into his room and closing the door.

"What are you saying?" he asked, his voice carefully controlled.

I pulled back just enough to look up at him, mascara streaking down my cheeks. "I don't want to go back. I can't—" My voice cracked. "I need to be yours. I need to belong to you."

Something flickered in his eyes—surprise, confusion, hope? I couldn't tell.

"Colleen." He guided me to the edge of his bed, kneeling before me. Our positions reversed for the first time. "Are you sure? You could be him again. You could have your old life back."

I shook my head frantically, more tears spilling. "That's not my life anymore. This is." I reached for his hands, clutching them desperately. "I'm not him. I don't want to be him. I want to be yours. Please, Robert. Please keep me."

He studied my face, his expression unreadable. "You're sure? Absolutely sure?"

"Yes," I whispered, the word falling from my lips like a prayer. "I've never been more sure of anything."

A slow smile spread across his face, transforming his features. "You have no idea how happy I am to hear that," he said, reaching up to brush a tear from my cheek. "I couldn't bear the thought of losing you."

In that moment, I felt the last fragments of Colin—his anger, his resistance, his denial—fade away completely. They weren't torn from me. They simply... dissolved, like mist in sunlight.

I was Colleen. I had always been Colleen.

I stood among the other pledges, my heart hammering against my ribs. The ceremony room glowed with candlelight, the faces of the fraternity brothers and KKB sisters forming a circle around us. Robert caught my eye from across the room, his expression unreadable.

Ronnie stepped forward, her black dress hugging every curve. "The time has come for each of you to declare your choice. Remember, this decision is permanent."

My mouth went dry. Last night's conviction wavered for a split second as memories of my old life—of being Colin—flashed through my mind. The confidence I'd felt in that body, the way I'd moved through the world without fear, the simplicity of it all.

But then I looked at Robert again, and everything steadied.

"Alexandra," Ronnie called first.

The blonde beside me stepped forward. "I want to go back," she said firmly. "I want to be Alex again."

A murmur rippled through the room. Ronnie nodded, unsurprised.

One by one, the names were called. Each girl stepped forward, some with tears streaming down their faces, others with chins raised defiantly. The room divided—those who wanted to return to their male bodies and those who, like me, had found something they couldn't bear to lose.

"Colleen."

My name. My real name.

I stepped forward, my blue dress brushing against my legs. "I want to stay," I said, my voice clear and steady. "I want to remain Colleen."

I didn't look at the other pledges. I only looked at Robert. His eyes darkened, and the corner of his mouth lifted in the slightest smile.

When the last girl made her choice, Ronnie addressed us all. "Half of you will return to Delta Chi Alpha as brothers. The other half will join Kappa Kappa Bell as sisters. This is the usual proportion—it happens every year."

Jules appeared beside me, slipping her arm through mine. "I knew you'd make the right choice," she whispered. 

Madeline joined us, her smile warm. "We're so happy you'll be staying with us, Colleen."

Veronica approached, more relaxed than I'd ever seen her. "Being a KKB girlfriend like us is so much more unique than just being one more frat boy," she said, smiling as she glanced at her boyfriend, a senior fraternity member.

Jules nodded, pulling her own boyfriend closer. "So much more special," she agreed, rising on her tiptoes to kiss him softly.

Madeline squeezed my hand. "You'll see. This life—it's everything."

*** 

I sat cross-legged on Robert's bed, laptop balanced on my knees, trying to calm my racing heart. My fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. I'd been putting this off for weeks, but I couldn't delay any longer. My parents deserved to know what had happened to their son.

"You don't have to do this now," Robert said, his hand warm on my shoulder.

I shook my head. "I do. They need to know."

Before I could lose my nerve, I clicked the video call button. The familiar ringtone echoed through the room as I smoothed my hair nervously. What would they say when they saw me? Would they even believe it was me?

The screen flickered, and suddenly my parents' faces appeared—Mom with her familiar warm smile, Dad with his salt-and-pepper hair. They looked exactly the same, while I... I was unrecognizable.

"Hi," I said, my voice catching. "This might be confusing, but... it's me. I'm your... your daughter now. Colleen. I went through some changes rushing the fraternity and—"

"Colleen!" My mother's face lit up, cutting me off mid-sentence. "Oh, sweetheart, you look absolutely beautiful!"

I blinked, thrown completely off-guard. "You're... not surprised?"

My parents exchanged glances, smiling at each other in a way I couldn't quite read.

"Honey," my dad said, leaning closer to the camera, "we couldn't be happier. Your mother and I were hoping you'd make this choice."

"What?" I whispered, my mind struggling to process his words.

My mother laughed, the sound light and musical. "Colleen, did you think you were the first in our family to go through this? I became a Kappa Kappa Bell sorority sister thirty years ago."

"You... what?" I felt like the room was spinning.

"I was born Michael," my mother said softly. "I became Michelle when I met your father at college. He was in Delta Chi Alpha, and I... well, I made the same choice you did."

I stared at the screen, utterly speechless. My mother—the woman who'd raised me, who'd taught me to ride a bike and baked cookies for my birthday—had once been a man?

"We're so proud of you, sweetheart," my dad said, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "Your mother always hoped you might follow in her footsteps. This will make you two so much closer."

I felt Robert's presence behind me, warm and solid. I motioned him over with a shaky hand.

"This is Robert," I said, still dazed. "My... my boyfriend."

My parents beamed at him through the screen.

"Take good care of our daughter," my father said, his tone suddenly serious. "And make sure you dominate her good and hard. That's what these girls need."

My mother nodded enthusiastically. "Nothing makes a transformed girl happier than a strong hand guiding her."  She looked at Colleen's father adoringly and Colleen could only hope her life would be as meaningful and joyful as her parents'.










  
  Chapter eleven

The Wedding





Istood in front of the full-length mirror, barely recognizing the woman staring back at me. My wedding dress hugged my curves perfectly—ivory satin with delicate lace overlay, the sweetheart neckline showing just enough cleavage to make Robert's eyes darken when he saw me. My hair cascaded in soft curls down my back, crowned with a crystal-studded tiara that caught the light with every movement. 

A year ago, I would have laughed at the thought of this moment. Now, I couldn't imagine wanting anything else.

"Almost ready, sweetheart?" My father knocked gently on the door, his voice warm with pride.

"Just a minute, Dad." My fingers traced the outline of Robert's name tattooed on my inner thigh, hidden beneath layers of satin and tulle. I'd gotten it three months ago—a surprise for Robert on our engagement night. The memory of his face when he'd discovered it still made me shiver with pleasure.

My father entered, his eyes immediately filling with tears. "You look beautiful, Colleen."

He offered his arm, and I took it, feeling strangely calm. The chaos of the past year—the transformation, the resistance, the surrender—all of it had led to this perfect moment.

The chapel doors opened, and I saw Robert waiting at the altar. Tall, powerful, his eyes fixed on me with an intensity that made my heart flutter. My father squeezed my hand as we began our walk down the aisle.

With each step, memories flashed through my mind—Robert's first cruel commands, his unexpected moments of tenderness, the night I'd broken down in his arms, the morning I'd begged to stay his. The journey from Colin to Colleen, from resistance to surrender, from hatred to love.

Standing before him now, I felt nothing but certainty. When the minister asked if I would love, honor, and obey Robert, I didn't hesitate.

"I do," I whispered, my voice steady and sure.

And that thought—of belonging to him completely, of obeying him always—left me floating in an ocean of happiness.
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