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FINALLY, AS A SOPHOMORE IN COLLEGE, I got to move off campus to sharing a house with three girls. Now, I’m not the world’s greatest lover or anything, but it happened by chance. I knew Lacy from my economics seminar, and Darlene and Gloria just happened to come along, almost as an afterthought. Splitting the rent between two people I realized would be very tough, and I was prepared to ask for extra hours at the BULLSEYE MARKET I worked at.

So when Lacy suggested that her two friends move in I was very relieved. At first I took some good-natured ribbing from my friends about having three girls as housemates – kind of like “Three Is Company” but with one more girl. Then, after two months into the first semester, it calmed down and they were used to my situation. I’d say they envied me, although there was nothing of a sexual nature going on.

I sort of had a “thing” for Lacy, and was very good about keeping it a secret, or at least I thought I was. A couple of times when I walked into the kitchen and she was there unexpectedly, I couldn’t help staring – she was a raven haired beauty, and had a nice, easygoing way about her. I began to fantasize. Raging hormones with unmet desires will do that to a guy.

By themselves, the girls were what you would expect of normal, run of the mill college sophomores – they liked to party and were constantly talking about different guys. The only one with a steady boyfriend was Gloria, and she was dating him for only about two months. But when they were together, they formed a fourth persona – someone with a mean streak who enjoyed pranks and taking dares. I was to find that out the hard way.

_________________________

____________

The next week while I was working my Saturday shift at the Bullseye, the girls were home, and sitting around in the living room listening to music and scrolling social media.

“Hey Lacy,” Darlene said. “I’ve been thinking about Brian. Since you told us that you think he wants you, I’ve observed him when he’s around you. I’m almost positive that bells and whistles are going off in his head.”

Lacy looked at Darlene like she was out of her mind, her eyebrows scrunching. “Come on Darlene, I don’t see it that way. Brian likes living here. I think the last thing he wants to do is to get into some kind of messy relationship so close to home. You know what they say – you don’t shit where you eat.”

“Really Lacy? Well what if you’re wrong? Wouldn’t it be fun to see how far he would go, and if he would give into temptation? Besides, I think you care for him. Come on, just admit it. Don’t you? Even a little bit?”

“Hey, I don’t want to hurt him – he’s sweet,” Lacy said. Darlene put her hands together and looked at Gloria.

“There, you see Gloria! She does have a soft spot for Brian.”

“It seems like you’re making up Brian’s mind for him Lacy,” Gloria said. “I think it would be fun to see how far Brian would go if you encouraged him, that is.”

Now this is where the “groupthink” took over. The fourth persona came out when next Darlene spoke. “I have a very nasty idea girls,” she said with an evil grin spreading over her face.

“Okay, I’ll bite,” Gloria said. “What is it?”

“You wanted fun, right?” Darlene said, turning to Gloria. “Let’s see if we can turn Brian into our very own little house sissy. That’s the price for him to be with Lacy!”

“I don’t know guys, that would be just plain mean,” Lacy said, sounding very protective over Brian.

“Yeah, but come on Lace . . . it’s kind of a turn on – well at least it is for me – you know, to make it with a guy who’s dressed like a girl! A guy who’s in touch with his feminine side,” Darlene said.

Lacy considered Darlene’s proposal, and the group’s vibes were catching onto her and she said, “Okay Darlene. You tell us how to do this and we’re all ears, okay?”

“Now you’re talking!” Darlene answered. The three of them started laughing.

“Okay, now this is really evil,” she began; and Lacy and Gloria were all ears. “I’ve got this nanny cam that I’ve never been able to find a good use for. . . as a matter of fact, I have two nanny cams! Let’s see if our Brian has a ‘wild side’ to him.” She looked back and forth at Lacy and Gloria. “I’m going to leave shall we say – some bait out for him and see what he does with it.”

“What kind of bait?” Lacy asked.

“I’m glad you asked Lacy, because this is where you come in. You’re going to leave one of your satin G-Strings on the floor of your bedroom, right next to your bed. The door to your room will be open, and when Brian comes home and passes by your room he’ll see it. What he does with it next – well, that’s where the fun comes in. My nanny cam will be set up in your room, and the second one will be set up in Brian’s room. Then, depending on what we get, we’ll have some stuff to work with!”

“It sounds positively EVIL! Gloria squealed excitedly. “So then when we confront him with the video, we can blackmail him, right?”

“That’s exactly it,” Darlene said. “Now let’s get to work and set this stuff up, and be out of here when Brian comes home. I’ll leave a note for him and tell him we went out for dinner in town.”

“Perfect,” Lacy said. “But what happens if he doesn’t fall for it?”

“Then we think of something else Lacy. Come on, be positive girl!” Darlene said.
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ONE SATURDAY AFTER MY SHIFT at Bullseye, I came home to find an empty house. I had a few unread text messages on my phone which I opened up. The first one was from Lacy which said that she and Gloria and Darlene were meeting some other girlfriends for dinner and a night out, so I should go ahead with whatever plans I had for myself. After almost three months of living together, they didn’t really know me that well, because if they did, then they would know that I’d probably be home doing nothing anyway.

I had a big eco test scheduled for Tuesday, so I figured I’d be better off staying in and studying anyway. I went upstairs to my room to change out of my work clothes and get comfortable. After you got to the top of the staircase, my room was down the hall at the end. I had to pass the girl’s rooms when I did. Everybody trusted everyone else, so all our rooms were unlocked. There were no locks on the doors anyway, so it would have been another expense if we had wanted to take that route.

The door to Lacy’s room was wide open. I had no plans to stop – believe me I didn’t, but something caught my eye. On the floor of- her room, right alongside the bed was a bright fuchsia G-String which looked like it had been hastily discarded. From out of nowhere the thought struck me that this was some kind of an opportunity. As if on autopilot, I found myself moving slowly into her room.

I reached down to touch it. My index finger slowly caressed the satin material, and then the lace waistband. I picked it up and held it close to my nose and was delighted by two distinct scents which complemented each other: The fresh laundered scent and the lingering heady scent of what could only be Lacy’s pussy. I felt naughty doing this and knew that it was an invasion of privacy of the worst kind, yet I couldn’t stop it. I rubbed it slowly against the soft flesh of my cheek.

Before this, the thought to place anything so private up to my face would never have entered my mind. Now all bets were off for reasons I could not understand. My cock was also at full attention and I closed my eyes, thinking of Lacy wearing this. I knew the girls would not be home for hours yet, so a thought entered my mind that made me smile.

I took the G-String into my bedroom and closed the door behind me, a giddy excitement overtaking me. My hands seemed to be running on automatic pilot as I loosened the belt on my jeans, slipped them down my legs and took my shoes off. I began rubbing the cool satin of the G-String against the skin of my thighs which made my cock start to pulse. All of my stored up cum was bubbling under the surface dying for a release.

Just this once . . . just this once . . . I told myself over and over again. I would get this desire out of my system once and for all. What harm could there possibly be in it? I wondered. 

I’ll put them back where I found them. Now I slid the thong slowly up my practically hairless legs, savoring the intense silky feel. As I was doing this, I wondered what it would feel like to try on other pieces of Lacy’s clothing. I was smiling from ear to ear.

I centered it around my junk, getting it in just the right position where I could stroke my cock up against it and get “the feel.” I lie down on my bed and took my shirt off. I began stroking my chest and moaning like a girl. I played with my nipples, and a chill ran through me. My other hand slipped underneath the elastic waistband of the thong and my fingers gently caressed the top of my pubic hair. I placed my steel cock in the “V” between my index and middle finger, and rubbed it slowly back and forth on the silky pouch.

A small amount of precum leaked out of my cock causing me to momentarily panic – what if it wouldn’t come out and left a stain?? Now was not the time to worry about that however. I looked around to my night table for the box of tissues I had there. I took a bunch out and pressed it to the tip of my cock, drying it off. Now I continued rubbing, thinking of Lacy standing naked in front of her bedroom mirror moving from side to side.

After a few rubs I felt a ball of fire rise up from deep inside me and I yanked the lace top of the G-String down underneath my balls, and exploded a huge wad of cum into the waiting bunch of tissues. I pulsed not once, but three times, careful to scoop up all the cum. Then I did something which surprised and also scared me, but I was powerless to stop. I placed my index finger on the tip of my cock and got a drop of cum on it. I immediately placed it on the tip of my tongue. The sweet/saltiness aroused me. I moaned as I licked my finger. My heart was beating fast, and I lied there to calm down.

I took the thong off after I went limp and inspected it carefully for signs of any accidents. I was lucky to have escaped the telltale sign of a soiled thong. My pants were still in a heap with my shoes on the floor of my room as I walked down the hall to Lacy’s room carrying the thong in my hand.

I placed it on the floor, careful to duplicate the way I first found it. It was still early in the evening, and I looked around Lacy’s room. I had a slight build and knew that I would fit into most of her clothes. In fact I played with this thought at different times, but never acted out on it.

Oooh, now let’s see what sort of fun I could have now . . . I said to myself as my eyes scanned the room like a hunter looking for prey. Lacy’s closet was cracked open, so I walked over to it and pulled the door fully open. My eye was drawn to a yellow knitted camisole top. My shirt was off in my bedroom, so I carefully took it out of the closet, and pulled it over my head. I settled it around my chest, and I looked at myself in the mirror over her vanity table. Turning girlishly from side to side I admired the way I looked – how feminine. What’s more, my cock was up again.

I picked up Lacy’s thong from the floor once more and moved it up my legs, placing it over my cock. I was on a path I just could not stop. A quick glance over to her dressing table revealed a fat tube of red cherry lip gloss. I licked my lips and picked it up, bringing it to my nose. The scent was intoxicating. My heart was beating fast, and deciding what to do with it lasted no more than two seconds. I pulled the cap off and gently touched the waxy gloss to my upper lip and applied it like I seen my mother and my older sister do millions of times. When I finished, I smacked my lips together. What stared back at me in the mirror was “someone” I had long fantasized about becoming way back in high school . . . Why I never did it then was a mystery to me. My hair was a deep dark brown, and was kind of on the long side, so I combed it out – like a twentysomething co-ed with a short haircut. The effect of the sight on me was magical. I could actually pass for a girl on campus!

Now I just had to jerk myself off again. I looked at myself in the mirror and talked dirty to myself while I rubbed my cock from side to side inside the pouch. After I came I fell asleep from exhaustion and pleasure and woke up with a start – the girls would probably be home soon. I placed everything back in Lacy’s room where I got them from and went back to my room to go to sleep.
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THE THREE OF THEM GATHERED in Lacy’s room after they got home and quickly closed the door. They were all laughing and Darlene made a loud shushing noise to quiet everybody down. She had her laptop with her, and she opened it up to the camera site. She was seated at Lacy’s desk and first turned to the camera in Lacy’s room.

The three of them were very quiet and glued to the screen. Soon, their eyes all went wide as they saw Brian pick up Lacy’s G-String and place it up to his nose. “What did I tell you?!” Darlene exclaimed. “See, let’s look at the feed from his room now.”

After they watched everything in stunned silence, ideas cut through the room like a samurai sword. Soon, a master plan evolved. It was too evil, too delicious to pass up.

Gloria held her hand over her mouth to stifle a fit of laughter that for sure would have woken up Brian, and possibly even the neighborhood. It was Darlene who finally broke -

“Well Lacy, I don’t think there’s any more doubt that Brian is really into you, now is there?” Darlene asked, wide smile across her face.

“No, obviously not. I JUST CAN’T FUCKING BELIEVE WHAT WE JUST SAW!” Lacy answered in a high throaty whisper. “I thought . . . I thought the farthest he’d go would be maybe to keep the G-String for a thrill. I never imagined he’d – you know, play with it like that,” she said in stunned wonderment. “So now what do we do with this shit??”

“I’d say we can have ourselves a little sissy to enjoy by way of a little blackmail,” Darlene said. What Gloria said next intrigued and excited her two girlfriends.

“Okay guys – whaddya’ think of this: My boyfriend Trevor happens to have some ‘interests’ that he enjoys doing. I find it a little kinky to help him.”

“Interests like what??” Lacy asked, more than a little curious.

“Oh, I’m not so sure you innocent little girls are ready to handle something like this,” Gloria said tauntingly.

With a mockingly tired voice Darlene said, “Stop the bullshit Gloria, whatcha’ got?”

When Gloria spoke it sounded like she was defending Trevor while explaining at the same time. “One day, when Trevor and I were in his apartment, he called me over to his laptop: ‘Hey Gloria, you wanna see something cool?’ So I walked over and saw what he was looking at, and my mouth fell open.”

“What was he looking at?” both Lacy and Darlene said almost simultaneously.

“He loves watching gay and transgender porn.” She stopped and looked at her friends to see if she had gotten a rise out of them.

She continued. “Yeah, he got me to agree to watch him while he makes it with a fully made up sissy.”

Lacy’s eyes opened up. “Wait a second! You want . . . I mean you think that Brian is going to dress and be a sissy cum toy for your boyfriend Trevor??? I’d say that’s taking what’s probably a simple fetish and blowing it all out of proportion, don’t you? Anyway, what makes you think Brian will go along with this? Where’s the leverage coming from?”

Gloria gave a small, evil sounding laugh. “I think the video we have can be very persuasive if you know what I mean. Suppose we threaten to show it to his friends – his roommate Ralph, the guys on his dorm flag football team – his PARENTS??? He’ll have no choice but to go along with it. Besides, from the way he took to it this evening, do you really have any doubts girls?”

That last remark seems to have resonated with Lacy and Darlene. Lacy said, almost to herself, “You know, you may just have a point there Gloria.” Then she said quickly, almost as an afterthought, “But of course Darlene and me wanna watch it too! After all, it was my G-String!”

The three of them laughed. Gloria exclaimed with a wicked glee,

“Of course you can! This will be so much fun. Tomorrow we’ll confront Brian, and then I’ll give Trevor the good news!”
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WHEN I WOKE UP ON SUNDAY MORNING, I remembered what I did the night before in Lacy’s room and my room. I was just glad I didn’t get caught. That was the last thing I would have wanted. I couldn’t stand the embarrassment I was sure would follow.

It did leave me wondering what the next step would be. I discovered a very delightful and most private little activity, and I was left wondering if I would be able to enjoy a “normal” heterosexual relationship with a girl after that, or would I always be lusting after her clothing – especially her private garments. I have heard about relationships where women did accommodate boyfriends and even husbands who liked to crossdress. So what was I? Was I a SISSY??? Well, it didn’t really matter. I just knew that it felt good, and that was enough.

I went downstairs to fix myself breakfast and I found the girls seated around the kitchen table. They were strangely quiet and I couldn’t figure out what was going on. One thing crossed my mind however – the possibility that they knew about yesterday. But that would be impossible! Wouldn’t it?

I began the conversation, hoping to prove to myself that everything was okay. “So guys, what did you end up doing last night?”

Lacy answered. “Oh you know, a little bit of this and a little bit of that – nothing special,” and the girls laughed.

“No come on, seriously,” I responded.

“We went to the Hubert Hall dorm party. It was good. I liked the DJ, and the guys were hot,” Gloria answered. “I think Darlene may have met someone special,” she said in a sing song voice.

Then she added, sounding casual as fuck, “Say Brian, don’t you ever get tired of sitting home on weekends studying your hot little buns off and not getting any action?” Lacy and Darlene were laughing at Gloria’s forwardness, knowing where this was going eventually.

“No not really,” I answered truthfully and smiling inside.

“Well Brian, we think you do more than just study!” Gloria said smiling in a weird way.

“In fact Brian honey,” Darlene chimed in; “We KNOW you like to do more than study.”

“Hey I don’t know what you mean,” I said, getting nervous now. It was obvious in my tone of voice that I was hiding something.

The suspense was building and Gloria went to the living room and came back with her laptop, setting it on the kitchen table. Darlene and Lacy remained seated and were staring at me. Now, I started to sweat – I’m not very good at hiding my emotions.

“Don’t worry Brian. I think after you see this little presentation of ours, you’ll feel much better about yourself,” Gloria said.

She turned the laptop around, so the screen was facing me. What I saw made my jaw drop completely. It was a color video of my little escapade last night. But how the fuck . . . I was trying not to show any expression on my face as the dirty little deed played out. At the moment of my orgasm, the girls imitated me in greatly exaggerated, animated voices: “Oooh! Ahhh! Ohhh FUCK ME!!” and they laughed hysterically.

By now I was beet red, and what I thought would be a good defense suddenly popped into my mind. “Hey! That’s not me! It’s gotta’ be some clever AI shit! I would never do that – I swear to God!”

“You know something Brian – lying and denial will only make things go worse on you – a lot worse!” Gloria said. I really had no idea what she was talking about.

“Now,” she said, as if laying out an ultimatum – which it was. “Since you like playing sissy, that’s what we’ll make you . . .” I started to say something, and she held up a hand to quiet me. “Since you like playing sissy, you will have no choice in the matter. Because if you don’t go along with our little plan here, we’re going to publicize this little fetish of yours – first to your roommate, then your parents Brian! Are your parents ready to see such a disgusting and lewd act from their son, their only son???”

“No! you wouldn’t!” I said, now really panicking.

“I wouldn’t challenge Gloria, Brian. If she says she’ll do something, then you’d best believe her. This girl don’t play!” Darlene added.

Defeated, I asked meekly. “Okay, suppose I go along with this. What exactly do I have to do?”

“Well you don’t really have to do anything except enjoy it, because you’re a sissy, and that’s what sissies do!” Gloria said.

“In fact,” she continued, “I don’t see any reason why we can’t start today!”

“But I told the guys I’d play flag football this afternoon!!” I said, wondering what the hell I was going to tell them; they were counting on me.

“Well Brian; I think after today you can tell your friends you’ll play ‘fag’ football!” Gloria said laughing hysterically.

Darlene and Lacy were laughing too, but since it was early in the morning, they decided to be gracious and allow me to go play football with my friends provided I came back to the house by four o’clock.

As I was playing I realized that if I ignored the girl’s demands, that my friends and even my parents would know what I’d been up to. In fact, everyone would know what I’d been up to because it would be put all over social media and probably go viral. I would be ruined.

Yet there was a part of me that enjoyed what I did. In fact, being forced to relive that experience was kind of a turn-on for me. How long did I really think I could keep that as a secret from the girls? They would see my facial expressions and also my cock getting harder. Just thinking about it now was getting me hard.

Also, the girls wouldn’t be stopping at a camisole and lipstick – they would go all out on me – “sissifying” me. When I weighed how much I really enjoyed it, compared with the shame of being dressed, I knew it was what I really wanted. Okay I decided, I’ll play along.

_____________________

________

I got home about three thirty. They were in the living room watching TV, and when they saw me come in, they were all smiles.

“Let’s take him up my room guys!” Lacy said eagerly.

“Hey guys? Could I take a shower first and change? I’m all sweaty from the game.”

“Sure Brian, but we’re coming with you into the bathroom. We wanna see if we have to shave you first!” Darlene said, laughing.

“But I don’t really have much hair to be removed, if any,” I said.

“You let us decide Brian – you belong to US now!” Gloria said.

Upstairs in the bathroom, I got out of my sweaty clothes and right away the girls were inspecting me.

“He’s right – he doesn’t have any hair, except around his cock and his arm pits,” Lacy said.

“So?” Gloria said. “We shave around his junk and his armpits. Remember, we want the total sissy to play with!”

Perhaps before my little escapade in Lacy’s room I would have objected, but now I feigned objection and gave in.

“See how cooperative he is!” Lacy said. “Just for that Brian, we’ll go easy on you – no nicks,” and they all laughed. They were really enjoying themselves, all at my expense.

After I showered and was shaved, they marched me into Lacy’s room buck naked. I was enjoying myself, and what gave it away was my cock – standing at attention like a flag on July 4th.

“Wow guys, look at Brian. I’d say he likes this stuff,” Lacy said, looking at me suspiciously. Well, no matter. They were no less determined to go ahead with their plan.

“Yeah I’ll say,” Gloria said, sneaking in a little grab and a stroke of my cock.

“Easy Gloria,” Lacy said. “There’ll be plenty of time for that later.”

While I was away playing football, the girls prepared everything ahead of time. I saw a full layout on Lacy’s bed. They had the pink satin G-String laid out and a stretch bra, sheer nylon panty hose, a red silk blouse and a black knit short skirt.

I stood there with my mouth open staring at everything.

“How do you like this Brian? This is some of Darlene’s best stuff. She got it ready just for you!” Gloria said.

“Umm, okay, yeah. I like it.”

“Good Brian, but remember – we still have this over your head. Back out now and it’s all over; got it?” Lacy said.

“See? I told you he did. He wouldn’t have tried on the G-String last night if he really didn’t want it!” Darlene said.

They got busy with me, placing everything on. Of course my favorite part was having the G-String cover over my junk. It felt so good going over the tip of my cock. Lacy was the one dressing me, and I think she knew that because she lingered with the silky material over the head of my cock, until a small drop of pre cum leaked out. “Now be careful Brian. I don’t want you to cum all over this now. Plenty of time for that later!”

After I was dressed, I played the game of remaining expressionless. I knew that a large part of their enjoyment was the fantasy of dressing me against my will. I think if I acted too willing, it would spoil their fun.

“Okay Brian, now come into the bathroom and take the seat by the vanity table. It’s time for your sissy makeup job,” Lacy said.

My cock was aching because I LOVED this part. I was being “forcefully” made into a slut. My ass was tingling also because I knew now that I wanted to be ravaged like a cum slut. You see, a little secret of mine was that I loved transgender web sites and movies where sissies were made to realize all their secret dreams and desires.

I loved the way the eyeshadow, liner, and lip gloss covered my face and turned me into the object of all my fantasies. Lacy left the bathroom and returned with a hat box. Inside of it was an auburn, longhaired wig, with a part in the middle – my new look would be total slut college girl. I was loving it!

Playing along with my “resistant role,” I meekly said, “Do I have to?? Really?”

Darlene stood in front of me and shoved a finger in my face. “Yes Brian you have to. Otherwise, everything, including today will be all over social media. You know Gloria has over 10,000 followers on her TIKTOK page, and you will become the newest viral sensation!”

This was true. So I looked down, took a deep breath and said, “Okay, I guess I have to. Do what you will.”

“Yes Brian! You’re being very good now!”

Lacy took the wig and latex wig cap out and placed them upon my head and combed the wig out. I looked at myself in the mirror and holy shit! I was a natural. And voila – I was done.

Gloria took out a cigarette from her bag. It was an all-white menthol, long cigarette. She lit up in a quick snap motion, blew out a slow French inhale and looked at me. I was staring at it. She smiled at me and said, “I think you want one Brian. In fact that’s actually a requirement of ours – that you become a heavy smoking sissy cum slut. There’s nothing that guys like better. At least Trevor does!”

“Yes please Gloria, may I have one?”

“Certainly,” she said, the cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth.

My cock was really throbbing now, screaming for release as all these pleasant sensations ran through me. I became the object of all my secret fantasies. How lucky I was to have fallen in with these girls as housemates! I think they knew I enjoyed it, but they refused to give up the fantasy of control, which was the whole point of this exercise..

I had enjoyed smoking weed, so this was no big deal. It gave me a nice little rush, and even made me sink farther into my new identity.

Then it was Darlene who made an observation. “You know, I think Brian here needs a sissy name. I was thinking of ‘Brenda.’ What do you girls think?”

“Brenda . . . Brenda . . . Yeah! I like that Darlene. It kind of rolls smoothly off the tongue!” Lacy said.

“Fine with me,” Gloria said. “Look at HER girls. Now we have our very own sissy to pass around to guys who want her.”

This was music to my ears – my very own cock to smuggle into my little asshole – or boy pussy. I shifted around on both feet just hearing that. I still pretended to be uncomfortable with it. I stood there, moving in front of the full length mirror in Lacy’s bedroom. I loved the way I looked puffing contentedly, just like a slut. Besides, I really could pass for a girl. My body build was just the right proportions. In a way, my housemates were doing me a big favor.

The girls exchanged wicked glances, so I knew something was up.

“Let’s do takeout tonight, and then we’ll really have some fun with ‘Brenda’ here!” Gloria said.
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“BRENDA, WE HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU!” Gloria said excitedly. “Tonight is your ‘coming out party.’”

I could only imagine what that meant. But I was ready. Still I maintained the act and looked really fearful. In fact I was so good, I thought I might even try out for the drama club on campus. I would even try out as “Brenda.” The thought aroused me more.

I didn’t have to wait long for the surprise they had in store for me. The doorbell rang, and Gloria got up from the sofa and ran to the front door. I had a vague guess as to who it was. As it turns out, I was right.

Gloria came back into the living room, and she was accompanied by a strapping six foot two inch hunk of a gym rat, with wavy blonde hair and blue eyes. The sight of this monster aroused me beyond all my wildest expectations, and made me weak in the knees. Geez, what was happening to me? I wondered.

“Guys,” Gloria announced to us, “You know who this handsome guy is, but for the benefit of Brenda, I’ll introduce him again.” I could tell that Gloria was really into this guy. He probably had a cock the size of bull moose. “This is my boyfriend Trevor. He also happens to be the captain of the university football team, and he has a couple of pro prospects looking into him.”

The hunk just stood there smiling. I don’t think he knew how much he was turning me on, or how much I wanted to be a gooey cum pillow underneath him.

“Trevor,” Gloria said turning to me. “This is Brenda. She’s our newest roommate. She used to be ‘Brian,’ but now she’s reborn, and I think she’s dying for your cock. Isn’t that right BRENDA?”

I answered the way she expected me to, and it was also what I wanted, so – “I hope so Gloria, because I would just love to be torn apart by this strapping young man.”

The three girls looked at each other, and I suppose they knew that I was more than just playing along. But they wanted to make the illusion of punishment, bribery, and control to last.

“That’s good Brenda, because you know what will happen if you refuse don’t you?”

“Oh yes Gloria, you don’t have to worry about me. Now, where can I go with this magnificent stud??”

“I think that right here will be just fine Brenda. We all want to watch, remember?”

“Sure Gloria.” This was going to be fun. Looking over at Trevor, he was a quiet giant and was grinning at me from ear to ear. Darlene and Lacy got up from where they were sitting on the sofa and brought a couple of chairs in from the next room. Gloria pulled out the sofa because it was a roll-out bed. Then she went upstairs and got fresh linens and pillows from the hall closet. The three of them were giddy with excitement. I didn’t need any prompting, but Trevor beat me to it.

“Come here SLUT!” he growled at me, and reached out with both arms pulling me into him. Eagerly I pressed up against him as his arms wrapped around my shoulders, pressing my head into his chest. My heart was beating fast with incredible excitement, and my cock was throbbing inside the confines of the G-String. I wanted to give it all to him; all my length and all my cum – just for him to enjoy.

He gently pushed me away from him and held me at arm’s length. I looked up at him and kissed him – the first time I had ever kissed another man. I don’t believe I could have done it if I was not dressed as Brenda. I was exploring a side of me I never knew existed. Things were happening, and happening fast.

Trevor was moaning and our tongues wrapped around each other’s. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the girls watching from their chairs. Lacy and Gloria were touching themselves; really getting off on the show. My hand reached down to Trevor’s waist and found the gynormous bulge that was his cock of steel, coiled up in his pants. I was desperate to free it from its confines. I began stroking it through his blue jeans.

“OH FUCK BRENDA! . . . Take it out and suck on it!” he hissed.

My fingers undid his zipper and snap. Then with both hands I pulled his jeans down until they fell around his ankles. He kicked off his shoes and came back to me. I placed my hand underneath his boxers, teasing him. My fingers rubbed him up and down the shaft of his cock. I felt a drop of pre cum escape onto my fingertips. I made a show of placing it into my mouth and licking it. Then I started laughing for no reason at all. I was so caught up in the slutty deliciousness of the moment. I made like a loop with my forefinger and thumb, and began sliding it up and down his shaft.

“SUCK ME!!” he barked out, his hands pressing my shoulders down.

Then I looked over at Gloria, and she was playing with herself – her hands down the front of her skirt, and smoking. “Gloria, give me a cigarette.”

The craving hit me and I was becoming a real bimbo – I fucking loved it so! I was down on my knees, having been pressed there by Trevor. Gloria placed the long, all white cigarette in between the center of my glossed lips and lit me up with her silver butane lighter.

“Now give me a drink!” I barked out. The girls and Trevor were shocked. “Whiskey!” I added. They looked at each other in amazement and shrugged. It was Darlene that came into the room with a bottle and a few glasses. I took the bottle and had a slug directly from it. I felt the wet warmth go down me and burn my throat. My eyes were glassy and I looked up at a shocked Trevor. “I’m going to rock your world baby!” I yelled.

I took a good drag and blew a stream of smoke over his cock and then placed my lips right on top of his head. My tongue came out between my lips and went around it like a paint brush. Trevor’s eyes were closed and he was making nonsense sounds of pure pleasure.

Now I licked my lips and full throated his cock, my mouth going all the way down it; my tongue wrapping around the shaft. Keeping a tight seal I went up and down, each time going faster and faster. The girth of his cock almost choked me, but the whiskey helped and I was able to take all of him.

Then Trevor let out a cry, and I took in my first mouthful of cum. He shot a tremendous load, not once, but three spurts. I didn’t let a drop go to waste and kept licking and sucking. Finally, he was all clean and I stood up and tongue kissed him, giving him a taste of his own juice. He loved it. Something told me that this wasn’t the first time old Trevor here had cum in his mouth! But I didn’t care about that. I was a pro, and everyone there knew it. Now it was my turn. I knew exactly what I wanted.

I grabbed his shirt and leaned in close to him and said in a hoarse whisper: “Do you think you can please a lady??”

“Hell yeah! Let’s go!” he said.

“Okay, and I want you to be rough. I’m a dirty slut and I need to be treated like one!”

I hopped on top of the sofa bed and pulled my skirt off. I kept my red heels on just for a sluttier effect and I believe it worked because Trevor was hard again. While I was on top of the bed, Gloria walked over to Trevor and gave her pussy to her boyfriend. This was how the two of them got their kicks; by watching each other get fucked by other people.

Trevor was on his knees by the side of the bed and got busy eating out Gloria’s pussy. Gloria’s face was making silent expressions of ecstasy, and her eyes were closed, as her head moved back and forwards. Trevor’s face was wet and slick from all of Gloria’s juices leaking all over him. This was making me incredibly horny, and my cock was screaming for release.

“You can fuck me too, Brenda,” Gloria called out.

“Sure Gloria,” I said. But right now I was concentrating just on Trevor and thinking about how rough he would handle me. I had no plans for her – tonight that is!

After Gloria limped back to her chair, dripping and totally satisfied, Trevor came over to me and practically threw me across the bed. I bent my knees and placed my butt facing him. He manhandled my ass and moved the backstrap from the G-String over the side of my butt cheek. He smacked my butt really hard, and it made me cry out – but I loved it. He cursed me each time his beefy hands came down on me, and called me every degrading name in the book – and I was so into it . . .

Next, he spit into his hand, and I felt it go all over my butt hole. He placed his wet index finger inside of my boy pussy! I cried out in pain, but I knew this was only temporary, and I wasn’t going to back out now.

He spit again and placed it all over his cock, making it nice and slick. He wasted no time, and Gloria lit me another cigarette and I took another slug of whiskey from the bottle. Now I was ready.

The tip of Trevor’s cock was knocking at the entrance to my “bussy,” as I was to later learn the terminology. I felt it slowly push inside me. Trevor moaned. He loved a pure virgin boy pussy, and I was happy to give it to him.

He went deeper inside me and thrust very hard. My mouth was open, and smoke came out with each thrust of Trevor’s cock of steel. I’m a bitch, I’m a CUNT . . . I said to myself over and over again. Now we got into a good rhythm, and maybe it was the whiskey, but I was in a state of disbelief that this was actually happening to me.

My own cock, which was dying for release was even harder than Trevor’s and his constant grinding and drilling made a drop of pre cum come out of me into my G-String pouch. I moved my ass back onto him with each thrust. Then I felt a hotness come up from deep inside of me and before I knew what was happening, I was crying out with pleasure and shot my entire load into my pouch. I never had a more intense orgasm like this. I knew then I was hooked for life.

Trevor screamed out and came inside of me. I felt the wet warmth of an ample amount of jizz enter my bussy. Some of the excess was running down the insides of my thighs. I imagined the creamy, whiteness of his cum totally defiling me.

_____________________________

______________

TWO YEARS LATER

That dear reader, is, in a nutshell, how I became a total sissy slut in college. Now it’s my senior year and I’m still living with Darlene, Gloria, and Tracy. To say that they were shocked with how fast I took to “The Wild Side,” would be an understatement. If they thought I was playing them all that first day, they didn’t let onto me.

Of course I continued to dress, and I even got around to fucking all of them whenever the mood hit. But that wasn’t all. I didn’t limit myself to just Trevor. I came out last year as a trans girl, and I even started HRT to make myself more realistic. However, as you can tell, I enjoy having a cock immensely.

So I hung out at campus bars, and I turned a lot of guys onto the joys of backdoor sex, even my friend, and ex-roommate Ralph. My housemates watched me grow day by day. I don’t think any of them ever believed that I would become a Girly Toy that quickly!
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