
        
            
                
            
        

    
HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY

A First time erotic romance with transgender college girls

Jaclyn Dicey


COPYRIGHT

Copyright © 2025 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved.

This book is COPYRIGHTED © and licensed for your personal enjoyment. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. Any resemblance to real persons living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by this author. This book may contain sensitive material for people under 18 years of age.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written consent of the publisher.


Dedication

I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Simra - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetishes, transgender romance and gay erotica.

Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️

JD


CONTENTS

COPYRIGHT

Dedication

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

More Stories for You!

About the Author


1

My FRIENDS AND I WERE GOOFING AROUND in my room in my college dorm. Kenny, my roommate was throwing a Nerf basketball through the hoop on the back of our door, and Ned and Todd were playing poker with me. It was a Monday afternoon, and we were trying to decide what we were going to do this coming weekend, specifically Saturday night. We never left anything social for the last minute.

“Hey guys,” Ned looked up from his game and said, “you know that next Saturday night Mattison (the girl’s dorm next to ours) is throwing a party. Wanna go?”

“Sure why not,” Todd said. “I heard they can get really crazy over there. Those girls are HOT dude!”

“Well I got some news for you guys,” Kenny continued. “They’re doing some sort of a raffle for charity I heard. A girl I know from my chem class lives there, and they had a flyer which she showed me. The winner of the raffle has to become ‘the property’ of the girls there for one day.”

“Oh really?” I said. “And what is this ‘property’ supposed to do?”

“It should be right up your alley Randy,” Kenny said. “I heard that the winner becomes some kind of a sex slave, or something wild like that.”

“No, that’s impossible!” I said. “Isn’t that like crossing some kind of an ethical line?”

The guys looked at each other and smirked at me. “Oh yeah? And just who do you think the judge will be on that? The whole point of the raffle is to collect money for a charity, right? Who’s gonna say no?” Kenny said, after scoring a Nerf basket.

“Besides Randy, why would you object? I mean it might be good for you if it’s true and you win. You’ve never done it with anyone right?” The guys laughed at the truth.

“Okay, so I’m a virgin - at twenty years old. What does that mean?”

“Well, it might be good for you to finally experience, you know, some heavenly pleasures,” Kenny said laughing.

I was turning a bright red from embarrassment. Unlike my friends, I couldn’t see a cheap hookup just for the sake of doing it. Maybe I’m old fashioned, but to me, sex had to be “special.” Of course I would never say it that way to them. They would just laugh at me.

Soon, we all went for dinner in the cafeteria which just happened to be in the basement of Mattison Hall – the girl’s dorm we were talking about. Kenny motioned with his fork after shoving what tried hard to pass for meat loaf in his mouth. “See that girl over there with the red, low cut blouse? The one with the long brown hair?”

“So what about her?” Ned asked.

“That’s the girl from my chem class who told me about the party next Saturday night.”

“Well, do you know her name?”

“I think it’s Carol, but I’m not really sure.”

I’ve seen her around campus, mostly in the library. I think she was pre-med, like Kenny. She was really cute, with a pretty decent figure, a cheerful expression on her face, and she exuded an air of confidence wherever I’ve seen her. I made up my mind to talk to her someday. It would have to be this week.

That evening I went to the library to study around seven o’clock since I usually did my best work there. I looked around for that girl but there was no sign of her. What would I say if I did see her? I heard there’s a slave raffle in your dorm Saturday night? Crazy! So I just settled in a corral and read my economics notes on my laptop.
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AFTER ABOUT A HALF AN HOUR, I got a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw the girl from the cafeteria! From my seat her cleavage was practically touching my face. I didn’t know what to say, but the surprise on my face must’ve been visible for a mile away. She was looking down at me and smiling – no judgment at all in her expression.

I’m sorry,” she said, a look of concern on her face. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“Oh no, it’s okay. I’m surprised, not startled. There’s a difference.” There I go again, trying to be a philosopher. Way to go Randy.

She laughed. “Well, maybe you’ll have to explain that to me sometime. Look, I saw you in the cafeteria during dinner earlier sitting with Kenny from my chem class.”

I was surprised. “Oh, you know Kenny? Yeah, he mentioned you and him were in chem class together, but he wasn’t sure if your name was Carol or not.” Great, another bonehead comment. “He just happens to be my roommate.”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh? We’re not just in the same chem class, he’s also my partner in lab and he sits next to me during recitation. He really said he didn’t know me?” She smiled and shook her head. “Well, if his grades are anything like his memory, I’m not surprised,” and she laughed. “Oh, my name is Carol by the way,” and she stuck out her hand and I shook it.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Randy.”

“Nice to meet you too Randy.”

“He did say that your dorm is having a party this Saturday, and it’s a raffle.”

“That’s right, there is a party. The raffle is for charity.”

“He also told me the prize is that the winner gets to be, umm, the ‘property’ of the girls for one day? Is that true?”

“Kind of, yeah,” she said.

“What does that mean exactly?”

“Nothing crazy. You know, stuff like running errands, this and that. It will be fun. I hope you can come Randy.”

“It sounds like fun. I’ll come, but I doubt I’ll win anything. I don’t have much luck with that stuff.”

“You never know . . . look, I’ve got some studying to do. Why don’t we go to the snack bar when the library closes at ten?”

“Sounds good.”

She took a seat in the corral next to me. The night went fast, and I was going through the motions. I couldn’t study because I couldn’t get over the fact that a hot girl like Carol would find me attractive and want to talk to me. Finally it was about a quarter to ten, and Carol moved her chair back and looking at me she said, “I guess we should be going now.”

“Okay. I couldn’t get much studying done. I hate this economics class anyway.”

She laughed. “Maybe you need a break, so let’s go.”

We got our stuff together and placed everything in our backpacks and left the library. After we were walking away from the library I noticed something.

“Carol the snack bar is back that way, in Warren Hall.” She was leading me over to our dorm area – specifically to Mattison Hall – her dorm.

She looked at me and winked. “Yes I know Randy.”

“Well where are we going exactly?”

“It should be obvious now,” she said as we walked the pathway to Mattison Hall.

“We’re going to your dorm!” I was shocked.

She held my hand, intertwining her soft, silky arm with mine. “Don’t worry about it, my roommate is away. Her grandmother died this week, so I expect she’ll be gone for a while.” She stopped us and looked at me with a grin on her face. “Besides, I don’t bite.” And with that we continued walking.

Now my heart started beating faster. I was, after all a virgin, and this girl was obviously experienced and definitely knew what she was doing. I decided to just go with the flow.

We walked through the main doors and a couple of girls saw us and said, “Hi Carol!” The expression on their faces indicated surprise. She just nodded and smiled.

“My room is on the second floor, come on Randy.” She walked ahead of me, pulling me up the stairs.

We walked a bit down the hallway, and we stopped in front of room 217. “Well, this is me. Come on in, I have some cold beer in the mini fridge.” She took her keys out of her bag, opened the door and just dragged me inside.

She threw her arms around me and feeling her warm breath on my face, she said in a harsh whisper: “Randy, I’m so horny right now – I’m fucking leaking!”

I was shocked, and pleased – I mean she looked so hot, with the low cut red blouse and short leather mini-skirt which showed off incredible legs. When she pressed herself up against me I felt her tits like two nails pressing into my chest – and she wasn’t wearing a bra.

Then she placed her right hand on the back of my neck and pulled me in closer to her and kissed me hard, sending her tongue into my mouth, wrapping it around mine. My cock was hard since she held my hand, and I felt her press herself against my waist and moan.

She broke off and said, “Oh that cock feels sooo delicious against my pussy. I wonder what it tastes like.” Then she went back to kissing me and she placed a hand under my jeans and yanked me closer to her. I felt her feverishly unbuckling my belt and my zipper, and pulled it and my boxers down my waist. I let them fall to the floor around my ankles. I kissed her neck and shoulders and ran my hands through her silky, long brown hair.

She wasted no time and got down on her knees on the carpeted floor. My cock was bent upwards towards the ceiling and with her fingers, she bent it down, level with her mouth. I hissed as she playfully bounced her glossed lips on and off the tip. I leaked pre cum which she got with her tongue.

“Randy,” she said, smacking her lips. “You taste wonderful. I’m gonna suck you dry!” She went back on my cock, opening her lips and going as far as the head of my cock, and moved her wet tongue around it like a paintbrush. I moaned at the silky, sweet pleasure. Her lips made a tight seal around me and she moved them from side to side. Her hands were stroking my bare thighs and waist, and she dug her long, painted nails into my flesh.

Now she took all of me in, and I could see the impression of my cock against the inside of her cheeks as she moved her wet mouth up and down me. She went faster and faster, and I moved my waist back and forth, keeping pace with her bobbing. I had my hands on the back of her head, pressing firmly but not too hard. I felt her long silky hair brush up against the insides of my thighs and it became too much. I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me as we continued this electric, fast dance.

It was too much for me to hold back and I let out a loud groan and shot a huge wad of cum into her thirsty mouth. I could feel the suction on my cock as she kept going true to her promise of sucking me dry.

I came in one long burst. I was still hard several minutes after I came, and she was still at it. Finally she came off me, and stood up facing me. Her eyes were moist, and half closed; a few drops of cum were dripping down the sides of her mouth. She bent in and kissed me, pulling on the neck of my t-shirt. I licked my cum off of her face, and then we kissed, and I got a good taste of the sweet saltiness of my own cum.

“You are wonderful Randy,” she said sweetly, dreamlike.

“This was my first time, and I can’t describe it Carol.”

She laughed. “I’m not done with you yet by a long shot Randy.” I wondered what else she could have in store for me.

“I want you to fuck me now Randy – do you think you can???”

I swallowed hard, not believing this was really happening. “Sure I can.”

“Here, let’s take a rest and have a beer,” she said as she walked over to the mini fridge and took out two bottles of beer. She handed me one and went over to her bag which she had placed on her bed. She opened it and pulled out a pack of long, all-white 120mm cigarettes.

Now I should mention at this point that I have had a very strong smoking fetish since I was about fourteen years old – beautiful women smoking those long, all white cigarettes. My semi-erect cock went full flagpole as soon as she lit up. Carol noticed it immediately and smiled. I was embarrassed as hell and it must have shown because she said to me, ”Nothing to be ashamed about Randy, many men have smoking fetishes, you’d be surprised.” This put me at ease, and she asked me, “Would you like one?” I smoked occasionally, but I felt it best to not at this time.

“Uh, not now, I’d just like to watch. It turns me on,” I said sheepishly. In addition to my smoking fetish, when I was a teenager I also liked to dress in women’s lingerie and a touch of lipstick while I smoked. I stole those long cigarettes from my mother, and in the privacy of my room when I was home alone, I indulged in my little secret activity. Something inside me told me it was wrong, and so I stopped when I went off to college. I was, therefore, very surprised when I realized I still had it.

“Okay honey, suit yourself. So I guess you’re ready to fuck me then,” she said, her eyes suddenly lit up. She stood in front of me and seductively smoked, moving from side to side.

She finished her cigarette, blowing smoke in my face with the final drag. She stuck her finger underneath the front of her skirt and rubbed her pussy, and then took her hand out and placed her fingers in her mouth, looking at me innocently. Then she turned and faced the wall, stepping away from it and asked me to flip her skirt up over the small of her back.

As I did so I noticed the strap of her G-String between her butt cheeks. “Carol,” I said surprised. “What is this?”

“You’re so silly Randy. I forgot you’re a virgin, so I’ll spell it out for you. I want you to fuck me in the ass – now do you get it?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah, I guess so, I just never expected this that’s all.”

“Okay, now move the string to a side of my butt cheek, whichever side your prefer, and then spit on your hand and rub it good into my asshole. Then I want you to stick your finger inside me and rub it around.”

I did as she asked, and as soon as my finger went inside her asshole she moaned loudly, and hissed between clenched teeth. “Oh Randy, I can’t wait to feel that hard cock of yours inside of me!”

Next I spit on hands again, this time rubbing it into my cock, and after I withdrew my finger I placed the head of it against her opening. I moved it around and it was so silky and smooth. I went in with just the tip at first, and it opened up and swallowed me. She let out a gasp and I went in deeper, meeting hardly any resistance. I assumed, correctly it turned out, that she was no first timer at this play.

It wasn’t long before I was thrusting in and out of her hard, with my hands on her shoulders, rubbing the nape of her neck and kissing it. Both of us were making unintelligible sounds of deep passion, until finally I could take it no longer, and I let out a yell and shot a warm torrent of my cum inside her. At that exact moment she screamed and clawed at the wall with her nails, breathing heavy, her hands slowly sliding down the wall.

I was still thrusting, but slower, enjoying the feeling of my cock being enveloped by that wet warmth. She came off the wall and turned and looked at me, her eyes misted over like before. She threw her arms around me and kissed me deeply, her smoky breath and the faint smell of jasmine perfume exciting me again, my still-hard cock pressing against her leather skirt.

She gave out a little laugh and got down on her knees again and began to suck the cum off of my cock. But after a few minutes when I began to process what was happening, she stopped suddenly. “Carol, why are you stopping?” I said, surprised.

She pressed her index finger on the tip of my nose and said, “There’s plenty more where that came from, don’t worry Randy,” and she kissed me again on the mouth – hard, her tongue going deep inside me.

Then we sat on the bed together and she lit another cigarette, and I was very tempted to ask for one, but I didn’t feel it was the right time again. I think she enjoyed turning me on – she knew exactly what she was doing.

It became late and I got up to leave. The dorm party and “slave raffle” was the next weekend. “I’ll see you again before then Randy, I’m sure,” and she kissed me good night.
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WHEN I GOT BACK TO THE ROOM it was close to midnight and Kenny was asleep, an American Lit novel laying on top of his covers. The next morning when we got up to go to breakfast he asked me, “So where were you last night anyway Randy?”

I tried to be nonchalant and cool. I didn’t sleep the whole night and had to relieve myself later on, thinking about Carol and our budding relationship.

“Well, you know that girl from the cafeteria from Mattison?”

“Yeah . . . what about her?” Kenny asked, very interested; expecting something.

“First of all Kenny. Why didn’t you tell me that she was in your chem class, and her lab partner to boot?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’m really bad with names,” he said shyly. I felt he was hiding something from me, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. I decided to pursue the matter a little bit more with him; the thing about him not knowing her name being so close in chem class.

“Her name IS Carol by the way, and she met me in the library, and then right before it closed she took me back to her room . . .”

“AND?!” he asked – very interested now.

“We uh, well, we did it.”

“Wow Randy! Did you fuck her???”

“Of course, or actually she fucked me. I mean we were going to go the snack bar at Warren Hall, but instead she took me to her room in Mattison. Her roommate is away.”

“Oh, and?”

“And what Kenny?”

“Nothing. I mean ‘good for you,’ I mean I’m really happy,” he said, his voice trailing off.

“Yeah, and you know what? I really like her and I’m going to see her again.” No reaction from Kenny, just a smile with a hidden meaning. But what exactly, I couldn’t tell.

Then came a completely new change of attitude on his part. He was really happy for me.

He high fived me. “Wow Randy, that’s great for you. Wait till I tell Todd and Ned!”

“Hey, wait a second. I’m trusting you here with private information. I don’t want my sex life broadcasted all over social media dude.”

“Sure Randy, whatever you say. I’m just really happy for you, that’s all.” I knew he would tell Todd and Ned, but I was confident they wouldn’t go posting anything on INSTAGRAM or FACEBOOK. That would be a grave violation of Carol’s and my privacy. As deviant as my three friends were, I knew there were limits.

Ned and Todd just gave me some good natured ribbing, but that was it. I was surprised. Maybe I was making too much of a big deal about it. Still, I had a nagging feeling that something was fishy.

_____________________

__________

Finally, the Saturday of the Mattison party was here, and the attendance was more than we thought it would be. I guess the thought of a guy being the slave of a dorm full of hot girls was too much to resist for anybody on campus. They had a DJ and streamers, and tables set up with gold glittered tablecloths and a long bar where several girls scantily clad and in heavy makeup tended bar.

I did see Carol more during the previous week and it was like the other times only more intense – she would give me a great blowjob and then I would take her from behind.

When me, Kenny, Todd and Ned arrived, we took in the scene and walked up to the bar to get drinks. Carol saw me and ran over to me. She looked really hot! I had never seen her with that much makeup on before and she wore tight leather pants, a sleeveless blouse, and red high heels to match her top. On top she wore a leather jacket and something new – a small ring though her left nostril. I had to make sure it was really her. Before introductions could be made – she obviously knew Kenny, she hugged me tightly, and kissed me, her arms draping over my shoulders. My friends watched – stunned.

“Oh hi Carol,” Kenny said, a bit embarrassed.

“Hi Kenny,” she said a bit sarcastically. “So how come now you remembered my name now, and why didn’t you tell me you had such a hot looking roommate?” It was the way she was looking at him as her arms were around me that was a bit odd.

“Oh I’m sorry Carol,” I said eager to change the subject. “These are my two corridor buddies – they’re roommates, Ned and Todd.”

“Hey guys! Glad you could make it tonight. Did you buy raffle tickets? The raffle is at midnight. You can buy as many as you want. You know that way your chances of winning goes up.”

“Yes we did,” Todd answered. “We each bought three, all of us.”

People were milling around, guys in groups, a few couples, and the dance floor was packed. Carol came close to me. “I’m gonna stick with you tonight Randy,” she said as she gave my hand a comforting squeeze. “You know Randy, if by some chance you win the drawing later it means you’re mine for the whole day!” I got hard right away thinking about that. But the odds of my winning were slim at best, even though I spent twenty-five dollars for five tickets.

Carol, me and the guys went up to the bar and got drinks. All of us got frosted mugs of beer which was a luxury that none of the other dorm parties offered. When we were mostly finished with our drinks I said to the other guys, “Carol and me are gonna go out to the floor and dance.”

“Okay stud, go ahead,” Todd said winking at me and smiling. Kenny looked at me and nodded in a strange way. I couldn’t figure him out because he was always the one pressuring me to go out and mingle with girls.

“Hey guys,” I said. “Go grab a table somewhere near the dance floor. Put a jacket on top or something.” So Kenny was the one to take off his jacket and lay it over the table. The three of them took seats and just looked around.

Carol grabbed my hand and took me out to the wooden dance floor. There was fast-paced techno music playing, and the colored lights were sweeping the whole place. I never danced with Carol before, and it was really something. It excited me more than being with her in her room. Maybe it was the way she was dressed, or her makeup, or maybe the silver ring through her nose, but whatever it was I was a dog in heat.

Once on the floor, she pressed her waist up against me and she made a small noise of satisfaction when she felt my hard on through her leather pants. She wasn’t shy at all about grabbing my cock through my jeans. I swore I leaked a little bit from her doing that. We were ignoring the music, and she kissed me hard, swaying with me back and forth, and sending her tongue deep down to the back of my mouth. Our arms were locked around each other shoulders and I felt the cool silkiness of her long hair on my forearms. I could swear my cock was pulsating with each beat of my heart.

She whispered softly in my ear. “You can’t even imagine what I’ll do with you if you win the raffle Randy.”

I laughed softly. “But won’t I be everyone’s slave if I win?”

“Umm, kind of,” she said, and left it at that.

I wanted to stop dancing and just take her back to her room, but I was afraid we would miss the drawing at midnight. It was already ten o’clock. I noticed that Todd, Ned and even Kenny were dancing with girls from Mattison. I didn’t recognize them, but I was glad they looked like they were having fun.

On the dance floor I was gently biting Carol’s neck, and she cooed, and I could feel her shiver. I was beaming inside because of the effect I could have on a girl – especially Carol.

About eleven thirty we took our seats at the table along with Kenny, Todd, Ned, and their girls who they danced with. We exchanged pleasantries and the guys introduced their girls to us. “Well the time’s almost here guys,” Kenny said. “You all ready?”

“Yeah, I wonder what the lucky winner will have to do for one day?” Todd asked.

“Probably laundry and washing cars,” Ned said, not really sounding too excited.

“We’ll find out soon enough,” I said, looking at Carol and hoping for a hint. But she said nothing, just looking and me and squeezing my hand under the table.
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AT ABOUT TEN MINUTES TO MIDNIGHT, a blonde-haired girl got up on the small stage in the front of the room, and the lights were shining on her, the house lights going dark. Another girl walked up on the stage placing a small stool next to the speaker, and going back to get a fishbowl with the tickets inside, placing it on the stool.

“Okay, your attention everyone,” she announced. “Come on, QUIET PLEASE!” She waited for the room to settle down, and continued.

“As you know, all the money collected tonight from the male guests goes to charity, and the winner be ‘the slave’ of the dorm for a full Saturday,” she said with a faux ominous tone to her voice and a smile. Some of the guys in the crowd went “Oooh.”

“Okay now, is everybody ready?” she said. The room went so quiet you could hear a pin drop. Some of the guys were poking each other and kidding around. “Now I have a surprise for all of you! There will be TWO WINNERS TONIGHT! That’s right, there will be two lucky guys who will become slaves of Mattison House next Saturday.” A murmur went through the crowd.

“Carol,” did you know about this?” I asked.

She looked just as surprised as the rest of us at the table. “No Randy, honest I didn’t know.”

The room quieted down again as the speaker placed her hand inside the large fishbowl and moved it around inside, looking at the crowd. She picked out one ticket for everyone to see. “Okay now, you all saw me pull out the ticket, and now I will read the number.” She made it very dramatic and took her time looking at it.

“The winning number is ‘981.’”

Some of the guys already had their tickets out and disappointed sounds went up from the crowd. My friends looked at their tickets. Kenny’s was in his jeans pocket, and he stared at it. He said low enough so we all heard it, his eyes going wide. “I won – that’s my number.”

“Wow! Go ahead Kenny, raise your hand!” Ned said.

Kenny stood up. “Here!”

“Looks like we have our first winner,” the girl said loud into the microphone, pointing at Kenny.

“And now for the second and final winner,” she said placing her hand again inside the fishbowl. For this pick she took her time, doing her best to make it really dramatic. She pulled out an empty hand, smiled, and then placed it back in the bowl, finally coming up with a second ticket. She dramatically looked at the ticket and said loudly into the microphone, “Number 237!”

I looked at my ticket with disbelief. That was MY NUMBER! But how could they have known that Kenny and I were roommates, or was it just an eerie coincidence? In any event there was no mistaking it – it was me.

Carol saw it and had an excited look on her face. “Nothing to worry about honey, just raise your hand.” So I did.

“All right ladies and gentlemen, we have our two winners. Would you two winners please take the stage!?”

I stood up, smiling at Kenny as we both walked up to the stage. But Kenny looked as if he was going to an execution instead, which puzzled me. I ignored him and was the first to reach the stage which I hopped up to energetically. The announcer checked both of our tickets. “Congratulations guys,” she said. “Let’s have a round of applause for our two winners.” The crowed hooted and applauded.

“Lucky bastards!” a guy from the back shouted out.

“Okay,” she said. “Now tell us your names and dorms.” I was closest to her, so I stepped forward.

“My name is Randy, and I live in Buford Hall.”

“Thank you very much Randy,” she said.

Then Kenny stepped up to the mic. “My name is Kenny, and I also live in Buford Hall.”

“Great. Okay guys, so these are the rules. You will report next Saturday at seven AM SHARP to the front desk of this dorm upstairs on the first floor, From there, someone will meet you and explain your duties.” She paused and looked around the room. Everyone was quiet.

“Now, every girl in this dorm is your master for the entire day. I don’t know if that was made clear to you, but it’s for the entire day! You must obey every task and duty you are assigned – no exceptions. If you do not comply you will be released and honestly guys, you DO NOT WANT TO KNOW THE CONSEQUENCES OF REFUSAL!”

I supposed that this was the meaning of “slavery.” Kenny looked at me with a very worried expression on his face. I looked at Carol sitting at the table, and she smiled and nodded to me. She mouthed slowly “it’s okay,” and gave me a small thumbs up sign. That was reassuring, at least to me. Kenny looked like a man headed for an execution by firing squad. He was pale white; all the blood having left his face.

“Now, do you guys have any questions?”

I did. “We’re not going to be forced to do anything illegal are we?” Everyone laughed at that, and it did seem silly, but I had to know.

“Of course not! You won’t be asked to murder or kidnap anyone, so don’t worry.” Laughter from the crowd. “Just be here next Saturday morning at seven AM. For all the rest of you guys, we’ll have another party and a raffle in the spring, okay? Now let’s get back to our party! Oh, and congratulations guys! This will be fun, I promise you.”

And with that, she left the stage while Kenny and I went back to our seats. As I took my seat, Carol said congratulations to Kenny and I and then she gave me a big hug and a very wet, tight kiss.”

Later that night, back in our dorm room, I said to Kenny, “Come on Kenny, why so glum? This should be fun. Think of all the beautiful women we’ll meet.”

“You mean that I’ll meet. You have a girlfriend now Randy; I still can’t get over it.”

“Yeah, I suppose I do,” I said more to myself than to Kenny.

I couldn’t sleep Friday night. Maybe because I got back from Carol’s room about two AM, or I was just anxious about later that morning. Whatever the case, Kenny and I got up at around five o’clock and went to the Mattison cafeteria at six for breakfast. Some of the girls there were laughing and pointing at us.
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SO AT ABOUT TEN MINUTES TO SEVEN, we went upstairs to the front desk. The girl at the desk looked up from her laptop screen and immediately recognized us. She smiled as she introduced herself. “Hi guys, I’m Serena. You must be Kenny and Randy. Are your ready to begin your weekend of servitude?” she asked raising an eyebrow and smiling at us.

“That we are,” I answered.

“Good. I have some instructions here. Randy, you are to go up to Carol’s room. I assume you know where that is??” she asked, batting her eyelashes at me, causing me to blush. I just nodded.

“And Kenny, you go to room 315 and meet Julia. Okay guys that’s it. Maybe I’ll see you two later.”

Both of us just nodded and headed over to the stairway. On the second floor landing Kenny looked at me again with that hangman expression and said, “Good luck buddy, see you later.”

“Yeah sure Kenny. Hey, don’t look so glum. Fuck it. I mean, if it’s too much, you can just quit. It’s all in fun remember?”

“You’re saying that now . . . see ya.” And with that he turned away and walked up to the third floor. Now I was positive he was holding back on me. What it was I had no idea. I had faith in Carol, because what we had was special and growing stronger by the day.

No sooner had I knocked on Carol’s door than she opened it quick, smiled and grabbed my wrists and dragged me inside, kissing me like she hadn’t seen me in months. She squealed with delight. “I’m so happy to see my little slave boy!”

“Yeah, I’m happy to see you too! How about we just get out of here and go somewhere for the day. You know, like a road trip. I got a full tank of gas yesterday. I can still be your slave if anyone asks.”

“No, no, no, Randy dear. That wouldn’t be right. The rules say we have to stay in the building.”

“Fine, then we’ll just order food in and stay here and fuck our brains out.”

She was dressed as hot as the night of the party – full of makeup, hair done up on the top, falling down past her breasts. She had on a white cotton long sleeved blouse, with no bra on underneath, short black leather skirt, and her tits showed through like two neat, sharpened pencil points. You could cut the sexual tension in the room with a knife. She seemed content just to stand next to me and kiss me hard, sending her tongue once again deep inside my mouth, with me stiff as a rock.

She pressed herself against me again, and rubbed her waist against my hard on through my jeans as before. Then she suddenly broke off leaving me surprised.

“Now my darling little slave, we’re going to do something different, and remember you have no choice.”

I shrugged, obviously disappointed and curious at the same time. She walked over to her bag and lit a cigarette, staring at me while she seductively dragged on it to life. Then she walked towards me and exhaled into my mouth. I liked it and it turned me on even more, bringing me back to my teen years and my “special proclivities.”

“Wow, look at that cock of yours, just struggling to jump out of your jeans. Let’s have some fun with that,” she said in a deep, sensuous voice. With the cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth she slowly opened the buttons of her blouse, and then the snap of her skirt. She pulled her skirt down and stepped out of it. She was wearing an emerald green G-String. We were going to fuck again – that was obvious, and I was ready to go.

However, instead of coming closer to me, she took a couple of steps back and hooked her thumb underneath the front of her G-String, smiling. She took a drag and did a French inhale, and held her cigarette low down near the lipstick coated filter between her index and middle fingers. Now she slowly pulled down the G-String and nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. She had a COCK! – and a very large cock at that. My mouth stood open agape at what I was witnessing. Her smile turned into a grin. “What’s the  matter Randy, haven’t you ever seen a cock before?”

I was confused and strangely excited at the same time. In the back of my mind I was even jealous. Everything I knew or thought I knew flew out the window. I was in shock.

“Well yeah, I mean I never, I never thought that you had a, a cock!”

“I want you to listen closely my sweet. Yes I have a cock. I hate the term ‘transgender,’ okay? I very much prefer the term ‘shemale,’ just like in Thailand. Did you know that over there ‘ladyboys’ are practically worshipped for their beauty?”

“Uh, I heard something about that, but I never had any reason to pay much attention to it-”

“Until now that is,” she interjected quickly. “This doesn’t change how you feel about me, does it Randy?”

“No, of course not. I, I accept you and love you for who you are.” There, I said it; the ‘L’ word.

“You really mean that?”

“Of course I do. you have to understand that I was a little, well, you know, shocked,” that’s all.”

She took another drag and came close to me, pressing her large “she cock” up against my shirt, over my belt. Feeling it against me was strange and arousing at the same time. I was hit by all the sensations; her perfume, the smoky breath, and the excitement of her cock up against me.

With her face inches apart from me she said, “Now it’s time for some real fun, my delicious Randy,” and she kissed me hard.

She placed the half-smoked cigarette in her mouth again, and with her eyes squinting a bit from the smoke curling up to her nostrils, she opened my belt and unzipped my jeans, pulling them down with my boxers, and they fell around  my ankles.

One hand grabbed my cock and began stroking the soft underside of it with her soft fingertips. A drip of pre cum came out and she moved her fingertips up to her mouth and licked them clean. “Hold that thought,” she said softly.

“Okay slave, get up against the wall like I did for you,” she said playfully. If I refused, she’d throw me out and never see me again. But my desire to please her was so great that I decided to go along and do as she asked of me.

While I went over to the wall and placed my palms flat against it, and spread my legs apart, sticking my butt up in the air, she walked over to her night table and took out a tube of what looked like lubricant gel.

“Randy my sweet, get ready for the most intense pleasure of your life. I’m going to lube you up nicely, and place some on my cock too. It will be a bit painful at first, but stick with me honey, I promise it will get easier the more times we do it, and believe me, we’ll be doing this A LOT!”

“Anything you say Carol.”

“Good boy,” she said as she started rubbing the gel between my butt cheeks and over my cherry asshole. She stuck her index finger inside of me, and rubbed it around the rim of my hole, making me grunt in pain as I was stretched for the first time. She went deeper inside of me, until my ass began to relax a little and some of the newness of the activity calmed down a bit. Then she slowly withdrew her finger, and I felt what could only be the tip of her she cock enter me. She went in very gently, just with the head first, and withdrew it and repeated it a few times. It was no longer painful and the newness of it was replaced with pure desire.

I backed myself up against her cock, and greedily took more of her inside me. She pulled out and thrust herself deeper inside me making me clench my fists because of the deep pain I felt. I tried my best to ignore it and she pulled out and went in again and again. Then a strange thing happened, like she promised me – the pain lessened and was replaced by an odd sense of extreme pleasure the deeper she went. So I backed up against her, making her large cock go to its limits. Her thrusting was accompanied by grunts which was making me crazy as I kept pace with her until we were locked in a feverish dance of pure erotic pleasure; thrusting and receiving.

I felt a ball of fire deep inside me welling up and then I shivered and screamed out – an enormous amount of cum shot out from my cock against the wall. At the same time, she let out a large sigh and I felt the inside of my ass swell with her warm, wet cum, filling me up. She kept thrusting and I could feel her cum leaking out of my ass and running down the inside of my butt cheeks.

Now she slowed down, and softly kissed the back of my neck. “You’re beautiful Randy, do you know that?”

“No,” I said, out of breath. “No one’s ever said that to me before, but if it had to be someone, I’d want it to be you Carol.”

She pulled me off the wall and spun me around, kissing me deeply on the mouth. We had just created an unbreakable bond. One that I never wished to end.

“Now I have a surprise for your Randy.”

“Really? What would that be?” I couldn’t imagine. “I thought you were all out of ‘surprises.’”

“You’ll see,” she said as she walked over to her dresser drawers. She opened the bottom draw and pulled out a cherry red G-String and threw it me. I caught it.

“What’s this for?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“I want you to put it on of course silly!”

“But Carol, I, I don’t know what to say?”

“Come on now Randy. Would you swear to me that you’ve never done anything like this before in your life? Humm?”

I thought back to my teenage years alone in my house after school and I had to be honest with her. “Yes Carol, I have – when I was a teenager, maybe fourteen years old.”

She smiled and shrugged. “Okay, so just consider this an extension of your teenage desires.” She paused a bit in thought. “I kind of had a feeling that you did this before. In my experience, a smoking fetish usually comes with some crossdressing.”

I let that sink in as I slowly placed the G-String on the carpet and stepped into it. I slowly pulled it up my legs and savored the silky, smooth feeling as it slid up me. It gave me chills, and I rubbed the soft fabric between my fingers. She watched me intently as I slid it around and centered the pouch over my cock. I rubbed my cock inside it, and I felt a drop of pre cum come out, even after having had such a big ejaculation only moments before.

“I see you seem to enjoy it Randy. I’m glad because now we can go farther than you thought possible. Come on now, haven’t you always wanted to dress like a slut?”

She had a point that required no answer. I smiled back at her as she reached into a different drawer and pulled out a matching cherry red laced bra with a stretch back. I put it over my head slowly and pulled it on. It had the effect of pulling my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

“Looks good on you I must say,” Carol said with a hand on her chin, turning her head sideways to look from different angles. “And I like the way your hips look. Now don’t take this as an insult, but they aren’t very masculine. In fact they do look a bit curvy.”

“None taken,” I said truthfully.

“Now we go into the bathroom, and I make you up!” she said excitedly. “But first this,” and she walked over to her closet and took a box down from the top shelf. She placed it on the bed and inside was an auburn wig. It was a shade darker than my own hair, and much longer, falling way down to the small of my back. Then after Carol adjusted it on my head, she took me into the bathroom and sat me down in front of the mirror, taking out a makeup case from the drawer.

She was a pro with the makeup, shaving my face and neck carefully, and giving me deep blue eyeshadow, ruby red lipstick, lots of mascara and black eyeliner. When she was done she stepped back to look at me and smiled.

“My, my Randy, you do clean up nicely if I do say so,” she said approvingly, proud of her work.

I stood up and looked in the mirror for the first time. Immediately my cock was hard again. As I was busy admiring myself, Carol walked to her closet and pulled out a mid-length black leather skirt with a slit up the sides. “Here now, this should do nicely,” she said, and handed it to me. “I’ll zip you up.”

I began to step into it. “Oh wait!” she shouted. “I almost forgot.” She went back to her dresser and pulled out a pair of black, sheer nylon pantyhose with a lace top, straps, and a laced girdle that matched the G-String. She grinned at me as I slipped them on. She helped me fasten the straps. I loved the way the nylon felt on my hairless legs. When I stepped in front of the mirror, I couldn’t believe what I saw looking back at me. It was the culmination of all my fantasies.

Carol saw the smile spread on my face, and it told her all she wanted to know. “Now there’s one thing that’s missing,” she said as she pulled out a cigarette from her pack of all-white, long 120s.

She lit herself up with a quick flick of her lighter. She took another cigarette out of her pack and handed it to me. “Here, don’t you want this now Randy?” she asked with a knowing grin. She was right. I did have a craving for one. I don’t know what it was. Maybe my being dressed as a slut and getting fucked in the ass my first time did it to me. So I took one and placed it in the corner of my mouth, getting the lip gloss on the filter. She lit me up the same way she lit herself up, and I did a perfect French inhale. I didn’t forget how to smoke like when I was a teenager, nor did I choke on the smoke. I was a pro.

“Very nice Randy! You ‘fem up’ pretty well, I must say. Now tonight is when I introduce you to the girls.”
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WE HAD DINNER BROUGHT IN, and we were both famished after a full day of fucking and sucking. She had me spread against the wall and fucked me at least three times more. Now it was time to go downstairs. Carol told me there was a party going on and Kenny and I were to be the guests of honor. The party was in the activity room – the same room the raffle and party were in last week.

As Carol and I walked down the stairs we could hear music and laughter coming from the room downstairs on the first floor. “Just remember Randy,” she said, spinning me around and kissing me; “Tonight whatever happens, you’re still mine, okay?”

“Of course Carol. You’re very special to me.”

“As you are to me, Randy,” she said as she pulled me in close for a tight, wet kiss.

“Now go look for your friend Kenny.”

I looked for Kenny, but I couldn’t find him. Perhaps he hadn’t arrived yet from whatever his slave assignment was today.

I saw a girl walking over to me with a dejected look on her face, but something was very familiar about her. Then I noticed. It was Kenny! He was dressed as I was, and smoking a long cigarette as well.

“Kenny?” I asked, still not one hundred percent sure.

The “girl” just nodded. “Randy? Is that you?” He was equally surprised. We both looked each other over, not quite believing what we were seeing.

“Yeah. Did Julia dress you up?”

“Yes she did. I’m sorry buddy, I should have told you before.”

“Told me what?” I asked.

“The girls in this dorm are all transgender women, or shemales!”

“I had a suspicion they were.”

“Yeah, no shit. Listen Randy. The reason I pretended not to know who Carol was is that I dated her last semester, and after I fucked her, she revealed her true self to me, and I just ran away. I was embarrassed about it. She didn’t tell you?”

“No she didn’t. But I knew something was up from the way you acted.”

“You seem to have taken this rather . . . well. She fucked you and dressed you, right?”

“She did, and I assume Julia did the same to you, right?”

“Yes, and because of the slave thing, I couldn’t refuse. She threatened me with exposure on social media  with pictures she took. What about you?”

“I love it Kenny. The truth is I’ve always wanted this, and Carol has become very special to me. You might say, ‘we’re an item.’”

“Wow, I never would have expected that.”

“Hey Kenny, don’t look so glum. Tell me you didn’t enjoy exploring ‘the other side’ of yourself?” He still looked downcast, or shy rather, embarrassed.

“Yeah, I guess I did, sort of. Anyway, Julia was nice to me.”

“You fem up nicely Kenny. That red haired wig and the green eye shadow looks really good on you, and that short skirt and white blouse looks very sexy on you.”

“I guess so,” he said in a quiet voice. I guess I just need a little time to adjust, that’s all.”

“Well relax. Take as much time as you need. No one else has to know – especially the guys in our dorm. We can tell them they made us run errands or shit like that.”

“Come on Kenny, let’s go up to the bar and get a couple of drinks – the strong stuff. You look like you could use one.”

“Yeah, I could.” So both of us walked up to the bar. The other girls were whistling at us. Each of us ordered a scotch and soda from the same girl who tended bar last week.

The room was getting crowded as guys and girls from the other dorms crowded in. Julia and Carol came up to us at the bar.

“There our two beauties are!” Julia said. “Hey Carol, you worked magic on Randy here. I swear I would never have recognized him!”

“I could say the same for what you did with Kenny. Speaking of which,” Carol said turning to Kenny. “No hard feelings from our date last semester Kenny. I have Randy now and that’s all that matters to me.”

“Well I’m glad for the both of you, I really am,” Kenny said.

“Hey Julia,” Carol said, turning to her friend. “How did you and Kenny get along?” Julia looked at him and smiled.

“I think ‘she’s’ coming around. She was a bit hesitant at first, but I think we’ll be seeing each other – a lot.”

“Good for you,” Carol said. “Okay listen guys, or should I say ‘slaves.’ This is your task for this evening. Those two friends of yours, standing at the other end of the bar – Ned and Todd is it?”

Both Kenny and I looked surprised and saw the guys there standing alone. “They asked about you two,” Carol said. “I told them we had you running around doing shopping errands for us and doing laundry and stuff. I told them you’d join us later. Now this is what you two have to do. You have to seduce them. So both of you pick out which one you want. They have to fuck you by the way. If they don’t, then you haven’t fulfilled the ‘slave contract,’ and you both promised you would.”

We both looked at each other in shock. “Come on guys,” Julia said. “We’re turning the lights down, so they won’t get that good a look at you. You can be really slutty and fuck them in the restrooms. The lighting will be the same in there. Just remember – we’ll be watching.”

Carol pulled me close and gave me a long, wet, smoky kiss. “Just remember sweetheart; I created you and you can do it. I don’t mind at all, I really don’t. So you two choose and go at it!”
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“HEY RANDY? YOU DON’T SUPPOSE they’d really out us on social media, do you?”

“Well, speaking for Carol, I know she wouldn’t. But Julia seemed pretty tough.”

“Yes, she’s serious. I guess we have no choice. So which one do you want?” Kenny said, resigned to his fate.

“I think I’ll take Todd. I kinda’ think he’s cute.”

“Well, I guess that leaves me with Ned,” Kenny said.

“We’ll need female names for ourselves, Kenny. I’ll be Rhonda. I like the ring of it. You can be Kristen.”

“Okay then, let’s go,” ‘Kristen’ said, as we walked over to the end where Todd and Ned were. Kenny had a funny walk, and it wasn’t because of the red pumps he wore. It was because he must’ve gotten a good pounding from Julia.

“Hi guys,” I said to Todd and Ned with my best female voice.

‘Kristen’ was smiling next to me, looking Ned in the eyes.

“Hey girls, what’s up, Todd said.

“We were wondering if you guys would like to dance. The music is good tonight,” I said. “By the way, I’m Rhonda, and this is Kristen.”

“Nice. I’m Todd and this mopey guy here is Ned.”

“Good to meet you too,” Kristen said, sounding even more effeminate than me. “How about we get another round first before we dance?”. It seemed like she needed a lot of liquid courage before we went out on the dance floor.

“Yeah, great idea – my treat,” Todd said. Todd was eyeing me up and down, and I couldn’t get over the fact that he didn’t have the slightest idea I was really his corridor mate and friend Randy.

Ned was eyeing Kenny (Kristen) with interest, and it was making “Kristen” a bit uncomfortable; so much so that I gently elbowed Kenny in the side. We made pleasant conversation, and then I excused us and took Kristen over to the side.

“Kenny!” I said in a loud whisper over the music, close to his ear. “You have to play along, and keep an open mind. If you give up the game and don’t go through with this, I know Julia will definitely out you on social media. Is that what you really want?? This is a one-time thing, so DO IT and be done with it, okay?”

There was a bit of hesitation, and then he said, “Okay Randy, er, ‘Rhonda,’ you’re right. I mean my butt is still sore from Julia’s pounding of it, but in a way it felt kind of . . . pleasant.”

“And one very important thing, Kristen – MY NAME IS RHONDA – okay??? DON’T SLIP UP!!”

“Okay Rhonda, got it.”

“Good, now follow my lead and let’s take them out to the dance floor.”

I looked at Todd as we made our way back to the bar where they were finishing up their drinks. I was already buzzed from my two scotch and sodas. Dressed as I was, and feeling like a complete degenerate slut at this point I noticed Todd’s strong chest and his well-developed biceps, and I could feel a hard on forming underneath my G-String. Just go with the flow Rhonda, I told myself. Last week, I would have thought myself crazy for even entertaining the idea of fucking Todd, but now . . . things were different. Was I gay? Was I transgender/shemale? I wasn’t sure, so I just relied on my feelings.

“Hey guys,” I said to both of them. “Let’s go dance,” and with that said, I took Todd by the forearm and pulled him out to the dance floor. It was a crazy techno tune playing, and the others were moving quickly to it, but I pulled Todd close to me, and shot a glance at Kristen, nodding my head that she should follow my lead with Ned.

I wore just a touch of perfume which mixed nicely with my smoky aroma, and it turned Todd on because he pulled me closer to him. Todd was taller than me by about three inches and I threw my arms around his shoulders and forced the issue by kissing him on the mouth – hard. The strangeness of it quickly wore off, and soon he was pushing back on me, with his arms around my waist. I laughed a little “girlish” laugh, and soon we looked like any other couple. My doubts about Kristen were put to rest as I saw that she was doing the same with Ned.

I was able to feel Todd’s erect cock on my waist, and the gaff that Carol provided me with hid my raging boner from him. He was grinding himself on me and clearly enjoying it; looking me right in the eyes, clearly having no idea it was really me. Perhaps it was the lighting, or the mood. I wasn’t sure and I didn’t care one way or the other. My right arm came off his shoulder and reached down to his zipper where I played with it, moving it up and down. He stirred and pushed in closer, trying to hide what I was doing to him.

“Let’s go somewhere,” I whispered close to his ear and licking it with my tongue.

“Yeah, I was thinking the same thing,” he said salaciously.

I knew the secret of this dorm of transgender girls, so I knew “the bathroom” was only for one gender, and that’s where I led him willingly.

Once inside I locked the door and pulled him close to me, finishing the work on his zipper, pulling it down all the way and unbuttoning his jeans. I was hungry for cock, pure and simple. Todd helped things along by pulling his jeans and his boxers down, where they fell in a heap around his ankles.

I didn’t care that the floor was tiled and that my knees would probably hurt, so I got down on them, facing him. I could see his massive cock, even in the dim lighting, with the veins bulging.

“Hey, how come the lighting is so dim in here?” he asked surprised.

“Why do you need light? What’s wrong? If you had to pee you wouldn’t be able to find it?” I laughed.

“Ummm, guess you’re right.” I didn’t waste a second and I grabbed it, stroking the sensitive underside with my soft fingertips. He moaned, and I enjoyed teasing him, until he finally said the words I wanted to hear. “Come on Rhonda, put my cock in your mouth and suck the hell out of me, I can’t take this much longer. I felt a drop of his pre cum on my fingertips. I looked up at him and placed my wet fingertip inside my mouth, making a show of sucking on it. It only made him crazy, and he placed his big hand on the top of my hair, and pulled my head into him, until my glossed lips were touching his head.

“Oh God, you’re soooo good!” he exclaimed with pure carnal delight. I parted my lips slowly and took just his head in my mouth, moving my lips side to side. He let out a hiss between his clenched teeth. I used my tongue like a paint brush, just like my Carol taught me. I tasted the sweet/saltiness of more pre cum. Now I took all of that massive Todd cock in my mouth, keeping my lips tightly closed around him. I got into a good rhythm of sucking, and he moved his waist into me, keeping in good step.

I sucked faster and faster, my saliva giving a slick coating to his cock and making him throw his head back and moaning. Finally he could take it no longer and he stiffened, filling my mouth with a torrent of warm cum. He pulsed three times, and it was too much to keep in my mouth. Some of it leaked out and ran down the corners of my mouth. I kept on sucking and rubbing my tongue around and around.

Finally I pulled out and stood up next to him, pulling his shirt collar into me, and I kissed him hard, giving him a good taste of himself. He didn’t object and went along with me, licking the corners of my mouth, and then kissing me deeply, his tongue running along inside my mouth, getting all of the cum I didn’t swallow.

“You’re fantastic,” he said just above a whisper, and then kissed me again. “Where have you been these last couple of years Rhonda?” It took every ounce of composure I had not to laugh out loud.

“I could ask the same question for you Todd. Now it’s time for you to please me.” All of my inhibitions were gone. It was time he knew the truth; well at least part of the truth.

“Sure, whatever you want baby, I’m ready for you!”

“Hold that thought,” I said as I backed away from him and undid the snap on my pleated, short black skirt and pulled it down, revealing my panty hose, girdle and G-String. He just stared at my lower half. Slowly, imitating Carol that first night, I hooked my thumb underneath my G-String and pulled it down.

I watched Todd’s eyes grow wide with astonishment as my she cock popped out the laced top of my G-String.

“WHAT THE FUCK RHONDA!!!! You mean you’re a, a guy????”

Parroting Carol I simply said, “Technically maybe, but I prefer the term ‘shemale’ Todd. You know, like they have in Thailand. I feel like a woman in every way. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy what I did to you, what we did to each other.”

“No, I did enjoy it, I mean, well, I don’t know what I mean,” he said as his voice trailed off.

I moved closer into him; my she cock brushing up against his; his pants still around his ankles. “Remember what I said. It’s only the right thing to do to please a lady.”

“Wh-what do you want me to do?” He asked, with a mix of surprise and fright.

“Nothing terrible. I promise you’ll have the time of your life.” Now was the moment when he would either pull up his pants and run out of the room, or do what I asked of him.

“I want to fuck you Todd,” I said as sweetly as I could.

He was silent for a minute, and then he sounded like he was pleading. “I’ve never done this before, and you have to promise me that you won’t tell a soul!”

“Honey, you have my word,” I said, trying my best to reassure him. “Now go lean into the wall and spread your legs for me.” I reached into my handbag and pulled out the gel that Carol had given me earlier.

“This is going to feel wet and cool honey as I rub it into you. Forget any pain you’ll feel because soon it will be all pleasure. Do you trust me?” I said in my best coquettish voice.

“Yes Rhonda, I do,” he said.

I leaned in close to him and whispered in his ear. “I know you want this, otherwise you’d have run out of here. This is our secret, and we can do it again and again.”

He remained still as the coolness of the gel spread over his bare ass and up and down his taint. Then I stuck my slick index finger deep into his asshole and moved it around the sides, making him tense up and squeal with pain.

“Relax honey,” I said. “Don’t tense yourself up,” I said from my own experience. “Trust me,” I kept repeating, sort of hypnotizing him.

Then I placed the lube around my own cock, and it felt good. Now I placed the fleshy tip against his puckered cherry asshole. There’s nothing like the first time I thought to myself.

I pushed inward slowly, and he hissed as my girth dilated him. I went in slowly, just past the head of my cock. He was still tense, but his cries of pain abated as he took me. I went in farther until I could go no more, pulled out completely and then went again. Each time, his muscles contracted around me, and it was the most incredible feeling. Now I went faster and faster, and he really got into it, moving up against me, swallowing me up inside him.

Now I went faster and faster. I saw his upper arm move up and down, and it looked like he was stroking his cock, and moaning.

Soon he cried out and I knew he came. It wasn’t long before – just a couple of good thrusts – and I came inside of him, filling him up. I could feel the wet warmth of my own cum surround my cock, making me thrust faster and faster.

I went slower and slower until I gently pulled out of him, my cock slick with my cum. He stayed pressed against the wall, catching his breath. Gently, I pulled him off the wall and kissed him, holding him tightly.

“Rhonda,” he said softly. “I misjudged you. You are the best woman I have ever had. I don’t ever want you to go.” To tell the truth, I wanted him too, and I wondered how Carol would feel about sharing him. So I told him about all the other girls in the dorm, and about my relationship with Carol.

His eyes lit up. “You mean, I could have them too!?”

“Well let’s take one thing at a time. I’m sure you could have Carol with me.” I was thinking about Kristen, and how that would work with her and Ned. After we left the restroom, we made our way back to the bar, hand in hand. It wasn’t long before Kristen and Ned joined us. One look at Kristen’s face told me all I needed to know.

Kristen and I were talking, and we decided there was no need to break the illusion, and by day we were Kenny and Randy, and by night we were Kristen and Rhonda. Carol, Julia, Ned, me and Todd became a regular thing in the confines of the girl’s dorm. Sometimes Kristen and me double dated with Ned and Todd, and occasionally Julia and Carol joined our merry little band going out.

No one outside of our little group suspected a thing. After college was over, Kristen and I followed Carol and Julia’s lead, and we used HRT and became full-fledged shemales. Todd remarked how big my breasts grew and how my hips rounded out. It was all good, and soon Carol and I moved in together. Todd of course, was a frequent face. The whole “gang” and even some other T-gurls were part of our happy home.
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Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!

THE BULLY WHO TURNED ME

HOT WIVES FEMBOYS AND SISSIES SERIES COMP

SKANK RETREAT

HUBBY TRAP

BLOWN AWAY

TEST TUBE FEMBOY

DUPED

RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

FEMBOYS CROSSDRESSERS AND SISSIES

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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