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ENJOY THE RIDE!


Chapter 1

_____________________________

_________________

I’m never going to make it, I thought as I rummaged through my closet for just the right shirt, the right pair of shoes , and then for the right pair of slacks to wear. I was supposed to meet Troy and the rest of the guys downstairs in the frat house common room, and then we were going to the sorority house mixer, the name of the house I couldn’t even tell you. I was a bundle of nerves that evening as with all others when it comes to social occasions. I’m not what you would exactly call a stud, or a hulk, or, as my best friend Scooter would say “eye candy for the babes.”

There is some country western song, where the lyrics are “at closin’ time, all the girls look fine.” That describes me; I’m the guy that gets all the leftovers, the wall flower girls that no guy wants except the ones who are really desperate for a date.

Finally I was ready, and I checked myself out in the mirror. This is as good as it gets I thought, as I looked at my olive DOCKERS, nerdy plaid shirt with the pocket pen holder, and thick, bottle-bottom black frame eyeglasses. On second thought, ditch the pocket holder, and I tossed it on my bed. I went into the bathroom for the bottle of AQUA VELVA after shave my dad had given me last week when I went home for the weekend, and splashed some on my face. My hair was just past shoulder-length, and it was hard to style, so it just sat there on top of my head.

I left my room, locked the door, and almost fell down the stairs, catching myself on the banister. Come on Fred, you’re going to a sorority mixer, not the emergency room!

The guys were ready, sitting on the couches, and Troy, the frat president called out to me, “There he is, Fred Blumenthal, superhero in disguise.” The other guys started laughing, as they always did when I made my appearance to go out somewhere – anywhere. I looked tense. My best friend and roommate Scooter was there, and he called out to me: “Here Fred, chill out and grab a beer, we still got some time before we show up. We don’t want to be first, and we don’t want to be last to show at this thing.”

The other guys were “cool,” at least that’s what they were known as on campus. The only reason they let me pledge the frat was because I was friends with Scooter (Dave Scott), and I was gifted when it came to all kinds of tech stuff. I managed to hack free cable, Wi-Fi, and lots of paying internet services for the guys in the house. They found me valuable, so they tolerated me and my clumsy, “uncool” ways.

They’re all gym rats, heavy lifters with six-pack abs and muscles, etc., whereas I have arms like a spider’s, and a belly like a new born. Troy once asked me to go to the gym with them and it was a disaster. They got nothing out of the workout because they were all busy laughing at me after I dropped a ten-pound hand weight on my glasses which fell to the floor. That was about one year ago, and I haven’t been back to the gym since.

So about this sorority mixer. The sorority had a reputation and was one of the more popular houses on campus. It was “Alpha Gamma Delta,” and it was a sorority known for service, and this particular branch was composed of goth girls, and also a fair amount of transgender females. I was friends with one of them, a girl named Jacqueline. We were in the same physical chemistry class. Now, to take “p chem,” you had to have smarts, a lot of smarts. As far as chemistry goes, it was harder than organic, which was the bane of the pre-med student’s existence. I was pursuing a degree in engineering, and Jacqueline thought she wanted medical school. We were lab partners.

“Hey Fred, you know these girls are little on ‘the crazy – wild side,’ right?” Scooter said to me. “Say, aren’t you friends with one of them?”

“Yeah, sort of. Jacqueline and I take p chem together. She’s my lab partner.”

“Jacqueline Cartwright? Wow, yeah, I’ve seen her. She’s cute. Why don’t you ask her out?”

“I don’t know, we’re just lab partners.”

“Oh, whatever. C’mon, Troy’s chariot awaits.”

So we piled into Troy’s SUV and headed over to the goth sorority house.

As we pulled out, Dan Pietro, considered the “male model” of the group, with a Kirk Douglas dimple on his chin, and a sculpted body said, “Hey guys, leave a girl for Fred here,” and they were all laughing.

“Yeah, maybe one with a cock!” Troy said with his usual demeaning air. My other two friends snickered at this insult, but I was used to it.

The sorority house was about a ten-minute drive away, and when we pulled up, people were milling about on the porch and loud techno music was coming out of the speakers from inside. It looked pretty crowded. I was glad because I could just “fade” into the background, have a few beers, and then be home in a few hours.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

______________________________

_________________

There was a girl at the door, I think her name was Abbey. She had jet black hair with green highlights, a leather bustier that had laces down the front, a short leather miniskirt, fishnet stockings, earrings, a pierced nose, and some kind of dragon necklace on. She smiled and gestured a welcome to us, and it was obvious she had eyes for Troy.

Lucky me, I had a huge hard-on as soon as I walked in the door. Maybe it was the two beers I had at the frat house before we left? I’m not sure, but it was unusual for me. Maybe my cock knew something that I didn’t.

On the main floor, the common room, had couches set up alongside the walls; ornate affairs with carved wooden backs and legs, and a bar over in a corner where a larger girl, who I’d bet every red cent on was trans, was making drinks. They also had the usual kegs of beer with pumps, that a couple of big muscled guys set up for them. Some of these guys were boyfriends of some of the Delta girls.

*The president of the sorority was a goth girl named Samantha, who, legend had it, had blackmailed the dean into allowing the sorority on campus in the first place. The story was the stuff of legends, and it made the Delta girls the most popular sorority and party spot on campus. Their feats were legendary in the annals of supposedly forced feminization, blackmail, extortion, and other shameless activities. Samantha was dubbed “Queen Samantha” for the shenanigans the house was famous for.

*(To read my series which is about ‘Queen Samantha’ and the explosive events of the Delta house, click this link!) –

GOTH GIRL'S SOROITY SERIES

I was standing with a frosted mug of beer in my hand. Scooter had paired off with a hot blonde number, and Dan was with a girl who had rather large biceps and a US Marine Corps tattoo on her right arm. So I was minding my own business, everyone else in the room seemingly paired off with someone, when I got a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and it was Jacqueline, my p chem lab partner. At first I was surprised because Jacqueline got very high grades, and I knew from the times we’ve had coffee together on the campus STARBUCKS, that she didn’t party that much.

I turned around, a bit surprised. “Hi Jacqueline, I didn’t expect to find you here, I thought you’d be studying.”

“Well, first off, I live here, and secondly everyone, even us egg heads need a break,” she said and laughed. I wondered why she would call herself an “egg head,” when she was anything but. Smart as a whip, sure, but I mean, she was gorgeous; socially savvy, totally out of my league.

Troy shot me a glance from across the room and shook his head mockingly like, not a chance dude. I was used to the ribbing, and besides I had nothing to prove to my house mates. Still, it made me slump a little – not my cock, which was still strangely hard, but my shoulders.

“Hey man, what’s wrong with you?” Jacqueline said.

“I don’t know, it’s just, (I had to speak loudly, because the music was blaring) I’m not very good when it comes to girls. I can never seem to, you know,” she stopped me.

“Hold on Fred. There’s nothing wrong with you. You’re a handsome guy, did you know that?”

“You really think so?” I said surprised. Besides, I was positive a girl like Jacqueline had a boyfriend. I mean she was stunning. Her hair was a beautiful auburn-red mixture, with a purple streak down her right side, that ran down to the small of her back. She stood at five feet six inches tall, the same height as me, had emerald green eyes, smooth skin, and perfect lips which at the moment were painted with a bright purple lip gloss. She had long, black painted nails, beautiful, curvaceous, and firm breasts which showed her cleavage over the leather bustier she wore. That seemed to be the sartorial theme of the goth girls here. She wore black combat boots, and fishnet stockings up to the bottom of the midi-length leather skirt she wore.

She came made up to class like that too. Other students treated her with respect because everyone loved the goth sorority. The Delta girls practically ran the school.

“Yes, yes, I do think so Fred. In fact,” she smiled at me, “I think you’re kind of cute.” I melted right there. Holy shit, I thought, one of the hottest girls on campus thinks I’m cute, wow. I wonder what Scooter, Dan, and Troy would say if they heard that.

“Listen, it’s kind of loud here, why don’t we grab a seat on the couch, and we can talk. But first, I wanna grab a glass of red wine.”

“Ok sure, I’ll save a seat somewhere.”

“Great, and I’ll find you. You want another beer?” she asked.

“Sure, yeah.”

“Okay, mug or bottle?”

“Um, I’ll take one of those frosted mugs if they have it.”

“Don’t worry, beer mugs are in big supply here,” she said smiling, and walked off to the bar. “I’ll be right back.”

I found a couch on the other side of the room, opposite the bar, and grabbed a seat. I was the only one sitting there. My friends were busy with other girls, and took no more notice of me.

Soon, in what seemed like hours, Jacqueline came back with the drinks. This was the first time I had been with her at a party. The times we grabbed coffee together on campus didn’t count because we discussed nothing personal, it was all business. I never thought about her in any other way, well, that’s not true – I did, but she was out of my league.

She handed me my beer. Her wine was in a goblet, naturally pewter with engravings on it; the kind you would expect in a goth sorority – or at least, this one. I looked over across the room and “Queen Samantha” was attended to by her minions, chief among them, Karen, her steady girlfriend, and roommate who practically worshipped her, since she was the founder of the place.

“See that girl over by the pool table, Fred?”

“Yeah, what about her?”

“Well, that’s Melissa, formerly ‘Mark.’ She’s the son of the dean, and she’s fully transitioning now.”

“No shit!” I said, shocked. “The dean? How did that happen.”

“Long story, but let’s just say, he, or she I mean, had no choice in the matter. It’s all Samantha’s doing. Melissa is okay, she’s a real asset to the sorority.”

So the stories about transgender women being part of the Deltas was true then.

“Tell me Fred, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No I don’t,” I said with a hang dog expression. “I guess some guys have it when it comes to getting girls interested in them, and some don’t. I suppose I’m one of the ‘don’ts.’”

“Well why would you say that?” Jackie asked, truly interested.

“Because” I was searching for words without sounding too pathetic. “I’m just so wrapped up in school, I don’t socialize much, and my social and communication skills are like, zero.”

Jackie, (as she liked to be called) said, looking at me seriously, “Fred, I want you to be truthful with me.”

“Okay, why would I lie?”

She laughed and placed her hand on my thigh, looking me straight in the eyes. “Are you a virgin?” She sure didn’t pull any punches, this one.

“Yes, I am,” I said sheepishly. “And now if you’ll excuse me, I think I’m going to go outside and get hit by a car. It’s more proactive than sitting here wallowing in self-pity.”

“Stop it! Look Fred, there’s nothing wrong with that. Maybe your appearance could use a little makeover,” she said, eyeing me carefully.

“A makeover?” I said confused. “I mean, I don’t have a six pack, my clothes aren’t cool, and my hair is a mess, and look at my glasses – bet you get dizzy just looking into my eyes.”

“Take your glasses off.” I did, wondering what she had up her sleeves. Whatever it was, I was starting to feel a bit better about myself, my self-image, that is.

“Your eyes are beautiful; did you know that? Deep brown, and, I think, wonderful. I mean, your whole face looks different.” Apart from the fact that I was as blind as a bat, I took her word for it.

“Clothes are nothing! I could go shopping with you, and we’d take care of that right away. Personality wise, I think you’re honest, bright, and you’d really be a good catch,” she said with conviction.

“You really think so?”

“Yes I do. You could get contacts, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose I could.” I wasn’t sure where this was going, but I liked it.

I took this all in, feeling better about myself. Just then, one of the football jocks bumped into Jackie’s arm, and she spilled her red wine goblet all over my pants and shirt.

“Hey! Watch where you’re going!” she said, angrily.

“Oh sorry,” the jerk said laughing. “For bumping into you, but not the nerd here,” he said, nodding to me, and patronizingly tapping my head with his hand.

The guy and his jock friends were having a good laugh at my expense, but Jackie was having none of it. “I want you to apologize to him right now, and his name is Fred!”

“Ooooh, so sorry Fred,” He said sarcastically. “And what are you gonna do, have him beat me up or something?”

“No, I’ll just have to ask you to leave!”

Then the big dummy seemed to sober up for a minute.

He held his hands up in a surrender mode. “Okay, okay. I’m sorry Fred. Is that okay?” he answered, still in a mocking tone.

Jackie just glared at him, and he walked away, his buddies snickering and patting him on the back.

“Oh Fred, I’m so sorry about that. He’s a jerk from the jock frat. His name is Paul Beckett. He’s a real asshole. Samantha felt compelled to invite them, God only knows why.” She looked me over, horrified. “You can’t stay like this the rest of the night. Come with me, I think we can find you a change of clothes.”

“Where?” I asked, completely embarrassed as the red wine made a total wreck of my pants and shirt, not to mention my white PUMAs

“Here,” she said, taking me by the arm. “Come upstairs with me.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

_________________

“Honestly, I don’t know where these assholes get their sense of entitlement from. The only thing they read outside of school is TIK TOK, I’m sure. They’re mostly dumber than a stack of bricks, especially Paul Beckett. Do you follow college sports?”

“Uh no, I really don’t.”

“Well, Paul’s a senior, and he’s a wide receiver on the football team. The rumor is, that some professional NFL scouts have been looking at him seriously.”

“Good for him,” I said in my most indifferent tone.

“Have those assholes bothered you before?”

I sagged my shoulders and took a deep breath. “Of course they have. Who on campus hasn’t messed with me?”

Jackie placed her hands on my shoulders studying me. “Okay Fred, here’s what I think. Wanna hear?”

“Sure,” I said. I figured what did I have to lose. By this time I trusted Jackie. She was the first girl in my life that seemed to care about me – in any way.

She ran her fingers through my thick mop of hair, which was down to just below my shoulders, gently turning my head from side to side with her fingers, and made me stand up and turn around.

“Now I have some thinking to do Fred – about your future.”

“Wait, you’re thinking about my future?” I had no idea what she was talking about. She turned to her desk and picked up a pack of all-white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, took out a cigarette, and lit it up with a silver butane lighter. My hard-on was breaking through my red, stained pants.

See, I have a little secret. I have a bit of a smoking fetish you might say. Ever since I was a teenager, the sight of beautiful women who smoked those long, white cigarettes really turned me on. I’ve secretly wanted to be like them, but since that whole idea seemed crazy, I never gave it much serious thought. Jackie saw me studying her, and she grabbed an ashtray and sat down next to me on her bed. The music from downstairs was still loud, but at least we didn’t have to shout up here to be heard.

“Yeah, I’m thinking about your future. How you can improve your self-esteem, which, as I see it, is in the gutter right now, correct?”

“That would be about right.”

She was smirking at me, as she took a cheek-hollowing French inhale. “I also recognize a smoking fetish when I see one. You know, most of the guys that transition and are members here, also have smoking fetishes. It’s strange, but true. Take Melissa, the dean’s son, or daughter, whatever. He’s got a huge fetish. In fact it was easy to dress him up.” Jackie looked like she was remembering something important. “He, uh, was reluctant at first,” she said laughing, “but he caught on quick. Let’s just say he had no choice, whereas Fred, you do!”

I had to look around because maybe there was another Fred in the room.

“Uhhhh . . . Jackie, with all due respect, I think you have the wrong guy. I don’t think that kind of stuff is really for me.” I didn’t want to come across like an asshole, but I was looking forward to a change of dry clothes, not a change of my sexual orientation, which was kind of funny, because I really had no sexual orientation.

Jackie smiled, shook her head, and said, “Uh huh, well okay then. Let’s see what I have for you that’s dry and not too feminine!”

“Wait,” she said. “Let’s talk about this for a second. Right now you have no sex life, and your social life is in tatters, right?”

“Like I said, yes.”

She held my arm, as if to steady me somehow from falling over. “Well how do you know that you wouldn’t be happy and become fulfilled presenting yourself as a transgender woman?”

I mulled that over for a second, and she seemed to have a point, as well as holding me from fainting. “I don’t know.”

“Fred, your face is like an angel – its perfect. I could really do something nice with your hair. Look, tell you what. Tonight, I could get you some dry clothes, and do something with your hair and your ‘overall presentation.’ Aren’t you in the least bit curious?”

Then she hit me with a very evil, cunning idea that was almost too good to pass up that had me thinking. Besides, a little popularity might be good. If plain, nerdy Fred wasn’t around, who would replace him (me)?

“Take that asshole jock Paul Beckett downstairs.”

“Yeah, what about him?”

“Just suppose you could get some revenge, humiliate him, and maybe have some fun while you’re at it?”

I listened quietly, thinking the whole crazy thing over. My world was spinning right now, and watching Jackie smoke like a real goth-girl slut was turning me on something fierce.

“Let me ask you. Do you want to be a virgin your entire life, Fred? If you’re dressed like a beautiful woman, or, a very sexy slutty woman, having sex with a guy is no big deal. It doesn’t make you ‘gay’ if that’s what you’re worried about. I like you Fred, I mean I really care about you. You’re so sweet, so smart, and I hate to see you hurt. I want you to trust me. Just think of me as ‘Eve with the apple,’ ok?”

“Okay,” I said. “Do your ‘thing.’” I really hoped I wouldn’t regret this.

“First things first. Take your clothes off and hop into the shower.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas surprised at my lack of shyness getting undressed in front of Jackie. It wasn’t like we were going to fuck, although that didn’t mean I didn’t want it – I did. She turned me on something fierce, but I was a virgin. I’m sure that a beautiful girl like her would want someone more experienced than me anyway.

I was down to my under shorts, and even they were stained with the wine. She glanced over at me while she rummaged through her dresser drawers. “Oooh, nice Fred!”

That was the first time a woman had complimented me on my figure before. She came closer to me, examining my legs and my chest. “I think I need to shave your legs and your chest while you take a shower.” Now this blew me away – holy shit!

“What was that?” The only other time another woman had touched me in the shower, or maybe it was a bathtub, was my mother. Now this?

“Come on Freddie – we gonna do this or not?”

I felt guilty just then because Jackie was putting herself out there for me, plus, she did like me in a . . . a “sort” of way.

“Okay Jackie, sorry. I’m just shy, that’s all,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

She very slowly stuck her fingers underneath the front of my under shorts, and slowly pulled them down, and I stepped out of them. She smiled as she looked at my very erect cock.

“Humm, what a nice size you are kiddo! It has to be seven inches.”

“I don’t know, is that good?”

“Yeah it is – I like it.” Then she did something I never could have expected in one hundred years; she gently stroked it with her fingers, and a drip of pre cum exited the tip of my cock onto her fingers. Taking her index finger, Jackie placed it in her mouth like a lollipop and said, “Ummm, tastes nice Fred.”

Then she got down on her knees and grabbing my cock in her fist, she put her painted lips on the tip of it, and moved her tongue around the head of it, making me close my eyes and sway back and forth. “Easy fella. I don’t want you fainting on me.” She was laughing. This was fun for her, and you know what? I didn’t care, and I liked it.

Next, her mouth took me deeper, and her tongue, all wet and silky wrapped itself around my shaft, circling it and sucking it. Her saliva ran down her chin and the outside of her lips were glistening. She was thrusting her head on me, and by pure instinct, since I was new at this at the age of twenty, I moved my hips forward and met her.

She opened the laces of her bustier, and stuck her hand down the front of her skirt and stroked her pussy, making wordless sounds. She came off me for a second and looked up at me. “Fred, I’m so fucking horny tonight. You’re the best, do you know that?”

I said nothing, my eyes were closed again, and I was meeting her thrust for thrust. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore and I shot a huge wad of sticky, white hot cum into Jackie’s mouth. She made slurping noises, and was trying to drink up every last drop of me. I kept pumping out more and more, and some of it began rolling down the corners of her mouth.

Finally, she came off me, her green eyes misted over, and her mouth covered with a gooey whiteness. She stood up and placed her arms around my shoulders and kissed me – hard. I could taste myself on her, and I licked the cum off the sides of her mouth, and the little bit that ran down her chin. I was very surprised – I liked it. I actually enjoyed the taste of my own jizz coming out of a girl’s mouth, especially one as hot as Jackie.

We broke off after what seemed forever. “You know Fred, you owe me one,” she said smiling and pointing her index finger under my chin.

“You’re, I would say, ‘half a virgin’ now,” she said laughing. I was so at ease with Jackie. It wasn’t a mocking laugh at all. It was reassuring. I felt really good. I’d let her shave me, toss me like a salad, do anything she wanted with me.

“Come on, let’s shave you and clean you up.”

I wasn’t self-conscious at all, maybe because I was blown away by what just happened in the room. She shaved my legs with a pink straight razor and a depilatory foam, (she was out of shaving cream I guess), and then carefully holding my balls in her hand, shaved my pubic hair, and then chest hair off.

After I dried myself, I sat on the bed, and she threw me a pair of unisex navy sweat pants and an “Acapulco” t-shirt. She took me into the bathroom and made me sit on a vanity chair in front of the mirror, but had me facing sideways. She worked on my hair with gel, a blower, and a curling iron. Next came the facial makeup, and eyebrow pencil (since she shaved my eyebrows too). That was something I did not expect, but was part of the game.

My hair came down just below my shoulders, and the top in front of my forehead was bunched up a bit and waved. The eye makeup she put on heavy, and the lipstick was a dark purple like hers, and she put on matching eye shadow. “Oh wow Fred, you look delicious! Guys are gonna be crawling all over you!”

I took that in with some pride. I think I was finally someone that I would be proud to be. All self-restraint was gone. “Now stand up and look at yourself!” she said excitedly. “What do you think Fred?”

“NO FREAKIN WAY!! Is that really, I mean, do I look like . . . is this really me?”

“Yes, ‘WAY’ Freddie!”

Jackie smiled from ear to ear. “Yes Fred, it is you. I’ll have to find you some clothes that will suit you, but first,” she said as she moved into me and kissed me again, “you need to take care of me.”

Oh God, this was it. I was finally getting laid! My virgin days were over at last!

“Okay Fred, now turn around.” I was a bit puzzled, but I did as I was told, and turned my back on Jackie.

“You can look now,” she said after a couple of minutes of listening to zippers and buckles being opened.

Standing in front of me was an exquisitely beautiful, svelte woman, and the fact that she was mine tonight, was beyond my wildest expectations. She was topless, barefoot, and her fishnet garters were attached by straps to a garter belt, with a G-String underneath. She did a sexy pose and turned around so I could see the G-String nestled between the cracks of her ass. It was beautiful, heavenly.

Then she unstrapped the garters and let the straps fall. She was facing me and biting her bottom lip. With her thumb, she deftly moved the front of her garter belt down, and the pouch of her G-String. It was then that I thought I would faint. Out popped the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. My eyes went wide, and my mouth dropped open. I thought all my makeup would fall off and my hair would become undone. I had to smack myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

“What’s the matter Fred? You’ve seen a cock before, haven’t you?”

I cleared my throat when the shock wore away. “But, but how is this possible - you’ve got perfect breasts!”

“Why thank you Fred, you’re so sweet. It’s HRT. I started doing it when I turned eighteen, my senior year in high school, and my parents forced me out of the house. That was a trip, let me tell you,” she said rolling her eyes.

“Now come on. You have to please me.” I stood there like a dummy. I didn’t know what she expected me to do. “Come on now Fred, I’m a transgender woman, I don’t have a disease.”

I was more than confused (and very innocent), but she took control right away. “I want you to get on the bed on all fours and face the front,” she said. I was a bit hesitant. “Look Freddie, it’s okay. I would never hurt you!”

She lit up another cigarette, and I was hard again, immediately. Jackie looked and laughed. “That’s good, that’s really good because you will enjoy this, I promise.”

I did as I was told, and she reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a large tube of K-Y JELLY. I felt a cold, slippery sensation as she deftly applied the jelly to my ass, making me jump, and around my hairless ball sack. Then she took her index finger and full of the gel, stuck it up my ass about an inch. I immediately tightened and felt an electric shock run through me. “You’ll get used to this. It might feel a little strange at first, but that’s okay, you’re doing fine.”

She next applied the gel to her large girl-cock, and moaned a bit as she did so. “I’m going to ram you hard Freddie, but don’t worry, you’re a newbie and I’ll be gentle with you, I promise, ok?”

“Okay, you’re the boss,” I said with a quiet resignation.

“Good, I like that.”

I felt a thick fleshy protuberance playing at the entrance to my ass. Then I felt it enter me, and I winced with pain as it went farther and farther inside me. She thrusted gently, and after a few thrusts, my ass accommodated its new friend. It was a weird mix of pain and pleasure.

“Come on Fred, you can do it, I know you can.”

I liked it. She went harder and faster. I could feel her smallish ball sack bumping up on my butt cheeks, and I went backwards on her, getting more and more excited. I felt a bit of warmth inside me, perhaps a bit of pre cum, I wasn’t sure, nor did I care, it just felt wonderful.

Then I grabbed hold of my cock, slippery with the K-Y JELLY, and started stroking myself. We were in a steady rhythm of pumping and stroking; all time seemed irrelevant. Then I felt a queer sensation inside of me. The best way to describe it would be like a sneeze coming on, but from my tummy, deep inside me. The next thing I felt was a flood of warmth inside my ass along with Jackie’s furious pumping and groaning. I felt spurt after spurt of her “girl cum” enter me, and roll down the sides of my butt cheeks.

This is all that was needed to push me over the edge, as I shot out my own load of white goo onto her pillow. Funny thing, though, I wasn’t even touching myself, it just shot out by itself. I was to learn later that this is what is meant by a “sissygasm.” Her thrusting now slowed as she was spent, and so was I.

She pulled out and spun me around on the bed facing her, the both of us on our knees. She kissed me, and she finished up where she had left off with my mouth. Before I could say anything, she pushed my head down onto her cock, and I started licking and suckling on it. I tasted her and it was a pleasant mix of salty and sweet. I loved the feel and the taste of her in my mouth. I licked her cock completely clean.

We both collapsed on the bed together, and she got up on one elbow staring at me. “So how does it feel to have finally lost your virginity Fred? Did ‘Dr. Jackie’s therapy’ work wonders on you. How do you feel about yourself now?”

“Yes, yes, I feel great, wonderful in fact. It’s nothing that I ever would have expected you know.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear that, you’re so sweet. I knew you had it in you. Now look at yourself, how beautiful you are!”

I had to admit she was right. Jackie took out a cigarette and looked at me. “Want the proverbial cigarette after sex? It’s the best, I tell you.”

“Sure, why not, I said, getting hard again after looking at myself in the mirror, holding one in my hand. I had truly become a smoky slut – the object of all my fetishes.


Jackie lit me up. I had smoked weed before, so I was used to smoke. I felt a little light headed, but nothing too bad. “Umm, Fred, you look really sexy, all dolled up with a cigarette. I must say babe, you turn me on too!” She paused and let me revel in my moment of triumph. Then came something I wasn’t prepared for.

“Fred, we have to get you a feminine name, an alter ego if you will. Do you have any ideas?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I do. I’d like to be called “Tiffany.”

“Tiffany,” she repeated. Now that’s a very sweet and sexy name. Good, from now on with me and with any guys you hook up with, you’ll be Tiffany. I know plenty of girls, well, transgender girls who would love to be with you Tiffany.” That, I needed to process a little bit.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

_________________

Now there is another task I think we can pull off for tonight,” Jackie said, with a bit of a malicious smirk.

“What’s that Jackie, I think I’m spent.”

“Oh, you’ll be up for this one. Just a second, lemme make a phone call.”

“Who are you calling?” I asked, completely bewildered. My frat buddies? Oh no, I wasn’t ready for that yet!

“I’m calling the president of our sorority, Samantha.”

“What for?”

“You’ll see.” Jackie took the phone in a corner of the room, and I could hear laughter on the other end of the line in addition to Jackie’s.

“I told Samantha to talk to that dumb jock Paul Beckett. I asked her to tell him that she had a really hot new girl for him; You! Now are you up for some revenge? It’s the perfect night for it, you’re hot and you’re ready. Now your glasses. You’re near sighted, right?”

“Yes.”

“Good, he won’t recognize you, especially with all the makeup and no glasses on. It will be a blast Tiff!”

There was something to it. I did want revenge, and this would be perfect. Wait till that dumb jock sees a cock on his new “date!” I just needed some clothes which Jackie was more than happy to help me with. Even so, I thought this plan was completely INSANE! Being with Jackie was one thing, but doing this with a macho jerk like Paul Beckett?? What was I thinking? I could get myself beaten up pretty badly, or maybe even worse!

“Now for shoes, I have high top sneakers, which are pretty retro 80’s, a short leather skirt that will fit you, and a G-String. She examined my cock a bit, and said, “No, no no. This will not do. We need a gaff.”

“What’s that?” said the new trannie-in-training.

“It’s some extra padding in your G-String pouch that will hide your cock. You don’t want Paul running for the hills or, um, beating you up, do you, when he sees a ‘pup tent’ under your panties, right?”

Jackie’s phone rang; it was Samantha. “Freddie,” she said after hanging up, “Paul’s very excited to meet you. Samantha talked you up, and he’s waiting for your downstairs, so let’s get this going.”

“Now for your top.” Jackie put her hand under her chin, in the analytical way she approached chem and math problems. She said, “Okay, here’s what we’ll do. I have a one-piece extra wide bra that I wore when I was first getting started. It will pull the skin on your chest together to give you the illusion of breasts. It’s better than rolled toilet paper, now don’t you agree?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so.”

“And your white satin blouse will open at the top, just enough. Unfortunately, I don’t have time to put a colored streak through your hair . . .” She stopped and thought for a second.

“Oh! I have just the thing! Inside her closet on the top shelf were a few Styrofoam heads with wigs on them. “Here,” she said. “This one is perfect!” It was a jet black wig, coming down to the middle of my back with a purple streak down the left side, and ending in the curls at the bottom of the wig. It matched my eye shadow, which Jackie touched up, as well as giving an extra coat to the mascara and the eyeliner.

I had no panty hose or garter, just the G-String and the gaff. I looked perfect. In fact, I wanted to fuck myself – that’s how good I looked. I was a goth princess. Without my glasses, no one would recognize me. Jackie would have to direct me to Paul. She would have to be my “co-pilot.” I was now ready to go downstairs.

“Ready for your debut, Tiffany?”

I was smiling and satisfied with myself for the first time in a long time. “Yes, ready to go!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

_____________________________

_________________

Samantha and her girlfriend Karen came up to us as we walked down the stairs. Heads turned, and the sorority sisters were amazed at the new girl standing next to Jackie.

“Well, well, well, so this must be Freddie,” Samantha said looking me over from head to toe and smiling.

Jackie motioned to Samantha and put her mouth against Samantha’s ear, whispering, “No Sam, she’s calling herself Tiffany. Now where’s that dumb jock Paul Beckett?”

Samantha pulled away, looking at the both of us and extended a finger-cut black-gloved hand to me. “How do you do Tiffany. Welcome to Alpha Gamma Delta, the premiere goth sorority on campus. Really a pleasure to have you here tonight.”

“Thank you,” I said, sheepishly.

“Come on Tiffany, let loose a little, enjoy yourself. Go over to the bar and have a drink,” Jackie said.

“Yes, please, enjoy yourself. I know a real hot guy who’s just dying to meet a beautiful girl like you,” Samantha said laughing with Jackie.

“Jackie, you did an excellent job with Tiffany here. I’m really proud of you. In fact,” she said looking me over with a salacious smirk, “Karen and I may want to have her come over some time and spend time with us.”

Jackie leaned over to me and said, “Samantha and Karen are bio women, but they love trans girls!”

“That’s a fact, Tiffany,” Samantha said, nodding her head in agreement. Oh look – there are your frat buddies wondering where you might be. I’ll go tell them you’re upstairs with one of our sisters. How’s that? This way you won’t have to worry about anything.”

“That’s fine Samantha, thank you,” I said, relieved.

“Oh look! It seems that one of your buddies has discovered Melissa, the dean’s transgendered daughter.”

Sure enough, Melissa and my roommate Scooter were on one of the couches together, embraced in a kiss. I supposed that soon tonight, he would ‘get a shock!’ I laughed to myself. I wondered how he would take it.

Samantha gently pulled me by the arm. “Look, over there are the football jocks. I’ll introduce you to your ‘friend’ Paul. Don’t worry Tiffany, my girls got your back here. You’re safe.”

I had a gin and tonic in my hand and Samantha walked me over to the pool table where Paul and his worshippers were gathered marveling at Paul’s prowess with a pool stick. Looking at them all crowded around Paul, it reminded me of “Gascon” and his sycophantic minions from “Beauty and the Beast.”

Samantha tapped Paul on the shoulder. “Hey Paul, here’s the girl I was telling you about, Tiffany. She’s a new girl in our frat. I think she likes you.”

I turned beet red, but with the lighting and the makeup you couldn’t tell. If I told you that I only had eyes for Paul, it would be true because my Fred glasses were upstairs in Jackie’s room. Three feet was my limit. Anything farther away was a complete blur.

“How do you do little lady, I’m Paul.”

“Oh, I’ve heard many wonderful things about you Paul,” I said in my best female voice I could muster. I’d have to work on that, but it would do for now. I think I made a more natural and stronger, more self-confident woman, than I ever did as the male me – Fred.

“Oh yeah, I guess you must have,” he said in a totally self-absorbed way. “You know, I’m going pro after senior year.” I knew a little about NFL football, so I asked him, “What team do you think will draft you?”

“Well, I’m hoping for the Detroit Lions, since that’s close to home for me in Michigan.”

“Nice, well, why don’t we go have a seat.”

“It would be my pleasure. I see you’re almost finished with your drink; can I get you another?” he asked, rather nicely. Maybe there was something to this guy after all.

“Sure, I’ll have a gin and tonic.”

“Right away,” he said, and took off for the bar, as I picked out a spot on the love seat behind the pool table, next to the big screen which had a wrestling match on. I even crossed my legs, and as soon as I did that, the other guys were ogling me, and it honestly felt good.

“Here you go,” he said as he came back, handing me my drink. He, of course, had a bottled Corona; the tap beer not good enough for a budding star like him.

“You know Paul, I have a thing for nice, strong, men,” I said, wondering how my first attempt at flirting with a guy went.

“Well, look no further, ‘Gascon’” said. “I’m here to please,” he said, or rather the alcohol was doing the talking. He leaned in close to me, taking in the perfume that Jackie had given me a small pump of in her room. I needed to relax, so I took out a Virginia Slims from the pack that Jackie had given me. Paul was quick to produce a Bic lighter.

“Here darling, let me get that for you.”

“Oh thank you Sir, that’s very kind. Listen, I have to be honest.”

“Oh really? Go ahead, I’m listening.”

“I’m really a very horny lady tonight, and I just don’t know what to do,” I said in my best seductive voice, even batting my eyes. I thought Paul was going to spill his drink – the second time he spilled a drink tonight. I took a nonchalant drag, and Paul was mesmerized, staring at my faux cleavage, and my legs. I pulled him in close to me, and nailed him, grabbing him by the collar of his t-shirt and pulling him into me, giving him a smoky kiss.

I saw a huge tent pop up in the middle of his lap. The boy was endowed indeed. I couldn’t resist using my new goth black, fake fingernails to grab the top of the bulge and gently stroke it. At the same time I was kissing Paul harder. He reached for my chest, and I gently smacked his hands away. “Don’t be so impatient honey,” I said. “I told you I’ll give you what you need tonight. I’m a very horny slut.”

With that said, Paul pulled me back and kissed my smoky mouth, moving his lap around, trying to coax some more out of my fingers.

“Would you like to go upstairs,” I said in a very misty, effeminate voice looking at him right in the eyes. I remembered what Samantha had told me – use her room tonight. It was her special gift to me as a new transgender goth girl.

“Oh yeah baby, now you’re talking!”

I led him up the stairs, straining my eyes, and miraculously I didn’t walk into a wall, or trip up the stairs. I was drunk, but not completely. Before we left the room, Jackie had given me a cock ring, which when placed on the base of my dick, made me as hard as a goal post.

So I led Paul up the stairs, and went down the dimly lighted hallway to Jackie’s room. I decided against Samantha’s room, because at least I could feel my way around there better. We went inside, and I quickly locked the door behind me.

I looked at Paul, standing there like a lost puppy – putty in my hands. His most salient feature was his cock sticking up through his pants, so I did what came naturally to the new me – I opened his belt and pulled the zipper of his jeans down, while kissing him deeply on the mouth.

“Oh yeah baby, come on, let’s do this thing.”

Careful what you wish for, I thought to myself, laughing inside. I wasted no time and had his shorts down. Now, I broke off from him, and got on my knees on Jackie’s carpet. It seemed like Paul’s cock was on autopilot, making a beeline for my lips.

My lips were closed, and I played with him, bumping his cock with them, and then slowly opening my mouth, just letting his cock tip not past my lips. Like a pro, I used my tongue and started circling the head of his cock, making him hiss through his clenched teeth. He was all mine. For the first time in my life, I was in control of something this personal.

I took more of him in, making my lips a tight seal, and using my tongue like a paint brush, rubbing it around his whole shaft. My mouth was getting wetter and wetter, partly due to my arousal (I was as hard as a rod) and the alcohol.

I pushed him on the bed, and he was on it sideways, leaning back on his elbows as I continued full-on sucking and licking.

“Oh God babe, you’re soooo good.” I didn’t answer, I was too busy slurping and sucking. “Oh fuck,” he said. “I think I’m gonna cum!”

I was close to cumming myself, but I said nothing because I was hit by a gigantic flood of pure, white, creamy jizz, shooting out the tip of Paul’s cock. It coated the entire inside of my mouth, my tongue, all the way to the back of my throat. I tried keeping my mouth closed, but I couldn’t help the flood of jizz running down the corners of my mouth. Spurt after spurt hit me, like an entire offensive line. I was actually fantasizing about sucking off the entire football team. Who knows? I just might.

“Ahhhhh,” Paul let out amidst other unintelligible sounds. His hand grabbed the top of my wig, which was thick and silky, like my natural hair underneath that Jackie had done so expertly.

I continued licking his cock clean until there was nothing on it. I quickly lifted my head up, and with a mouth full of cum, and a glazed look in my eyes, I kissed him full on the mouth, giving him a big taste of himself. I’ll be damned, he fucking loved it.

We kissed like that for a while until his mouth was almost as full of cum as mine. Then I pulled off him and kissed his face lightly. He used his tongue and licked his own cum off the corners of my mouth.

“I’m not done with you yet babe,” he said gruffly. “I want some of that purdy pink pussy!”

He pulled my leather skirt down and was facing the front of my G-String. He reached for it with those big, wide receiver hands of his.

“No, no Paul. Not there.” He was surprised as hell as I turned around, pulling the G-String from between my ass cheeks and pushing it over to the side.

“Wow babe, you’re fucking wild! I’ve never been with a chick who offered me up her ass on the first date!”

“Well, now you are,” I said, grinning.

I reached into Jackie’s drawer for the tube of K-Y Jelly. My first time with a guy, I wasn’t gonna have someone spit on my ass, that’s for shit sure.

I hopped on the bed on all fours, and he got behind me. I could feel a breeze blow by as his cock flapped in the air so soon after a blow job. I was with fucking Hercules.

I rubbed the K-Y all over my boy pussy, or “bussy,” as I was later to learn the correct terminology from Jackie.

Paul took some of the gel from my butt and stuck his finger up my ass. It stung. “Hey! Not so fast cowboy, take it easy.”

“Sorry babe,” he said. “I just really want you, that’s all.”

Now I felt his finger replaced by his big, thick dong, as its head pressed against my puckered asshole. It gave way easier than I thought it would, having been broken in by Jackie. It felt fantastic as he started thrusting inside of me; just his tip at first, in and out, and then I took all of him. He was much thicker and harder than Jackie, and he was really stretching me. My cock was as hard as a rock. Now I knew what girls felt like when they got fucked in the pussy. This was my pussy, and I was going to enjoy every minute of it.

We got into a smooth, solid rhythm, and I met his thrusts, by going back on him. I grabbed for my cock with slippery fingers and began stroking it underneath my pouch. Paul saw me touching myself, but he couldn’t tell what I was touching. He kept thrusting, and the pain was more intense than Jackie, but when Paul hit my “p spot,” I just let go and moaned, as I shot a full creamy load into the gaff.

Paul exploded too, and I felt a warm, wet sensation all through my ass, and it was absolutely wonderful. He moaned and grunted, even more than with the blow job. He filled me completely, until his jizz rolled down my but cheeks.

“Fuck, fuck . . . that was fantastic babe. I swear Tiffany, you’re the best.” He was breathing heavy, and pulled out of me, using his finger to take a glob of jizz and place it in his mouth. He loved the way he tasted, OR . . . was it something more I wondered.

Suddenly he sat up. “Say, I think I know those glasses from somewhere before. Are those yours?”

Oh fuck! I forgot about my glasses that were on top of Jackie’s night table. I took a deep breath and I felt it was time for the truth. I picked them up, put them on, and turned around and looked at Paul and smiled. I was ready to get up and bolt out of the room if I had to.

“Wait a second,” as he stared at me wearing “Fred’s” glasses.

“No, no, it couldn’t be. How much did I drink tonight? I spilled a chick’s goblet of wine over some . . .” He stopped in his tracks as he saw my wine-covered pants and shirt on the floor of Jackie’s bedroom. His eyes switched rapidly between the clothing and my face with the glasses.

I was tired of it by now, and I thought it was time to jar the poor boy’s memory. In my Fred voice I said. “Paul, you spilled wine all over my shirt and pants and didn’t have the decency to apologize until Jackie made you, dude.”

“Holy SHIT! Are you, you . . . did I just fuck a dude?”

“Sort of Paul. Now, would you please be a good boy and get on all fours and switch places with me. It’s my turn to really get off now.” I was expecting an explosion, but instead . . .

“Oh wow! Sure! This is great! But you have to promise me Tiffany that you won’t tell any of the guys! I love being fucked by transgender women. This is my lucky night!”

Wow, I was shocked. I never would have imagined a jock like Paul would be into, well, anal sex. But I was glad because I really needed to get off again. I was delighted.

“Of course, Paul. I won’t tell a soul. Maybe I could even be your ‘girlfriend’ and no one would ever know.”

He turned me and kissed me deeply on the lips. “What are we waiting for, then? Let’s go.” And just like that, Paul flipped positions with me, and I was lined up right behind him. Now it was my turn to spread the K-Y Jelly on his ass. Surprisingly, or maybe not so surprisingly, he was open enough to allow my cock in with no problem. He didn’t wanna waste time with foreplay, and I was as horny as fuck, so we went at it – hard and fast.

I thrusted and thrusted, and he met me with back thrusts, and it was wonderful. He was so tight and slippery. I moved my cock inside him like a wooden spoon, going around and around.

I heard him give out a yell, and he came all over the bed sheet without him even touching himself. This wasn’t his first sissygasm, that’s for sure. I was so turned on, I came as well, unleashing a vicious torrent of my jizz all the way in his ass. It was supposed to feel like “revenge,” but it was, I don’t know, just so natural. I pulled out of him.

“Hey Tiffany?”

“Yes Paul.”

“I, uh, I’m really sorry about spilling the wine before, but I think you are so hot babe. Do you think we can do this again?”

“Sure Paul, anytime you want.”

“And this stays between us, right?”

“Yup, I won’t tell a soul.” But that wasn’t true. Of course I would tell Jackie and Samantha.

Now it was getting late. The only thing left for me to do was to say goodnight to Paul, and everyone downstairs, and ride home with Scooter, Dan, and Troy. After all, how could I go home in wet clothes?

❤️❤️❤️
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