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Evan grew up across the street from a sorority house. The college’s main campus was just down the block. Every day his whole life, he’d see pretty girls hanging around the big house across the street. And all of them were pretty. Blondes, brunettes, redheads. Skinny girls and curvy girls. Dark-skinned and fair and freckled, and every combination imaginable over the years; Evan thought they were all so pretty. And when puberty hit, ‘pretty’ turned to ‘hot’.

From his bedroom window, he’d look at them, talking and laughing, or smoking outside, or sometimes, if he were very lucky, he’d see them in their bedroom windows. Quiet study sessions, parties, once in a while a couple of girls would make out, and once, just once, he saw one girl naked. She was blonde and thin with big soft boobs and Evan spent many a jerk-off session fantasizing about her. She’d walked into her room, pulled off her clothes, and lay down on her bed. Just those few seconds had convinced teenaged Evan he wanted to see more.

For his birthday he asked for a bird-watching book, and binoculars. He didn’t really care about birds, but he didn’t want his parents getting suspicious. He spent a lot of time in his room with a semi-erect dick, watching the bedroom windows for suspicious activity. And when he saw a girl getting ready for bed, he had the tissues nearby.

By the time he graduated from high school and was ready to start college at the college down the street, he was no longer satisfied with distant glimpses. He wanted to see the girls up close, wanted to hear their voices and even smell their hair. Why did girls have to smell so good?! It was so infuriating. He could never bring himself to talk to them, though - what if they found out about his hobby? 

He didn’t have any illusions about his chances with women, especially the hot women at the sorority across the street. He was short and skinny, scrawny even, with longish brown hair and a patchy beard that was so embarrassing to look at he kept it shaved off. He basically thought of himself as everything women didn’t want, all in one package.

One night just before frosh week, he was walking his mom’s dog, when he decided on a whim to walk on the sorority side of the street instead of his house’s side. Miffles, his mom’s dog, was a poodle-chihuahua-pomeranian mutt, the absolute epitome of unmanly as far as dogs went. But walking her was part of his chores and he’d do it at night when people were less likely to see him. But that night, walking on the sorority side of the street, he saw something he’d never realized before.

There was a tree next to the sorority house. One that was a lot closer to them than his house. And there were all kinds of windows he’d never looked into before.

“If I climbed the tree, I could look right inside their bedrooms and they wouldn’t know,” he thought. “I wouldn’t even need my binoculars!”

As he crossed the street to his house, Evan formulated a plan. 

That night, dressed all in black, Evan went for a walk after walking his mom’s dog. His mom was binge-watching something on Netflix and barely noticed him leave. He found his way around the back of the sorority’s neighbor’s house, and snuck toward the big tree next to the sorority house. He climbed it easily, looking for a good perch to watch in the windows. He settled himself in, hiding behind a branch covered with leaves, looking into a room that seemed to be some kind of second floor living room. Soon girls began to wander in, wearing short shorts and halter tops, it being a warm early September night. Watching them talk to each other, laughing and giggling, hugging and snuggling on the couch, gave him a feeling of power, of secret knowledge. He felt his dick stirring in his pants, felt the familiar sensation of it getting heavy and full and hard. He shifted himself on his branch, trying to find a more comfortable position for his hard-on.

He watched for a while, enjoying the view, until finally he decided he needed to release himself. Undoing his pants, he shifted on the branch again, almost losing his balance.

Down below him, two of the sorority girls stepped around the corner of the house. From where he was, he heard them talking, but couldn’t make out what they were saying. One of them lit a cigarette. As the smell of the smoke reached him, he realized it wasn’t just tobacco. The two girls passed the joint back and forth.

Evan’s hard cock was almost painfully hard by then. He needed to let it out and deal with it. The risk of getting caught only seemed to excite him more. He reached down and pulled out his throbbing penis. Grasping it lightly, he felt the sensitive tip, the spot just below the head, the thick veins. Staring at the girls inside, he stroked himself slowly, working his cock, speeding up until he was really jerking it. 

But all the movement caused the branch to sway, and that made him lose his balance. He slipped off the branch. There was a brief moment of panic, scrambling for a better hold of the branch, and then falling, and darkness.

Someone was tapping his cheek.

The tap turned into a slap.

“Ow!” 

“Wake up, you fucking perv!”

Evan realized he was cold. His head hurt. His back hurt. His shoulder and hip hurt. And there was definitely the sense that he wasn’t alone. He opened his eyes, blinking against the brightness, and realized he’d stepped into a dream. Or a nightmare.

He was surrounded by angry sorority girls. Wearing only his underwear.

“Umm…” he said.

“What’s your name?” said a third-year brunette with small tits and long legs. She was standing beside him. Evan had jerked off to her maybe a dozen times. 

“Uh… Evan?” he admitted.

A short, curvy blonde slapped the brunette’s shoulder. “Told you he was that little creep from across the street.”

Panic filled Evan. Panic mingled with excitement. They knew who he was!

“Okay Mandy, you’re right,” the brunette said. “So girls, what are we going to do with him?”

“Um, call the cops?” one of the girls said. She had curly hair lifted into a messy bun. Evan hadn’t jerked off to her yet, so she had to be a first year.

“And say what?” the brunette asked. “This little perv fell out of a tree on sorority property, officer. Yeah, he had a raging hard-on when we found him. The cops will laugh their asses off and send him on his way, and we’ll be the sorority who caught a perv and let him get away with it. No thank you.”

Evan tried to sit up, but four girls held him down on the floor.

“You’re not going anywhere until we figure out what to do with you,” the brunette said. To demonstrate her point, she placed a foot on his chest and leaned on him, keeping him pinned to the floor.

And then, in his tighty-whitey briefs, his cock moved.  “No no no no no,” he thought, but it was too late.

“Jenna?” one of the girls holding his legs said.

“What, Britney?” the brunette asked, staring down at Evan with disgust on her face.

“Oh my god ewwww,” the other girl holding his legs said.

Jenna turned to see what they were talking about, saw his hardening penis pushing at his briefs. She turned back slowly, shock clear on her face.

“You like this, you little perv?” she said, pushing against his chest with her bare foot. Evan saw pink nail polish on her toenails and groaned.

“Where are my clothes?” he asked, trying to change the subject.

The big curvy blonde, Mandy, leaned down, disgust curling her lips. “We figured you’ve seen us undressed enough, so turnabout's fair play.” 

“Give me my clothes,” Evan said, but even he could hear how pathetic he sounded. And when the girls all laughed, his cock got even harder.

Jenna’s weight pressing down on his chest made it hard for him to breathe. “Please,” he whispered.

“Please what, bitch?” Jenna asked. “Please let me keep jerking off in your tree? Please let me watch you getting undressed for years? Is that what you want, bitch?”

“Please give me my clothes,” Evan whispered, tears welling up in his eyes.

“What’s that?” Jenna said. “You want clothes? Okay, perv.”

Mandy reached for his clothes, piled up nearby.

“Not those,” Jenna ordered. “Since he loves seeing us in our underwear so much, let’s give him some panties of his own.”

“What?” Evan shouted. “No, no, no!”

“Do it girls!” Jenna yelled, laughing. The two girls holding his legs down yanked down his briefs, releasing his hard-on. All the girls laughed again, seeing it.

“Oh, bitch, you call that a cock?” Jenna laughed, reaching down to slap his hard-on. Evan whimpered, desperately trying to stop his building orgasm.

Jenna grabbed his jaw and shook his face. “You wanna come, bitch?”

“Please, no, please,” Evan begged. He felt the tiny drop of precum working its way up his erect penis.

“How about these, Jenna?” one of the girls asked, out of sight. Jenna looked over her shoulder and cackled with laughter.

“Perfect!” Jenna said, waving the girl forward to assist the girls holding his legs.

Something soft was pulled up Evan’s legs and over his rock-hard penis. 

“Oh Princess,” Jenna laughed. “Don’t you look precious?”

Evan managed to lift his head to see pink satin panties straining to hold in his hard-on. His precum soaked through the satin and he let his head fall back against the floor. Tears spilled from his eyes.

“Uh oh, Princess made a messy-mess,” Jenna scolded. “Guess we better dress you up, Princess!”

“Please stop,” Evan begged.

“Hmm, your mouth says stop,” Jenna said. Then she grabbed his cock roughly. “But this says you love it. This-” she tugged on his cock “-says you want me to make you beg.”

“No please, I don’t, I want to go home,” Evan cried.

“Go home?” Jenna said, tugging on his rock-hard dick again. “I don’t think so.” Tug. “How long have you been watching us?” Tug. “Years?” Tug. “You think-” Tug. “- you’re going -” Tug. “ - to get away-” TUG. “ -with this-” TUG! “- after a few minutes?!”

And then Evan came, staining the pink satin panties with his seed.

Jenna looked at him with disgust, pulling her hand away from his cock. She shoved her sticky hand in his face. “Lick it up, you dirty bitch,” she ordered.

Crying, Evan obeyed, licking his come off of Jenna’s palm and fingers.

“Jeez, he’s still hard,” one of the girls laughed.

“Sissy little slut loves it,” Jenna said. “I bet he’d love something else. Lianne, go in my room and get one of my bras.”

A redhead with huge boobs that Evan had jerked off to at least thirty or forty times dashed out of the room.

“You’re going to pay for spying on us, Princess,” Jenna said. “Or we’ll tell your mom what a dirty little perv she raised.”

“No, please,” Evan begged. “Don’t tell her, I’ll do anything you ask!”

“I know you will, bitch,” Jenna said, finally taking her foot off of Evan’s chest. “Let this sissy little bitch up, girls.”

The four girls holding Evan down let go, and he slowly sat up, sniffling.

Lianne, the redhead, showed up with Jenna’s bra. She handed it over to Jenna, who tossed it at Evan. “Put it on, Princess.”

“Whu- wha- what?” Evan stammered.

“Put... the bra... on,” Jenna said slowly, as if Evan was particularly stupid. “Or mommy finds out about you.”

“No! Don’t! Please!” Evan said, scrambling to put the bra on, pulling it on. He struggled to tie it behind his back.

“Jeez, what a dummy,” Jenna smirked. She waved her hand at one of the girls behind Evan, who reached over and slapped his hands away, attaching the bra in seconds.

“Princess needs a dress,” Jenna declared. “Who has a dress for the little sissy?”

The girls laughed and scrambled away, hurrying back with dresses. Black dresses and white dresses. Long dresses and short dresses. Slinky dresses and frilly dresses. And through it all, as the girls laughed and held their dresses against him, holding them up to see if they’d fit, seeing if they looked good on his complexion, Evan’s hard-on never once went away, stretching the soaking wet embarrassment of his come-stained panties to their limit.

Somewhere, deep inside, Evan was loving every minute of it. The attention, the humiliation, the embarrassment, being in the room with them, seeing them all so very up close and personal, their hands on him, ordering him, commanding him, controlling him… he was having the best night of his life.

Finally someone brought up a pretty, sparkly pink dress. Strapless, backless, corseted top, with a frilly, poofy skirt that reached just above his knees. He had to take off his bra to make it look right. Jenna declared it perfect, and so Evan was zipped into it without another word.

And he loved it! Heart pounding, cock as hard as it had ever been, breaths fast and shallow, constrained by the corset top of the dress.

Jenna playfully swatted at his hard-on, which was poking at the front of his skirt. “Ah-ah-ah, dirty sissy, you put that away!”

“Sorry,” Evan said, wincing as she slapped his cock.

The girls all laughed, watching his hard-on bounce the skirt up and down. Evan hunched his shoulders, curling in on himself. Jenna put one perfectly-manicured nail under his chin and forced him to straighten back up.

“Back straight, Princess,” Jenna ordered. “Shoulders back, tits out!”

Evan did as he was ordered, standing at attention. Jenna grabbed his face.

“Princess needs her makeup,” Jenna said. “Who’s got some for our little sissy?”

Soon there were girls putting things all over Evan’s face - concealers and creams and highlights, powders and rouges, eyeliner and eyeshadow, lipstick and lipgloss. When they were done, they hauled Evan out of the room and into the hall, where a floor-to-ceiling mirror showed Evan’s humiliation in full.

In the mirror wasn’t a short, skinny guy with messy longish hair. What Evan saw was a pretty girl in a prom-like pink dress, makeup perfectly on point. A bit girly, sure, but girls were allowed to be girly, right?

But he wasn’t a girl. He was… a sissy.

“Now, what else should we make our sissy do?” Jenna asked the sorority. Everyone had ideas.

Evan spent the rest of the night giving backrubs and footrubs, getting drinks and fixing snacks and just basically serving the entire sorority as their sissy little maid. He’d never managed to keep a hard-on for so long, and every time he started to feel it relax a little, one of the girls would give him an order and he’d harden again. It wasn’t long before he began to silently beg to be let go, if only to take care of his hard-on. Sometime after midnight, he got an idea.

“Can I please go to the bathroom?” he asked, pressing his legs together like he needed to pee.

The girls laughed. Jenna, definitely slightly drunk, sauntered over. 

“Whattaya say girls? Should we let our sissy pee?” she asked, and the girls all laughed again. Jenna turned to glare at him. “Or should we make you piss yourself, bitch?”

“No, please, not that, please,” Evan begged. His cock twitched, ready to come.

Jenna laughed, cruel and hateful. “It would serve you right, you dirty little shit. Come on, I’ll show you where the toilet is. Maybe I’ll make you lick it clean.”

Evan followed her to the bathroom. Jenna waved him through and said, “I’ll be waiting right outside, Princess.”

“Okay, thank you,” Evan said, watching her close the door. The second he heard the click he reached up under his skirt to pull his cock out. He didn’t even need to sit down, just started jerking it into the sink. Eyes closed, it felt so good to be released from his sticky panties. But when he opened his eyes…

In the mirror over the sink, a pretty girl was jerking her cock. Evan licked his lips and so did she; eyelids fluttering with pleasure, lips wet and glistening, panting breaths heavy her flat chest against the pink sparkly corset of her dress. Evan and the mirror girl came, thick strands of come spurting out onto the sink, the faucet, even up onto the mirror. The mirror girl had come dripping down her face, and looked so fucking hot. Evan leaned forward to kiss the mirror girl, licking the come off her face. It tasted salty and he felt so dirty, so slutty, he nearly came again.

He quickly cleaned the sink and faucet, peed, and dried his hands and face.

“Okay that’s long enough,” Jenna said, opening the door. She took one look at Evan, a look filled with disgust, and said, “Come on, Princess, I have one more task for you.”

Evan followed her upstairs… to her room.

“Close the door, slut,” Jenna ordered. She pushed her jean shorts off, including her panties, then sat on the bed, legs spread, pussy wide open.

“On your knees, Princess,” Jenna said. Evan sank to his knees, stunned into obedience by the sight of the first real live pussy he’d ever seen in his life.

“Crawl, bitch,” Jenna ordered. “Come eat me.”

On his hands and knees, Evan crawled forward, his cock getting hard again, pushing against his crusty, filthy pink satin panties.

“Mmm,” Jenna moaned, running her fingertips along her breasts. “You look so hot down there, sissy girl.”

“Uh… thanks?”

“You say, thank you mistress, bitch.”

“Thank you mistress,” Evan whined. He was panting, too, as his head moved between Jenna’s slender, toned thighs. He could smell her sex, the juices seeping out those thick, swollen lips. He reached out with his tongue to taste her…

Jenna grabbed his longish hair and slammed his face into her pussy. “Come on you fucking tease, eat me!”

Evan licked and sucked and licked and tongue-fucked Jenna’s wet pussy, reaching as far into her as his tongue would go, flicking his tongue the way he’d seen in porn, as Jenna’s fingers clenched and pulled painfully at his hair. 

Jenna moaned and groaned, grinding into his face. His jaw ached, his tongue struggled to keep up, to find a rhythm, to please his mistress. Almost by accident, he found her clit, and sucked it between his lips, keeping a hold on it, licking at it in his mouth, and Jenna’s hips bucked as she came, moaning out “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!”

She lay back on the bed, panting, shoving Evan away with her foot. He lay on the floor, panting as well. Jenna got up suddenly and walked woozily to the door. “Get out,” she ordered, then yelled downstairs, “Who wants the sissy next?”

Lianne came running up the stairs, huge boobs bouncing. “Me, me!”

The girls downstairs hooted, hollered and cheered. “Everyone wants a turn, Princess,” Lianne explained, dragging him toward her room. “You’re going to get it every way we can think of.”

“Yes mistress,” Evan said as he happily followed along, knowing he’d found his true place, as the sorority sissy.
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