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Chapter One

______________

___

Milleridge Cove is a small town in Western Georgia, and it is very proud of its new public library building replacing the old, worn out one built in the 1890’s. The town is fairly progressive in its outlook on education, and there is a section of the new library devoted to “Adult Books,” which has everything from factual books on gender reassignment, to transgender fiction. Of course, there are also the usual books you would expect to find in a section like that, which includes some reprints of the old “X-Rated” magazines like Penthouse, Hustler, and even Eighties videos, now put on DVD. The section is concealed from the rest of the library in deference to the privacy of the library patrons who would like to keep their browsing of such materials personal.

One such patron was twenty-one year old Jimmy Sheridan, a senior at Milleridge College. Jimmy is a shy boy, who stands out as an enigma amongst the other students. He is a loner, and spends his free time reading, and studying books on astronomy, chess, and military history. He has few friends, male and female, and those who know him better than the others are the ones whom he likes to confide in. Maybe one reason he has few friends on campus is that he lives with his parents as does his best friend, Desiree.

Jimmy didn’t date much, if you called visits to female friend’s dorm rooms, or Desiree’s house to listen to music, dates. In contrast to the bravado expressed by some of the jocks on campus when it came to relations with girls, Jimmy was silent. He was often the butt of cruel jokes about his sexual orientation, snickers and rude comments. They called him names like “Femboy,” “Backdoor Jimmy,” and often got rough with him, pushing him in the hallways, knocking him into lockers, and even egging his house – when it wasn’t even Halloween! Phys Ed was the worst. He would leave class early, and hurry to get dressed in the locker room before the bullying started.

His mannerisms were effeminate; like walking, the sound and pitch of his voice, and his general comportment. At lunch he liked to sit with the girls, especially Desiree.

“There they go again – such assholes!” Desiree said to Jimmy, nodding to the table of football jocks seated across the cafeteria from them, making faces and lewd gestures at Jimmy. There was Clayton, Dougie, and Tim, the three biggest offenders. Clayton walked by their table and made a loud “hissing” noise. Yesterday things escalated to new heights when Jimmy went to his car after school, planning to drive Desiree home, as he sometimes does. All of his tires were slashed. Over Jimmy’s objections, Desiree called the Milleridge College Campus Police, and all they could do was treat it like an act of vandalism. When Jimmy was asked for a group of possible suspects he was quiet. One thing he learned was to never be a rat. The police gave Jimmy and Desiree a ride home and Jimmy had his car towed to the service station. It was the only service station in that town.

Jimmy and Desiree enjoyed each other’s company, and even though Desiree had her suspicions about Jimmy with regard to his possible sexual orientation, she was very cool and understanding about it, not probing, and letting Jimmy talk to her about whatever he wanted. Likewise, she felt comfortable talking to Jimmy about her dates and the gossip with her girlfriends.

Jimmy didn’t tell her about his frequent trips to the adult section of the new library in town. That was a secret he would not share with anyone. The librarian was a woman in her mid-twenties, named Barbara Early. Barbara was drop dead gorgeous, and was one of those women that guys stared at wherever she went. She lived by herself in a small house just off the Interstate.

One day after school, Jimmy stopped by the library and passed Barbara’s desk and headed to the adult section, like he always did. Today she looked particularly hot – even Jimmy (and the women patrons – mostly mothers with pre-school age kids) noticed her, whispering amongst themselves. She wore a low-cut white cotton blouse, the top three buttons opened, revealing a red laced bra visible underneath showing off her jaw-dropping cleavage.

Her tits poked through the two layers of material, standing out like two pencil points. She had on a very short black leather skirt with a wide red belt, and black stiletto heels, more suited to walking down a runway than the sections of a public library. She had very long shiny auburn hair that fell in between her cleavage, and facial makeup which included deep blue eye shadow, heavy mascara, eyeliner, and bright red lipstick.

Once in the adult section, Jimmy went to the book section and happened upon his favorite book; kind of a “how-to” crossdress convincingly, loaded with brilliant photos, and detailed instructions on makeup, hair, clothing (including lingerie that hid a cock bulge), and other chapters on going out dressed in public – “The Big Reveal” the chapter was called. Jimmy’s secret passion was to dress like Barbara and go out in public. Whenever he had that book open, his cock was always hard, and he wanted to take that book home, but he was too embarrassed to bring it to Barbara’s counter to borrow it.

Barbara paid little attention to Jimmy because he always went to that back section. But this was one day when she had reason to go back there – to return some borrowed books. The first inkling that Barbara was there was when Jimmy caught a whiff of her strong perfume, and a hint of tobacco smoke.

Jimmy’s cock was hard even before he picked his eyes up to notice her standing in front of his table. Opened in front of him was his favorite book. He happened to glance at her out of the corner of his eye. She said nothing to him and shelved the books in her hands. Had she seen what he was reading? Probably, but she said nothing, and for that, Jimmy was grateful.

Jimmy sometimes spent hours ogling the pictures, and paying close attention to the descriptions of makeup and dress. All Jimmy could do was look. He had no access to any real articles of clothing, especially lingerie. He lingered over those photos, wondering how great they would feel slipping over his hairless legs and his cock. If he was home, he would take that book into the privacy of his bedroom or bathroom and jerk off to his favorite sections.

Today he looked to see if there were any new arrivals, and there were some short novels on transgender romance. He skimmed through a couple of those, but like his favorite book, he was afraid to check any of them out.

He looked at his phone and it was four thirty. He thought about Desiree, wondering what would happen if he confessed his desire to cross dress, and what would happen if he asked her to “borrow” some clothing and makeup to try. If he was going to ask anyone, it would have to be Desiree.

Jimmy was a spontaneous sort when it came to getting what he wanted, so he went outside the library to call her and see if he could come over and talk to her. They had homework in several subjects together, and she thought it would be fun if he came over, had dinner with her family and then went to her room to work. Desiree’s parents knew Jimmy and judged him to be “safe” as far as allowing him to be in their daughter’s room with the door closed.

Jimmy had a lot of sexual tension whenever he left the library. The urge to cross dress lately was getting more and more, so finding an understanding girl to help him became an absolute necessity. On his way out of the library today, he saw Barbara sitting on the library steps smoking one of those long, ladies cigarettes – Virginia Slims 120s. That was another fetish of his – watching beautiful women smoke. He even bought a pack at a gas station down past the town limits, and smoked secretly in his backyard. It got him hard instantly. He imagined how powerful it would be if he could dress, smoke and jerk off at the same time.

He wondered if Barbara noticed him staring at her. It wasn’t a long, like “Oh my God” stare, but he caught her eye just long enough for her to notice him staring.

As soon as the call ended, Jimmy got in his car and drove the two miles to Desiree’s house. “Hey Jimmy,” Desiree said, smiling as she opened the door. “Come on in. Mom ordered pizza for dinner since you’re coming over. I hope that’s okay?”

“Are you kidding Des – that’s great!”

After dinner and some neutral banter about this and that with her parents, Desiree and Jimmy took their books and laptops up to her room, closing the door. “Say Des, before we get started, can I talk to you about something?”

“Sure Jimmy, what’s up.”

Even though Desiree was understanding, Jimmy was still shy about talking to her, and he was hesitant.

“Come on Jimmy. I can see something’s bothering you, so out with it kiddo.”

Jimmy cleared his throat. “Umm, this is a little embarrassing Des, but I think I want to try crossdressing,” he said, expecting laughter and ridicule. But he was pleasantly surprised.

“Don’t be upset Jimmy. To tell you the truth, I was wondering when you were going to tell me something like that.”

“You were?”

“Yes. We’ve been friends since elementary school and there have been times when I wanted you to take me out, but I had a feeling that you wouldn’t. Also, I never noticed you looking at guys, so I didn’t think you were gay.”

“I see,” Jimmy said. Her remarks didn’t deflate his ego, they just reinforced what he understood. “Were you disappointed that I never, you know, asked you out?”

“Yes, at first, until I began to think about it. I think you would be happy crossdressing, and maybe even transitioning someday.”

“Really Des?” Now Jimmy was getting excited and wondering what the next step would be.

“Yeah Jimmy. Tell you what. I’m gonna do something for you that no girl in this school would ever do for you. I’m gonna let you try on some of my clothes and see how you like it.” She didn’t wait long to see Jimmy’s reaction. His face lit up like a Christmas Tree. “Also, I know that crossdressing would be difficult for you,” she said with a sly grin, “because you don’t have a sister you could ‘borrow’ girl’s clothes from.”

Jimmy was flabbergasted. “Okay, can we do it now? I know your parents are downstairs.”

“No they aren’t. Tonight’s Thursday and they went out food shopping.”

Desiree was laughing when she saw how happy Jimmy was. She moved over to her dresser drawers and pulled out a green satin G-String, and a matching green laced bra.

She tossed them to him. “Here. Would you be more comfortable going into the bathroom to change, or would you like to change in front of me? It really doesn’t matter. I have an older brother you know. I’ve seen guys naked before.” That was true. Desiree’s older brother Kyle was in his last year of medical residency, and she’d seen him parading around in his underwear, much to her disgust.

“Okay, I’ll change in the bathroom,” Jimmy said and left her bedroom.

Once in the bathroom, Jimmy slipped out of his clothes and left them in a heap on the floor.

His heart was beating fast as he slipped Desiree’s thong up and over his legs. The silkiness gave him a massive hard on as he felt the cool, soft material work its way up his legs. When he settled it around his cock and his balls, the feeling was indescribable. It just felt ‘so right.’ He never felt so like . . . himself. Then he placed the back strap between his butt cheeks, and it was wonderful. It caused a stirring deep inside him. He wouldn’t tell Desiree, but he thought he needed “something” to complete his intense feelings. That something he had trouble articulating . . . but it was a cock.

The bra was a stretch bra that he placed over his head, and it pulled the skin of his chest in tight, giving him the illusion of cleavage. He looked at himself in the mirror and turned around. It was the most natural feeling in the world. When he came out of the bathroom and walked into Desiree’s room, her mouth dropped open.

“Wow Jimmy – you look, I mean you are – fantastic!”

“I’ll bet it feels good, natural, right?”

Jimmy slowly nodded his head. “Yes it does.” Then he told her about the hours spent in the library looking at the books in the adult section. He said nothing of the hot librarian that seemed to take some sort of an interest in him.

“Now I have something for you that I think you’ll really enjoy!”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

Desiree picked up a makeup case from the top of her dresser drawers and handed it to him. “I’ll sit you in front of my vanity mirror and you can watch the magic take place,” she said.

Jimmy sat on her vanity chair and Desiree went to work. She started with the compound on his hairless face, and went all the way to the blue eye shadow to match his brown eyes and hair, and then the mascara, lipstick and lip liner.

“I kind of know how to do this stuff from the YOUTUBE videos I watch,” he told her.

“Okay, so consider this a private tutoring session where I reinforce what you already know,” she said, smiling. When she was done, they were both stunned at how feminine he looked.

Studying him from a few steps away Desiree said, “You know, I kind of wish you could dress like this all the time because I always wanted a close girlfriend. Now, you’re the closest thing to that I have.”

“Really?” Jimmy was happy.

“Yes Jimmy, I mean it,” Desiree said. She hugged him and kissed him on the cheek.

“You wanna try a one-piece dress I have? I think it’ll fit you,” she said.

“Sure, let’s do it!”

Desiree walked to her closet and slid some hangers down the rack until she came to a cream colored, one-piece short, tight dress. Jimmy couldn’t hide his hard on and Desiree smiled, even though she knew it wasn’t for her. The only thing missing was a wig, but Jimmy wore his hair with a part in the middle and it came below his collar, so he was like a girl with short hair. The way she then did up his hair with a curling iron made “the old Jimmy” disappear. It was really hard to tell it was him, and for a minute the illusion even fooled Desiree.

“Wow Jimmy! I swear to God, I would never know it was you.”

“What can I say Des; you’re a genius with makeup.”

“Tell you what. I don’t really wear these things. So I can let you borrow all of it, and we can go shopping for more stuff, like maybe some costume jewelry; earrings and stuff.”

“Sounds great! Why don’t we go to the mall this weekend?”

“It’s a date.” Desiree realized what she just said, and quickly corrected herself. “Well, you know what I mean.”

Jimmy laughed. “Yes I do.”

So Jimmy changed, removed the makeup, and she gave him a bag to bring all the clothes and some extra makeup home. He was saddened when he took everything off. He really wanted to keep it on. Leaving Desiree’s house, he wasn’t the same person who came over earlier. He felt stronger, emotionally, and more like himself than he had ever felt in his life.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________

___

The next day after school, when Jimmy went to the library, he passed Barbara’s desk, and he was smiling because he was privy to a secret that sort of involved her. She was his “goal,” or rather, looking like her was. She picked up a change in his attitude and it made her a bit curious.

He went right to his favorite book – the big one with all the instructive color pictures. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to check it out, but he had to have it. . But then he saw that the book was marked “NOT FOR BORROWING. LIBRARY READING ONLY.”

Jimmy was disappointed . What could he do? So after he was done reading it, he quickly stuck it into his book bag. He planned to take it home with him, and jerk off to some favorite pictures. Eventually, he planned to return it. But after he got home and put on Desiree’s thong, bra, and dress and laid down on his bed, thumbing through the book, he thought about keeping it. He couldn’t help himself – he had to jerk off to his favorite pictures of transgender women. He also went onto some transgender woman and smoking fetish sites on FLICKRR, and jerked off to both, careful not to get any jizz on the photos in the book. Of course, his parents were both at work.

On Monday, he skipped the library for the first time in days. Why should he go? He had everything at home now. He also skipped going on Tuesday and Wednesday. On Thursday however, he decided to go and see if they had any new arrivals in the adult section. As soon as he settled in his seat and placed his laptop and books on his table, he got up and went to the shelves. He knew all the books by heart and could even tell if someone else had been browsing there. It looked like no one did. Much to his delight, he found a new volume. It was a graphic transgender novel in the Japanese style – Manga. They were very explicit, but in black and white. Color books in Manga were rare. He was turning the pages and became aroused when he smelled Barbara’s perfume next to his table.

He looked up and she was standing in front of him with her arms folded and a serious look on her face, looking as stunning as ever. “Jimmy is it?” she said with an ‘I got you’ kind of expression in her voice.

“Oh hello Ms. Early,” Jimmy said, starting to perspire. “What’s up?”

Smirking, she walked around to the side of the table and looked at his lap. “You mean aside from your cock Jimmy?”

He was shocked and a bolt of fear ran through him. “Wh-what do you mean?” he asked.

“I think you know. Since the beginning of the school year you’ve come to this section every day, but this week was the first time you haven’t come here. I thought at first you might have been sick, or involved in some extra-curricular activities, but I don’t think so. I’ve seen you here with a very special book Jimmy. Each day after you left, the book has always been placed back on the shelf, but for the last few days, the days you weren’t here, it’s been missing. I’m wondering if maybe you have it? Perhaps let’s say, you just ‘forgot’ to place it back on the shelf?”

“Uh no, I don’t know what you mean. I just come here to look at some of the transgender books, but I always place them back on the shelves. To tell you the truth,” he said, hoping that a confession of sorts would relieve the pressure on him, “I’ve been shy about taking them out.”

“Well, the particular book I’m thinking of you wouldn’t have been able to check out. It can’t be borrowed. So that leaves only one possibility – you took it. Didn’t you Jimmy?”

The blushing on his face confessed for him. He had only one choice – to be straight with her. “I guess I may have borrowed it,” he said, his head and his voice sinking low.

She seemed to be enjoying herself. “You know that book costs the library about two hundred and fifty dollars. I could call the police.” Of course, there was no hard evidence, it was purely circumstantial, but his parents would find out, and probably his school too. So Jimmy was at her mercy. What would she do?

She leaned in close to him, the smell of perfume and tobacco smoke giving him an extreme hard on. “But calling the police would be a terrible thing to do to a young man who probably plans to attend college, right Jimmy? Also, the fact that you’re over eighteen makes this even more serious. It could cause you endless embarrassment and would follow you around wherever you went.”

That part was a little hard to believe. I mean, it’s just a book, he thought. It kinda’ sounded like she was exaggerating, but Jimmy wasn’t going to haul out his laptop now and study the Maine criminal code. The silence was uncomfortable, yet there was something “arousing” about it. He was confused. What was she getting at with this line of questioning?

“Okay, okay, Ms. Early. I do have it. I’m sorry. I was planning to return it - honest I was.”

She drew a deep breath and looked at him sitting in a pool of sweat at the table.

“I tell you what Jimmy. I can’t really let you get away with this, but perhaps we could come to some kind of an arrangement.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“You’re going to come over to my house this Saturday night and I will administer a suitable punishment and then we can forget the whole thing Jimmy. Oh, and remember to bring the book with you. Now take out your phone and we’ll exchange numbers, and I’ll text you my address.”

After they exchanged numbers, Ms. Early smiled at Jimmy and walked out of the room, purposely wiggling her ass in a very arousing way. What the hell was I in for, he thought?

That night Jimmy called Desiree.

“Des, I have to tell you something?”

“What happened Jimmy? You sound frightened.”

“Well, remember I told you about that transgender book in the library? The one with the photos and tips on makeup and dress for transgender women and all?”

“Yeah, so what about it? I thought we covered everything really well at my house.”

“Well see, I took the book home, and I wasn’t supposed to – it can’t be borrowed, and the librarian caught me.” Jimmy told her all about Barbara Early, and how she always looked at him funny.

“Wait, so this librarian wants you to come over to her house and ‘teach you something???’”

“Yeah, can you believe that? But the alternative for me . . . well the book is expensive, and she threatened to call the cops on me.”

“It sounds very weird Jimmy. What does your gut tell you?”

“I don’t think I have much of a choice. I have to go there.”

“Humm. You know what I think?”

“What?”

“I think you should go over there, but I think you should go over there dressed . . .”

“Are you SERIOUS Des? Why would I do that?”

“What’s the worst that can happen Jimmy? I know there are some women that ‘have a thing’ for men who crossdress. I mean she knows you enjoy it. You should face up to . . . who you really are. Listen, we’ll do some shopping on Saturday, and we’ll buy you stuff that will really make you look hot.

“I’ll see you Saturday, okay? And stop worrying about Saturday night. You might enjoy yourself. I don’t think this librarian is a serial killer or anything like that!”

She had a point. What’s the worst that can happen, Jimmy thought. Plus he couldn’t deny the fact that she aroused him tremendously. He had a hard on now just thinking about Barbara. So Jimmy slipped on Desiree’s thong in the privacy of his room and jerked off to thoughts of Barbara sucking on his cock.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________

___

On Saturday Jimmy and Desiree went to the mall and shopped for clothes for Jimmy. He was about the same size as Desiree and very embarrassed about trying the stuff on, but the place was so busy, that no one thought anything of it when both of them went into the dressing room and tried everything on. They were both the same size with some slight differences, like breast size.

Jimmy decided to get dressed for the night at Desiree’s house. If anything got crazy at Barbara’s, Desiree would pick him up. He wore a very hot, short, tight-fitting one-piece red dress, with a low-cut front, and a stretch bra with cups that pulled his chest together, and gave him the look of B-size cups. It was better than he hoped for. The best part were sheer black nylon panty hose that attached to a girdle that went on top of the thong. It had a nice "girly touch"- pink bows at the top where the straps were. The urge to jerk off right there was overpowering, but he told himself that he must save himself for what may come with Barbara.

Desiree picked out a wig – jet black in a bob style, along with some costume jewelry – a golds bracelet and clip-on hoop earrings. As usual, Desiree’s makeup job was fabulous, and without a really hard look, Jimmy couldn’t even tell it was him.

“We’re forgetting something Jimmy.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“We need a ‘feminine persona’ for you,” Desiree said, sounding professional as the words came out. He hadn’t thought of that.

“I like ‘Debbie,’ how about that?” Jimmy said.

“Debbie . . . Debbie. Humm. Has a nice ring to it. I guess if we go out as friends together sometimes, then Desiree and Debbie is great! Good. So from now on, only when you’re dressed, we’ll call you Debbie.” So not only was Jimmy dressed the part, but he had a girl’s name to go along with it.

The ride to Barbara’s house was about twenty minutes, and her porch lights were turned on. Jimmy turned into the gravel driveway and pulled in behind her car; a 2021 green Jeep Wrangler.

Jimmy (Debbie) was sweating, and his heart was beating fast. This whole idea was stupid, he thought. What was the point of dressing for her anyway. Wouldn’t a hot woman like that prefer a real man anyway? After he clicked his car locked he realized he forgot the book in the back seat. Shit! He had to unlock the car and get it out, before she could come to the door. So now, book in hand, “she” walked up the steps to Barbara’s wooden, railed porch and rang the bell. “Her” mouth was dry from nerves.

The door opened and at first Barbara seemed confused. “Jimmy?” she asked, squinting and trying to look through the makeup. She started laughing. “WOW! You look totally amazing! I never expected anything like this. Come in, come in please. Here, have a seat in the kitchen and I’ll get some drinks. You like wine?” While she was looking around and still in a bit of shock, the librarian in her came out and she said, “Oh good. I see you brought the book.”

“Wine sounds great Barbara.”

Barbara went to a cabinet over the sink and pulled out a bottle of Cabernet and a couple of long stem glasses.

“Well,” she said, looking Jimmy (Debbie) over. “I certainly see you walk the walk. I must admit I’m very surprised and pleased. It saves me the trouble,” she said with an evil little grin. “Tell me something Jimmy, how long have you been dressing for?”

His courage and self-assurance grew, and he said: “You can call me ‘Debbie’ while I’m dressed up, and actually tonight is the first time I’ve gone out like this in public.”

“Oh, I feel honored. I actually get very turned on by young men who crossdress. You know I had plans like this as part of your punishment for stealing that book. You see, I also like dominating men who crossdress. I used to be married to a ‘SISSY’ . . . and I forced him to wear schoolgirl outfits with pigtails and walk around on a leash.” Barbara put her hand up to her chin and stared at Debbie.

“So what happened to your husband?” Debbie asked.

Barbara gave off kind of a snort and said, “Oh! The shithead cheated on me with a gay man. Can you believe that? I gave him everything he wanted. We had our own little game together, but it wasn’t enough, so the bastard cheated on me! I shot him and buried him in the back yard, underneath the rose bushes!”

“WHAT THE FUUUUUCK!???”

Barbara laughed. “I’m only kidding silly! But looking back, it might not have been a bad idea. Now she was smiling at the joke which almost made Jimmy bolt for the door.

“Oh Debbie, Debbie! We’re going to have lots of fun starting tonight,” Barbara said and put her hands together smiling.

Debbie felt her cock was going to burst. She couldn’t believe that she was actually here with the object of all her fantasies, ready to do whatever. Barbara reached into her black leather bag on the floor next to the kitchen table and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120mm Menthol cigarette. Debbie was eyeing it hungrily as Barbara lit up with a slim silver butane lighter.

“So I see you also have a bit of a smoking fetish too Debbie. My ex-husband did too. But let’s not talk about him anymore, okay?”

“Sure, fine with me.”

“Here, have one,” Barbara said, the newly lit 120 dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She was getting turned on watching Debbie get off on her smoking fetish.

Sitting there at her table, dressed in heavy makeup, wearing a very hot outfit and looking just like a cum-sucking slut was making Debbie’s cock burst. Barbara was wearing a short, tight black fabric skirt with a high slit up the sides and her long, auburn hair was pulled back and up in a bun. She wore her signature heavy makeup too and her thick, black framed glasses too. She had on one of her white cotton long sleeved blouses, as if she was ready to go to work.

After a few minutes of sitting together, smoking and drinking wine, Debbie felt the sexual tension could be cut with a knife. Barbara was sitting across from her acting like a tease, studying her and planning “her next move.” It was a bit disconcerting, and then Barbara said, “It’s time we began your punishment Debbie.”

“I’m taking you upstairs to my bedroom and we’re going to start.”

Barbara stood up and grabbed Debbie by the wrist and pulled her up, leading her out of the kitchen and up the stairs to her bedroom. The bedroom was large with a king-sized bed with a canopy and wooden poles on the corners. The carpet was a bright red which had a “stimulating element” to it. A large walk-in closet stood off to the side, with a bathroom opposite the bed.

Still holding onto Debbie’s hand she pulled her to the bed and made her sit down facing her. Barbara smiled and walked closer to her, her hand reaching underneath Debbie’s skirt and finding her hard cock.

“Oooh, what do we have here? I didn’t give you permission to get a boner, now did I, you slutty little thief? And, what a lovely little boner it is. I’ll bet it’s never been touched before, now has it Debbie?”

“No ma’am it hasn’t,” Debbie answered trancelike.

“Ma’am, ma’am?? I kind of like that. You know that dress looks very pretty on you, and I’ll bet that cock has never been sucked before either, has it, you dirty little pervert you?”

“No Barbara it hasn’t.”

“You haven’t earned the right to call me Barbara, slut. You’ll call me Ms. Early until I say otherwise, now got it!?” she yelled, making Debbie jump.

“Okay Ms. Early,” Debbie said, trembling.

“Good.”

Barbara let go of Debbie’s cock but not before it leaked a bit of pre cum on her thong. This was torture, Debbie thought. She was getting worked up something awful, dying for Barbara’s soft, smoky lips to wrap themselves around her cock. Barbara walked over to her black, leather bag on the floor and pulled out two more cigarettes, lighting both at the same time. Giving Debbie one, she lingered in front of her, taking a French inhale, and Debbie followed suit which pleased her. “You’re a natural Debbie. It pleases me no end to see you smoking like a dirty cum-slut. After tonight the whole point of your life will be to live to suck on cocks! Isn’t that right Debbie??”

Afraid to say anything else, Debbie answered “Yes, Ms. Early.”

Now with one hand Barbara flipped up Debbie’s skirt and pulled down her G-String, making Debbie lift her ass off the bed, settling the G-String around Debbie’s ankles on top of her black pumps. “Spread those legs apart slut!” she ordered.

Barbara placed an ashtray on the floor in front of Debbie and started rubbing Debbie’s bare cock with her soft fingertips. She dug her long, cherry red painted nails into the soft flesh of the shaft of her cock, and stroked it from tip to base, rubbing her fingers with the pre cum that had formed. Looking Debbie right in the eyes, she placed her wet fingers slowly into her mouth like a piece of candy and ran her tongue around it.

“I love the taste of your cum Debbie. I’m dying to taste more, and you’re going to give it to me, right?”

“Yes, Ms. Early,” Debbie said, swallowing hard, still in disbelief of what was going down now.

“Now you’re going to take the punishment you deserve, SLUT!!” she yelled, making Debbie jump. Barbara dropped to her knees and before Debbie knew what was happening, Barbara’s fingers were drawing her cock close to her lips. She played with her cock, bumping her closed lips up against it and then slowly sticking her tongue out and touching Debbie’s cock slit. Debbie closed her eyes and threw her head back and chills went up and down her body. Now Barbara opened her mouth ever so slightly and moved her tongue around the head of Debbie’s cock causing more pre cum to leak out, which Barbara noisily slurped up. All the time her eyes were looking up at Debbie, which only turned Debbie on more.

Slowly, agonizingly, Barbara’s mouth covered the whole of Debbie’s “helmet”, going up and down on it, and coming off it every so often to take drags off her cigarette and blow the smoke over her cock.

Her mouth was very wet, and her lips were like silk. Barbara skillfully moved her wet bottom lip over the sensitive tuft of cock flesh on the underside, back and forth. Debbie moaned, and Barbara let out a small chuckle at the effect she was having on “her captive.” She went faster and faster, sucking and licking the entirety of Debbie’s cock from top to bottom.

By reflex, Debbie moved her ass off the bed and went in sync with Barbara’s bobbing head. She wanted Barbara to swallow her up completely, the exquisite torture continuing. By now it was too much to take, and Debbie hissed between her clenched teeth and Barbara picked up her speed, making an even tighter seal with her lips. A cannon shot of cum flew out of Debbie’s cock, not once, but three times in rapid succession, hitting the back of Barbara’s throat. It was too much cum and some of it drooled down the corners of Barbara’s lips. She kept thrusting, until it seemed that Debbie’s cock was totally clean of cum. Barbara kept sucking but slowed down a bit.

Then she stopped sucking completely and took her head off of Debbie’s cock, kissing her on the mouth after taking another drag off her cigarette and giving her a smoky exhale. To Debbie’s amazement, her cock was still hard as a rock, even after emptying herself of all her jizz. Barbara’s tongue was wrapping itself around Debbie’s, and they both stayed that way for what seemed like minutes; no talking between them.

Finally, it was Barbara who spoke about softly about one inch from Debbie’s mouth. “You were excellent Debbie. I think you’ve earned the right to call me Barbara now.” To Debbie this was a big plus. What more “punishment” could there possibly be?

“Now, it’s time for you please me and be my personal . . .” she kissed her repeatedly while she spoke, “little smoky, reeky cum-slut. Are you ready?”

“Yes, of course,” she answered as though hypnotized.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

______________

___

“Okay just sit there,” Barbara ordered. She walked over to her walk-in closet and reached up on the top shelf and pulled out a pink box, then came back to stand in front of her.

“What’s in the box?”

Barbara grinned, and looking at her, slowly took the lid off the box, pulling out a pink, plastic contraption. It was a plastic mesh and shaped kind of like an Oxygen mask.

“This my love is called a ‘cock cage.’ I’m going to have you stand up and place it around your cock and your balls so you can’t touch yourself. It’s something that no self-respecting sissy cum-slut should ever be without. So stand up.”

Debbie stood at the side of the bed facing Barbara, and held the short hem of her dress up. She was still hard as a rock – and big, so it was quite painful when Barbara forced it on her. Then she took out a small gold metal pad lock and key. She slowly opened it, and Debbie’s eyes widened. “How long . . .”

“SHUSH!” Barbara exclaimed putting an index finger up to her lips. “Until I say it comes off.” Barbara snapped the lock in place and placed the key back in the box, then put it back on the top shelf of her walk-in closet.

She now stood in front of Debbie. “Now for the next part my slutty little book thief.”

Barbara reached behind her and untied the bow that held her hair up and shook her head causing her long, shiny auburn hair to fall between her cleavage. She was biting her bottom lip as she undid her short black skirt and let it dop to the floor. She was wearing a bright red G-String with a matching laced girdle attached to sheer black nylon panty hose. She undid the straps and let the girdle fall to the carpet. She stepped out of it and kicked it to the side. Then she placed her thumb underneath the front pouch of the G-String and stared at Debbie in the face. She lit a cigarette and let it dangle out the side of her mouth, causing Debbie’s cock to ache as it fought to get out of the cock cage, but to no avail.

Slowly, Barbara’s thumb pulled down her G-String and what Debbie saw next caused her eyes to widen in amazement, causing a million questions to flood her mind. Barbara had a large, seven-inch cock that sprang up from a shaved pubic area, poking up to the ceiling.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? YOU HAVE A . . . A COCK!?”

“Very good Debbie, my little cum-slut. I see you have a knowledge of anatomy,” she said laughing. “What’s the matter; never seen a girl with a cock before?” Then, answering herself she said, “No, probably not except for that book you so love, and maybe in some videos you probably watch at home, am I right?”

“Yeah, I mean, umm . . .”

“It’s okay. I like surprising guys, er., I mean crossdressing men. But what puzzles me a little bit is what you are exactly. I know you love to crossdress, but how far do you want to take it? See, about ten years ago, I decided to transition fully. Well, except for my cock. I like having a cock. I can have loads of fun with it. I like to think of myself as a ‘shemale,’ you know, like they have in Thailand.”

“I get it, yeah. I haven’t decided exactly that’s what I want to do yet.”

“Oh Debbie, Debbie. I should really punish you for lying to me. I know you love it. Just admit it and run with it. We can have lots of fun! Now, get on the bed on all fours, doggie style and face the front.”

Debbie did as she was told, ad Barbara went to her night table and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She got on the bed behind Debbie and pulled her G-String off and tossed it on the floor, along with her girdle which strapped to the pantyhose she wore.

“Oh Debbie, I love the little bow on your pantyhose, it’s such a sissy touch! It’s perfect,” she said laughing.

Barbara’s hands gently massaged the sides of Debbie’s buttocks, and her fingertips tickled her. Every fingernail was long and painted except for her right index finger which was painted but cut short.

Then Debbie felt a cool, slick sensation between her butt cheeks as Barbara placed the K-Y Jelly from her cherry asshole (boy pussy or “bussy”) up to her balls. It made her tense up. Then Barbara spread Debbie’s but cheeks apart and placed some of the K-Y over her large cock, and she touched Debbie’s cherry bussy with it, moving it in a slow circle.

Debbie gasped, and was seized with a pure craving for cock. It was the perfect thing; everything she needed and desired since discovering that book section in the library. Now Barbara moved slowly and began inserting her large cock. It made Debbie clench her fists and grasp the bed sheets. She let out a whimper.

“Okay Debbie honey. Try to relax. I remember my first time.” Barbara laughed. “The guy had to be at least twelve inches long – I kid you not. It was an awesome cock! Just try to relax, and soon the pain will be replaced with a wonderful pleasure, okay?”

Debbie wordlessly shook her head up and down.

“Good,” Barbara said, and slowly went in and out, not going farther than the head of her cock at first. Gradually, Debbie calmed down, still squirming a bit. Barbara playfully slapped her ass. “I told you just relax!”

The squirming stopped and Barbara went farther this time. She went slowly deeper and deeper and faster and faster inside Debbie. Her pain was still real, but she wanted more – she didn’t want Barbara to stop. She got int a fast rhythm now and Debbie met her thrusts back and forth. “My God Debbie, I love virgin bussy! It’s so sweet and tight.”

Barbara could hold back no longer and shot a huge load deep inside Debbie. She felt a nice, warm wet feeling go all the way through her. Without even touching her cock, she had a deep feeling inside her, like a sneeze welling up and short a warm fast load onto the bed sheets – amazing, so soon after cumming from the crazy, hot blow job she got from Barbara.

Barbara kept thrusting and thrusting, and still Debbie wanted more and more. “Don’t stop Barbara, PLEASE DON’T STOP!!” she was shouting.

Barbara kept going. Soon, she shot a second load deep inside Debbie, and Debbie was still hard, her cock aching in the cage, but she didn’t mind the pain. It was like she had her own pussy, and she loved it.

Now Barbara was exhausted and lay her head on Debbie’s backside, not moving. She softly told Debbie, “That was amazing sweetheart, soooo good. I’ve never had a virgin like you before.”

She pulled out and Debbie and her faced each other, both on their knees, locked in a deep kiss. Debbie could still taste her own cum on Barbara’s mouth. Barbara’s cock brushed up against Debbie’s cock cage.

Breathless, she said, “I hope you learned a good lesson tonight not to steal books anymore.”

“I learned a lot more than that,” Debbie said sweetly to her.

“The rest of your punishment my dear is to come over here as often as I see fit. Or else, I may have to call the police over your book theft!”

“But I brought it over tonight!” Debbie said, her eyes wide open.

Barbara laughed, and said, “I was only joking my love. Now, when can I see you again?”

“Well with school and everything, I guess Monday in the library.”

“No silly, I meant here!”

“Oh, next Saturday night for sure.”

“That’s better. It’s what I wanted to here. There’s still a lot you don’t know.” Barbara kissed her deeply and Debbie headed over to Desiree’s house to change into Jimmy’s clothes.
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It was two am and Desiree quietly opened the front door and led Debbie upstairs to her room. “Good thing you don’t have a dog,” Debbie said.

“So tell me all the dirt. I’m guessing you had the time of your life! I’m so excited for you Jimmy!” They had to speak in whispers.

“Well, when I’m dressed you can call me Debbie, remember?”

“Oh right,” Desiree said. “I forgot,” she said laughing.

“Yeah, it was unbelievable, and you’ll never guess what happened. It totally blew my mind.”

“What did?”

“Ms. Early is really a transgender woman.”

“What?? No shit! So . . . I’m guessing, you know, you got it on with her?”

“Oh that, and more.”

Desiree could barely contain her excitement. “Jimmy, er., Debbie, I’m so happy for you.” It was just like she was speaking to one of her girlfriends.

“You wanna know the funniest thing Des? I finally found out the truth about myself. I want to transition fully to Debbie.”

“That’s wonderful Debbie, I’m so happy for you!”

Debbie proceeded to tell Desiree about everything that happened earlier – even the cock cage.

“Wow Jimmy, (he was in his street clothes now and the makeup was off) I’m so impressed with you. So tell me; what’s this ‘Barbara’ like, anyway?”

“Well, she comes off tough, you know? Like when she caught me and knew I stole that book, I really thought for a second that my life was over. When I went to her house, I think your idea of helping me get dressed was the right thing to do. She didn’t even recognize me at first. You’re an absolute genius with the makeup and clothes!”

“Why thank you Jimmy. Maybe I can have a side business – you know, ‘assisted transitions,’” she said, and they both laughed quietly.

“Okay, I gotta go and sneak back to my house now. God I hope my parents are asleep!”

“Sure. I’ll see you in school Monday. Lemme walk you downstairs, and I’ll keep your clothes here, right?”

“Oh thanks! I was wondering what I would do with those. I don’t think my parents could accept Debbie – not just now anyway.”

So Jimmy made his way home and had a lot to think about.

***

ON MONDAY MORNING in his first class of the day, Jimmy felt different. He thought he could “read” girls differently. His whole outlook on life had changed. One thing didn’t change, however, and that was the attitude of those football jocks – Clayton, Doug, and Tim. They were unusually quiet in Spanish Language Seminar. Most of the time they started first thing in the morning with the insults or a shove, but today they seemed to forget about him. But when Jimmy turned around to look at them in the back of the lecture hall he got hit in the face with a rolled up piece of paper. Then Clayton, the one who threw it made a “slitting” motion across his throat. That sent chills through Jimmy’s body. Where was Desiree? Was she sick today? She was always early and would often protect him from their insults.

But towards the end of the seminar, she came in late. She sat in her regular seat next to Jimmy and mouthed “I’ll tell you later.” So after about 45 minutes of verb conjugations, she met him outside the class.

“My dad had trouble starting the car. He called AAA and they had to tow the car to the service station. It was a broken starter.”

“You know Des, it’s no problem. I can pick you up from now on. I don’t know why I didn’t think of that before.”

“Oh that’s so sweet Jimmy. Thank you!”

“Oh that’s sooooo sweet Jimmy!” It was Clayton, standing behind Desiree and Jimmy in the hall. “Well if it isn’t the fag and the fag hag!” Doug and Timmy, standing next to him broke out laughing.

“Hey Jimmy, what’s that?” Clayton asked, pointing to the wall on the side of Jimmy. When he and Desiree turned to look at the wall, Clayton punched Jimmy really hard in the solar plexus, making him double over with pain.

“YOU STUPID BASTARD CLAYTON!! What the fuck do you think you’re doing??” Desiree exclaimed, balling her fists.

“Oh look at this guys – the fag hag looks like she wants to fight for her favorite fag! Really Desiree, what the fuck are YOU gonna do?”

“I’ll tell Dean Cowens, that’s what I’ll do.” He was the Dean of Students.

“Oh yeah? Where are your witnesses?” When one of Jimmy’s friends, Scott Hancock looked like he was stepping up, one look from Clayton sent him scurrying away. “Yeah, I thought so.”

“No witnesses, no crime sweet cakes, see? That’s the American system of justice at work.” This made the three morons laugh.

That day during phys ed, the last class of the day, they were playing flag football and Jimmy got a bullet pass right to his head from fifty yards away from Clayton, the school’s star quarterback. That knocked Jimmy to the ground, and he went to the campus infirmary office right after the incident. Desiree was watching from the stands, and she came running over with Jimmy’s friend Scott and got him over there.

“Jimmy, things are getting really bad! We have got to do something!” Desiree said to him in the nurse practitioner’s office sounding frightened.

“Like what” Jimmy said. “It’s only a matter of time before those assholes bring a knife to the fight and I’m cooked.” Clayton’s brother was a Marine and Clayton once brought his brother’s K-Bar knife to show it off.

“I’m not sure yet Jimmy, but I’ll come up with something.”

“Why am I always scared when you come up with plans?”

Desiree laughed. “Because when it comes to protecting my friends I can have a very evil mind.”

The infirmary NP, Mrs. Buford, a young woman in her late twenties was listening to their conversation. “You know guys, that asshole Clayton and his friends are well known in this office. They always manage to send someone here once a week at least. I’ve tried to explain this to Dean Cowens, but apparently Clayton’s father, Gilbert Sorrel is a very powerful businessman in this town, and everyone is afraid of him. He’s got powerful friends in local government and on the Board of the college. So Cowens buries his head in the sand and looks the other way. You’re lucky, I don’t see any signs of concussion but if you feel light headed or nauseous later in the day, you make sure you go to the hospital ED, okay?’

“Sure Mrs. Buford,” Jimmy said.

“Desiree, can you keep an eye on Jimmy this afternoon.”

“Yes Mrs. Buford, I will.”

“Please guys, call me Diane. Jimmy, are you sure you can drive home?”

“I’m not sure,” Jimmy said. “I’ve got a headache.

“That’s okay Jimmy, I’ll drive you home and my dad can pick me up later,” Desiree said.

“That’s good to hear Desiree,” Mrs. Buford said, sounding reassured.

“Desiree, can I speak to you for a few minutes alone please?”

Desiree looked at Jimmy.

“That’s fine Des. I’ll wait outside here until you’re done.” After Jimmy left, Diane closed the nurse’s office and sat next across her desk from Desiree.

“So what do you suggest we do, Mrs. Buford?” Desiree asked.

“Do you know the new librarian over at the town library main branch.” Immediately, Diane sat up straight, thinking of what “Debbie” told her last night. She would play it by ear and listen to what Diane had to say before possibly revealing Jimmy’s true self to her.

“Um, not directly, but I know Jimmy does. He spends a lot of time in there after school and on weekends.”

“Well, it just so happens that Barbara Early is . . . my brother.”

She waited for Desiree to be shocked, and said, “How come you’re not surprised by that?”

“Because I know she’s a transgender woman. Jimmy told me so. I’m gonna level with you Diane, Jimmy became very friendly with her, and he told her everything about his interest in the stuff that was in the ‘adult’ section.” She shifted around her seat a little uncomfortably and continued. “Last week Jimmy kind of stole a library book on crossdressing and transgender women, and she found out he took it. I’m not really sure how, but she caught him and made him bring the book over to her house on Saturday night.” Desiree looked at Diane for a reaction, saw none and kept going. “It seems Barbara took a big liking to Jimmy, and he has a BIG interest in crossdressing and possibly transitioning himself. So I helped Jimmy and went shopping with him Saturday and helped him pick out clothes. He went to her house dressed and stayed at her house really late. They, uh, kind of ‘got it on’ if you know what I mean, and now Jimmy has a feminine name – Debbie.”

“Oh my, this is interesting,” Diane said. “Barbara is divorced, and since then a few years ago, she hasn’t dated very much, so Jimmy must be very special to her.”

“Yes, that was the impression I got.”

“I think I have an idea of how Jimmy can get even with that asshole Clayton, so he’ll never bother Jimmy again!” Desiree said beaming from ear to ear. “But I’m going to need your help Diane,” Desiree said.

“What did you have in mind.”

“Okay, you know Halloween is two weeks away on Saturday, right?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well I was thinking, do you know the Goth Girl’s Sorority on campus? ALPHA GAMMA DELTA?”

“Oh yes,” Diane said laughing. “I’ve heard the stories. Aren’t they the ones who ‘specialize’ in turning straight boys into crossdressing . . .er., transgender girls, and other things I’m too embarrassed to mention? So what about them?”

“Well, my first cousin Samantha Prince is the president of the sorority. She’s practically a campus legend. Rumor has it she seduced Dean Cowens and made him a slave to all her wishes, even getting his son turned transgender!”

Diane shook her head. “You know, I was wondering how some campus funds were regularly transferred to them. I really like what they’ve done with the house. So where would they fit in with happened to Jimmy?”

“Simple,” Desiree said. “I talk to Samantha, and I ask her to invite those three idiots, Clayton, Timmy, and Dougie over to their Halloween bash. Last year when they were founded, their Halloween Party was legendary for all sorts of shenanigans and debauchery!”

Diane laughed. “I’m not sure I want all the details Desiree. Just as long as no one gets hurt, I’m down with it.” She paused for a moment, thinking. “So this would be a good way for Jimmy to get his revenge on them, is that it?”

“Exactly! With a little help from my cousin Sam and her sisters. Believe me, they won’t dare bother Jimmy anymore. Now can you talk to your brother Barbara, and ask her to come. The way she feels about Jimmy (Debbie) I’m positive she’d love to participate. I’ll ask Jimmy to talk to her too, and I’ll also speak to my cousin Sam and ask her to go their dorm and leave an invitation note on the asshole Clayton’s door. How does this sound?”

“Lots of moving parts, but I think it will work. I’d rather not come if it’s all right with you. My husband wouldn’t go for anything like that.”

“That’s fine Diane.” Desiree rubbed her hands together. “I’m so excited. This is going to be loads of fun!!”

“All right then, I’ll speak to my brother tonight.”

“Thank you so much Diane.”

“No problem Desiree. Those guys deserve what’s coming to them!”
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Okay Des, so what did you and Diane talk about?”

“You wanna stop at STARBUCKS. This conversation is gonna be longer than just a ride home, and I think some coffee will keep your mind sharp.”

“Why do I suddenly feel very frightened?” Jimmy asked.

“No need Jimmy. I’ll tell you all about it.”

“I can tell this is going to be good.”

When Desiree told Jimmy about her cousin Samantha , the Goth Girl’s Sorority, her conversation with Diane and her relation to Barbara he almost fell off the chair at their table.

“So you think this party idea of yours will really work?”

“Positive Jimmy. Just leave it to me and my cuz.”

“So how exactly, and what are we gonna do with Clayton?”

“Well, my cousin Samantha and her friends routinely get guys pretty fucked up on Rufalin and then, you know, ‘have their way’ with them. Samantha is also pretty talented when it comes to blackmail, so I don’t think those idiots will bother you again.”

“Okay Des, so what’s the next step?”

“I’ll talk to my cousin Sam later today. In the meantime, let’s go over to the library. I’d like to meet Barbara.”

“It sounds like a plan – let’s go.”

They finished their drinks and made the drive to the library. Barbara was surprised to see them and right away said, “Oh! Jimmy! What a nice surprise. Are you here to borrow any books??” she said with a smile. “And you must be the famous Desiree!” Barbara stood up from her desk, her legs showing nicely from her short, black leather skirt, came around to the front and gave Jimmy a hug and a kiss, and then hugged Desiree. Holding her at arm’s length she said, “Your reputation precedes you. I want to compliment you on the way you dressed up ‘Debbie’ and brought out her natural beauty so magnificently!”

“Why thank you Barbara, it’s so nice to meet you.”

“Well, likewise honey. Your friend here is a very special person, and I would do anything for ‘her.’”

“Yes I know, and that’s what we’re here for. Can we talk? In private if possible?”

“Yes, of course. The place is empty know. It should get busier for the evening study crowd. For some reason they like this place better than the campus library. We can talk here. Let me get a couple of chairs.”

“I’ll help with that Barbara.”

“Thanks honey,” Barbara said smiling broadly.

Jimmy and Barbara placed two chairs in the front of her desk and the three of them sat down.

“So what’s up? I’m guessing this is more than a simple introduction.”

“Yes it is Barbara,” Desiree said. “Did Jimmy, er., Debbie tell you about the trouble he’s having with three bullies on campus?”

“No, no, he didn’t say anything.” She had a look of concern on her face and looked between Desiree and him.

“Before we get into any of that, we just came from your sister Diane’s office at the campus infirmary.”

“Oh yes, Diane. She’s pretty good isn’t she? Does she have anything to do with this bully situation?”

Jimmy pointed to a spot just above his forehead where a lump was forming. “This is what I went to see your sister about. One of the jerks who’s bullying me threw a football hard right at my head from fifty yards away, and it hurts like hell!”

“Oh my! Let me look at that.”

Jimmy bent his head forward and Barbara gently touched the area with her fingertips. “Ouch, careful!”

“Sorry sweetheart. It must have been a helluva pass!” Barbara quickly withdrew her hand.

“Yeah it was. It would have been a touchdown pass if it reached the receiver, but thank God I don’t have a concussion.”

“Yes, lucky indeed. I trust Diane better than most doctors I know.”

“Yeah, she is really good,” Jimmy said.

“So we think you can help us with a little revenge plot here,” Desiree said.

“I’m all ears guys,” Barbara said.

Desiree told Barbara about her cousin Sam and the goth girl’s sorority, ALPHA GAMMA DELTA. Barbara said she knew it well. She knew it very well, and Barbara had some stories that made them both sit up straight in their chairs. After they finished telling her about how they planned to get Clayton drugged up and dressed, Barbara had a mischievous smile cross her face.

“This makes me very angry guys,” Barbara said. “I care a great deal for Debbie and anyone who hurts her is in BIG TROUBLE, and these guys certainly deserve whatever is coming to them. Consider me all in. I know where the sorority house is, so just give me the time and I’ll be there.” Turning to Desiree she said, “I want you to dress my Debbie here really, really extra slutty for the party.”

“Oh you can count on it Barbara!” Desiree said.

“In the meantime I’ll call my sister. I want to thank her for taking such good care of my sweetheart Debbie, and I’ll see you guys on Halloween at the house.”

After some more reassurance from Barbara, Desiree and Jimmy left just as the evening crowd from campus was coming in.

“That went well,” Jimmy said.

“It went better than I had hoped. I’m gonna call my cousin Sam tonight and those idiots will have their invitations tomorrow.”

So Desiree and Samantha had a long conversation, and Samantha was anxious to meet Jimmy, and they decided to dress ‘Debbie’ as a total Goth slut. On Tuesday, Samantha met Desiree, and they went shopping for “Debbie” at a local store in town where all the goth girl sorority sisters and their friends went. Desiree already had Debbie’s sizes down pat, so it was easy. She would be a real killer. Samantha insisted on doing the makeup, so they would get to the sorority house earlier than eight o’clock. Samantha had a lot of shopping to do for other things for the party and Desiree went with her.

They brought the clothes they bought for Debbie back to Samantha’s room at the goth sorority, and they were set. Later that evening Samantha called a meeting in their common room and gave the girls the plan for the night. They had three empty rooms picked out and they would use their favorite weapon in their arsenal – hidden cameras. It was a very powerful means of entrapment to ensnare new sisters, and also for punishing shit heads of which there were plenty on campus.
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“Hey guys, look at this!” Clayton said to his friends Timmy and Doug who were gathered in his room which he shared with Doug. “When I came home tonight I found this pasted on the door. Doug and Timmy gathered close to look at the bright invitation card he took off the door. It was written in a perfect feminine script, and was probably the only reading the three of them had done since the fall semester started.

It read:

“Dear Doug, Clayton and Tim:

We’re having our annual Halloween Party on this Saturday evening at eight o’clock pm. Wear your most frightening costume and bring some friends to our sorority house. We promise you a very “evil” evening. So get your best fright on and come!” Beverages and food will be served.

Sincerely,

Samantha Prince,

President, Alpha Gamma Delta

“So what do you think guys!? Those chicks are crazy hot! Better bring plenty of rubbers,” Clayton said laughing.

“I don’t know Clay,” Timmy said. Those girls are weird. I heard it on good authority that some of those girls have cocks!”

“Oh yeah?” Clayton said. “I can spot those losers a mile away. Besides, they have a lot of rooms, and I hear they have a special liking for jocks. I say we go. What else are we gonna do? Sit around and play with ourselves? Go downtown to McNulty’s Bar? I don’t think so. I’m definitely going. I’m going down to their house and putting this response card, (he held up a blank card) with the ‘yes’ checked off on it and put our three names on it.”

Timmy just shrugged. “Yeah, might as well. What’s the worst thing that can happen? We lose our masculinity?”

Clayton laughed. “Well Timmy, you do have kind of a feminine build. I’d hit on you if you looked good enough!” Doug rolled his eyes.

***

HALLOWEEN ROLLED AROUND and Debbie and Desiree were driving in Debbie’s car to the AGD House. “I’m telling you Debbie, Clayton will never recognize you. You’ll get him hot and hooked, and then he won’t remember a thing. He’ll wake up in a sissy schoolgirl outfit and have a very sore asshole.”

“And what about his friends?” Debbie asked.

“Leave it to Barbara and Samantha,” Desiree said very reassuringly. “They won’t know what hit them. By the end of the night they’ll be putty in our evil little hands. I think Cousin Samantha’s idea of the video cams is a stroke of genius!” Both of them laughed.

The car pulled up and got one of the few parking spaces a couple of doors down from the house. An evil-sounding banshee wail came from a speaker along the front porch. The house was decorated very impressively. There was a fake cemetery on the front lawn, with the sister’s names on false headstones, and right in the front row were three new ones with the names “Clayton, “Doug” and Tim” written on them. Perhaps a foretelling of things to come thought Debbie. Maybe Samantha was taking things just a “tad too far,” she thought. Fake cobwebs hung from the tree in front, and a sinister looking witch was standing over and mechanically stirring a “steaming cauldron” with green steam coming out made so by a green-lensed spotlight next to the front steps to the porch. Bats hung from the windows, and a very eerie impression of Norman Bate’s mother sat in a window on the corner. Even Desiree was a bit scared to enter the house.

“I think my cousin Sam went a little bit too far; don’t you think Debbie?”

“No, I think it’s a real work of art. I’m impressed.”

“Okay, it’s still early. Where the hell did all these cars come from?” Debbie asked.

“My cousin went all out. I think she had some friends from outside the sorority help out.”

At the door they were greeted by Samantha. Desiree and Samantha hugged and kissed. “Hello cuz! Oh, and you must be Debbie! I’ve heard so much about you. Your friend Barbara the librarian came early to help out. I can see why you’re so taken with her. She’s lovely!”

“Yes she is indeed,” Debbie said.

Samantha put her hand on Debbie’s shoulder and said, “Desiree told me all that’s been happening to you from those three idiots. Rest assured,” Samantha said with real emotion, “they will pay for what they’ve been doing to you, and believe me, they will never do that to you ever again!”

Somehow, Debbie really believed her. At once she felt “a click” and took a liking to Samantha right away.

“Well let’s not waste any time into getting you into ‘Debbie,’ Debbie. Wait till you see what clothes Desiree and I picked out for you! Come let’s go upstairs to my room. It’s seven o’clock. We have time, but I warn you – I’m a real perfectionist.” The three went upstairs to Samantha’s room. There were girls milling about in different costumes, but most were along the goth theme. Desiree and Samantha thought that every day goth clothes would look cooler on Debbie than a costume. The real reason for no costume was that getting undressed would be quicker and easier. Barbara joined them upstairs too. She wanted to watch Samantha at work.

“Okay, this is it,” Samantha said, waving her arms around the room. She picked up her black leather bag and lit a long, Virginia Slims 120 and took a seductive drag looking at Debbie. She noticed the hard cock under her jeans. “Oh wow, look who has a smoking fetish! Cool. You want one Debbie?” she asked holding out the pack. Barbara lit up one of hers too and took a seat smiling at Debbie.

Barbara answered for her. “No, Debbie only smokes when she’s dressed. Right Debbie?”

“Just until I get my G-String and bra and wig on.”

Barbara laughed. “That’s right.”

“Oooh, I like her already,” Samantha said.

All the clothes were already laid out on Samantha’s bed.

“So, what do you think . . . ‘Debbie?’”

Jimmy soon to be Debbie was delighted. “Oh my. This is too much. Desiree, what do I owe you? This is really leather,” she said amazed, holding up a black leather bustier with leather strings to be tied in front. “Why, this alone has to be at least two hundred fifty!”

“About three hundred Deb. But don’t worry about it. You’re my best friend and worth every penny.” Jimmy looked at Desiree differently now. If he ever had any doubts about loyalty, friendship, or dare he think love, they all vanished.

The boots were all black leather with metal studs and came up to mid-calf level. He started by undressing in front of the three of them and stepping into the new pair of emerald panties and slowly pulled them up over his shaved legs. Barbara noticed. “Who told you  to shave your legs sweetheart . . . and your balls too I see,” she said, giving his engorged cock a little rub and lift up. That sent chills and a feeling of lust which made Debbie’s ass tingle.

“I just knew I had to. I’m not a European for God’s sake!” They all laughed.

Debbie took her time settling the G-String gently around her cock and ball sack. The others watched with their mouths hanging open. Debbie wasn’t just getting dressed in front of them; she was projecting her imagination of what was to come for her on them tonight. Samantha was watching mesmerized and happy with her creation so far. Desiree was amazed at seeing the transformation of her best friend into her best possible self. Barbara was, against all her principles since her divorce, falling in love. But all three only wanted the best for Debbie and were happy to help her along her way.

After all the finishing touches were applied; the leather skirt, the long, jet black wig with the purple highlights, and the heavy goth makeup, Samantha gave Debbie a “slut cigarette,” and lit up one for herself too. Barbara joined in too. “That’s right Debbie, let’s see you do a French inhale with a ‘fuck me NOW’ look on that beautiful face of yours.” Debbie did her best, with her eyes slightly closed and lips turned up into a seductive little smile. “Perfect, perfect!!! You’ll have that slob Clayton eating out of your hands in no time,” she said laughing.

The sounds of conversations and laughter came up from downstairs. Debbie shook her long, jet black hair with purple got highlights in front of her face and took a drag off her cigarette, and exhaled smoke out from between the hair in front of her heavily made up face. Samantha went heavy on the mascara and eye liner, and black lipstick – a little touch for Halloween. No one could tell she was or had ever been Jimmy. She had all the girlish moves down pat, and she had false, red painted fingernails, all except her right index finger. After all, she didn’t want to puncture Clayton’s ass or make him bleed.

Funny thing. When she was dressed now as Debbie, thinking about what was to come, her ass really ached. Before it was just a tingle. Now, she had to have Clayton’s big jock cock all the way up her boy pussy or “bussy.” She had to squeeze her butt cheeks together. This was crazy! She was actually lusting over her tormenter. It looked like Clayton would be having the first “sissygasm” of his life tonight!

“It sounds like they’re getting busy down there girls. We should be doing our thing now. Remember Debbie, when you come upstairs with Clayton make sure to use my room. I’ve taken all my little knick-knacks and pictures down so nothing will give you away. This will be ‘your room.’ Oh! The most important thing – The nanny cam is inside the teddy bear on the shelf over my desk, see? He has a bird’s eye view of the bed from his belly button. It picks up voice too, so you’re all set. Now Slade will be tending the bar, so when Clayton orders a drink, she’ll slip this in it,” she said, holding up a small glassine envelope with a white powder in it. “It’s Rufalin, you know, the ‘date rape drug,’ maybe with something else mixed in too. I’m not really sure what exactly, but Slade knows what she’s doing,” she said laughing. “Both of Clayton’s friends will be getting it too. Slade will make sure of that!”

Both Debbie and Desiree had no objections at all. As long as the bastard didn’t die on her she was happy. The sounds from downstairs and the music grew louder as they made their way downstairs. The room was crowded. Samantha looked approvingly over the room. All the sisters were present tonight and they were all in on what was to come. Debbie did a quick scan of the room when Desiree nudged her. Over by the bar, Clayton, Doug and Tim were drinking beers. Tim was talking to Melissa, formerly Mark Cowen, who was the son of the dean. He transitioned last year into a real smoky cum slut goth girl. Samantha had turned him herself and was very proud of her creation. A transgender sister with heavily tattooed arms, Jade, was talking up Doug.

Melissa looked like she was getting something going with Tim. She was obviously flirting and her hand that wasn’t holding a drink brushed up against Tim’s crotch. She leaned in close to him and kissed him. Samantha caught her eye and winked to her. Melissa knew what to do. Slade had already slipped the white powder into Tim’s drink and then Melissa would take him upstairs to one of the prearranged rooms, also with a teddy bear nanny cam. He too, would be dressed as a sissy in a schoolgirl uniform and long haired wig with pigtails. Doug and Jade would probably be last. Jade liked to toy with her prey a bit. This was going to be a very fun night.

Desiree nudged Debbie to walk over to Clayton who was scanning the room. He had already eyed Debbie before she started to walk over to the bar. Had he recognized her as Jim? No, she thought. That would be impossible.

Jade noticed Debbie and gave her a wink while working on Doug. She waited to make her move as soon as Debbie got it going with Clayton. As Debbie got closer to the bar, Clayton was stirring; his boner getting bigger as she approached. She had a freshly lit Virginia Slim and as soon as she was within blowing distance, she exhaled right into Clayton’s face, and had an angry slut look going.

“Oh my, what a big guy you are,” she said, running a nailed finger over his left bicep.”

“Yeah, girls tell me that all the time if you know what I mean,” he said, sounding like a total jerk, but Debbie didn’t care. She just wanted Clayton’s cock to be buried inside her bussy. He had a very big bulge in his jeans, and she said, “Wow, I see lots of things that are big on you, and she pressed her short leather skirt right into his crotch. Clayton grinned a goofy, cock-controlled smile.

“Uhh, I think I’m gonna have another drink. What can I get you babe?” First off, what’s your name? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you on campus before.”

“Oh sorry honey. I’m Debbie.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Clayton, the star quarterback on the school football team, he said, puffing out his chest. You follow sports?”

“I know who you are. You’re good. My ex-boyfriend wrote sports for the school paper.”

“Ex-boyfriend? Well, I tell you right now, it’s his loss. What’s his name?”

“Lewis. Lewis Armistead.”

“Oh sure yeah. He covered my game against Dickson. He gave me a great review. I have it posted up in my dorm room.”

“That’s nice,” Debbie said.

He got Slade’s attention, and Slade winked at Debbie.

“I’ll have a vodka and tonic,” Clayton said to Slade.

“Oh okay, I’ll have the same,” Debbie said.

“Coming right up,” she said, winking at Debbie.

When she set the drinks down in front of them she said, “Now this one’s for you,” eyeing Debbie. Handing Clayton his drink she said, “Here you go.”

He took a sip  and handed her the money. “Keep the change beautiful.” Slade rolled her eyes and smiled at Debbie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

______________

___

“Igotta say, you’re really HOT babe. And you smell nice too,” the big dufus said. Debbie could tell that he already had a few drinks in him already.

“Thanks. You wanna dance?” There was some techno music playing.

“Sure, let’s go,” Debbie said.

Clayton finished his doctored drink quickly, anxious to rub up against Debbie. He took her by the arm, and they moved to the center of the dance floor which was getting more crowded as more people flitted in.

Debbie rubbed her leather skirt up against Clayton’s crotch, wanting it probably more than Clayton did. The small gaff she wore in her thong shielded her hard cock from Clayton. He was probably too drunk to realize there was “something different” about the girl he was dancing with.

As the music moved to a slower tone, Clayton held Debbie tightly by the waist, and she could feel him kind of leaning against her for support. He kept repeating, “You’re hot, you’re so fucking hot.” This was the time to get him upstairs to Samantha’s room. Her cock was giving the orders.

She leaned into Clayton’s shoulder (he was almost a head taller than her) and whispered: “There’s someplace where we can go – my room.”

“Oh! So you’re a sister of this sorority?” What a genius she thought.

“Yes I am. I pledged during the rush of freshman year.” A little white lie.

She took Clayton by the arm, and she led him upstairs. His eyes were all over the place. The “Roofie” was taking hold. Once inside Samantha’s room Debbie said, “Well, this is me. What do you think?”

“Nice. I see the bed is turned down.”

“What can I say? I’m just a very horny goth slut.”

“Oooh yeah! Think I might get lucky tonight?”

“Maybe,” Debbie said as she started undoing Clayton’s belt and snaps on his jeans. “I’m just dying to get that BIG COCK in my mouth! Bet it’s bigger than those footballs you play with!”

“You know it baby,” Clayton said as he let his jeans fall down around his ankles. Debbie pulled him close to the bed, her fingers underneath his boxers, tugging him close. He didn’t notice the large size schoolgirl uniform and underwear laid out on the floor by the foot of the bed.

Debbie grabbed Clayton’s cock which by now was throbbing and leaking out pre cum onto her fingers. She squeezed it all along its long, wide shaft. “My what a big boy you are, Clayton.” He just grinned, a little unsteady on his feet.

Debbie’s mouth was watering, and she wasted no time in putting her black, moist lips up to his cock tip and stuck her tongue out to rub all around Clayton’s “helmet.” He started moaning and threw his head back. Debbie was bursting, and the more she sucked, she felt herself dripping. He was so big that she couldn’t even fit his whole cock in her mouth. The tip was hitting the back of her throat. She closed her lips tightly now around his shaft and was sliding up and down as far as she could go. Clayton started involuntarily bucking his hips to her motion and they established a rhythm. Clayton hissed between his teeth and placed his hands on her silky jet black hair.

Suddenly she stopped. He was almost ready to cum and very surprised. “I want you to cum inside me Clayton,” Debbie said in her most seductive voice.

“Sure thing babe; anything you want.”

She looked at him with a sly grin and reached into her black leather bag on the side of the bed and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s. She let her cigarette dangle from the corner of her mouth and handed her lighter to Clayton. “Can you light me up honey?” she said.

“Oh wow! Sure thing babe. It really turns me on – smoky blowjobs I mean.”

Debbie laughed. “All in good time my dear.”

He lit her up and with her eyes half-closed she did a very seductive French inhale, blowing the smoke right into Clayton’s face. His hand gripped his cock in a fist.

She didn’t want him jerking himself off, and she told him, “I want you to fuck me in my juicy, tight little asshole.”

Clayton was blown away. “Fuck . . . you are fucking wild, you know that?”

Debbie laughed and stood up, letting her black leather skirt slip to the floor. She stepped out of it and unfastened the garter belt attached to her pantyhose. Underneath she wore a matching emerald green satin G-String. She left her bustier on, and flicked her head, letting her hair flow down the front of her face. She stared at Clayton, still holding onto his cock, and she exhaled through her hair. Then she hopped on Samantha’s bed and got on all fours facing the front. “Come on Clayton,” she said. “Hop on behind me, and put some of this on me,” she said, handing him a tube of K-Y Jelly from her bag.

In position, she moved the straps from her G-String out from between her butt cheeks as Clayton spread her ass apart. He squeezed out a generous amount of the jelly onto the palm of his hand and spread it all over the inside of her taint. Debbie stiffened with the feeling of the cool jell over her busy. Clayton suck his index finger inside her bussy, making her moan with delight. He wasn’t drunk enough not to remember to spread the jelly over the shaft of his cock, but the way he was mumbling nonsensical sounds made her think that he was getting there.

Suddenly she felt a hard fleshy pressure against her bussy. He bounced the head of his cock up and down onto it. Then, she felt him enter her for the first time. Her ass tightened itself around him. Both of them were locked in an erotic spasm of pleasure as he went deeper and deeper with each thrust. “God you’re so fucking tight! This is so much better than any pussy I’ve ever had,” he said dreamily. Faster and faster he went. Painful at first, it soon gave way to absolute pleasure and Debbie gripped Samantha’s bedsheets with her fists.

She felt a huge orgasm welling up inside of her as his speed increased and she felt the power of a very strong and large cock. Then she felt warm, thick shots of cum enter her bussy; at least three of them. Immediately, she felt his overflowing cum leaking down the insides of her butt cheeks. He groaned and stiffened as he came, and didn’t slow down.

Then the “sneeze” Debbie felt welling up inside of her exploded into a large wad of cum which coated the entire inside of her G-String pouch. It was the most incredible orgasm of her life, and to think it came from the source of all her torture on campus. Now Clayton was in for the shock of his life.

He pulled out of her, his cock still stiff. Debbie turned around and faced him, bending her head down to lick all the cum off of his cock. He grasped her head and pulled it down on him until it was clean. She resisted his pull and picked her head up and kissed him, her tongue wrapping itself around his. Debbie’s cock was as hard as a rock; she wanted inside of the unsuspecting Clayton very badly.

She got off the bed and stepped back a few steps. Clayton was staring at her. His tongue was hanging out like a dog. She wondered what it was exactly that Slade put in his drink. Ecstasy maybe?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Nine

______________

___

SHE STARED AT CLAYTON, taking a drag off the cigarette that was smoldering in the ashtray on the floor, and biting her bottom lip. He watched as she hooked her thumb underneath the front of her thong and slowly pulled it down. She stopped and said, “Now it’s my turn to get off Clayton.”

He gave no reply, just watching the show. Placing her thumb back inside the thong, she pulled it down quickly until it hung at mid-thigh level. The biggest cock that Clayton ever saw was now facing him. His eyes opened widely, the expression on his face was one of amazement and horror. His lips mouthed something unintelligible.

“What was that Clayton?”

“You’re a . . . you’re a . . . guy?????”

His hands went up to his mouth.

“Not exactly. Well, technically. You see, I prefer the term ‘shemale.’ You just had the great pleasure of fucking a real honest to God ‘ladyboy’ Clayton.” She exaggerated a bit. “You see, I’m in the middle of transitioning.”

“But I never . . .”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. “You never what? Expected such an excellent fuck before? Come on now, admit it. It was the best fuck of your life.” Now was the time to build his tormented ego. “I enjoyed it too. It was the best fuck of my life too Clayton. Now how do, you feel – honestly?”

“I guess I enjoyed it.”

“You GUESS??? I know damn well you did sweetheart.” She laughed. “I mean, Hah! The grunting and sounds of pleasure coming out of your mouth told me everything I need to know.”

He looked confused, and maybe a little ashamed of himself.

“Nothing to be ashamed of. You’re a big boy. Now it’s time to please me.” Debbie walked up to him, Her cock poking him on his cock, like two swords fencing.

“Wh – what do I have to do?” he asked so innocently. It was a far cry from the macho idiot who abused her male alter ego.

“Simple. I want you to put these on,” and she picked up the matching schoolgirl uniforms that Samantha had supplied for him and for his two friends. She wondered how Jade and Melissa were getting along with Doug and Tim down the hall. She heard footsteps on the wooden floor outside, and she threw all the clothes on the bed and opened the door of Samantha’s bedroom to look outside. She saw Timmy and Dougie all dressed like parochial schoolgirls being led down the stairs by Jade and Melissa. The girls looked at Debbie and gave her a thumbs up.

He hesitated. “Come on Clayton, it’s just this once. It really gets me off. Don’t you want to make me happy. She started pouting. It doesn’t make you any less a man. I enjoy it.”

Clayton didn’t recognize the words that came out of his mouth next. “Okay Debbie, sure. Anything for you.”

“Good boy! That’s what I want to hear. Now strip!”

In a minute, Clayton, the macho star quarterback of the college football team was stepping into a red G-String, white pantyhose with a red lace and red rose at the top of each leg, and straps that hooked onto a red-laced girdle. The skirt and vest were Catholic School plaid and fit him perfectly. Underneath was a red-laced brassiere, which went under a short, white cotton blouse. It pulled his chest together, giving him the illusion of cleavage.

“Now sit on the bed,” Debbie said. She painted his lips with red lipstick, and applied mascara and eyeshadow onto his expressionless face. Last to go on was a black ponytail wig. He looked like a large fourteen year old parochial schoolgirl. She tried very hard not to laugh, amazed at the power of whatever it was that Slade had slipped into his drink.

Debbie couldn’t resist. In addition to the nanny cam video, she pulled out her iPhone and quickly snapped four pictures of the “new Clayton.” Ahh, vengeance!

She made him stand up and pulled herself close to him and kissed him hard on the lips. “Now that’s a good sissy. I’m so proud of you Clayton.” Debbie was in disbelief at how well the plan worked. She had the best friends in the world.

“Okay now sweetheart. I want you to pull down your skirt and get on all fours on the bed like a good little sissy slut, ok?”

“Sure Debbie,” he mouthed like an automaton.

Once on the bed, she finished unstrapping the girdle and pushed the straps of the G-String away that sat nestled between his butt cheeks. She didn’t bother to use jelly. Instead she spat on her hands and rubbed her saliva onto his taint and shoved her index finger up his ass, coating it several times with her spit. She did however, apply the jelly to her girl cock, or “girl clitty.”

Spreading Clayton’s butt cheeks apart she said, “You’re going to have your first sissygasm Clayton. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Yes Debbie, that’s terrific!”

“Good boy!”

The tip of Debbie’s cock now lined up with Clayton’s sissy ass and went right in, meeting resistance as his ass clenched around her cock. He yelled in pain.

“Shush! It’ll feel great before you know it. I promise I’ll go really easy on you.” That was a lie of course. She pounded him really hard, like a battering ram knocking down the walls of a Medieval castle.

His tension eased up somewhat as Debbie’s pace picked up and she went faster and faster. Clayton backed up on her matching her thrusts, and his cries of pain were replaced by moans of pure ecstasy. Suddenly Clayton grunted out a long moan and his body stiffened, a large wad of cum shooting out of his cock on Samantha’s bed – his first and by no means the last sissygasm. This triggered Debbie and she let loose a torrential rain of cum all the way up Clayton’s ass. Some of it dripped down the insides of Clayton’s thighs.

“Oh my God, that was incredible Debbie.” She pulled out of him and patted him on the ass.

“That’s a good sissy Clayton. You were wonderful too. Such a good sissy you are. Now you’re my sissy, do you understand?”

“Yes Debbie. Anything you say. Can I have more please.”

“Certainly. But only when I say so, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Now I want you to get dressed. I need to retouch your makeup and take you downstairs where you can join Dougie and Timmy.”

“Ooh really? You mean my friends are down there?”

Debbie was in disbelief at how pliable this bully had become.

“Yes they are Clayton.” I think we’ll call you ‘Suzy.’ Now how does that sound?”

“You mean I get to have a girl’s name too!?”

“Yes, you sure do.”

***

Debbie took “Suzy” by the hand and gave him a Virginia Slims 120, and she lit them both up. Suzy greedily inhaled just like a pro. “Wow Suzy, you look just like a smoky teenage slut, you know?”

“How nice,” Clayton, now Suzy said.

“You really turn me on Suzy, and I’m sure my friends will love you too. In fact, I may let them have you too!”

“Oh would you?”

“Yes of course I would sweetcakes.”

They walked into the hallway and the sound of laughter greeted them as Debbie led him downstairs.

All three of them looked like parochial schoolgirl zombies: Clayton, Dougie, and Timmy. The three of them were passed out as soon as they hit the big couch in the middle of the common room, completely oblivious to the noise around them. Clayton, the tallest, was in the middle, and on his right was Timmy, and on his left side, Doug. All three had their mouths open, heads back, and were snoring away. A few of the girls walked by, looked at them and shook their heads, laughing.

Samantha came up to Debbie and Desiree and said, “From what Jade and Melissa told me, when these guys wake up, their assholes are going to be mighty sore! How about you Debbie? What happened with Clayton?”

“It was strange you know? At first he was little resistant, but then he took on a dreamlike quality and did whatever I told him too.”

“Oh I know! I miss that kind of fun. But you’re the first T-gurl that came to us for a sissy revenge project like this in several months. I’d forgotten how much fun it was!” Samantha said wistfully.

“It looks like the party is lots of fun – I mean everyone is having a great time,” Barbara said. “It’s too bad my college didn’t have a sorority like this one, or else I would have joined freshman year.”

Samantha eyed Barbara over with not a small amount of lust. “It’s not too late you know. To be a member you don’t necessarily have to be a student. We just live the whole goth thing, you know?”

“Well, if Debbie decides to join, then I will. We’re a couple.” Barbara moved closer to Debbie, and they embraced in a long, deep kiss.

“You know Cousin Sam, I really want to thank you for helping out my best friend Jimmy, er., Debbie here. It was really a horrible situation with all the abuse he took from these three,” Desiree said, nodding to the three sissies snoring away on the sofa.

“Anything for family Des, you know that.”

“Thanks.”

Slade walked over to the girls and said “Time to wake up the three ‘sleeping beauties’ over there. This should be fun. We should turn the music down first.”

“Yeah you’re right Slade. I’ll go do that now. Wait for me. I gotta see this!” Samantha walked over to the DJ laughing.

Slade was no slouch. Before she transitioned she was a US Marine, and she took no nonsense from anyone. The story of how she and Samantha got Melissa, AND her father, Dean Cowen to transition and join the sorority is legendary. So she came over to the couch with a pail of ice water. She turned to Debbie, Desiree, and Barbara with Samantha looking on and said, “No worries, we waterproofed the couch.” The five of them were laughing, and with the rest of the guests looking on, she threw the pail of water on Clayton, Doug, and Tim with a loud “SPLASH!”

The three of them came awake with a shock. Simultaneously, they looked down at their clothes, felt the pigtails hanging down their shoulders and Clayton yelled out “WHAT THE FUCCCKK!!??”

All the girls were laughing and pointing.

Samantha asked the three “What do you remember?”

Clayton spoke first, looking confused. “I, I was having a drink at the bar, and then I danced with Debbie,” he said, pointing at her. Then he looked at his two friends who were just as bewildered. The Doug shouted out: “WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED TO US?? WHAT ARE THESE CLOTHES, AND THIS HAIR!?” he said, touching the top of his wig.

Timmy was too scared to say anything except, “Why does my butt hurt so much?”

That comment drew uncontrollable laughter from the whole room.

Samantha walked in front of them. “Let’s just say, that you three guys became SISSIES . . . for tonight and three of our girls had their way with you!”

Clayton, the leader, was getting angry now. “Did, did you drug us???”

It was Slade who answered. “I might have. You guys asked for drinks, and I’m pretty sure I gave you what you asked for, although I just may have given you something more.”

Clayton stood up, looked down at his schoolgirl uniform and balled his fists. Slade confronted him and said, “Whoa there cowboy. I don’t think you want to go toe to toe with me!”

Clayton came to the very wise decision that Slade was correct. What he said next made everyone howl with laughter. “Then why the fuck does my asshole hurt so mu . . .” His face turned colors, and his eyes opened wide in mid-sentence at a realization he definitely did not want to contemplate.

“Yeah, my ass hurts too!” Tim said.

Doug just shifted around on the couch uneasily. A look of panic on his face.

Samantha was the one who set everything straight, by facing them with Debbie and Barbara next to her. “Why don’t you tell them Debbie.”

“Tell us WHAT??” Clayton said, still angry, but not a physical threat anymore.

Debbie now had the spotlight and was grinning and looking at Clayton. She spoke in her Jimmy voice which made the three of them on the couch almost faint.

“Hi Clayton. I’m sure you recognize my voice now. I go by another name on campus – I’m Jimmy. You know, the guy you beat up a few times, and threw a football at my head.”

“But how? . . .” Clayton said, and Jimmy answered.

“I’ve been thinking about transitioning, so I was thinking about a good way to teach your asses a lesson – forgive my pun.” That drew snickers from the crowd. “In case you have any ideas, we have the three of you on videotape engaged in all kinds of let’s say ‘embarrassing sexual activities’ which I’m quite sure none of you wants exposed here on campus or all over social media. There are copies of the three of you SISSIES just ready to be uploaded to social media. Wanna see them?”

“NO! NO! I don’t want to see anything like that.” Clayton speaking for the three of them, knew he was beaten. He just had one question, and it was a reasonable one to ask. “Uh, what do we have to do not to let this ‘stuff’ get out. You OWE us that explanation at least!” There was an awkward silence and then Clayton continued. “Jimmy, er., Debbie. First I gotta say you’re really hot! I mean that, and I’m sorry for any trouble I caused you. I really am.”

“Why thank you. In answer to your question Clayton,” Debbie said, “You have to be at the beck and call of this sorority and when we call on you to ‘dress up,’ you MUST DO IT! That goes for the three of you. Or else, the videos go viral!”

The shock and horror on their faces was evident. Debbie and Desiree almost felt sorry for them. As far as Debbie and Barbara went, Debbie moved in with her. They were an inseparable couple now and that was that. Of course, being members of ALPHA GAMMA DELTA also had its perks. Whenever they wanted to, they had their pick of beautiful transgender goth girls. That was true for Desiree also. She developed a thing for transgender women, and Barbara was only too glad to let her join in on the fun with her and Debbie.

I guess that sometimes being a dirty little book thief can pay off.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Dear Readers,

I absolutely adore writing first time feminization and HOT transgender erotica short stories. Please tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

JD❤️


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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