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Troy sprawled across the sagging leather couch in the fraternity house living room, his long legs kicked out in front of him like he owned the place—which, in his mind, he practically did. The room smelled faintly of stale beer and the lingering musk of too many guys packed into one space, but to Troy, it was home. The Alpha Sigma Phi house was his kingdom, and he was its undisputed prince. At 6’2”, with a chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, and a physique honed by years of lacrosse and gym sessions, he carried himself with the swagger of someone who knew he was better than everyone else. His dark hair was tousled just enough to look effortless, and his hazel eyes glinted with a mix of mischief and disdain as he swiped through his phone.

He was dressed in his usual uniform: a pair of dark jeans that hugged his muscular thighs, pristine white sneakers he’d spent way too much of his parents’ money on, and a gray fraternity sweatshirt with “AΣΦ” emblazoned across the chest in bold red letters. The sweatshirt was a badge of honor, a symbol of his status among the brothers. Troy was a junior now, halfway through college, and he’d spent the last two years building a reputation as the guy who could get any girl he wanted—or so he told himself. His upper middle-class upbringing had spoiled him rotten; his dad’s corporate job and his mom’s endless doting meant he’d never had to work for much. Life was a game, and he was winning.

Tonight, though, the game wasn’t going his way. His frat brothers—Mitch, Jake, Ryan, and the rest—were still out at some bar downtown, chasing tail and pounding shots. Troy had opted to stay behind, claiming he was “too tired” from practice, but really, he just didn’t feel like competing for attention in a crowded room. He’d rather sit here, in the quiet of the house, and let the women come to him. That’s what the dating app was for, right? A buffet of options at his fingertips. Except tonight, the buffet was looking more like a dumpster fire.

“Ugh, seriously?” he muttered, flicking his thumb across the screen. A parade of profiles scrolled by—blurry selfies, girls with too much makeup, girls with no makeup, girls who looked like they hadn’t seen a gym in their lives. “What is this, the reject pile? No one’s hot enough for me.” He tossed his head back against the couch, letting out an exaggerated groan. “I’m Troy freaking Maddox. I deserve better than this crap.”

The living room was dimly lit by a single floor lamp in the corner, its yellow glow casting long shadows across the mismatched furniture. A coffee table littered with empty beer cans and a half-eaten pizza box sat in front of him, evidence of last night’s pregame. The walls were plastered with fraternity memorabilia—photos of past parties, a dartboard with a few stray holes, and a faded banner from their last Greek Week win. It was a shrine to brotherhood, to the life Troy had carved out for himself. He thrived on the chaos, the power, the way the other guys looked up to him. He was the alpha, the top dog, and he’d be damned if some subpar dating app was going to ruin his night.

He swiped again, harder this time, as if the force of his finger could summon a supermodel. “Come on, give me something worth my time,” he grumbled. A new profile popped up—some chick with a grainy photo and a bio that just said “lol hi.” He rolled his eyes. “Pass.” Another swipe. A girl with a dog filter over her face. “Hard pass.” Swipe. A brunette who might’ve been cute if she didn’t have that weird angle going on. “Nope.” He was about to chuck the phone across the room when it vibrated in his hand, the screen flickering oddly.

“What the hell?” Troy squinted as the app glitched, the interface warping for a split second before settling on a blank black screen. No profiles, no buttons, just darkness. Then, slowly, white text began to type itself out, letter by letter, like some creepy movie effect. “What you seek, you shall become.” He stared at it, his brow furrowing. “Okay, who’s screwing with me? Mitch? You hack my phone or something?” He glanced around the empty room, half-expecting one of his brothers to jump out laughing. But the house was silent, save for the faint hum of the fridge in the kitchen.

The words lingered on the screen, glowing faintly, and a strange warmth prickled at the base of his spine. He shifted on the couch, brushing it off as nothing—just a weird bug in the app. “Stupid piece of junk,” he muttered, tapping the screen to close it. But the app wouldn’t budge. The text pulsed once, twice, then vanished, leaving the screen black again. Before he could toss the phone aside, the warmth spread, creeping up his back and into his chest like a slow, invasive heat. His breath hitched, and he sat up straighter, suddenly hyper-aware of his body.

“Whoa, what’s—” He cut himself off as the sensation intensified, a tingling wave that rippled through his arms and legs. His heart thudded against his ribcage, loud and erratic, and a faint sheen of sweat broke out on his forehead. “Okay, this isn’t funny,” he said aloud, his voice cracking slightly. He dropped the phone onto the couch beside him, watching it bounce once before settling, screen still dark. The heat was everywhere now, pulsing in his fingertips, his toes, his scalp. It wasn’t painful, exactly—more like a deep, unsettling itch he couldn’t scratch. His vision blurred at the edges, and he blinked hard, trying to shake it off.

“Get it together, man,” he told himself, gripping the armrest of the couch. He was Troy Maddox, for God’s sake. He didn’t freak out over nothing. Maybe he’d had too much of that cheap beer earlier, or maybe the pizza was laced with something weird. Yeah, that had to be it. He forced a laugh, the sound sharp and hollow in the quiet room. “Just a bad trip. No big deal.”

But the feeling didn’t let up. If anything, it grew stronger, more insistent, like his body was being rewired from the inside out. His hands trembled as he held them up, and for a split second, he swore they looked... smaller? No, that was insane. He clenched them into fists, willing the hallucination away, but the tingling surged again, and a soft gasp escaped his lips—a sound he didn’t recognize as his own. His chest felt tight, his sweatshirt suddenly constricting, and a wave of dizziness sent him slumping back against the cushions.

The cryptic message echoed in his mind: What you seek, you shall become. He’d been looking for a hot girl, someone perfect, someone worthy of him. But what did that mean? His thoughts spiraled, fragmented and frantic, as the heat coiled tighter, sinking into his bones. He didn’t know it yet, but the transformation was already beginning.
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Troy’s body burned with a heat that defied explanation, a molten current surging through every muscle, every nerve. He slumped back against the leather couch, his breath coming in shallow, ragged bursts as the tingling sensation from his phone’s cryptic message—What you seek, you shall become—escalated into something primal, something unstoppable. His hands gripped the cushions, knuckles whitening, as he tried to anchor himself to reality. “This isn’t happening,” he rasped, his voice still deep and masculine—for now. But the room spun, the dim light of the fraternity house living room warping into a hazy glow, and his control slipped away like sand through his fingers.

It started in his chest. A pressure bloomed beneath his ribcage, subtle at first, then insistent, like something was pushing outward. He glanced down, expecting to see his broad pecs straining against his fraternity sweatshirt, but instead, the fabric quivered, shimmering faintly as if caught in a heat mirage. His breath hitched as the pressure swelled, his chest expanding in a slow, deliberate curve. “What the—” he choked out, lifting a trembling hand to press against it. The sensation was electric—soft flesh yielding under his touch where hard muscle had been moments before. His pecs softened, rounded, and grew, forming full, heavy breasts that stretched the sweatshirt taut. The fabric groaned, threads popping faintly, as his new assets pressed against it, nipples hardening involuntarily against the cotton.

Panic clawed at his throat, but it was drowned out
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