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Chapter 1

We’re all gathered in the large living room of our goth sorority house, the newest (that we know of) chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta, (courtesy of my new friend, the dean of students), and tonight we are introducing four new girls into our sorority. All of us are dressed for the occasion. We generated a lot of interest even though we set up after the main “Greek Week” event on campus. People are genuinely fascinated by our lifestyle and our dress, which makes us “cool” to be seen around and with.

The light from the fixtures is a bit too much, so before the girls came, Karen and I set up red candles on the table and in the several wall sconces. The light is surprisingly adequate, giving the room an Eighteenth-Century goth vibe, providing the right mood for the evening’s activities. All of us light up our Virginia Slims 120s, and some of the girls have opened up the Cabernet wine.

Watching them smoke so effeminately, I start getting aroused. That is why I made the one major requirement for membership in our sorority to be that the pledges smoke long, white, 120 cigarettes, or at least be willing to try.

The other requirements are that they love poetry and books, maintain a darkly decadent look, and not be into drugs or anti-social behavior. I even insisted on maintaining a 3.0 GPA; that’s the snob in me, I guess. Also, I would think that titillating wild sex is anything but antisocial! Yes, I even wrote all that into our Charter!

I give the signal to Lilith, an exchange student from the UK to announce the entry of the four new pledges. Lilith is a delicious, dark brunette, with black eyeliner, eye shadow, and irresistible long, black eyelashes. She’s a beautiful woman with an infectious giggle, or “gigglzzz” and has a nice “naughty streak” who enjoys practical jokes.

Tonight her long black hair is parted to the side like mine, with purple highlights. She’s got on fishnet garters, a long sleeve white silk blouse, long, black evening gloves, and a nice short and tight black silk slitted miniskirt up the side that gets my juices flowing. She’s pierced in all the right places too.

I’ve got a beautiful picture on my phone of Lilith, crouching next to me in that tight skirt, looking at the camera and smoking, getting ready to eat me out, my pussy spread open before her. YUMS! That night was an early semester highlight. Looking at that picture now, I’ve decided that the others can have the new pledges - I want Lilith to be with me and Karen for the next two weeks. Her long, lusty, creamy, smoky kisses are to die for!

Lilith goes to a hallway on the other side of the living room, steps out and announces: “Queen Samantha and members of the exec board, etc, etc,. I will now announce the four new pledges to Alpha Gamma Delta House.” Her perfect British accent lends an air of formality to her speech.

She reads out the names and the girls walk out and stand before us. “Jade, Debbie, Margo, and Slade; please step forward and be recognized.” Karen, her friend Rina, and me, all interviewed them, so we were very glad they decided to join us. We had to turn down some duds of course, which happens everywhere.

Tonight is just a preliminary “meet and greet (and EAT (-; ),” and the wine is making me horny already. Their “servitude” and pledge process to the established girls is to be for two weeks. They will be paired off and must obey the orders of their “masters.” They look so delicious to me, and eager and ready to bend over for me any time I want. Out of the four, Slade is somewhat of an enigma with a black, funereal slouch hat, cloth midi-skirt, chained vest, and see through, black sleeves.

Slade is twenty-five, quite mature, and likes to keep to herself, the quiet type. She is a Marine Corp veteran, did a tour or two in Afghanistan, and has plenty of tattoos on both arms, visible through her sleeves. So, we settle in, put on some mellow jazz, mingle with the girls, and Lilith pairs them off to their “masters.” The sexual tension in the room is so thick you could cut it with a knife. The room even smells like leaking pussy.

♥️♥️♥️

For the new pledges this was my idea, and it’s really quite funny when you think about it. I got each of the new pledges blue-tooth operated silicone butt-plugs that they are to wear in class. In each class with them is an established member of the sorority. When she presses the app on her iPhone, the butt plug will buzz, normally causing the pledge to squeal and jump out of her seat. She will only pass the test if she doesn’t respond to the stimulation, and I’ll know because my girls will tell me who sat quietly and was able to endure the stimulation without anyone knowing. I wish I could be in each class to video it. The girls who “fail” the test will have a video of their arousal posted and shown at the sorority house at the end of their two-week probationary period. God, I am so evil! I love it. That’s one reason I’m in charge. Who else thinks of this shit!?

Debbie and Jade, both with cigarettes dangling from their mouths start touching each other’s breasts lightly with their fingertips. They look to me for permission - the Queen’s permission. I squint my eyes, look at them, start rubbing my pussy over the top of my leather skirt, and blow smoke out the corner of my mouth saying, “You cunts go right ahead; you’re turning me on nicely -DON’T STOP!”

Debbie has wild, black hair that’s really long, purple highlights, blue eyes, black eyeliner, and a figure to die for. She wearing a laced, leather corset, our sorority “uniform,” and a tight, black leather midi-skirt. Her tits are gynormous, and just looking at her cleavage makes me moist - lucky Jade. She cups Jade’s face in her hands, and after a few minutes of deep kissing, they are fondling each other’s breasts through their clothing.

Jade’s hair is black, equally long, and wild, with a good measure of “jade-green” thrown in, and taking a drag of her cigarette, leaning into Debbie, exhales into her mouth. Debbie exhales through her nose, and with arms wrapped around each other’s shoulders they slide over to the large recliner next to the couch, and place their cigarettes into an ashtray.

Both of them sit on the recliner, giggling. Debbie sits on Jade’s lap, her legs going over an armrest. She unbuckles Jade’s corset and starts licking between her tits, coating her upper chest and neck with her wet tongue. She stops to take a drag from her cigarette and Jade unbuckles Debbie’s belt, pulling down her zipper and reaches under Debbie’s panties, the tips of her fingers delicately moving around the top of her shaved pussy.

I’m leaking already like a sieve, and my nipples are getting sore; they’ve been erect for minutes already. I can’t stand it; watching Jade and Debbie go at each other, so I motion for Lilith to join my princess Karen and me on the couch.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

Lilith happily catches my crooked finger wagging at her and comes over to Karen and me. Around the room, the girls are pairing off, doing similar activities. It seems the new girls are getting along quite well with my sisters. Lilith is smoking very seductively and staring right at me, as she sits down between me and Karen. In Lilith’s eyes I see that sense of lust and longing that bodes the pinnacle of female pleasure.

Her silk dress feels cool alongside my legs, and she takes a last drag off of her cigarette and puts it out in the ashtray next to the couch. Her arms are around Karen’s and my shoulders. With delicious smoky breath she deep kisses me causing my pussy to moisten and my clit to tingle with anticipation.

With lips still locked and tongues entwined, I unbutton her blouse and see that she isn’t wearing a bra - she came prepared. It was the first thing I noticed when I saw her this evening; her erect nipples on display for all to see. I slowly take my tongue out of her mouth and start licking and kissing her face, her neck, and gently run my tongue over the tops of her breasts; her body tensing and her breath quickening.

Karen gets busy and puts her hands under Lilith’s silky skirt and tugs at her panties, also black silk. I feel Lilith shift her position slightly to be receptive to Karen’s advances. She moans as Karen works her fingers over the top of Lilith’s shaved pussy, toying with it, teasing, and not yet advancing, and Lilith starts to moan.

The three of us shift positions. Lilith gently lays her head in my lap, her long, silky hair tickling my legs, as she lifts her right leg over the back of the couch, giving Karen easy access to her pussy. I help a bit and pull Lilith’s skirt up and across her tummy, her panties lying on the floor next to the couch, and her shoes off. I’m playing with her exposed breasts now and gently tug on her nipple rings.

Karen and I make eye contact, our eyes speaking the language of mutual unbridled lust, and she leans over and starts biting my bottom lip, causing me to tense and leak from my aroused inner woman. She eases her tongue into my mouth, both our lips are moist, our black lipsticks mingling, and tongues rubbing each other teasingly, the ecstasy hovering over us, waiting for its chance to consume us.

We are still kissing as Karen’s fingers move down Lilith’s pussy, becoming wet from Lilith’s arousal, and Lilith starts to squirm and moan. I gently reach under Lilith’s head and unbuckle my skirt, shimmying it down my lap, along with my panties, and I can feel their wetness as they travel down my leg. Lilith’s silky hair is making my pussy crazy hot as it rubs back and forth over it.

Karen gently works her fingers between Lilith’s folds, playing with and tugging on her clit ring, making her body stiffen, and I can feel Lilith’s tummy tightening; all the while Karen’s deep kisses drive me to an anticipated orgasm that must not be denied. Slowly, Karen and I break and speak to each other with our eyes; the language of heat, of lust, pure and unbridled.

I unbuckle Karen’s corset, and the front opens, revealing no bra as I bury my face in her cleavage. My tongue is licking up and down familiar territory between her tits, and my left hand gently tugs on her nipple rings, making her body stiffen as she gasps. Underneath, Lilith is writhing in pleasure as Karen now finger fucks her, sliding easily in and out; adding moisture to her clit which is very hard and receptive to her touch.

❤️❤️❤️

Patiently, I await my turn, because I know they will not deprive their Queen of her share of pleasure. Karen is sticking her other hand underneath her skirt, loosening her belt, and rubbing her clit which is already sopping, turned on by my extended kissing and breast play. Lilith’s eyes look up at me pleading, and I know exactly what she wants, as she shudders and squirms from Karen’s touch.

Lilith’s lips eagerly accept my kisses, teasing at first, and then hotter as I pass her lips and rope my tongue around hers. Karen backs up a bit and places her head face down in the “V” made by Lilith’s legs. Her pierced tongue aggressively takes over from her fingers and Lilith takes my kisses with staggered breaths. Karen skillfully runs her tongue over Lilith’s clit and gently tugs on the ring which makes her stiffen and gasp. As Lilith squirts into her mouth, her arousal reaches a crescendo, moaning loudly into my mouth. Her fingernails are digging into Karen’s shoulders, leaving imprints of pleasure on her supple skin.

Karen is driving herself to ecstasy and stroking herself harder and harder, as I assist and resume kissing her. Lilith is lying spent, sprawled on top of Karen and me. She wants more and begins rubbing her pussy with her fingers, maybe trying to come down gently from her incredible orgasm. She was so loud that the heads of the other girls, busying themselves with each other turn to look at the three of us.

We switch, and now I am positioned face down on the couch, balled up, on my knees, with my head in Karen’s lap, and my legs pressed against my tummy, giving Lilith easy access to my snatch. At this point I am beyond desire, as I bury my face into Karen’s wet pussy, drinking in her juice and playing with her clit with my tongue. I stiffen as Lilith’s tongue finds my cunt and starts licking between that and my asshole, which is tight and puckered. I’m flying like a bird into paradise, my two lovers feverishly working on satisfying their Queen.

I’m dripping onto Lilith’s face as the tip of her tongue caresses my engorged and sopping clit over her head, making me moan into Karen’s pussy, as I pass the pleasure onto her, completing the circuit. Our three nervous systems are connected, the lick from Lilith’s tongue reaching Karen’s cunt through me. I’m on my elbows as Karen’s hands are pressing my head down into her lap as she squirms, her head thrown backwards with pleasure.

Karen lets out a gasp as she squirts a full load right into my face and mouth, making my black mascara run. I pick my head up and now she’s kissing me hard, getting a taste of her own juice, and I bury my pussy into Lilith’s face who gently tugs on my clit ring sending me over the edge. My mouth is open into a wordless scream, and tears run down my face as Karen’s tongue continues its dance of pleasure in my mouth.

I squirt into Lilith’s mouth as she greedily sucks my pussy dry, which magnifies my orgasm ten times. The three of us lie tangled in a jumble on top of the couch, gently caressing, licking, and kissing each other.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

The three of us light cigarettes from my silver butane lighter, and watch the other girls going at it in the room. I’m sitting up in-between Karen and Lilith, and it’s now time for the new pledges to pay tribute to me, their “Queen Samantha.” I instruct Lilith, who’s a little wobbly on her feet to make “the announcement.” She stands up, naked from the waist down, and walks to the front of the room, and claps her hands. All heads turn to her.

“To all the new pledges: It is now time for you to pay tribute to our Queen Samantha, and the members of our executive council” - which is Karen and Lilith. Their “sponsors” tell them what they must do. All four line up eagerly in front of me, as I spread open my legs. Karen and Lilith, spread their legs too, and are in a similar state of undress. We are all nonchalantly enjoying our cigarettes, which taste so much better after sex, and eyeing the four pledges with an air of indifference.

Lilith sits back on the couch to my left and says, “Three in front kneel down, and one in the back.” I take the lead, and motion for Slade to come to me. She kneels. Jade kneels in front of Lilith, Margo kneels in front of Karen, and Debbie stands behind the couch. I gently place Slade’s head a few inches from my pussy, and without being told, she immediately goes to work. The others follow her lead.

I know immediately that Slade is no beginner at this. Her tongue gently caresses the top of my mound, making small, wet circles which give me tiny electric shocks that make my pussy clench in anticipation. Her lips kiss the top of my labia, and the tenderness tells me things more than just lust. She inserts her tongue between my folds, expertly spreading them open and I start to squirm. Karen and Lilith are experiencing similar pleasures, all the while in back, Debbie alternates touching our breasts and bending over licking our nipples, and necks.

The combination of Slade’s electrifying licks on my cunt, and Debbie’s kisses on my mouth and her tongue on my tits sends chills through me and makes me clench my teeth and close my eyes. I’m shaking, and writhing. When I feel Debbie pulling away, I reach behind me and grab her long black, wild, purple-highlighted hair and don’t let her leave me just yet. She happily obliges, and gently pulls on my nipple rings with her teeth, further pleasuring me.

Down under, Slade parts my sex with her two hands and her tongue licks and pulls my clit ring, making me moan and squirt right into Slade’s mouth. She greedily drinks me in as I have my third or fourth orgasm of the night, but who’s counting? Slade continues licking and inserts her tongue just beyond the opening of my pussy, moving it around and around the inside of my cave. I am beyond aroused. I let Debbie move on to Karen, and I begin running my fingers over my own breasts.

Slade stops and places a cigarette in her mouth and dangles it, her eyes slightly closed. The sight of her kneeling there, with her tattooed arms, vest, and cigarette turn me on even more. Then she grabs my lighter from the table, offers me a Virginia Slim 120, and lights us both up. She takes a drag, exhaling on my shaved pussy and running her smoky tongue over my clit. It is astounding - the power and the force with which this woman makes me cum over and over again.

❤️❤️❤️

Lilith signals that it’s time to switch, her voice sounding like Jade made her orgasm really good. I can’t wait as Jade now kneels in front of me, and Slade moves over to pleasure Lilith.

Debbie moves in front of my Karen and Margo takes Debbie’s place behind the couch. Jade seems a bit timider, and I say to her, “It’s okay sweetie,” and gently move her head so her lips are touching the top of my pussy. I’m totally surprised because I seem to have underestimated her; her nose nuzzles my clit in a circle and her tongue takes over where Slade’s was. Her nose presses deeper into me, the pressure on my hard, aroused, knobby clit making me squirm with ecstasy, as her tongue penetrates my sopping and hungry cunt.

“Oh God, oh God,” I plead. “Don’t . . . stop . . . please honey don’t stop.” The brute force and the passion of her lovemaking make me climax and squirt again, and I’m digging my nails into Jade’s shoulders. Jade will certainly be a welcome addition to our sorority.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

After all the dust settles, and my two lovers and I are satisfied, I open another bottle of wine, and Dorit, one of our sisters, puts on some mellow jazz. As I said earlier, Slade is somewhat of an enigma. She doesn’t say much, but her tattoos speak volumes which immediately arouse my curiosity. I got a good look at them while she was exquisitely pleasuring me. On her right arm was a prominent US Marine Corp tat, along with a handcuff design, a whip drawing, and a fire-breathing dragon. This girl may take a very important role with our “playthings” in the basement - and I’m not talking about the bumper pool table either.

Slade, along with her sponsor Cecily, were standing outside on our porch, talking, and having a cigarette, when Cecily burst through the door. “GUYS!!” they shouted. “Some dude in a hoody was crouching in the bushes outside the window and when we noticed him, he ran like blazes across the street and through the bushes up on the hill! It looked like the motherfucker was closing his pants or something!” I stood up looking at Cecily and the window and asked her, “Where is Slade?”

“She took off running after him,” she said, her eyes wide with disbelief.

The other girls stopped what they were doing, and a few came over to the doorway or the window to look out. The low candlelight made it easier to see outside. There was a full Moon, and everything outside was coloured a bright grey. I ran outside on the porch with Cecily calling out to Slade, but there was no sign of her. What should we do; call the campus police? We felt violated. All eyes turned to me - their leader.

I came back from the doorway, took charge, and addressed the room: “Girls, there’s no need to worry. I’m quite sure that Slade can take care of herself. Cecily and I will stay by the porch. All of you have your cell phones ready just in case.”

Karen joined me and Cecily in our vigil on the porch. All three of us lit up and looked in the direction that Cecily saw Slade take off. In about five minutes, maybe a bit more, we saw two figures coming back over the hill towards our street. One was definitely Slade. The other one looked like a scrawny kid with a black hoodie. Slade held him by his left arm and something else we noticed - he was handcuffed in front! Holy Shit! Slade always wore handcuffs attached to her belt, now we knew why.

The guy’s head was down, like he was doing a “perp-walk,” and Slade was forcefully leading him. Her skirt was a bit muddy and covered with grass, as were the guy’s jeans. Karen, Cecily, and I parted to let Slade and “her prisoner” come through. It helps to have a former combat US Marine in our sorority! All eyes were on them.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” I said.

Slade was somewhat out of breath, and she said, “I caught this little shit down by the student union. He gave me a good chase, but I was quicker.”

“Pull his hood off,” I said to Slade. All the girls were looking at us, wondering what to make of the scene. Slade yanked his hood off, and one of the girls, Margie cried out: “I know this kid, he’s a freshman! He’s in my fucking speech class!” He was thin, wiry, and very embarrassed and very scared. Then Cecily asked, “Well what’s his name.”

“Okay,” I said. “What’s your name, asshole, and what the hell were you doing hiding in the bushes and peeping in our window?” I grabbed him in the crotch, and he winced. That usually got them talking.

“I’m Mark Cowen, and I’m a freshman here.”

I did a doubletake; I’d seen his picture before and recognized the name instantly. “Wait, you wouldn’t happen to be the son of the dean of students here now, would you?” I asked.

He looked like a crime boss did when the cops said, “the jig is up.”

“Yeah, he’s my dad,” he answered, his eyes looking down on the ground. Slade made a move for his back pocket where she pulled his iPhone out. She held it up to us and waved it around so we could all see the damning evidence of a crime yet to be uncovered.

I gave him my most menacing stare, and those girls who knew me well enough all knew what that meant. The kid was shaking, and if it wasn’t so sad, it would almost be funny. I had to suppress a laugh - already my wheels were turning. Looking at Slade, I said: “You can uncuff this dirt bag now.”

His wrists were so thin, it was almost possible for him to wriggle out of them on his own, but Slade, who seemed to have some experience with this, made them nice and tight. As for the rest of the kid, he had thick, black-rimmed glasses, black, curly hair, and almost no muscle.

“Okay Mark, why don’t you open your phone and . . . no, wait. Better yet here - look into it.” The Face ID feature took over and the phone opened. I immediately went to his photos and videos. Sure enough, there were some really “good” shots of us at all of our activities for the past couple of hours. I had to try really hard to suppress the urge to kick this kid in the balls, a bit harder than Slade had grabbed him.

I picked up his chin with two fingers and looked him hard in the face. My girls were transfixed by the scene. They had heard some stories of, but had never really seen me be angry before. “So, okay Mark, what the fuck were you planning to do, show these to your father? Did he ask you to spy on us??”

He turned his eyes to the ground and said, “Yeah, something like that.”

“Well you know, Mark,” I said. “We could easily file trespassing charges with the campus police, and I’m sure there are some girls here who are ready to tell how you sexually abused them.” My eyes bore into his, and his jaw just dropped open. I turned to my friends and asked, “I wonder what sort of penance this little shit should do, since he likes to watch us so much?”

“SISSIFY HIM!!” came a shout from the back. It was seconded, and then everyone was smiling and yelling, “Yes! Sissify him! Dress him up like a slut, and get some cock in here for him to suck off!!” A round of applause ensued. Like a Roman Emperor of old, “Maximus Cuntus,” I stood and gave a thumbs up - meaning “Sissify him!”

Mark looked like he lost several inches in height, and his muddy eyeglasses from Slade’s tackle started slipping down his nose. In a pathetic symbol of defiance he said, “Wh -What happens if I just walk out of here right now!?” Slade mimicked him begging in a high voice, repeating sarcastically those exact words. We all cracked up. I grabbed him by his T-shirt, put my face two inches from his and yelled, “Well, I guess we just call campus police. Slade here, just made a citizen’s arrest, after she caught you sexually molesting Cecily here, outside.”

Mark swallowed hard and was processing what I’d just told him. “I’m not finished either. I’m going to smash your phone to bits, and then I’m going to post a VERY INCRIMINATING video online of your father and me. Did he tell you about it? He would be forced to resign, and could very well face criminal charges of sexual assault! Imagine that - two sexual deviants in one family!”

“No, he didn’t tell me about that.”

“Well then,” I said, “let me show it to you.” Slade held him by the shoulders facing me as I whipped out my iPhone. It showed me with his dad’s cock in my mouth, and I’m looking at the camera and waving. His father had his eyes closed and seemed to be enjoying it very much. Mark looked on in horror. I was enjoying myself immensely.

“Wh - what happens if I go along with what you’re planning to do to me,” he asked, his voice trembling with fear.

“Well, let’s see Mark; you may want to join us as our ‘sissy-slut-in residence,’ or . . . no, no, I’m not letting you off the hook so easily. You’re STAYING, and will be at our beck and call whenever we need you, and we’ll make sure your dad knows about it.” A chant broke out from the girls: “SISSY SLUT! SISSY SLUT, SISSY SLUT!” “Besides, I said, you may even enjoy sucking cock! I could even be doing you a favor - releasing your ‘inner sissy!’”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

It was early, just eight o’ clock, so I made some calls to a few of my goth guy friends, and told them we needed their help on a very sensitive matter. Within thirty minutes, they came over. There was Jed, Willie, and Trench. They all had black-themed clothing, short-cropped hair, thin, but muscular, and lots of piercings. Out of the three, I would say Trench was my best friend, and occasional fuckbuddy. He wore black-laced boots, and lots of chains from his leather jacket - sort of a ‘Steam-punk,’ Goth look. Of course, all three had black eyeliner. He walked over to me, concerned, and gave me a nice kiss on the lips.

I explained the situation to all three, and they looked at Mark, quite amused by the story, and seemed very receptive to our idea of making him our sorority sissy-slut. In fact, Mark looked at me and said so the guys could hear him, “I HATE my fucking father! You guys are just minding your own business, and I would never upload that video. He’s a real piece of shit to my mother too.” I just looked at him, not really surprised, because he was telling the truth.

“So what do you want to do?” I said.

He folded his arms and looked around the room, then at me, saying, “I’ll go along with your plan. I haven’t gotten laid in a long time.” Then, lowering his head, he said, “Besides, I’m a virgin, anyway.”

A huge (and sinister smile) appeared on my face. “WOW, did you hear that everyone!? Markie here is a V-I-R-G-I-N!” (spelling the letters out.) Laughter and giggles floated across the room. “Well don’t worry buckaroo; after tonight, you won’t be anymore!” I said.

“Well, okay then. Jade and Lilith, come with me and we’ll escort Mark here upstairs to our dressing room!” Applause and hoots came from the room. Jed, Willie and Trench were all laughing hysterically. “In the meantime, girls, let’s order pizza for ourselves and the guys!” Laughing, I said, “We might even let Markie have a slice, since he is now, officially, “The Sorority Skank!”

“And look at it this way Mark, like I said, you will certainly get laid tonight, and God only knows what else!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

About an hour later, after the four of us came down the stairs, we were met with hoots and applause. I must say, even I was impressed with my work. From a groveling, snot-nosed little shit, we had created a “Trans-Goth Princess.” Mark had a “hang-dog” look about him like he was resigned to his fate, but there was also something else - a twinkle perhaps, like; maybe I’ll enjoy this. I really didn’t care.

My first responsibility was to my girls and their well-being; to protect my sisters’ integrity. God only knew what would happen if those photos got out. I guess his father thought it would be some sort of sweet revenge for being blackmailed. Well, fuck him!

Mark was decked out in whatever we could find - only the best in goth finery for our sissy slut. He had a long, black wig on with dark purple highlights, black eyeliner, and long black false eyelashes. Black lipstick and liner, black leather sleeveless corset with a bra underneath that gave a nice illusion of a bust.

We even gave him clip-on hoop earrings, the shortest leather miniskirt we could find, and mid-calf black leather boots which were just a tad too small, but sufficient. His scrawny arms were bare. I think we’ll eventually tattoo him! He was a natural with just the right figure for a trannie.

WOW! Something I hadn’t even noticed before: The little shit had a hard-on! This played very nicely into our next phase.

“Okay ladies, or men,” I said turning to Trench, Jed, and Willie, “who would like to be the first to pop our new slut’s cherry?” Margie came forward from the group, and was gorgeous. She was a sophomore and said earlier that she recognized Mark. “He’s in my speech class, and I’ve seen him staring at me there.” She looked at him and asked, “Well how about it slut; would you like to give it a go? I think you look sexy, and I promise I’ll go easy on you.” Mark just nodded his assent.

Margie took him by the hand and pulled him over to a smaller couch in the corner of the room. “Just do what I tell you and we’ll be fine. I love to be eaten out - thoroughly.” It was pathetic, he looked so confused.

“The rest of you,” I said, “Give them some privacy. Let’s put some music on and play catch-up with the guys.” I walked over to Trench, pulled him off the chair and we hugged and tongue- kissed.

As soon as Margie had Mark sitting on the couch, she noticed the bulge coming through the skirt and so she started there, by stroking it. She then leaned into him and started kissing him. Mark started getting into it and put his tongue in Margie’s mouth and moved it around inside.

Margie, who was bisexual like me was really getting turned on. She told me later on that she was wet from the get-go; just being with a newbie - especially a trannie. She reached underneath Mark’s shiny leather skirt and pulled his silk panties down and threw them on the floor. There was a smooth polyester lining inside the skirt, and Margie grabbed his cock over that and started rubbing. It became as hard as a rock and Margie was surprised; this kid was well endowed . She broke contact, and smiled, pulling away.

“Before we go any further,” she said; “there is a small initiation we do here with our sluts.” With that, she opened her large leather, metal studded bag and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s. “Wait, I don’t smoke,” he said. Margie shrugged. “That’s ok. I suppose then that you want to be arrested and charged with trespass and rape? I know Cecily will have no problem testifying to that.” The fear in Mark’s face was evident and he grabbed a cigarette from Margie’s pack.

“That’s better,” she said. “Now you’re going to become hooked, and this will be your only brand, got it?” We’re also going to give you some nicotine lozenges to suck on. They will increase your tolerance and give you a nice, physical addiction.” He was so frightened he just nodded. “Here,” she said. “Watch me. I know from Samantha that your dad has a bit of a smoking fetish, so maybe it will turn daddy on when he sees his new goth princess lighting up while all dressed up to come over here. Mark was wearing long fake, black-painted fingernails, and he struggled a bit holding the cigarette.

“Here, do it like this,” Margie said. “Copy me. Now, while you take your very first drags, I’m going to be rubbing your cock so you’ll associate smoking with very pleasurable sexual feelings. It will even make giving blowjobs easier.” Mark looked shocked and Margie started laughing. “What? Samantha didn’t tell you about that? What do you think a smoky, tranny slut does???? Oh boy . . . for your homework, we’re going to give you some videos to watch so you do it right! Maybe some practice dildos to suck on too!”

Margie took her cigarette and dangled it out the corner of her mouth, her black lipstick covering the first part of the long, white filter, while stroking Mark’s cock. Mark put his first cigarette in his mouth just like Margie showed him to. She lit hers up, inhaled and blew the smoke into Mark’s face. Next, she put the lighter next to Mark’s cigarette and lit him up. He was a natural - copying her exactly, and didn’t even cough.

“Say, I thought you never smoked before.”

“Well, I do smoke, but not cigarettes; I smoke weed occasionally. It’s much harsher compared to this.”

“Cool, so you’ll become hooked in no time,” Margie said and smiled, her cigarette very sensually dangling from the corner of her mouth. “Remember,” she said, “The more hooked you become, the hungrier for cock you’ll become, especially when you’re dressed. That will make us very happy. Hell, we might even let you pledge our sorority! We could use a good cocksucker with a real cock, not some silicone facsimile!” She was laughing, as Mark took more drags, just like a pro.

Margie was right. There was a mirror on the wall behind the couch and Mark was amazed at the smoky slut staring back at him in the mirror. He kinda liked it too, the skanky little perv. All the time Margie was stroking his cock directly, under his skirt, getting him into the groove more and more.

“Hey,” Margie said. “Don’t look so sad. You might enjoy fucking me, and if you do, we can keep doing it - outside the sorority, for real I mean.” That put a smile on Mark’s face in what was undoubtedly the worst day in his life.

I just had to step in - something else was needed. I clapped my hands, and everyone went quiet. “Girls, girls,” I said. We have to give our new creation here a new name. “Mark,” simply won’t do. I say we name her “Melissa!” Everyone agree?” I asked, looking around the room. Everyone gave their approval, and the matter was settled. We now officially had our own tranny mascot! So the evening turned out even better than expected. I added; “From now on we will refer to our new Melissa as a SHE, and HER, ok? Those are her new pronouns.” I had to laugh at my whole “wokeness” stuff.

Now Margie got down on the floor in front of “Melissa”  and unbuckled “her” skirt and pulled it off, tossing it on the floor next to her panties. She held her cigarette in one hand, took a drag and exhaled it over Melissa’s exposed cock, getting her more excited. “Now pay attention!” Margie said as she put her lips over Melissa’s cock, sliding her wet tongue slowly along the shaft. She was making noises like “ummm . . . ummm, tastes so good . . .”

Melissa’s eyes were closed, and she was moaning, as Margie tasted some pre-cum. She pulled off Melissa, and she was pretty wet herself from rubbing her cunt while sucking on Melissa. “Okay baby, here it comes - give it to Aunt Margie; remember how much I turned you on in speech class.” Melissa didn’t need any reminders; she was already there.

Margie spread her legs in front of Melissa and hopped on the couch in front of the new “her,” landing on her knees, her cunt taking all of Melissa’s she-cock inside of her. She started going up and down, really riding her hard. “C’mon Melissa, thrust your hips up, take me,” she said, sighing. She could feel her shoot her warm she-spunk inside of her, and she was grinding her hips in a circle, shoving her tongue inside her mouth as he did so.

(Except for his state of dress, which he still wasn’t sure about, the experience was quite nice, and after all, he DID fantasize about her; so what the hell. It was still better than the consequences of the stupid thing he did for his father, which now he regretted. His shame was turned to anger at his father for making him do such a despicable thing to these girls. He deserved whatever punishment they decided to dish out to him).

She took her mouth off of her lips, saying to Melissa, “Now it’s my turn,” and she gently shifted positions on the couch with Melissa. Margie brought Melissa’s face close to her pussy which was leaking her juice and his own spunk. “Now lick me clean, and rub your tongue over my clit, SLUT!” At first, he did so, slowly at first, experiencing her bouquet, and slowly bringing out her tongue.

It wasn’t so bad, and she slowly started licking around her clit, sticking her tongue through her folds which were red with arousal. Immediately, she began to moan. “That’s it, don’t stop,” Margie said abruptly. Surprisingly, he was very adept at it, circling and exploring, tasting a salty mixture of himself and her. He found her clit ring, surprised, and continued. When he rubbed his tongue there, he found a hard nub - her clit, and her moans became more intense, and Melissa pushed her head deeper into Margie, spreading her legs wider, gyrating.

She let out wordless sounds of pleasure and her body stiffened, curling her toes, and stiffening her back, gasping: “That’s it, that’s it, keep going . . . keep going.”

Again, she stiffened, squirting into Melissa’s face, causing her mascara to run. After she relaxed, she told him, “Come on the couch next to me.” When he did so, she reached next to her for her bag and took out two cigarettes. “Light up,” she said.

“It’s so good to smoke after sex. You did very well for your first time,” and she kissed him on the mouth. He felt himself getting hard again. So she lit them both up , the second cigarette of his life, he being resigned to it. Anything was better than the prospect of refusing, which would have dire consequences for him.

❤️❤️❤️


Sneak Preview of Book 4 - Goth Girl’s Sorority Series

I’ve been taking turns with my sweet princess Karen in fucking Nick the fireman, who lives next door to me. So far, he’s not complaining. Nicky came, but soon disappeared. He and Karen went upstairs to her new room on the second floor. Last week, after pledge night, she moved into our sorority house, and begged me to move in with her . I may just do that since I’ve spent the last three nights here with her anyway. Nick realizes now that any relationship he has with Karen or with me will be a three-way thing. He accepts that, which is great. He has such a delicious and hard cock, and can fuck me three ways to Sunday!

I had some “prepping” to do before our big day. On Wednesday morning I called the dean. He was furious about the condition his son (the former Mark, now “Melissa”) came home in. He really had no right to complain, because we could have had him arrested for trespass and for the “optional” crime of sexually attacking Cecily and Karen on the porch.

So, once he calmed the fuck down, I informed him of two things: number one - that his son seemed to enjoy his new position as the goth sorority house slut, and number two - that we were expecting HIS attendance at our little get together on Saturday. After all, he did pay for the paint and the sofa and some other furnishings. I also told him, “who knows, you might ‘get lucky’ at the house!” There was silence on his end of the line when I told him that.

It felt really good to have that kind of power over someone of such importance on campus. Keeping “Deanie” and son . . . in my back pocket will certainly pay off for our sorority and doing what we like and lust after!

The big day had finally arrived. Two of the neighboring frat houses came over as well as unaffiliated men, women, trans people, and even some girls who wanted to join us but missed out on last week’s pledge night. Last to arrive was the dean. His son was already there, and “she” was in full-on trans dress mode. Yes, Melissa was definitely accepted as a sister.

What started out as a punishment for stalking us, and trying to take damning and embarrassing photos of us for his father, became a moment of revelation, and Mark became “Melissa” and finally found contentment. Next week Melissa will move into the house with us. Freshman are not allowed to live in sororities or fraternities, but since “I own” the dean of students, it was very easy to accomplish!

By two o’clock, most of the downstairs was done. We had about six or seven people working on it, thanks to the paint supplied by the dean. He tried to avoid making eye contact with me as much as possible.

Most of the girls had by this time, paired off with other guys/girls, or both, and disappeared into the bowels of our sorority house. Now the vengeful and deliciously evil side of me thought that “Deanie” needed to be further punished and humiliated by us girls. Now was as good a time as any. Since Melissa harbored no real allegiance to her father, I knew that she would be very willing to be part of my diabolical plan.

❤️❤️❤️

Iapproached Deanie who was putting his paint can away and gathering his brushes and roller to clean them off. I must admit it was a pretty decent job.

“Nice job Deanie,” I said with a touch of sincerity. He didn’t seem so happy, and just said a brief “You’re welcome.”

“You’re welcome, WHAT?” I said.

“Umm . . . you’re welcome for liking my work. I appreciate the compliment.”

“That’s better, much better. So, how do you like your new daughter?” I said with a touch of a smirk on my face.

“Uh, ‘different,’” he said.

“Yes, well, I think she loves her new look, and has taken to it rather nicely, I’d say. You do know that was a very reprehensible thing you made “her” do to us. I’m glad we caught her before she could besmirch our reputation on this campus. We could have pressed very embarrassing criminal charges against her you know.”

“Yes, I’m profoundly grateful you didn’t,” he said.

“Okay, so you think that us feminizing him was a pretty good tradeoff, considering “she” loves her new self, and has even moved into our sorority house. You know, she’s a natural at sucking cock. All the guys love it, and she totally loves taking it up the ass.”

I saw Deanie was quietly fuming inside, and I was loving every minute of it. “Now the girls and I have decided that you aren’t quite finished with your penance for your criminal activity, and you aren’t leaving this house until you perform your acts of contrition. Consider them to be acts of penitence and even community service I might say.”

All of the color left his face. “And what exactly would you have me do?” he said with great apprehension.

“Oh, nothing much - just some buggery, sodomy, fellatio, and a few other tiny things. After that, you’ll be at our beck and call for anything.”

He was pissed. “Now wait just a minute here. It’s enough punishment how you took my son away from me. I absolutely WILL NOT degrade myself any further!”

“Really,” I said as I pointed to the walls he painted. ”Do you consider your painting to be an “act of degradation?” I shook my head at him and made “tsk, tsk, tsk,” sounds at him. “Very well then, have it your way. LILITH DEAR, COULD YOU PLEASE COME IN HERE!” Lilith was in the kitchen, and she came into the living room, smoking a newly lit Virginia Slims 120. I detected a bit of a stirring in Deanie’s pants.

“Oooh, I see that Lilith’s smoking turns you on a bit. I wonder, does Melissa’s new smoking activity turn you on like that as well? I know she dresses as her new self all the time now. She’s a natural, and we’ve had lots of fun with all the guys she’s turned on as well.” I was laughing now. “Can you imagine the guy’s reactions when they see her ‘she cock’? Some of the guys are really turned on by it.” At that, Deanie visibly winced.

“Hi Sam, what’s up,” Lilith said.

“Deanie here doesn’t want to cooperate with us in doing penance for his horrible activities against us. Do you think painting a couple of walls is enough for him?”

Lilith smiled at me and Deanie and shook her saying, “No I really don’t.”

“Well ok then. Please take your phone out and bring up that video of him sexually abusing me in his office. I trust you have the email of the campus newspaper and also News 12??”

“I sure do Sammy,” Lilith said with an evil grin on her face. Isn’t it great how my girls all learn from me??

Visibly frightened, Deanie said, or more like “squeaked:” “Okay, Okay, I’ll do anything. Please don’t show that video ANYWHERE! PLEASE!”

“Now that’s more like it, Deanie. I think this will go just fine!” Some of the guys from the goth fraternity, our brothers in all things lewd and depraved, stood by the door just in case Deanie tried to bolt.

Melissa happened to hear the conversation and she came into the room, with her arm around one of the goth boys, and in front of her father deeply tongue kissed the boy. “Hi daddy,” she said. “How do you like the new me? You’re used to how I dress by now, but you’ve never seen me in action yet, have you?”

“Mark, I mean Melissa, please!” She continued to put on a show for her dad. “Deanie, please take a seat,” I said, pointing to a club chair nearby. Visibly humiliated and frightened, his eyes wide open, Deanie sat down, his head in his hands.

“No, no, this will not do. I want you to watch!” I insisted.

Melissa broke off from Kurt, the goth boy she was tonguing, and staring at her dad, she took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and dangled it seductively, from her black painted lips. Next, she lit it, a nice smoky French inhale, and I could swear Deanie was getting a bit of a bulge in his pants! What a perv, I swear! LoL.

Then she turned to Kurt, and they continued deep tongue kissing. Kurt easily slid his hand over Melissa’s white satin blouse and under the thick PVC belt that held up her short leather miniskirt. He grabbed at Melissa’s she cock which already was bulging from underneath her skirt. I went downstairs to the basement and asked the group of girls gathered there, in various stages of hook-up with partners to please come upstairs and watch the unfolding show.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice by Jaclyn!

Dear Readers:

I hope you enjoyed Book 3 of my GOTH GIRL SORORITY SERIES, and the preview of Book 4!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey

SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES - You can purchase it on the AMAZON SALES page by copying and pasting the title in the search bar. Happy reading!

Also, here is a free preview of the series compilation, Book 9!

https://read.amazon.com/kp/embed?asin=B0BGFDJBN4&preview=newtab&linkCode=kpe&ref_=cm_sw_r_kb_dp_TMX8G5FK36T56KKJJ5CE

If the link doesn’t work, just copy and paste it into your browser -

Stay Naughty!

Sincerely Yours,

JD ❤️


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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