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ON HER KNEES

IN THE FRAT HOUSE BASEMENT

A Crossdresser Takes the Next Step

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


The line up to the front porch and into the Tau Kappa Tau frat house was moving slowly. I tried to make it look like I belonged, but I didn’t really feel like I belonged anywhere, let alone waiting by myself in a line to get into a party where I knew nobody. 

I only heard about the party because I overheard Nate Corbett, a popular guy who sat ahead of me in my Econ class, tell someone about it. 

“You got plans tonight?” Nate had said to this other guy. “Stop by the house if not. Just tell them at the door that you know me, but not before 8:30. I won't be there until then. And,” he leaned close but I could still hear him, “the code word is ‘gizzard’ if anyone asks.” 

That part is important. Somehow the drinking culture at Markham College was that girls got in for free, and guys needed to know someone. This meant things were pretty restricted. Which explains how I could make it to Junior Year without ever going to a party. 

Eventually you crack though, even if you don’t drink. 

Eventually you get jealous of all the girls in their little dresses and tight little tops, going out for free, coming home in the middle of the night making out with some guy they just met, and you see them tiptoe into their dorm rooms to fuck, sometimes loudly. 

And you get to hear it.

And what did you do? You go through another box of tissues after your roommate goes out. 

You maybe had an hour to put on a pair of panties and stockings and hide under the covers for a little while. You skip getting done up in full makeup, but you throw on a brown wig and a pink crotchless bodystocking and prance around the dorm room until you can't keep your hands off of yourself. 

Then the next night you do it again, but with a blonde wig. 

But who does that? Who wants that? A sissy, for one. And even though I kept doing it, and kept wanting more, and kept sneaking around to look at porn of all kinds of people dressing up girly and pretty and having adventures online, I couldn’t help but feel ashamed.

I wasn’t very good at being a guy, but had I ever tried? Not really. Which is partly why I was at the party. 

In front of me in line were a few guys who looked like they were pretty confident they would get laid. That wasn’t me. 

The girls were standing around waiting to be let in, very aware that people were already checking them out. Like that girl behind me in the tight, white dress. Or the one in the ribbed black dress with the spaghetti straps. I even had that dress, or one exactly like it, balled up under my bed. I owned it for two years and I had worn it twice. 

And I remembered how it made me feel, both times. Like I could go to a party and be her, like I could go, and dance, and have people look at me, and want me, and I would want them. 

Because a funny thing happened when I had a pair of panties on, or a skirt, or something low-cut. 

I wanted guys.

This stopped once I went to class. I didn’t look at Nate Corbett or his friend like I wanted them. But at night, when I was alone, when I was rubbing my tiny little bulge between my legs, I wanted nothing but guys. I wanted something in my mouth, and I wanted it to be huge. I wanted to feel what it was like to stroke something much bigger than me, I wanted to know what it was like to be pumped, and I wanted someone badly. 

Like I said, when I was wearing guy clothes, those thoughts stayed pretty far away. Dressed as a girl? It was almost all I could think about. Dick, cock, cum. 

I finally got up the front steps and the bouncer looked at me with a scowl.

“What’s up, champ? What are we up to tonight?”

“Nate told me to stop by.”

“Oh he did, did he? How do you know Nate?”

“From class,” I said as confidently as I could. “Econ. He told me to stop by tonight and ask for him. Is he around?”

I knew damn well he wasn’t. It was important to my plan that I get to the party by 8, and if it took me longer than 30 minutes to get through the line, I was screwed because they’d probably find him and have him look me over before they let me in. Then I’d obviously go home. . 

“Hey Brad, does Nate take Econ?” The bouncer seemed to be verifying my story. Was that it? This could be bad. If they asked my name, I wouldn’t know what to tell them. I couldn’t say my own name; there’s no way he’d know who “Gary Mallard” even was. And I didn’t know the guy’s name he was talking to, the guy he actually invited. 

Todd?

Something like that? Maybe?

I held my hands up like I didn’t want trouble. I decided to try and play it cool. 

“Look,” I said, “he said I needed to say a word.” The bouncer relaxed a little and leaned forward.

“And what word was that?” he said quietly, into my ear. He already smelled like booze, though there was nothing near him.

“‘Gizzard,’” I said into my hand so no one could read my lips. 

He pulled his head away, smiling. “Good deal, man. Gotta check, you know?” He grabbed one of those rubber stamps and waited for me to hold the back of my hand out to him. He stamped down and left behind a blue Sheriff’s badge. 

“Have fun. No clue where Nate is, but he’s in there somewhere.” 

No he wasn’t. I knew that. 

I grabbed a cup that someone had left on a windowsill and walked around. I was pretty sure I was safe at this point; Nate would maybe recognize me from class, but things were already getting loud, and he’d probably be distracted. So would what’s-his-name. 

But this would at least give me the chance to be at a party. How can you go all through college never going to a party? If there are roadblocks in place keeping you out, aren’t you going to try and get around them? Isn’t that what college is for? Learning how to solve problems? 

I felt a little out of place still, but with a beer in my hand–or what I hoped was beer–I probably didn’t look out of place, even if I was by myself. 

The frat house was large, an old Victorian house with a huge front porch, a large set of double doors for the front, a grand staircase going upstairs as soon as you walked in, and a giant living room off to the left. The original owners probably never thought their house would sink this low. It was probably a lawyer or a doctor, someone whose wife wore the most expensive dresses in town, and people would walk by wondering what they needed to do to get a house that luxurious. 

There was a toilet in the living room. It wasn’t hooked up to anything, but it did have a big sign over it that read “The TKT Throne.” 

The kitchen floor was already sticky. The dartboard opposite the fridge was covered in darts, and the wall surrounding the dartboard looked like it had a thousand holes in it from throws that went wide. 

It was filthy, it smelled like beer, it already smelled sweaty, and yet it charged me to the core because it felt lived in. It felt like it had a million memories, most of them decadent and risky and had nothing to do with hiding under your sheets playing with yourself. 

Most of the brothers wore baseball caps or t-shirts with their house letters on them, and they were scattered around the house, mostly in charge of the kegs or hanging out near the guy who was. 

It might be better to say “guarding” the kegs, because I never got close, and when I did get close to the one in the little den off the kitchen, the guy nodded towards the beer I had in my hand and said “you look good for now, chief.” 

There was no way I was drinking it, so I walked off, the house starting to pulse with whatever dance music was being played in the basement. 

I found the basement stairs easily enough and headed down. 

Once down there, I could no longer hear, not that I needed to hear anyone who was with me. I could see people dancing, girls in short skirts, girls in tight pants, guys in TKT letters, guys in other letters, people of all colors. It was hard to see who was who because the lights were dim, but I could tell people were shouting to be heard, but I couldn’t make out what anyone was saying. People were smiling, though, so someone was hearing them. 

I made it look like I was searching for someone, and walked around the outside of the room. I kept getting bumped into by dancers, and at one point the beer in my hand got hit and I spilled some on my sleeve.

God, I hoped that was beer. I sniffed it but didn’t really know what beer was supposed to smell like. It smelled like the rest of the house. Now I’d smell like the rest of the house. 

For ten minutes or so I slowly wandered around the basement. A few couples were already starting to make out, a couple girls looked well on their way to being wasted, and I watched one girl down a whole beer, then wink at one of the frat brothers. 

The energy of what other people did was hitting me all at once. It wasn’t even 9 o’clock. This would keep going. This would only get more intense. 

For as much as I was discovering about the night life of other college students, there was one thing I had not discovered: a bathroom. I had to go. 

I walked to the back of the basement, thinking that the bathroom might be tucked away back there, and found a little hallway that must have run along the back of the house. It was carpeted with the same red carpet that you’d see in a movie theater lobby. It didn’t smell like popcorn, though. It smelled dank, like the rest of the house but multiplied by three, then with mold and sweat and some kind of bodily funk. Like a gym, or a locker room. 

There was no bathroom back there, but there was a door labeled “The Playroom.” 

Did they joke about bathrooms the way they joked about toilets in a living room? Was this how they kept people from poking around? Labeling things wrong? Was it a bathroom?

I turned the doorknob and looked in. 

It was not a bathroom. It was a room unlike I had ever seen before. It wasn’t so much a single room, but it looked like a large room divided almost in half by a central wall. It was lit by red LED lights hung all the way around the ceiling, with several strips running up and down the central wall. A pair of dark curtains could be pulled shut so that someone in the doorway couldn’t see what was happening on either side of the wall.

I knew what this was. I had spent hours online watching crazier and crazier porn, and knew at once that TKT had a glory hole theater. 

A gross, filthy, sweaty, glory hole theater. 

Even more of the world was revealed to me. Even more of what people did for fun. I felt butterflies in my stomach as I looked around the room. What was I hoping to find? A condom? A condom wrapper? Someone’s panties? What more proof did I need that I was seeing something used for hot, degrading sex acts? 

Sex acts I had watched online countless times. I always thought it was hot that someone would be on her knees, waiting patiently for a cock to poke through a hole, and when it did, the girl in the video always got to work eagerly. 

And that was the thing: I would watch these videos and I wouldn’t think about what it would be like for me to stick my dick through a hole and have someone unknown on the other side, sucking me off. No, I thought of what it would be like to be that girl, to be the one who got to suck on a huge, hard cock. Some random, anonymous guy who showed up, saw there was an eager cocksucker ready to go, and volunteered himself. 

Except that really isn’t how porn works, right? It’s staged, or usually is. The cock doesn’t belong to someone random. It belongs to someone who signed the contract, got paid, and even met the girl before the camera started rolling. 

But this?

This was random. This was raw, and sweaty, and anonymous. This was lust, pure and simple. One more thing for the house to know about that would make you blush. 

What if…

“You can’t be back here, man,” a voice from behind me said, making me jump. 

“Oh, sorry,” I said. “I was looking for a bathroom.” 

“Yeah, this ain’t it,” he laughed. He was one of the frat brothers, and he had a tipsy-looking brunette on his arm who looked like she found everything hilarious. “You’ve never been here before, have you?”

“No, this is my first time.”

“You’re in for a real treat then.” He led me back down the hallway to where we could see the dance floor. He pointed to where the DJ was standing. “Right to the left of him there’s a little doorway. Go down there. Can’t miss it.” 

“Which door once I get in there?”

“There’s no other door, man. Godspeed. Parties here are one step up from camping.” 

He nodded at me and gave me a fist bump, and I walked over to the DJ, who ignored me. I walked down the little hallway and the guy was right: there was no door. There was, however, a trough. 

A trough. A round white trough that looked a little like a bathtub at first, but was definitely a trough. Right? I looked back down the small hallway. There were no other doors. There were no other directions to go. There was just this trough in what looked like the fruit cellar of the house back when people lived here when it was first built. 

The window up above was covered in cardboard, and there was a single bare lightbulb hanging directly above the trough. The room smelled like sweat and piss. 

It was pretty clear this was what I was supposed to pee in. 

I was the only one in the room, and I whipped out my little dick and hoped I could go before someone else came in. I did not want to share this experience with other guys.

The problem was that I realized I was semi-turned on from my glory hole discovery and I could not start going. I pushed. I relaxed, then I pushed. I closed my eyes and tried to will it. 

Nothing seemed to work. 

I settled down more and eventually, I started going. 

And right at that moment I heard some people behind me. Three guys came in and all took their spots around the trough. 

I couldn’t stop now. I tried hard not to look at anyone else, but the guy opposite me thought it was hilarious to whip his dick out and show everyone. 

It. Was. Massive. 

He felt no shame from doing it, and the two other guys laughed.

“Jesus, Andy, put that fucking thing away.”

“Do you have a license for that?”

He cradled it in his hand and aimed directly at my stream. 

“I win, punk,” he said to me, and the other guys laughed. 

A giant, hung guy was locking eyes with me in a frat house basement bathroom. This was perfectly normal to him, and perfectly funny to the other two. This was maybe not my life after all. 

I felt myself start to finish, and that’s when a fourth guy walked in.

It was Nate Corbett.

I tried keeping my head down, my gaze focused on the firehose of piss that Andy was hooting in my direction as my own stream slowed to a trickle. 

I shook out the last few drops, but they kept coming, and I looked up right as Nate pulled out his own massive dick, singing some song about heaving and ho-ing, and the other guys seemed to know the words. 

This was life for guys with big dicks who went to frat parties where you could get girls to suck you off in a secret playroom. This was how some people would remember college when they would think back on it, years later. 

I simply would not stop dribbling. I needed to get out before Nate recognized me, or before anyone made a joke about my size. 

It was very clear that one of these things was not like the other, and that was me. 

“Hey, I think I know…” Nate started to say, and that was my cue. My cock may have still been dripping, but I let it finish back in my pants, hidden away from the rest of the guys, and I turned and left. 

Time to go. I merged into the basement and got lost in the swarm of people as I made my way to the stairs, then hugged one side of the stairs as more people people were going down than coming up. Eventually I got outside, and I was ready to walk home. 

Which I would do with a wet crotch. 

TKT was in a small residential neighborhood, where there were irregular streets. It’s hard to say how many blocks the walk was. Ten or twelve normal city blocks back to campus, then four or five more to the dorms?

The whole walk I felt the scent of the frat house basement in my nostrils. The sweat, the funk, the smell of piss. It was following me home, and it was making my body tingle. 

I had never done anything like that before. It was the most adventurous I had ever been, plotting a night out by saying I knew someone, but not actually knowing them. Doing it all on my own. I was good for something other than studying and playing with myself after all. 

And I could see why people did it, because it was electric. It was sexually-charged. I was imagining one of those girls in a short dress, eager to make terrible decisions of her own, waking home as the sun came up, feeling it between her legs. I imagined what it would be like to go back again, to be a girl who looked at that glory hole room and get so excited she had to spend an hour on her knees. 

And I knew what she’d be sucking on, because I saw them myself: giant cocks. Way bigger than mine. Way bigger than anything I had ever seen outside of porn. 

I still had most of campus to walk through, and I started walking faster. I knew what I needed. 

Panties. 

I needed panties. If I could just get back to my room, get a little dolled up, and get this out of my system, then everything would be OK. I’d get under the covers, I’d get myself off, I’d clear my head, go to sleep, and wake up tomorrow ready to forget that I ever saw any of it.

Yes, some people would have college memories of getting off at a frat house, but I wouldn’t. Yes I went, and yes, it got me all riled up; even now I could feel myself still semi-hard in my pants. But it wouldn’t go any further than that. 

I lived in a co-ed dorm, and people were still getting ready to go out as I walked in, then walked up the stairs to my floor. They could all go out; I needed to be safe at home. 

“Jesus, dude, it’s Friday night, we’re just going out, and you’re back already?” Ruben was smiling at me as I opened the door. Two of his friends, Ronny and Caleb, were wondering whether they should laugh too. Ronny laughed. Caleb just snickered.

“Yeah, I’m done,” I said. “It was fun, though.” 

“Fun doesn’t start until 11,” Ruben said. “Where’d you even go?”

“TKT,” I said. 

“Fun definitely doesn’t start until 11, then,” he said. “Well, the room’s all yours. We’re going to a hockey party. Don’t wait up.”

“How are you going to…” I started to ask, but the rustle of them getting their jackets and keys drowned out anything I could have said. 

And then they were gone. 

I stood in the center of the room facing the window, my bed on the right and Ruben’s on the left. I don’t know how long I stood like that. Long enough to imagine them walking down the stairs, making their way across the quad, reaching the main road, and disappearing in the direction of wherever the hockey party even was. 

And it was long enough to feel certain that no one would come back in having forgotten their hat, or keys, or wallet, or whatever. 

Which meant I could get to work. 

I slipped my hand into my underwear, still damp from my adventure in the bathroom, and knew that I’d be stripping down completely. I had a backpack under my bed with a few girly things in it, and I pulled it out. I probably wasn’t going to get fully dressed up, so a pair of black thigh highs and a black lace string bikini would do for now. I had a tight black tanktop in there that I threw on as well, and then I grabbed my laptop and got down into my sheets. 

I loved the feeling of my stockinged legs sliding into my bed. I loved the feeling of not being able to get hard because my tight little girly panties wouldn’t let me. I loved the frustration that came from having to get off a different way. 

And this way was going to be me rubbing myself while watching my favorite video. It was called “Ashley Takes Care of Us at the Glory Hole,” and I had it almost memorized. The video started with a girl in a red teddy on her knees in a glory hole booth, looking up at the camera, saying that she had been a good girl and she was ready for her reward. Then a male voice said he had just the thing, and that she should turn around. A giant, hard cock slid through the hole, and she asked who it was with a little smirk on her face.

She didn’t wait for an answer before her hand reached up to start stroking it, and she spread her legs open so you could see her crotch. She started to play with her clit, slowly, and I liked to do the same thing in time with her strokes. It made the whole thing feminine, and took my focus away from the cocks.

Because I didn’t really want cock.

Or did I? I couldn’t deny how I felt when I’d dress up, feeling girly and slutty, like I was on the other end–the receiving end–of the dick I carried around with me. But I also couldn’t ignore the way that seeing all those giant frat house dicks made me feel. Like I was curious, a little. Maybe not with them, but with anonymous giant dicks in general? Like, how they felt in my hand? I knew what mine felt like in my hand, and there was so little to it that I played with myself in other ways and could still get off just fine. 

But what if I didn’t have to? What if there was something much bigger in my hand? 

Or…my mouth?

This was why the glory hole video was doing it for me. By the time the first load of hot cum landed on Ashley’s face and the second giant cock slid through the hole, I could feel myself starting to pulse in my panties. I was desperately trying to get hard, but couldn’t, and my fingers were starting to rub my bulge a little harder. 

I could hear myself panting as Ashley started to get to work on her next cock, but it was so girthy she couldn’t get the whole thing in her mouth. She was gagging on it, covering it with sick spit, and she was giving it long, aggressive strokes. It looked like an animal’s cock, not a human’s. It was probably what Andy’s looked like. I mean, I saw it soft and it was bigger than mine when it was hard. 

Why did I stop my fantasy to think of Andy’s hard cock? 

Before I could get my full attention back to the video so I could finish myself off, my gaze wandered to the recommended videos on the side of the page. That’s when I saw something new. Or, new to me.

“Sissy Slut Sucks Cock at the Club.” 

Man, my recommendations were fucked up. Girls in bikinis, girls sucking dick, crossdressers giving makeup advice, transgirls getting railed, and now this. 

I caught my breath and let curiosity get the best of me. Why not? It was a night of curiosity already. Ashley could wait. I knew she had two more cocks to suck, and the way I was feeling in my panties, I wasn’t sure I’d last long enough to see the fourth. 

I clicked the new sissy video. 

The video started with a blonde walking on a city street holding a selfie stick in front of her. She was dressed like an absolute slut. Blonde wig, red lips, blue eyeshadow, fishnet stockings, a black corset, knee-high black boots, and her black skirt was so short that you could see her soft little dick bouncing as she walked. 

She was doing this in public. 

I somehow felt my porn tastes just escalated even more. 

She talked the whole walk. You could see as she passed people in the street that a few people turned their heads to make sure they saw what they thought they saw: a sexy transgirl with her floppy little dick out on her way to get off. She talked about how horny she was, how much she was looking forward to sucking some huge dick. She talked about how she was afraid she’d cum as soon as the first cock was in her mouth.

I hit pause.

She was horny? Her cock was soft. I could see it. It wasn’t hard. Wasn’t even semi-hard.

She was worried about her cumming just by a cock going in her mouth? What kind of voodoo was that? 

I looked down my legs under the sheets and saw my little bulge trying to be not so little. It was trying to stick out as best as it could, which wasn’t going to impress very many people. It didn’t even impress me. 

I kept going with the video. 

She walked right up to a building and into a doorway, where loud music was playing. 

Kind of like the frat house basement. 

She tossed her hair as she walked past a bar, past people dancing wearing anything from evening gowns, to short skirts, to absolutely nothing. 

What kind of club was this? 

Then she walked all the way to the back, where the video went dark for a minute as she walked into a dark room. Then she turned the lights on, and arranged her camera at one end of the room. 

It didn’t look like the basement, but the parts were the same: wall on one side, vinyl couch along the opposite wall, and muffled music playing somewhere off camera. She got down on her knees, played with the hem of her skirt a little, stuck a hand through the glory hole, and squatted down with her dick hanging between her legs. 

She ran her hands all over her thighs as she waited. She breathed in and out, closing her eyes, and I could see her little dick bouncing, her heavy balls swaying back and forth. She was almost trying to hump the air in front of her, and she was getting more and more worked up, yet never got hard.

That’s when a big hard dick entered the frame, and without breaking eye contact with the camera, she gobbled it up.

And I mean gobbled. She instantly was slobbering all over it. She could fit the whole thing in her mouth easily, and she bobbed her head back and forth. She whimpered and moaned as she worked her mouth up and down the shaft, and after a minute of doing it, she lifted the hem of her skirt and started spraying cum all over her legs, all over the floor, and all over the wall in front of her. 

What the hell did I just see? She never touched herself. Her hands never touched her cock. 

I went back to the part of the video where she started sucking the guy's cock and watched it again. 

And again.

She never touched herself. Nothing happened. 

She really did cum just from sucking a cock. And it took a minute. Less than a minute, actually: 52 seconds of sucking to get herself off. 

Spurt after spurt from a soft, little cock, exactly like mine. 

I looked down between my legs again at the needy little bulge, and no longer felt like touching it. It was swollen, it wanted to be let out, and it wanted to be taken care of, but it suddenly felt wrong to do it.

Maybe not wrong. I had done it before. I just didn’t want to do it now. 

Ashley’s video was fake. I knew that. She did other videos, she made porn professionally. But this? This was real, or felt real. It was raw, unedited, shot with a phone, and looked like an amateur just picked up her phone and went out. She didn’t get paid for the video. She got off. 

I watched to the end of the video, which was only another minute. She looked embarrassed after she realized she came. She looked at the camera and looked down between her legs, stroking the cock the whole time. She got back to work, bobbed her head aggressively, and when the man started to moan from behind the wall, she went faster and I watched as the huge dick started to spasm and his cum squirted out of her mouth. 

She gasped, pulled her head back, had cum and spit drip down her front, and the cock started to get soft in her hands as she slowly stroked it. Then it disappeared back into the hole.

She licked her fingers, crawled toward the camera, blew it a kiss, and the video ended. 

I closed the laptop, flung the covers off of me, and got to work. I needed everything. I needed my makeup, which was way under my bed. I got down on my hands and knees and stuck my ass up in the air, feeling for my locked trunk. I was still pulsing in my panties, and I wanted to get ready as soon as I could. I was cursing myself for not already being fully dressed as a girl; if I had done it right after Ruben and his friends left, I’d already be able to leave.

Because I had a plan. A plan that was driven by what I saw the whole night, and what I felt. I got the trunk, entered the combination, and sat cross-legged on the floor, quickly applying eyeliner, blush, eye shadow, and lipstick. I didn’t have the exact shades as the sissy from the video, but I got close. I felt alive the whole time. I felt vulnerable, like I’d have no explanation at all if Ruben and his friends came home early. Just a sissy girl in her panties, sitting on the floor, wanting to cum more than anything in the world. 

I left my panties on, left my stockings on, left my top on, and slipped into a pleated black skirt. It was longer than the one in the video, but if I was going to do this, if I was going to walk back to the frat house, there was no way I could do it as openly and as courageously as the girl in the video. I wasn’t about to walk into a frat house with my little dick swinging between my legs. 

But I could walk there looking like a girl who was there to party. 

It just wasn’t the same party everyone else was going to. 

I had black canvas high tops; they weren’t boots, but they’d have to do. I wasn’t a blonde, since my best wig was brown. But in my makeup mirror I confirmed that I looked pretty damn good. For not having a lot of opportunity to do it, for having a lot of desire but not a lot of practice, I looked the part. I stood there in my room, put everything away under my bed, and flipped my laptop open again. 

I watched the beginning, where she was walking like it was the most ordinary thing. Nothing to see here, folks, just a horny sissy walking down the street. I could do that.

I needed to do that. I wanted to see how far my night could go. A part of me wanted it more than anything. 

And that part of me led the way as I grabbed my keys and walked out the door of my dorm, down the stairs, and out into the night. 

I had worn those shoes dozens of times before. Maybe hundreds. Absolutely nothing about the rest of me was normal, standard, or common. 

The walk through campus was uneventful. Everyone was either in for the night, like Old Me, or they were still out at a party, like the New Me I was about to be. 

Same with the main road, where I got one car to honk at me as I walked. Same with Frat Row, where I heard a few people call out to me from porches.

“Hey baby, party’s in here!”

“Got any friends?” 

“Don’t go! I was just getting to know you!” 

I was throbbing. I was tempted to pull my panties aside and let myself hang out in the open. I wanted the same exact experience as the sissy in the video. I knew I was going to come close, but I wanted it all. The freedom, the confidence, every feeling she had. I needed to make it. I did not want anyone stopping me, and I didn’t want anyone keeping me from that basement. 

Luckily, TKT wasn’t all the way down Frat Row, and I walked up the now-familiar front walk. I felt the air try and lift its way up my skirt as I walked up to the bouncer sitting by the door. 

“We’re not really letting anyone new in,” he said, holding up a hand to stop me from going in. “Pretty crowded in there.” 

“I needed to get my friend,” I said, playing with my hair. “She texted me and said she was ready to leave. Can I go find her?” 

There was that problem solving again. Otherwise known as “lying.”

He looked at my wrist, where I had my sheriff’s badge stamp from earlier. 

Oh shit. Did they just give that to guys? Was my cover blown before I even got in? 

“Back again?” he said. 

“I had to change,” I said quickly.

He nodded. “One of those nights, huh?” He looked me up and down. “Well, I don’t know what you were wearing earlier, but this is better. Hope you find her.” 

I ran up the stairs and went back into the house. I was going to find a her, alright. I was going to find a me. 

The living room was more crowded than it was when I was there earlier. The house smelled the same, and the music was just as loud. I felt the bass between my legs as I rounded the corner, found the stairs to the basement, and walked down, keeping a death grip on the railing the whole way. 

The basement was more crowded than before, and it took me a long time to work my way through the crowd to get to the back. Eventually I got to the edge and found the familiar-looking hallway to the glory hole theater. 

I walked straight there.

And stopped. 

Oh no. There were a few guys in the hallway, standing along the wall, leaning back and drinking. Were they waiting? Waiting for their turn? The door to the glory hole room was shut. A few girls stood along the walls as well. Were they waiting for their turns? 

Everyone was drinking, the skirts were short, and the door was very closed. 

I could not walk down the hallway in front of people and go in. I couldn’t. Wasn’t the walk of shame something you did after you made a sexual mistake? Could I do a walk of shame before I did anything? Could I do it walking past people who would know exactly why I was there, and exactly what I would do? 

“If you’re looking for the ladies’ room, it’s upstairs,” a voice called from down the hall. 

One of the guys was looking my way, leaning against the wall. 

They were waiting for me to say something. To do something. 

This was it. Now or never. That sissy didn’t do a walk of shame. She was not ashamed at all, and I wasn’t going to be either. 

I walked the whole length of the hallway. Past two guys, then a third, then a girl in a yellow dress, then a girl in tight black leather pants, then a girl in a sparkly, sequined top tied at the neck and waist. 

There was one guy left, right next to the door. 

“Is that open?” I asked him, pointing.

“It can be,” he said after a second. He looked me up and down. He stopped a long time at my legs. He stopped for a longer time at my lips. 

“Oh, girl,” I heard the sequined girl whisper under her breath. 

“Why don’t you go in and see for yourself?” he asked, and he turned the doorknob for me.

I knew where to go, and I knew the red LED lights would be in there for me, so I turned and closed the door behind me, making eye contact with the guy who opened the door for me. The sequined girl was covering her mouth. 

No one was in the room, but someone had been in here since I was. 

There were pillows on the floor in front of the holes, and it smelled even more like a gym than it did earlier. But it also had less mystery to it than it did before. I had watched two videos since then, one I knew well, and one I wanted to live out. 

I got comfortable below one of the holes, knelt on a pillow, and lifted the hem of my skirt to see how I was doing. I reached down with my index finger and pulled a clear droplet of fluid that I had dripped out and that came through the lace. 

I was ready. I was more than ready.

But no one else was. I heard the voices outside the door getting fainter. Were they walking away? Everyone? I could see why the girls would leave, but all the guys too? Or did they not want anyone to know what they were going to do? 

Did they know I wasn’t a girl? Was that it? Did they all know whoever went in there would have their cock sucked by a tranny? After I just went through the shame of walking down in front of everyone, were they all too afraid to do the same? 

With the curtain closed, I couldn’t see who opened the door, but someone walked in. If it was a girl, at least I’d have company on my side of the wall. If it was a guy, what was I in for? 

I heard footsteps on the other side of the wall. 

Guy. 

My heart pounded as I squirmed around on my knees, wondering what I’d do when a hard cock would come through.

I was going to gobble it, just as that sissy did. I was going to work it the way Ashley did in her video, too. I knew how to do it. I just had never done it. 

And when a hard cock started to poke through the hole, I knew it was time to find out more.

I wrapped my hand around it. It was huge, much bigger than mine. Was this Andy? Or Nate? Or some random guy at the party? Whoever it was, they had a big, squishy, soft head to their cock, and I felt mine jump in my panties as I put the head in my mouth. 

This was so different from what I imagined. It was softer than I thought it would be. It was warmer than I thought it would be. And it was connected to someone who wanted it all the way in my mouth, because I could sense him moving his hips towards me, trying to get all the way in.

And I let him. 

My mouth was stuffed, right away. I had to breathe out my nose, and I made his cock slick with spit. I felt it all the way in, nestled right against the back of my throat. 

And I immediately knew what that sissy meant when she said she was worried she cum too fast once she got a dick in her mouth. 

Squatting on a filthy floor in a frat house basement, wearing a slutty little outfit, cramming a massive cock into my mouth, made me hornier than I had ever been in my life. 

I grabbed the base of the cock to steady myself, and I worked the head, just like Ashley had. I licked it all over, and felt it twitch in my hand. The guy was pressing himself hard against the wall, letting as many inches of him into my room as he could. He wanted it. He wanted me. 

And I let him have it. 

I switched into sissy mode, copying how ravenously that hot blonde attacked the cock in her mouth, and I heard him moan through the wall. I bobbed my head, swinging my hips the way the starlet in the video desperately fucked the air in front of her. 

Everything was connected. It was like I could use my surroundings to get myself even hornier. Everything was connected: the lights, the video, the filth of the room, the shock of what I was doing – all of it was building something up inside of me that kept growing, and growing, and getting closer to an edge. I didn’t know what was on the other side of that edge, but I needed to find out. 

I alternated fast and slow head bobs, hearing the guy groaning “oh my God” over and over again. 

And then I wasn’t alone. 

The door to the hallway opened again. 

No, I thought. No one else.

I was squatting towards the door, so the curtain swung open and I could see it was one of the couples. A guy in a Yankees hat and the girl in the leather pants. They stopped at the curtain and just wanted to watch. 

I dropped the hem of my skirt to make sure they couldn’t see up my skirt. I knew what was going on up there, but they didn’t need to. 

Just like Ashley, just like the blonde sissy, I had an audience. And it turned me on even more than I already was, if that was possible. 

I kept going. Fast, fast, slow. Fast, fast, slow. I backed my head of to take breath and jerked the cock with one hand, looking at the couple as I did it. 

“Take notes, Alyssa. That’s how you suck a cock.”

“Shut up, Jared.” 

“Look at her go!”

They were watching me, and I was turning the guy on. They had the same view as I did when I watched the blonde sissy. The only difference was that I could not let my little dick out if I needed to cum.

And I could feel that I was getting close. I could feel that familiar buildup between my legs, the feeling that something was quivering deep inside me. 

“Look at that little slut,” the girl said. 

It was true. At that moment, it was true. I was living life as that sissy from the video, gagging on a huge dick, feeling myself coming alive inside, ready to burst with the tension from a few hours of discovering how much life there is to live. 

I locked eyes with the girl as I ran my tongue up and down the length of the shaft, and I caught her eye twinkle.

She was jealous. Or was she turned on? Was she taking notes? Would she go back to a room with Jared later and copy me? She wanted to look offended. But her hands gave her away: they were rubbing on her hips. She spread her legs open, just a little. 

“Oh my God I’m so close,” I heard through the wall, and I was close too. I felt a tingle in my panties, and I went faster. This guy was about to cum, and I wanted it badly.

I was swelling, and I had nowhere to go, and just as I felt the first pulse of his cock in my mouth, my pressure had nowhere to go and I almost fell to the floor. 

I spurted once in my panties. 

I felt it, unable to go anywhere.

“You’re gross, Jared,” Alyssa said, and they turned to go as my second spurt went in my panties and ran down to my balls. 

I was wet. 

The guy pulsed again before I felt anything in my mouth, and as the first thick rope of his orgasm hit me in the back of the throat, the curtain fell, and I tugged my panties to the side just in time for a spurt to shoot out from me and hit me on the inside of the thigh. 

I dropped one hand between my legs and aimed for the wall, which I hit again, and again, in perfect time with what this guy was unloading into my mouth. I had no more room for his cum, but he gave me more, and it was about to force its way out of my mouth, just like in the sissy video. 

And I let it. I let it squeeze out around his shaft, I let it run down my chin, and I let it drop down my front. I was still spurting, and the door opened to the hallway – I tugged my panties back into place and felt myself dribble to completion. 

I pulled his dick out of my mouth and swallowed what I had left. It was sweet, and thick, and was one more funky smell to add to the rest: I smelled like a frat house slut, and based on how electric I felt even after cumming, I knew I was fine with it. 

I fell back on one of the pillows on the floor and watched as the cock retreated through the hole, then I heard a zip. 

Was he going to come to my side? Was he going to peek through the hole? Was he going to come here for more? How much more did he want? 

I wiped the drool and cum off my chin with the back of my hand, and started to feel the hum in my panties begin to slow down. 

My whole body was alive. I just blew a young man’s mind, blew my own at the same time, and knew I was going to watch more videos from that sissy so I could learn. What else would I learn about her? What else would I learn about myself?

I stood up and smoothed my skirt as I heard the door open and close. “That was amazing,” a voice said on its way out the door.

Did I know that voice? It didn’t sound familiar. Like that blonde sissy, I just sucked a stranger to orgasm while I came all over, and it was only the beginning. 

After a few minutes realizing I was not going to be doing the walk of shame, I left the Playroom. I walked with my panties full of cum right across the dance floor, knowing a secret that only one other person at the party knew. 

I hoped someone was behind me as I walked up the stairs. I hoped I had people checking me out as I walked to the front door. And as I pushed the door open and walked outside, I wondered how many people didn’t want me to leave. 

I looked back at the TKT house on my way back to campus, feeling my cum-filled panties squish with each step, feeling the mixture of spit and cum and drool running down my chest.

I may have let a lot of college pass me by so far, but I had plenty of college left. 

I’d be back. 
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Excerpt from “Work of Art”

“Oh, sorry. Didn’t see you there.”

Of course not. No one ever saw me. I didn’t want to rub my shoulder where the big guy bumped into me, but it did hurt a little. 

All the young men in the hallway outside the classrooms were at least a foot taller than me, maybe more. Hell, some of the girls were taller than me, and not just the basketball and volleyball players. 

Yes, I was in college. Yes, I had good grades. Yes, I was 19 years old. No, I was not a little kid, even if I sometimes felt like one. 

The big dude in front of me didn’t hold the door for me as we left Flagler Hall. Everyone was moving a little faster than usual because it looked like it was going to rain, but we still had to slow down to let all the students empty out of the McManus Lecture Hall and merge onto the main pathway back to the dorms. One girl got all the way down the steps of McManus, then stopped short right in front of me to light her cigarette. 

“Excuse me?” she said after I bumped into her. She blew smoke in my face. “Watch where you’re going, shortie.”

Shortie. 5-foot-5-inches gets you the nickname shortie. 

At least she called me something. A lot of the time, I am invisible.  

When I’m not invisible, I get made fun of for my size, or my shyness. Or how I don’t look like a guy and look more like a girl. 

There’s just one problem: it kind of turns me on.

Like, a lot. 

And that feeling was usually centered in my underwear, which was most often a pair of black briefs. That day, however, was different, as it was the first day I was walking around on campus wearing a pair of silky women’s underwear. 

Panties. 

A thong, to be precise. It was a secret I carried with me, under my clothes, and it was thrilling. I was the only person to know about it.

Or was I? Did anyone see it in class? I sat in the second-to-last row, so someone in the back row could have seen the pink satin thong peek above my sweatpants if I leaned forward in class.

Did I lean forward in class? 

Or did someone see a panty line the way I could sometimes see when I walked behind girls? 

The thought of someone discovering my secret was strangely thrilling, and it made me aware of how compressed my already-little cock was in the narrow crotch of the thong. I had been in a near-constant state of being turned-on since I left my room that morning, and I had no idea what Professor Algren even covered the last 30 minutes of class. My mind was elsewhere. It was centered on what I was going to be doing once I got back to my dorm. 

My dorm. Meister Hall. It was still ahead of me, and I still had what felt like miles to go before I got back. It was 2:45 pm on a Thursday, and I was done with classes for the week. I had no plans to go out, no plans to even eat. I avoided the dining halls because they were expensive, and I had already spent most of my money for the semester. I was rationing macaroni and cheese, ramen, instant coffee, and raisins. All because I blew my budget on panties, skirts, makeup, and worse. 

But when you have a single room and you want to dress like a girl, what do you do?  

Before I left for college, Dr. Woo wanted to prescribe me some pills for anxiety, but I didn’t want to take them. I whined to my parents that I needed to be clear-headed if I was going to keep my scholarship, and after a while, they agreed. They argued with Dr. Woo, he eventually changed his mind, and instead signed a letter saying I needed a single room. I had had a single ever since, and I had avoided buying a huge wardrobe for two years. But for some reason, the Winter of my Junior Year was the hardest, and when the weather started to get warmer, I spent about ten straight days signing for packages in the mail room. The result was a wardrobe that was mostly sexy, mostly slutty, and something that I spent most of my nights and weekends wearing. 

Ahead of me, I could see flashes of lightning in the distance, just behind the dorms. The tower dorm, Tremont Hall, was farthest away, and all of us watched in awe as a rain cloud passed overtop of it, pelting it with rain. It took a second for the sound of it to reach us, and by then we were all standing still, waiting for the inevitable. 

We didn't have much time, and we could already hear the yells of the girls who hadn’t quite made it into Tremont before getting soaked. 

I could not get wet. I was wearing light gray sweatpants and a pink thong. If I got wet, would the thong be visible? Would people be able to tell? The fantasy of being found out was one thing. The reality of it was quite another. 

I was not going to wait in the rain to find out, so I looked off to the right at Dreyer Hall, a building I had never been in. It was for the Art Department, and I just made it inside when the rain reached the academic quad. 

Even with the inner door closed I could hear students in the quad yelling and laughing. Some people got caught in the rain on purpose. Some started running toward the dorms just as I started running for Dreyer Hall. And some were headed into the quad rather than away from it. 

I could hear the rain pelting the roof of the building as I looked around. The hallway was long, running the whole length of the building. It looked like offices and classrooms were on the ground floor, and upstairs were a bunch of studios and lofts. There was a balcony that ran the whole length of the building on the second floor, and I could see into a few studios as I walked around. 

There were sculptures in the hallway, installations hanging from the ceiling, and every bare wall had student art work hanging on it. 

I tried to look at the student work, but my stomach was rumbling the whole time: fifteen minutes of trying to look at art and being reminded of how little you had to eat, and how little money you had to do something about it. I had skipped lunch that day after eating a granola bar for breakfast, and was already worried about what I’d do the next day. I had three weeks of class left, and three granola bars. 

Some of the paintings just looked like splashes of paint to me. One looked like there could have been a person that was painted over. 

Was that the point? To erase someone?

Some of the photography was interesting. A few people had taken photos of interesting spots around campus. One series of photos showed a naked girl standing near various buildings at night. It was sexual and non-sexual at the same time. You could never see her face, and that made it alluring.

Who was she? 

Had I seen her before? Had I seen her on campus fully-clothed, and had no idea that I had now seen her naked? I was drawn to looking at her body. She was smooth, like me. She was short, like me. She had a great butt.

Like me?

She had more pubic hair than I did, that was for sure: I kept myself completely shaved, whereas this girl had a full bush between her legs. 

I took slow steps down the hallway, feeling my satin panties rubbing between my legs. My little cock badly wanted to get out of the panties, but I had to wait. I could still hear rain on the roof, and I needed to kill more time. 

Right after the naked girl photo series, there was a bulletin board, and I stopped to read it, not that any of it concerned me. 

Bass player wanted for a band. Well, I didn’t play the bass.

Painters wanted to paint sets for a drama department production. I don’t paint. 

Scholarship deadline for graduate work in fiber arts. I didn’t even know what “fiber arts” were, so the scholarship was probably not going to happen. 

And then there was a sign below that one that stopped me in my tracks. 

NUDE MODELS WANTED

LGBTQ+ friendly

Body Positive

Pays $200

Text Dr. Caron for info

$200. 

It was as if there was a spotlight shining directly on the money. $200. 

Rarely in life do you ever have something like this happen. Or maybe it’s not rare that these things materialize. Maybe what’s rare is that you’re paying attention enough to realize it. 

It was one of those fliers that had tear-off tabs at the bottom with what must have been Dr. Caron’s phone number on it. No tab had been taken. 

I looked around the hallway to see if anyone was around.

No one was. 

Could I do that? Could I do what this sign was asking for? I assumed it was asking for a nude model to be in front of an art class and get drawn. 

Right? What else could it possibly be for? 

It had a “T” for who it was friendly towards. It advertised its body positivity. 

If there was ever a relatively safe place to do this, I had found it. 

It paid two hundred dollars.

I quickly tore off a tab and stuffed it into my sweatpants, then made it look like I was lost in thought about the sculpture on a little table when a thin man with a long, braided beard came in from the doorway at the opposite end of the building. I had walked the whole length of the building as I waited out the rain. 

“Of course it stops raining right when I get to my office,” the guy muttered, shaking out his umbrella and collapsing it. I looked outside behind him.  

If it had stopped raining, I could get back to my room and get on with my day. 

Sure enough, the rain had stopped, the afternoon was humid, and the birds were starting to chirp again. I walked the rest of the way to Meister Hall with my hands in my pockets, making sure the little tab of paper made it with me. 

I got to my dorm room, 401, where our names were posted outside our doors. Mine was right there, on its own: Noah Clement. I opened my door and stepped inside.

In a few minutes, I’d be Noelle Clement.

What does Noelle do next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.

[image: ]


About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.

OEBPS/image_rsrcFE.jpg
¢ )
Lt 3
A
&5
‘
&
\ A
- -
3 %
‘ 4 _l‘l,‘ na
2 PR
‘i

ASEME

A Crossdresser Takes the Next Step






OEBPS/image_rsrcFF.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




