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Although last night didn’t exactly go as planned, I enjoyed the view. What the girls did was wide and lustful, and definitely something that made it worth my while. Part of me wonders whether the resort (or the airline) paid them to take care of their unhappy customers, but another part of me doesn’t care.

I wake up with a massive boner, realizing that I never got a chance to take off the pink bikini bottoms the sorority girls put on me. There is a knock on my door, but before I answer, I cheekily run my hand along the hem of the silky material. It’s part latex part something I can’t exactly figure out, but it feels great over my full erection.

‘Who’s there?’

I ask, a bit suspicious, but my worries soon turn to excitement mixed with arousal when I hear Felicity’s voice from outside:

‘It’s only us. We have a surprise for you.’

I hear the now familiar giggles and I’m tempted to chuckle myself. I look up at the ceiling, whispering a thank you to whoever is watching over me right now, and I open the door.

‘Close your eyes.’

Cecilia whispers, before placing a pink blindfold over my eyes. I actually chuckle this time, letting the girls lead me to wherever they want. There are soft and smooth hands all over my body once again, and someone places a kiss on my shoulder, making me shiver. Yet someone else smacks my ass, which sends another type of shiver through me.

‘Where are we going?’

I ask, but they shush me, leading me through corridors and staircases. I can’t see anything through the blindfold, but if I’m honest, I would follow these girls everywhere if they asked me to. Two of them are leading me by holding my hands, while a third one is massaging my dick, so we are progressing extremely slowly (of course, my erection is progressing way faster than I am).

I let out a sigh, afraid that I will cum into the pink bikini bottoms, embarrassing myself, and yet I’m unable to ask the girl (whichever one it is) to stop jerking me off through the silky material. The way her hand creates a friction through the material is intoxicating.

Then we suddenly stop, and she removes her hand. I hear a giggle, and the sound of footsteps. The cheeky one doesn’t want me to reveal her identity. This must be a game they play. My mouth goes dry as I imagine them finger themselves to the idea of pleasing a man anonymously. Yep, that’s totally a story they could tell around a bonfire, or in their dorm room.

I listen as a door opens, creaking on its hinges and more giggles seep through. Someone pushes me forward gently and I only stumble lightly, causing even more giggles. At least three pairs of hands grab me, stronger than before, and still soft enough to make me moan.

‘I like this game.’

I murmur, and Felicity replies, while taking off the blindfold:

‘We like it, too. Okay honey, it’s your time to shine. See you again at dinner.’

And with that she places a chaste kiss on my lips, but before I could protest, she bounces her tits out of the room. I watch as her blonde plait disappears before she shuts the door behind her. Okay, so let me regroup my thoughts. I have no idea where I am, with no way of getting back into my own room right now (unless I go to reception in the pink bikini bottoms).

Damn, this isn’t the way I imagined things to go.

As if sensing my issue, a silky voice whispers from behind me, sending shivers down my spine:

‘It’s okay darling, we will take good care of you.’

The girls in the room giggle and I mentally shrug. So I don’t get to spend time with the same girls I did yesterday, but that doesn’t mean these ones are less fun. I turn around with a wide grin on my face, only to whistle when my eyes gaze over the beauties that are sitting in front of me.

They are wearing cute pink tank tops with matching mini skirts, and pink high heels. Oh, and the now familiar ribbon that says I’m very happy to now know Rebecca, Aurora and Monica.

‘It’s nice to meet you, girls. So, what’s the plan?’

The three beauties look at each other, giggling. Then the one with raven hair and blue eyes (Aurora) walks up to me, suggestively swaying her hips.

‘Now, darling, we will change you out of these bikini bottoms and get you ready for dinner. It will be a big night, you know.’

She winks at me, looking me up and down and my mouth goes dry again. I must admit that she is a bit too big boned, which isn’t the type I would normally go for, but her enormous boobs make up for that. I do like my women curvy, and a bit of extra weight here and there doesn’t hurt. It’s only when she places a hand on my shoulder that I realize she is more muscly than I thought. The idea turns me on, weirdly enough.

‘Um, what are you going to change me into? All my clothes are back in my room.’

I don’t think I like the wicked glint in Aurora’s blue eyes, nor do I approve of the giggles this time. Rebecca, a blond goddess walks up to a closet, then, after a few moments of shuffling through her dresses (which gives me plenty of time to admire her juicy ass), she pulls a tank top and mini skirt out, a set that’s identical to theirs.

I gulp when the three of them circle in on me, but I don’t object when Monica pulls the pink bikini bottoms down. They land on the floor and I kick them aside, ashamed of the way they made me feel. But deep down, I’m even more ashamed of the excitement that flooded my insides as soon as Rebecca produced the outfit. I don’t understand it myself, but I let them lead me to the bathroom and do whatever they want with me.


2



As it turns out, Aurora, Monica and Rebecca arrived early this morning to join their sorority sisters. They tell me about all the fun they have in their shared dorms, all the wild parties and the orgies, with girls coming from everywhere, and I feel a tad bit jealous, if I’m honest. Right now, I would do anything to fit in there. Even if it meant that I had to pretend to be one of them. But when Monica produces a razor, I flinch.

‘So, are you ready to become one of us?’

She asks in a husky voice and I gaze into her gorgeous grey/silver eyes. Her hair is the most spectacular out of the whole group, too. It’s a metallic light purple, and there is a piercing in her tongue. I can’t help but wonder how it would feel kissing her, and I must be staring at her lips for way too long, because she laughs, slapping my knee.

‘Trust me, I want you to. But first things first.’

She shakes the razor at me and I nod, averting my gaze. I have shaved my pubes before, but never my legs or my armpits. The other two girls are extremely helpful, too, distracting me by brushing their huge boobs along my side, the back of my neck. Basically everywhere.

Before I know it, the smooth and sharp blades are slicing along my skin, and when Monica runs her soft hand along the shaved line, I shiver. She purses her lips, then carries on making my balls look presentable. I clear my throat, looking up at Aurora. For some reason, I feel like she will understand what I’m about to say.

To my surprise, she is holding a palette of beautiful colors in her left hand and a brush in her right. I recognize them as eyeshadows, and I let out a sigh, a strange feeling of disappointment and sadness overwhelming me, confirming what I already knew: I will never belong. I can pretend as much as I like, and I might be able to look the part, but deep down, I’m not sure I can do this.

‘Look, Aurora, I don’t think that will do the trick. If I’m completely honest with you, this is all nice and everything, but…’

I look away, biting my lip, which is very unlike me. I’m normally top of my game, ready for action. But now I’m completely out of my debt. But the strangest thing is that I want this to work. I want to feel like I’m part of their group. I can’t even begin to understand why, but I want to wear these dresses, I want the make-up. I want to be a completely new me.

Aurora nods, putting the make-up down to place a hand on my shoulder. To my utter surprise, she reaches down with the other one, lifting her pink mini skirt up. I gasp when I spot the bulge between her legs, covered by the same silky pink bikini bottoms I was wearing earlier.

Her smile is sweet and gentle, and she picks up the make-up again. I raise an eyebrow, but before I could ask anything, she says:

‘You belong more than you know. All of us are sissies, and happily so. Monica there has been part of our group for the past three years, but Rebecca only joined last month.’

She turns to her blonde friend, who sheepishly adjusts her boobs. My eyes bulge when I realize they are fake ones. This, for some reason, relaxes me a bit.

‘You see, there is nothing to be afraid of.’

Monica whispers, finishing off shaving my pubes. Aurora lets out a whistle and I blush. Mixed feelings run through me, but I don’t object anymore. I’m excited to see how this pans out. As far as I understand, sissies are boy toys the girls can play with as they wish. My new friends educate me on the subject, making me blush some more.

Of course, I’m sure they leave a detail or two out, but I’m drinking in every word while Aurora applies my make-up and Rebecca adjusts my very own pair of fake boobs. They tell me that when you are a sissy, you can look any way you like. That means a new hairstyle, a new outfit, everything. I sigh as I realize this will be the new beginning I never realized I needed…

‘You look so pretty!’

Aurora gushes and they help me walk to the mirror. I wobble a bit in my pink heels, this being the first time I wear them, and the fake boobs are quite warm under the pink tank top, but when I look at my reflection, all my complaints vanish into thin air, the same way the old me vanished a moment ago.

There is a gorgeous woman standing in front of me, with shoulder-length wavy black hair that’s now sporting a pink ribbon on the left side, and sparkling bluish-green eyes accentuated by a smoky eyeshadow.

‘Wow…’

That’s all I can say before running my hands along my new body. Because it feels like I just got a second chance at life. I don’t think anything could wipe the smile off my face. Right until Aurora spills the beans, telling me that I will have to pretend to be Leah for the day. Bye-bye Daniel, welcome Leah. Um, this should be fun. But one more look in the mirror gives me enough confidence to accept this unusual challenge.
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When I agreed to wearing the pink sissy outfit, I knew I would be uncomfortable in more ways than one. But I never realized things would be this awkward for me, even with so many other like-minded men around. Jeez, till today, I didn’t even know that this was a thing, or that I wanted this. When it comes to women, I have always been in control. But now…

I gulp again, shifting in the pink miniskirt. The pink bikini bottoms are back as well (actually, they supplied me with a new pair before they let me go on my day’s journey). I catch a smirk from Felicity, and I want to sink deeper into my seat. Of course, dinner could always be worse. My day could have been worse, too.

But luckily for me, my new friends kept me by their side most of the time, so I ended up walking from room to room. Occasionally, I even managed to steal a glimpse or two of a boob or a naked ass, which was plenty motivation. Now, however, sitting here at the table, in front of everyone, I feel so self-conscious that my throat is closing up on me.

It doesn’t help that I’m sitting next to Felicity, and she has her hair in a plait once again. The taste of her perky nipples is all I can think of to calm my nerves. And then I remember that I’m wearing the same outfit she does, and my heart sinks when I realize my predicament.

I pull on the hem of my skirt again, fiddling nervously, when I feel a gentle touch on my left thigh. The notion makes me jump at first, but when her hand moves up an inch, I hiss as well.

‘Felicity, what are you doing?’

I whisper as clearly and as quietly as I can, but all I get as a response is a tight squeeze. I let out a sigh, moving my own hands above the table, glancing around with heart pounding in my chest like crazy. Luckily for me, nobody seems to be paying us any attention.

Suddenly Felicity leans close to my ear, her blonde braid falling over her shoulder, the tip tickling my collarbone. It also tingles all my senses. I have no idea what it is about braids, but apparently they are connected straight to my lower region, as my cock suddenly perks up.

‘Think of this as your reward for becoming a good sissy boy slash sorority girl. Welcome to the club. Although…’

She trails off, her fingers edging up to the hem of my pink miniskirt, making me draw in a deep breath. She bites down on my earlobe and I suppress a moan.

‘Although your proper initiation will be later.’

I raise an eyebrow, but before I could turn towards her and ask what she meant, her hand slides right up my skirt and grabs my cock through the pink bikini bottoms. Did I say I was uncomfortable before? Well, now I have all sorts of problems, and I have a feeling that they will only get worse. All the things my fellow sissy friends told me keeps running through my mind. If Felicity is rewarding me by a handjob, does it mean I’m allowed to cum, too?

The idea of her pleasing me, with either outcome, sends a jolt of electricity right to my cock, and it grows to its full length. Of course, this isn’t the most comfortable, either, considering that the bikini bottom is way too tight. And yet, when her hand begins to move up and down along my shaft through the stretchy fabric, I want to moan again and ask her not to stop. Whatever happens.

I no longer care who’s watching, and when Felicity leans in close once again, blowing a kiss onto my earlobe before whispering, I almost lose the last bit of control I have:

‘You can cum now. But only if you can make sure you have some left for us later.’

Her words and the rapid movements of her hands under the table send me over the edge, and I climax with a loud groan. A few girls chuckle, including Aurora. A blush is creeping up my cheek, I’m sure, and I want to hide once again. Aurora walks up to me, placing a hand on my shoulder, then says so loudly everyone else can hear:

‘I can see you can’t keep a secret yet. Never mind. What we are about to do next will change your mind about how sororities work.’

I gulp, looking at the girls one by one, as Aurora grabs my hand, helping me get up. My erection is still visible, and I’m pretty sure there is a stain on my skirt now, making me feel as ashamed and humiliated as I’ve never felt before. But the hunger in the girls’ eyes soon changes that. Somehow my discomfort turns to a feeling of empowerment. I feel like I’m in charge again. Until Aurora speaks again, crashing all my hopes of control:

‘Come. Let the second part of your initiation begin.’

She grabs my hand, half dragging, half nudging me outside towards the pool. I glance back over my shoulders, wobbling slightly on my heels, but everyone else slowly gets up, too, following us. Some girls down the rest of their drinks, while others get rid of a few items of clothing. I gulp again, turning back towards the road, so I don’t break my neck before the real fun begins. Because, I’m finally there. Felicity said so herself. And I can’t wait…
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Idon’t suspect anything when we get in the pool. The water in this one is nice and warm and fizzy, which tickles a bit, but I soon get used to the sensation. My shame is still there a little, especially since I know I’m making the water dirty with my cum-soaked bikini bottoms, but I guess I’m not the only one. Maybe other sissies got a special treat under the table, too, although I would like to think that it happened because it’s my first time.

I don’t suspect anything even when the other sissies get in. Five of them, to be precise. Aurora, Rebecca, Monica and two I haven’t seen before. They look almost identical with a short red wig and green eyes. I only begin to suspect what’s really going on when a few minutes pass and the girls are still outside, staring at us. I have a great view of them, being situated at the far end of the pool, but the issue is still the same: I only have a view and I can’t touch.

But full realization only hits the moment Aurora swims in front of me, smiling cheekily. She brushes a strand of hair behind my ear and leans in for a kiss. My heart skips a beat and panic rises in my throat. The kiss, however, is so good that I’m tempted to just give in. Aurora might be dressed in women’s clothes, but she still kisses like a man. Rough, fierce, demanding. Just the way I normally do it.

Having someone else feed me my own medicine is kind of weird, yet exciting. I never thought I would ever kiss another man, even if they looked like a woman, but the cheering of the girls from outside the pool edges me on. When Aurora places a hand straight on my cock, I whimper a little, my newly found confidence fading, but his hand is as soft as Felicity’s earlier.

‘Just go with the flow and relax. Let us give you the best night of your life.’

Aurora whispers into my ear, kissing my neck before I could react. A moan escapes me and I grab onto her (or his) muscular shoulder for support. He hauls me up, groaning himself, and his erection presses against mine as I wrap my legs around his waist. My bottom half is still covered by water, and for some unexplainable reason, this makes me feel safer.

I don’t really know, but the mixture of having a man’s tongue caress my skin, while he is holding me tight and a bunch of women are watching… Well, it’s heady and intoxicating, to say the least. I think I can understand now why these men do it. Deep down, I guess, we all have fantasies about doing something improper like this.

‘Are you ready for the next stage, Leah?’

Aurora breathes huskily and I nod, even though I’m not sure what he means. He nods slowly, giving me a peck on the cheek. I look deep into those gorgeous blue eyes, and for a moment it almost feels like I’m having sex with a woman, which is weird. I thought there would be a bigger difference, if I’m honest.

I gasp when strong hands grab my bikini bottoms and pull them to the side, keeping them there firmly. They are not Aurora’s, and because the sissy who’s doing it is behind me, I don’t know who it is. Funny enough, not knowing which guy is touching me in such an intimate way adds to my thrill.

I glance at the girls and Felicity waves at me, and someone else whistles. They begin to chant my name, too. Well, not my original one though, but the one they gave me earlier. Aurora places two fingers underneath my chin, moving my head back to look into his eyes again.

‘Keep looking at me while they are fucking you senseless.’

My eyebrows shoot up and my cock twitches, partly because of the dirty words, and partly because of what they mean. But before I could dwell on whether I want this or not (and whether I’m ready to be penetrated or not), something hard and silky presses to my butthole and I inhale sharply, clenching my inner muscles as tight as I can.

Aurora rolls her eyes at me, leaning down to bite my neck. Felicity shouts over the cheers and whistles:

‘Come on, Leah, you can do this. Remember, you need to become a proper sorority girl, and that, my dear, means getting fucked in the ass by those lovely sissies. Don’t you want to join us?’

Of course, I have another decision to make. But it’s hard while there are so many things going on around and inside of me. My silence is taken as agreement though, and the cock that’s pressing against my hole is being pushed in an inch. It hurts, but I guess it’s only because I’m still clenching my butt like crazy.

Aurora keeps kissing my neck, and the cock pushes an inch further in. I feel myself open up, and I don’t just mean my hole. Somehow, even though it feels awfully wrong, it also feels right. There is a weird tingling in my muscles, and when the initial pain subsides, those parts that are now clenching around the cock are actually tingling with pleasure.

Suddenly I realize that I can still be in charge, even if not completely. A bit of experimenting can’t hurt, especially since I put myself into this pickle. I clench and unclench my muscles, and the guy behind me grunts in agreement. Even Aurora stops kissing my neck, beaming at me.

‘That’s a good sissy.’

She says, and with that, the guy who’s behind me plunges all the way into my asshole, making me jump. Aurora is holding me tight though, and so is the guy behind me (well, he is kind of holding the bikini bottoms to the side, but still). A sudden rush of adrenaline makes me clench my muscles again, but the guy is relentless, pumping in and out of me.

It doesn’t hurt that much anymore, and when someone else walks up to us and turns my head for a kiss (one of the twin lookalikes I don’t know), I actually return in with a matching passion, moaning loudly into his mouth while the guy behind me pulls out.

Whether it’s the same guy who pushes back in a few moments later or not, well… I can only guess, but I have a feeling that my guess is right. This cock feels thicker and longer, penetrating me even deeper than the previous one. But there is one more difference though. Okay, make that two. Number one: it slides in with ease without hurting for even a second. And number two: I moan again, pushing my ass back onto the cock, to give him better access.

Someone chuckles in the background, shouting ‘welcome to our sorority’, and I feel like I’m part of something special. The cock is soon replaced by another, and that guy decides to cum into my ass. The feeling is strange, but the way his hot cum trickles out of me makes me hard again.

It’s only when I’m placed on a seat inside the pool that I wince a little. Not just from the pain that’s in my butt from being used all night, but from the fact that two guys are now standing in front of me, both resting a hand on their impressive – and fully erect – cocks. Their miniskirts are hiked up just enough for me to see what’s waiting for me.

For a moment I wonder whether they fucked me yet or not, but somehow it doesn’t matter. None of it does, apart from the way this all makes me feel. Humiliated: check. Ashamed: check. Aroused: check. Sated: check. Now I know that you can feel all those feelings at once, and many times in a row, too.

I listen to the cheers and the sounds of girls fucking each other in the background, their gentle (and occasionally not so gentle) moans filling all my senses. Without further hesitation I reach out, grabbing a cock in each hand, pulling them closer. It’s time for me to take the reins back. Even if it means I need to suck a cock or two. And who knows? If I keep being a good sissy, the girls might decide that I’m worthy of fucking them before the night is through.

I guess a guy can always hope, right?
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