

SISSY BET

New Femboy Seduced by Gay Friend

First Time Feminization

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Table of Contents

Copyright

Acknowledgements

Chapter One

_______________________________

_____________

The Problem

Chapter Two

__________________________

___________

The Wager

Chapter Three

_______________________

__________

Down the Rabbit Hole

Chapter Four

___________________________

_______________

New Tricks

Chapter Five

_____________________________________

__________________

Jumping Point

Chapter Six

______________________________________

__________________

Chick With A Dick

More Juice From Jaclyn

About the Author


Copyright

Copyright © 2023 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved.

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

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


Acknowledgements

I want to thank all my lovely readers. After all, YOU are the reason that I keep doing what I do!


Chapter One

_______________________________

_____________

The Problem


.

Sometimes I feel, shall we say, ‘inadequate’? My name is Pete Marshall, and I’m a twenty-year-old college junior, and I have a big confession to make, okay? I’m a virgin. To me, like it’s not a big deal, but when I’m out with my roommate Doug and the other guys from my floor, I get really uncomfortable when they talk about how they always “score,” and how great it was, and how the girls here just can’t keep their hands off them. Big talkers - all of them. I wonder how much of it is really true, and how much of it isn’t.

I have a best friend, Charlie Sykes. Now Charlie is really cool, he’s popular at parties, whereas I’m somewhat of an introvert. But we get along great, and share the same secret: Charlie is a virgin too. So one night we were out at a college bar in town, just having a couple of beers after the end of midterms. This weekend there will be a ton of dorm parties, and a big rave at West End Beach that a lot of the kids are going to.

Both of us would rather not go because we’d feel uncomfortable. So, screw it. Maybe we could get some other guys together and go to a movie or something in town where there’s no social pressure.

But then Charlie had an idea. “Pete, I think I have a solution for us; like how to get girls.” Now let me just say that neither Charlie nor I are anything exceptional to look at. We’re not gym rats, don’t really work out, and are missing a lot of upper body mass. The most exercise we get is lifting a laptop or even the occasional textbook.

“Yeah, I’m listening.” Then Charlie went on to tell me he thought a lot about our problem and how he’s a statistics major and would naturally be the go-to guy to talk about solutions to problems. So, I was “entertained,” and thought I’d hear Charlie’s “great breakthrough” on the girl situation.

“Okay, now the reason why we don’t have girlfriends is that we don’t know how they think, what they want from a guy, and how to present ourselves.”

“Yeah, so you mean guys like “Piper” Chuck Bowman and “Scooter,” Jon Scot, have magical insights or some shit?” I asked him.

“Well, for starters,” Charlie said, “they all have sisters. They grew up with girls, they’re jocks, and just from observation they have a pretty good idea how their minds work, whereas we do not. I even checked the stats in one of the psychology magazines, and one of these docs said that men who understand women the best, and were successful daters - grew up with them. Something like 62% raw score, or something like that.”

I just rolled my eyes. “Charlie, everyone is an individual, and you can’t quantify the unquantifiable.” That was the most intelligent thing I’ve ever heard myself say.

“Here’s what we do. We have to actually talk to some girls and have a conversation about what they like in a guy, don’t like, etc. We have to approach this like a poll, like an analytical problem.”

“Okay, so how exactly do we do that? Who do you know; because I don’t have anyone that I can ask to bounce shit like that off of?”

“Pete, who do you think the coolest and most popular girls are on campus?”

“That’s easy,” I said. “Everyone knows it’s the Goth Girl’s Sorority.” They throw the wildest parties, and are all very smart, sophisticated, and, from what I’ve heard, will fuck anything that walks and has a cock. Maybe even without cocks; but that’s just rumor.”

“No Pete, I think you may just have something there. Who do you know from there; to approach I mean?”

I had to give that some thought. I did remember seeing a member of that sorority at the library a few times. Usually, she would be sitting on the steps, reading; an actual book, not from a tablet or a phone.

“Look Charlie,” I said, playing it cool; “I don’t actually know any of them, but I’ll figure something out.” I didn’t want to make anything definitive with Charlie, because then he would harp on it and not give me any peace. Then something dawned on me.

“Charlie,” I said, “there is one girl who is at the library every day, sitting on the steps. I think that next time I see her, I’ll walk over to her and talk to her. I also think she’s in that goth sorority.”

“Humm, yeah, ok, sounds good Pete - do it!”

So we finished our beers, and headed back to the dorm. My roommate Vern was a jock; star forward on the college’s basketball team. He always seemed to be dating some really hot girl, and I never discussed that subject with him. He was an okay guy, but I didn’t want to open myself up to any unnecessary ridicule, either. Pretty much I kept to myself.

❤️❤️❤️

The next few days were slow. Some of the students still had exams to finish, whereas Charlie and me were done. Today, I thought I’d go to the library with my laptop and look up Google; topics like dating, approaches to women, psychology stuff, etc. I wanted to see what so-called “authorities” had to say about how to approach women. On Tuesday of the following week I passed by the library, intending to do some studying.

Sitting on the steps, next to the side railing, was the girl I spoke to Charlie about; the goth sorority sister. Actually, I just assumed she was in the sorority. I didn’t know for sure if she was a member or not. I steeled myself, expecting rejection, but hoping for the best. Worst case scenario, I’d make a fool of myself, but I’d never have to see her again.

She was dressed really hot. Black leather skirt, black eyeshadow, long, thick eyelashes, ears and nose pierced with a ring, long black hair with a purple highlight on both sides of her hair. She wore black combat boots with fishnet stockings, a really lowcut black shirt with a low front showing nice cleavage, and a black leather jacket with biker chains going down both shoulders. Girls like that really excited me, but I knew I didn’t stand a chance. She was a bit intimidating.

I walked over to her, climbing the first three steps, and her head was in a book; a novel from the likes of it. “Excuse me,” I said. She looked up at me, her eyes scanning me up and down.

“Hi, my name is Pete, and I was wondering if you could help me out with something; kind of, uh . . . research?”

She smiled, clearly intrigued at this approach. The sun was in her eyes, so she raised her hand up to shield herself from the sun, squinting. She gave a short laugh, clearly amused.

“What is this, some new kind of ‘pick-up’ approach?” she said.

“No, no, it isn’t,” I stammered. “May I sit down?” I asked politely.

“Sure,” she said. “It’s a free country, so go ahead, sit.”

“Thanks,” I said. She looked at me, clearly intrigued.

“Well, my friend and I aren’t what you would call really ‘experienced’ when it comes to talking with women; how to approach them, how to make them show interest in dating, stuff like that; and I see you here a lot, so I thought maybe you could give me some advice.”

“My name is Sandy,” she said, smiling, and playfully extended her hand to me. We shook, and I felt some ‘ice melting.’ It was the first time I’ve ever done something like that, and the butterflies went away.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette and quickly lit up with a silver butane lighter. I gotta say, it really turned me on. I love watching attractive women smoke; always have. She did a snap inhale, and blew her smoke over my head.

“I must admit,” she began, “your approach is really original. I would say, just be yourself, and ‘exude an air of confidence.’”

“Yeah, okay, but how does a guy do that?”

“Well, for starters, just start talking about everyday things. Like don’t come on too strong, and most girls are turned off by some asshole hotshot coming up to them and saying shit like,” she laughed, “hi honey, wanna be another notch in my belt?”

The way she said it with a low guy voice was funny, and we both laughed.

“You know,” she said, “most girls ‘want it’ as much, sometimes even more than guys, and remember that first impressions are usually the ones that are the longest lasting.”

“Oh, okay,” I think I’m getting it.

She looked at me and smiled. “You know what? I live in the goth sorority house; you know where that is?”

“Sure, everybody does.”

She laughed, and took a cheek-hollowing drag. “I know, our sorority has a reputation that precedes itself here on campus. You must have heard stories, right,” she said looking me right in the eyes.

I swallowed; a bit embarrassed. “I’ve heard some things, yeah.”

“Probably most of them sexual in nature, right?”

I shrugged. “I guess so.”

She playfully punched me in the arm. “You’re cute. Most guys are intimidated to approach us. They think that we’re only interested in goth guys. For some of us, that’s true; but not for all of us. For example me. I have a broader approach when it comes to men.” Looking at my crotch, where I had a humongous boner; she said, “It isn’t always about cock size either.”

I turned beet red, and self-consciously closed my legs. “I believe in honesty,” she said. “I can see that I turn you on, right Pete?”

Just hearing her say my name made my cock start to throb. I swallowed hard, and didn’t answer her question.

“Listen,” Sandy said. “I have an idea.”

“Go ahead, I’m listening.

“Why don’t you come over to our sorority house. I can introduce you to some of the girls, and we can all discuss your queries, and maybe come up with some helpful solutions for you. Let me ask you something and don’t get embarrassed, ok?”

“Sure,” I said, somewhat surprised at her generous offer.

“You’re a virgin, right?” She laughed.

“Uh, yeah; I would have thought that would be kind of obvious.”

Sandy looked me in the eyes and what she said next surprised me. “Pete, I admire your courage in coming up and talking to me about something so personal; a total stranger. But listen, I get it. I like that you aren’t an asshole like most of the guys on this campus. But if you really want to find out what it’s like to get girls to like you, come over to our house.”

“Ok, when? Can I bring a friend.”

“You mean, another virgin?”

She laughed. “Come on, it’s okay. “Look, we have a mixer going on this Saturday night. Why don’t you and your friend come?”

“Sure Sandy,” I’d love that. Thank you so much.”

She studied me more and took another cheek-hollowing drag.

“No problem, Pete.” I got up and went inside the library; really glowing inside.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

__________________________

___________

The Wager


When I left the library I felt great. I went over to Charlie’s dorm, and found him (no surprise) surrounded by tables and statistics charts, buried deep. “Hey Charlie, I have some great news. I took your plan into action.”

Charlie immediately closed his laptop with an audible thump, and he swiveled around in his chair. “Oh yeah. Tell me!”

“I went to the library, and I’ve seen this goth sorority girl sitting where she usually does; on the library steps outside reading. I went over to her and started talking.”

Charlie looked at me like I was some kind of folk hero for nerds. “Wow Pete! What did she say, I mean, how did you approach her.”

“Like this,” and I took exaggerated steps across the room.

“Hah, hah, very funny asshole. No, really, what did you say?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It wasn’t really very hard at all. I walked over to her and asked her if she could help me with a little problem involving relationships.”

“And that’s it? So what did she say?”

“Well, she invited you and me over to the goth sorority house for a mixer this Saturday night.”

“Holy shit,” Charlie said, looking at me like I was bullshitting him.

“Yep Charlie, it’s true.”

“You do realize that all the ‘cool’ guys will be there, right? The kind who get laid every weekend?”

“The girl’s name was Sandy, and she said not to worry about it.”

“Okay then, we’re going!” Charlie said, the disbelief wearing off of him.

❤️❤️❤️

On Saturday evening, we took the fifteen-minute walk over to the goth sorority house. The house lived up to the name. It was a Victorian house in the middle of the campus; part of the land deeded to the college at the turn of the last century. There were already kids hanging around outside, and when Charlie and I walked over, the kids on the stairs looked at us and whispered and laughed to themselves.

“Ignore them Charlie, they’re all assholes. Let’s go inside, and we’ll look for Sandy.”

The large oak door was open, and we walked into the main foyer. The place was full of cigarette smoke and there was a bar in the middle of the large room and kegs of beer. Couches were scattered across the room, and couples were paired off, doing . . . well our eyes popped out at what we saw.

On one end there was a goth-clothed girl sitting on the lap of some guy; screwing; her head thrown back, and clearly enjoying herself. On another couch were two girls making out. Another couple stood on the stairs leading up to the bedrooms, kissing.

Sandy spotted me, and walked over to me and Charlie smiling. “Hey Pete, glad you could make it.”

“Hi Sandy, this is my friend, Charlie.”

“Hi Charlie, nice to meet you. Why don’t you guys go over to the bar and help yourself to some of the shitty keg beer; the kind that runs out as soon as it runs in!” She laughed.

“Thanks Sandy,” I said.

“Wait there, I’m gonna go and talk to my friends a bit. I’ll join you guys in a little while.”

I think I should say at this point that after I did some light digging into campus lore, I found out that this sorority was famous for their sexual exploits, and the “hold” they had on the administration was legendary. Rumor has it that they managed to blackmail the dean somehow into getting away with stuff that no other Greek house on campus had done. Things like circumventing the alcohol regulations, loud music, and even bypassing some campus costs.

There was even a rumor that the dean’s son was a member of the sorority! Yeah, apparently they “force-feminized” both him . . . and the dean! I found this a little hard to believe. You know how rumors get spread around.

❤️❤️❤️

Hey girls,” Sandy said to her friends, upstairs in the common room. “Those two guys I told you about are here! The ones who want to know,” and she laughed, “how to get girls.” The other three girls were giggling as well, and spent some considerable time planning this night, and how best to entertain their new guests.

Samantha Prince, the legend, and founder of the sorority entered the room with her lover Karen by her side. They were the ones that were deeply kissing on the stairway. Samantha garnered a lot of respect at the house for all of her leadership traits, and exploits, which, were all true. She turned to Sandy.

“So what were you thinking of doing with these guys, Sandy?” Samantha said with a grin on her face.

“Well, Pete, the one who approached me last week at the library is kind of cute. I don’t know why, but I really want to help him out.”

“You mean, help him get laid. So why don’t you just take him to your room and fuck his brains out. Give him a medal, add a notch to your belt, and be done with it. Or you could ‘keep him’ as a pet!” Samantha said. “You know Sandy, we do keep pets.”

“I’m not looking to hurt him, or his friend; but I think they’re kind of cute in a way. You know what? I think we can talk them into becoming . . . feminized!” Sandy said.

Samantha was always up for challenges. “Oh, ok. Now this is starting to sound interesting. So how about we make a little wager here. You get these guys to dress - like us, put makeup on them, and turn them into real, cum-slut, cock-sucking sissies. What do you say, Sandy?”

“What’s the prize if I make it happen? You know I’ll need your help,” Sandy said, looking at her friends in the room. The other three girls all nodded their assent.

“If you make it happen,” Samantha said, thinking about it for a while. “If you make it happen, you get to be rush chair in the fall, and . . . your choice of rooms. How does that sound? I mean, we are the most popular sorority on campus and get the most action out of all the other houses. The position comes with many ‘perks’ as you know.”

“Deal!” Sandy said; all smiles.

“There is just one catch,” Samantha said, a devious grin on her face. “You have to make this happen tonight! Now according to my iPhone, the time is exactly eight-thirty-three. So what do you say now - tick, tock, tick tock?”

“All right, all right; I’ll make it happen,” Sandy said. “And I’ll make it happen without using drugs or alcohol!”

Samantha shrugged. “Fine, I never said anything about using drugs or alcohol. You wouldn’t wanna ruin our reputation here on campus, now would you?” Samantha said with a guilty smile.

“Of course not Samantha,” Sandy said. “Okay, I’m gonna go downstairs, chat with them a bit and bring them upstairs.” Samantha had a feeling that Sandy would be rush chair in the fall. She was one of the more “creative” girls in the goth sorority, and had a lot of respect for her abilities.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________

__________

Down the Rabbit Hole


Sandy came downstairs to find Pete and Charlie at the bar where she left them. God, these guys are the epitome of socially awkward. I’ll bet they never left the bar. She made a “camera frame” with her fingers and the two of them were in the middle. Sandy pictured in her mind how they would look like as girls. I bet I could pull this off - maybe, she thought.

“So what’s up guys? This is a nice group here, right?”

Pete was working on his second Michelob. There was electronic music going, and some girls were dancing as couples, some of them really close, and Pete was getting very turned on watching them. The men were far outnumbered by the women, and they were dressed dark, goth style too, with tattoos and piercings. There was also lots of action on the couches which caught his attention too. Charlie just had a sour look on his face. If Sandy didn’t know any better, she say he looked like he wanted to leave.

“Yeah Sandy, it’s . . . interesting.”

“What do you find interesting about it?” she asked.

“I thought there would be more guys here, that’s all.”

Sandy laughed. “Pete honey, I think there are more “guys” here than you think.” What Pete and Charlie didn’t know was that this sorority had a reputation for attracting transgender women and plain transvestites to their parties. Some were open about it, and some weren’t. They also didn’t know the campus joke about this sorority being called “Chicks with Dicks.”

Sandy added to the haze in the room by pulling out one of her long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes and lighting up. Now Pete was really hard. It didn’t escape Sandy’s notice either.

“Wanna dance?” Sandy asked. Pete almost died right there. His cock was about to burst.

“Yes, I would,” he said, “but do you think you could find a friend for Charlie to dance with? He looks bummed out;” Pete said, leaning close to her ear.

“Oh, uh, sure honey. Let me go grab one of my friends,” she said. Sandy walked over to one of the other couches where her two friends Lilith, an exchange student from New Zealand was with Debbie.

Lilith was a delicious, dark brunette, with black eyeliner, eye shadow, and irresistible long, black eyelashes. She is 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 Sandy’s, 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 got Pete’s juices flowing, when he saw her when he first came in with Charlie.

“Hi guys, sorry to break this up,” (Debbie had her hands up Lilith’s skirt, and they were locked in a deep kiss), but I need to borrow you Lilith. It’s really important.”

Lilith broke off from Debbie whose hand was still massaging Lilith’s pussy underneath her skirt. She looked up at Sandy, breathing heavy and pissed off.

“You know something Sandy,” she said angrily, “you’re a real cunt blocker! This better be a case of life and death!”

“I happen to think you’ll enjoy this. You too Debs.” With that, Debbie removed her hand from under Lilith’s skirt, albeit a bit reluctantly, and then said to Sandy, “Okay, who do you want us to kill, after we kill you!” Debbie could be a bit of a drama queen.

“Whoa, wait a second Lizzie Borden,” Sandy said. “Okay guys, listen up. See those two guys standing at the bar with the bottles of beer in front of them?”

“See them?” Debbie said. “They’re the only two nerds in this place tonight; well, you know what I mean.” Sandy held her hand up. “Yeah, yeah, I know what you mean. Listen up. Samantha and I have a little bet going. If I win, I’m rush queen next year, and if I win, you two can room with me - I get my pick!”

Lilith let out a sigh. “Okay Sandy, spill.”

“See the tall, skinny one with the curly black hair? That’s Pete. Now get this,” Sandy was grinning. “He came over to me when I was outside the library on Tuesday, and he asked me ‘how to get with and talk to girls!”

“Ewwww, you have got to be kidding, right Sandy?” Debbie said.

“No, I’m not kidding. Actually, I thought it was kind of sweet. I kind of admire the guy. It took balls for him to do that and admit he was a virgin.”

Lilith almost spit out the drink she was holding. “Virgins??? You mean the other dude too?”

“Yes,” Sandy said. “And my bet is that, well, I have to get them to dress up like girls and get them laid - TONIGHT!”

This really got Debbie’s attention too. Debbie was a striking girl; wild, black hair that’s really long, orange/rust colored highlights, blue eyes, black eyeliner, and a figure to die for. She wore a laced, leather corset, the sorority “uniform,” and a tight, black leather midi-skirt. Her tits were gynormous, and just looking at her cleavage even made Sandy moist. Like most of the girls, Sandy was bisexual.

Taking a deep breath, Debbie said, “Okay, we’ll help, it sounds like fun - impossible, but fun!” I’ll take the blonde with the long hair,” meaning Charlie.

“Wait, no one’s ‘taking’ anyone,” Lilith said. “We all get to share, remember. This is going to involve getting them laid first, and then doing some psych job to make them believe that they can be popular and, now get this: Make them believe that they can learn how to talk to women and find out what girls are like by making them dress like us.”

Sandy said, “Lilith, that sounds completely insane, crazy, and . . . it just might work. And, we don’t have much time - just till the end of tonight. So let’s go over there and start!”

“You’ll go down in sorority history if you can pull this off, Sandy. Feminizing two straight dudes to teach them how to pick up girls And virgins, to boot!” Debbie said, shaking her head, and now clearly intrigued and challenged by this “mission.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

___________________________

_______________

New Tricks


Sandy came over to the bar where Charlie and Pete were sitting. Pete was staring at her and the two girls with her, his cock on red alert. “Pete, Charlie, I’d like you  meet my two best friends, Lilith, and Debbie. Both of them are dangerous and psychotic man-killers!” she said, laughing.

Pete gave Charlie the elbow. He was staring off into space. Alcohol did that to him sometimes. “Hey Charlie, wake up man - we have ‘guests.’”

“Oh, sure,” Charlie said and turned around to look at three, heavily made up beautiful girls he thought for sure were out of his league. “Hi, nice to meet you,” he said.

“Why don’t we all go out to the dance floor and move around,” Sandy said, her voice loud to go over the music. She nodded to Debbie and Lilith. “This one is mine,” she said to her friends, motioning to Pete. “Finders keepers.”

Lilith and Debbie grabbed Charlie and pulled him out onto the dance floor. Sandy put her arm around Pete’s waist - his first time any girl ever did that to him. But she did more than that.

When they reached the dance floor, Sandy spun Pete around and kissed him right on the lips, flipping his world upside down. The smell of her perfume, her strawberry shampoo, and the smell of tobacco smoke on her breath was too much for him to handle.

She pressed right up against him and could feel his boner underneath his pants, and she went straight for it; rubbing it through his pants. Pete was rocked into another dimension. Then Sandy started licking his ear with her pierced tongue; the little metal ball, rubbing and tickling his skin. It sent chills running through him.

He sort of yelled into her ear; he had to because the damn music was so loud, and the strobe lights made the whole scene surreal. “What are we going to do?” he asked Sandy.

“Honey,” she said. “I’m going to rock your world tonight.”

They resumed kissing, and Pete let his hands wander around Sandy’s waist, and under the back of her skirt. Now they stopped moving, and stood there, Sandy placing her hands under the front of Pete’s jeans, and going right for his six-inch, “average” size cock.

He could feel a bit of pre cum leaking out onto Sandy’s hand and thought she would be disgusted and pull away, but jut the opposite: She grabbed it inside her fist and started stroking it; her long nails digging into his skin. Out of the corner of her eye, Sandy saw one of the couches at the other end of the room, shrouded in darkness, set away from the strobe lights was unoccupied.

“C’mon Pete, let’s go sit over there,” she said, motioning to the couch. With her hand gripping him by the front of his belt, she pulled him over to it. Once on the couch, Sandy wasted no time, and unzipped Pete’s pants and pulled them down just below his knees, along with his boxers.

Before Pete could react, Sandy’s mouth was on top of his cock, the slippery wetness of her mouth and the skillful use of her tongue put to use. She pulled his shirt up, exposing his bare chest. The feel of her silky hair on his skin was too much. Sandy took her mouth off Pete’s cock for a second, and she looked up at him. “How do you like this Pete?”

“Shit Sandy, you have to fucking ask? I can’t believe this is happening to me!”

“That’s your reward for showing initiative,” Sandy said approvingly, and went right back to sucking on him. Her lips closed tighter on him and went up and down fast; Pete moving his hips to meet her head.

“Uh . . . I think I’m gonna cum,” Pete said, lost in a trance. In less than a second, he erupted inside Sandy’s mouth, and felt his own warm jizz surrounding his cock; Sandy not losing a drop, and very much into it, making “umm, umm,” smacking sounds.

She wanted Pete to experience it all, so she took her mouth off of his cock, and now kissed him; he got to taste his own jizz from Sandy’s mouth. Normally Pete would have never done anything like that, but he was so turned on from this girl and he trusted her like he never did before, so he went along with everything.

Sandy broke off, Pete’s heartbeat returning to normal, levels, and she took out one of her cigarettes and lit up, exhaling right into Pete’s face.

“Now let me ask you Pete; do you still wanna know what women really want and how to please us?”

“Yeah, of course I do,” he said, looking at Sandy with those cute brown puppy dog eyes that Sandy was starting to like about him. He’s not so bad - really, she thought.

“Okay, I want you to lick my pussy!” Pete looked at her confused. “Really Pete, what goes for me, goes for you. What do you say? I think you’ll enjoy it.”

In a second, in the “privacy” of the darkened couch area, Sandy shimmied out of her skirt and pulled her satin panties just a bit past mid-thigh level. She hugged Pete close and whispered into his ear. What Pete heard was the sweetest music of his life.

“Listen Pete,” Sandy said, holding Pete’s bare shoulders, the front of her blouse and leather jacket open; I really like you. I mean I really fucking dig you, and you belong to me - got it?”

“Yes, of course.” Pete wasn’t doing the talking. He was possessed by complete lust, an entirely new feeling. With that, Sandy pushed Pete’s head into her bare lap, and he could feel her wetness, her pussy sopping wet. His tongue went to work right away, licking and kissing.

“That’s my clit,” Sandy said. “The little knob with the metal stud. I want you to move your tongue around ‘the little girl in the boat,’” which is how she referred to her clit.

Sandy saw that Pete knew what he was doing. It didn’t take long for Sandy to become completely drenched, and she threw her head back and squirted right into Peter’s mouth. He placed his tongue over the welcome door of her pussy and rubbed her clit with his nose while probing with his tongue, covered in Sandy’s juice.

“That’s it, that’s it, keep going boy,” Sandy said in a faraway voice.” I refuse to believe this is his first time. Could I have been played by this guy? Sandy thought. Whatever, she didn’t care at this point. She was in the hands of a maestro, and she wasn’t planning on ever letting go.

Her back stiffened, shuddered, and she squirted again. Absolutely incredible, she thought.

❤️❤️❤️

Now Pete and Sandy were hugging and kissing; both of them having had the most incredible orgasms of their lives. Sandy said to Pete: “Dude, I want you to be straight with me. Were you being full of shit when you said you were a virgin?”

“Yes, yes, I was. I mean, I am. You’re my first.”

“Uh huh, it’s just that you, you really knew how to please me. Don’t take it wrong; I’m really glad, just surprised is all.”

“Good, I’m glad Sandy. I really like you.”

“Well, I’m really fucking horny, so let’s go upstairs to my room and we can finish what we started.”

Both of them looked around the room for Charlie. He was on a couch across the way with both Lilith and Debbie, but it didn’t seem like they were even past the kissing stage. All three of them had their clothes on. Sandy didn’t care, she wanted Pete.

Once in her bedroom, Sandy wasted no time and slipped out of all her clothing and Pete did the same.

They were sitting on the bed and Sandy lit a cigarette. “I know that you love it when I smoke. I see you’re getting hard again and all I did was light up; I didn’t even touch you. You have a smoking fetish right?”

“Humm, I uh, I suppose I do.”

“Well, it turns me on too when a guy smokes with me, so here,” and she handed a fresh cigarette to Pete. He took it and she lit him up. He smoked like a pro, but very effeminately.

“I never would have taken you for a smoker, Pete.”

“I like to fantasize about women smokers; especially beautiful ones like you.”

Sandy leaned over and kissed Pete. She grabbed his cock again, stroking it. “Oooh, someone’s hard again, and I’m so WET! What’s a poor girl like me going to do?” Sandy said.

“You’re going to lie down on this fucking bed and I’m going to fuck the living shit out of you like you’ve never been done before.”

“Whoa, look at Mr. ‘Virgin Innocent’ here.”

“What can I say Sandy; you’ve created a monster.”

“Yes, but a monster I want to be fucked badly by.” In a blur of movement, a whirlwind, Sandy got on all fours and showed her butt to Pete. Still keeping the bet she made with Samantha in mind, she asked Pete: “I want you to fuck me in my ass. I think you’ll really love it - it’s a lot tighter and more pleasant than my pussy. Watch and learn - ass is always better,” she said smiling.

With that, she reached over into her nightstand and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and smeared it over Pete’s cock and her ass. “C’mon baby, show mew what you got!” Sandy said, all electrified.

Pete hesitated. From everything he’d heard about and read, you were supposed to have sex “the normal way,” but this . . . this was something entirely different. However, his “little brain” between his legs was beckoning to that puckered cherry hole in front of him, overruling the “Big brain” on top of his shoulders.

He stopped thinking and acted. The tip of his now throbbing cock gently pressed up against Sandy’s cherry. She settled the matter once and for all by backing up against him, and thrusting. The “helmet” of his soldier was now inside her. It felt good. No, he thought; it felt damn good. He met her thrust with one of his own and was surprised with the ease with which he went inside of her to the forbidden zone of pleasure. A place rarely spoken of.

He increased his speed, greedy, hungry for the building climax; the smells, the silky feel of her overwhelming him. Suddenly, his cock was surrounded by a fluid warmth - his own jizz, once again. But he didn’t stop as he exploded; he kept going, and Sandy was panting with pleasure.

He noticed that as they were going, her middle finger of her right hand was stroking her pussy up and down, and then she buried it, deep inside her. Both spent; they collapsed on the bed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_____________________________________

__________________

Jumping Point


Charlie was busy with Lilith and Debbie. To them it felt more like a sacrifice, a job, more than Sandy’s explosive pleasure with Pete. Lilith gave Charlie what was to all her recollections of past experience an excellent blow job; and after he placed his mouth on Debbie’s pussy and got her off, Debbie was still wanting. Charlie, it seemed didn’t want to go any further; his first time and what should be the excitement of having two beautiful women to break his virginity notwithstanding; the experience for him and them, was mediocre at best.

Both girls were polite, and after they got dressed and left the couch, Charlie went back to the bar and had another beer.

“You know what I think Debbie?” Lilith said.

“Yeah, go ahead Lilith; say it.”

“I think that Pete’s buddy here is gay!”

Not sounding surprised, Debbie said, “Yes, I definitely got that impression.” She laughed. “We both showered today, right?”

Lilith laughed, “Well, I certainly did, and I know you did; you know why? Because we both showered together!” Now both of them were laughing.

“I wonder if Pete knows the truth about his friend?” Debbie said.

“Not sure if he does, but I know Sandy was really into him, and they’ve been upstairs for a long time.”

“We need to talk to Samantha,” Debbie said.

“Yeah, let’s do that, shall we?

“After you.”

❤️❤️❤️

Samantha was smoking and sitting on a couch in the corner with her arm around the shoulder of her girlfriend and roommate, Karen, when Debbie and Lilith approached her.

“So what’s up guys? Samantha asked. “How did it go with the blonde stud, Charlie?”

Lilith answered. “From our end, it was okay; we’ve had much better, but I think Charlie’s friend Pete is still having a wonderful time upstairs with Sandy.”

“Oh really, and why is that?” Samantha asked, her interest peaked.

“Because” Lilith said, “we both think that Charlie over there,” pointing to the bar, “is gay.”

“What makes you say that?” Samantha said.

“He just wasn’t into it - I mean, Christ, he had both of us, and at the same time! I’ve seen first time jitters in a guy, but Charlie, well Charlie seemed to have his mind elsewhere.”

“Humm, interesting,” Samantha said. “Well, I guess then that that there’s still a chance that Sandy may win the bet; at least half of it. But she’s a good kid. I think that if she can convince Pete to dress up, AND seduce Charlie over there, I’ll grant her full credit.”

“Very generous of you boss,” Lilith said.

“Speaking of Sandy and Pete, “ Samantha said, “are they still upstairs?”

“Yes they are,” Lilith said.

“Okay, let’s see what plays out.”

❤️❤️❤️

Pete and Sandy were both lying next to each other, both smoking, and very contented. It was then that Sandy made an interesting observation.

“Say Pete,” Sandy said; “I like the way you took to everything with such gusto.” She leaned over him and kissed him gently on the lips. “I think you have potential. I would definitely love to see you again after tonight. There is just one thing”- Sandy’s mind was working on a way to spin this. She had to make it seem that she wasn’t asking anything out of the ordinary, but playing to Pete’s fetish.

Before Pete could respond Sandy got on one elbow and looked over at Pete. “How would you like the ultimate kick?”

Interested, Pete said, “Oh, and what might that be?”

“You said how much it turns you on to see women smokers, right?”

“Yes, I did.”

“Now please don’t take this the wrong way. I dig you like I said, I really do. Remember Tuesday when you first came up to me at the library and you said you were curious to learn what women want, what women feel?”

“Uh huh.”

“So, now listen to this very carefully. I respect your manhood and all. Now it’s been my experience, and especially since being a member of this sorority, that guys who have smoking fetishes, or women’s clothing fetishes . . . like to dress up as hot looking girls from time to time.”

Pete’s eyes started bugging out and he looked like he was about to interrupt.

Sandy held her hand up to forestall any comments. “I for one, find it very hot to have sex with a guy who likes to dress up from time to time; and both they and the women they’re with find it a huge turn on. I know that if you do that for me at least, you’ll fuck me like a jack rabbit! Now what do you say?”

“Uh, Sandy, I gotta say I don’t know how I feel about that. Isn’t that like crossing a line?”

“Crossing a line? . . . Crossing a line???? In 2023???? You must be shitting me! Of course not. WHO is going to judge you? Certainly not me.”

“But . . .”

“But what about other guys opinions? Listen Pete: Fuck them! Who are they to tell you how to run your life? A wise friend once told me ‘Sandy, do you know what other people think? - They DON’T!’”

“Trust me Pete; I can dress you here. If you don’t like what you see, then get undressed and go downstairs as you are. I mean, I’ll still see you, but I guess I’ll just have to look elsewhere for real satisfaction,” she said smirking; like she knew a big secret.

This resonated with Pete. He didn’t want to lose the dynamite that he had with Sandy, and maybe she had a point. He watched different videos, on YOUTUBE and also HAMSTER, where guys cross dressed and found it very satisfying. A dirty little secret for some of them that gave them and their partners, be they male or female much pleasure.

He took a drag of his cigarette and got a huge boner, and started to move his shoulders a bit and got up to look at himself in the mirror. He smiled.

“Hey Sandy?”

“Yes love.”

“Do you really think I can pass for a girl?”

“Hallelujah! Yes, I certainly think that you can Pete. Have I ever steered you wrong yet? You’ll love it. Put it this way, I’ll love it!”

“Okay, let’s give it a try.”

Moving closer to Pete and standing behind him in the mirror, she said, “Attaboy! Lemme get some stuff together and we’ll experiment a bit.”

Out of Pete’s sight, Sandy texted Samantha who was sitting downstairs with Karen, Debbie, and Lilith. “IT’S ON (-;” read the text.

“Hey guys!” Samantha said excitedly. “Sandy pulled it off - with Pete! I knew that she could do it!” The other girls were high fiving each other and looking at Charlie over at the bar; probably wishing he could leave.

Upstairs, Sandy lay an assortment of clothing and underwear on the bed. Nothing too crazy, but definitely hot. She saw that Pete’s attention was drawn to satin panties. Sandy held them up. “You like these sweetie?”

“Yes I do,” Pete said, taking them from Sandy and giving them a sniff. “They feel really nice too.”

“Good, I’ll bet when you put them on, they’ll feel even better. Pete slipped them on and loved the delicious and wicked feel of them going up his bare thighs and onto his cock. They felt so natural. The same was true with the sheer, black nylon hose with the straps. Sandy had a black-laced garter belt she gave to Pete to slip into.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

______________________________________

__________________

Chick With A Dick


Pete looked at himself in the mirror for the first time after Sandy was finished with him. He was twirling the purple highlighted long, spiked wig between his fingers, and holding a cigarette with the other hand. His cock was so hard he could crack a steel ball bearing with it. He looked glorious. The dark, goth makeup was done to perfection by Sandy. Pete didn’t recognize himself. Sandy borrowed a pair of shiny, black pumps from another sister, Jade, who had big feet. Pete was a man’s size nine. Sandy was glowing with excitement. She had pulled it off successfully.

She was smiling from ear to ear when she and her new creation came down the stairs. She stopped Pete. “Pete,” she said. “We have to come up with a name for the new you. What would you like to be called?”

Pete thought for a bit, and said, “Tricia, yes, I like Tricia. What do you think Sandy?”

“Tricia,” “It’s got a nice ring to it. Short for ‘Patricia,’ from ‘Pete,’ right?”

“Yeah, we’ll go with that.”

“Wait till Charlie sees you!” That is what Pete was counting on. Funny, he wanted his friend when he was dressed as a girl. Maybe that’s what Sandy meant when she said that when a guy dresses as a girl and is really into it, his tastes change.

Also new to Pete was the way his ass was tingling now too, as if he wanted “something” there to fill the void.

“Everybody listen up!” Sandy called out proudly. This type of thing was nothing new in this sorority. This is what they were known for on campus. Several of the “femboys” in the crowd started clapping and whistling. “Tricia” blushed.

“This is our newest sorority sister; the new vice rush chairwoman for next year, “Tricia.” Pete absorbed that. So now he was also a member of the goth sorority, and the vice chair of the rush committee! Wow, he never felt as popular or as accepted as he was now.

Samantha was the first to come over and congratulate Sandy for winning the bet and also to congratulate the newest inductee into the sorority, Tricia. Perhaps happiest of all was Charlie, who had to take a double look to see if that was really Pete, the same friend he walked in with about five hours ago. Charlie felt a stirring in his pants - turned on for the first time tonight by his friend, newly cross dressed and apparently eating it all up.

Charlie came over to his friend, his “new friend,” Tricia. “Pete, uh Tricia, I don’t know what to say, except that you look gorgeous, no, stunning!”

“Sure Charlie, I think you wanted this all along, now didn’t you?”

“Listen, you hot bitch!” Charlie evidently was pounding down the beers a bit. “Is there somewhere here where we can go to be alone?”

Tricia looked over to Sandy for approval, and she was smiling broadly; actually beaming at her and nodded her head, pointing with it, and looking upstairs.

“Sure,” Tricia said, and took Charlie upstairs to Sandy’s room.

“This is something I’ve wanted to do for the longest time Tricia!”

Going along happily, Tricia jumped on the bed on all fours with her ass pointed backwards towards Charlie. Remembering what Sandy had done, Tricia took out the KY Jelly from Sandy’s drawer and smeared it over her ass and Charlie’s cock which was now throbbing. He made grunting noises of pure delight.

“Prepare for the pounding of your life bitch!” Charlie growled. Where did this come from? Tricia wondered. One thing was for sure, though: She loved it and was dying to be manhandled by her friend.

Charlie lined up right over Tricia’s tight ass, which had never taken a cock before. It now became evident that Charlie knew what he was doing, and he was quite experienced. It just dawned on Pete, that when he said he was a “virgin,” he meant with women.

Charlie pierced Tricia with his six-inch cock. Although average size by most standards it was gigantic for Tricia who was not used to this at all! It stung at first when the head of Charlie’s cock went in, and Tricia was overcome with a sense of “fullness,” but Charlie knew his way around, and went in and out at first slowly, grunting with delight.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this BITCH!” He yelled. “God it feels so good; you’re so tight. Soon you’ll be taking bigger cocks I’m sure. I’m gonna jizz all over your pretty makeup sometime too.”

Strangely, the mixture of pain and pleasure felt good, exquisite in fact, and now Tricia grabbed onto her cock and started jerking it, slick with the KY Jelly. In and out Charlie went, bumping his groin against Tricia’s ass. Tricia got into the rhythm and met Charlie thrust for thrust. It was hard, animal-like.

There was no let-up, until finally Charlie grunted and came with a thick, gooey whiteness all up inside his friend’s ass, his cock surrounded by the warmth of his own jizz. He kept pumping and then Tricia cried out - coming with a force of her own hot sticky mess onto Sandy’s bed sheets, cock held firmly in her fist.

Now Charlie pulled out, satisfied at last; thick, white streams of Charlie’s cum running down Tricia’s ass. Charlie was laughing and then Tricia felt one, and then another hard smack on her ass.

She jumped, a look of shock on her face.“Charlie, what the fuck is that for?”

Still laughing, Charlie said, “You make sure and thank my cousin Sandy for handing me your ass, ok Tricia? I’m sure we’ll be seeing lots of each other.”

Tricia was speechless! [image: Funny face outline outline]

❤️❤️❤️
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