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WHAT BEGAN AS A FRATERNITY INITIATION PRANK QUICKLY ESCALATED. The members of Alpha Sigma Tau assigned each of us six new pledges a series of tasks, all in hopes of earning a spot in the most popular fraternity on campus. I was a legacy; my older brother Rob graduated two years ago, and he told me I’d be “a shoo in” since the whole legacy thing was taken rather seriously by the frat. Alpha Sigma Tau, he explained, in addition to expanding my social horizons, had rigid academic standards – anyone with an index below a 2.0 had one semester to improve, or they would be launched out of the frat faster than a bad Tik Tok trend. Nothing “Animal House” about this frat. They also had access to old exams and papers on almost every subject.

I was never very social, and Rob told me before I left for school, “Look Kenny, as long as you don’t set anything on fire, being a legacy means a lot. Not only are the parties great, but the babes on this campus are into Alpha Sig men big time!” That settled it for me. During rush week, I was the first one at the Alpha Sig table. My brother was also a frat mate of the brother of the current president, Mike Wolstein, and he told him I would be showing up.

At the table, I asked to speak to Mike. After explaining to him who I was he was very welcoming. “Hey Kenny, nice to meet you,” he said extending a warm handshake. “Andrew said you’d be stopping by. Glad to have you man. Hey, come by the house tonight at seven o’clock and I’ll hook you up.”

It was settled. My years at this college would go smoothly – or so I thought. The other five pledges and I were welcome to beers and casual conversation amongst the older frat members where they discussed useful tidbits about courses, which professors were good, and which ones to look out for. Besides, they said; they had old exams for every one of us, and they never change from year to year. The guys joked with us, that once in a while it would look good if we put down some wrong answers on our exams so the faculty wouldn’t get wise to out secrets.

Some of the older frat members began to leave the party, and Mike said to the six of us new guys: “You guys stay here after everyone leaves; Barry, Jim and I (The vice president and the secretary of the frat respectively) have something to talk about to you regarding the initiation. I don’t like to call it “hazing,” that stuff went out about ten years ago.”

Okay, I thought. Every frat had a ritual. Maybe it was what my brother Rob had to do – “streaking,” or running naked through the dorm or the cafeteria at night, wearing just a neck tie. We’d soon find out.

The DJ left, and so did the older members and their dates. Mike said, “Follow me,” and he led us to an office of sorts on the side with laptops, chairs, and a filing cabinet. “Have a seat guys.” We were joined by the VP, Barry.

“We have assignments for you. If you complete them, you’ll be sworn in. If not, well then, you’re out. So what do you say?” Then looking at me, Barry said, “And being a legacy won’t help you if you can’t do what we say.” Then he did something that had us wondering. He walked up to me, sizing me up, and put his hand on my face, turning my head gently from side to said. “Yup, he’ll do just fine,” he said, grinning, and turning to Mike.

I was to come back to the frat house next Tuesday evening, with my five fellow pledges. We were spoken to separately by Mike or Barry. Two of the guys got assigned to senior members as “slaves” where they had to perform tasks like washing cars, doing laundry, grocery shopping. The rest had to pull various pranks like singing patriotic songs in the middle of the campus, or standing on a cafeteria table with their pants pulled down and barking like dogs. So that’s the sort of thing I was expecting when I went into the room with Mike.

“Have a set Kenny. We’ve decided that you would be perfect for this initiation pledge.”

“Go ahead Mike,” I said. “I’m all ears.”

He was smiling. “Don’t be too sure until you hear what it is I have to say.” I shifted uncomfortably in my chair. His hands were folded on his desk, and I looked at him with uncertainty and, I must confess, a nice degree of fear on my face.

“I’ve got something special for you Kenny,” he started. “We’ve only done this before a few times in the years since this chapter has been on campus, and we decided that it’s time again.”

“What is it?” I asked quietly, but with a feeling that my brother’s legacy would protect me from something bad.

“I might as well get it out without dancing around. You’re going to be, how shall I say it, for a lack of better words – feminized; dressed and made up as a girl, and then go to a party at the local goth girl’s sorority. We’ll all be there watching you, and if you get busted – you’re out. My girlfriend Tracy will dress and make you up. Any questions Kenny? Or should I say ‘Sherry?’”

I was stunned, and my reaction was a knee jerk.  “WHOA! HOLD ON A SECOND MIKE! You want me to pass as a girl for one party???”

“What’s the matter Kenny, do I not speak English?”

“I’m just . . . I mean I can’t believe this! What do you expect me to do after I pass as a girl????”

“Why go out on a date of course. Or at least set one up. If you were to get some action at the party we wouldn’t complain either.”

I really wanted in on this frat – bad. How could I face my brother Robbie if I didn’t go through with this? Besides, how bad could it be. I’ve heard of guys dressing up as girls before.

“Okay, okay. I’ll do it. So what’s my next step?”

“Simple. I call Tracy and then I’ll let you know how we proceed with your transformation.”

And that was that.
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TWO DAYS LATER I FOUND MYSELF IN TRACY’S ROOM. It was a Tuesday, about eight o’clock, when most of the girls on her floor were either in the library or studying in their rooms. She was a stunning redhead, and I thought about her boyfriend, Mike, and wondered how could such a knockout like Tracy be involved with Mike, who wasn’t anything special that college girls might be attracted to. But then again, what did I know? No one was attracted to me. I couldn’t take my eyes off Tracy. Maybe she was used to guys having such a reaction to her appearance. She seemed confident enough, and she was friendly too.

“Hi Kenny, make yourself at home,” she said smiling. She was looking me over like some kind of odd experiment. “So Mike told me to make you over for your Alpha Sig initiation.”

I couldn’t resist asking. “Has he done this before? I mean, has he asked for help like this before?”

She laughed. “Oh sure, lotsa’ times; but this is the first time I ever did a makeover for the frat.” Weird answer, and I didn’t want to know about the “lotsa’ times.”

She placed her hands together, clearly excited. “I’ll have to get Marla into this!”

“Who’s Marla?”

“Marla is the real expert when it comes to this makeover stuff. She has a transgender brother, and she dresses him up all the time.”

“Okay, sounds like fun,” I said, trying to sound upbeat.

“Listen Kenny, I don’t want you to be worried. By the time we’re done with you, you’ll be absolutely irresistible.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“Just have a seat on my bed and relax, okay? Here, let me get you a beer from the fridge. I don’t drink myself, but I have them for when Mike comes over.”

She ran over on tip toes to the fridge sitting on the floor and pulled out a green bottle of beer. After opening it with an opener attached to the ref door, she handed it to me and made her way to the door, and looking back at me said, “I’ll be right back Kenny – relax, okay? This will be fun, I promise you!”

Something Mike said made me a little nervous. Not only did I have to dress as, and pass as a girl, but I had to get . . . a date? What did he mean by that? Plus, I had to keep a female identity – “Sherry.”

My confusion didn’t last long when I heard laughter coming from the hallway. Tracy and Marla were just outside the door. Tracy came in and introduced me to Marla, a slim, curvy junior, with beautiful blue eyes and long black hair. She was carrying an overnight bag and a makeup case. They were both laughing and Marla was studying me intently.

“You know something Tracy, I think he’ll make a very pretty co-ed!”

“Marla,” Tracy said. “I think you’re forgetting your manners – this is Kenny, Kenny, this is Marla.”

“Hi,” I said shyly.

“I’m sorry. Nice to meet you Kenny,” she said. “As I was saying Kenny, you have the right facial features and figure to be very effeminate.” She caught herself and quickly corrected herself. “I mean for this project. That’s what I meant. I didn’t mean to insult you or imply anything bad.”

“It’s okay, no insult taken.”

“Good. Now let’s get started shall we.”

Marla opened her bag and held out a black satin G-String. “Hey, is that thing really necessary?” I said, my mouth hanging open. “Mike didn’t say anything about underwear.” The two girls looked at each other and exchanged a knowing smile.

“Well, you do want to be as authentic as possible, don’t you Kenny?” I supposed she was right.

“Uh yeah, I guess so.”

“Fantastic! So strip off everything,” Marla said. I hesitated. “Come on Kenny, it’s not like we’ve never seen a guy naked before you know.”

“Yeah Kenny, be an adult about this,” Tracy said.

So I was their obedient slave. I tried to keep the prize in mind – acceptance to the frat. First I took off my sweatshirt and t-shirt and then kicked off my shoes and slid off my jeans and then my boxers; my hands quickly covering my privates. They both laughed. “Come on Kenny,” Marla said with some exasperation. “What did we say before? OH! I know – we implied we’ve both seen cocks!”

My hands slowly came off the goods, and I stood there for their “inspection.”

“Ooh, look at Kenny’s cock Trace,” Marla said. “It’s bigger than I thought it would be!”

“Yeah, you’re right Marla.” She began to laugh. “It’s even bigger than Mikey’s cock!”

“Say Kenny, mind if we examine your cock??” Tracy asked, fluttering her eyelashes. Before I could utter a response, Tracy was running her fingers along my exposed shaft. I got hard immediately.

“Wow, nice boner Kenny,” Tracy said, fascinated.

“Hey Tracy, you sure we wanna turn Kenny here into a girl? I mean with a cock like that”-

“Enough Marla, a deal’s a deal, remember. We promised Mikey we’d do it.” Marla sounded disappointed, jealous that Tracy was the one fondling me. It was something new and exciting for me – two girls “fighting” over my manhood.

Tracy stopped sliding her hand up and down my shaft and instead switched to gently rubbing the soft tuft of sensitive skin on the underside of my cock. I started to moan and a drop of pre cum leaked out of my tip. Then Tracy abruptly stopped. “We’ll finish this up later Kenny, we promise – now first things first. Put these on,” she said, handing me the G-String. “Get to know it a little. Put it up to your face and rub it against your cheek.”

I did what she asked, and immediately my cock began to throb as the silky satin rubbed my hairless face. I was eighteen and I wasn’t even shaving yet. I liked it. “Okay Kenny, now I want you to slowly slide it up those hairless, girly legs of yours, and center it around your junk.”

I placed the G-String on the carpet and stepped into it. They both watched me intently as I slid it up my legs. The feel of it going up my legs was better than anything I could have imagined. Was this what girls felt every time they dressed? It was pure bliss. Now I centered it around my waist, with the laced top snug around me and the satin pouch surrounding my cock and balls, and the back satin strap comfortably settled between my butt cheeks. “I’m only adjusting this,” I said apologetically.”

“Do take your time honey,” Marla said.

I placed my right hand underneath the front and gently rubbed my cock against the cool satin material. Some more pre cum came out of my tip and a small wet stain appeared on the front of it. The

girls were both smiling and staring at it.

“Now walk towards us,” Tracy said. I walked to them and she said, “Look how his hips go up and down when he walks! He’s a natural Marla.”

“He sure is,” she said, handing me a matching black stretch bra. “Here, slip this over your head and center it.” The cups were about average size I thought, and they were semi-rigid. It was tight, and when it was centered on my chest it pulled the skin in tight to give me the illusion of cleavage.

Marla opened her overnight bag and pulled out a black laced top which I placed over my upper body. The sleeves were long with a matching lace pattern. Then she made a show of holding up a black leather skirt which went up to my knees with a high slit up the side. “Sexy, huh. What do you think, Kenny,” she asked, tilting her head to the side.

“Yeah, it’s pretty, uh . . . sexy.”

“Well just don’t stand there, we have work to do – put it on,” she said tossing it to me. It was kind of heavy, and the leather scent was arousing to me.

The inside was polyester, and as I stepped into it and pulled it up, it gave me goosebumps. The odd thing was that I really was enjoying this whole thing. I mean, it was supposed to just be a frat stunt, but something I didn’t quite understand was happening to me! Marla came around to my back and zipped it up, tucking the laced top into it.

“And now for the rest,” she said as she pulled out a sleek leather jacket, zippered and with a boxed pattern on it. Everything was my size as if this whole thing was planned out for some time.

“Now I’ll leave the finishing touches up to Tracy,” Marla said.

“I do the makeup Kenny; in case you were wondering. Wow Marla, he looks perfect, right?”

“Umm, I’ll say.”

“Okay Kenny, follow me.” She led me into the bathroom, bringing her bag with the makeup inside. “Have a seat in the chair, and no looking at yourself until I say so, okay Kenny.”

“Sure.”

I sat on the padded vanity chair which was placed sideways to the large mirror. Tracy started with foundation, some powders, and when she was done she began work on my lips and eyelashes. My natural hair color was brown, and I had blue-green eyes. That was usually what drew people to me the first time they looked at me.

“Whaddya’ say Marla, good enough?” Tracy said, like an artist unveiling her work to a critic.

Marla stepped close to me and inspected me carefully. “I think he needs a bit more mascara and eyebrow pencil to complete the look, right?”

“Yeah, yeah, I think you’re right. He doesn’t need false eyelashes – he’s a natural.”

So Tracy finished up. “No looking yet Kenny. There’s one more thing,” she said and left the room. She came back in carrying a box, and when she opened it, she carefully took out an auburn, longhaired wig and a latex cap which she placed tightly on my head. After the wig was on me, she brushed it out until both of them were satisfied.

“Voila!” Tracy exclaimed, and Marla was next to second her approval.

“You may look at your new self-Kenny,” Tracy said proud of her work.

I slowly turned to look and couldn’t believe who was staring back at me. I was shocked. “Oh my God – how did you, I mean – I look gorgeous!”

They laughed. “That’s the idea Kenny,” Tracy said. “Mike wanted you to be perfect to land a guy at the sorority party a week from Saturday, and with a little ‘prep’ from us, you’ll be the star. No one will recognize you.”

“Humm,” Tracy said. “We have to get him a pair of shoes Marla.”

“Shit, you’re right . . . oops! I forgot the laced top pantyhose and the garter belt! What a dumb shit I am!”

Wait a second! Did I hear them say that I would be perfect to land  . . . a guy??? That, I wasn’t so sure about, but I tried to keep an open mind. Maybe I could find a girl, tell her the truth, and make it seem like she was into me. That might satisfy Mike if he saw me with a girl like that.

So Marla went back to her room and came back with sheer, black nylon panty hose and a black laced garter belt. After I slipped those on, Marla took a look back and said out loud to both of us: “He kinda looks like a leather slut, right?”

“Definitely slutty, and where he’s going he’ll fit right in,” Tracy said. “But one thing’s missing – he needs a girl’s name. Mike told me he named you “Sherry,” right?

“Uh, yes, he did,” I said, embarrassed.

“Sherry is terrific!” Marla exclaimed.

I swallowed hard, absorbing my new identity and felt like I was in the middle of some crazy, grandiose scheme. Every part of me told me right then that I should take all the makeup and clothing off and just leave and forget about the frat, but I didn’t.

Part of me, some deep, hidden part wanted to see this thing through to the end. 

“Now there’s just one thing left Sherry,” Tracy said. “For you to be a real slut the guys will go crazy over is you have to smoke like a real cock-hungry slut, okay?”

What the fuck? I mean, truth be told, I guess I had some sort of fetish for women who smoked those long, all white girly cigarettes. Marla produced a pack of them and she and Tracy each took one out and then passed the pack over to me. I took one as well.

“Sure, okay. I can do this.”

“Great!” Marla said and lit me up with a flick of a long, thin, silver butane lighter.

“Whoa, look at her Trace, she smokes just like a cum-slut whore!”

“Yeah, I’ll say. She even holds it like one.”

I looked at the white filter with my lipstick on it, and did a slow French inhale while watching myself in the mirror. I was in love with my new self. I was beginning to get “in the feeling.” I almost came right there, excited to see myself smoking like a slut, and watching Marla and Tracy.

“Well Sherry, there’s only one thing to do now. We have to make this complete. Don’t go away now. Relax, sit on the bed and finish your cigarette,” Tracy said.

I did as I was told, and my cock was as hard as a rock. Tracy came out of the bathroom, and all her clothing was off except for her red-laced bra, and she was wearing a belt that had an enormous . . . DILDO on the front of it! It also had some sort of back curved plug on it. My mouth hung open in shock.

“Now you can choose to play with us or not Sherry, it’s up to you. If you don’t, well I’m afraid I’ll just have to tell Mike that you failed the frat initiation.”

Now was the moment of choice. I could either go along with their evil little plan, or be out of Greek Life on campus for four, long, lonely years.

“Okay, okay, I’ll do it!”

“What did I tell you Marla! I knew she’d be receptive! Now just consider this ‘conditioning’ for next Saturday night Sherry. Relax and do what I tell you to. I demand complete obedience, understand??”

“Yes Tracy.” I was the total submissive.

“I think I’ll take you the hard way Sherry – the way ‘the boys’ will. Now get against that wall,” she barked at me, nodding to the wall across from her bed. I stood up and Marla came right behind me and unzipped my skirt, and it slid down my legs.

“Good, now bend over and place your hands against the wall, and scoot your hot little ass up a bit.”
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AS I WAS HEADING TO THE WALL TO BE THEIR SEX SLAVE I saw Tracy pull out a tube from her black leather bag on the floor. It was lubricant jelly. “Now this will be a little uncomfortable for you Sherry – it’s your first time after all. Now you’ll be broken in and become everyone’s sweetheart,” Tracy said, giggling. Marla stood off to the side, clearly enjoying the little drama that was unfolding.

I stood in position and stepped out of my skirt and kicked it to the side. Tracy was whistling some tune as she pushed the back strap over to the side of my butt cheek. Then, taking a glob of jelly she squeezed from the tube, she slathered it all over my cherry asshole and even stuck a finger inside me and worked it around my rim, making me stiffen up. “Try to relax Sherry. I promise you, that it’s gonna be worth it. This will be the most amazing experience of your life!”

I moaned when her finger went inside me and rubbed around my insides. At first I squeezed my buttocks, but then gradually relaxed. I loved the cool sensation of the gel on and inside me. Next was what I wasn’t prepared for at all. Tracy rubbed the gel over her dildo and even on the back end which would rock in and out of her pussy while she was humping me with the large silicone cock.

I felt it gently touch my asshole or “boy pussy” or “Bussy,” as I was to later learn the name. I shivered as it slowly entered me and felt my hole expand as the thing went deeper and deeper. At first she went in and out slowly. I gritted my teeth and made fists against the wall because the pain was so intense, but Tracy was patient and very determined to get us both off.

She went faster and deeper inside me and then a strange thing happened. It became pleasurable and then Tracy started to moan as the “female part” of the dildo entered her and worked its magic. I backed up upon her with every stroke, and I started to feel the most intense pleasure I had ever felt. I imagined this is how a girl felt getting plowed. I didn’t want it to stop and a little voice inside my head began to get louder and louder.

I want to be a real cum-slut whore! I want a REAL COCK inside of me. Where did that come from? This was not the time to analyze feelings. It was time to enjoy. 

Deep from within me I felt a ball of fire start to grow and grow. I was leaking pre cum, and suddenly I exploded. I blew a big load inside the pouch of my thong and screamed out in pleasure. Tracy’s nails were digging into my back as I came, and she was screaming out wordless sounds.

She kept on thrusting, trying desperately to hold onto her exquisite pleasure, and she bucked her hips, so the female end of the dildo went deeper and deeper inside of her, and I felt her stiffen and call out again in a wordless scream. As for Marla, she was sitting on the bed, her hand underneath the waistband of her jeans fingering her pussy vigorously, reaching climax after climax.

When Tracy finally pulled out, I was sore as I pushed off the wall. Tracy was breathless and she said to me in halting gasps, “I know . . you got yourself off pretty good . . . without even touching yourself Sherry, right?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“Well congratulations, that was your first ‘sissygasm.’”

Marla was finished and lay listless on the bed, and she offered up a weak “Congratulations Sherry.”

Tracy was looking at me, privy to my new self-knowledge. Now I wondered what was next. “I think we’ve had enough for tonight Sherry. You’ll come back here to my room on the Saturday afternoon of the party, and we’ll dress you up again in the same outfit, and get you ready for your, uh, ‘initiation.’”
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THE NEXT DAY I RAN INTO MIKE AND BARRY, and they saw me said “Hi,” but there was no talk about what went on in Tracy’s room or my little crossdressing experiment last night. I found it strange, but then Mike gave me a wink and a pat on the back. “I can’t wait to see you at the party Saturday night, ‘Sherry.’ I’m sure you’ll be a hit. Just remember, you have to hook up with someone, or else you won’t get in.” Barry heard what Mike said, but he said nothing; he just turned to me and smiled.

The Saturday of the party rolled around, and I knew something strange was going on with me. I didn’t regard dressing up as a chore, or some type of obligation, which it was. I was looking forward to it very much. My ass was tingling when I thought of dressing up and I became obsessed with what a real cock would feel like ravaging my insides. Where was this coming from? I wondered. I tried to reason with myself that I wasn’t gay – I was just a guy who enjoyed the sensual feelings of dressing up. After the party was over, I’d become a member of the frat. I remembered what Mike said about “hooking up,” and I was actually excited about it. I didn’t care if it was male or female. My mind was full of contradictions.

I got to Tracy’s room at five o’clock and she greeted me excitedly at the door. “Well hello there Sherry! So, are you ready?”

“Yes I’m looking forward to it!” I saw Marla out of the corner of my eye sitting on the bed.

“I’ll bet you are. We thought we’d dress you up like last time and the three of us would go out as girlfriends to the party. Sound like fun?”

“Okay, let’s get started.” I hurried through the dressing up and putting the G-String over my throbbing cock was even more pleasant than the first time; the way it rubbed my legs, and the nice smooth silky feel of it riding over my cock, and how it held my balls so well and firm. I rushed into the bathroom after my wig was in place, and I found that I was dying for a cigarette.

“Um Tracy, could I please have a cigarette?”

“Certainly Sherry. This time we got you your own pack and your own super slim lighter, all filled with fluid.”

After the makeup was applied, I felt like a total slut and lit up. My eyes were half closed like slits, and I smacked my glossed lips, dying for cock. I regarded this as all normal – you know, don’t analyze, utilize. Tracy placed the palm of her hand on my ass and I felt chills. “Okay SLUT . . . let’s go.”

Marla laughed and said, “Sherry, you were made for this. Maybe later we can get together, huh?”

“Sure Marla.” I was being polite because although the idea was appealing, I wanted to get fucked, not do the fucking. At least not yet.

As we approached the sorority house, I could hear the techno music thumping from inside. I came with Marla and Tracy, and they said that Mike and the rest of the frat would be there too. My heart was beating fast, and I hoped the others could see what I saw in the mirror when I looked into it and saw myself – a girl who just wanted to party. I marveled at how feminine my hips were, and how the faux cleavage looked so realistic. I was sure that Tracy and Marla, the girls who brought me to the house would not have unless they saw what I saw. They said so themselves.

Once inside we were greeted by a couple of the goth sorority girls who knew Tracy, and I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but Tracy pointed me out and it became clear to them what was going on. I tried my best not to look embarrassed. The lighting was a bit subdued, so no one would know me unless they looked really close. I knew a lot of the guys there, even the ones outside the frat, Then, Mike and Barry noticed me. Tracy, being Mike’s girlfriend sought him out immediately and came over to me with him and Barry.

“Wow Barry, get a load of Kenn – ah, I mean Sherry here! She looks so realistic, right?” Mike said.

“I’ll say. Tracy, you and Marla did a fantastic job with him – I mean her; yeah, her.”

Mike turned to me and said, “I have to admire you for going through with this Sherry – I’m tempted to declare your full frat membership right now, but there’s still another part of this initiation. Remember what I said, right? You have to go out and mingle with the others and hook up.” He looked at me for some sign of reluctance, but then seemed surprised and I think glad too when I showed none.”

Then Mike said to Tracy and Marla, “He’s ready to take this all the way – what the hell did you do to him, unless . . .” Tracy cut him off in mid-sentence.

“So get a drink ladies,” Mike said, indicating me too.

So all of us went up to the bar and got four beers from the keg, manned by a tall brunette with tattoos. I could swear she was a trans – it was the Adam’s Apple that gave her away, whereas I had none. I noticed that she gave me a double take and a wink which made me blush. It wasn’t long before two large frosted mugs of German beer hit me and I was feeling warm and loose. My ass was still tingling from the other night, and I was obsessed with how a real cock would feel cumming inside of me.

I made my way to the dance floor, and it looked like Barry was taking Marla out for a spin. I had no idea they even knew each other. Then the most shocking event of the night happened. As I was making my way across the floor, feeling very confident and dare I say “sexy” and very horny, Mike tapped me on the shoulder. I looked around and except for him I saw no one I recognized.

He spoke to me close to my hear so he didn’t have to shout over the thumping techno music. “Sherry, when I told you that you had to hook up, I didn’t mention with who. Now do you want to dance with me?”

There it was – right out in the open. I was thinking to back in Tracy’s room when I was getting dressed that he might ask me. I wasn’t sure how I would react, but Mike had a sort of sex appeal to him. I was drawn to his open shirt and his muscled hairy chest. The guy worked out. What can I say? He was the perfect specimen of an athletic college man; and I wanted him. But what about Tracy? Why wasn’t he dancing with her. So I asked him and blurted it out before I could really think about it.

“Why aren’t you dancing with Tracy? I mean, she is your girlfriend, right Mike?”

He grinned at me. “Yes she is, but see, we have sort of an ‘open relationship’ and she doesn’t mind if I ‘deviate’ a little bit. Know what I mean?”

“Okay, sure. I guess so.”

“Hey, you’re not gonna refuse me are you Sherry? This could be a deal-breaker if you do,” he warned.

“Oh no, no I won’t. Sure Mike, I’ll dance with you. Why not? I wanna get into the frat.”

He laughed and was leering at me. Although the lighting was poor, I could swear I saw a bulge in his jeans. He slowly led me to the middle of the dance floor and placed his arms around my shoulders. He was looking into my eyes and then he softly kissed my glossed lips. My cock was throbbing inside my G-String, but the extra padding prevented him from feeling anything. His cock however, I could feel stiff and at full attention. This excited me even more, and as we were kissing, I drew him in close to me so that it was pressing into my leather dressed. Now our tongues found each other and wrapped themselves around each other. The feeling was indescribable – pure pleasure. No right and no wrong in it. He kissed me like a starving man, and then I could feel his hot breath on my neck as he bit me, sending chills through my body. I moaned and wanted him even more.

“There’s got to be someplace we could go,” I said, in the sluttiest voice I could muster.
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“I think I know just the place,” Mike said. He led me off the dance floor and went to the back of the room and towards the bathroom. It was spacious and he led me to a stall.

“How romantic,” I said, sarcastically playful.

He laughed. I reached behind me and zipped down my leather skirt and kicked it off to the side of the stall. I knew what to do next and leaned against the wall and placed my palms flat and stuck my ass as high as I could. I was breathing hard and felt I could handle Mikey. Then as I heard him zipping down his jeans, there came another first for me. I quickly turned around, and his cock was out in all its magnificent splendor pointing up to my face. Holy shit, I thought, his cock is bigger than Tracy’s dildo! I lit up a cigarette and seductively puffed away as I stared at it.

“I didn’t know you smoked Sherry,” Mike said surprised.

“Oh, well, I’m just the complete SLUT Mike. Isn’t that what you wanted? I love it,” I said as the cigarette dangled from the corner of my mouth, the exhale coming out of my nose.

“Yeah, it’s kind of a turn on for me . . .”

He didn’t get to finish his thought, and I got down on my knees, and with one hand holding my cigarette, I took a deep drag and exhaled all over his cock as I placed it up against my wet, glossed lips. I played with the tip, moving my tongue around it, and stroked the shaft with my fingers. He moaned and threw his head back. Now I slid my tightly closed lips up and down his shaft slowly, and making sucking noises as my saliva made it nice and slippery. I stopped for a second around close to his base – I couldn’t fit the whole shaft into his mouth because otherwise I would choke, it was that long.

I played for a while, wrapping my tongue around his shaft like an artist, and slowly going up and down. Then I went faster and faster and his body stiffened. I didn’t expect him to cum so soon, but he did. He shot out a huge wad of his jizz into my mouth and for the first time I tasted the sweet/salty mix of another man’s cum. To do this last week or even think about it would have been impossible, yet here I was.

I had trouble swallowing all of it and some started dribbling down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. I kept bobbing faster and faster because now Mike’s cock was even more slippery. I felt more cum ease out of his cock. I licked him clean and my eyes were glazy and half closed. I came off him and took a drag off my cigarette and stood up, the cum making a shiny appearance around the white filter.

He pulled me close to him, and I said, “Lick it all off my face Mikey.”

He said nothing and kissed me deeply, his tongue lapping up his own cum inside my mouth. Then he kissed my face and licked all the cum off that he could. I loved it, and was very proud of myself. I know I rocked his world.

“Wow, you’re really something Sherry. I never expected this!”

“I know,” I said, sure of myself. Then I reached into my bag and pulled out a cock ring which I placed over his cock, because it was starting to sag a little bit. In a second, the ring did its trick, and he was as hard as a sledge hammer, and I licked my lips. I kissed him deeply again and got against the wall like before (the blow job was a spur of the moment thing, and I was glad I got to taste him).

I stuck my ass high in the air and he pulled the back strap of the G-String out from between my ass crack and slid it over to the side of a butt cheek. He stood behind me, getting ready to plow into my boy pussy. I heard him spit and he wiped it all over my cute, little cherry “bussy.” What a considerate guy he was. Next time, I would give him jelly – for his pleasure; however his cock was still wet from my mouth.

I felt the fleshy tip hit the opening of me, and he pressed hard, entering me with just the tip. I moaned, as did Mikey, as my cherry hole swallowed his cock. He pulled out and went in again, a little bit faster this time. I was used to it from the workout I got from Tracy AND Marla the other day. I was a very bad girl indeed . . . and a really fucking horny one at that.

“Man you sure are tight Sherry. You’re even tighter than Tracy. I think I’ll make you a regular thing – but of course when you’re dressed that is.” I laughed silently because the dear boy didn’t want to sound like he was gay -Hah!

Now he entered me deeper – going all the way slowly. He picked up speed and went faster and faster like a fucking jackhammer. I bucked my hips as much as I could. “Man, you’re curves are better than any babe I’ve been with!” he exclaimed. I felt flattered.

As he went faster and really pounded me hard, I felt that familiar pressure welling up inside me and I screamed out as my cum exploded into the pouch of my thong. Then I heard Mike give out a long moan and felt his warm wetness fill my insides. I never felt pleasure like this. I would only use a dildo in desperation from now on!

He kept going, the slick wetness only encouraging him more. I felt some of his overflow running down the inside of my thighs. It turned me on even more. Finally exhausted he pulled out of me.

I came off the wall and dropped to my knees again and continued sucking his cock. “Again!?” he exclaimed. “Man, Tracy did a great job in turning you into such a horny little slut. I think you’ve finally found something you like Sherry!” I looked up at him like he was a dumbass asking a stupid question, and then went right back to sucking on him.

He bucked his hips and soon came again, but this time with less jizz than before. I licked the cum off of his cock really well just the same. Then I got tired, but my ass was tingling. I wanted more.

“I think we should go back to the dance floor now Sherry,” Mike said. “They’ll all wonder where we went.”

“I wouldn’t worry about that Mike. I think they know.”

He laughed. “Yeah you’re right.”

I put my skirt on, and he helped me zip up the back. I was still learning. “So,” I said triumphantly. “Does this mean I’m in the frat.”

“Hell yeah it does. Just one more thing.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“I lied a bit.”

“How so?”

“Well, this is the first time we’ve made anyone do an initiation like yours.” He was grinning from ear to ear.

“I kind of had a feeling I was the first one.”

“Of course. I sensed something about you. I sort of knew you would go through with this. You see this wasn’t really about the frat. You’re a legacy and you would have gotten in anyway.” I listened in surprised silence as he continued.

“You see, Tracy and I kind of have a thing going on. We love to play with transgender women, like as in a threesome. But we’ve never had anyone as good as you. I think this week the three of us will meet up back in Tracy’s room and have us a good time. How do you feel about that?”

“I’m definitely all in!” I was so happy. “You know what Mike?”

“What?”

“I think I’m going to transition to make “Sherry” a permanent thing. I’ve had such an incredible time playing with this, I decided it’s what I really wanted all along.”

“Yeah, I had a feeling about you. Well that’s great.”

“Yes, and the more into it I get, the sluttier I’ll become!”

And that’s what happened over the course of my college career. I’ve fucked a lot of guys (and girls) since Mike. Of course Tracy, Mike, and occasionally Marla became a regular thing. We took vacations together and my life took on a whole new dimension. I was definitely the true “Frat boy femme.”
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