
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Rush Week Reversal

By Jennie Snooks
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Chapter 1: The Pink Pill
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My hands were sweating as I stood in the dimly lit basement of the Delta Kappa Sigma house on the edge of campus in Southern California. The air smelled like stale beer, cheap cologne, and that unmistakable mix of excitement and fear that only freshmen pledges know. Ten of us— all guys, all eager to prove we belonged—lined up in a ragged row while the active brothers watched from the shadows.

Jason stepped forward. Tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair and the kind of confident smirk that made girls (and apparently some guys) weak in the knees. As fraternity president, he owned the room.

“Welcome to Rush Week, gentlemen,” he said, his voice smooth and commanding. “Delta Kappa doesn’t do normal initiations. We do legendary ones. Tonight you’re going to become something... different. Something better.”

He held up a small, glowing pink pill between his thumb and forefinger. It shimmered under the basement lights like it was alive.

“This was designed by a genius little nerd who owed us a favor. One pill. Twenty-four hours to decide if you want to keep going. By the end of Rush Week, if you’ve impressed us and gotten a real man to finish inside you, you change back. No cum in that new pussy of yours by day seven... and the change becomes permanent. Any questions?”

A couple of the guys laughed nervously, thinking it was a prank. I didn’t laugh. Something in Jason’s eyes told me he was dead serious.

I should have walked out. Instead, when my turn came, I stepped forward, took the pill from Jason’s hand, and swallowed it dry.

The change hit faster than I expected.

It started as heat—liquid fire racing through my veins. My skin tingled, then burned. I doubled over as my bones shifted with wet, audible cracks. My spine lengthened while my shoulders narrowed. Hips flared outward with a sudden, stretching pressure that made me gasp. My chest pushed forward, swelling into two heavy, sensitive breasts that strained against my t-shirt. I clutched at them in shock, feeling soft flesh spill between my fingers.

“Oh fuck...” I moaned, my voice cracking higher with every syllable.

My cock—my proud, familiar cock—shrank rapidly, pulling inward with an intensely strange, almost pleasurable sensation. Skin folded and reshaped until I felt cool air kiss a slick, empty space between my new thighs. A soft, puffy pussy now throbbed where my dick had been. Long, silky blonde hair tumbled down my back, brushing the top of my newly rounded ass.

When the spasms finally stopped, I was on my knees, panting.

A full-length mirror was wheeled in front of me.

I stared.

The girl looking back was stunning. Big blue eyes framed by thick lashes. Full, pouty lips. A tiny waist that flared into wide, child-bearing hips and the most perfect heart-shaped ass I’d ever seen. My new breasts were full and perky, easily D-cups, with sensitive pink nipples that tightened in the cool basement air.

“Holy shit,” I whispered in a soft, feminine voice.

Jason walked up behind me, his large hands settling possessively on my new waist. He looked me up and down in the mirror, eyes dark with hunger.

“Fuck, you turned out even better than I hoped,” he murmured against my ear. “You’re Tammy now. And you’re mine this week.”

Before I could respond, the brothers brought out clothes. They dressed me like a doll. A tiny pink crop top that barely contained my new tits, the bottom hem ending just below my underboob. A microscopic white pleated skirt that showed the bottom curve of my ass if I moved too fast. Thigh-high white stockings and pink heels that made my legs look impossibly long. They even added a delicate silver anklet with a little heart charm.

When they were done, I looked like every guy’s wet dream of a sorority slut.

The other nine pledges had changed too. Ten gorgeous, confused, horny new girls stood in the basement in various states of revealing outfits. Some were giggling. Some looked terrified. All of us were flushed and breathing hard as our new bodies adjusted to the flood of hormones.

They moved us to the upper floor of the house—a large, luxurious common room they’d converted into a temporary girls’ dorm with ten beds, mirrors everywhere, and a ridiculous amount of lingerie and makeup.

The door locked behind us.

For the first hour we just stared at each other. Then curiosity took over.

I sat on the edge of a bed, thighs pressed together, feeling the constant, alien wetness between my legs. One of the other girls—formerly Mike, now a petite Asian beauty named Mia—sat beside me.

“Can I... touch them?” she asked shyly, staring at my breasts.

I nodded.

Her small hands cupped me, thumbs brushing my nipples. I gasped. The sensation shot straight down to my new clit. Within minutes we were all exploring. Clothes came off. Hands roamed. I found myself on my back with Mia between my thighs, her tongue tentatively licking my pussy while another new girl, Kayla, sucked on my tits.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, my voice high and breathy. The pleasure was overwhelming—completely different from anything I’d felt as Toby. It built deep inside me, a warm, rolling wave that crashed over me again and again.

I came hard on Mia’s face, my thighs shaking, fingers tangled in her hair.

We didn’t stop there. We paired off, formed little groups. I ended up in a heated make-out session with two girls at once, fingers buried in each other’s dripping cunts, trading sloppy kisses while we fingered ourselves to another round of orgasms. The room filled with wet sounds, moans, and the sweet scent of ten freshly transformed pussies.

I lost count of how many times I came.

At some point I looked toward the one-way mirror on the far wall. I knew they were watching. I knew Jason was watching.

And the thought made me cum even harder.

Later, when we were all spent and lying in a tangle of naked, glistening bodies, the door opened. Jason stood there, eyes locked directly on me.

He crossed the room, leaned down, and cupped my chin with his strong hand.

“Rest up, Tammy,” he said softly, thumb brushing my lower lip. “Tomorrow the real training begins. And I’m going to enjoy breaking you in personally.”

He kissed me—deep, possessive, claiming. My traitor body melted against him.

As he left and the lights dimmed, I lay there in the dark, heart pounding, pussy still throbbing from everything I’d just experienced.

Toby was gone.

Tammy had just been born.

And Rush Week had only just begun.
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Chapter 2: Toys and Training
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I woke slowly, my new body still adjusting to the weight of full breasts and the constant, slick sensitivity between my thighs. Sunlight poured through the tall windows of the Delta Kappa Sigma house, painting the common room in warm California gold. I was tangled in soft pink sheets with three other girls—our naked bodies pressed together in a sleepy, post-orgy pile. My long red hair was a mess across the pillow, and the unmistakable fullness in my ass reminded me that last night hadn’t been a dream.
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