

SISSY TOY

Crossdressing, Forced-Feminization

©Jaclyn Dicey 2024


Copyright

Copyright © 2024 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


More Stories for You!

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

Dear Reader,

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

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

TRY ME ON

HOTWIFE TAKEN BY THE CUCKOLDING TRAMP

QUICK AND DIRTY

SERVING HIM UP

BECOMING LONI

MILF OBSESSION

THE JOB

SURPRISE PACKAGE

HAPPY TIME

DRAG QUEEN

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST

I WANT MORE

SILENT SECRET

GUILTY PLEASURES - 7 BOOK COLLECTION

STAGE FRIGHT

NAUGHTY NEIGHBOR

STEPMOM'S PET SISSY

SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES

GOTH GIRL SORORITY SERIES

THE CRIME BOSS'S SISSY

BUSTED SISSY! Book 1 of 2

BUSTED SISSY! Book 2 of 2

BUSTED SISSY Series Compilation

REMAKE

A COLLECTION OF HOT, STEAMY, LEWD, SLUTTY EROTICA TALES

GO AHEAD - MAKE ME BEG FOR MORE!

EVERYTHING SISSY - 9 BOOKS IN ONE!

FOXY SISSY

GIRLY BOY

LADY BOY IN BLUETHE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

THE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY SISSY

HIS INNER SISSY

MISS SISSY MADISON

TWIN SISSY

HIRED SISSY

RAUNCHY REVENGE SISSY

GUARDIAN SISSY

OUT OF TOWN SISSY

WHAT THE F*&%$ HAPPENED TO ME?

STEPMOM UNWRAPPED

TOO MUCH TOO FAR

NO FREAKIN' WAY, YES WAY!

WHAT DAD DOESN'T KNOW


Acknowledgements

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Table of Contents

Copyright

More Stories for You!

Acknowledgements

Synopsis

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

More Juice From Jaclyn

About the Author


Synopsis

Alan is a twenty year-old college junior who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. You see, he fell into a trap set by a scheming couple and a bunch of girls with very unorthodox sexual desires. After a wild night of partying which he has no memory of, he wakes up in a girl’s bedroom, dressed in women’s lingerie: bra, G-String panties and sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps!

The girl who woke him up shows him an iPhone video of him dressed and made up, and dancing on a table in the college’s rathskeller, making a pass at one of his guy friends! She tells him that she will post this embarrassing video on Tik-Tok, where it will be sure to go viral very quickly, unless . . . he agrees to

certain demands.

The first demand is that he dress up for a Saturday night bash at their dorm. The second demand is that he become a “sissy sex toy” for Linda and her boyfriend Jeff.

The stakes are high for Alan. If he refuses to go along, he risks exposure on social media which could have bad ramifications for future work, and if he does go along, what does it say about who he really is??


Chapter One

________________

____

Iliked to party like every kid on this campus, and Saturday nights were often drunken blurs of beer kegs and bongs. I made up for my lack of social skills, great physique, muscular arms, and six pack abs by following along with the other guys in my dorm and getting drunk and stoned. Usually, at the end of the night, I was back in my dorm room, trash can by my bed, puking, and not getting up the next day until noon. My roommate Mitch could consume huge amounts of beer and smoke his head off, and be like, “yeah, whatever.” He knew I had a low tolerance for stuff, and he was there for me on most Saturday nights, making sure I got back safely. I usually had no recollection of events.

One particular Saturday night was a first for me. I don’t know what happened to me except that the next day I didn’t wake up in my dorm room. There was no sign of Mitch, and I woke up in a strange girl’s room, hungover, and dressed . . . in a satin G-String, black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps, a stretch bra with cups, and wearing a long, brunette wig! What the fuck??

“Good morning beautiful,” a gorgeous red head with long hair, pretty face, a killer figure, and jeans said to me as she opened the blinds, making me squint as the sunlight hit my eyes. She was laughing, and pointing at me, and between belly laughs she managed to get out “Look at yourself!”

I stood up, wobbling with my head banging, and slightly nauseous, looking at the mirror over her dresser. I was shocked to see myself nude except for the items I mentioned above. In addition to the lingerie, my face was made up with lipstick, blue eye shadow, mascara, and eyebrow pencil over my thin, brown eyebrows. On the floor next to the bed was a green, one piece short dress in a pile. My eyes were opened wide, and I had no idea how this happened to me. I looked at this girl with more fright than curiosity.

“You really have no idea, do you Alan?” How did she know my name? I never met her before in the two years I’ve been on campus.”

“No, I don’t! Can you help me out here?” I asked; afraid of the answer. Now she stopped laughing, and her tone got a little more serious, but not totally.

“Well, your friends and you were at the rathskeller, and you were all pretty wasted, when Linda, that’s one of my friends, asked for a volunteer from your group to dress up like a hot-looking babe, your friends picked you!”

She did everything she could to stop from laughing again, and told me that “We took you back to my room, and my friends and I dressed you up and made up your face, and brought you back down to the rat. You danced on top of one of the tables, and everybody, I mean everybody was whooping and cheering until the management threw everybody out. Your friends just left, and so my friends and I took you back to our dorm.” More laughs. “We adopted you as our ‘pet sissy’ for the night!”

“Where are my shoes?” I asked meekly and horribly embarrassed.

She pointed to the other end of the bed. “You danced in your sneakers. We thought you should wear heels, but in your state, you would have fallen on your ass, probably breaking your neck.” She paused, looked at me and smiled. “Oh, you also tried to dance with one of your dorm buddies, Greg, I think it was, telling him how hot he was and would he please dance with you!”

“No fucking way!”

“Yeah, you did! You even made a fucking pass at him; a pitiful attempt if I may say so, but Greg was embarrassed and moved away from the table. So you danced alone until all of us got ejected from the place.”

“Where are my clothes?” was all I could say.

“I don’t really know Alan. Oh, by the way, my name is Chelsea.”

“So, what am I supposed to do Chelsea?” I asked, feeling more like a complete moron as each minute went by. Then there was a knock on the door, and Chelsea opened it. Three girls were peering into her room and staring at me and giggling.

“Look! It’s the dancing queen!” A thin blonde exclaimed. “Wow, you really put on some great moves last night Alan!”

The other two girls were laughing hysterically. All that was missing was a photographer from the campus newspaper. Speaking of which, one of the other girls came into the room, and Chelsea said, “This is Linda. She has the whole event, including getting you dressed up by us on her iPhone.”

“Hey Alan, you really outdid yourself last night!” Linda said, replaying the video. She showed part of the five minute video for me, and I felt a wave of nausea creep up on me. “Oh, I have your clothes in my room, unless you want to put my skimpy, slutty, green dress on – again!” she said laughing, and pointing to it on the floor, “and walk around dressed like a girl on campus! Also, I have to say that you look really HOT wearing all of my lingerie! But don’t worry; if you want to keep any of it, you can,” and all the girls were hysterically laughing, which just made me feel worse.

I was standing up now, facing the laughing girls, and my hands were down around my waist hiding, of all things, a very large boner!

“No need to hide it Alan,” Linda said. “We’ve all seen what you got under there.”

“Yeah, it looks pretty good to me,” Chelsea chimed in, causing more laughter.

I was grateful that Linda had my clothes, but I was worried about the iPhone video, and also who else might have one.

“Uh, I’d like to put my own clothes back on and go back to my dorm,” I said, picturing the reception I would get from my friends. It made me cringe.

Linda said, grinning at me, “Okay Alan, I’ll give you your clothes back but only under one condition.” Uh oh, I thought.

“And what would that be?” I said, summoning up all the last vestiges of dignity that I thought were in me.

“You let us dress you up again for our dorm party next Saturday night!”

“And what if I refuse?” I asked in a feeble attempt at some bravado.

“Well, none of your friends took a video, and I believe that we have the only one. I’ll just post it all over social media. We all think it’ll go viral in minutes on TIK-TOK! Just think: ‘College boy gets wasted and dressed up like a girl, and dances on college rathskeller table top!’ We think we can make some good bank off it!”

“No – you wouldn’t,” I said in complete horror.

Chelsea shook her head. “I’d believe Linda if I were you Alan.”

I had no choice in the matter. “Okay, okay, I’ll do it,” I said, coming out of the fox hole with my hands up in defeat.

The girls squealed, and Linda said proudly to her friends, “See, I told you he’d do it! Now follow me to my room and you can get dressed. Oh, the makeup remover is in the bathroom. Don’t worry, I’ll help you with that, and there’s also something else you need to know.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

My clothes were in a pile on the floor at the foot of Linda’s bed. I walked over to them and put them on top of her bed when she said to me, “Come into my suite bathroom Alan, and I’ll take your makeup off.”

“Now what was the other thing you were so anxious to talk to me about?” I asked with a looming sense of horror. I didn’t know any of these girls. I mean, shit, they could all be witches or some crazy group cult or something. I’ve heard of weirder things.

Linda came up to me and closed in the space between us. Then she placed her hand on top of my cock over her G-String. “If you’re wearing my G-String, then I own what’s under it,” she said rather matter-of-factly. She began rubbing me. “Feel good Alan?”

“Yeah it feels good.” This was all so crazy, but in the back of my mind it was sort of like a fantasy come true for me. When I was about sixteen, I imagined what it would be like for a girl to come onto me while I was wearing her panties. I suppressed those feelings – until now that is. I felt a drop of pre cum forming, and Linda felt the wetness through the material. She then gave my cock a good squeeze and took her hand away.

“No, I am not going to let you cum – just yet Alan. Now let’s talk,” and I followed her into the bathroom and took a seat by the mirror.

“You see Alan. I have a boyfriend, Jeff. You don’t know him, but it doesn’t really matter. Jeff and I have some ‘exotic sexual tastes’ you might say. This is where you come in. I mean, it could have been anybody really, but my friends and I picked you.”

“Picked me for WHAT??” The nerve of this teasing bitch. What the hell was she up to, and what did I give a shit about her and her boyfriend’s sexual tastes?

She stood over me as I sat in the chair. We were about the same height, and I fit almost too perfectly into her clothes. She picked my chin up with her fingers and looked me right in the eyes.

“A few weeks ago Jeff and I decided to spice up our sex life and we came up with a fun idea, which my girlfriends were only too happy to help me with. You see, Jeff told me he wants to have sex with me while a guy dressed up like a girl watches, and maybe even participates. Jeff happens to be bisexual, and I don’t want him straying from me, so I thought if I could get some unsuspecting guy – and this is where it gets fun – dressed up for us, then we could really have a great time.”

“But why me?” I kept asking.

“You may not like this part Alan, but since you asked, one of my girlfriends put a couple of “Mollies” in your beer, and before I knew it you were willing to come back here with me from the rathskeller, and I dressed you up and took you back there.” Linda was laughing now – a very evil, and frightening laugh.

“I suggested to you that you should dance on top of one of the tables, and Mollies make you horny as you know, so you made a pass at one of your friends – I think his name was Greg, yeah, Greg, and you even grabbed at his crotch! I mean all of your friends were drunk, and Greg pulled away, but I got it all on my iPhone! Of course you had no idea what was happening, and of course, no memory.”

“So YOU FUCKING DRUGGED ME??!!”

“Yes Alan, we did. I feel bad in a way, because it’s technically extortion – you either agree to ‘play’ with me and Jeff, or the video goes viral, and all your friends, and later on, any potential employers will see it too. Isn’t this a delicious scheme???” and there was that wicked laugh again.

I looked around for her iPhone and I spotted it on the vanity top, and I made a move for it, but Linda was faster. “You wanna take my iPhone and what – throw it away? Remove the evidence?” she said batting her eyes. “Come on Alan, I thought you were brighter than that. Several of my friends have the video. If you pull anything like that again, the video will go viral – I promise you!”

It looked like she had me there. I was forced to do what she and her boyfriend Jeff wanted. I thought about the legality of all this, but I couldn’t think of anything right off the top of my head. It was just a college prank – albeit a very devious college prank. I was now the official sex toy of a crazy college girl and possibly sadistic boyfriend.

“Oh come now Alan, don’t look so sad. I promise that neither Jeff nor me will hurt you. We just want to have some fun. Besides, there’s something very sexy to me about dominating a guy with sexual demands and ‘playing.’”

She took my makeup off, and I was sitting there wearing Linda’s nylon pantyhose, bra, and G-String. “Now come into the bedroom with me,” she said.

“Here, now sit on the bed, and spread your legs. You aren’t going to leave here disappointed. I promise.”

Well, I guess this could have been a lot worse – I could have left with blue balls, because I was horny as fuck, especially after Linda was playing with my cock.

Linda looked up at me and smiled, as she gripped my pulsing, moist cock with her fingers clenched in a fist around its shaft. I wasn’t a small size by any means, nor was I a giant. Inexperienced though I was, I thought I was normal. Now she placed my tip very slowly in between her glossy, moist red lips; the end of her tongue coming out to greet me. She liked to torture me, this much I could see already. She very skillfully used her tongue, circling the head of my cock, getting it slippery and wet – and she was only getting started.

“Hold on tight Alan . . . .” she said as she took all of me in her mouth, making a tight seal as her lips reached my balls. I thrusted my hips forwards into her face, and she kept in rhythm, going faster and faster. Her eyes were closed as if in deep concentration over what she was doing to me. She grabbed my ball sack with her right hand, long painted fingernails digging into my skin; the pain mixing with pleasure.

I tightened up and balled up my fists as I erupted into her mouth. Imagining Linda as a slut made it so much more pleasurable. I came three times – three large shots of white, sticky cum hitting the back of her throat. Just as I was being emptied of the last of my jizz, she pulled her mouth off of me, letting it run down the sides of her mouth, and chin. She looked up at me, her eyes glazed over and closed like slits, the cum on her face the most erotic sight I’d ever seen except in the videos I enjoyed watching on YOUTUBE.

She licked me clean until there was nothing left on my cock. Then she stood up and leaned into me on the bed, kissing me and giving me a taste of my own jizz. I loved it. I’m not sure how much being dressed in lingerie had to do with it – but I think it did.

“You are delicious Alan! I think Jeff and I are going to have loads of fun with you! Last night was nothing. I’m going to make you into the sluttiest sissy toy of your dreams.”

“I think I’d enjoy that Linda,” I said, not knowing where that came from. She laughed.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say that the thought of being with Jeff and me really turns you on. But, honestly, it’s more fun if you resist, so can you promise me that it looks like you’re being forced to do this stuff in front of Jeff? Please? For me?”

So here I was with the woman who drugged and blackmailed me, actually enjoying what I was being forced to do. Now I felt like part of the conspiracy instead of a victim. It was so strange.

“Now Alan, you’ll get dressed and be at our little dorm party on Saturday night. I want you to come straight to my room at five o’clock, and I’ll dress you up so good. Oh! We’re going to invite your friends over Saturday night too, but don’t worry – the way I’ll make you up, they won’t even know it’s you.”

“Okay Linda, sounds good.”

“Now I have to leave. Get dressed in here, and lock the door on your way out, okay?”

“Sure thing.” Now the only thing was what I would tell my friends, especially Greg. Obviously I couldn’t tell them that I was coming here on Saturday night. I’d have to make up some bullshit excuse why I couldn’t come.

Speaking of Greg, I wondered if the real reason I made a pass at him was not out of any real sexual desire, but that it was all drug-induced? Still, I liked the way I looked dressed up as a girl, and I did want to go through with Linda’s plan.

I stood in front of the mirror studying myself. Damn, I thought. I look really good as a girl. They say that alcohol relaxes your inhibitions, and mine were certainly absent last night. I thought of my “little secret.” Now that I was at least “semi-sober,” I could think clearly. The G-String felt really good against my cock, and snug against my balls. I loved the way it felt in between my butt cheeks; the way it cradled my asshole.

So I stuck the tip of my hands down the front and grabbed my cock which was now as hard as a rock, even so soon after Linda’s work. I bit my bottom lip as I felt a bit of pre cum leaking out from the tip of my cock. I decided that I would keep the G-String and stuff it in the front pocket of my jeans.

But first I paraded around the mirror, admiring myself. Humm, I thought. I loved the long, black wig. The makeup was smeared, but I bet the girls could help me out and do a much better job Saturday. I mean, the girls were drunk last night; imagine if they really concentrated on what they were doing! The thought excited me and brought back some early teenage fantasies which I had suppressed for many years. The truth was that I wasn’t angry at all. I kind of liked how I looked and felt. Maybe this could actually turn into something good.

So I hurried up and got dressed. I would pretend to be humiliated and embarrassed by last night, and I would let the other girls keep thinking I was. Last night was actually a bit of serendipitous luck for me.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

_____

Now what would I tell Greg? I’m sure he was embarrassed last night when, according to the girls I asked him to dance and made “a pass” at him. I wouldn’t say anything to him. I would wait for him to approach me on the subject. Greg was a good looking guy. He was a member of the college swim team, and had very broad shoulders, a rather thin waist and well-developed thigh muscles – just like a champion swimmer. I’ve only been to one of his swim meets, and I think he looked kind of hot – especially with that cock-bulge under his swim trunks.

Wait! What the hell am I saying? I mean, I’m not gay, or even bisexual. Yet it was undeniable; the attraction was there. I reasoned it out by thinking that he was only attractive when I dressed as a female. Yeah. That would be normal, right? A hot looking girl would find a guy like that attractive, so I was just “falling into the role.” I would have to be like that for Jeff and Linda anyway. Just take it slow Alan. There was a whole week until next Saturday. I was really looking forward to that.

On Sunday night I was back in my room doing some studying when my roommate Mitch walked in. “Where the hell were you last night? Oh my God Alan, you were drunk out of your mind, and you let these girls dress you up as a co-ed and you were dancing on top of the ratskeller table! Don’t you remember that?” Mitch was smirking, and laughing.

“No Mitch I don’t. I woke up in one of the girl’s rooms, and I was still dressed up. They had a really good laugh, but I was still too hungover from last night to really pay it much attention.”

“Yeah, and you also made a fucking pass at Greg!”

“Oh my God! I did?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“You really did, and you tried to put your hand on Greg’s crotch, and drunk as he was, he still had enough sense to back away from you. What the hell is wrong with you anyway Alan?” Mitch was grinning, like he was privy to some private joke.

“I, I, I’m not sure Mitch,” I said, confused as hell, and mad at myself for blacking out – I never black out.

“Well it seems that last night you really did. I mean none of us knew those girls and you just went away with them – you let them dress you up in a blackout, and lead you back to the rat where you did your table dance!” Now Mitch was laughing hard.

“Oh Jesus Alan – I so wished I had thought of getting my iPhone out and taking a video!”

“Mitch,” I said as innocently as possible, trying not to give anything away. “Do you think they could have slipped something in my beer that would have made me act like that?”

“You know, thinking about it, I suppose it’s possible. I should have followed you Alan, I’m sorry.”

“Never mind Mitch, it’s okay.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____

Ihad a late class the next day, Monday, and Mitch had an early one, so I was alone in our room. I reached into the pocket of the jeans I wore on Saturday night, and I pulled out the panties I was wearing, which belonged to Linda. Just like yesterday morning, when I pulled them up and down my legs, I enjoyed the soft, satiny feel of the G-String going up my hairless legs, and then settled them over my cock, and in between my butt cheeks. Now I placed my hand down the front pouch and started rubbing my cock back and forth until I was hard as a rock. Oh how I wished that I could put makeup on and that wig, and dress fully! But I would have to wait until Saturday.

I was glad that the girls would invite my friends over to their little soiree. But was it really possible that with different makeup and a different wig, the guys wouldn’t know it was me? What was I thinking? But I had no choice unless I wanted to become an overnight Tik-Tok sensation. Come on Alan, I said to myself – Be honest here. You really DO want to seduce a guy dressed as a girl! I was in a real dilemma here, but everything pointed to that idea. I was still a virgin, (did a blowjob count?) and my dating life was anything but good, or even fair. Sure, I pretended to like girls when I was with my friends. I think they figured that since I was the studious type, maybe I didn’t have time for “distractions.”

Now I was rubbing myself to the point just before orgasm, so I grabbed a bunch of tissues and lied down on my bed. Before I could make another full pass with the panties, I shot a huge load of sticky, white cum all over my belly and chest, pulling the panties under my balls, so I wouldn’t soil them.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____

On Tuesday, I came back from the library about ten o’clock, and Mitch was in the room at his desk, studying. He was more social than me and did his best studying in the room. He liked interruptions.

“Hey, there he is – the campus drag queen!” he was laughing.

“Very funny Mitch,” I said.

“Come on, you know I’m kidding – happens to the best of us! Hey, I got some news for you. Those girls that we partied with last week at the rathskeller; they invited us over to their dorm for a party Saturday night! What do you think? I promise we won’t drug you and force you to dress up!”

“Oh that sounds great, but unfortunately I won’t be coming.”

“Why not? What are you – antisocial or something? Especially after last weekend!”

“No, I have a huge psych project I’m working on that’s due on Monday. It’s a group thing, and I’m meeting some others from my class, and we have to work on it.”

“On a Saturday night? Come on man, don’t be a dick about it.”

“Really Mitch – psych is my major, you know?”

“Okay, okay, don’t get so defensive. I just thought you might have a little fun. I mean, you never get out much anyway.”

“Well, maybe if we finish up early, I’ll come over, ok?”

“All right, fair enough. Do what you gotta do. But I’ll bet Greg will be disappointed,” Mitch said with a big grin.

“Cut it out man, besides, he isn’t my type!” and we were both laughing now; but I was for a different reason.

***

Saturday afternoon Mitch was out, and just to convince him that I meant what I said, I took my psych book and my laptop and left the dorm and headed over to Linda’s dorm on the other side of campus. The girls from the other night were all piled together in Linda’s room. I got a nice reception when I first walked in.

All my clothes were nicely laid out on the bed, when Linda said, “We have to shave you Alan. The other night your hair didn’t matter, but tonight is the real thing for you, so off it must come. Follow me into the bathroom.” So I got into the tub, and she shaved what little hair I had on my legs, my face of course, and then lastly, my balls. My cock was erect the whole time. All my pubic hair came off too.

There was a skimpy, hookerish, navy blue, one piece spandex dress on the bed, (another Linda special?) along with a Styrofoam head with a long, auburn wig on top. The strapped pantyhose were there, along with a pair of stylish, black pumps in my size – walking wouldn’t be so hard after all. This time there was a black G-String.

Linda said to me, “The girls all think it’ll be a blast, watching you seduce your friend, and don’t worry Alan. When we’re done with you none of your friends will know it’s you. What excuse did you give them for not showing up here tonight – I mean, as Alan?”

I shrugged and I said, “No big deal. I just said I was going to the library to work on a psych project.”

“Smart. Hey, by the way, the panties I lent you last Saturday are missing. You wouldn’t happen to know where they are now, would you?” The other four girls, Marcie, Donna, and Robin, the skinny blonde, and Chelsea were all laughing. I turned a bright red.

Then Linda said, “Relax Alan, we know you took them!”

I was quiet, and much embarrassed. “Hey, it’s okay,” Linda said.

“The girls all know your little secret, and we think it’s cute! We’ll help you along with this.”

Robin was looking at my crotch. “Look, he’s got a boner. Alan, mind if I touch it?”

“What a slut you are Robin!” Linda said. “Lay off him, he’s my creation.”

“Okay, maybe later I can get a taste,” Robin said, and winked at me. I was certainly the man, or the girl of the hour.

The bra was the one from the other night – the one that pulled the skin of my chest in tight and gave me the illusion of cleavage. By the time the girls were finished with me, I looked good enough to fuck! Linda’s auburn wig was wavy on top and had a slight part on the right side, with curls that fell below my breasts. Surprisingly, the shoes were comfortable, and I had no trouble walking in them. I had a small enough cock, but just to make sure, Linda placed a gaff inside the front of the G-String, to hide any bulge.

Linda did my eyes with just the right amount of mascara to really do a good job of hiding me. “Hey girls, we have to give Alan here a girl’s name. What do you think we call ‘her’ Amber?”

“Hey I like it! – Amber – Robin said. I think it suits her perfectly.”

“See Alan, er., Amber. We got all the bases covered. You don’t have to worry about anything!”

“Yeah, you really do,” I said. To their delight, I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror.

“Now bend over Amber!” Linda said. “Give us a good show of your ass.” I looked behind myself as I bent over in front of the mirror. I could see the G-String as it covered the crack between my butt cheeks really well, and I could see the straps of the pantyhose as they rose to the girdle. I didn’t see how any guy could resist me now! I wanted to be taken in the rear by some big hulking guy like Greg . . .

Then someone else came to Linda’s room – her boyfriend Jeff; the reason for my “capture” and makeover. “Wow Linda, is this our new ‘sissy toy?’”

“Oh, Amber, I’d like you to meet Jeff, my boyfriend.”

“Hi Jeff,” I said in my best high, female voice I could muster.

I got a good look at him. Aside from his big white teeth which were grinning at me now, he had a rugged complexion, a full head of black, wavy hair, and an athlete’s build. I knew that part of their sexual plan involved me being an unwilling partner with them, so I had to play shy in order to get Jeff off. This is what Linda had told me earlier. The more timid and hesitant “my act” was, the more of a turn-on I’d be for him.

I wondered how he would feel if he saw me with Greg, or any other guy first. I was about to find out.

The common room of the dorm was all set up with kegs of beer. Some of the girls had their boyfriends over to help them set up. They had a DJ doing some techno music, mixed with everything. Couples were dancing, and I walked in with Linda, Chelsea, and their friends. Linda gave me a bump in my side, and over the loud music she yelled in my ear – “Your friends are here, Amber. Time to do your thing!” Then she came closer to me, and said, “Jeff is watching, and I think it will really turn him on if he sees you hitting on some other guy, okay?”

“Sure Linda – I’ll try.” This was going to be some feat. I had to actually seduce one of my guy friends without them knowing it was me. Dressed like I was, I really wanted to, that’s the funny part.

They had strobe lights hung from the ceiling which made my cover complete because I would be harder to identify. I looked over at Greg, and I got a stirring in my insides. Holy shit, I feel like a real woman. This is more than just dressing up! I was fucking horny.

I got myself a cup of beer and I walked over to where Greg was standing with some other hot guys from the swim team, but I wanted him. He had blonde hair and blue eyes. In the most feminine voice I could muster, I said, “You want some company? My name’s Amber.”

Greg stood away from the bar after turning his head and looking at me. Holy shit – it’s working! I thought to myself.

“You live in this dorm?” he asked. “I haven’t seen you on campus before, but I gotta say, you look fucking hot.”

“Why thank you!” I said. I think the very short, skimpy blue dress with the tons of makeup did it.

“Oh, sorry, my name’s Greg.”

“You look like you work out a lot,” I said, eyeing him from top to bottom, my eyes lingering on his crotch, where I could see his boner pushing through his jeans. Over my shoulder I could see Linda and her boyfriend smiling at me. I could tell Jeff was getting off just watching me talk to Greg.

Then I did what only two weeks ago would have been unthinkable. I said to Greg, “You know Greg, we could stand here and talk all night, but that hard, fucking cock of yours is just too irresistible!”

Greg looked like he was stunned. Just then I felt like the cheapest slut in the world. “You know Greg, I think there’s a nice bathroom on this floor we could sort of use,” I said as I grabbed his crotch.

“Well then,” he shouted over the music, “What the hell are we waiting for? Let’s go!”

So I took Greg by the hand and purposely we walked right in front of Linda and Jeff. Linda looked like she was about to choke, and Jeff was grinning from ear to ear, and flashed me a ‘thumbs up’ sign.

The bathroom on the first floor was empty and I led Greg inside. My cock was throbbing underneath the gaff. Locked in a frenzied tongue kiss with Greg I pulled him into an empty stall, pulling his hair, with my hand now groping underneath his jeans. I loosened his belt, pulled his zipper down and then his jeans, letting them fall around his ankles. I got down on the cold tiled floor and grabbed his massive cock with my fingers making a fist. His eyes were closed, and his hands were pressing on the top of my head as I guided his cock in between my ruby red glossed lips. I played with the head of his cock by sticking the tip of my tongue into his slit.

I wasn’t sure if his massive cock would even fit into my mouth. Dressed as I was, I had a hunger that I never knew I had. I had to have him inside my mouth, and have him explode in my mouth. My lips now formed a tight seal over the head of his cock, and I slid my lips over his shaft, till about half way. I couldn’t fit any more of it inside me. I tasted a sweet/salty mix of pre cum leaking out of it.

He matched my sucking back and forth with hip thrusts that almost made me gag. I went faster and faster and he hissed between clenched teeth. Then suddenly I stopped.

“What the FUCK AMBER!??” he yelled out. “I was just gonna cum!”

“You will Greg. I just want you to fuck me in my ass.”

Astounded, Greg’s eyes lit up. “Really?” he said. “You’re into that sort of thing?”

I laughed. “If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t have asked you now would I?”

“Well okay then! Let’s do it. You’re fucking WILD girl!” My asshole was throbbing underneath the soft, satin G-String. I wanted him inside me in the worst way. I was a total slut, and it was great.

I bent over and ripped the G-String from in between my buttocks over one side. Greg spit on his hands and rubbed them over my cherry asshole, my ‘boy pussy;’ my bussy. I had watched many YOUTUBE videos in secret over the years and now it was like I was in my own fantasy show come true.

He lined his wet cock over my cherry and went in with his head. I gasped because I wasn’t stretched at all. Too late to prepare, but I wanted it badly. I felt full at first, and when he pulled out each time, it was like I had to shit, but that quickly was overcome by a mixed sensation of pain and pleasure. The deeper he went, the better it felt. Unlike my mouth, my ass could and did take all of his cock inside. I loved it and backed up against him, his balls slapping my butt cheeks.

I felt a strange sensation coming from deep inside me, sort of like a sneeze welling up. He hit my p-spot, and with each thrust the sensation grew. Greg let out a loud moan and shot a full, thick, warm load right into my bussy. I could feel it running down my butt cheeks, which only made his cock slicker, and he kept going. I couldn’t take it anymore and I shot my wad too – right into the gaff, soaking it through completely. I screamed. I never felt anything like it before; total erotic electricity. By far it was my longest and strongest orgasm.

He pulled out of me and thick, white rivulets of Greg’s cum ran down my pantyhose. I would be doing the walk of shame out of the bathroom for sure. That turned me on almost as much as the actual act.

We stood facing each other and kissed. I wanted him more and more, and I knew that someday soon I’d be staying over in his room. I wondered how he would take the fact that I have a cock. Somehow I didn’t think he would mind. I straightened myself out a little in the bathroom and put on a fresh coat of lipstick, my ass tingling as I stood there. I was a champion. I was the biggest slut on campus, and I loved it.

Greg and I walked off together. “I’m going to go hang out with my girlfriends. They’re probably wondering what happened to me,” I said, looking up at Greg, who was at least a head taller than me.

“Sure babe, go do what you have to do. Say, could I get your number? I want to see you again.” I smiled and texted him my number. That reminded me – I would have to change my voice mail message!

I did the slut walk of shame over to where Jeff and Linda were standing, after giving Greg a lingering good night kiss. Linda looked at my face and I didn’t have to say anything. She wasn’t angry. I mean, why should she be? She was pleased with her new sissy toy – me. She looked me over from top to bottom and she noticed the telltale cum stains running down the middle of my pantyhose and her mouth dropped open and her eyes went wide.

“What? You’ve never seen a transgender slut before Linda?” I said proudly.

“I, I didn’t expect, I mean, so fast??” I just looked at her and smiled. Jeff noticed too and grinned.

“Listen, let’s get out of here, and go up to your room Linda,” Jeff said, not taking his eyes off me for a second.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Six

________________

_____

Linda, Jeff and I made our way up to her room on the second floor of the dorm. Earlier this evening, the room was a circus as I got dressed for my “debut,” but now there was no sign of the activity that went on earlier. Linda and Jeff would see the culmination of their efforts to create a “sissy toy” out of an unsuspecting male college student. The one thing they didn’t count on was my willingness to go through with it, but like Linda had told me, Jeff got a “thrill” out of his fantasy of a forced feminization that he could share with his girlfriend. So here I was, pretending to be “acting,” and taken against my will – blackmailed and feminized. I played the role very well.

“Okay slut, let’s see what you’ve got!” Jeff barked out at me. Linda standing off to the side and smiling, sort of “directing me.”

“What do you intend to do to me sir!?” I asked, feigning fear.

Jeff growled out, “I want to take you from your ass, so get on that bed on all fours like the cock-loving sissy slut that you are!”

Meanwhile Linda sat on a club chair across from the bed, her legs spread out wide, lifting her short dress up and sticking her fingers down the front of her G-String.

I got in position on the bed with my ass up in the air facing Jeff who hopped on behind me. It was the second time I handed my ass out for a pounding, and I was ready to enjoy every bit of it.

Jeff was a rough one. No lube, and just like Greg, he spit on his hands and rubbed it all over my ass. It was still sticky from my roll with Greg, but he didn’t seem to mind. If anything he was turned on by the fact that I was “broken in” already.

He entered me quickly, giving me a start and making me stiffen. I gritted my teeth and gripped the bed sheets with my fists. “Wow, you’re so fucking tight you little slut!” Jeff grunted out. I was in pain, but not like with Greg. He was so big that now I felt I could take any size cock that happened to find its way into my ass. Again, as with Greg, I went back on him meeting him thrust for thrust. His hands gripped the sides of my butt cheeks, spreading them out.

Over on the club chair Linda was sitting in a puddle of her own juices, her middle finger sliding up and down, playing with her clit and going deep inside her pussy. I was turned on watching her. She was moaning, and Jeff was grunting. It was a well-choreographed scene, with my own moans adding to the sound.

I felt Jeff’s ball sack smacking into my butt as he was fully inside me. I let out a scream as my p-spot was hit full on and I came a second time that night into my already wet gaff. At the same time, I felt Jeff’s cum shoot up high inside me, which only made him thrust even faster than before. It dribbled down the sides of my butt cheeks as before. I had no doubt in my mind now that I would transition to be a transgender woman.

Jeff pulled out of me and startled me by smacking my ass with his open palm. I winced, but at the same time I enjoyed it.

“I WANT A COCK!!” Linda yelled from the club chair.

“Well climb onto the bed then babe!” Jeff said hungrily.

“Please Jeff! Let the sissy fuck me!”

“Okay babe. While he’s fucking you from behind he can suck me off.” It was then I noticed that Jeff was wearing a little device called a cock ring which kept him hard for multiple orgasms.

Linda hopped on the bed on all fours, her ass high in the air. I pulled my G-String down, and my cock showed itself. “Look at her – her cock is so big Linda!”

Linda looked back at me. “Wow Amber, you are sooo big! See jeff, I know how to pick them!”

“Yeah, you really do,” he said as he stepped to the side of the bed next to my head, as I mounted Linda.

Linda’s pussy was already slick, and she eagerly reached behind herself and put my cock right inside her. It felt nice and surprisingly tight. At the same time, Jeff put his cock right in my face and he bellowed, “Suck me BITCH! Do what you do best, slut!”

Before I could say anything I was choking on Jeff’s cock as I thrusted inside his girlfriend’s pussy. My lips tightened around him, and I teased him by not going down all the way and pulling off. His eyes were closed, and his head was facing the ceiling.

As I went deeper inside of Linda, making her moan, I sucked harder on Jeff. His hands pressed on my head so I couldn’t come off of him even if I wanted to. It went on for what seemed like forever. I was getting “double teamed,” and I loved it.

The moans were broken by Jeff’s grunting out – “SWITCH!”

I pulled out of Linda and Jeff took my place on the bed. Jeff wanted me next to him where he could suck my cock! Now that the tables were turned I was dizzy and consumed by pleasure; pure hedonistic delight.

Jeff moaned as he shot his cum into Linda, and he almost bit off my cock, but he just kept sucking, and seconds later I came right into Jeff’s mouth. He sucked every drop of me in. Nothing was left and he licked me clean. He was bobbing up and down on me, and Linda moaned with another orgasm. Who knows how many she had from watching us?

The three of us were all sweaty and happy. Of course, my makeup would have to be touched up before I went downstairs. When I came out of the bathroom with more mascara and more lipstick on, Jeff and Linda were both looking at me.

“Linda,” Jeff said, “Does Amber here know that she’ll have to be with us whenever we want her, and do whatever we want, or we show the video on Tik-Tok?”

“Yes, I believe she does. Don’t you Amber?”

“Yes, of course. I have no other choice but to be your sissy toy from now on.”

Of course, Jeff didn’t know what Linda knew – that I had found myself, and would play with them anytime.

♦️♦️♦️
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