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Chapter One

________________

____

The beer bottle was flipped up in the air, turning from end to end, and each time she caught it one-handed. She did it about four times as she lay on the couch, arm bent, and her head resting in the palm of her hand. The other girls watched quietly amused, waiting for her to speak, or drop the bottle. It was a Saturday afternoon, and they were all bored as shit. The girl flipping the bottle was Samantha, the president of the goth girl sorority on campus; the local chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta, nationally known as a women’s service sorority.

Samantha Prince was a junior and the founder of the sorority, but getting it a campus charter and founding it wasn’t easy; but leave it to Sam. She seduced and blackmailed the dean, making him cave to her demands, becoming a legend on campus. Everyone knew Samantha – an oversexed, cunning, bisexual, beautiful, and sexy goth girl. Her specialty, and that of the other girls, many of whom were transgender women, was in taking innocent sissy boys and making them crossdress, and some of them transform into transgender women. (For more background information and a GREAT STORY, see GOTH GIRL'S SORORITY SERIES also a Kindle e book by the author).

“So what shall we do ladies? We’re due for some fun,” Samantha said to the group of her followers.

Slade, a twenty five year-old transgender women, said, “let’s do what we always do – find a straight guy, and turn him.”

“But that’s so boring already Slade,” said Lilith, a tall, curvy, big breasted brunette – also a transwoman.

Samantha suddenly caught the bottle for the last time and sat up on the couch, smiling. “I have an idea, and it’s like a ‘Secret Santa,’ though it’s a long way to Christmas.”

“Oh yeah babe, what did you have in mind?” said Karen, Samantha’s redhaired lesbian lover and roommate.

“You know the jock frat, Tau Sigma Pi?” Samantha answered.

“What about ‘em? They’re a bunch of meat-headed assholes.”

“What do you suppose would happen if a box appeared at the door of their frat house, addressed to ‘Occupants,’ and it contained an assortment of women’s lingerie – G-Strings, boxer panties, bras, even a wig with a makeup kit?” Samantha said.

“They would fucking throw it out!” Karen answered.

“Maybe not,” Slade said from her place in the armchair, now sitting up straight. “I betcha’ someone there decides to keep it, and maybe even tries some of the stuff on???”

“I think if it gets taken in, we should leave another or maybe two more similar packages and see. We could always check their dumpster out back and see if they threw them out,” Samantha said.

“Okay, so suppose they take them in, and they don’t wind up in the trash. What do we do then?” Slade asked.

“I think . . .” Samantha said, her hand up to her chin and her wheels turning, “We should maybe leave notes like ‘Did you enjoy the package?’ or something along those lines. I know they’ll be curious as hell to see who it was that dropped them off.”

The room was silent, and then Samantha spoke again. “What about Mark?”

“Oh yeah honey, MARK!!” exclaimed Karen. Mark happened to be the dean’s son, and shortly after the sorority was formed last year, Mark, then a freshman, was caught snooping around outside the sorority house and was wrestled to the ground by Slade, a former combat Marine, and the strongest and most agile of the transgender sorority girls.

Mark was given a “choice” by Samantha and the other girls, that he either cross-dressed for them or he would be arrested by the police and charged with trespassing. Being that he was the dean’s son, he was willing to do anything to avoid an embarrassing situation. Truth be told, Mark had a certain fetish anyway, so changing him wasn’t all that hard. Mark was well known as an IT whiz kid, and knew a lot about planting cameras in buildings where they wouldn’t be noticed. This way, the girls could see who exactly may have tried the lingerie items on. They had christened Mark with the name “Melissa,” which he gladly accepted.

So it was decided that Mark, aka Melissa, would plant a couple of cameras in key places in the frat house. Samantha would have no trouble getting blueprints of the frat house and passing them over to Melissa. She had an “arrangement” with the dean. He really had no choice but to be at the sorority’s beck and call.

“I’ll put the first package together, and leave it on their porch step as soon as Melissa plants the cameras,” Samantha said, an evil smile on her face. “Melissa” was very nimble like a spider, and able to get up on the roof of the frat house and install cameras into the six upstairs bedrooms, the main room on the ground floor, and the porch – The porch was key – to see who took the box inside. The rest would unfold. Then the girls would be able to plot the next step. . .

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_________________

____


ARNIE

I kind of scrambled during pledge week to get into a frat. My main reason was academic and social; the old exams that always popped up, the parties, the “status” I guess of being a part of something during my college years. But what did I know? My name’s Arnie and I’m an eighteen year-old freshman here. The jock frat wasn’t my first choice, but like I said, I scrambled during pledge week, and this is what I got. I heard the vote by the brothers was close. I’m not athletic by any means. I’m a virgin, and I’m shy around girls. I don’t exactly have the manly physique that girls seem to like, and I received constant torment from the other guys here. People that come to our house say the place smells like a locker room.

There’s something else about me. When I see guys with their girlfriends I get envious, but not in the way that you’d expect. I’m jealous of the women, not the men. The women don’t have to work for anything. The guys have to struggle to get into that one little silky, fleshy pocket the girls have – the holy pussy. The old joke goes: “Men fight like hell to get out, and they spend the rest of their lives fighting to get back in.”

I wanted to be the one that sat back and who enjoyed being fought over. I thought that was foolish, because, after all, I have a penis, and nothing could change that. But just imagine if I didn’t, or if it didn’t matter somehow? Things would be different. I was always excited by certain ladies undergarments; the sexy, smooth satiny texture, the feel. It made me hard just thinking about them. As a teenager and living at home with my older sister and my parents, there were a few occasions where I would sneak into my sister’s bedroom and try a few things on. I remember my first time; it was only three years ago. I was fifteen and my sister Jamie was a senior in high school.

I opened her dresser draws and went into the drawer that contained her silky undergarments. Why was it that these things were only for women? Why did men’s underwear have to be like sandpaper and with no tactile sensation? It wasn’t fair. So with my heart racing, I took my pants and my boxers off and I stepped into a pair of black satin panty shorts. WOW! I couldn’t believe how great they felt going up my skinny unshaven legs. My cock was as hard as a rock. As soon as I placed it over my waist and covered my stuff, I was rocketed into another dimension. I rubbed my cock against the silky fabric of the panties and quickly a drop of pre cum appeared at the tip of my cock and onto the satin, but since it was black it wouldn’t show. And so this first time opened a Pandoras Box for me of sinful pleasures – I couldn’t stop! I dressed every time that I could.

I was also turned on by women who smoked those long, 120mm cigarettes. That plus the lingerie were two fetishes that followed me away to college. But now in college, and moving into a frat house, how could I indulge myself – and with what??

On Tuesday I didn’t have class until three o’clock – a two hour freshman economics class. So I hung around the frat house and did some catching up on my other class assignments. None of the other ten guys was home. Since I was a latecomer to the frat I had my own room down the hall – the last room. This afforded me a measure of privacy and immediately my thoughts became this is a waste of a great opportunity. What was I supposed to do? BUY my own lingerie? I was dying just to wear a pair of panties underneath my jeans. I’d give anything to be able to do that! But the situation was hopeless.

I took a break from studying and went down to the kitchen where I had a couple of snacks put away for myself. All the guys had their own drawers. They thought it was funny to rob me and take my stuff for themselves. They knew a scrawny, brainy kid like me would be afraid to make a big deal of it. It was almost like being back in high school where I was constantly teased for my “effeminate physique,” and the fact that I was a total zero on the dating scene. I was the butt of their jokes, but they tolerated me. By November it quieted down except for when they got rowdy. When they threw dorm parties, no girls wanted me. They invited hot cheerleaders and “jock groupies” who idolized those big lummoxes, thereby leaving me alone.

I went to my snack cupboard, and when I opened it, it was fucking empty! I had power bars and cookies in there. Shit! I was pissed. There was a note in the bottom of the drawer.

 MISSING SOMETHING? [image: Grining and sweating face outline with solid fill]

FUCK THOSE GUYS! I thought I would go outside, maybe take a walk. It was a crisp sunny day, and it might help to calm me down. I opened the front door and on the wooden, fenced porch, I saw a cardboard box with packing tape over it. It was simply addressed: “OCCUPANTS – TAU SIGMA PI HOUSE The return address simply said “FRIENDS.”

What should I do? Leave it for the others and say I found it on the porch? First I had to have a look inside it. I picked up the box and carried it into the kitchen, grabbing a pair of scissors from the drawer and used the tip to open the tape. I couldn’t believe what was inside. There was girlie lingerie in there of all types! I thought somehow someone knew about my “secret,” but that was impossible! I never dressed since I got up here, and no one knew – not even my sister. I went out on the porch again and thought I might see whoever left this sitting in a car looking at the house, but there was no one at all.

Then my heart started pounding – Christmas came early this year for Arnie! That was for sure. Hell, I wasn’t gonna leave this out because I knew the guys would tease me about it endlessly. Some of the guys like Howser or Mercer, the two giant football jocks might even force me to wear them and take pictures and post them on social media. If they were the ones who planted it on the porch to trap me, they might ask me about it. I would deny knowing anything. So where was I going to hide this? The box was bulky, so maybe I could place the stuff in a laundry bag with my things that weren’t too smelly on top. That would be the last place the others would look.

I carried the box up the stairs and ran with it down the hallway to my room and opened it up. The first item I picked up was a G-string purple satin pair of panties. There was also an identical one in green, two pairs of black sheer panty hose with straps, a girdle, and a stretch bra with a thick strap – also black, and blouses and even a one-piece dress. There was one item that stopped my breathing – a pair of black, three inch stiletto heels with wraparound ankle straps.

I held the purple panties in my hand and rubbed it between my fingers, the cool, soft satin making my cock hard right away! My heart skipping beats, I unsnapped my jeans and pulled my boxer shorts down. I took my shirt off as well. The I stepped into the G-String and slowly pulled it up my legs, the satin gently caressing my skin. I got chills because I felt so, well feminine. Then when I slipped the front pouch over my ball sack and my cock, I was rocketed back to those old days at home, stealing my sister’s panties.

The G-String caressed the crack between my butt cheeks and felt like heaven. So this was what girls felt every day as they dressed. I rubbed my stiff cock through the soft, satiny material. Next, I slipped the panty hose on. The feeling was the same. They went up to mid-thigh and had a lace top with straps hanging down. Next, I picked up the girdle and fixed it around my thin waist. How the fuck could the sender even know my size – perfectly? Was this intended for me? That was impossible! I strapped the panty hose on and picked up the pair of heels. Again, they fit perfectly! Wow!!!

Feeling girly and sexy I paraded around my room stopping in front of the long mirror on the back of my door. My cock was an average size yet it tented up through the panties lifting the elastic band away from my groin. I will have to do something about that, but what??? I rummaged through the box some more and I found a thick, foamy piece of fabric with a note attached to it. The note simply read: “GOT A COCK PROBLEM? THIS WILL HELP! PUT ME ON!” There was a slim pouch in the back lining of the front of the panties and it slipped right in. Presto! My cock bulge was gone. I felt evil, but in a good way. I looked at myself and thought that I look just like a woman, holy shit!

In the box there was a full makeup case and a long, auburn wig on top of a Styrofoam head with waves and a part on the right side. It came with a cap which I put on and tucked my scraggly disgusting man hair into it and then fastened the wig in place. I knew nothing about makeup and would have to watch some YOUTUBE videos I supposed but the illusion was taking shape in an awesome way.

Well, before I watched any videos I thought I could handle the lipstick, so I picked up the tube of cherry red lip gloss and placed it on. I loved the soft, moist sensation, when out of nowhere the thought came to me: I could give a guy an awesome blow job! What was happening to me? I also found a deep blue, very short one-piece dress which I slipped over my head and shoulders. Now my illusion was complete. I struggled in the heels, holding onto the side of my desk as I attempted to walk, but after a few minutes I was getting the hang of it.

I wobbled over to the mirror and couldn’t believe how fucking HOT I looked!! I felt a new power, a new identity, that dumpy, dorky Arnie could never feel. But the question was what could I do with this, this ‘new me?’

I lay down on the bed, unhooked the panty hose, pulled down the girdle and picked up a pair of emerald green boxer panties and rubbed them over my cock. I was telling myself how sexy I looked, and I knew that I wanted to actually suck a cock, and I felt a tingling in my ass that told me I was craving being taken from the rear just like a woman. I soon blew a thick load of white, sticky cum all over my belly, careful not to drip on the dress or any of the other things. I was in total fucking erotic bliss.

Three hours of “play” went by, and I realized I had to put this stuff away and get dressed as Arnie quickly so I could get to my three o’clock class. I worked on emptying the box, and packing everything into one of my laundry bags, crumpling up some clean clothes and placing them over the girlie stuff. Now, if someone knew about the box, they would never know where to look for anything. I was on my way – but on my way to what??

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________________

___________


The Goth Girls

Later that same day, Samantha and Karen came back to the house from classes, laughing and holding hands. Slade was on the couch in the large common room watching TV with Mark.

“Hey guys, what’s the good word? Did anything fall into our trap, or is it still out on the porch, or worse – in the garbage? Because I’ll tell you why – That shit’s expensive, and if those knuckleheads threw it out, I’m not springing for another box. Maybe we should try another frat, and not a jock frat. Those guys are too big in the ego department to appreciate that stuff!,” Samantha said.

Mark (Melissa) smiled and lit a Virginia Slims 120mm Menthol cigarette and did a snap inhale. Since he decided to take HRT he was already growing in nice breasts.

“What are you smiling at beautiful?” Samantha asked, suddenly looking hopeful.

Melissa seemed excited and Slade said, “Sam, we caught a BIG ONE! Let me get my laptop! You won’t believe what I got!”

Melissa ran upstairs to get her laptop. “Slade, did you see what she got? Is it any good?” Samantha asked.

“Sam, it’s better than good! I’m not gonna spoil it for you. Let Melissa show you. She’s a fucking genius. In Afghanistan I knew people like her, and they worked for the CIA!”

“Really. So where is she already?” Samantha asked excitedly.

Melissa came down with her MacBook Pro opened up. She sat down on the couch and Karen, Samantha and Slade crowded around her as she got the software going.

All eyes were on the screen as the girls watched a scrawny guy with spidery legs and an effeminate chest and arms go out onto the porch and bring it inside the frat house. Then all six bedrooms upstairs came on the screen, and the kid went into the last bedroom in the hallway. The girls watched transfixed as he rummaged through the box and took the items out. Melissa turned up the audio, and the girls started laughing when he talked sexy to himself and writhed around on the bed yanking his cock and giving himself an orgasm. The three girls, all transgender, began touching themselves along with the mysterious “victim.” They hooped and hollered when he paraded in front of the mirror fully dressed with the lip gloss on.

“Someone has to teach that guy how to put on makeup,” Samantha said.

“Oh FUCK she’s hot,” Slade said.

“Now what do we do?” Karen asked.

“What do we do? We get another box and leave it on their porch next Tuesday morning just as we did today. We’ll place a ‘comforting welcome note’ in there too. I haven’t decided yet whether we’ll reveal ourselves to our anonymous little cross dressing sissy slut,” Samantha said. “In the meantime, any way we could get his identity? He certainly doesn’t look like a jock, so what the fuck is he doing in that frat?”

Melissa was smiling. “Don’t worry girls, I’ll find out,” she said.

The Next Week ~ ARNIE

Next Tuesday morning, Arnie waited; his studying interrupted by his frequent trips to the porch to see if there was any package left there. About eleven o’clock he went downstairs and received a surprise – a box was waiting on the porch, only it was bigger than the box left last week! Arnie’s heart started beating fast and he looked around, not seeing any cars parked near the house, nor anybody walking on the sidewalk that wound through the campus residential areas.

Arnie quickly picked up the larger box, and it was heavier too. Like last week he took it into the kitchen and used the point of the scissors to open it up. He didn’t wait to go upstairs to look through the contents either. There were several skort skirts, some kind of one piece leather body corset with buckles in the front with pre-molded breasts, and “chains.” One looked like a belt. There was another Styrofoam head in the box with a jet black wig on top that had a bright purple highlight running down the right side. Inside the makeup case were fake black fingernails with glitter, and heavy black false eyelashes. What is this? Morticia Addams? He thought. I think the word for this is punk or goth . . . Also inside was a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and a thin black butane lighter. He froze. How could anyone know this was one of my biggest fetishes? Then came the BIGGEST SURPRISE – and he immediately knew what it was from the secret, raunchy videos he’d seen on YOUTUBE. A large, seven inch fleshy dildo with protruding veins and a tube of K-Y Jelly. He froze in horror. Stepping back from the bed and looking at the vast array of things on his bed he became extremely hard, but also curious, and placed his hand under his boxers and rubbed his cock.

Now he carried the box up to his room, and like the last time, put on the clothes and the makeup. This time, he was more aroused, much more aroused than before. In the very bottom of the box was a six by nine black envelope containing a card with butterfly pictures on it. It read:

“SO I SEE YOU’RE BACK. I HOPE YOU ENJOY THESE EVEN MORE! WHY DON’T WE MEET UP? BE AT THE CAMPUS STARBUCKS TONIGHT AT TEN O’CLOCK. DON’T WORRY, SOMEONE WILL APPROACH YOU. XXOO YOUR SOON TO BE NEW FRIENDS.”
ENJOY, LOVE. XXOO


“Oh my God!” he said aloud. “WHO are these people?” His mind raced. “This can’t be a set up from the guys here. They’re too unsophisticated and dumb to know what all of these things are.”

After he dressed and placed the makeup on, he opened the pack of Virginia Slims and placed one in his mouth, dangling it to the side just like all the women he fantasized about in his youth, and lit it up with the butane lighter. Standing in front of the mirror and turning girlishly from side to side, puffing away, he was too aroused to continue. He had to jerk off . . .

So that’s exactly what he did, using the same pair of satin boxer panties he used from the first box. Now he moved all of the stuff from last week into his locked footlocker. The guys wouldn’t dare open this, he thought with a big smile from ear to ear.

After he was done, a thought occurred to him. Why not wear the panties under my jeans – all the time? He did it, even though there was always a chance one of the guys would sneak up behind him and give him a “wedgie” as they’d done on several previous occasions while hurling horrible insults his way. He hoped that one day he would leave this frat house and perhaps move back to the dorm, but he enjoyed the privacy of his own room. But even in this frat house, they got to him. One night when he was away, the guys put shaving cream all over his bed. I hate those mother fuckers! he’s told himself on more than one occasion.

At nine-thirty he got ready to leave the frat house and make the ten minute walk to the campus STARBUCKS next to the big campus fountain.

He never got coffee this late unless he was studying for finals or some major exam – but he wasn’t. Tonight he needed one. He got himself a strong coffee with a double shot of espresso, and took it outside to one of the wrought iron white metal tables in the outdoor eating area of the STARBUCKS. He sat with his back facing the windows, so he could spot anyone coming. There were only three guys seated, all with their heads down and on their iPhones.

He was midway through his cup when he spotted a tall, leather skirted girl with jet black hair, and what looked like black lipstick, walking his way, approaching the STARBUCKS since there was nothing else this way. The campus store was closed at this hour, so this had to be her destination. She didn’t even look at him and went right into the shop to order something.

When she came out however, she was carrying a tray with a couple of croissants and two cups of coffee. She was smiling at him, pulled out the chair opposite him, and handed him a croissant and a cup of coffee. He couldn’t help noticing the studded black leather fingerless gloves she wore. She was gorgeous; beautiful figure, voluptuous breasts visible through the same type of corset that was in his second box. Long jet black hair with a striking emerald green highlight on the right side of her hair.

“Hi, I’m Jade,” she said. Of course she is, Arnie thought, referencing the wide emerald highlight. “You must be Arnie?” she said smiling. How the FUCK did she know my name???

“Uh yes, I am. Tell me – I’m assuming you left the box on our porch, and secondly – why did you leave it?”

“I didn’t leave it actually. One of my sorority sisters did. It was Karen. She’s our president’s girlfriend.”

Arnie’s mind raced; he couldn’t place the sorority. “So tell me, why did you, I mean Karen leave that?”

“It really started out one afternoon when some of our sisters were bored and we wanted to do something ‘out of the ordinary,’” she said, making air quotes. “So we came up with this. You see, I’m guessing that you’re unfamiliar with our sorority. We are Alpha Gamma Delta, more commonly known as ‘The Goth Sorority’ on campus. We’re known for having a large transgender female and lesbian group of girls. We love doing things like sucking cocks and taking men and turning them into sissies and then maybe even into transgender women with a ‘goth side’ like us. We have a leader, Samantha, who’s known for blackmail, unorthodox and really dirty things. We felt we needed new sissies to practice on.”

As she spoke, Arnie listened, mesmerized that such a place even existed on campus, with such a charismatic and strong leader who could pull off some of the exploits that Jade elaborated on during her explanation. What astounded him more was the nonchalant way she talked about “sucking cock,” giving blow jobs, anal sex, and other sexual practices. It aroused him too, the clothing and her soliloquy giving him a hard on.

“But how did you know my name?” he asked, really curious.

“That’s our little secret, but if you really want to know, you’ll have to follow my instructions. Something tells me Arnie; you’ll really be happy you did.”

I sat back in my chair and looked Jade over. She couldn’t help but notice me looking at her beautiful, full, and supple breasts.

“You know Arnie, I really like you, but tell me something; how is it that you belong to a jock frat, especially one that’s populated by some of the biggest assholes on campus?”

“That’s a good question. I wanted the frat life because of shit like access to tests and all that kind of stuff, you know, advantages.”

“I know all about that. In fact, in our sorority, Samantha gets us access to exams even before they’re given to any other class!”

“How the hell does she do that??” I was really interested. I blended well with Jade. Not only was she hot, but she was easy to talk to as well.

“Samantha has her ways. Let’s leave it at that.” Then she lifted my chin up with a gloved hand, and moved it from side to side. “All in due time my dear.”

I had a million questions. I should have felt embarrassed because Jade probably knew all my secrets, especially my little bedroom masturbatory delights, but every time I got curious, she pre-empted me.

“Okay, here’s the deal, Arnie my love. Bring the large box and whatever you want from the smaller one and come to our house at eight o’clock on this Saturday night, OK?”

“Yeah, but what if one of those idiots want to detain me, or asks questions?”

Jade shook her head and gave me a slip of paper. “Here. You run into any unexpected delays – you call me, got it?”

“Okay, sure. I’ll see you on Saturday.”

“One more thing Arnie. As much as you enjoy it, stop wearing the panties around the jocks. One day they’ll give you a wedgie and it wouldn’t surprise me if you end up out on the sidewalk with all your shit!”

I shook my head. Not only was Jade beautiful, but she was perceptive too, also, how the hell did she know I did that??

“Okay then. Nice meeting you Jade and I’m looking forward to Saturday.” I really didn’t know what I was getting myself into, but something about Jade was reassuring and made me think that everything would work out just fine. As we got up to leave, Jade stood in front of me and gave me a long kiss on the lips, and those ungloved fingers brushed against my steel cock.

“There’s lots more where that came from Arnie,” she said with a wink.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________

____


When I came back to the frat house, Mercer, and Howser, two of the biggest idiots were in the large common room watching some adult cartoon on TV. I guess that was the limit of their intellectual capabilities. Too many knocks to the head.

“Well look who it is! ‘Arnie Fanny!’ Hey dickhead – Did you have a hot date tonight? You’re never out this late on a weeknight,” Howser, in his south Georgia baritone voice asked.

“No, I just met a friend at STARBUCKS.” The two idiots looked at each other and the blond, curly headed asshole Mercer burst out laughing, like at an inside joke which I knew was me.

“Well, he met a friend. Did you suck his cock?” Now both of them were rolling around on the floor, playfully wrestling; my anger and contempt burning. I shook my head and went upstairs to my room and locked the door.

I didn’t have a car on campus ,and I wondered how I was gonna bring all my clothes to the sorority house, so I decided it would have to be one morning this week. So I called Jade, and she was very sympathetic. She had a car, and she pulled up in front of my frat house Thursday morning at eleven and I carried my box down to her car and left it on the backseat. I walked over to the driver side window smiling, and relieved in some way. I bent down and she kissed me deeply on the lips again. Today I had no class in the afternoon and Jade’s schedule was clean also.

After we broke off from the kiss and talked about our empty schedules for the rest of the day, she had an evil, sinister grin come across her face. So that’s how we both ended up in my bedroom. Today Jade wore black, studded boots that went up mid-thigh level with a really, really short black leather miniskirt, and a leather bustier corset like mine.

She sat on the edge of my bed a lit a Virginia Slims 120 and winked at me. Taking a drag, she asked me, “Aren’t you gonna dress for me? Come on my beautiful sissy, what are you waiting for?”

I smiled back at her and for some reason I was nervous as hell. FUCK! I couldn’t get it up decently. Things had better change, and FAST!

So once in the bathroom I started to dress. Jade called out to me: “Arnie, when you’re dressed let me in and I’ll do your makeup – properly!”

How the fuck did she know? I had tons of questions that maybe would be answered – and soon.

I chose the black leather miniskirt with the similar bustier. The difference between now and the times I did this alone was that I had shaved my legs (and my chest and ball sack and groin) this morning in preparation for Saturday. When I slipped the smooth nylon pantyhose up my legs the feeling was incredible – silky, soft, heavenly. I chose a new G-String; this time bright red. I stopped a bit to rub my cock in the soft, satiny fabric. Now I was harder than a rock, even big for my smallish cock size. I loved the look of the wig. What turned me on the most was that I resembled Jade. We were both the same height, and our waists were almost the same size.

“What are you doing in there Arnie? Jerking off?” she said and laughed.

“No, of course not, come in.”

When she came in she stopped, and her mouth opened wide. “Oh my God, you look better than . . . uh, never mind.”

I wondered what she meant by that? She pulled me close, and tongue kissed me deeply, whispering into my ear, “We’re going to have LOTS of fun tonight my dear.”

She was a master at the makeup, and I took mental notes of all the prep she did, and how smoothly everything went on. After the makeup was on and we were back in the bedroom, she pulled off my skirt and unhooked my pantyhose from the girdle. At the same time, she pulled down my G-String and I stepped out of it. Then she brushed her soft, silky hair against my hard cock.

“Oh, the hair is real Arnie.”

“Sure feels like it,” I mumbled, almost falling over.

“You look beautiful Arnie, good enough to eat!” she said.

“Here,” and she pulled off her leather skirt, kicking it to the side, and unhooked her pantyhose. She looked me straight in the eyes and next pulled down her G-String. I was not prepared for what I saw next. Jade had a COCK!!

“Don’t look so surprised. What, you never saw a gurl-cock before?”

“No, no, this would be the first.”

“Just think, this could be you some day.”

I tried to wrap my head around that, but somehow, I just couldn’t yet. Still, the strange craving that I felt since I got hold of the first box hit me, and I was licking my lips for what came next.

Jade placed both hands on top of my head and pushed me down to my knees in front of her.

“You know what to do now I assume, right?”

I could only look up at that beautiful woman smiling down at me, and I felt a fleshy protuberance pressing against my chin. My lips touched the tip of her soft cockhead, and got some of the black lip gloss on the tip. Jade had done me all up in goth style. She slowly pushed her waist into my face, the head of her cock now firmly between my lips. I stuck my tongue out and slowly licked around the bulbous head, making Jade moan. I tasted a sweet/salty mix in my mouth; her pre cum. My mouth was very wet, and I took my fingers and gripped her shaft tightly while I moved my head onto her completely taking all of her cock inside me. Now we got into a good fast rhythm. By some instinct, my tongue did it’s rope dance on her, teasing, and frustrating her.

“Ohmygod!” she said quickly and in one word. “What are you doing to me?”

I didn’t think I needed to reply, and I kept going, sucking, and licking like this was the only nourishment I’d had for days. Finally Jade threw her head back and shot her load right into my mouth. She pulsed at least three times, sending waves of warm, creamy stickiness all through my mouth and dripping down my throat. It was too much for me to handle, and some of her jizz dripped out of the corners of my mouth and onto my chin.

She pulled out of my mouth and stood me up next to her, kissing me, and licking all the cum off of my face.

“You’re incredible, you know that Arnie?” she said with a creamy mouth, slick with her own jizz that she’d licked off of me. “I’ve never had a blowjob like that!” She resumed kissing me, and she felt like any other woman, at least I thought so, because I was a virgin and I never had anyone before Jade.

“Now get on top of the bed, and face the head with your beautiful pink, soft butt high in the air,” she said as she got on the bed behind me.

She smacked my butt playfully a few times and laughed. “That’s just to soften you up a little bit.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a silicone ring which she slid over her cock. Almost immediately, she became hard again.

She got on her knees behind me and reached into her bag, pulling out a tube of K-Y Jelly and she squeezed out a glob, placing it in her hands, and then rubbed the cool gel all over my asshole and on down my taint. My cock was so hard it began to ache. She took her cock in her hands and applied the jelly to that as well.

“Now hold on sweetheart, this may be a little uncomfortable, but soon it will feel great, I promise you,” she said.

Now I felt the same cock, but it was doing a different dance. It was pressing up against my cherry asshole. She playfully hit it a couple of times and rubbed it all over my opening.

“Ooooh you shaved! All over I see. How sexy and thoughtful you are Arnie!”

Now she gripped my buttocks and spread me apart as she entered me; very slowly at first and then pulled out again. Each time she pulled out I felt as if I had to go then bathroom, but that feeling soon subsided. Each time she went in a little deeper and deeper. I clenched my fists on the bedsheets because the pain deep inside me was unlike anything I had ever had before.

“Ahhhh,” I screamed out.

“C’mon Arnie, stick with me. I promise you’ll love it.”

I listened, and with each thrust she went deeper than before, but now I felt better. The pain was mixed with an indescribable pleasure that came from deep within me. I wanted her more and more; deeper inside me. She picked up her speed and I could feel her balls slapping me across my butt. Then she stiffened and I heard her scream as a torrent of the same hot cum filled up my asshole, some of it even dripping down my butt cheeks. At the same time, I felt a feeling deep inside me – my “p-spot,” and I shot the largest load of my life onto the bedsheets below me.

I had my first “sissygasm.” It was more powerful than I could ever get jerking off myself. I suppose that I was no longer a virgin either , but it was not in the way I could ever have imagined.

“Jade, there’s something I want to talk about with you,” as we sat and smoked a cigarette together.

“Oh, sure, but before we do, we need a new name for you. I don’t think ‘Arnie,’ will cut it.”

“Okay, so what did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking about “Lisa.”

“Lisa? Uh, okay then, ‘Lisa’ I shall be known as from this day hence, as long as I’m with you and your friends anyway.”

“Good, now that’s out of the way Lisa . . . what was it you wanted to talk to me about?”

“There’s a bit of a problem I have with the guys in my frat house.” I went on to tell her about how they abused me to the point of where I had to get out of here; all the torment and suffering I had while living there. So we came up with a plan. Jade and her sisters would invite the members of my frat to a mixer at the sorority house. Mercer, the curly headed asshole was the one I targeted to wreak my vengeance on. I planned it out with Jade, and she assured me that after that night I would no longer have any problems with those guys.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____


The night of the mixer was set for the following Saturday night. Back at the frat house the guys were in our large living room with the TV on. The invitation was left in the mailbox. Howser was the one to pull it out of the box and tell the rest of us about it. He walked in the living room and put the TV on mute. “The Equalizer” was playing, and a lot of curses were hurled at Howser, but he was the chapter president, so they kind of had to listen to him. Denzel would have to wait.

“Listen up guys,” he began. “I’ve been hearing a lot of buzz lately about a party this weekend on campus at the goth girl’s sorority, you know, Alpha Gamma Delta,” he said, waving the flyer from the mailbox in his hand, And I thought . . .”

Howser was quickly interrupted. The guys started groaning , some laughing, some booing. Dinger, one of the offensive linebackers on the football team stood up, and with his booming voice over the group said, “NO FUCKING WAY HOWSER.” He looked around the room. “Everyone knows those girls are bat shit crazy, and the rumors are that most of ‘em are not even real women.” I was listening to him, and smiling to myself. Those idiots don’t know what they’re missing. He continued. “The only guys that will go there are probably desperate to have their cocks sucked, or get a dick up their asses!” With that, everyone broke down laughing.

Then Howser quickly regained composure and said, addressing Dinger, “Well, what else the fuck have you got going on for Saturday night?” Others in the group seconded this with many “yeahs” and “he’s right,” mumbling to each other.

“QUIET!!” Howser yelled. “Okay then, how about this then – we throw our own bash, we get beer and cold cuts, you know, shit like that, and we have our own party. We’ll certainly attract more babes than that Lesbo-Transgender house of ‘evil!’ Now what do you say?”

Howser’s buddy in torment of me, Mercer said, “How can we do this on such short notice?”

“Bobby,” he said, addressing Mercer, “It’s just a couple of kegs and a trip to the deli. How bad can it be? Remember the mixer we threw last fall?” Bobby didn’t because he blacked out midway through it. But others did, and they sided with their president. This made Arnie (Lisa) think. This might just work out well. I could meet up with Mercer, and let him take me back to the frat house. We would have good privacy, and it will put him exactly where I want him. He won’t know what hit him!

“Okay then. We have to get someone to arrange it all. Any volunteers?” Howser said, looking around the room. Then my nemesis spoke up.

“How about our latest edition – the fairy sitting in the back!” Of course, they were referring to me – Arnie. I was the butt of everyone’s insults, but Mercer’s favorite target.

“Yeah, we’ll send Arnie to get everything then – it’s settled.” Then, looking at me, Howser said, “Alright cupcake?”

“Yeah, okay, I’ll go.”

“Good! We’ll have Dinger go with you. Beer kegs are heavy, especially for someone like you!” Again, the humiliating laughter.

******

Now, I knew Mercer’s schedule, and I would come on to him tomorrow as Lisa, and get him to ask me. He thinks with his cock, and I’d even lie and tell him I was a bio woman if he asked me. I called up Jade and told her what was going on, and she was sorry I’d miss their mixer, but she was all in favor of me getting my revenge on my chief tormenter, so she said she would do anything to help me out. She insisted that I video the whole thing. She happened to have a “nanny cam” that I would somehow have to plant in Mercer’s room. It was about the size of Jade’s cigarette lighter.

Mercer had football practice which ended at four o’clock in the afternoon, and I would leave my class an hour early to dress up at Jade’s room and then she would drive me to the football field where I would take my place in the stands.

I arranged the beer place to have the three kegs delivered to the frat house, and I also did the same with the deli. Those guys weren’t too smart, so they never even considered delivery. They barely knew how to use their iPhones.

I told the guys I was going to the goth sorority party and of course there was the usual harassment which included things like “Arnie likes to get it in the ass, right Arnie?” They went a bit easier on me than usual because I arranged to have the beer and food delivered. I purposely didn’t wear my panties that day, which was a good thing, because Howser gave me a very painful wedgie which got howls from all the guys in the common room. That was considered an “easy day” for me at their hands.

I decided it was best to meet Jade at her house in the break before my class and would go to my class dressed as Lisa because it was large room, and although I would get glances, I was sure that I wouldn’t be recognized.

After jade finished dressing me, just as she had the first time, she said, “Wow Lisa, another masterpiece! I’m sure you’ll be able to get this dude to do anything you want!” and we both laughed. Before I left, she gave me a big wet tongue kiss, which of course made my cock crazy. I also had a “tingle” in my ass, which was a new sensation, but hardly surprising now that I had been “broken in.”

She drove me to the football field and there were a few people in the stands – mostly girls who loved their big studs in cleats. I got out of the car and took my seat up in the stands. Of course, Mercer was hitting a big padded thing and pushing against it, and he had his own little batch of groupies admiring his big muscles as he fought against that thing that was even smarter than he was. I sat right in the middle of the stands, and immediately drew stares from the women who were probably jealous of how great I looked.

When practice was over, he had his time with the groupies, and I slowly made my way down the steps. He caught a glimpse of me out of the corner of his eye and stared at me. The last thing he would have expected would be to see a goth girl at a football practice. Of course I did my homework, and I knew of his exploits on the field.

There he was now, walking on his way to the locker room with three of his teammates. It was now or never I thought as I made my way up to the group from the front.

“Hey Bobby, can I talk to you?” I said in my most seductive voice.

His friends looked at me and shrugged. One of them said to him, “See you inside Bobby,” and off they went. Good sign.

“Hi, and who are you?” he asked, eyeing me over from top to bottom.

“My name’s Lisa, and I follow football, and I just wanted to get to know you. I think you’re the most underrated player on the team.”

“Oh really?” he said, his eyebrows raising. He couldn’t resist a fan, especially a hot one like me. I wore a one piece short black sleeve top with a plunging neck line with a black laced bra underneath it.

“What makes you say that?”

“Well I saw you play last weekend against Clemson, and I saw you cut right through that line and make that tackle. I don’t think the school sports writers give you enough credit.”

“Really? Yeah, yeah, I know that.” He stopped walking now and really checked me out. The gods were smiling down at me that day because the next thing out of his mouth was, “You know Lisa, my frat is having a party this Saturday night, and I’d love it if you could come over and hang with me.”

“Really!? Oooh, I’d love that!” I said.

“Oh cool. You know my frat house, right?”

“Yeah, who doesn’t.”

He loved it and said, “Why don’t you come over about eight o’clock?

“Deal! I’ll see you then.”

“Great. Hey, I gotta go. Great meeting you Lisa. We can talk football.”

“I’d love that,” I lied, and I smiled inside of how I was going to enjoy the night.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_________________

____


Saturday night I made my way to my frat house, or rather, “Arnie’s frat house,” and I saw the line of cars parked in the driveway and in the street on both sides. The music was loud, and I could hear it a block away. I had the nanny cam in my black bag. I lit a cigarette before I got there, because I was nervous about how Mercer would take it when “the big reveal” happened.

I saw that all the beer and food I had procured arrived and was set up. I found Mercer at the bar filling up a mug and walked up behind him. “Hey, aren’t you gonna offer a lady a beer?”

His eyes lit up, when he turned around, and I suppose his friends were wondering why I wasn’t with my sisters at my party. “Sure, here you go,” and he took out a frosted mug and filled me up from the keg. It was good beer.

“Thanks. You guys always pull in a nice crowd,” I said.

“Yeah we try.” He was a great conversationalist – so full of wit and wisdom.

I was rubbing his arm as we drank, and he looked down at me and smiled. “Hey, you wanna go somewhere private and talk?” he said.

“Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“You’ll see,” he said, grinning, and locked arms with me as we made our way to the stairs. We went up to the bedroom floor, and his door was the third on the left from the staircase. He opened it up and the inside smelled like a locker room. Now I knew where the pungent scent in the hallway came from. Didn’t this guy ever do laundry, I thought as my nostrils flared. “Hey, I’ll be right back, let me go freshen up,” and he went into the bathroom.

That gave me time to quickly set up the nanny cam which went right to my iPhone through the WIFI which was already on. I placed it on a bookshelf in between two new textbooks, one of which was still in the plastic wrapper – a real intellectual this guy was.

As soon as he came out, smelling like a scented soap, I took control immediately, throwing my arms around his shoulders, and pressing his waist into mine. His cock must have been gynormous, because I could feel it pressing against me through my gaff. I was extremely hard myself and my heart was racing.

I pulled his head down to mine, my hand on the side of his neck, and kissed him. He tasted of beer and stale pretzels. I shoved my tongue deeply into his mouth, and roped it around his.

I used my right hand and stroked his cock with my fingernails. “I’m seducing you big guy,” I said softly.

“Fuck yeah baby – let’s go!” he said.

I placed my hands underneath his t-shirt and rubbed his hairy, sculpted chest. The tingling sensation came back to my asshole, or my “bussy” as I learned later was what my soon to be transgender asshole was called.

He pulled me down to his bed, but I resisted and whispered into his ear, “I want to suck that big cock of yours,” and I forcefully untied his sweatpants and pulled down them and his boxers underneath.

“Let’s see what we’ve got here!” I said, hungry for cock. It was just as I pictured it – long and thick. I dropped to my knees on his rug, kicking away smelly underwear and shirts to make a place for myself. I pressed the fleshy head against my moist black lip gloss, and stuck my tongue out to play against his slit.

Bobby moaned and pushed himself into my wet, drooling mouth. “Oh my God baby, you’re so good!” he sighed.

The camera was doing its thing and so was I. I managed to fit all of him inside me, and my tongue was busy rubbing the fleshy underside of his cock, making him hiss through closed teeth. I tasted the sweet/salty mix of his pre-cum and now I knew was the right time to pull off.

“Hey baby,” he said startled. “What the fuck? You done??”

“No, I want you to fuck me.”

“Wow yeah, I gotta cum baby!”

He pulled at the front of my leather skirt. I unfastened it and let it drop to my ankles and I kicked it off to the side. “No, not there,” I said. I hopped on his bed with my ass up in the air facing the head of the bed. “I want to feel that large, delicious cock up my ass,” I said.

“Wow, you’re so fucking wild,” he said.

I wasn’t wearing a girdle this time, just a G-String, so I let him move the strap between my butt cheeks to the side. I reached into my bag for the tube of K-Y Jelly, I didn’t want spit. I was a real cock whore, but I hated spit. So he took the K-Y Jelly and squeezed a generous helping onto the palm of his hand and smeared it all over my bussy, and on his cock, so it was nice, hard, and slippery.

I felt the tip of his cock against the opening of my bussy and then before I knew it, he had penetrated me. Good thing I had practiced with the giant dildo Jade had given me, so I was ready for Bobby Mercer. He went in slowly with just his tip and moved it around the sides of my bussy, making me groan with pleasure.

“Oh my God Lisa, you are so fucking wild!” he said over and over again. Then he went in full steam; in and out, his balls slapping my butt cheeks. I got in-sync with his massive thrusts and backed onto his cock. He kept hitting my p-spot and driving me wild. I felt that familiar “sneeze” well up inside me. He groaned and suddenly I was filled up with warm, creamy cum, at least four full squirts that I could barely contain. It dripped down the insides of my thighs. Then I shot a full load right into my gaff, and moaned.

Out of breath he panted, “I got you goin’ too baby?”

I was in the same state of excitement, and I said, “Yeah you did, Bobby. I’ll have to reward you . . .”

I don’t think he heard me because he kept pounding away at me. His thrusting continued and he came a second time, and so did I. I didn’t think it was even possible. Finally he pulled out of me, and I said, “I want you to lick my ass clean Bobby,” and he got underneath me while his tongue went to work, licking up all the cum that dripped out of me. I shivered as I felt the tip of his tongue going up and down my taint, an inch or so away from my ball sack which remained hidden. Then he did something I never expected: He stuck the tip of tongue in and out of my asshole driving me to the moon.

Both of us now on our knees faced each other and kissed, his tongue, tasting of his own cum inside my mouth. He played with my hair behind my neck, stroking it gently. All my senses were heightened. I didn’t want it to stop.

“Now I have something for you,” I said, as I got off the bed, and stood at the side, facing him.

“Oh yeah babe, what’s that?”

“You’ll see.”

I looked at him and bit my lower lip with my teeth, as I hooked my thumb under the front of my G-String. I pulled it down slowly, revealing my cock and shaved ball sack to him. His eyes widened in surprise. I tensed up, because camera or not, I thought he would kill me. But seeing it, he just smiled.

“You’re not surprised?” I asked in astonishment.

“No I’m not. When I met you I wondered because most of the girls in your sorority are trans. I happen to enjoy that, and it totally grosses out the other guys in my frat.” His smile told me lots.

“Now I want something from you Lisa,” and he grinned, while turning around on the bed and taking the position that I just had. I couldn’t believe my luck. Fuck the nanny cam. I didn’t have the heart to tell him. I looked at my tormentor with fresh eyes, with Lisa’s eyes.

“Oh sure!” I exclaimed. I was so hard, even after shooting a load in my gaff. I took the tube of K-Y and spread it over my cock, and all over his ass. I didn’t wait and I pressed my gurl-cock right against his ass. Surprisingly it entered easily. There was a secret this husky linesman wasn’t telling me, but he didn’t have to.

I went in slowly at first, and then picked up the pace, going faster and faster. He growled as I dug in deeper and deeper. Then he screamed out and I shot a huge load right up into his ass. It was so tight, so warm, tighter than Jade, but still excellent. He was busy jerking himself off to what I was doing. Then he shot his load out onto the sheets below him. I kept thrusting and thrusting, and he soon shot out another load. I kept at it, I came too, but I wasn’t sure if there was any more cum coming out of me.

I came off him and we kissed again. I was curious and asked him: “Is there something you want to tell me Bobby?”

“Yeah,” and he was almost pleading. “Please keep this between us Lisa. I don’t want the other guys knowing anything about this, okay? Let it be our secret please?”

“No problem. You can have me any time you want, I really like you.” I wondered if I should reveal myself to him. Then things just happened.

“I have a secret too Bobby.”

“Another one?, what’s that,” he asked as he lay on the bed, elbow bent with his palm resting against his head.

“Do you recognize this voice?” I said in my Arnie voice.

“Of course I do . . . Arnie.”

I was floored. “You mean you knew all along.”

“Yes I did, but you’re hot, and I love trans women; so it doesn’t matter. You’re a lot cooler as Lisa than Arnie if you don’t mind me saying so.”

“No, and my opinion of you has changed a lot. I’d love a big linebacker in my life.”

“Listen,” he said, with his eyes looking down. “I’m sorry for all the abuse I gave you. Can you forgive me Lisa?”

“Sure I can Bobby.”

“You mean we can do this again.”

I leaned in and I kissed him hard. “Yes Bobby, again and again.”

*****

Eventually, I moved out of the frat house, and I moved into the sorority house with Jade as her live-in girlfriend. Bobby came over and stayed over a couple of nights a week. I also discovered another secret. It got him really aroused when he put on a pair of my panties also. So now every time we fucked, and even when Jade joined in, he wore panties. I began HRT and my transition into Lisa full time. Bobby was happy with me and Jade, and his fetish for now. Who knows what will happen tomorrow?

❤️❤️❤️
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