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feminized by the sorority

CHAPTER ONE




Receiving an invitation to the Pi Epsilon Gamma sorority’s Halloween party was something I’d never thought would happen to me. But there it was, clear as day, sitting in my hands.

The envelope had been slipped under my dorm room’s door whilst I was in class. It had been closed with a wax seal bearing the Pi Epsilon Gamma sorority's crest, and it felt destructive to even think about opening the letter due to its delicacy and intricate design.

After a deep breath, I peeled the wax off and pulled the letter out. It was handwritten in cursive, which was surprising given the college’s reputation for slacking and partying. The letter read:

Dear Daniel,

You have been nominated by some members of our sorority. The nomination is for a very important and revered position in part of our sorority’s initiation process - the initiation will take place on Saturday night during our party. We require a young man such as yourself to be the focus of our initiation. You will be rewarded handsomely, don’t worry. We hope to hear back from you soon! Send your reply in writing to our house before Saturday morning.

Yours sincerely,

Kayla Martins (Pi Epsilon Gamma President)

Brittany Lloyd (Pi Epsilon Gamma Vice-President)

Isabella Fox (Pi Epsilon Gamma recruitment chief)

I was absolutely astounded. Kayla Martins was famous throughout the school. She was the ideal student, involved in every extra-curricular activity you could imagine, and was destined for a wildly successful life. To top it all off, she was absolutely gorgeous. Blonde bombshell, beautiful golden tanned skin, and captivating eyes. Not to mention her body. It was perfect - she had perky tits, not too small or too large, her hips were irresistible, and her ass was a total show-stopper. She was the perfect woman, and she wanted me.

I knew of Brittany, and she was a certified stunner as well, but I hadn’t heard of Isabella. On top of that, why was the sorority’s recruiter co-signing a letter to me? That was kind of weird, but maybe the sororities and frats on campus were bound by rules I didn’t know about.

Regardless, I had a decision to make: should I party with sexy sorority girls on Saturday or stay at home?

I ended up flipping a coin. I chose heads for the party, tails for staying at home. I was going to flip it until it landed heads up anyway, but I wanted to pretend I wasn’t a horny college guy who’d jerked off to the thought of a sorority party three times in one night.

The next problem was replying. Would they expect a formal reply? Would I be uninvited if I replied incorrectly or disrespectfully?

Dear Pi Epsilon Gamma,

I’m excited and honored to be invited to your sorority house for Saturday night. I would love to attend and help with your initiation! Let me know the details and anything you need me to do before showing up.

Thank you,

Daniel Marsh.

I folded the letter and tucked it into a fresh envelope. I didn’t have wax or a fancy seal or anything, so I had to settle for sending a plain envelope. I slipped the letter into my backpack and I was going to take it to the sorority house after tomorrow’s class. Now, I had to sleep and try not to dream about a house full of college girls who wanted me there as the “focus” of their initiation…






















CHAPTER TWO




Class dragged on for far too long that day. I knew it would go even slower the next day and the next, torturing me until the party finally arrived.

When class was over, I couldn’t run fast enough. I held my phone in my hand, following the map on the screen to the sorority house. I could feel the other students watching me, balking at my unexplained sprinting. I ran and ran until I reached the street, and I slowed my pace to a walk. I slung my backpack into my arms, opened it up, and rifled through it before fishing out the letter, and I walked down the street looking out for the building with the Pi Epsilon Gamma emblem on it.

I couldn't help but gasp when I saw it. The building was huge, and the architecture was grand and impressive. I couldn't believe the land the building was built on either: the garden was big and green and had topiary pillars lining the path to the doorway. Every pillar had a sculpted dove sitting on the top, and I couldn't even imagine how much the maintenance costs were, let alone when you factored in costs for the rest of the gardens and the variety of flowers and beautiful shrubbery.

I steeled myself at the gate and took a deep breath before opening it and beginning to walk up the path. I was intimidated and my heart was beating a mile a minute, but I quickly reached the door. Should I slip it under like they did with my letter? Or should I ring the doorbell?

I didn't have a chance to think about it because someone opened the door for me.“Hi,” the girl in the doorway said, smiling at me with a little confusion on her face. “What are you doing here?”

“I got a letter,” I said lamely. I held my letter up. “I was just dropping off my reply.”

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, you’re the initiation boy! Come in, babe! We’re all dying to meet you!”

I couldn't help but blush at her eagerness to meet me. She took my hand and pulled me with her into the sorority house, and I immediately felt intimidated by the impressive interior. It was even better than the house's exterior: marble columns, immaculate tiled floor with a mosaic of a dove in a circle, and two spiraling staircases that met up at the second floor. I'd never seen anything like it, and I was astonished that there were students at my school living like this whilst I was stuck in my shitty, cramped dorm building.

“Wow,” I said under my breath, not being able to help myself. She grinned at me.

“For the party, I think you’re gonna be here,” she said, and pointed at the dove. “It’s a symbolic thing.”

“Right. What does it symbolize?”

“Just innocence, I’m pretty sure.”

“Ah. Hm.” I was confused and had a million more questions, but didn’t want to annoy her so I just nodded along. “Right.”

“I’ve only been to one initiation before,” she said after an awkward pause. “But mine was pretty great.”

“Do you know what I have to do?”

“Nothing much, really.”

“Very specific,” I replied sarcastically.

“It’s kind of beneficial to the initiation that you don’t know until it happens,” she told me cryptically.

“Right.”

We made idle chit-chat for a little while longer, until Kayla Martins strolled into the room.

She was even more stunning up close.

“Vanessa, you know boys aren’t allowed h– oh, Daniel!” Kayla said whilst walking over to us. Kayla Martins recognized me. Kayla Martins was excited to see me! “What are you doing here?”

I lifted the letter up again. “Sending my reply.”

“Punctual… That’s a good trait,” Kayla murmured under her breath. She reached out and took the letter from me. Her hands were graceful and elegant, and her nails were painted a glossy pink. “Thank you for this, Daniel.”

“Yeah, I uh, I didn’t want to miss the opportunity,” I said, and I could feel myself gawping at her but I couldn’t stop myself.

“A picture will last longer, pretty boy,” she teased, and brushed her finger against my chin. Her skin against mine felt electric, and I shuddered a little at the glory of the sensation.

“Uh, right. Sorry.” I was embarrassed by how quickly she’d reduced me to a stammering mess. She was just gorgeous.

“I hope that your letter tells me you’re happy to join us on Saturday," Kayla said, looking at the envelope in her hands.

“Of course,” I said, nodding enthusiastically.

“Brilliant. Now, we don’t typically let people like you see the house before the event…” she began, and trailed off.

“You want me to leave?” I asked.

Kayla laughed a little. “Yes, please. I just didn't want to sound rude.”

“I get it,” I told her. “When should I show up? And do I need to… Dress up or anything?”

“Seven should be good. And… In a sense, but don’t wear anything special, okay?”

I nodded slowly, confused. “Got it. See you then, Kayla.”

“See you then, pretty boy.”































CHAPTER THREE




The day of the party, I was nervous out of my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about the event, and found it hard to eat due to nerves. I even started getting ready three hours early, which was really unlike me: normally I would just throw a hoodie and sweatpants on, but for the party I dedicated an embarrassing amount of time to preparing myself.

I showered thoroughly, and then took a bath to relax. I dried my hair under the hand dryer in the communal toilets as I didn't have a blow dryer, and spent ages combing it and putting product in to style it in a respectable way. I then stood in front of the mirror and shaved my face about three times, making sure I didn’t look scraggly at all for the party and the sorority girls.

I didn’t have any good formal-wear, so I had to borrow clothes from my roommate. I picked out a white shirt and blue slacks, and put on black sneakers as his shoes were too large for me. I hoped nobody would notice, but from what I had seen the girls were pristine and would almost definitely notice straight away. Lastly, I sprayed on my best cologne that I only used for dates and family events. And then I left for the sorority house.

The walk was nice in the low light of the evening. The cool air filling my lungs helped calm me down as well - and I really needed calming down. I was terrified, truth be told.

When I reached the sorority house, I was astounded once more. It looked glorious in the dark, with the warm light from the windows making it look cozy and inviting, and  there was gentle music luring me in. I walked up the path, and knocked gently on the door.

The chatter and music quietened immediately, and Kayla opened the door. She lit up when she saw me, and I blushed profusely.

“Hi, Kayla,” I said.

“Hey, Daniel,” she smiled at me, and pulled me into the building.

She was dressed in a short, tight dress, and I had to fight my body so I wouldn’t get an erection two seconds into the party. Her hair was curled and she had captivating eyeliner. Her lips were painted red as well, and my mouth watered a little at the sight.

“You look really good,” I told her, awkwardly smiling as I felt everyone's eyes on me.

“Thank you, sweet thing,” she replied. “You don’t look to bad yourself… But you’ll look even better later, trust me.”

I furrowed my brow in confusion, but quickly made my face neutral again so the girls didn’t have any excuse to shun me. Quickly, the party went back to normal and conversation was flowing all around me.

Kayla walked me to a table with a punch bowl and cups on. She poured me a drink, and thrusted it into my hand. “Drink up,” she instructed, and I obeyed, lifting the cup to my mouth and sipping at the pink liquid. It was surprisingly pleasant, and at her encouragement I drank the whole thing within a minute. “Good g- boy.”

I blushed at the praise. “Thank you?”

“Come on, meet some of the girls.”

Kayla quickly got me acquainted with the girls by the drinks table. They were all as beautiful as each other, and all got very intimate with me very quickly.

They brushed my arms gently, whispered compliments to me, held my waist, kissed my cheek and played with my hair. They were extraordinarily touchy and I could do nothing in response. It was overwhelming. I’d never been subject to female attention like this before: all the girls I’d gotten with were pretty utilitarian and weren’t very sensual. It almost felt like I was on a prank show, being filmed secretly and awaiting mass humiliation at any moment.

One girl even brushed against my cock, and I whimpered a little bit at the sensation. They all smirked, and I blushed the hardest I’d ever blushed in my life. How was I going to get through this night?




























CHAPTER FOUR




After about half an hour, Kayla took my hand firmly and began walking towards where I remember the dove mosaic being on my first visit.

“It’s time, Danny,” she told me, and I saw her try to fight a smile.

“What do I need to do?” I asked, walking after her.

“Just do what I say, okay? You’ll be perfectly alright, baby, I promise.”

Baby? I almost tripped as I walked, absolutely shocked. Baby! What was happening?

She pushed through the girls, and we reached the mosaic. There was a chair over the center, and a circle formed around the chair. “Sit down, Danny,” Kayla instructed me.

I did as she requested, and felt my whole body burn with embarrassment. I felt every single eye in the room watching me, and it was made even worse by the fact that the party’s music had stopped and nobody was talking. I was the event, apparently.

“Now, promise you won’t leave, baby,” Kayla said, kneeling before me and looking up at me with her beautiful eyes, wide and pleading and warm.

“Mhm. I promise,” I told her, totally under her control and at her every whim.

“Now… Maybe we misled you. There will be an initiation to our sorority tonight, but um… You’re gonna be our new sorority sister.”

“What?” I exclaimed, and sat up sharply. “But I’m a guy, what are you on about?”

There were a few sniggers in the crowd.

“Maybe for now… But we all think you’d be so much better as a girl. As one of us.”

“I’m a guy though! A man!”

“And we can make you a pretty girl,” Kayla assured me. “Loads of us are like you, y’know? Isabella Fox, the girl who first put your name forward, she took a few minors with you in your freshman year. Does Isaac Fox ring a bell?”

“What? So that’s what happened to him? You lured him into your weird sex game?” I challenged her, inching away from her as best as I could whilst still sat in the chair.

“No,” Kayla said firmly, and placed a hand on my knee. She gripped it, and I felt my cock twitch a little at the touch. “She gave in to us. She chose to be a good girl for us. She wanted to join our sorority.”

“Why would she- he do that?” I asked, beginning to feel panicked.

“Because it’s fun to be feminized, silly,” Kayla teased. “It feels good. You get to live in this house, you get to join a sorority, you get attention from all the hottest boys… And it gets you off.”

“I don’t like boys! And why would it get me off? It’s… It’s weird!”

“How do you know it wouldn’t get you off? Wouldn’t make you stiff? Have you tried it?” Kayla asked calmly.

“Well, no, but I just… It wouldn’t!”

“There’s no harm in trying it then,” she challenged, and I had no counter-argument for that.

“Whatever,” I huffed. “Do what you need to do, I guess. And then I can go back to my dorm.”

She smirked. “Whatever you say.”

It all happened very quickly. A few girls approached and began doting over me. One started to apply make-up to my face, and I scrunched up my features on instinct at the foreign feeling. Another girl started to hold up wigs next to my head, scrutinizing the styles and colors. And then another started taking measurements of my body - namely my chest, my waist, my hips, and my legs - presumably for whatever girly outfit I had to wear for them.

The last girl took Kayla’s place, kneeling before me. She rubbed her hands over my torso and chest before trailing down between my legs. She rubbed back and forth, and a moan, embarrassingly, slipped out of me. She smiled, and kept rubbing, making eye contact as she did so. I swallowed hard.

“Do you want her to take her pants off for us, ladies?” Kayla asked the sorority girls. They all clamored to say ‘yes,’ and my skin prickled as I felt my cock twitch again at being called ‘her.’

I steeled myself, and began to shuffle my pants down my legs. The girl pulled them down and tore them off before throwing them aside. A few wolf whistles came from the  rest of the girls and I honestly felt like I was dreaming. The girl between my legs reached for my boxers, and gently took my cock out of the underwear's fly, tormenting me with the slow pace and her delicate fingers.

“Such a pretty girl-cock, don’t you all agree?” Kayla asked the girls again. I whined as I heard the phrase girl-cock. And once again the sorority all agreed with her. “Dani - do you like that name, baby? - do you want pretty Beth here to suck your girl-cock?”

I blushed so hard I was sure the rush of warm blood to my face would melt the make-up right off of me. Forcing myself to speak, I managed to plead for Beth's touch. “Yes, Kayla.”

“Hm…” Kayla hummed. “I don't know if you truly want it, Dani…”

“Please, please yes, Kayla.”

“Do you think she wants it enough, Beth?”

Beth smiled up at me, and leaned forward, opening her lips. She took my cock in her mouth and I groaned. Her mouth was warm and wet and soft, and I was immediately hooked on it. Not to mention hooked on the idea of being watched… But being a ‘girl’? Could I really get into that?

The girl doing my make-up quickly finished, realizing that I was going to begin writhing at the pleasure of the blowjob soon which would make her work basically impossible. She kissed me on the lips, slipping her tongue into my mouth for a second, and walked away into the crowd of girls.

I didn’t even have a second to catch my breath before the wig girl slipped a weird stocking over my hair and placed a dark brown wig on my head. She clipped it and brushed it and adjusted it, dolling me up intently. The hair tickling my shoulders felt tingly against my skin, and I leaned a little into her. When she was done, she kissed me too, and cupped my face with her hand.

“You’re my new favorite, I think,” she whispered to me between kisses. “I can’t wait to play with you properly, Dani.” I reached a hand forward to touch her and held her hip gingerly. “Good girl.”

We kissed and I began to thrust my hips into Beth’s beautiful mouth, eager for more of her. She was amazingly talented with her tongue and flicked it around my head passionately. I knew I was leaking pre-cum into her mouth, and my balls ached knowing that she was lapping it up, drinking me dry.

After a few minutes, I began moaning into the wig girl’s mouth, and she pulled away, saliva dangling between our lips. I panted and whined and looked into her eyes needily, craving her lips again.

“I want to look in your eyes as you cum, slut,” the wig girl husked, and wrapped her gorgeous fingers around my throat. “Don’t even think about looking away.”

I nodded and gave into the pleasure of Beth’s mouth, and, at this point, her hands. She was stroking my shaft where it wouldn’t fit into her mouth, and her other hand was rubbing my balls. I choked out moan after moan, overwhelmed by the pleasure (and the whole situation, to be honest).

“Go on, pretty girl,” Kayla encouraged, out of my view. “Cum for us. Squirt your hot, sticky girl-cum all over Beth’s gorgeous face. Show the sorority what a good girl you are.”

I groaned and arched my back as the orgasm washed over me. I had to fight to keep my eyes open, and I saw wig girl’s own eyes light up as I came in front of her. Beth was stroking my cock vigorously, and I blushed as I heard the slick, raw, squelchy sounds of her hand gliding over me with the aid of my cum and her spit, and the noises made me cum even harder.

My legs shook and Beth stroked me through the ends of my orgasm, milking my cock, my girl-cock, for all the cum she could get out of it. Wig girl slapped my face, smiling warmly at me, and backed off.

I looked down at Beth. My cum had painted her face, and some had even gotten into her hair. She looked positively filthy, and it was enough to make my dick tingle a little even right after cumming.

“There is a little problem now, Dani,” Kayla said, and walked over to rest a hand on my shoulder. “If you want to be one of us, a good sorority girl, you have to lick your cum off of Beth’s face. Do you think you can do that?”

I tensed up, and looked to meet Kayla’s eyes with my own. “Really?” I asked.

“Really, Dani.”

I bounced my leg nervously for a moment, debating my options. I’d just had a fantastic orgasm, one of the best I’d ever had…

“Okay,” I agreed, quietly.

“Beth, come up here,” Kayla instructed, and Beth came up to sit on my lap. “Whenever you’re ready, Dani.”

I swallowed hard, and forced myself to lean forward. I kissed her lips, as it was an easy place to start and was relatively cum-free. The few drops that had reached her lips were easy to ignore, but after looking over the rest of her face I realized nowhere else was going to be as simple.

“Do it properly, hm?” Kayla snapped.

I stuck my tongue out and dragged it up Beth’s cheek, my own cum gathering on my tongue. It was salty, a little bitter, and still slightly warm. After the first lick, I sat back and hoped that that would be enough. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, but I didn’t really want to humiliate myself more than I had to, especially in front of such beautiful women.

“All of it, Dani,” Kayla instructed again.

I sighed and leaned back in to lick Beth’s face clean of my cum. It took a minute or so, and the more I did it the more I enjoyed it. When I got to the last drop, my cock was almost ready to spring into action again, and I didn’t want the process to end.

“Good fucking girl,” Kayla praised, and I smiled into Beth’s cheek. Beth silently got up and walked away, presumably to wash her face properly. “There is one more thing though…”

“Seriously?” I asked, exasperated by this point.

“Seriously,” she confirmed, nodding.

“What is it?”

“You need to fuck a frat guy.”

“What!?” I shouted, jumping up to face her. “I’m not gay!”

“That’ll make it easier,” Kayla teased. “Seeing as you’re a girl now, and as far as I'm aware straight girls like guys…”

“You know what I mean!”

“That’s all good and well, Dani,” Kayla began, and I could tell I wasn’t going to like the way the sentence finished. “But you want to be part of the sorority, right? You want to live with other pretty girls, and get to fuck them and touch them and be sucked by them as much as you like? Hm? Isn’t that every girl’s dream?”

I thought for a moment, my mind racing. “How far do I have to go?” I asked.

“Get that pretty little pussy full of a real man’s cum. That’s all you have to do, princess,” Kayla told me, and stroked my cheek with her hand. “We’ll dress you up, don’t worry. And they won’t hurt you. They know about our initiations, and a lot of the guys have been very eagerly awaiting tonight since they heard who we picked. They want you, Dani. Who are you to deny them?”







CHAPTER FIVE




The girls stripped me of the rest of my clothes, and discarded them into a trash bag. I nearly protested, but I remembered how good Beth had felt and why I was letting them use me like this in the first place, so I said nothing.

Next, Brittany Lloyd emerged from the throng and began to put lingerie on me. The bra was black and silky, and she slipped silicone inserts into both of the cups to give the illusion of tits. I was enraptured by their appearance, and shook my chest a little to watch them bounce – I was looking drool-worthy already.

Brittany then kneeled behind me, and grabbed my cock. She tucked it between my legs, and got me to pull the matching silk black panties up my legs. They were tight, which after the measuring I had to imagine was on purpose, and they kept my cock firmly in place. Brittany then slapped my ass hard and stood in front of me to admire her handiwork.

“You look like such a pretty girl, Dani,” she said, and she shamelessly stared at my crotch. “It’s really believable that you have a tight little pussy under there, wet and aching for a real man to come and claim it…”

I squeezed my thighs together as she spoke, trying to stop myself from becoming a hard and horny mess again already.

“Now for the dress, and you’ll be ready to go and get fucked.”

The girls dressed me in a hot pink, skin-tight latex dress. I’d never worn anything like it, in every sense. I wore comfortable clothing, made from cotton and polyester and in dull, unassuming colours. Not to mention I didn’t wear dresses or skirts or anything like that! I didn’t even like letting my hair grow too long for fear of looking too girly, but I knew that that was all about to change…

Lastly, I was given stilettos in a hot pink that matched the dress. I awkwardly put them on, and then had a little make-up touch up. And before I knew it, I was being ushered out of the door, encouraged by a sorority of sexy girls to go and get fucked by a frat guy. What was I doing? And why did I want it so much?

I was almost shoved out of the house by the eager women, and they cheered as I clumsily stumbled down the path to the street. The heels were ridiculous and I almost wanted to take them off the second I got out of  the girls' sight, but I knew that it would get easier with each step and that the side-walk would be even more painful on my bare feet than the shoes.

Like the other day, I was following a map on my phone. The frat house that I’d been told to go to was mercifully only a couple of blocks away from the Pi Epsilon Gamma house, and I made it there surprisingly quickly.

The frat house was much less impressive than the sorority house, but it was still more desirable than my dorm building. Like the sorority house, it had a long path to the front door,  but this was gravel not brick which was very tricky to navigate in heels. But, I made it to the front door in one piece, and held my hand up and knocked.

After a moment, the door opened.

“Dani, right?” the guy who opened the door said. “Yeah, we’ve been expecting you. Come on in.”
































































CHAPTER SIX




I awkwardly followed the guy into the house. I had to admit, he was pretty handsome: he was definitely a football player or something similar, super muscley, and he probably had half a gram of body fat total. He had an exceptionally strong jawline as well, complemented by a short and trim beard. His green eyes sparkled, and he had gorgeous chestnut hair. He smelled nice too, woody and earthy and safe. I couldn’t believe that I was attracted to him – I’d never wanted to get with a guy before in my life, but suddenly dressing as a girl changes my sexuality? - but god I hoped I'd get to fuck him as part of my initiation.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to, Dani,” he whispered to me, and I got goosebumps at his voice in my ear and his hot breath on my neck.

“I know,” I told him. Then, blushing, I added, “I don’t know why, but I really really want to.”

He smirked, and wrapped his arm around my waist, his fingers grazing my thigh. I pushed into his touch, and we came to a stop in a lounge with a few more frat guys in.

“Take your pick, sissy,” the first guy told me. “None of us will be hurt if you don’t pick us, don’t worry.” He then walked to the couches and took a seat at the end.

I let my eyes dance over the men in front of me. There were seven in total, and they were all as hot as each other. I honestly had no idea how I was going to choose. Not to mention, how was I going to deal with the embarrassment of telling a cocky, sexy frat guy that I wanted him to pop my anal cherry?

The guy who opened the door smiled at me, and I couldn’t help myself. “You,” I said, making eye contact with him. “Please.”

“As the lady wishes,” he teased as he stood up. “Although we both know you’re no lady, don’t we? You’re a slut.” My cheeks burned at his gentle degradation, before he spoke to the rest of the frat and winked. “Sorry boys, maybe you’ll get her another day.”

He took my waist again, and escorted me up the stairs to his bedroom. “I’m Luke,” he told me. “And I’m honored you chose me, baby.”

“Dani,” I introduced myself in return, even though I knew he knew my name. My girl name. “I’m flattered you even want to fuck me…”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Luke asked with a surprising degree of sincerity. “You make such a pretty girl, Dani. Have you seen your ass? Plus the fact that it’s never been fucked before makes you even more irresistible.”

I giggled a little, wooed by his praise and his filthy words. “Promise you’ll be gentle?”

“I promise,” he said, and I audibly breathed a sigh of relief. Then, he winked at me. “At least at first.” I nearly melted at that.

Soon, I was lying on my back on his bed, and he was on top of me, kissing me passionately. His kisses were almost carnal, and his stubble brushing against me made me feel even more feminine. He was a brilliant kisser, and his arms encapsulating me made me weak in the knees. He tasted a little minty, and up close he smelled even better. His t-shirt was tight, and I could see the vague outline of his abs through it. Thoughts of him throwing me about and treating me like a doll for his pleasure came into my head, and I whimpered into his mouth. I felt him smile into the kiss, and he began to unzip his jeans.

“Let me watch,” I breathed into him. “Please.”

“Needy girl,” Luke teased, and sat back onto his knees. He unbuckled his belt and slowly took it out of the loops of the jeans, making my mouth dry as I thought about what he was going to reveal to me. Then, he unbuttoned the jeans button, and began to slip them down his thighs. He was wearing tight briefs underneath, and his cock was straining in them. The idea that I had thought I was a man before tonight was ridiculous compared to him. Even with his underwear still on, I could tell he had a huge cock – mine was only about four inches hard, but I’d be willing to bet that he was twice as big as me, and much thicker as well. I couldn’t wait to see his balls either. I even found myself wanting to taste them, to take them into my mouth and worship them with my tongue… What was I becoming?



















CHAPTER SEVEN




I couldn’t help but reach out to touch Luke’s cock the second it sprang out of his briefs. It was an absolute monster: eight inches easily, and similar in thickness to a can of soda. I had no idea how it would fit inside of me, but I wanted, needed, all of it to fill me up. He was circumcised, and the head of his cock was a purple-ish red color with a drop of pre-cum sitting in the slit. The shaft was veiny and firm; so firm you could probably hang your jacket on it. His balls, like I imagined, were huge as well. One of his was probably as big as both of mine put together, and his sack was tight. I was in love with Luke’s cock already.

“Can I suck it?” I asked, holding it in one hand. I couldn’t even wrap my fingers all the way around it.

“As long as I get to cum in your sexy ass, you can do whatever you want,” Luke said, lust dripping off his every word.

I smiled, and encouraged him to shuffle forwards. I rested my head against the pillows that were lying against the headboard, and opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out just a little bit. Luke immediately got the idea, and positioned himself above me, my head in the middle of his legs. He looked down at me and I had never felt so powerless in my life, but I loved it.

His cock was swinging a little in front of my face, bouncing as he breathed and tensed. It was intimidating. I was basically staring it down, and eventually forced myself to lean forward.

I was tasting cock for the first time in my life.

It was firmer than I thought it would be, and tasted surprisingly nice. He was hot and hard in my mouth, and I darted my tongue over his tip.

I struggled to fit my mouth around much more than the tip, and I felt dread bubble up in my stomach as I realized his base was even thicker. Maybe I didn’t have to take it all in my mouth today, and I could come back to the frat house and train myself up on his cock. Maybe, maybe, I could work my way through the whole fraternity and whore myself out to every single guy here. Maybe even some at the same time…

Luke pushing his cock to the back of my mouth startled me from my thoughts. I spluttered around him, and he smirked, running a hand through my hair. My wig.

“Just breathe,” he told me, and held still as I got used to him. I did as he said, and soon took him further voluntarily. His tip was breaching my throat, and I knew that it would take a lot of blowjobs to get my body used to this sensation. “Fuck, you’re such a needy sissy. None of them have ever been as eager as you, Dani…”

This carried on for a while: him slowly pushing into me, and me taking the occasional moment to take a breath and give my jaw a break. Soon though, I could take six inches down my throat, and he began thrusting, satisfied with the depth.

There was so much spit on his shaft from the process. Thick spit too from the back of my throat. It felt absolutely filthy going in and out of me, slick and sloppy like a girl’s pussy when she’s wet.

The more of Luke’s pre-cum that dripped out of him and onto my tongue, the more I knew I was now a cock addict. I couldn’t live without this now: he tasted delicious, so much better than my own, and it tasted even nicer warm and straight from his balls. But, my mouth was becoming too much for him, and he quickly pulled out, panting and sweaty.

“I’m gonna cum too soon if we carry on, baby,” Luke gasped, and my spit dripped from his cock onto my chest. I felt like such a whore, and I loved it. “Are you ready for me to make your tight asshole mine?”

I nodded, and we moved so I was on my knees and my head was resting on the pillows again. Luke rolled the dress up my body, exposing my ass and thighs to him.

“Fuck yes,” he whispered, and slapped my ass. I yelped, and the pitch of my voice shocked me. I sounded so feminine… “God, Dani, you’re so fucking hot.”

He ripped my panties off, and my cock sprung free. I was embarrassed at my penis size for the first time, knowing how huge Luke was, but I was too horny for it to have a lasting effect on me. My cock, my girl-cock, was rock fucking hard, harder than rocks probably, and I was aching to feel some pleasure.

Luke rubbed his cock against my asshole, fucking between my cheeks. “Oh, I know you’re gonna feel amazing,” he groaned, and I arched my back at even this little amount of pleasure. “You wanna give me your sissy pussy, right baby?”

“Yes, god yes,” I moaned, pushing a little into him.

“Good fucking girl.”

Luke placed his strong hands on the small of my back, and I felt his tip against my entrance. He slowly entered me, and I winced at the sharp ache. I took quick, deep breaths to try and calm myself, and that made him pause.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Do you have any lube?” I replied after taking a minute to steady myself.

“Yeah, yeah, of course.” He reached for the bedside table and grabbed a bottle from the top drawer. He quickly popped the cap off, and I heard him squirt it over his member. He rubbed it up and down his shaft, and the wet sounds were beginning to have a Pavlovian effect on me, making me even more needy for his cock.

Luke pushed into me even more, and began to thrust shallowly, never putting more than his first three inches into me. But even those three inches felt amazing inside me, rubbing my walls delightfully. He began to incorporate a little more of his cock each time, and it was so big  and thick that I could feel when even a centimetre more entered me.

Before I knew it, Luke had announced that he was most of the way in. “You don’t need to take all of me, baby,” he told me, pulling out slowly and pushing in even slower. “At least not tonight.”

I moaned at the thought of being his fucktoy for more than just tonight, taking him over and over until I could bounce on his fat cock with ease.

“Does it feel good for you, not being all the way in?” I asked, moving back and forth just a little on his dick.

“Mhm,” Luke told me. “You felt amazing when I was only an inch deep.”

I breathed heavily as I thought. “Then just fuck me, please.”

“Alright, baby,” Luke growled, and he began to thrust into my virgin hole.

When I’d had sex before, I’d never really been vocal. But being impaled on Luke’s monster frat boy cock had me moaning non-stop, my voice wobbling with each thrust into me. I had found my new calling as a cock-slut, and I never ever wanted to go back.

Luke’s groans were intoxicating as well. He was so masculine and his voice was so deep and dominating. I felt so feminine and submissive as he gripped my hips and plowed me with his dick. In that moment, I was entirely his.

“You want my cum, baby?” Luke grunted, and slapped my ass.

“Please, please, please,” I whined pathetically.

“Good fucking girl.”

He rammed into me even further, and I gasped as I felt his strong and powerful thighs slap against me for the first time. That meant that he was all the way in, and I hadn’t even realized. The thought of him totally filling me up and slamming into my guts made my cock twitch violently, and I groaned.

He slapped me once again. “Girls moan and whimper, sissy. Don’t groan.”

I nodded and pushed into his cock, trying to take it even deeper.

“Do you wanna touch your little girl-cock, baby? You wanna play with your clitty for me?” Luke teased, changing to slow and deep thrusts which completely melted my brain.

“Please,” I cried out between moans.

“Go ahead, Dani,” he permitted. “And let your girl-cum spurt out of you whenever you’re ready, okay? Be good and cum for me whenever you need to.”

“Okay, thank you,” I huffed, unable to catch my breath properly.

Luke tugged on my wig, pulling my head back, and fucked me with absolutely feral abandon. His skin slapped into my ass, and I knew that the guys downstairs could hear. Part of me wished they would come into the bedroom and join in, but I knew it would be too much for my first time. Maybe we could arrange that soon though...

He filled me deeply over and over and over again, and my hand vigorously stroked my cock as my hole was vigorously rammed by his cock. Except he was a real man, an alpha, and I was a sissy girl slut.

My moans became frantic and sounded more like wails as my orgasm hit me. My cum shot out of my girl-cock and the climax was so powerful that some landed on the pillow below my head. But Luke didn’t slow down or give me even a second of mercy.

He moved his hips back and forth and back and forth, his balls swinging into me as he went, and as his own moans became sparse I felt his nails dig into my back. “Fuck, sissy girl, fuck, I’m gonna cum inside you! Mm, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Luke, impressively, kept up the pace whilst he came. He used my hole to ride his the wave of his orgasm, and I felt his cock twitch as it dumped his cum into me over and over again. It was hot and sticky, and it felt so slutty to have a man cum inside me, but it was a really good feeling. I was filled even more than his cock alone could fill me, and he had now totally claimed my hole.

“Fuuuck,” Luke panted as he finally slowed his thrusts down. “Fuck, baby, you feel so fucking good.”

“You feel great too,” I told him with a satisfied smile, craning my neck to look at him. His skin was glistening with sweat, and his chest heaved as he recovered from fucking me as hard as he had done.

“Give me your phone,” he ordered, and I scrambled for where I had tossed it on the bed. I passed it to him, and after a second I saw the camera's flash come over me. He took a few photos of his cock buried in my ass, and on the final photo the flash didn’t turn off. I blushed as I realized he was filming me, and blushed even harder as I felt him slowly pull out. There was going to be a video of my gaped asshole leaking hot frat boy cum. This moment was going to be memorialized forever. A couple of hours ago and I would’ve been almost disgusted at the thought, but now I loved it. I wanted him to show me off, to show  everyone what a whore I was.

I whined as I felt the tip of his cock leave me, and my toes curled as I felt the filthy sensation of his cum leaking out of my hole and dripping onto the bedsheets.

“Look at the camera, Dani,” Luke told me, and I craned my head back again, grinning, cock-drunk. “Good girl.”

The flash turned off, and I saw him tap on the screen for a moment. A whoosh sound effect came out of my phone, and panic covered my face. But Luke quickly assured me. “Don’t worry, I just sent it to Pi Epsilon Gamma.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, and Luke moved up to me to kiss me. After a tender handful of kisses, he gently held my cheek and looked into my eyes.

“You’re a sorority girl now, Dani. Your new life has just begun.”




THE END


Thank you so much for reading!




All my love, Rose xo





Thank you for reading one of my erotic shorts! I’m probably in the process of writing another one right now. Did you know that all my books are available to read for FREE if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? Plus, if you haven’t used it before, you can get two months for free. I use it all the time myself and I highly recommend it! So be sure to subscribe and then check out all my hot new releases, found on my Amazon Author Page.
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FEMINIZED BY THE LANDLADY





He couldn’t make rent, so she made him an offer he couldn’t refuse…




Kyle was floored when he learned his rent had gone up. He couldn’t afford the new price, but he couldn’t move as everywhere else was even more expensive. So he arranged a meeting with his landlady, Angela.




Angela proposed that Kyle model for her to make some extra money, and he quickly agreed, although found himself surprised that a woman would want his body on display.




But when he arrives the next day, he soon learns that Angela isn’t an amateur photographer like he assumed. She has a thing for girly boys wearing her lingerie and bending over for her…




Contains themes of: feminization, femdom, light BDSM, and tantalizing strap-on/pegging action.




Getting you excited? Read Feminized by the Landlady here!
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SEDUCING MY LESBIAN CRUSH





He liked her, but she only liked girls... So he became one.




Olly had been in love with his best friend, Clara, for years. The only problem? She was a lesbian.




It hurt but he was used to it, until he saw a message from one of her dates talking about Clara and her strap-on. Olly couldn't stop thinking about it, so he came up with a plan: he would dress up as a girl and land a date with his best friend.




He never expected he would enjoy being a sissy so much...




Contains themes of: feminization, femdom, and tantalizing strap-on/pegging action.




Getting you excited? Read Seducing my Lesbian Crush here!


ABOUT ROSE




Rose is a young erotica writer from New York City. She’s been an avid reader her whole life, and has written for most of that time too! She found her passion in erotic fiction, and now writes sexy stories about boys being feminized by dominant women and alpha males. She also indulges in some of these written fantasies in real life, which provides plenty of inspiration for her work ;)
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