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One

_______________

___

“OKAY DUNCAN. YOU REALLY WANNA’ JOIN PI DELTA EPSILON?”

“Yes I do. You guys throw the best parties on campus, and as you know I’m a legacy. My brother Howard graduated three years ago.”

“Yeah, I remember him,” a senior sitting on the left of the table said. “He was pretty cool.”

“Okay,” the guy in the middle of the table, Frank said, nodding his head. “We still have to put you through our initiation, and depending on how you do – you’re in. Your brother’s membership will help, but only a little.”

“I get it. Howard told me. So when do we start?”

There were four frat officers at the table; Frank, the President, Jeff, Pete, and Mike, the senior who remembered Duncan’s brother. They were the steering committee and made all the decisions. There were six other pledges. I really wanted this frat because aside from the kick-ass social life I’d have on campus – mixers with the sororities, living in the frat house (a big plus), parties and such, I’d have access to old exams, which couldn’t hurt. Now all that remained was to see what kind of initiation they had in store for me. It was something I’d remember for the rest of my life.

My roommate Morty was also a pledge. His initiation was to be a “slave” to the brothers for two weeks; washing their cars, doing laundry, running errands. I was glad that wasn’t me.

The four of them at the long folding table, huddled and spoke among themselves and I was standing in front awaiting whatever came next. Then Frank spoke to me as the others were smiling.

“Here it is Duncan. Next door is the girl’s sorority, Alpha Delta Gamma – it’s a big sorority here. This is what we want you to do. You have to bring us a pair of panties from any girl in the house, and you have to show us a video of you taking them from the drawer, bed, or wherever you get them from.” He then sat back, arms folded, expecting some kind of answer from me.

My eyes were bugging open. What was I – the Invisible Man? Superman? A magician? How the fuck was I supposed to pull that off?

“Guys . . . Uhh . . . How am I supposed to do something like that?? I don’t even know anyone there.”

“Well, this is where you can show us your creativity,” Mike said, and the other guys were laughing.

“You thought that by being a legacy, you’d have it easy Duncan? I bet your brother would think it’s hilarious, and it would make you kind of a legend around here,” Mike said, the one who knew my brother from senior year.

“Yeah Duncan. The longer the video, the more proof it shows. Hell, for all we know, you could go home and video yourself stealing a pair of panties from your sister’s drawer, and we know you have a sister in high school from Howard,” Mike said. “So the video has to be convincing.”

I took this in, horrified, and Frank said. “Let’s see Duncan. Today’s Tuesday, so you have one week. So, how badly do you want in?” That was it. I wanted in badly, but this was impossible. “Don’t look so disappointed Duncan. This Saturday night we have a mixer with the Gammas at their house, so you’ll already be in the house. All you have to do is sneak upstairs, get the panties and you’re home free.”

“You make it sound so easy Frank,” I said.

“Well, we’re making it easier by having you come to the mixer, Duncan. At least you don’t have to break into the house. Now that would be a felony, right?” Now everyone was laughing.

The worst was yet to come. Pete, a tall brown-haired guy with owl framed glasses, who was the frat treasurer stood up and placed his sweaty palms on the table and leaned over towards me. “There is just one other small thing Duncan.”

“What’s that?”

“Not only do you have to steal a pair of panties, but you have to strip in the girl’s room, and put them on, strike a sexy pose and video yourself!”

“Wait, wait! Stealing the panties is impossible as it is, but trying them on and posing while I’m in some girl’s room?? Are you serious?”

“Hey, I thought you wanted in Duncan?” Frank said, an evil grin curling his lips.”

“I do, but . . .”

“Just think! If you make a really good video, you might want to try modelling as your career!” Everyone was rolling, it was so funny – that is, to everyone but me. “It’s settled then. Next Tuesday it is. We’ll see you at the mixer,” Frank said, as if he was asking me to go to the convenience store and buy beer.

“Oh yeah, one more thing,” Frank said. I could hardly wait. What else could they ask of me? Kidnap someone? Rob a bank?

“And what would that be?” I asked, sounding more than a little pissed.

“Once we’re in the house, don’t expect any help from us.” Well, that went without saying. I walked back to my dorm, depressed as hell and a bit angry. How the hell was I supposed to pull this off, and why did my roommate Morty get such an easy initiation? I’d rather be a guy’s slave for a month than pull something like this off. I’m so fucked!

❤️❤️❤️
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I STARTED THINKING THAT MAYBE this was some kind of a prank; that the guys couldn’t be so mean as to have me do this crazy, most impossible task. I was wondering if I could come clean to the girls and tell them about it. Maybe they would take pity on me and help me out of this dilemma without anyone being the wiser.

So back in my room I found Morty sitting at his desk working on his laptop. He asked me how my interview went and what they wanted me to do. I think he was a bit jealous of me because I was a legacy and all. Maybe he thought I had it easier than he did – being a slave of the brothers for two weeks.

He was being sarcastic. “So what do they want you to do? Run naked around the campus during the middle of a weekday? I know – you get to wear a mask too, to hide your identity, right?”

I laughed. “I wish it was that easy Morty. They want me to go to the sorority house mixer this Saturday; you know, at the Gamma Delta’s house, and get this – steal a pair of panties from the room of one of the girls, and then video myself trying them on!”

Morty’s eyes opened wide, and he whistled. “Holy shit Duncan! That’s really fucked up dude!” I think he was happy because I had it harder than him – much harder. “So what are you gonna’ do?”

“What can I do Morty? Maybe this frat isn’t such a big deal after all.”

“Nah, you don’t really mean that? I mean, not with your brother being a legacy and all. Besides, think of the benefits – the old exams, the old papers they have on file in almost every class. Not to mention the status of wearing frat letters on a jacket. You’ll be a magnet for all the hot girls too.”

“I’m not sure. I’m really in a spot, that’s all I know.”

Now it seemed that Morty really took pity on me, but he thought it was kind of funny. “Well listen Duncan. If it makes you feel any better, I’m not gonna be the first on line to see the video, did you say?”

“Yeah, a video. And the video has to ‘prove’ that I’m in one of the girl’s room and not my sister’s room back home.” That’s what they told me, but how would I even be able to go home and do that? I have until next Tuesday – one week to get this done, which means I gotta’ do it at the mixer.”

“Let me think a minute on this. I may have an idea.”

“Yeah? Well I’m all ears.”

“You know I’ve been dating Cynthia for a month now, right?”

“Oh yeah! Isn’t she a member of the *Gamma Deltas?”

“Yes, she’s a sophomore. I’ll call her and tell her about your predicament. She’s really sweet and maybe she could help you.” Morty was laughing now.

*Just for a bit of background, the Alpha Gamma Delta sorority was known on campus as the “goth sorority,” and they were full of transgender women and known for forcing guys, often through blackmail to crossdress, and even in some instances to transition themselves. Their president Samantha was a very intelligent, unscrupulous and charismatic leader who was well known on campus for some of her exploits – like blackmailing the dean into crossdressing, and even making his son transition into a transgender woman. These girls were not to be fooled with. That made it especially terrifying for me!

Morty’s girlfriend Cynthia was a member, so maybe she would be able to help. But the others, especially Samantha and her girlfriend, Karen, were bisexual. I knew that they couldn’t be trusted.

“Okay Duncan, relax man. I’ll talk to Cynthia and I’m pretty sure she’ll help you. She’s really sweet. She knows how important it is to have a good Greek life on campus, and she also knows how fucked up our frat can be.” I felt a little bit better, but until Morty spoke to Cynthia, I was scared out of my wits. The other guys in the frat didn’t know Morty was dating a Delta Gamma.

The next day I met Morty for coffee at the STARBUCKS on campus. I bought the drinks and brought them over to our table where he was already sitting. “So did you speak to Cynthia?” I asked, trying, but not very well, to hide my excitement.

“Yes Duncan, as a matter of fact I did.”

“And?”

He laughed. “Wow, I see this hasn’t been on your mind much!”

“Yeah, just a little.”

“Well, I told her about your prospective ‘panty raid,’ and video, and she said she’d leave a pair of old panties on her bed, you can lock the door, video yourself, and everything’s cool. See? No worries buddy.”

“Wow! Hey, I only met Cynthia once, but she sounds cool as fuck! She’d actually do that for me??”

“Swear on my sister’s virginity she would!”

“Well, that’s great Morty! She’ll be there Saturday night, right?”

“Of course she will. How else will she leave her door unlocked?”

“You have a point there Morty.” Right then I felt a thousand pound weight lifted off my chest. My roommate, and his new girlfriend were coming through for me. I was thinking about what I could get them as a gift once I made the frat.

So I put the fear of Saturday night to rest, and went through the remaining three days of the week free of worry. It was wonderful, really. I didn’t tell my brother Howard about this yet, either.

On Saturday night, me and the brothers went next door to the mixer. There was loud techno music blaring from the speakers, and Samantha, the president of the Gamma Deltas was sitting on a club chair in the corner of the room holding court as she always did. Her girlfriend Karen was sitting on her lap. I looked around the room, trying to see if I could pick out the transgender women, but I couldn’t. They all looked fucking hot. I found myself wondering if I could ever be with a girl who had a cock. I did see girls making out with each other on couches in the expansive common room, but from what I knew, the sorority was full of lesbians too. They were all dressed in goth apparel.

When we got settled and went over to the bar to get some keg beer, Frank came over to me. “Hey Slick, you ready to complete your task?”

“Hey, listen Duncan,” he said. “You can back out at any time you know. No one will judge you.” Of course, backing out would mean I could kiss the frat good bye. I wouldn’t be able to move into the frat house until sophomore year anyway, but I would miss out on all the benefits that being a frat member had.

“Yeah Frank, I’m ready to go,” I said with as much bravado as I could muster.

“Good, like I said, all you have to do is sneak upstairs to the bedrooms, and pick a room.” He made it sound so easy. “Oh! Before I forget. All the locks are the same in all of the houses, so here’s a little help. It’s the only help you’re going to get,” and he reached into his pocket and handed me a slim piece of metal – it was a pick Frank said could get into any room. He told me there was no time limit. I would have to stay as long as I needed to complete the task.

“We did this with a pledge when your brother was here, and as I remember it, the guy had to stay a couple of days . . . but he got it done. So if he could do it, I’m sure you can Duncan.” I wondered how in the hell this guy stayed a couple of days. Also, Frank didn’t know about Cynthia and that she would leave her door unlocked.

However, my thoughts were interrupted when Morty came over to me, beer in hand with some bad news. “Uh listen Duncan. I have some bad news for you.”

“What is it Morty?”

“Cynthia got a call this morning. Her mother’s sister passed away today. She’d been ill for some time, so she had to catch a flight home in a hurry today. I’m afraid she’s gone.”

My heart leapt up into my throat. “Oh, shit! Sorry to hear that. But did you get a key to her room?”

“No, I didn’t Duncan. It completely slipped my mind. I’m really sorry man.”

I immediately thought of the pick – this had better work.

“I think it’ll be okay,” I said, hiding my disappointment at this new angle to my task. Frank gave me a lock pick. What’s Cynthia’s room number?”

“Lucky for you. Her room is 237 – just up the stairs and to your right.”

“Thanks Morty, and when you speak to Cynthia, tell her I’m sorry, okay?”

“Sure. Hey Duncan? I’m sorry about the key.”

“Aw forget it. Everything will work out fine. In and out and that’s that.”

Morty smiled. “Well, better you than me buddy.” Just then one of the guys, Mike called out Morty’s name, ordering him to get him a beer.

“Okay, sorry Mike, coming up! Hey, good luck again Duncan,” and he left. I looked around the room, and all the girls were really hot and wearing goth style clothes: Leather bustiers, leather skirts or tight pants, metal studs on leather jackets, black or purple lipstick, and hair with green or purple highlights.

Now I just had to figure out a way to get upstairs without being seen. It wouldn’t be easy because the staircase was in the center of the common room. How the hell was I supposed to get up there? So I decided to take a little stroll around the house to see what I could. A little recon.

I went out front, no one saw me leave, so I was in the clear. When I went out back, I saw a fire escape going up to the third floor! It was an old building, and in those days the fire codes were strictly enforced. It was rusted but otherwise, it seemed to be in good shape, so I pulled down the ladder and began to climb up.

The second and third floors each had doorways which I assumed led to the middle of the hallway. When I got up to the second floor I checked out the door. It was a wooden door, wooden frame, and of course was locked. So I pulled Frank’s lock pick from my pocket. I was in full view from a backyard spotlight, but the house was surrounded by tall evergreens so the neighbors couldn’t see anything. That pick had better work I thought. I jimmied it in the lock and tried a few times – nothing. Then when I was just about to give up, I felt the doorknob give and the door swung open inside!

I looked both ways, and the hallway was empty, but the lights were on. I walked quietly on tip toes to room 237; Cynthia’s room. I hoped she remembered to leave the panties on her bed, after she left in a hurry this morning.

Again, I played with the lock pick and the knob turned! Jackpot! I would grab the panties, slip them on, place them in my pocket after videoing myself, and then get the hell out of there.

❤️❤️❤️
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THE LOCK PICK WORKED ON CYNTHIA’S DOOR -even faster than the fire escape door. The window shades were up and the light from the outdoor spotlight spilled into the room, but I needed the room light on to make the video come out. So I found a bath towel in the bathroom and placed it carefully underneath the door so no one walking by would think anyone was in the room. I turned the center ceiling light on with a switch on the side of the door. It was a typical girls room, with a couple of stuffed animals on a shelf, a girl’s blouse on a chair by her bed, books on the desk, and a neat, shuttered walk-in closet.

But then I noticed something I didn’t count on and Morty hadn’t told me. There were two beds. Cynthia had a roommate, and no mention was made to me as to whether or not she was in. If she was, I assumed she would be downstairs at the party. My heart started beating fast because of the chance I would be discovered. Just as Morty said, the G-String was on the bed against the right side wall looking from the doorway. I slipped out of my sneakers, jeans, t-shirt and boxers saying shit, shit, shit! and turned the video camera of my iphone on. I set it on Cynthia’s desk just past the head of the bed. I made sure I would be in the field of view and picked up the black G-String.

Something magical happened – my cock grew as hard as a month-old baguette. I loved the smooth feel of the silky material rolling between my fingers and the “girly smell.” It felt completely natural to me, and I stepped into them on the floor and slowly moved them up my legs, enjoying the feeling totally. I was sorry that I didn’t shave my legs first! Where the fuck did that come from? I wondered. I had never done anything like this before, nor did I have any urge to – until now.

The silkiness sent shivers through my body, and I was grinning. The camera captured all of it. I wasn’t even thinking of the embarrassment I would feel when the guys watched it. Now I placed the thong around my junk and moved the back strap snugly between my butt cheeks. It was a feeling of absolute contentment and joy. I placed my hand underneath the front pouch and rubbed my cock against the satin. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of my slit as I did so.

I moved the phone, so it was facing the door to the room which had a full-length mirror on it. Now I did as I was asked and I made some “girly poses,’ blowing kisses and mouthing some dirty talk to my reflection. The back strap made my butt tingle – this was FUN! and I enjoyed it tremendously. I thought of all the times I had a chance to do this. In addition to Howard, I had a younger sister, Valerie. I could have done this as a teenager, but I was always too shy. Now I had a reason to do it, and it was okay.

Then, just as I was getting ready to slip them off, get dressed, take them with me and make my way victoriously back down the fire escape, mission completed, I heard footsteps in the hallway! I froze, and looked at the closed walk-in closets on both sides of the room. When I heard the jingle of keys in front of the door, I quickly tip toed up to the closet on Cynthia’s side of the room, scooping up my shoes and clothing in my hands.

I quickly opened the closet door, which had semi-closed slats and stood inside, closed the door, breathing heavily as a girl dressed in a studded leather goth outfit - short leather skirt with high black combat boots, and a black leather bustier entered the room. I made it inside just in time. But wait! FUCK! I left my iphone camera on – still taking a video from Cynthia’s desk! And the towel was in front of the door. It made it tough for the girl to open the door, and she muttered “What the fuck?” under her breath as she bent down, picking up and studying the towel, throwing it to the floor, and came into her room and froze, looking around. Also, I forgot to shut off the light because I had no time.

“Okay,” she said in a trembling but loud voice. “Who’s in here? You’re in a lot of trouble!”

I was quiet as she looked around the room and ran to the bathroom, opening the door quickly. The main door was left opened in case she had to run out of the room. From her leather hand bag she took out a can of pepper spray and held it in front of her as she searched the room again. I could see her hands were shaking. She ran to the foot of the two beds and looked underneath each one, finding nothing.

She stood in front of her closet and pulled opened the door quickly, and searched behind the racks of clothing finding nothing. After closing the door quickly, she turned around to look at Cynthia’s side. “What the fuck is this?!” She said in a low, but firm voice. She was looking right at my iphone on Cynthia’s desk. She saw the video running and she stopped it, and rewound it to the beginning, gasping and watching with horror at the clear violation of privacy by a strange guy.

“Okay, I’ve got evidence here” she said, as she kept a new video running, recording everything. “You better come out NOW you sick pervert or I’m calling the campus police!”

As soon as she said that she opened Cynthia’s closet door and was greeted by a sight that would stay with her the rest of her life – me, standing butt naked except for a black satin thong. She gasped, mouth and eyes wide open, and was about to press the button on the pepper spray can.

“WAIT! DON’T DO THAT! I CAN EXPLAIN,” I said, my heart beating two hundred beats per minute, and my hard cock tenting through the pouch so much, I thought it would break through. I raised my hands protectively to my face.

Once she quickly saw that I wasn’t much of a threat in my present state, she backed up a little away from the door. I quickly got out two words: “Frat initiation – PI DELTA EPSILON! I’m Duncan.”

She stood frozen, looking at me from top to bottom. “Listen,” I said. “My roommate Morty is dating your roommate Cynthia. I’m pledging the frat and she’s helping me. They want me to video myself putting on a girl’s panties, and then bring them back to the frat house. I got into your room from the fire escape in the hallway, and I used a lock pick to get into both doors. I really didn’t mean any harm! Cynthia left a pair of her panties on her bed for me to put on. I’m sure she would have told you, but I guess she had to go home so quickly she forgot to tell you – about me.” I forced myself to smile, placing my trust in a total stranger I hoped would be cool about it. After all, this was a sorority, and I was sure they did stuff like this too. I said a silent prayer.

She took a deep breath, and a smile crossed her face. That gave me a temporary sense of relief. She started to laugh. She was a HOT girl, a perfect curvy figure, with long, jet black hair, styled on top with green highlights at the bottom going down to the middle of her back. She wore heavy goth makeup, with purple eye shadow, thick black lashes, and black lipstick. Here eyes were a piercing green. I thought I saw her downstairs standing at the bar.

“I think I remember you from downstairs and you left after a few minutes.”

“That’s right. I made my way around the back and climbed up the fire escape. Please! I really meant no harm!”

Through her laughter she asked me, “Do you enjoy wearing that thong? By the looks of your cock tenting through the pouch, I guess you do!”

“Uh, uh, I guess I do,” I admitted, clearly embarrassed.

“Well, okay, I can understand. You guys really have some wild hazing and initiations, so I understand. But . . . you’re not getting off so easily. What did they want you to do?”

“Just to video myself wearing a girl’s panties in her room, and bring them back to the house. That’s it – I swear.”

“Don’t go anywhere. If you do, I’m calling campus security, and this video will be all over the Internet! By the way, my name is Jaclyn. I need a cigarette and I’m making a phone call.”

I watched as she took out a pack of long 120mm cigarettes from her bag and lit one up with a long, silver butane lighter, doing a quick snap, Franch inhale. I was mesmerized, and my cock got even harder. See, I had a thing, a fetish I suppose, for hot girls who smoked those long, all white cigarettes. She smiled as she saw my fascination.

“Hello Samantha? Yeah, I’m upstairs and you won’t believe this – yeah, yeah, I’m okay. I’m in my room. I found a guy hiding in Cynthia’s closet . . . yeah, he’s harmless, but get this – he was wearing a pair of Cynthia’s panties,” she was looking at me and grinning. “Says it’s for a frat initiation . . . that’s right – the Epsilons from next door. Uh huh. Oh good. Yes! Definitely! Bring Slade and come up quick!”

“Duncan is it?”

“Yes, what?”

“That was Samantha, our sorority founder and president. I’m sure her reputation precedes her. She’s coming with Slade – our vp. You’ll really have a good story for your brothers – if they’ll still want you in the frat, that is.” I was terrified. What did I get myself into.

“Can I get dressed?”

“No way! There’s no time for that. I want them to see you exactly as you are sweetie.”

We heard running up the stairs and two girls came through the open doorway, both dressed in Goth clothes, and both really hot. I recognized Samantha, but the other girl, I’d never seen before.

“Duncan, I’d like you to meet Samantha, a sorority and campus legend, and our distinguished president. And this is Slade, our vp – a war hero, and gorgeous transgender woman. She is also responsible for security around here.”

“Uh, nice to meet you both,” I said, embarrassed as hell. Slade had long black hair as well, a well-proportioned and muscular figure, and a USMC tattoo on her right bicep. She had on a studded black leather vest, and a short black skirt with fishnet stockings. This girl was no nonsense.

Samantha spoke first. “Okay, here’s how it’s gonna go down tonight. We’re not gonna stop with panties Duncan. Since you like being a girl so much, we’ll take you all the way, right girls?”

The three of them were laughing. “Damn straight,” Slade said. “I want him for myself, and Jaclyn can join in too. We’re going to give Duncan his very own Alpha Delta Gamma initiation. Now how many guys get to pledge a frat and sorority at once??”

“Hey, wait a second Slade. I found him in my room, so I want first crack at him!” Jaclyn said.

“Okay Jac, I guess it’s only fair. But this little sissy ain’t getting off so easy. By the time I’m done with him, he’ll be wider than the Lincoln Tunnel!” and she laughed a very evil laugh. It made me start to shake.

❤️❤️❤️
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SAMANTHA LEFT THE ROOM, and I was alone with Slade and Jaclyn. She walked over to me, green eyes glowing with glee, and while looking me right in the eyes she said to Slade, “He’s kinda cute Slade, what do you think?”

“Umm, that cock looks delicious, may I?” Slade said, as she grabbed for it through the panties and gave me a slow rub. Some of my pre cum leaked through the satin and made a dark stain. “See, he’s really into this!” she said, smiling. I could feel the power in her hands. This girl was not to be messed with at all. That was for sure. I was horrified, but at the same time, it felt outrageously good. What the hell did they have in mind? I was helpless while the party raged downstairs.

Samantha walked into the room carrying goth girl clothes in both arms and laid them down on Cynthia’s bed. There was a simple black, one-piece party dress, and long, black, velvet gloves which went up my elbows, a long, chestnut wig with long, purple highlights, and a metal chain belt.

“Oh, you’re going to be so beautiful Duncan, you won’t even recognize yourself!” Samantha said.

“Here Duncan, drink with us,” Slade said. “You look tense. This will help you relax.” She poured some amber liquid from a liqueur decanter and each girl took a cup too.

“Now let’s get started with this beautiful black, laced bra,” Samantha said. It slipped on over my head and the elastic pulled my chest in tight giving me the illusion of cleavage. It felt, I don’t know, sort of comforting? I felt myself getting dizzy and the room was spinning. Shit, what was happening to me.

“He’s out,” was the last thing I heard Slade say.

I awoke to the pleasant sensation of a long kiss from Jaclyn. Her tongue was in my mouth and wrapping itself around mine. I was kind of lying on the bed with my knees raised, Jaclyn between them, and as I opened my eyes, my face felt different, almost pasty. I touched my face.

“It’s only the makeup Duncan, get used to it,” Jaclyn said, laughing. I really enjoyed the kiss, and I leaned into her for more and she obliged me with the other two girls looking on.

I was fully awake now. “Wow, what did you put into that drink?” I asked. “How long was I out for?”

“Nothing much Duncan,” Slade said. “Just a little something to make you relax,” she said. “You were out for about an hour and a half.”

I started to stand up and I felt a bit woozy. “Here Slade, catch him before he falls!” Jaclyn called out. Slade grabbed me with her strong arms from behind, and I looked down and saw the dress, the knee-high black boots, and they walked me to the same door mirror where I first admired myself. It seemed such a long time ago. I barely recognized myself. I was wearing the long, highlighted chestnut wig and the clothing. My face was fully made up with lipstick, eyeliner, glossy black lipstick, thick eyelashes, and the skin on my chest, my arms, legs – and balls felt irritated, and I rubbed my arms through the velvet gloves.

“Oh, we shaved your body Duncan – even your balls and around your gorgeous cock too,” Samantha said laughing. “How does it feel to be a complete goth girl?”

“Hey, he’s not complete yet guys!” Jaclyn said.

“You’re right, Jac, not by a long shot.” Samantha said. The girls were fussing over me like I was a new plaything. I felt like their prisoner, which I was.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“I really like you Duncan, and the girls were nice enough to let me have first dibs on you,” Jaclyn said smiling. “Don’t worry Duncan, no one’s going to hurt you. You’re very cute, and besides, since you broke into my room, you’re mine for now.”

The girls were looking on as Jaclyn gently pressed down on my shoulders and sat me on Cynthia’s bed facing her. “I’m so fucking horny!” Jaclyn said. “Nothing turns me on as much as a new smoky, sissy, cum slut!”

“Wait a second! A what?”

“Come on Duncan, I saw the way you looked at me when I lit up,” Jaclyn said. “Here, have a Virginia Slims and relax.” She took two cigarettes out of the pack, and then two more and passed them to Slade and Samantha.

“Oh yeah, you have to smoke Duncan. We’re turning you into the real deal here,” and they all laughed as Jaclyn lit me up. I felt my cock jumping up and down, fighting to get out of the silky panties. The long silky hair cascading down my shoulders and the sight of myself in the mirror with all the makeup was really doing a job on me.

“I almost forgot Duncan,” Slade said. There was another powerful new drug in your drink I think I should tell you about in the interest of full disclosure. A very powerful engineered estrogen, that will make you ‘feel things.’”

Samantha almost spit out her drink and was laughing very hard. I felt numb, like I was dreaming, and I was totally into the reflection looking back at me. I took a long, cheek-hollowing drag and burst out, “So when the fuck do we get started?” I was having an ‘out-of-body’ experienced and I was grinning at my reflection.

“That’s the spirit, Duncan!” Jaclyn said. She was standing in front of me as she undid the chain belt on her skirt and let it drop to the floor. She was wearing a black G-String and kicked the skirt off to the side. Slade got on the bed behind me and was caressing the hair falling down my shoulders, kissing my neck, and blowing her smoke on my head.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at, but in my trance-like state, I was involuntarily smiling. Jaclyn revealed an enormous cock, that was now touching my black glossed lips. She was bumping it back and forth against me. “I can’t stand this anymore,” she said. Then my lips slowly parted, and I made a tight seal with my lips around the head of the beautiful Jaclyn’s cock. What the fuck was happening to me – I WANTED TO SUCK COCK!” But not just any cock; a transgender girl’s cock. Did that make me gay? I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I only knew what I wanted.

“Come on Slade,” Samantha said. “My pussy is dripping. Please fuck me. I wanna sit on your lap.” Then, both of them took their skirts off. Slade had an enormous cock, and Samantha had a dripping pussy. I could see beads of moisture collecting on it. While Samantha stood with her legs apart, Slade got off the bed, on her knees and started licking Samantha’s pussy as she moaned. “Oh FUCK Slade! You’re the best,” she cried out and went up and down on Slade’s tongue. Slade’s tongue was pierced with a little silver ornament which I’m sure made the experience even more pleasurable. Samantha was pressing Slade’s head into her pussy.

My mouth was nice and wet, and Jaclyn stuck her huge girl cock all the way into my mouth. My lips made a nice tight seal over her length as I bobbed up and down on it. I loved it and was hungry for more as I tasted a salty/sweet mix of pre cum leaking out of Jaclyn’s cock. Her hands were pressing on my silky hair, and she was bucking her hips up and down on my mouth. All the time, my iPhone was running, catching all the action in the room. It was like a mini, college orgy.

We got into a fast motion and Jaclyn was moaning. Next to me sitting on the bed, Samantha was sitting on Slade’s lap, her girl cock going deeply in and out of her.

It was too much for Jaclyn, and she screamed out, and I felt a gush of warm, thick cum enter my mouth. Some of it hit the back of my throat. I slurped and sucked it all up. She came a few times, and I couldn’t swallow all of it, some of it was running down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. I licked her cock clean, and she came out of my mouth, bent down and kissed me.

She licked all her cum off my face, and looked at me with misty eyes and said, “You’re incredible Duncan. I’m yours now. There’s no fucking way you’ll be anyone’s but mine. Hear that girls?”

“Yeah sure, that’s fine Jaclyn. She’s all yours, but that doesn’t mean we can’t get a taste now and again does it?”

“Of course you can ladies – anytime you want. Right Duncan?”

“Sure,” I said, as if another voice was speaking through me.

“Now Duncan, I’m not through with you yet. Here let’s relax and have a cigarette and a drink. Oh, don’t worry, this time it’s only alcohol.” The three of them were laughing. The cigarette and the wine were really good.

“Here Duncan, look at yourself in the mirror.” I looked and saw a new goth girl, very much turned on by what I saw and started laughing, as I took a drink and a drag.

“God you look like such a slut, Duncan!” Jaclyn said, admiring Slade’s handiwork. With the long cigarette dangling out of her mouth she said, “Before you really become mine and a member of this sorority, you’ll be passed around like a fuck toy to all the girls in the house this week,” she said laughing. My cock was throbbing so hard it ached. Jaclyn reached down and stroked it with her long, black nails.

“Now get on your knees on the bed,” she ordered me. ‘

Samantha was kneeling next to Slade, sitting on Jaclyn’s bed and sucking her girl cock.

I was on all fours on Cynthia’s bed facing the front, and Jaclyn reached into her bed for a tube of K-Y Jelly which she rubbed all over my bussy (boy pussy) and along the length of her cock. She parted my butt cheeks and said, “I don’t want to see you touching your cock sweetie. I’ll take care of you.” Then I felt the tip of Jaclyn’s cock hitting my virgin cherry opening. She pushed inside me slowly and it was very painful, but I wanted it. My fists were balled up and grabbing the bed sheets.

Jaclyn was grinding inside me, and soon her entire length was pumping me hard. Then a strange thing happened. The initial pain I felt blended with a sort of pleasure I could only have dreamed about. I was hungry. I wanted to be fucked like the dirty slut I was becoming. Super Estrogen effect? I wanted my makeup to run, my bussy to ache from cock. I bucked my ass right up against her massive cock. We were both moaning as Slade came inside of Samantha, letting out a long moan of her own.

I could take no more of this – Jaclyn hit what I was later to learn was called my “p-spot,” that magical place where men became women. I came like a flood – all the pent up sexual tension from when I first slipped Cynthia’s G-String on came flying out of my cock. I let out a long, loud, “Ahhhh . . .” Getting caught by Jaclyn in her room became a turn-on for me that I would keep replaying in my mind. I shot my load maybe three times in Cynthia’s G-String. It was the most intense orgasm of my life.

Then I felt Jaclyn going even faster, making wordless sounds and I felt a warm, thick wet coating of Jaclyn’s cum enter my bussy. It was so massive that I felt some leak down the insides of my thighs. It would be the first of many for me. She slowed down, and her nails were digging into my flesh – very pleasurable indeed. Jaclyn was exhausted and lied her head on my lower back, her silky hair feeling so good and smooth.

“Come on girls, let’s have a cigarette and a glass of wine and go downstairs and show off our new sorority sister!” Samantha said.

“Our new what??” I said.

“Oh, I didn’t tell you Duncan. You’re not pledging Pi Delta Epsilon anymore. You’re now a member of the Gamma Deltas, and next year, you’ll move in with Jaclyn here.”

“By the way, we need a new female name for you Duncan. How does ‘Donna’ sound to you?”

I thought hard about it. “Donna sounds great.” I was all in, and proud to be a member of the Gamma Deltas.

Samantha poured us wine and we all lit up. “Look at us – four sluts. I love it!” Samantha said. Samantha took out her phone and did a group selfie of us. It was to become one of my favorite pictures.

“I have another surprise for you Donna.”

“Oh, and what might that be? I’ve had enough surprises for one day I think.”

“Cynthia is a transgender woman!” I was shocked beyond words. For the last month my roommate Morty was with a transgender girl!?

“Wow, I can’t believe it,” was all I could say. Come to think of it, Morty was rather good-looking. There were possibilities there as well. Perhaps Cynthia would share.

“Yes, and he likes her just the way she is,” Samantha said proudly. “Now let’s finish up and go downstairs. The party is still raging.”

❤️❤️❤️


Five

_______________

___

THE FOUR OF US CAME DOWNSTAIRS and a lot of the guests and the sisters were sprawled out through the common room in various stages of undress and sexual activity – both straight, lesbian, and transgender. Frank, the president of my “almost frat,” was busy with a girl with a cock! He was on a couch and giving her head as she stood in front of him. Jeff, Pete and Mike were also with the sisters. I wasn’t sure which if any of their partners were trans or not, nor did I care.

The four of us were standing at the bottom of the staircase, and got stares from the sisters. Even my four friends and Morty, my roommate turned around and looked. Samantha stood in front of us and spoke.

“Attention everyone!” they all quieted down while Samantha was about to give them the newest sorority news.

“I’d like to introduce our newest sorority sister, Donna.”

Frank was the first one to give me a really good look. I heard him say “Holy Shit! Duncan, is that you?”

“You mean Donna, Frank? Yes it is,” I said, in front of everyone. The sisters in the room whistled and applauded. I smiled and felt a real sense of contentment.

Frank and my roommate Morty walked over to me. I reached into a new black leather handbag that Samantha gave me, and handed Frank the cum-stained panties that used to belong to Cynthia. Morty was blushing because obviously, he’d seen them before.

Frank’s mouth was hanging open as both he and Morty were looking me over. “Mission completed guys,” I said triumphantly.

“How did you do that? What happened to you?” Morty said, looking me over in a totally new light.”

“Morty,” I said. “You neglected to tell me that Cynthia’s roommate Jacklyn would be home. I went to the back. You know they have a fire escape in the back of the house, and on the second floor was a door to the hallway which I opened with your little lock pick here,” I said, holding it up to Frank and Morty. “Anyway, I was videoing myself wearing Cynthia’s panties and Jaclyn burst in on me. Don’t worry I got it all on the video. She uh, she took a liking to me I guess, and here I am,” moving my arms down my body, twirling myself around showing off my new outfit and my makeup. And Morty, how come you never told me that Cynthia was a trans?”

“Uh, well, it wasn’t something I was ready to tell you yet,” he said, his mouth still hanging open from ogling me.

“And you Frank. I see you like transgender girls too – a lot!”

Frank was a bit embarrassed. “Hey, first time for everything right?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “Anyway, I think I found a new home here with Alpha Gamma Deltas, and a new love.” I motioned for Jaclyn to come next to me, and she did. I placed my arm around her shoulder, and she rested her head on me, smiling at Frank and Morty.

I leaned in close to Frank and kissed him hard, and he didn’t back away. I felt him get hard and grabbed his cock. “You know Frank, Jaclyn doesn’t mind if I explore my new self a bit. See, I love being a slut, but I belong to Jaclyn we decided. After all, she discovered me.”

“Morty, you know, when Cynthia comes back we could double date even.”

Morty was still in shock, and all he could do was nod. So maybe getting busted was the best thing that could have happened to me.

❤️❤️❤️
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