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Hazing
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Chapter 1

Rushing

“Come on, Greg! We’re going to be late!”

I hurried to catch up to my friend, Tyler, as we ran down the street nicknamed “Frat Row”, the street were all our school’s fraternity houses were located. But we weren’t running towards just any frat house, we were on our way to Sigma Omega. The most prestigious fraternity on campus.

We both knew it was a long shot to get accepted. But, it was also a long shot just to be allowed to become a pledge in the first place and we already made it that far so we both knew we had to keep trying. If we were accepted into their brotherhood we would have a shoe in to to land the best jobs after college and we would have a lifetime’s worth of connections so it was definitely worth it to do whatever it took to get accepted.

As we approached the end of the street, I finally saw the house. It was a large three story house, much bigger than all the other frat houses on the street even though it housed less than them. It was painted white and had the greek characters for Sigma Omega in large cut outs on the facade.

Tyler stopped outside and checked his watch. “We’re just in time!” he exclaimed as I reached him.

I leaned over and rested my hands on my knees as I caught my breath. “I hope they don’t care that we’re drenched in sweat. I told you we should have left earlier!” I growled at him.

Tyler shrugged, clearly not as out of breath as I was. “Dude, those girls were all over us! I couldn’t just leave them without getting their number!” he replied.

Ever since I had met Tyler in the 4th grade, he had always been a lady’s man. He never had a problem flirting with girls way out of his league and would even use his charm on teachers to get out of trouble. Of course when you have those hypnotizing blue eyes and long flowing golden hair to go with a naturally athletic body, why wouldn’t you have the confidence needed?

I, on the other hand, had always been his number two and lost in his shadow. But I was okay with that. I never had the outgoing confidence that he did and I knew I didn’t have the same looks. I had never been into sports or working out so my body was more lean than muscular. But as I wiped the sweat off my forehead, I was I had been more athletic over the years.

Tyler started up the steps to the front door and gave it a loud knock. I joined him on the front steps as we waited for it to open. As the door creaked open, a young man was standing in the doorway. He looked down at his watch and then up at us. It felt like he was looming over us. Everything about him exuded wealth and power.

“Just made it. You’re the last ones. Come on in,” he said as he stepped out of the way and pointed towards the crowd of people in the main room.

I followed Tyler inside and toward the gathering. The inside of the house was more grand than I could have ever expected for a frat house. It was immaculately decorated, covered in fancy moulding, oil paintings, and extravagant lights. To my surprise, it was also spotlessly clean. Something I would have never expected from a frat house. There were no kegs, empty bottles, or passed out college students. Everything was so prim and proper.

As I continued looking around, my surprise wained as I noticed what appeared to be a maid scrubbing the floors in the adjoining room. They were wearing a black dress with a white apron and were on all fours as they worked, their long hair covering their face so I couldn’t see what they looked like.

What fraternity actually has a maid! Man, these guys have it all!

The more I saw, the more I felt like I didn’t belong. I didn’t come from money or power. I didn’t deserve to know this place existed let alone be inside it. Tyler wasn’t any exception either; he was no better off than I was. But as I looked over at him taking in the sights of the large room, he was clearly unfazed by this fact. He usually was though as his sky high confidence made him blissfully ignorant to these types of things.

The gathering was quiet with an awkwardly serious atmosphere. There appeared to be another dozen or so freshmen hoping to rush the fraternity, just as we were. We settled into the crowd as one of the older fraternity members walked to the front and came to stand in front of an elevated podium.

“Hello, everyone. My name is Brian and I am the president of Sigma Omega. I would like to welcome you all into our house. Sigma Omega is an ancient and prestigious house that very few are allowed into let alone allowed to rush. Each of you standing before me should feel honored to just be inside our illustrious doors,” he said. He paused for effect and then continued, “Rushing our fraternity will be no easy feat. Our tests will likely push you beyond your personal comfort, but doing so is necessary. We need to push you to your limits in order to weed out the weak and unworthy. If you do not think you have what it takes, you should just leave now and not waste our time.”

Everyone turned to looked at each other in the crowd to see if anyone would leave, but no body was moving.

The man nodded approvingly in front of us. “Very well then,” he said as a smile grew on his face. “By the end of the night there will only be three of you left. Those surviving three will be allowed to move in, but your testing will not end there. It will continue until we deem you worthy of the Sigma Omega brotherhood.”

I was growing more nervous by the minute. He was building this up so much and after hearing so many stories of frat hazing in the past, I could only imagine what terrors might be awaiting me.

“Let the first test begin.”


Chapter 2

Hazing

Brian led everyone through the house and down a set of stairs into the basement. The floor was cement and the walls were painted a dark grey which gave the room a cold and dark atmosphere. On the ceiling were old metal lights that flickered and buzzed on occasion, providing a dim light. As we came to stand in the middle of the room, I felt an unsettling chill sweep through me.

“Tonight’s tests will require you all to be naked. Get dressed and hand your clothes to a brother behind you. Your belongings will be returned to you when the night is done,” Brian said from the front of the room.

I glanced nervously at Tyler and he gave me a hesitant shrug. On our way over we had discussed what we would and wouldn’t be comfortable with having to do tonight. Getting naked was something neither of us wanted to have to do, but we had agreed that we would do it if we had to because we didn’t want to lose out on this opportunity. As I pulled off my shirt I watched as three of the other pledges walked out, unwilling to get naked and participate in the first test.

If the others are dropping this quickly then maybe it won’t be too hard to be in the final three.

My pants were the next to go followed by my underwear. I quickly covered my penis with one hand as I gathered my clothes with the other and handed it to one of the frat members behind me.

“Three of you have already been proven unworthy and are gone. There are now 12 pledges remaining. Split up into groups of three and lay down in a row, parallel to each other,” Brian instructed.

Tyler and I quickly made eye contact and stood next to each other. Tyler was showing his confidence again by not bothering to cover up his dick. I tried my best not to look at it, but my eyes fought my mind and kept taking small peeks. Seeing it made me understand why he had such confidence. His dick certainly put mine to shame.

Between my sneak peeks at Tyler’s dick, I looked around the room until I caught the attention of another pledge. I gave him a nod when our eyes locked and he returned the gesture then came to join us.

“Hi, I’m Ben,” he said. Like me he was covering his dick with his hands and he lifted one off to offer to shake mine, but I politely shook my head to decline.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Greg and this is Tyler,” I replied. “I wish we were meeting under better circumstances, but for now, I guess we should just go ahead and get in position.”

Ben and Tyler both shrugged their noncommittal agreement so I went ahead and laid down to follow our orders. Tyler laid down next to me and Ben next to him, the three of us forming a row. My naked skin on the cold cement floor felt freezing cold, causing my body to begin shivering immediately. I could already feel my dick shriveling from the combination of the cold and my nerves.

When the rest of the groups had been formed and were in place, Brian began with his next instructions. “We’re going to play a little game called “Pass the Egg”. To begin, you will be blindfolded. Then to start the game, one of our brothers will crack an egg into the first pledge’s mouth. That pledge must crawl over to the next pledge, find their mouth and pass the egg into it. There will be no helping your teammates out by talking; you must lay quietly and let them find you. And then that pledge will do so to the next one. The last pledge in the row will then lay down for two seconds and then start again in reverse,” he explained.

I heard a number of groans throughout the room from pledges clearly not excited by the announcement of the game.

Brian’s eyes swept across the room angrily. “I’ll have no complaining from any of you. Complaining is a sign of weakness which we at Sigma Omega will not tolerate. One more groan from any of you and you will be removed,” he said sternly. He gave it a moment to sink in and then continued, “Back to the game. If anyone swallows the egg, your group is eliminated. If anyone spits out the egg, misses their pass, throws up, or talks, your group is eliminated. Once the first group has been knocked out, we will start again with a new egg and continue until another team has been eliminated,” he said.

A wave a fear consumed me.

It sounds like we will basically be making out with each other! Not only do I have to be naked in front of all of these people, but now I’m supposed to practically kiss a guy? And not just any guy, my best friend!

I looked around the room and was surprised to see that none of the other pledges were quitting after hearing the description of the game. Seeing that helped me realize that I could go through with it, too, if everyone else could. I would just have to find a way to minimize the contact of our lips together. I turned my head to the side to look at Tyler and he gave me a nervous smile. He was clearly as apprehensive about it as I was, but he was going to stick with it as well.

“Brothers, the blindfolds,” Brian exclaimed. The other frat members came up behind us and wrapped blindfolds over our eyes. Having my vision taken away only made me more nervous. I would really have to trust that they wouldn’t try to do anything else to us while we were blindfolded.

“Now the eggs,” he announced loudly. I heard footsteps above me and felt the presence of someone stopping next to my head. I would be first in line.

A hand slapped my cheek as a voice said, “Open your mouth.”

I can’t believe I’m actually about to do this!

I opened my mouth, heard a crack next to me, and then felt something slimy drip into the back of my throat.


Chapter 3

Pass the Egg

I gagged as the egg slid to the back of my mouth. My first reaction was to swallow it, but I fought that instinct vigorously as I moved the egg to the front of my mouth, ready to spit it out when I was allowed.

“Begin!” Brian suddenly shouted. I felt a pang of nervousness as the game kicked off. I was never much of a competitor, but I would have to try my best today. Not only for myself, but for Tyler as well.

Rolling over to my side, I extended my top arm to feel for Tyler. I kept reaching further out, wishing we had laid closer together, and eventually felt the touch of skin. My hand followed the skin upwards. I could tell it had landed on his stomach, his surprisingly firm stomach. I scooted my body closer as my hand explored his body, trying to find his mouth.

My fingers traced up his stomach, over his firm chest, to his shoulder and finally to his neck. By that point, I knew I was almost there and quickly moved my body closer to his. My hand grabbed his jaw and I felt his mouth open, ready to receive the egg. I wished I could just aim my mouth over his and let it drop in, but with blindfolds on, that was too risky. I had to commit to the game. My head leaned forward in the darkness and my lips found his.

My mouth opened wide, my lips brushing against his. My tongue extended, helping transport the egg from my mouth to his. His mouth quickly closed and swallowed my tongue along with the egg. I closed my mouth as I pulled my tongue out of his and our lips brushed again.

We basically just kissed. With tongue!

I lingered over him. Wishing I could see him. Wishing I could see his reaction. Wishing I knew why I suddenly felt a strange stirring from my penis.

Tyler started gagging and pushed me out of the way. I suddenly remembered that we were in the middle of the game and he had to continue passing the egg so I moved out of the way and went back to my spot.

As I laid back down I realized that my dick was creeping up. My hands rushed down to cover it up, both ashamed that I had let it become exposed and confused as to why it was getting hard.

Why the hell am I getting aroused in a nerve wracking situation like this!

Without being to able to see how the game was progressing, I just laid back anxiously, lost in my thoughts.

Eventually, Brian yelled out, “Round one is complete! You may remove your blindfolds.”

I gladly removed my blindfold and sat up. When my eyes readjusted to the light, the first thing I noticed was three naked pledges walking out of the room.

“Watch these three as they take their walk of shame. They failed to complete our simple game and thus have doomed themselves to a life of failure. Do not waste your time pitying them, however. If you fail next, then it will be you following them out,” Brian said.

I looked over at Tyler and said, “Hey, we survived the first test!”

He shook his head at me beleaguered. “We haven’t survived it yet. There is still another round and I need you to switch with me. I can’t be in the middle again,” he said.

I was confused by his comment and his panicked tone, but he clearly seemed concerned so I agreed and moved to switch places with him.

“Alright, time for round two,” Brian bellowed. “Everyone, put your blindfolds back on and get into position.”

I heard Tyler omit a sigh of relief as I returned to the floor and put my blindfold back on. As I waited for the game to start, it finally dawned on me that I would now be receiving the egg for the first time. And then I would need to pass it on. And then receive it again. Now that I was in the middle, I would be involved in every pass!

No wonder Tyler wanted to switch places!

“Begin!” shouted Brian. Panic surged through me as the round began. I flinched as I suddenly felt Tyler’s hand on me. It worked its way up my body until it found my face. His touch was cool and gentle on my naked body and for some reason it relaxed me. So relaxed that I forgot what we were doing until I felt his lips on mine. They were wet and plump. He started wiggling them against mine almost like a kiss, and I couldn’t resist returning it. Pressing my lips into his.

He grunted furiously and I snapped back into the reality of the game, opening my mouth and letting him spit the egg inside. I rushed away from him towards Ben, burning with embarrassment that I had kissed my best friend.

What did I just do! Could he tell that I tried to kissed him? Is that even what I did? I wasn’t thinking… it just happened!

I felt around for Ben and moved my mouth towards his when I could find it. I quickly dropped the egg yoke into his mouth and returned into position. I did so with minimal lip contact which felt like a win and a step in the right direction. After a few seconds I felt Ben’s hand groping around for me and soon he found my mouth to return the egg. I opened wide and let him spit it into my mouth. Somehow the egg felt extra slimy now, probably coated in his saliva.

I rolled to the other side and started searching for Tyler again, my heart beating hard in anticipation for this transfer. I knew I needed to make it simple with minimal lip contact. I found his mouth with my fingers and felt his lips part open. This time I would just drop it into his mouth from a little above, but just as I was about to do so, I felt something tickle my lips.

Is that his tongue?

I opened my mouth and used my tongue to expel the egg yoke. My tongue definitely brushed against his. And then his stayed in place an extra second and ran down mine as it returned to his mouth.

My heart was fluttering as I returned to my prone position on the floor. But before I could even think about what had just happened, Brian shouted out, “That’s it! Everyone swallow your eggs and remove your blindfolds. We have another losing team.”

“What the hell man! Why were you trying to kiss me?” I heard one of the pledges scream from across the room.

“I was just playing the game, idiot! How else am I supposed to pass you the stupid egg!” the other pledge yelled back.

I sat up and looked over at Tyler awkwardly as the team of three walked out of the room, still yelling at each other. Our eyes locked for a second and then we both darted them away, too ashamed at what had just happened to look at each other. I stared down at my fidgeting fingers, waiting for the next instructions.

“Just like that, we’re down to six pledges. But don’t get cocky yet, especially those of you who have nothing to get cocky about. You know who you are,” he said, stopping to laugh at his own joke. “Now we’re going to discover which of you really has what it takes to join our brotherhood. For that, however, we need a little help. Bring in the ladies.”


Chapter 4

Caged

A parade of sexy college girls flooded the room and sent my body into a fit of nervous shaking. I immediately clasped both hands tightly around my dick and balls to cover up every little piece of it from their view. When all the girls were in, I noticed that there were exactly six of them and each one was standing in front of the six remaining pledges, including myself.

The girl in front of me was a petite blonde. She and the five other girls were wearing bright pink leggings and white crop tops with big pink greek letters printed across them. They were also all holding small boxes. I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts long enough to notice much else; she was bouncing up and down excitedly they wouldn’t stop jiggling.

“A big thank you to the sisters of Beta Gamma for helping us tonight,” Brian announced as he gestured towards the women. They all cheered at hearing their sorority house’s name being mentioned. My heart dropped when I finally looked up to see the face of the gorgeous girl standing in front of me.

How am I supposed to perform the next test while I’m naked in front of such a hot girl!

I could feel all the blood flowing to my dick and I desperately tried to think of unsexy things to avoid getting a boner in front of her.

“Let’s face it,” Brian started again. “None of you young pledges are going to have much success with the ladies this year. Especially not with the fine ladies of Beta Gamma. So our next test isn’t so much of a test, but an initiation of sorts. A way to see who is really serious about becoming a Sigma Omega. Ladies? Please proceed.”

I gulped at his long winded build up and as I saw the beautiful girl approach me. She stepped up and kneeled before me, driving my dick even more crazy as her positioning made me think I might be getting a blow job from her. She set her box down and reached in.

“Our fine ladies here will be locking your sad, pathetic dicks up in chastity cages in order to make sure you are good and obedient recruits. Not until you earn your place will you get your cage removed,” Brian explained.

My eyes moved from the girls cleavage to her hands, to look at what she was holding. It was a small black and hollow penis shaped object with a matching ring.

A cage? For my dick? What the hell…

“You need to move your hands,” she said, looking up at me.

My hands were shaking vigorously as I moved them. I closed my eyes and turned my head away, my face grimacing at the thought of her seeing my dick. Nothing happened for a moment and then I heard muffled giggling.

That’s the worst possible reaction… How humiliating.

I felt my dick deflate in disgrace and then rapidly come back to life at the touch of her soft fingers. She put the ring over my balls and dick and pushed it back against my crotch just before it got fully erect.

“I guess I should be flattered that you decided to show me your little guy, but we need him to go back down so I can get your cage on. Don’t worry, I’ll cool him off,” she said as I heard her reach back into her box.

Suddenly I felt a chill run through my dick and a cold pressure surrounding it. I opened my eyes to see her holding an ice pack wrapped around it. My dick was slowly shrinking back down so the cold was obviously working, but it was rapidly becoming uncomfortable.

“I think it’s good,” I told her when I felt it completely limp again. She took the ice pack off and hurried to put the cage around my shriveled penis before it decided to get aroused again, which wouldn’t be long based on the view of her breasts that I had from this angle.

I watched as she stuck a small lock into the cage, turned the key, and removed it. She stood up and stepped back into her original position, dangling the key from her hand with a grin on her face. “Don’t worry. No woman will be missing that,” she whispered at me. This time when she giggled, she didn’t bother to hide it. My cheeks started burning with embarrassment.

I reached down to feel the cage around my dick. It was hard plastic and when I touched it, my dick felt no sensations. It was surreal. I covered it up with my hands to regain some dignity and then looked around the room. Most of the other girls were just finishing locking the cages for their assigned pledges while each of the men looked just as uncomfortable and uneasy about being locked up as me.

When the last girl had returned to her position, Brian started talking again. “Looks like each of you were willing participants,” he said as he walked around with a small decorative wood box. He walked by each girl and they dropped their keys inside the box. When he had them all, he passed the box to another frat member. “Our next test will show us your strength, endurance, and… pain threshold. Brothers, will you please equip our ladies?”

Other frat members walked into view, all carrying long objects. Each one stopped next to one of the girls and handed it to them. As the girl in front of me took the object and held it in front of her, I could finally see what it was. It was a long, thick, wooden paddle with the Sigma Omega greek letters carved into it.

My eyes bulged at the sight and my heart again began to pound in my chest. I glanced over at Tyler and he had a similar reaction, his head slowly shaking in disbelief.

I’ve already come so far and endured so much humiliation. I have to push through and survive. I have to.

“We can do this,” I whispered to Tyler. He glanced at me and nodded in agreement.


Chapter 5

Paddling

I cringed at the sight of the paddle in the girl’s hand. I couldn’t believe I was about to get spanked by some hot girl I had just met.

“Pledges, please approach the wall in front of you. There you will bend over and place your hands on the wall,” Brian instructed us.

I walked forward, towards the wall and past the girl. She turned and grabbed my ass playfully as I walked by her and then followed after me. I bent over and placed my hands on the wall to brace myself. I took deep breaths to calm myself and prepare myself for what was to come.

“If it’s not obvious as to what our next test will be, let me explain,” Brian began. “Our lovely ladies will be paddling you. The first person to quit loses. And since this is a fraternity and we are all about brotherhood, you will remain in your teams from the first test. If anyone of you quits, your whole team will lose. You need to support your brothers. If you can’t, you don’t deserve to be one of ours.”

I looked to my left and gave Tyler a nod, then I looked to my right and gave Ben a nod. We would have to find a way to help each other through this.

“Ladies, please begin,” Brian said.

I closed my eyes, awaiting the first strike. When it finally came I gasped at the hard smack and the stinging feeling it left on my ass. I wanted to reach around and grab my ass, to defend myself, but I knew I couldn’t. My eyes clenched tighter as I tried to keep taking deep breaths to soothe the pain.

Another hard smack to my ass, the paddle covering both cheeks and adding to the pain I was already feeling. I could hear Tyler next to me panting heavily already. I wondering how much I would have to take. How long until one of the other pledges gave up.

“You want more, do you?” I heard the girl say to me right before I felt the sting of the paddle again.

I let out a loud groan this time, unable to keep in my pain. My eyes opened and I glanced over at Tyler, he was clearly struggling. He was always the tough one between us, the confident one, the alpha. But in this moment, I knew that he needed me. I reached my hand over and grabbed his. His eyes opened and he smiled at me as we were both paddled again.

I rubbed his hand with my thumb and I could tell that it helped him. It helped me, too. Focusing my energy on him was helping to distract me from some of the pain I felt. But as I held his hand, I couldn’t help but feel my dick beginning to strain against my chastity cage.

What could be possibly turning me on in this moment?

Another smack. This one even harder. My breath was heavy now and I could feel sweat dripping off my forehead.

“You’re a tough one,” the girl said to me. “Don’t worry, I’ll break you eventually.”

How much longer is this going to last? I’m not sure how much more I can take.

I heard whimpering to my right and panicked. I had forgotten all about Ben. I turned to look, but he looked like he was actually enjoying it. He was biting his lip and wagging his ass for the girl, teasing her to hit him harder. As confusing of a sight as that was, it was good to see. That meant the whimpering was coming from the other team.

Yet another smack from the paddle. My ass was burning with pain now. I squeezed Tyler’s hand tightly and continued rubbing it with my thumb.

After several more hits I heard someone start to scream. “I quit! I quit!” A voice cried out from across the room. I stood up to see one of the guys on the other team running away from the wall grabbing his ass. “Let me go home!”

“That’s it! We’re done!” Brian shouted out.

I threw my head back and let out a huge sigh of relief. I realized I was still holding Tyler’s hand and used it to pull him towards me and take him into a tight embrace. He rested his head on my shoulder as I rubbed his back gently. “It’s okay. We did it, Tyler. We did it,” I whispered into his ear.

“Thank you,” he breathed out. I could feel his warm breath on my neck and it sent shivers through me. There was no denying that my dick was enjoying this interaction as I felt it it growing again. I could feel it pushing against the cage until it clicked against something else. My caged dick was touching Tyler’s.

I thought he would push me away in disgust or that he would be upset that I didn’t do so myself, but he just grabbed me tighter and brought me closer. “It’s okay,” he said. “We need to continue to support each other… in any way possible.” He started to separate from me and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek as he did.

When he stepped away I notice the girl that had paddled me was staring at my dick. I looked down and saw that it was clearly trying to get erect, but being denied by the cage. I felt another surge of embarrassment and quickly covered it with my hands as I blushed.

“If that’s what you like, you’re going to love your next test. I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with it, too,” she said with a devilish grin. “My name is Tina, by the way. Nice to meet you.”

I forced a smile and gave her a nod. “I’m Greg,” I replied. “Hopefully next time we will interact on nicer terms.”

Tina mimicked locking her lips to tell me she couldn’t tell me what the next test would be and then she and the rest of the girls left.

“Congratulations to the three of you,” Brian said as he stood before us. “You have survived night one and may move in. But know this, you are still pledges. There is still much more that you must overcome in order to be accepted as a true brother of Sigma Omega.”

I nodded in response and then he walked away. His frat brothers followed him out, leaving the three of us alone in the dim basement. We all looked at each other confused as to what we were supposed to do, but when we heard the door close up the stairs we all let out a loud cheer.

“We did it!” Ben shouted.

I gave him a high five and then turned to Tyler. He wasn’t cheering, he was just staring at me. I stopped cheering and glared at him quizzically. “What’s wrong?” I asked. “Aren’t you excited?”

He lunged towards me and grabbed the back of my head, pulling it towards his until our lips pressed together. His mouth opened and his tongue tickled my lips until, without thinking, I accepted it into mine. Our tongues danced together as our lips smacked. My arms wrapped around him and pulled his body towards mine until our naked chests were touching. I could feel his heart beating against my body.

We kept kissing as I felt my dick throbbing in its cage. His hands slid down my body until they grabbed my ass. I flinched from the pain and he eased up, but I could tell he couldn’t resist touching them. He gently rubbed them and I liked it.

We were finally snapped out of our trance when we heard Ben loudly clear his throat next to us. It took an effort to break away from one another, but we did and then awkwardly looked at Ben.

“So, uhh, I feel like a third wheel suddenly,” he joked to try to lighten the mood.

“Maybe you can be included once we know you a little better,” Tyler laughed out as a reply. I glared at him angrily, feeling swept up in jealousy.

Is he serious?

“Oh yeah?” Ben asked. “Well then I look forward to getting to know each of you better.”

My eyes darted back and forth between Tyler and Ben.

What had I just done with Tyler? Did he actually like me that way? Did I like him?

My mind was working overdrive trying to figure everything out. I was soon calmed when I felt Tyler’s hand grab mine. But then stressed again when I saw his other hand grab Ben’s. “Come on, brothers. Let’s go find our new bedroom,” he said as he pulled us towards the stairs.

My world was full of questions that I was dying to have answers for. I knew I wouldn’t find them any time soon, however. The only way to learn these answers would be to keep moving forward. By following Tyler up the stairs, through the door, and into my new frat house.


Part 2

Sissy Cheerleaders
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Chapter 1

Life in Sigma Omega

Once Tyler, Ben, and I were moved in to our room in the Sigma Omega fraternity house, I knew my life would never be the same. For one thing, there was a growing tension between my best friend, Tyler, and I after how our first night rushing the frat had ended. After first touching lips several times during a game of Pass the Egg and supporting each other through excruciating paddling by the sorority sisters of Beta Gamma, we had kissed. And not just a peck on the lips, we made out.

I still don’t know what had come over Tyler, or myself for that matter as I hadn’t resisted. In fact, I had joined in. And liked it. I even liked the feeling of my dick pressing against the chastity cage the sorority girl, Tina, had locked me in. As we kissed my heart fluttered with a guilty excitement. Guilty that I was kissing a man, but excited for the possibilities.

After that night, the next time I saw Tyler was when we were moving in. He was distant at first until he pulled me aside to talk. “Hey Greg… about what happened the other night,” he began, clearly nervous to broach the topic. “It was… it was all a mistake. I was just emotional from the paddling and excited that we survived. I don’t know what came over me, but I know I didn’t mean for any of that to happen.”

“Uhh, yeah,” I stammered in response, my heart feeling a bit broken. “I meant to tell you the same thing.”

There was an awkward silence after the brief exchange until we both went back to moving our stuff into our room. I hoped it wouldn’t stay awkward now that we would be living in the same room together, but the way Tyler looked at me didn’t give me hope.

Our room was an average sized bedroom with a twin bed on one side and a bunk bed on the other. Ben arrived first to claim the stand alone bed and Tyler came next to take the top bunk bed, leaving me with the bottom bunk. We each had a small closet and dresser to store our stuff and that was about it. It was simple, but as college students, it was all we really needed.

Furthermore, I knew it would be life changing because of the atmosphere. All of the other frat members walked around like they belonged. Like they had purpose. There was an air of sophistication and class that I had never experienced in my life and I knew that if I could manage to become an official member, my life would be on an amazing trajectory towards success.

The days in the house were fairly tame with members coming to and from classes all day and then working on homework or catching up on sleep. Nights were a bit of a different story, however. They weren’t crazy and ruckus like a cliche frat house, but instead, we had large feasts in which we talked, shared stories, and bonded. After a few days it was quickly becoming like a true brotherhood.

I knew I shouldn’t let my guard down yet, however, despite how much I wanted to embrace my new college family. I had yet to complete my initiation and I knew that on any day and at any minute, the next phase of hazing and testing might begin. This was hard for me to forget as long as I was still wearing the chastity cage that they had locked my dick in during the first night of hazing.

That was the only silver lining I could find from wearing this cage. Otherwise, I found it extremely irritating. Every time I left the house to go to class and walked by the sorority houses to see the young girls in their short skirts and halter tops, I felt the pain of rejection as my dick’s ability to get erect was denied by the cage. And then when I would have a rare moment alone in my room, I would look down at my caged dick and have no ability to relieve the building tension. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to learn by wearing this, but I knew I couldn’t wait to get it off.

✽✽✽

It was now Friday and I was exhausted from finishing another week of classes. After a relaxing yet social night at the house spent meeting more of my hopefully soon-to-be official frat brothers, Tyler, Ben, and I decided to retire to our room to get ready for bed. As I entered the room, I had a bad feeling envelop me. I looked around and didn’t notice anything out of place or conspicuous, but something was still off.

“Hey guys, now that it’s the weekend again, do you think they’re going to test us again?” I asked Tyler and Ben as they got undressed for bed.

“I don’t think so,” Ben answered. “I overheard someone saying that they’re planning something for the big football game tomorrow. I don’t think they will have time to deal with us.”

“Oh, that’s good,” I said, considering his response.

“I don’t think they would be as predictable as doing something just because it’s the weekend. I’ve heard that frats like to surprise their pledges at the least expected moments,” Tyler added in.

“I’ve heard that, too. I just have a bad feeling that it may be soon,” I said.

“If that’s the case, then we better all get some sleep while we can. Who knows what they might spring on us next,” Tyler added.

“Can we all agree that we are in this together? That we have each other’s backs?” Ben said. He had been trying to include himself in my and Tyler’s friendship since we moved in. I could understand his desire, he didn’t want to be a third wheel or have our existing friendship hurt his chances from joining the fraternity.

“Yeah, that sounds good,” Tyler replied.

I looked at both of my friends and smiled. I hoped the next test would be another team related challenge, but I wasn’t so sure it would be as simple as that. “I agree, too. Let’s help each other survive whatever comes next,” I said.

I climbed into bed and pulled the covers over me, quickly falling asleep once the lights were turned off.


Chapter 2

The Next Challenge

The lights burst on and I jumped out of bed at the sound of a loud slam. Before my eyes could adjust to the light, there were arms wrapped tightly around me, pulling me out of bed. My eyes blinked, trying to regain focus as I flailed about, trying to break my restraints as I was drug out of the room and down the hall.

“What are you doing? Where are you taking me?” I shouted once I could see that two men wearing black masks were carrying me, one holding my torso with my arms pinned down and the other carrying my legs.

“Quiet, pledge!” shouted the man holding my legs as they continued through the house.

This has to be part of my next challenge, right? These are just frat members hazing me. Stay calm and be cool. Don’t make a scene.

Now that I had an idea of what was happening, I stopped fighting and let them carry me. I didn’t want to come off as a weakling or sissy in front of the men I hoped to soon be fraternity brothers with. They carried me all the way down into the basement, back to where I had been hazed last weekend. That all but confirmed my theory.

They sat me down on a chair in the middle of the room as they went to stand against the wall in front of me. I decided to just wait to see what happened next. I noticed that there were two empty chairs next to me and soon men carrying Tyler and Ben arrived and sat them down in the empty chairs. We looked back and forth at each other and shared groggy shrugs as none of us knew what was going on.

We waited in the middle of the cold basement, none of us wearing more than a t-shirt and underwear, staring at the six men who had manhandled us and drug us out of bed. I had to assume one of them would eventually key us in on what was going to happen, but as we continued to wait, none of them moved or said a word. Finally, I heard footsteps coming down the basement stairs and I knew I we would soon learn our fate.

Brian, the president of Sigma Omega, was taking his time walking down the stairs. In my short time here, I already knew that he had a flair for the dramatic so he was probably enjoying making us wait and having all the attention on him. He came to stand in front of us. He was wearing khaki pants and a white polo shirt with the greek letters for Sigma Omega emblazoned in crimson red over his heart.

“Guys? Would you please?” he asked the masked men behind him.

Quickly, the men walked behind us and tied rope around our chest, arms, and ankles, binding us to our chairs. I tried to fight it at first, but knew that I just needed to let it happen so I did. When they had finished tying us up, they returned to their positions against the wall.

Brian now focused his attention on us. “Pledges, it’s good to see you again. I trust that everything has been to your liking in the Sigma Omega house thus far?” he said.

The three of us all nodded to agree with his statement.

“Very good. Tonight we will begin your next test to see if you’re worthy of becoming a brother of Sigma Omega,” he replied. “But in order to learn whether or not you have what it takes to become a brother, you must first become a sister. Let the ladies in!”

Before I had a chance to consider his statement, the door of the basement creaked open and footsteps rained down the steps into the room. It was three girls from Beta Gamma. They all came running down the stairs carrying large pink duffle bags. I instantly recognized Tina, the girl who had locked my dick in a chastity cage and paddled my bare ass last weekend. I also recognized the grin on her face. It was the same one she wore when told me that she was going to have fun with my next challenge, this challenge. She came to stand in front of me and the two other girls stood in front of each Ben and Tyler.

“Welcome back, ladies,” Brian said. The girls all wiggled their fingers to wave at him and then at us as I felt a pit forming in my stomach. Whatever reason they were here, it couldn’t be good. “Pledges, as you know, our school faces our longstanding rivals in football tomorrow. In many ways it’s our biggest game of the year. Well, you three are in luck. You will have front row seats to watch the game. You will be so close that you will feel like you’re part of the game.”

The three of us all looked back and forth at one another in surprise and excitement. The news wasn’t enough for the pit in my stomach to leave yet, however. I still had a feeling that we hadn’t heard all of what was to come.

Brian continued, “We have even picked out the perfect outfits for you to wear. Ladies, would you mind showing the pledges what they will be wearing?”

The girls set down their duffle bags, opened them, and started pulling out clothes. I watched Tina as she stood up holding clothes that were a combination of white and blue, our school colors. She held each piece up and when I saw them together, I knew the feeling in my stomach was justified.

“That’s right,” Brian said, with a hint of laughter in his tone. “You will be dressing up as cheerleaders.”


Chapter 3

Becoming a Cheerleader

My shoulders slumped at hearing Brian’s announcement.

Cheerleaders? They are going to make us dress up as cheerleaders?

I knew that rushing a fraternity was going to be humiliating at times, but this seemed over the top.

“The lovely ladies here will be assisting you in your transformation from pathetic pledge to cute cheerleader. They will be shaving your legs, dressing you up, and doing your makeup. All to make you look like a pretty little girl,” Brian explained.

The full explanation was just as bad as I thought it would be. I heard Ben and Tyler groan next to me, but I did my best to hold in my displeasure. I wanted to seem like a team player and not above what the president wanted for me.

Tina was staring at me with a wide smile. “The only one not complaining. I knew you would like this challenge,” she said.

I wanted to correct her, but I knew there was no point. I would never have a chance with her anyways. She wouldn’t respect me after seeing my dick and dressing me up as a cheerleader. I just gave her a curt smile and looked back at Brian who had a shit eating grin of his own.

“Ladies, please get started,” Brian said.

The masked men who had drug the three of us into the basement suddenly left the room. Once they were gone, I turned my attention to Tina and watched as she started unloading her duffle bag on to the floor in front of me. She pulled out the outfit, a makeup case, wig, razors, and shaving cream. When I saw the last two items, I wondered what having shaved legs would feel like. I had never shaved my legs before so it would be interesting to find out. I knew it would grow back eventually so as far as challenges went, it really wasn’t that bad.

By the time her bag was empty, the masked men had returned with basins of water for each chair. Tina grabbed the shaving cream and sprayed some in her hand then smeared it all over my left leg. The touch of the shaving cream was cold, but it was glad that they would at least be shaving my legs the proper way and not just butchering them.

She next picked up the razor and dipped it into the basin of water. It seemed to move in slow motion as her hand left the water and floated towards my leg. I closed my eyes as it neared and squeezed them extra tight as the razor touched my skin. I could feel each hair slicing off as she slid the razor down my leg. My suddenly bare skin felt chilled in the cold basement air.

As Tina continued to shave my leg, occasionally cleaning the razor in the basin of water next to me, I eventually opened my eyes to look. She had already made good progress on my shin and was moving around to my calf. The top of my leg looked smooth and soft. And feminine.

As if noticing that I had opened my eyes, Tina looked up at me and rubbed the hairless section of my legs. The feeling of her hands on my sensitive skin sent shivers through me. “I’m going to turn you into such a pretty girl. You’re going to love how sexy I make you feel. You might not even want to go back to being a boy,” she said.

I wanted to outright laugh at her statement, but part of me wondered if she was right. I had already experienced new feelings and emotions in the last week and I couldn’t help but wonder if this new experience would stir up something else inside me. To my surprise, I found myself open to the idea.

As she continued shaving my legs, I found myself experiencing a lot more than I had expected as she worked her way up my legs. Each time she finished shaving an area she would splash water on it to rub the excess shaving cream off. When her hand rubbed along my inner thighs my dick suddenly pressed hard against its cage, the touch of her soft, feminine hands driving it crazy. And then she reached my crotch.

“I guess it’s good to see that girls turn you on, too,” Tina said as she moved my caged dick to the side to rub shaving cream around it. My dick was straining as hard as it could against the cage, pushing it out from my body. Chills swarmed my body as her hand rubbed my crotch and balls. I fought my urge to let out a moan and closed my eyes to help brace myself.

Once she started running the razor along my balls my body quickly tensed up and the erotic feeling eased and was replaced with fear.

“Don’t move unless you want to get cut,” Tina hissed at me.

I held my breath as she worked and let out a deep exhale after the last stroke from the blade.

“Now it’s time to doll you up,” she said as she put the razor away and grabbed her makeup kit.

She set the kit down and opened it up, exposing various containers and jars of makeup. She first painted my toenails and then my fingernails, using a shade of blue closely resembling the color of the cheerleader uniform that I would have to wear. Next, she started working on my face. She rubbed a cream over my entire face and then worked on my eyes, brushing my lashes and brows. I could feel her dabbing something on my eyelids as well. She finished by applying lipstick.

“Oh my goodness! You look so cute!” Tina exclaimed when she was done. “Now I need to untie you so we can get you dressed. Are you going to be a good girl and behave for me?”

I sighed at her calling me a girl. I wasn’t looking forward to this, but after already being shaved and covered in makeup, clothes would be the last of my concerns. I nodded my agreement and she started untying my legs and then my arms and prompted me to stand up and take off my shirt.

As I stood up, I removed my shirt as she fetched the first garments for me to wear. She first handed me a pink thong and then a matching padded bra. I slipped on the thong and tucked my caged dick down so it fit. Then I slipped my arms through the bra straps and Tina helped me connect it in the back. She pulled out some tissue paper and stuffed the bra so that it gave me more of an appearance of having breasts.

With my women’s underwear now on, it was time for the main outfit. She handed me the skirt first with I pulled up to my waist. It was a short pleated blue and white skirt which ended just below my butt. I felt very exposed wearing it, as if anyone could see my ass if they wanted to. Next, she gave me the top which I pulled over my head and arms. It, too, was a combination of blue and white as well as short. So short that it exposed my mid drift. Despite wearing my complete outfit, I felt surprisingly naked. But I also felt a little sexier. And sluttier.

“Last piece,” Tina said as she picked up the brunette wig. She held it up and then placed it down over my head before adjusting it to fit correctly. When it was set, she stepped back to take in my final look. “There you go. You’re now a cute cheerleader. You’re welcome.”


Chapter 4

The Big Game

I looked over at Tyler and saw him pulling down the top of his cheerleader outfit. Seeing his shaved legs, natural long blonde hair, and his face covered in makeup for the first time was stunning. He looked so… beautiful. My dick started stirring in its chastity cage so I quickly looked away and felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“I’ll see you later, sissy. Have fun with the game,” Tina said as she picked up her bag and walked away. She left behind two white and blue pompoms that matched my outfit. I was definitely going to play cheerleader today, not just be dressed as one.

As the other girls finished their work on Tyler and Ben, they too packed up and left. Soon it was just the three of us left in the room with Brian and the masked men.

“Looking good, ladies,” Brian said as he suppressed laughter. “It’s time to get going to our Sigma Omega tailgate party. Get whatever you need and meet us outside.”

Brian and the other men all left, once again leaving the three of us alone in the cold basement. This time however, we were far from naked.

“Well, this is going to be an interesting day,” I heard Ben say. I looked over at him and took a look at him in his outfit for the first time. He definitely looked good, but not as cute as Tyler. Just like me, he also had a brunette wig on as he had short hair. Tyler, who already had long blonde hair, just had his natural hair showing.

“I have to imagine the worst has already happened, right?” Tyler asked us.

I thought about his question for a moment and while I hoped he was right, I still had a bad feeling in my gut telling me otherwise. “We were dressed like cheerleaders and seen by a handful of people. We’re about to go out in public to a football stadium with tens of thousands of people. So I guess it depends if having a hot girl shave your legs is worse than being seen in drag in front of the whole school,” I replied.

Tyler shrugged. “I mean, it’s not so bad. It actually kind of feels nice; the shaved legs, the skirt. It feels so cool and I… I feel pretty sexy,” he said.

“You look pretty… uhh, cute,” I stammered. I wanted to agree with him and say he looked sexy, but I didn’t want to scare him after what happened last weekend. Cute seemed like a safe option.

“Thanks,” he replied bashfully. He turned to walk back upstairs to hide his face and Ben and I followed.

We arrived back in the main room to a chorus of laughter. I tried to let my wig hair fall over my face to hide my shame and embarrassment, and hopefully my face, but I knew it was pointless as everyone knew who us pledges were. The frat members quickly ushered us outside where, to our surprise, there was a large inflatable screen with the pregame show being projected on it.

“Welcome, ladies,” Brian said when the other members had escorted us to him near the screen.

“I-I thought we were going to the game,” I said, trying to figure out what was happening.

Brian laughed out loud and was joined by several of the members around him. “As if we would let you three represent us looking like that!” he finally exclaimed when he managed to stop laughing. “No, no. We will all be watching the game here and you will be our cheerleaders. Anytime our team has a good play, you will cheer. Just like real cheerleaders.”

In front of the entire frat? Ugh, we will never live this down.

“A-alright,” I squeaked out.

“Go get situated on the other side. The game will be starting soon,” he said as he turned away, giving his attention to another member who was asking him a question.

The three of us slinked away to the other side of the screen. We stood in a tight circle, trying to block everyone’s ability to see us.

“What the hell are we going to do, guys?” Ben asked us nervously.

“We don’t have much of a choice. We have to act like cheerleaders. When the crowd cheers, we cheer, shake our pompoms, and kick our legs. Whatever feels natural I guess,” I said in response. They both sighed, but I could feel my dick getting excited at the idea of showing off in front of all the guys.

Eventually, the game started and so did we. Every time our school’s team made a big play on offense or defense we would scream, shake the pompoms, and do high kicks, just like the real cheerleaders at the game were doing. At first it was extremely nerve wracking and I could feel my heart pounding as it seemed like everyone was watching us rather than the game. But as the game went on, we became a second thought to the crowd as the game grew more interesting and stole the attention. It was unfortunate however because by that point I was feeling more comfortable and getting more into it.

When the game finally ended and everyone started to leave, Brian approached us. “Well done, girls,” he started with a snigger. “You survived yet another test and you did it very well. I’m so impressed that I’m going to give you all an option. You can choose to continue going through our normal rushing process and have small surprise tests every so often. Or you can choose to have one big final test. Right now.”

Is this option a test in itself? It kind of feels like it is. Either way, I think I want to get this process over with as soon as possible.

I looked at Tyler and Ben and they both nodded at me as if reading my mind. Turning back to Brian I said, “We’ll do the big test tonight.”

His smile turned into a smirk and there was a hint of diabolicalness in his eyes. “Very well,” he said. “Please head back into the basement.”


Chapter 5

The Final Challenge

The three of us stood in the middle of the basement, still dressed in our cheerleader outfits. My body was shaking as I waited to find out what our final challenge would be. Brian entered the basement joined by Tina and the other two sorority girls who had dressed us up. Each girl had a small pink backpack strapped to their backs.

“As I told you at the beginning, some of the things you will have to do in order to become a member of Sigma Omega may push you beyond your comfort zone. The tests that you have already overcome have likely already done so and this next test will be no exception. It may seem cruel, unusual, and even excessive. But it is necessary to find out how far you be willing to go to become one of us. How dedicated you will be to us. How much you will be willing to take,” Brian said ominously as he paced the room between us and the girls from Beta Gamma.

The bad feeling was back in my stomach, making its presence known to me more than ever as I worried about what was to come. I thought about what the final test was last weekend, when Brian had Tina and the girls paddle us until someone quit. My ass had hurt for days after that experience. I really hoped the next activity would be more forgiving to my body, especially my ass. But I didn’t have a lot of hope.

Brian continued, “Pledges, please assume your position on the wall, just as you did last weekend.”

The pain in my stomach grew tenfold as the one thing I didn’t want to happen appeared to be happening again. My ass clenched tightly and defensively as I walked past Tina and to the wall. As I did, she whispered, “Don’t worry. I think you will love this.”

Her words made me even more nervous; I felt like a wreck. Ever since she saw my dick straining against my cage when I hugged Tyler last weekend, she kept saying things like that. As if she thought she knew me and knew what I liked from just that one moment. I tried to block her out as I bent forward and put my arms against the wall. I looked over at Tyler and he had a weary look on his face. He was clearly not looking forward to whatever he was expecting to come.

“Ladies, please get ready,” Brian said behind us.

I peered over my shoulder and watched as Tina removed her backpack and set it on the ground. She slowly unzipped the bag and reached in. I had to resist closing my eyes as part of me was afraid to see what she would pull out. She stood up as she pulled out some straps from the bag. Her hands adjusted the straps and then lowered them down so she could step into them. She then pulled them up and tightened them around her hips.

What the hell is that for?

Tina squatted down and reached back into her bag. When she stood up I let out a loud gasp. In her hand was a dildo shaped like a penis. I watched as she hooked the dildo to the straps around her hips and then let go so it dangled down from her crotch, looking as if she had a dick.

She’s not going to use that on me… is she?

Tyler started to whimper next to me. I looked at him and saw that his eyes were closed and he appeared to be fighting back tears. I couldn’t blame him. If Brian wanted the girls to do what it seemed like, then this seemed extreme and I wasn’t sure I could go through with it myself.

Brian chuckled and then said, “As I said, this might seem excessive. But you all opted for the big test tonight and this is what you get. If you don’t like it or want to do it, then you can leave right now. But if you stay, you will be getting fucked by one of our lovely sorority sisters.”

Tyler was trembling now. He opened his eyes and looked at me. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. He stood up and turned around, hanging his head down. “I can’t do this, I’m out,” he said.

Brian pointed towards the exit. “You may leave,” he said sternly.

“Me, too,” Ben said as he walked away from the wall. “This is too much.” He followed Tyler up the stairs and out of the basement.

Brian stared at me. “What about you, pledge? Do you have what it takes?”

I leaned my head against the wall, feeling the cold brick against my forehead.

Do I have what it takes to let this girl fuck me with a dildo? This is all I have to do to join the most exclusive fraternity in the state. This could change my life forever.

I continued to debate it in my head until Brian got fed up with waiting. “Well?” he asked impatiently.

I gritted my teeth and then finally opened it. “Yes! Do it!” I exclaimed.

“Tina, please give him what he wants,” Brian said.

“With pleasure,” Tina replied as she reached back into her bag. She stood back up holding a small bottle in her hand. She walked towards me as she squeezed the bottle and liquid dropped down onto her dildo. When she was right behind me, she used one hand to slather the liquid around the dildo as the other one flipped my skirt onto my back. With both hands she forcefully pulled down my panties to expose my asshole.

I could feel it clenching tightly, deathly afraid of what was about to happen to it. I closed my eyes and started to take deep breaths in and out to calm myself.

I can do this. It’s not real, it’s just a dildo.

My body flinched as I felt her wet finger touch my asshole. She gently ran it around the hole, spreading the liquid lubricant around.

“If you relax, it will make this much easier,” Tina said behind me. “Take a nice, big, deep breath in.”

I did as she said, inhaling deeply, and as I exhaled her finger suddenly penetrated me. My body lurched forward and groaned as her finger pushed in deeper. My eyes closed even tighter as my face grimaced at the feeling of having something inside of me for the first time.

“Relax,” she whispered as she pulled her finger back.

I tried my best to relax, but as she again pushed her finger in I felt my body tighten. That didn’t phase her. She continued to push and pull her finger in and out of my asshole. The more she did, the more I found myself able to get used to it and settle my nerves. Soon, her finger was able to slide with ease and I was even beginning to enjoy it.

“Enough with this. Stop going soft on him!” Brian exclaimed at Tina as he watched.

I peered over my shoulder and saw Tina shrug at him. “Sorry, I was having fun using my finger,” she said. She removed her finger and grabbed the shaft of the dildo, raising it up towards my loosened asshole and brushing it with the tip. As the tip began to push its way in, I again closed my eyes to brace for its entrance.

I let out a loud moan as it popped inside of me and drove in harder and deeper than her finger, further stretching me as it went. My fingers splayed against the wall and reached for something to grab on to. Something to brace myself on. There was nothing there, though. I felt the dildo pulling back and felt myself relax. And then it thrusted deep inside of me again.

“Oooh!” I yelled out.

“I think he likes it,” Tina giggled. Her laughter was joined by the other two girls in the room who were watching attentively. Normally, I would have been embarrassed by three hot girls laughing at me, but I couldn’t focus on such petty things while I was being fucked. The only thing I could focus on was my desire for more and the feeling of my dick pressing against its cage.

“Keep going,” ordered Brian. Tina obeyed as she continued to fuck me. In and out went the dildo. My breathing followed the pattern of her thrusts, exhaling deeply as she pushed it in and inhaling when she pulled it back. The more she fucked me, the more my exhale turned into loud moans as I felt the dildo enter me.

My hands slid down on the wall, moving down as I lowered my body until it was inline with Tina’s crotch. Her cold fingers wrapped around my hips as she started fucking me doggy style. She pulled my hips back as she thrust harder, driving the dildo even deeper inside of me and causing me to groan louder. Over and over, she pounded my ass as the girls continued to giggle and laugh at my lustful moans.

My dick was pulsing now, trying hard to get erect and feeling like it might actually cum. I tried to grab it, but all I could touch was the plastic cage surrounding it. I let out a whimper as I clawed at the cage, wishing I could touch my dick and make it cum. I still might be able to if she kept fucking me.

But then Brian spoke. “I think that’s enough,” he said.

No! Why stop now! I was so close…

Tina slowly pulled the dildo out of me and I sighed as I felt it exit me, leaving me feeling empty. I felt like I wanted to collapse in exhaustion. My lungs were working hard to catch their breath as sweat dripped off my head. I forced myself to turn around and pressed my back against the cold brick wall as I stared at Tina and then Brian. They each had big grins on their face.

With the exception of the sounds of my heavy breathing, the room stayed quiet for what felt like an eternity until Brian started clapping. “Well done, pledge. Or should I say brother? You’ve officially passed our final challenge,” he said. I felt a growing pride inside me as my lips began to curl into a smile. And then Brian said, “Congratulations. You’re the new house sissy.”


Part 3

Frat's Sissy Maid
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Chapter 1

A New Beginning

I stood alone in the cold, dark basement of the Sigma Omega fraternity house. The basement in which so much had changed for me in such a short time. The basement where I had a chastity cage locked around my dick, where I had passionately kissed my best friend, Tyler, where I had my bare ass paddled, where I had been dressed as a cheerleader, and where I had just been fucked by a hot sorority girl wearing a strap-on.

When I had decided to rush the fraternity, I knew it wouldn’t be easy. I knew they would make me do things that were questionable or that I wouldn’t want to do. But I never thought anything like this would happen. I certainly never expected to get fucked by a hot girl, or by anyone for that matter. And I certainly never expected to like it.

So I stood alone in this basement to gather my thoughts about what had happened. I knew reminiscing wouldn’t change anything. It wouldn’t change the fact that I was still dressed like a cheerleader, wearing a small pink thong and bra to go with my short pleated skirt and top. It wouldn’t make the hair grow back on my legs or unlock my chastity cage. It wouldn’t take away the fact that Tyler and I had made out or that he had awkwardly dismissed his feelings the next time I saw him. It wouldn’t change anything that had happened, but it would help me understand it - or so I hoped.

The thing that I most wanted to understand was the meaning of what Brian, the president of Sigma Omega, had said before he left. He told me, “You’re the new house sissy.”

I certainly felt like a sissy after everything I had done and because of what I was wearing, but the way he phrased it made it sound like the title was based on what was to come, not what had already happened. And that scared me. It scared me because, other than being paddled, I had liked everything they had done to me. It scared me because I was worried how much more they might do and how much more I would like.

Eventually, I decided to leave the basement and head back to my room. I wasn’t sure where they had put my old clothes, so I decided I would just go up wearing my cheerleader outfit, wig and all. Everyone in the frat had already seen me dressed like this so it wouldn’t be a surprise to them.

As I walked up the stairs, I wondered what had happened to Tyler and Ben, the other guy who was rushing the frat with us. They had both quit once they saw the sorority girls wearing strap-ons and learned what they were for. I didn’t blame them for quitting, I wanted to as well, but in the end my desire to become a member of Sigma Omega overruled my fear. And as I opened the basement door and stepped out, back into the Sigma Omega house, I was one. My goal had been accomplished.

I stepped out of the stairwell to a chorus of cat calls and cheers. My cheeks burned with embarrassment from all the attention. I waved at everyone as I hurried out of the room and upstairs to my bedroom. I would go back to celebrate once I wasn’t looking like a woman anymore.

Back in my bedroom, I was surprised to see Tyler and Ben sitting on their beds, talking and laughing. They were both back in their normal clothes with their wigs and makeup removed.

“I thought you guys would be gone by now,” I said as I entered the room. They both turned to look at me with an astonished look on their faces.

“Did you… did you actually go through with it?” Tyler asked me, his voice full of concern.

My head turned away as my hand scratched the back of it. “I, uhh… yeah, I did,” I replied bashfully. “And then they let me into the fraternity!”

Tyler and Ben exchanged glances and then looked back at me with pitying eyes. “They let us in, too,” Tyler said in a solemn voice.

My mouth dropped open in shock.

But they quit! Why were they allowed in if they quit! Does that mean I just let Tina fuck me for nothing?

I stared at them dumbfounded for what felt like an eternity until Ben finally broke the silence. “They said us saying no showed our ability to determine right from wrong and to be able to stand up for ourselves. They said we showed promising leadership qualities,” he said with a shrug.

My eyes went to the floor. I was suddenly feeling ashamed and used. If they wanted us to say no to getting fucked, then why would they still do it to me and why would they still welcome me into the fraternity after I let them do it? None of it was making any sense.

“Oh, I see,” I finally squeaked out.

“Are you alright?” Tyler asked me, sensing my distress.

I looked at him and forced a smile. “I-I think I’m just tired. I’ll feel better once I’m undressed and cleaned up,” I said.

They both laughed and Tyler added, “Yeah, we both felt better getting out of those outfits. Now if only we could get our leg hair to grow back sooner.”

I reached down and brushed my hairless legs just below my skirt. They were soft and smooth. I had already grown used to the feeling of them. And I had already started to like the feeling.

“Yeah, hah,” I replied as I faked a laugh. I walked to my dresser and started picking out a change of clothes. “Let me get cleaned and then we’ll have to celebrate our getting into the frat.”

“Sounds good,” Tyler said as I made for the bathroom. “Oh, and doesn’t it feel great to finally be out of that chastity cage?”

I turned back towards him in shock once again.

They got their chastity cages removed?! Why wasn’t mine removed?

“Oh, yeah. Definitely,” I lied to him as I left the room.

My concern was growing rapidly as I learned more from the guys. I didn’t understand why they had let all of us in despite our different reactions to the final challenge. And I didn’t understand why they had unlocked their cages and not mine. Things weren’t adding up and they were leaving me with a bad feeling.

I knew I should be happy that I was accepted into my dream fraternity, but I couldn’t help but feel nervous for what was to come.


Chapter 2

Understanding

When I was finished cleaning up and transforming myself back into a man, I quickly realized that I was starving. I hadn’t ate anything all day. I rushed downstairs to the kitchen to look for something to snack on before dinner was served. Despite having lived in the house for a week, this was my first time in the kitchen as I normally just ate what was served at meal time. It was large and fully stocked with everything you could ever need, including a maid who I saw hard at work preparing dinner in the back of the room. She was wearing a short black dress with a white apron and had long, curly blonde hair.

I had never considered who actually made our meals. I guess it makes sense that it would be the maid, though. I still can’t believe we have a maid!

I noticed her glance up and flash me a grin before hiding her face back down in her work, her bangs covering up her face. Part of me wanted to go say hi and thank her for her work, but she looked busy so I figured it would be best to leave her be. I walked to the pantry and opened the wide doors to look for a snack. The shelves were filled with all sorts of foods and treats. I grabbed a protein bar and a banana and then closed the doors.

As I backed up from the pantry I bumped into the maid who was standing right behind me. “Oh, I’m sorry,” I said in surprise as I turned around to face her.

She looked up at me, no longer hiding her face which had a wicked smile on it. There was something odd about her face. She was much younger than I expected, probably barely older than me, and she wasn’t unattractive yet at the same time, she was a very handsome girl. And then she spoke.

“I hear congratulations are in order, sissy,” she said. Her voice caught me off guard. It was much deeper than I expected. And there was that word again, “sissy”. Why was she calling me a sissy?

“Uhh, thanks?” I replied in my confusion.

“There’s a lot of work to be done every day and I can’t afford to waste too much time on your training. I need you to come tomorrow with a good attitude and actually help me get things done,” the maid continued.

Now I was beyond confused. “Training? What the hell are you talking about?” I asked indignantly.

Her eyes widened as if she was suddenly surprised. “Brian hasn’t told you yet?”

My eyebrows furrowed in annoyance from this conversation. “Hasn’t told me what?”

“Oh my, she doesn’t know yet,” the maid mumbled to herself. She started laughing, a deep boisterous laugh. And that’s when I realized that she wasn’t actually a girl, but a man dressed as a maid.

I stumbled backwards into the pantry doors in shock.

Is this what they are going to do to me? First a cheerleader and next a maid? No, this can’t be right. I’ve been accepted as one of their brothers.

I shook my head vigorously as I denied the maid’s implications. Step by step I started slipping away while the maid creepily grinned at me, looking far too pleased. I turned and hurried out of the kitchen and back up to the bedroom where Tyler and Ben were doing some homework.

I crawled into bed and scarfed down my snack. I tried to take my mind off what the maid had said, but I found it difficult. What she said didn’t sound all that farfetched after what they had made me do already. But I had already completed my rush and they had accepted me. Why would they continue making me dress up as a girl?

Eventually it was dinner time and I joined the guys in heading downstairs to the dining room. We found a table with three empty seats and sat down. As more of our brothers came in and noise began to fill the room, everything finally started feeling normal again. Everyone was eating, talking, and having a good time and I finally felt like I could smile and celebrate my victory today.

Soon, however, Brian stood up at the front of the room and clinked his fork against his glass to get everyone’s attention. “Gentlemen! Today calls for a celebration! Today, we have three new brothers,” he shouted out excitedly.

“Huzzah!” all the members replied in unison.

“Tyler and Ben, would you please stand up?” he said next. They both stood up as I felt my stomach twist into a knot.

Why not me? Why is he singling me out? He’s not going to tell them all that I was fucked by a girl, is he?

Brian continued, “These two new brothers show extraordinary promise. They listened to their morals and stood up for themselves when the time was right. Brothers, please welcome Tyler and Ben!”

“Huzzah!” the room shouted again. Tyler and Ben both waved around the room and then sat down.

Once again, Brian continued as my nerves started working on overdrive. “Last, we have Greg. Greg, would you please stand up?” I stood up nervously and looked around the crowded room. I could see the maid poking her head out from the kitchen, watching me with her same grin. “Greg surpassed all of our expectations. He passed all of our tests. And I mean all of them.” He paused as the room filled with laughter and cheers. “Brothers, please welcome Greg.”

“Huzzah!” everyone shouted. Hearing their shouts relaxed me and I felt a smile growing on my face. I waved around at all my fraternity brothers who were looking at me as they clapped.

And then Brian said one last thing, “Greg will be our new house sissy. And our new maid.”

The room again filled with cheers and applause as my stomach again twisted. I felt my eyes bulge in shock at his words and I looked down at Tyler who also had a look of concern. I quickly sat down and hid my face, mortified at what I had just heard. And hoping that this day was all just one bad dream.


Chapter 3

The New Maid

I slunk back into my chair, trying to hide myself although I could still feel everyone’s eyes on me. Eventually, things settled and everyone went back to their food and conversations, but I was left stunned and confused. I wanted to leave, to sneak back into my bed, but I knew if I left early I would be noticed so I waited.

I often looked to Tyler for some kind of support like I had offered him while we rushed the frat, but he was lost in his conversations with everyone else at the table. Despite having my best friend sitting next to me, I felt alone.

When he and the rest of the table decided to turn in for the night, I eagerly got up with them and snuck away in the crowd of people. Outside of the dining room, I broke free and rushed upstairs, back to our bedroom. When I entered the room, Brian was waiting for me. I froze at the sight of him sitting on my bed.

“Lock the door and come sit down next to me,” he instructed as he patted the bed. I turned around and shut the door, locking it behind me just as Tyler and Ben were approaching. I then hesitantly I sat next to him. We had never talked individually before so I wasn’t sure what to expect from him, but none of our previous interactions had gone well for me so I was preparing myself for something bad.

“Greg, I’m sorry I didn’t have a chance to talk to you before the announcement. I’m sure you’re feeling very confused and hurt right now and I truly am sorry for that,” he said.

His words quickly took my guard down. I felt some of the nervous energy release from me. “Yeah, I’m not sure what’s really going on right now,” I said. I hesitated before continuing. “I’m not sure why Tyler and Ben seem to be in a different group than me or why people keep calling me a sissy and saying that I’m going to be a maid.”

Brian looked at me with pitying eyes. “Every year we hold two searches; one for new recruits and one for a new house sissy. Very few pledges ever allow us to fuck them. You are one of a special breed, a true sissy born to serve others,” he said.

I looked at him bewildered. “You don’t even know me. How can you possibly say I’m a sissy born to serve!” I shouted. I heard the doorknob start to rattle as my roommates tried to get in and felt a surge of panic. I hoped they hadn’t heard any of the conversation.

“My father was a member of this same fraternity decades ago. I’ve been around this house on and off for most of my life from going to various events with him. The house sissy is a tried and true tradition of Sigma Omega, and after seeing them over the years I have learned what a sissy looks like. I know that look in their eyes. That eagerness to please and be submissive. You have that look. I know it.”

I shook my head. I couldn’t believe what he was saying. It all sounded crazy. “Why would I even agree to be your maid? Actually, why would any student ever agree to do it?” I asked, trying to keep my voice down.

Brian laughed. “Right? It does sound a bit outlandish. Yet every year we have a new sissy amongst us,” he replied. “In many ways, I believe it is an honor. There is only one of you versus all of the other generic members of the fraternity. You will not only stand out from the rest, but you will be learning valuable life lessons and skills. Being a maid isn’t as simple or basic as it may sound, you know?”

“It’s not like I can put being my frat’s sissy maid on my resume in the future!”

“Hah, that’s true, but your brothers will all know the sacrifice you made for them and we won’t forget. And that will be worth its weight in gold.”

That was the first thing he had said that intrigued me. I had wanted to join this frat for the connections and for the chance to build a successful future for myself. If being a maid would help that, then maybe it would be worthwhile.

“Huh,” was all I could let out while I considered everything he said.

“Each maid serves for their first year and then becomes a normal member after they train the next year’s sissy,” Brian continued. That explained why the maid had said she would be training me tomorrow. She must be eager to be done with her term. “You will be required to dress accordingly in a maid’s outfit and look feminine. That includes keeping your legs shaved, wearing a wig, and doing your makeup. We want all of our guests to believe you’re an actual woman. After all, part of the prestige of our house is having a live in maid.”

“Can I think about it?” I asked, still unsure of what to do. Perhaps I could at least take the time to fully consider the option and maybe even talk to Tyler about it.

“Sadly, no,” Brian responded firmly. “This is your role. You either accept it or you lose your spot in our brotherhood.”

I recoiled at his statement, feeling like I had been punched in the gut. I didn’t have a choice. If I didn’t agree to be the house sissy I would lose out on my dream of being a member of Sigma Omega. I rubbed my temples as I debated what to do. The doorknob rattled again which made me think about Tyler. If I didn’t stay in this frat then I would likely lose him as a friend. He would be part of this amazing brotherhood and I would be an outsider. Without him, I wouldn’t know anyone on campus. I would be all alone.

I looked up at Brian, meeting his eyes for the first time. “Alright, I’ll be your maid,” I said.

He chuckled and said, “As if that was ever up for debate. I knew you would. Be in the kitchen first thing in the morning for your training.” With that, he stood up, opened the door, and walked out.


Chapter 4

Training Day

When I woke up the next morning I felt unsure. Unsure about what my life would become once I started my maid training and unsure about how it might effect my standing in the house and with my friends. But I didn’t have a choice so I would have to hope for the best.

As I kicked my legs out of my bed, I noticed a box on the ground. I picked it up and looked inside to see black clothes with frilly white lace.

This must be my new uniform.

I snuck out of the bedroom, making sure to not wake Tyler or Ben, and made for the bathroom down the hall. There I set the box on the countertop and started taking everything out. The box included the maid’s dress along with a lacy black thong and matching bra, brunette wig, and black Mary Jane high heels. I made sure the bathroom door was locked and then got undressed and put on my new outfit.

I already felt used to the bra and panties after wearing a similar pair for most of yesterday when I was dressed as a cheerleader. The wig was the same one I had worn then so that, too, felt normal. The dress was slightly different in that it was all one piece, although it was sleeveless and short just like the cheerleader uniform was. It was all black with white lace running down the middle and along the bottom of the skirt. It had a small white apron attached as well. The apron didn’t seem very practical, but it was cute. Finally, I strapped on the high heels and then awkwardly made my way downstairs to the kitchen, holding on to the rails to balance myself as I learned to walk in them.

In the kitchen, the existing maid was already working. She looked up at me with an annoyed expression and then looked at a clock on the wall. “You’re late. And you don’t even have any makeup on. Great…,” the maid said in an angry huff.

“I, uhh, don’t have any makeup,” I shrugged. “And even if I did, I don’t know how to apply it.”

“Well you’re going to have to learn how and quickly. I’m going to teach you your daily responsibilities this week and then my term as house maid is done and you’re on your own,” she said sternly.

“Oh, okay.” I wasn’t sure how I would learn to apply makeup, but I guess I would have to figure it out somehow. Maybe Tina would teach me.

“Now stop wasting time and come help me,” the maid snapped at me. I hurried over as fast as I could in my heels. She was working on platters of baked French toast for breakfast. When I saw the platters it dawned on me that I would be cooking meals for the entire fraternity.

“How do you have time for classes and all the housework?” I asked as I started helping.

The maid shrugged. “That’s part of the challenge of being the house maid, but you make it work. You have to.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “How do the other members treat you? Are they grateful for all of your work?”

This time the maid sighed. “To be honest? They definitely take me for granted. It’s almost like they think they have some magical ghost that just sets out trays of food for them and cleans up after them. Some of them like to flirt with me though. And tease me. Sometimes they sneak up and grab my ass. I never really know if they’re being serious or not. I wish they would just be more forward about it because I kind of like the attention.”

That sounds like a lonely existence. At least I’ll have Tyler nearby to hang out with when I’m done working.

We continued working on breakfast, setting the tables and then setting the breakfast platters. They were set out buffet style so the members could serve themselves. We took the chance to eat and talk in the kitchen while everyone else was having fun in the dining room.

I learned a lot more about the maid, including her name - or rather his name, which was Mark, but everyone called him Mary the Maid. I felt bad for him, he had very little time to himself and he had no one to talk to. I also learned that he was torn about ending his term as maid. While he was looking forward to having free time again, he had come to like dressing up as a woman every day and thought it would be weird to finally have his chastity cage removed.

Hearing the last part was greatly concerning. He had been locked in chastity for the entire year that he was the house’s sissy maid. He downplayed it and said that he got used to it after a few weeks, but after being locked up for just eight days so far, I couldn’t believe him.

After breakfast, we cleaned up the dining room and kitchen and got started on the rest of the house. He explained that the weekends were when most of the cleaning would get done. During the week, everyone was mostly out of the house at classes or playing sports so there wasn’t a lot to be done other than cooking and general tidying. But on the weekends you had more time to do more thorough cleaning and get everything ready for the week to come. I was amazed that they left all of this work to one person, but when I mentioned that to him, he shrugged and said it was tradition and fraternities were big on keeping traditions.

By the end of the day I was exhausted and that was with splitting the work between Mark and I. I couldn’t fathom having to do it all myself, but I didn’t have the energy left to think about it. When I was finally free of my chores, I returned to my bedroom and crawled into bed, still wearing my maid’s uniform, and quickly fell asleep.


Chapter 5

Being a Good Girl

I woke up to the feeling of my bed and blanket shifting. Something large and warm suddenly pressed against my back and an arm wrapped around me.

Who the hell is this and what do they think they’re doing?!

My body tensed. I tried to look over my shoulder to see who was suddenly spooning me, but before I could see, they spoke. “It’s okay. It’s just me,” the voice whispered. It was Tyler.

My body relaxed at his voice, but I still couldn’t understand what he was doing in my bed. “What are you doing?” I asked him to find out.

His body nuzzled up closer to me. It pressed against mine. “I-I don’t know,” he said as his head rested on my shoulder. “I saw you working in your little outfit and heels and I… I just felt like I wanted to see you when you were done.”

I rolled over to face him. He kept his hand on my waist. Our eyes locked and I noticed something different about them, something not so innocent. “Well, now you see me. I’m even in my outfit still. Now what?” I said.

I could feel his breath growing heavier, his chest protruding with each inhale. He stared at me intensely, his eyes occasionally flickering down to my lips. “I guess I didn’t really have a plan. So, uhh, how did your first day being the maid go?”

So he climbed into my bed and woke me up just for small talk? Seems weird.

“Oh, well… It was a lot of work. I’m not sure how I’m going to manage it all by myself.”

“Do you regret agreeing to do it?” he asked as I started to feel his hand rub my back, up and down. I could feel my dick stirring in its cage from his gentle touch.

I broke eye contact with him, unsure if I could tell him the full truth as to why I agreed. “I didn’t really have a choice. It was be the maid or not get into the fraternity,” I said, telling the half truth.

His hand started moving in longer strides. “I’m so sorry, Greg. I didn’t realize that… Part of me wishes that you had rejected that final challenge so that you were just a normal member like me. But selfishly, the other part of me is glad that you did it.”

I scoffed at him. “You’re glad that I let a girl fuck me with a dildo and that they’re making me be a maid?” I asked indignantly.

He replied with an awkward laugh. “Kind of…,” he said softly as his had started moving down and over my side. “It made me think that you may be more receptive to certain things.” His hand was moving down my stomach.

As it moved towards my crotch, my body shivered with pleasure. And then his hand touched my cage. “Oh, you still have your cage on?” he asked in surprise.

I felt suddenly bashful and nervous as his hand explored my chastity cage. My dick was pressing hard against it. I took a large gulp. “Yeah… It’s a requirement of being the house sissy.”

His hand released my caged dick and moved up again. “So they really want you to be feminine? Like a real woman?” he asked.

I shrugged. “That’s what Brian said. He said that me looking feminine is important for my position. They want guests to think we have a real female maid working for us.”

Tyler gently nodded as he grabbed my hand and pulled it down. I didn’t resist. “Then maybe… maybe you should get some practice being a woman,” he said. He placed my hand on his hard cock and I gasped as a warmth swept through my body.

“Oh,” I squeaked out as my eyes looked down to see my hand stroking his cock. I could feel him squirm with pleasure, his cock throbbing in my hand. My eyes moved back up and looked into his. I couldn’t believe what was happening. He was so adamant that our kissing last weekend was a mistake. Why the sudden change? And why was I going along with this and touching his dick?

I saw his eyes flick towards my lip again. I knew what he wanted and I wanted it, too. My face moved closer to his. He started moving forward, too, and soon our lips locked together and I felt comforted by his luscious lips. He let out a moan and grabbed the back of my head, holding me tight as I continued to stroke his cock. My own cock was pushing wildly against my chastity cage, dying to be involved, but it couldn’t be. This was only happening because I was meant to be a woman.

Our kisses began to get sloppy as my mouth salivated, hungry for more of him. His dick was getting wet with pre-cum as I rubbed it faster, matching my growing passion. I felt Tyler’s hand moving from the back of my head to the top. He broke his lips away as he pushed my head down. I opened my eyes and saw a gentle smile on his face and a naughty look in his eyes and I instantly knew what he wanted me to do.

As I crawled down the bed I felt my heart beating harder. There was no doubt that I was nervous about what I was about to do. Nervous and scared. But also excited. His cock was standing tall and hard. Seeing it filled me with longing and desire.

I grabbed it and held it just in front of my mouth as I looked back up at Tyler, he had propped himself up on his elbows and was watching me. “Be a good girl and suck it,” he said.

I couldn’t resist anymore. I opened my mouth and let his cock slide into my mouth. My lips traced over the head to the shaft, continuing down as his cock filled my mouth. Tyler moaned and squirmed from the touch of my wet mouth and my tongue as I licked it while pulling my head back. I took it out of my mouth and wrapped my hand around it, stroking it again as I looked up at Tyler again.

“Don’t stop,” he moaned.

I didn’t. My head moved back down, again taking his cock in my mouth. Again taking as much as I could. This time when I pulled up, I immediately went back down, continuing to suck. With each suck, more desire built inside me. My breath grew heavier.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Or how much I liked it. I liked feeling Tyler’s cock pulse inside my mouth. I liked watching him squirm. I loved hearing his moans of pleasure. He had been my best friend for such a long time; it only felt right that I should give him such pleasure.

Soon, his moans were met with my groans of lust. My groans of desire. I wanted more. Needed more. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and stroked his cock up and down, following the movement of my mouth. My other hand grabbed his balls, gently fondling them. If I couldn’t fit his entire cock inside my mouth, I wanted to at least pleasure every last bit of flesh.

I felt Tyler’s hand touch the back of my head. He started stroking my hair. His touch was comforting and filled me with a tender warmth. “You’re such a good girl,” he said. My dick was straining in its cage, loving him call me a good girl. Loving what he had convinced me to do to him. And then he said, “But I need you to be better.”

With that he pressed hard against the back of my head, thrusting his cock deep inside my mouth. Deeper than I had taken it yet. I gagged as his cock pressed against the back of my throat. Tears welled up in my eyes as he kept holding me down. When he finally released my head I took my mouth off and stared at him as I caught my breath.

“Don’t worry, you’ll learn,” he said. “Keep going. You’re so close.”

I went back to work, sucking his cock vigorously. I could tell he was right, his dick was growing harder and its head bigger. It was pulsing wildly the more I sucked and his moans were getting louder.

And then it exploded. Cum shot into the back of my mouth. His dick pulsed as it continued to pump cum out. When it stopped, he sighed and dropped back into the bed. I carefully removed my mouth from his dick and looked around for somewhere to spit out his cum, but there was nothing. So I swallowed it.

I crawled back up the bed and rested my head on Tyler’s chest. He started petting my hair and said, “I think you’re going to make a fine woman. And an even better house sissy.”

I had to agree with him. This was only my first day as house sissy and already my stomach was full of cum. I still had a year to go. I worried what else might happen during the next year. What else Tyler and my other frat brothers would want me or expect me to do to them. And what else I would learn to enjoy.


Part 4

Everyone's Girl
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Chapter 1

Second Day as a Maid

I woke up and checked my watch. I was late for my second day of maid training. Luckily, I was still wearing my maid’s outfit from the day before so I quickly grabbed my high heels and snuck out of the room, trying my best to avoid waking up my roommates, Tyler and Ben. Outside of the room, I braced myself against the wall as I slipped my heels on and reflected on last night.

What got over Tyler last night? Why did he crawl into my bed and kiss me? And what got into me?! Why did I suck his cock?

I recalled the feeling of Tyler’s cock in my mouth. The feeling of it bursting inside. And the feeling of his cum sliding down my throat when I swallowed it. As I recalled last night’s events I realized that I didn’t regret it. Sucking his cock had been exhilarating. And intoxicating. I may not be able to understand why I started sucking his cock, but I definitely knew why I completed it.

I snapped myself out of my thoughts when I started feeling my dick trying to grow hard in my chastity cage. Reminiscing was clearly turning me on. As I hurried down the stairs I tried to block the memories from my mind knowing that I wouldn’t have time to get distracted during today’s maid training.

In the kitchen, Mark, or Mary as many called him, the elder house maid, was waiting for me. He had a look of annoyance on his face. “Not only are you late, again, but your outfit is a wrinkled mess, your hair tangled, and still no semblance of makeup. You need to get your shit together, sissy,” he said. “After this week Brian and the other members will not tolerate you looking this sloppy. And trust me, you do not want to break their rules.”

I smiled nervously. “Yeah, sorry. Last night was, uhh, crazy to say the least,” I chuckled.

Mark glared at me a moment longer and then sniffed the air. His lip curled up and he shook his head in disgust. “Based on how you smell like sex, it sounds like they found the perfect sissy with you. They just need to whip you into shape. And trust me, that’s not too far out of the realm of possibilities if you don’t get your shit in order.”

I held my hands up defensively. “Okay, I get it. It won’t happen again,” I insisted. Last night, after my first day of maid training and then giving my first blow job, I was exhausted. Afterwards, I had fallen asleep on Tyler’s chest as he pet my hair. I was still wearing my maid’s uniform and wig which is why they were so wrinkled and tangled today.

Tyler, too, fell asleep in my bed, but at some point he tried to sneak out and into his own bed. When he realized he had woken me up, he told me that he didn’t want Ben to find out and get jealous. I was too tired to care what he meant so I let him go. However, I was a little sad to lose his warmth in my bed. It took me awhile to fall back asleep and I had forgotten to set an alarm which is why I was late. The whole night was unplanned and unexpected. I would need to learn to be more disciplined in the future as to not let it effect my role as house maid.

Mark nodded his acceptance and then got to work showing me how to prepare today’s breakfast. As we worked together, he continued to educate me on everything involved in the role that I would soon be handling on my own. “Thankfully, we are feeding are college kids. They will eat practically anything so nothing has to be prepared to perfection,” he said.

I laughed at the truth of the statement.

He continued, “Different members have different standards based on their backgrounds so you may have to watch out for that, but ultimately, our job is mostly routine. Making meals every day and cleaning when you have time. It’s a lot of work, but it’s not all hard work.”

I nodded my understanding. He was definitely making me feel better. I would eventually get used to my daily routines and it wouldn’t feel so exhausting at the end of the day.

“I’ll give you some extra outfits so you have spares to wear, but you really need to make sure you keep them cleaned and ironed. Especially if we have alumni coming over. On those days you need to look as feminine as humanly possible. Clean shaven, brushed hair, perfect makeup. The works.”

I was still worried about the makeup situation as I had only worn it once and had never applied it myself. “I still need to figure out the whole makeup thing. Any suggestions?” I asked him, hoping he could help me.

He shrugged. “My older sisters used to put makeup on me as if I was their doll. They did it all the way through high school. I was old enough to tell them to stop… but I liked it,” he replied. “So I guess I already knew a lot about makeup when I became the house sissy. Maybe you should ask a girl friend for some help?”

His idea made sense, but sadly all the girls I was friends with had gone to different colleges and I didn’t have any sisters. The only girl I knew was Tina, the girl who had paddled me, dressed me up as a cheerleader, and then fucked me with a strap-on. I wasn’t sure I wanted to get involved with her again.

“Do you ever talk to the sorority girl you met while you were rushing?” I asked Mark, curious about his relationship with the girl who had likely done the same things to him.

He blew out a deep breath as he considered. “No, not really. Every time I saw her I would think of what she did to me and get weird feelings. She said I kept staring at her funny and it creeped her out so she started keeping her distance,” he answered.

“I can understand that,” I said. “But I think mine is my only option for help.”

“Good luck with that,” he laughed out.

I wasn’t looking forward to seeing Tina again, but she truly was my only hope for finding someone to teach me how to look and act more feminine. After dinner today, I would have to go see her.


Chapter 2

Tina

After serving dinner I quickly changed back into my normal clothes and hurried to the Beta Gamma house to find Tina. Much like the Sigma Omega house, it was grand in size, much larger than the surrounding sororities. It was all white with pink accents. Nervously, I walked up the stairs to the front door and knocked.

An older girl opened the door and gave me an annoyed look. “What do you want?” she spat out at me with an incredulous look on her face.

I took a big gulp and then squeaked out, “I was hoping to see Tina. Is she home?”

The girl turned around and shouted, “Tina! There’s some little boy at the door for you!”

Inside I could see all the girls’ heads turn towards me. I turned my face to the side, trying to hide my embarrassment from all the attention. Soon I heard footsteps running towards the door and I turned back once I saw there was a body filling the doorframe. It was Tina. She was wearing black leggings with a bright pink cut off shirt that showed off her toned stomach. Her large breasts were pushing the shirt out so much that I could see the bottom of her bra.

Her blonde hair was down and she was playing with it excitedly. She stopped, however, once she saw me. “Oh, it’s you,” she said in disappointment, her arms falling to her side. “I almost didn’t recognize you dressed as a man.”

I let out a nervous chuckle. “Hey Tina. I, uhh, was hoping you might be able to help me with something,” I mumbled.

Her eyebrows furrowed as she glared at me and put her hands on her hips. “Haven’t I already done enough for you? Why would I want to help you anymore than I already have?”

I was starting to shake now. She was so beautiful and so intimidating. “Because, uhh…,” I stammered as I tried to think of a reason. “Because helping me helps Sigma Omega. And because I think you might have some fun with it.” I was guessing with the second reason, but she had seemed to enjoy dressing me up and putting makeup on me before, so it felt like a safe bet.

Her expression loosened and she leaned against the doorframe. “Okay, I’ll bite. What do you need help with?” she asked.

I hadn’t thought getting her to listen to me would take so much effort, but I was relieved that I had at least accomplished that so far. But now was the nerve wracking part. I took a deep breath and then blurted out my question. “I need your help learning how to apply makeup.”

Tina’s head cocked to the side as she considered my question and then her eyes lit up. “You want a makeover?” she asked excitedly.

“Uhh, I guess so,” I replied.

“Why didn’t you say so? Come with me!” She grabbed my hand and squeezed it tightly as she pulled me inside with surprising force. We went through the large entrance room and towards the staircase as all the girls giggled and teased Tina about bringing a boy into the house. “It’s not like that! He’s a sissy!” she shouted in her defense.

The girls soon settled down while I felt deflated. In one instant, Tina had killed my chances with all of these girls by announcing that I was a sissy. I let out a sad sigh as I continued to follow Tina to her room. Her room was small yet cozy. It had a small white metal framed bed with fluffy pink blankets and pillows, a white dresser, and a white desk with a large mirror that appeared to double as her vanity. She shut the door behind us.

“Okay, I’m going to get everything ready while you get undressed,” she instructed me.

I groaned. Why did I always need to be naked around her? “Why do I need to get undressed?” I asked.

Her head snapped back at me with an angry look. “Do you want my help or not? I don’t want to put makeup on you while you’re dressed as a guy. I’m going to pick you out some clothes to wear and you’re going to wear them. I’m pretty sure I have something that will fit you.”

“Oh,” I let out at her explanation. I didn’t want to give away my interest in trying on some new women’s clothing so I decided that I would just go along with her demands. I kicked off my shoes and took off my shirt and pants until I was wearing nothing but my underwear.

Tina was digging through her closet and soon turned around holding several items. She looked at me and shook her head disapprovingly. “Underwear off, too. I’ve already seen every inch of you. Don’t get bashful on me now, sissy,” she said as she approached me. She set the clothes down on the bed as I pulled off my underwear, leaving me wearing nothing but my chastity cage. She looked down at my caged dick and said, “See, you’re practically a girl already. Might as well wear the clothing.”

I couldn’t disagree with her, especially because I wanted to wear her clothes. She handed me a pair of black lacy panties to put on first. I slid them up my legs and into position. The seem fit right in my asscrack and felt nice. Next she handed me a lacy black bra. The bra had no cups or padding and fit almost like a small shirt.

“Hmm. You actually look pretty cute like that,” Tina said as she looked me over. “I think I’ll leave you like that for now. Come sit down at my desk.”

I was shaking again as I walked towards her desk, but this time it wasn’t because of nerves. I was excited. I felt my dick stirring inside my chastity cage, turned on by being dressed in a sexy girl’s underwear in front of her. I sat down at her desk and placed my hand over my cage to hide my dick that was now straining against its cage.

Tina walked over and leaned her head over my shoulder as she looked at me through the mirror on the desk. “Let’s get started,” she said.


Chapter 3

Lessons

Tina began by grabbing various bottles of makeup and setting them down in front of me. “These are what I was given to dress you up as a cheerleader. They’re not really my style so you can have them,” she said.

“Thank you!” I exclaimed gleefully. While I was desperate to learn how to apply makeup, I still didn’t have any of my own so getting these supplies was a big help and a big relief.

“First, we will apply the foundation. You apply it to your entire face to make it look soft and feminine. It will hide any blemishes and stubble, though you would be best to make sure you get a clean shave every morning so you don’t have to worry about that,” she began. She picked up a jar and squirted some of its contents out on to a small sponge which she rubbed along my face. The makeup definitely did what she said as my face in the mirror looked much more smooth.

She proceeded to show me how to apply eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara. I never realized so many components went into decorating women’s eyes. Each type of eye makeup used a different applicator and they all seemed rather finicky. I would definitely need a lot of practice working on them. When she was done showing me, my eyes looked smokey and mysterious. Not to mention more womanlike. I liked how they looked.

Next, she applied a gentle dab of blush and picked up some lipstick. “Lipstick will be your best friend and your worst enemy. It will solidify your look, but if you’re not careful you might spread it everywhere. Especially if you kiss anyone,” she said as she held it out in front of me.

I nodded my understanding and then she applied the lipstick to my lips. It was a deep shade of red that added to my mysterious feminine look.

When she was done, she took a step back and I was able to really soak in my new look in the mirror for the first time. I could still tell it was me, but with all the makeup, it looked like the female version of me. “Oh, wow,” I let out as I admired my new look.

Tina looked down at me with a smirk on her face. “Yeah, not too bad. You actually look pretty cute,” she said.

My cheeks blushed from her complement. “Thanks,” I replied bashfully.

“I knew you would be the new Sigma Omega house sissy the second I saw you. You just have a sissy quality to you. It’s hard to explain, but I guess I was right.”

I turned my head down, looking away from her. She was now the second person to tell me that I looked like a sissy. I wasn’t sure what it was about me or the way I looked that gave off that vibe, but the more I went down this road, the more it appeared that they were right.

She continued, “Though it wasn’t just your appearance. Seeing the way you looked at your cute little friend definitely solidified it for me. Especially how you held his hand while I spanked you. That was so precious. Have you always liked men?”

My eyes widened in surprise at her question. “What? Who said I liked men?” I asked defensively. It was hard to deny a peaking interest in Tyler, especially after sucking his cock last night, but I wasn’t ready to admit that I was into men - especially not to anyone else.

Tina raised an eyebrow as she stared at me. “If you’re not, then why was your dick trying to get hard after hugging him?” she asked me pointedly.

My mind raced for some sort of explanation. “He wasn’t the only one around, you know? I was just paddled by a sexy girl,” I claimed.

She grabbed the back of my chair and rotated it to the side until my legs were no longer under the desk. Then she walked in front of me, glaring down at me with a quizzical look. “So you’re saying you were turned on by me?” she asked.

I felt my dick start stirring in its cage. There was something about her that was so dominant and sexy. “Uh huh,” I let out as I nodded, staring up at her in awe.

She grabbed the bottom of her shirt and raised it up, slowly taking her shirt off. Her breasts were large and perky in her pink bra and the sight made my dick swell more. She turned around as her hands went down to her leggings. She stuck her thumbs inside the waist band and then bent over and began pulling them down. Her ass was right in my face as she wiggled her leggings off. She was wearing a small pink thong. My dick was pressing hard against my cage now at the sight of her firm and round ass in my face.

Tina turned back around and placed her hand on my shoulder as she stepped forward and straddled me. Sitting on my lap, she stared into my eyes as my heart started racing.

“Does this turn you on?” she whispered.

My mouth felt dry and my mind was unable to make my body speak. I nodded my answer as I gazed into her perfect blue eyes.

She leaned forward and I started panicking.

Is this hot older girl really about to kiss me?

I was shaking nervously so I closed my eyes to calm myself. And then it happened. Suddenly, her soft lips pressed against mine. A cool rush swarmed my body and sent shivers down my spine. My eyes shot open to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I wasn’t. She was kissing me.

Her lips slowly parted and then pressed into mine again. I did my best to follow along, letting her lead. I let my eyes close again as our kissing grew more passionate. Her hand grabbed the back of my head as her tongue filled my mouth. Our tongues danced together as my dick started straining against its cage, dying to break free.

I placed my hands on her side and slowly traced them down her body. Her skin was so soft and intoxicating. I wanted to feel more.

Her hand released from my head and I felt it creep down my side to my stomach. Down to my caged dick. She ran her hand along the exposed shaft and cage as she moaned and broke her mouth away from mine. “Mmm, maybe you do like girls,” she said.

I tried to reply, but again failed to make any words come out. I was so stunned that I had just made out with such a beautiful girl. I managed a smile and nodded at her eagerly.

“Maybe I will have some use for you after all.”


Chapter 4

Tina’s Girl

Tina stood up and extended her hand to me. I took it and she pulled me up then lead me towards her bed on the other side of her bedroom.

“I’ve never been very interested in boys, but you… you’re not really a boy, are you?” she said as she pulled my arm forcefully, whipping me onto her bed. She climbed on top of me and stared down with a grin on her face.

What do I do? Do I agree that I’m not a boy to keep fooling around with her? I think I have to. I may not get an opportunity like this again.

“No,” I muttered.

“Say it,” she whispered, grabbing my wrists and pinning me down. “Tell me you’re not a boy. Tell me you’re a girl.”

“I… I…,” I stammered. I took a deep swallow. “I’m not a boy. I’m a girl,” I admitted.

She leaned her head down. “That’s right. And you’re my girl now,” she said before sticking out her tongue and licking my face from chin to nose. Her hand suddenly grabbed my caged dick through my panties and held it firmly. “You don’t even have a dick anymore. Tell me that you no longer have a dick.”

I hesitated, really not wanting to utter such a statement. My dick was throbbing in its cage as if trying to deny her statement. I knew, however, that it would be best to just play along if I wanted to get anything more from her. Which I desperately did.

I tried to spit the words out but my mind was holding me back. After continuing to push the words out, I was finally able to blurt out, “I don’t have a dick.”

She released my cage and said, “That’s right. My girl doesn’t have a dick.”

I nodded my agreement and instantly felt ashamed for selling my manhood so quickly in hopes of fooling around with a hot girl. But she was really hot and after having this cage on for over a week, I was very horny.

“Now it’s time to dress you accordingly,” she said. She leaned back and grabbed the clothes that she had picked out earlier. She extended them towards me and I took them from her, holding each one up to look at them. There was a red and black pleated skirt and a small white t-shirt.

“Don’t just stare at them, put them on!” she barked at me.

I quickly stood up and slipped the skirt on and then pulled over the t-shirt. The shirt was short and exposed my mid-drift, much like the cheerleader outfit had just a couple days ago.

I was really hoping to take off my clothes for her, not put more on, but getting dressed by her is still pretty sexy.

Tina let out a mock gasp as she looked at me wearing her clothes. “Well aren’t you just a cute little girl?”

I blushed at her words and played with the hem of my shirt bashfully.

“Why don’t you do a little twirl for me?”

Doing a twirl for her sounded humiliating, but I would play long and do as I was told. So I turned myself around in a circle in front of her.

“Oh come on, girl. That wasn’t a twirl. Give me a cute twirl. Like a ballerina!” Tina demanded.

This time I spun my body quickly around in a circle on my tippy toes. My skirt fanned out as I spun and collapsed down when I stopped.

“That’s a good girl,” she said with a smirk. “You’re going to make the perfect bitch for me. I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”

I was unnerved by her words, but as I was quickly becoming everyone’s something, I wasn’t too phased by it. Plus, I had a lot of intrigue for the latter part of her statement. “Have fun with me? How?” I asked, trying to hide my excitement.

She stepped closer as her hands went to my chest, fondling it as if I had breasts. She then ran her hands down my body and grabbed my ass firmly. “Mmm. Well, unfortunately it’s getting late and I have softball practice early in the morning so you will have to find out another time,” she said. Her hand rounded my hips and again grabbed my caged dick. “I hope you aren’t too worked up in your little cage.”

“Uhh, sure,” I replied in surprise. I was very worked up; my dick was aching, dying for her to keep playing with me. I had expected more, but now it all seemed like she was just being a cruel tease. Part of me, however, was at least relieved to see that I was still turned on by women. I checked my watch and realized it really was getting late and I, too, needed to get to sleep soon so I could wake up early. “Let me just change real fast.”

I stepped away from Tina, towards my pile of clothes by the door. She quickly turned and scooped it up before I could get to it and shook her head at me. “Oh, no. After all the work I just put into your look, you’re going home looking like this,” she said sternly.

“Seriously?” I groaned. The Sigma Omega house was several blocks away and there was little chance I wouldn’t be seen by other students as I would be passing numerous fraternity and sorority houses along the way.

She scoffed at me. “Nothing is free in this life, girl. There’s always a price to pay. This is my price for helping you,” she said.

I rolled my eyes at her as I turned to slip on my shoes. “Well, thanks for the lessons,” I said. In the end, while I was sexually disappointed, I was greatly appreciative for what she had shown me. It was exactly what I needed to help me with my role as Sigma Omega’s maid. Now I just needed lots of practice to perfect my skills.

“Anytime,” she replied gleefully. “Oh, and here. You might as well have everything that’s leftover from the other day.” She picked up the little pink backpack that she had brought into the basement for my final challenge and packed in the makeup supplies that she had just used on me. After zipping it up, she extended it towards me.

“Thanks,” I said as I took the bag from her and strapped it on my back.

She gave me a wink. “I’ll let you know when I want to see you again. You can show yourself out.”

I waved goodbye and flashed her a smile as I opened her bedroom door and walked out, starting the trip back home dressed as a girl.


Chapter 5

Tyler’s Girl

I hurried back to the Sigma Omega house, glad that the sun had set and that my outfit and makeup was better hidden. However, I still had to sneak in and through the frat house which I was dreading. I knew that anyone dressed like a girl would get attention in a house filled with young men so I wanted to try to avoid being spotted if at all possible.

I slowly opened the front door and peered in, seeing if anyone was around. When the coast appeared to be clear, I hurried in and up the stairs towards my bedroom. I had to run past a couple guys, but I kept my head down until I made it into my bedroom and shut the door. I tossed the backpack on my bed and then leaned against the door, catching my breath as I scanned the room. It appeared to be empty.

“Cute new outfit,” I suddenly heard from above me. I jumped at the sound of Tyler’s voice, but relaxed when I looked up and saw his head staring down at me from his top bunk.

“Oh, uhh. Thanks,” I said bashfully as I recomposed myself.

Tyler swept his legs over the side of the bed. “So where have you been and why are you all dolled up?” he asked as he examined my new look.

I chuckled at him calling me dolled up because I really had been. “I was over at the Beta Gamma house with Tina. I needed someone to teach me how to put makeup on,” I answered. “She agreed, but then she stole my clothes and made me go home wearing this.”

Tyler let out a loud laugh. “That was pretty trusting of you to ask the girl who just paddled and fucked you for help.”

“She’s the only girl I know at this school. I didn’t have a choice,” I sighed. “I should probably get changed though. I don’t want anyone else to see me like this.”

I started walking towards my dresser to get a change of clothes when there was a loud crash behind me. I spun around to see Tyler crouched behind me. He stood up and grabbed my waist and pulled me closer to him. “I think you should leave it on. For me,” he said in a whisper.

I stared at him in stunned silence.

What is he getting at now? He doesn’t expect me to suck his cock two nights in a row, does he?

I stepped back until I felt my butt press against my dresser. Tyler followed me, keeping his hands on my bare skin.

“I, uhh…,” I mumbled nervously. I wasn’t sure why I was so anxious after what we had done together last night, but he was suddenly coming on so strong. “I think I should probably change.”

He casually nodded. “That’s fine, but let me help you,” he said. Before I realized it, his hands where hooked under the hem of my shirt and he was pulling it up. I raised my arms and he slipped it all the way off and then tossed it behind me. He gave me a devilish smile that told me I was in trouble. A warmth was rushing through me. A desire.

I took a deep swallow as his fingers found the waist line of my skirt. My dick swelled in my chastity cage as he slowly started pulling my skirt down and stared into my eyes. It was at that moment that I knew he had me. I would do anything he wanted.

My skirt dropped to the floor, leaving me in just my bra and panties. My heart started beating faster as he stepped closer. His fingers traced up my body and grabbed my chin, lifting it up towards his lowering mouth. Our lips touched and my body melted back into my dresser. He grabbed me with his other hand and pulled my body tight against his as we kissed.

Our lips parted and our tongues reached out, welcoming each other eagerly. With each kiss my body heaved and my dick throbbed with lust and desire. Without thinking my hand reached down and grabbed his cock through his shorts. It was already hard and ready to go.

Tyler broke away from me and grabbed my hand, pulling me towards my bed. I tried to resist. Tried to deny my urges. I was so torn and confused after being so aroused with Tina just a short time ago.

“Tyler, wait,” I said as I slipped my hand out of his. “I need to tell you something.”

He cocked his head to the side and looked at me puzzled. “What is it?”

“Tina and I… we made out and fooled around… And it made me realize that I still like girls. I don’t think I can do this with you,” I said.

Tyler rolled his eyes at me. “Don’t be silly. Just because you like girls doesn’t mean you can’t like men,” he said calmly. “I happen to like girls myself. Which is why I like you.”

“I guess you’re right,” I let out as the truth dawned on me.

Tyler flashed me a smile as he pulled us both down onto the bed. I squealed with glee as I fell on top of him and then gasped as he quickly rolled us over. He now stared down at me with a devilish grin.

“You’re not expecting me to suck your dick again, are you? That was a lot of work!” I laughed out.

He raised an eyebrow and then lowered his mouth to my ear. “How about I do all the work tonight?” he whispered.

He leaned back and stared at me, waiting for my answer. “But my dick is caged. How would you suck it?” I asked, confused.

He shook his head. “That’s not what I mean. Flip over.”

I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but I obeyed and rolled over onto my belly. His hands grabbed my butt cheeks, squeezing them firmly. He let go and flipped my skirt onto my back and suddenly yanked down my panties, exposing my bare ass. I wiggled it at him and he grabbed it again and growled. His hands then ran up my back until they reached my shoulders and my face. He turned it to the side and kissed me. “I’ll be gentle,” he whispered.

It finally dawned on me as to what he wanted to do.

He wants to fuck me!

I bit my lip nervously.

Should I let him? Do I want him to? Of course I do.

I was craving him.

“Check the bag,” I said as I pointed to the little pink backpack Tina had given me. If Tina had given me everything she used with me the other day during my final challenge, then the bag would have exactly what we needed.

He reached over, grabbed the bag, and opened it. His hands dug around as he asked, “What am I looking for?” Before I could answer, his eyes lit up as he pulled out the bottle of lube that Tina had used to fuck me the other day. “Oh,” he let out as he tossed the bag aside and stood up straight holding the bottle.

He pulled his pants down, his hard cock sprung out as they went down. I watched over my shoulder as he squeezed the lube out of the bottle and slathered it all over his veiny cock. I wiggled my ass at him again, telling him to get started. He finally did. His cock head started pressing against my asshole and suddenly popped inside, penetrating me. I gasped at the feeling of his dick entering me, just as I had when Tina fucked me with her strap-on. This felt different though, it was softer yet harder in a different way.

Tyler placed one hand on my hip and the other on the small of my back as he pressed his cock in deeper, slowly filling me up. When I felt his skin against my butt cheeks I knew he was all the way in. He gave it an extra push to really get me deep and I liked it.

He pulled his cock back and pushed it back in. It went in easier this time as I started to relax and enjoy the feeling. Though the dildo Tina had used was modeled after a cock and had a large head and veins, it didn’t compare to the real thing. I could feel Tyler’s cock moving, pulsing, and throbbing inside me. I could feel his lust and desire through it.

The more he fucked me the faster he went and the more I liked it. He grunted with each thrust, exuding an intoxicating masculine energy that I couldn’t get enough of. I started pushing my hips back, timing it with his thrusts to help him fuck me harder and deeper. Our skin smacked together as his cock forced its way in more and more.

Whimpers and moans escaped me. I sounded like the women in the porn I liked to watch when they were pounded hard by big cocks. I was that woman now. The thought of it just turned me on more. My dick started throbbing hard in my chastity cage at the realization. Just like when Tina fucked me, I felt like I could possibly cum soon if he continued. And he did.

I could hear Tyler’s breath getting heavier and deeper. His cock was growing harder and its head bigger. Ripples were moving down the shaft. He was close to cumming and I was, too. My dick was pulsing now and filling up.

He groaned loudly and I felt his cock burst inside me, filling my ass with cum. “Mmm, yeah. Take all my cum you naughty girl! You cock hungry slut!” he breathed out as his cock dumped cum inside me.

I was a naughty girl. I was a cock hungry slut. Hearing him say that put me over the edge and my dick burst, too. It continued to pump out more and more cum. More than I had ever experienced in my life as a wave of relief and ecstasy swept through me. I melted into the bed and let out a bellowing sigh.

I felt Tyler pulling his cock out of me. It popped out and left me feeling incomplete, but I was too exhausted to care and I knew it wouldn’t be long until he wanted to do it again. I wouldn’t be empty for long. He crawled up next to me on the bed and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “I think I’m going to have a fun year with you being the house sissy,” he said.

“I think I am, too,” I said.

And I would.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.

Secret Sissy: Urges

When Michael’s girlfriend Serena discover’s his secret collection of women’s clothing in his closet he is forced to admit his love of dressing up in sexy lingerie. At first Serena believes he’s lying to cover up for his infidelity so she gives him an ultimatum to wear a chastity cage or break up.

Michael agrees to lock himself up in chastity, hoping to not lose the woman he loves. However, his lust for wearing women’s clothing soon takes over him again and when Serena discovers him wearing panties, she realizes he was telling the truth and does like dressing up and feeling sexy.

Serena decides to test Michael’s desires for crossdressing by fully feminizing him and taking him out for a night on the town as a woman. How far Michael is willing to go not only surprises her, but him as well.
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