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I’VE HAD THIS “THING” GOING ON WITH ME since I was about fourteen or so. I discovered that I enjoyed wearing girl’s clothing – secretly of course. It started one day when I was home after school and my sister was a senior in high school. One day I just happened to find myself in Janet’s bedroom while she had a late day – she was a cheerleader, and they had a practice session. I prided myself on being a little sneak, and I just happened to see a thong of hers lying on her pretty pink bed spread.

My heart started beating fast and I picked it up and held it between my fingers and rubbed it. I was hooked! The cool satin felt so soft and silky that my mind started wandering to thinking how it would feel on other parts of my body – you know what I mean. It aroused my pubescent mind to the point to where I couldn’t help myself. Before I could talk myself out of it, I had my pants and underwear off, and stepped into it on the floor. I slowly picked it up riding over my hairless legs and then settling it around my private area. I felt a chill and a rush of excitement. This is sooo cool! Why didn’t I ever do this before? All sorts of dirty and delicious thoughts raced through my mind.

From that one day things escalated and before you knew it I was trying on more items of clothing from blouses to bras, and even a one-piece party dress. I should mention that even to this day I have a rather serious smoking fetish. My sister picked up the habit at seventeen, and I tried to imitate her. There was just something attractive to me about smoking the long, girly cigarettes, so I tried one when my parents and Janet were out of the house. It was funny that I only smoked when I was alone and could dress in secret.

So consumed I was by my secret little “pursuits,” that I never dated anyone in high school, and now, being a sophomore in college, it’s more of the same, the only difference being that I can’t act out upon my dressing up. My college is a four year state school, and so far I’m just a liberal arts major, not really sure yet what I wanna do with my life.

I had three good friends: Brad my roommate, and Doug and Kenny who lived next door. We went downtown on weekends to the college bar scene and also the weekend dorm parties that popped up all over campus. As usual, the three of them were the ones who usually got dates out of these things, while I just stood on the sidelines, not feeling like I fit in anywhere. Sure, I’d talk to girls, but it never seemed to go anywhere because I didn’t think I had much to offer anyone. I took plenty of good-natured ribbing for it also.

I was more interested in girls from the perspective of what they were wearing and whether or not they smoked. My taste gravitated to beautiful, heavily made up “slutty types,” and even then, it was mostly just to watch.

On a Monday afternoon, early in the year, I was having lunch at the outdoor food court with the guys, and they were talking about what they wanted to do for next weekend already.

“Let’s see, Brad said. The Catbird really sucked on Saturday, so I don’t think we’ll be going back there anytime soon,” referring to one of the popular college bars.

“Yeah, but it used to good, right?” I chimed in.

Kenny and Doug were laughing. “What would you know about it Chris? You never notice the girls anyway. You just hang out at the bar and order vodkas and cranberry juice!” Doug said. This put me on the defensive, for show if not for anything else.

“Hey man, that’s not fair. I danced with that girl Melanie last weekend, remember? She looked really hot.”

“So what happened Chris?” my roommate Brad said, expecting me to give like a full confession of my failings.

He did have a point. “Well, we talked afterwards, but I guess we really had nothing to discuss. You know, nothing in common.”

“That’s just it Chris. You never seem to have anything in common with the girls you talk to. You have to be suave, a little aloof. Girls like that.”

So what was I supposed to do? Save face and put on a show for my friends. How could I tell them ‘Hey guys, you wanna hear something? I like dressing like a girl and smoking long, girly cigarettes, then wanking off to them.’ No, I don’t think that would work out very well. Maybe I’m overthinking this and making a big thing about my relationships or lack of with girls – so I let my friends ribbing just slide.

On the other side of the food court next to the fountain I noticed a girl sitting on the edge of the fountain’s pool. She had long blonde hair, and heavy black eyelashes, and a body that looked like she got poured into her tight jeans. She was casually reading a book and smoking one of those long, all-white cigarettes. Immediately I got a big hard on and wishing that somehow I could meet her – but how? My friend’s chatter became simply background noise that I ignored. I was in a dream state.

“Hey Chris – what’s wrong with you? You’re staring at that hot blonde girl by the fountain.”

I was busted. “Oh no Brad,” I said. I’m just tired. You know I was up late last night studying for the poly sci test Friday.”

Then Kenny chimed in. “You’re right Brad, she is hot. Maybe there’s hope for Chris here. I think he needs our help.” I turned bright red right away.

“Come on guys, it’s nothing. I can meet a girl on my own if I want to,” I said defensively.

“We’re not saying you can’t, but maybe we could help things along is all I’m saying.”

“Thanks, but no thanks,” I said. The conversation then died, and I saw the girl pick up her bag and walk away. After that day, the guys never brought up the subject again, but three days later I went back to the food court myself, and bought myself a sandwich and instead of sitting outside the shop I took a seat on the edge of the fountain, very close to where I saw the girl sitting the other day. I was hoping that maybe she’d sit down next to me, and I could strike up a conversation. But who was I kidding? A hot girl like her would have nothing to do with a guy like me anyway. Why would she? I had nothing to offer anybody.

I ate in silence, and tried to seem aloof, realizing how stupid my idea was. But not two minutes after I had that thought, the impossible happened – I saw her out of the corner of my eye sit down about twenty feet away from me on the side of the pool. Like the other day, she took out a book, began reading, and lit up another one of those cigarettes.

Now my heart really started beating fast and my palms began to sweat. The weather was warm enough in the early fall for her to be wearing a really short leather skirt, and a button down white blouse, open just enough for me to see a very nice cleavage, straining at the material to pop out. Her blonde hair fell nicely in the space between her breasts. I stole quick glances and looked away; she being none the wiser.

I continued eating and then took my laptop out and randomly opened up a web page, my attention fixated upon my fantasies of that girl. She didn’t notice me or make any move to talk to me, even though we were the only two people sitting on the edge of the fountain pool. Then, just like a few days ago when I first noticed her with my friends, she gathered up her things and left.

The next day was the same thing; I was the first one at the food court, bought a sandwich, and sat down at the edge of the fountain, and busied myself with mindless stuff, hoping she’d show up and sit next to me. A few minutes went by and just like yesterday, there she was – taking her seat on the edge, drinking a coffee and reading a book.

But what was my goal? I wanted not just to talk to her, but I wanted to be like her . . . Yes, I know, it sounds crazy, but when you have a fantasy fetish, anything’s possible. Again, I wasn’t noticed, and I couldn’t even begin to know how to strike up a conversation. After thirty minutes or so, she picked up and left.

Just for the sake of appearances, I sat there for another ten minutes and picked up my stuff and went to my afternoon class. Later that evening, Kenny and Doug paid a visit to our room and started a conversation about where we would go on the weekend. A decision was made to visit another college bar; The Black Cat, one of the livelier places in town with a dance floor and decent music.

“Chris,” Brad said. “Saturday night, we’re gonna get you laid,” my roommie said with a smile on his face. Kenny and Doug looked at me skeptically. “You’ve been acting funny ever since that hot blonde showed up at the food court.”

“Leave him alone Brad,” Doug said, rising to my defense. “Let him do his thing. If he wants to hook up with some girl, let him find one himself. He doesn’t need our help.”

Brad sighed. “Okay, but you know Chris, we only want you to be happy, right?”

“Sure, there’s no problem,” I said, thoughts about the mystery girl occupying my mind.

___________________________

_____________

It was Saturday night, and we were getting ready to go out. None of my friends were seeing anyone, so the night was ours (or theirs) for the taking. I was secretly hoping that hot blonde from the fountain would show up. So we piled into my roommate Brad’s car and drove into town to the Black Cat. The lot in the back was almost full and it was only eight o’clock. We could hear the music coming from inside, and around the back door, kids were congregating, talking loudly, and drinking bottles of beer.

Once inside we headed for the bar to get some liquid courage. Couples were dancing; guys with girls, and girls with girls which was typical. We finished our first round of beers and ordered a second. I had a bladder the size of a peanut, so after the second round, feeling a little buzz, I made my way to the men’s room at the back of the dancefloor, down a little hallway.

On my way back, I had just left the hallway when someone grabbed my arm. I turned around quickly, thinking someone had accidentally bumped into me, when I got the shock of my life. It was the blonde from the food court. She spun me around, so I was staring at her face.

“I think you’ve been stalking me,” she said, her voice loud over the music. Her gaze was piercing me; brown eyes, hands on her hips, an expression on her face like she was demanding an explanation for a crime even before the trial. I didn’t know what to say, but I was glad that she made the first move, even under these circumstances.

“No I haven’t,” I stammered, trying to sound convincing.

“Well I think it’s a little odd. For the last few weeks I’ve come to the food court and took my place at the fountain, you’ve always been there. I’ve seen you steal long glances at me.” She had me, and she also had my cock standing at full attention through my jeans.

I don’t know where my next comment came from – maybe from the beer cutting through my inhibitions. “Okay, maybe, but I wasn’t stalking you. I just find you attractive and I didn’t know how I would approach you. Simple as that.” I think if the guys heard that they would be very impressed indeed. I certainly was.

Her expression quickly changed to a sly smile. “Really now. So you find me attractive, huh?”

I swallowed, realizing how stupid I must have sounded. I had no choice but to continue along the lines I started. “Yes I did, er., do.”

“So how come you never approached me? You know I thought about ignoring you tonight when I saw you come in with your friends,” she said, looking over across at the bar where they were still standing. “Did your friends try to make you come over and talk to me that first day at the food court? I saw how all of you were looking at me. I know all about how ‘horny little boys think.’”

“And what would you have done if I did approach you and talk to you?” I said.

“Well, I wouldn’t bite if that’s what you mean.” I couldn’t believe this conversation was even happening. How such a cool, together girl would even find me good enough, up to her standards which I’m sure must have been high, to want to get to know.

I shrugged, feeling like an idiot, and I took things to the next level, which again surprised the hell out of me. “Would you like to dance?” I said, totally expecting a rejection.

“As a matter of fact I would, very much,” she said, smiling. I was shocked, but I decided to just go with the flow. It was a fast number, but she quickly took the lead and placed her arms around my shoulders, getting very close to me. I could smell alcohol, cherry lip gloss and cigarette smoke on her breath which made my cock start to throb. He breath was warm, and I did the only thing I could – I leaned in and kissed her. She slid her tongue between her lips, and it made its way into my mouth and twisted itself around mine. She pressed into me with a rapacious hunger, as if I was the first guy she had been with in a long time. I wondered if she knew the effect she was having on me.

She pulled off me, staying close and smiling, as her hands ran their way up and down my torso. “What’s your name? I’m Evie,” she said.

“I’m known as Chris,” I said with a small attempt at humor.

“Ha ha, that’s funny,” she said. “Well ‘known as Chris,’ let’s continue, I like this,” and she slammed me again with her glossed lips. We continued at this for a while, and I felt her hand go down between us and it started rubbing my cock through my jeans. “Oooh, that feels nice,” she said. “I’m glad I make such a good first impression.”

“Yeah, you do.” We stayed as we were, stuck to each other, oblivious to the change in beat of the music coming from the deejay. I was going with the flow. I knew this was a “fetish attraction,” but it made no difference. I wasn’t trying to make it anything more, knowing that things would just take their course.

Then she stopped, and with her arms still locked around my shoulders she said, “How about we go somewhere?” I wasn’t ready to leave my friends, and I wondered where she had in mind. Over her shoulders I saw my friends standing at the bar and smiling at me. Brad gave me a thumbs up as Kenny and Doug looked on in amazement.

“Where did you have in mind?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip and ran her nails up and down my crotch. “Just outside, I have my RV here.”

“Wow, you have an RV?”

“Yes, my parents surprised me with it. It used to belong to my family. We went places during the summer with it, but when I went off to school, they thought it would give me some measure of privacy. I like privacy Chris, you?”

“Yeah, I’m all for privacy, I’m just a bit shocked that’s all.”

“Well don’t be. ‘Don’t analyze, utilize,’ is what I say.”

She grabbed me by the arm, and we made a beeline for the door.
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WE WALKED AROUND TO THE BACK OF THE PLACE, and I noticed the white and brown camper that we all saw earlier. I could never have imagined that it would be hers.

We went up the four steps and she opened the door with her key. “Well this is it,” she said, moving her arms around. It was just like you’d expect – the small kitchen area with the bed and a small TV off to the side. I wondered if she lived in a dorm and this was an extra place, or if she just lived here. There wasn’t time for me to ask that question as she went right to work on me, unbuttoning my jeans and pulling them, along with my boxers down.

She pulled my t-shirt up, bent down, and rubbed her head back and forth on my chest, the feel of silky, smoke-scented hair driving me crazy. I placed my hands on her head, and she got down on her knees and with one hand pulled my cock down from its upward position and placed it against her lips. Her tongue slipped through and started licking around the head of my cock, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. This was, after all, my first time.

“Umm Chris, you taste really nice,” she said and parted her lips more taking my entire cock inside her wet, hungry mouth. “And you’re nice and wide too,” she added with what seemed like a genuine sense of wonder. She began to bob her head up and down my length, and wrap her tongue around me, licking the soft underside of my pulsing cock.

It wasn’t long before I felt myself leak a bit of pre cum out and she stopped and made a big show of licking her lips, chuckling; “Chris, you taste like a salty sucking candy.”

I laughed and kept a light pressure on top of her head. She resumed her bobbing and slurping and I felt a fire rise from inside me, like I was jerking off, but more intense than I ever felt before. Then I let loose a torrent of thick warm cum into her mouth; so much so that a portion dribbled down the corners of her lips. She didn’t stop, and kept sucking on me down my entire length, gulping down all the cum in her mouth, and licking until my cock was clean.

Then she came off me and stood up, kissing me. I got a good taste of my own cum and even licked the cum that dribbled down the sides of her mouth. We parted, and she was a couple of inches from my face, and she said to me, “This was your first time, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, it was,” I said, feeling no need to lie to her.

“I had a feeling it was.”

“What gave me away?”

She placed her arms around my shoulders and rubbed my neck gently with her fingers. “I’ve been around enough to know,” she said, seeming to look through me. She kissed me hard again. “Don’t worry about it. You don’t have any bad habits I need to break you of.”

She went to her bag on the small camper bed and took out a pack of those long, all-white cigarettes and let one dangle out the corner of her mouth. She lit it up with a quick flick of a thin silver butane lighter. My cock immediately went to full attention, not escaping her notice.

“Well, well, look what we have here,” she said. “Some little boy has a smoking fetish I see,” she said chuckling. I was embarrassed. “Humm, I wonder what other fetishes you have that I don’t know about. But then again, I only just met you Chris. I’m sure I’ll figure you out,” she said, purposely taking a long, seductive drag and blowing the smoke into my face. I sat down on her bed and stared at her. She made an impressive sight in those tight-fitting, faded blue jeans and red cotton, button down blouse. She was tall. I don’t think I mentioned that. In fact she was taller than me by a few inches. Her voice was a bit throaty and very seductive. If I could have one woman with all my fetishes rolled up into one, it would be Evie.

“Would you like a cigarette, Chris?” I didn’t answer right away. “Come on, I know you’ve smoked before and you’re probably dying for one, right? I mean, how could you not. I’m probably the closest anyone’s come to fulfilling all of your fetishes. It’s okay, really. I don’t mind helping you figure yourself out.”

If I said she was perceptive as fuck, I wouldn’t be overstating it. She was right. I was dying for one. “Okay Evie, sure. I’ll take one, thanks.” She lit me up with the same quick flick of the lighter she used for herself. The last time I smoked was when I was home for vacation and my parents were out of the house. Of course, the last few years I was missing my sister’s lingerie, and I always regretted not keeping a pair for myself.

As I took my first few drags, Evie began to laugh. “What’s so funny Evie?”

“Well, for one thing, I bet you don’t smoke in front of your friends. Am I right?”

“Yeah, but so what? It’s an occasional thing.”

She squinted her eyes. “But that’s not all there is, is it? I see the way you hold that cigarette – just like a woman, a slutty woman.”

I turned bright red, she was right.

“You see Chris, I was once like you,” she said, coming closer to me and putting the tip of her index finger on my nose. My mouth was open at her perceptiveness.

“Don’t worry about it honey. I kind of like you,” she said. “I’m gonna rock your world.” The night was still young. Her promise resonated with me.
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SHE STOOD UP IN FRONT OF ME and unbuttoned her blouse and let her jeans down and stepped out of them. She was wearing a violet thong underneath. Her breasts were large. Oh, I forgot to mention – she wasn’t even wearing a bra. The red kind of hid them, but when we got into the camper earlier, I saw the nipples poking through the cotton. She saw me taking her in and I could tell she enjoyed being ogled.

“Now Chris, I want you to fuck me, okay? Do you think you can?”

I cleared my throat; this was all so unexpected. “Sure, I mean I can try.”

“Just relax,” she said as she took a drag and did a French inhale. “Now here’s what I want you to do. You’re going to fuck me in the ass, okay?”

I didn’t respond and she went over to her bag and took out a tube of lubricating jelly and tossed it to me. “I’m gonna hop on the bed, and I want you to rub this all around my asshole and place some on your cock, okay sweetie?”

“Uh, okay.” God I felt so stupid.

She got on the narrow bed on her knees and moved the center piece of the thong over to the side of her left butt cheek. I hopped on and spread the gel on her asshole and down to the border of the thong. “Okay Chris, stick your finger in my tight little hole, and rub it around, okay?” I did just as she asked.

She groaned and let out a long sigh. “Yeah, that’s it Chris. Now FUCK ME!”

I think I was hard enough and placed the tip of my cock against her puckered asshole. I went in and was amazed at how her sides just grabbed hold of my cock and sucked it in. I withdrew and began pounding her. My eyes were closed, and I was locked in an erotic fantasy. For a split second I wondered how this would feel if I was the one getting hammered. But that kind of thinking was crazy, right?

I went faster and faster and she backed up on me and matched me thrust for thrust. Soon she let out a scream that I thought could be heard inside the bar. Then I came too, so soon after that incredible blow job. I kept thrusting, the warm feeling of my own cum surrounding my cock making me go faster. I let out a stifled scream, and she said in a throaty voice, “That’s it Chris, just let yourself go!”

That’s exactly what I did. There was nothing left inside of me. She pulled off my cock and spun around on the bed and grabbed my length, then kissed me deeply.

“I see lots of potential in you Chris – more than you realize.” What did she mean by that? I wondered. “Come on Chris, let’s go back inside,” she said.

____________________

________

When we walked back into the bar, about two hours had gone by and my friends were at the bar. They all stared at Evie and me walking hand in hand. Brad gave me a thumbs up sign, and the expressions on the faces of Kenny and Doug were blank. Clearly, they were amazed.

On the side of the dance floor Evie placed her arms around my shoulders again and kissed me deeply. She told me, “Give me your phone number, I have a surprise for you.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“You’ll see. I told you I wasn’t finished with you yet.”

I watched Evie as she rejoined her friends. They were all hot like her. But there was something else – they seemed more mature than the other girls in school I was used to. I couldn’t put my finger on it.

When I got back to the bar, Brad raised his hand like high five. I slapped him back, and Kenny patted my back. “Way to go stud! You were gone for a long time. So, did you get some – for the first time in your life?”

“Yes I did.” Of course I didn’t give them all the details about her peculiar tastes in sex.

“Where did you go?” Kenny asked.

“She uh, she has a camper parked out in the back.”

“Whoa guys, did you hear that? A fucking camper!”

“Well this calls for a celebration, right guys?” Kenny said.

“Sure, let’s by our boy – or should I say, ‘our man here’ a drink.”

We left soon after that. I enjoyed my new status with my friends. I was no longer a virgin. Of course there was much more to it than that, but it was my business.

Two days later I got a phone call from Evie. “Hi Chris, are you recovered from Saturday night?” and she was laughing.

“Yes, I think so. Why wouldn’t I be. I had a wonderful, amazing time.”

“Did you now?” she said teasingly.

“Of course.”

“Well, there’s more. Listen, my sorority is having a little get together Saturday night. You can meet me there. I’ll text you the address.”

“Sounds great! What time?”

“You can come over at eight o’clock. The house will have my camper in front of it. You’ll recognize it, right?” and she laughed – that throaty, playful laugh of hers that turned me on so much.

“How could I miss it?”

So when I told my friends that I had a date for Saturday night they were very happy for me, but not shocked for a change. I enjoyed my new status. I mean out of all of us, the fact that I would be the only one who was actively dating was absurd, and yet, here I was.
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I TOOK THE CAMPUS SHUTTLE SATURDAY NIGHT downtown, and it was a just a few blocks until I came upon her camper parked in front of a green painted clapboard house.

Sure enough, a wooden sign over the porch told the story – Alpha Gamma Tau, a girl’s sorority on campus. I vaguely remembered “stories” about some kind of strange sorority on campus, but I wasn’t sure which one it was. Anyway, I wasn’t about to leave – Evie was there.

There were cars parked all up and down the street, and I could hear music and laughter coming from the house. I walked up to the house and went up the stairs to the wooden porch. The door was an old door with a brass knocker, and I felt a bit embarrassed as I banged it. A tall, long-haired brunette with sparkling blue eyes opened the door. “Ohhh hi! You must be Chris. Evie’s told us all about you. Come in, go up to the bar and get a drink. Evie will be with you shortly,” she said, and led the way inside.

There were lots of girls inside, and they outnumbered the guys about four to one, if I had to guess. The music was loud, and some couples were dancing in the middle of the big room which served as a party room of sorts. I spotted Evie across the room, and she spotted me right away and came over to me.

“Well hello stranger,” she said with a side glance, looking me over. Then she pulled me in for a long kiss.

“Stranger? It’s only been a week.”

“That’s what I mean. A week is too long; so ‘stranger.’”

“Okay,” I said.

“Here, let’s go up to the bar and have a drink,” she said, pulling me along by the arm. Some of the girls interrupted their conversations and gave Evie a nod.

“So you live here I assume.”

“You assume correctly. I don’t just live here. I’m the president of this little sorority.”

“Well, I don’t know much about Greek life on campus, but I’m assuming that’s a big deal.”

“Yeah, it has its perks I suppose. They like my strength and my leadership.”

“Well then, I’m honored to be your guest.”

“You say that now. Let’s see what you say by the end of the evening.”

We went over to the bar, and I had about two beers and Evie did the same. She lit up a cigarette and offered me one, but I refused.

“Humm, strange. I guess you only like to smoke when you’re alone with me,” she said.

I didn’t answer and I let her think what she would. “Just a minute Chris. Wait here, and I’ll be right back,” she said. She walked over to a group of about four girls, and they were laughing while Evie was talking to them. Could it have been about me, I wondered.

“Okay Chris, you ready? Let’s go up to my room,” she said happily. That was the first time I really saw her laugh. There were three floors and Evie lived on the second. From the looks of the room, she lived alone. I suppose that was one of the perks of being a sorority president.

“This is me,” she said.

“Wow, a camper and a single room. You really are a celebrity,” I said.

“Yeah, you could say that. Oh just so you know Chris, I’m really fucking horny tonight. I hope you’re ready for me.”

My cock was pounding in my jeans when I heard that. She walked over to me and threw her arms around my shoulders, hugging me strongly and kissed me deeply. It was even more delicious than the last times. I pushed back on her and our tongues intertwined and rubbed with strong passion. She backed off and unfastened my jeans, pulling them, along with my boxers down. She got on her knees and started to suck my cock again, and then stopped after a few seconds.

“Evie,” I said surprised. “Why are you stopping?”

“Because Chris, it’s time to stop pretending my sweet.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

She gave me that look again. “You’ll see.”

I watched as she went to her bag and took out her cell phone. She was speaking to one of her girlfriends and I could hear laughter from the other end, and then she hung up.

“We’re getting some company tonight Chris.”

“Oh? Should I be pleased?”

“I think so. You can tell me afterwards.”

Just then there was a knock on the door and three girls walked into Evie’s room – the brunette that let me in the house, and two more girls. They were all to die for. They stood there and looked at me like I was some kind of a science experiment. “Come on now girls,” Evie said. “Don’t make him nervous.”

“Okay Chris, I assume you’ve met Colleen,” she said, pointing to the long haired brunette with blue eyes. “This angel here is Stacy,” introducing a girl with a short bob of auburn hair. “And this beautiful picture of loveliness is Darlene,” pointing out a magnificent red head with nice, rounded hips and large tits. None of them were wearing bras underneath their skimpy tight clinging cloth dresses and their tits were sticking out like nails from their blouses. All of them wore either black or red high heels.

“Sorry if we’ve embarrassed you Chris,” Darlene said laughing. “You might say we’re Evie’s backup.”

“Backup for what?” I said and the girls started laughing.

You have to remember that the whole time I was standing there with my pants and my boxers pulled down around my ankles, and my glorious cock on display for all of them to see.

“Wow, what a lovely dick he has Evie! You never told us about that,” Colleen said. She squealed with delight, pushed me down on the bed and jumped on top of my lap facing away from me, grinding her large, tight butt against my cock. I saw a small dark stain appear on the fabric as a drop of pre cum leaked out of me onto her. I had to clench my teeth to avoid gushing a tsunami of cum.

“Say Evie, do you think he’s ready?” Colleen asked.

That got my attention right away and I asked, “Ready . . . for WHAT!?”

“You’ll see,” Evie said with a sly grin on her face. This was the first time I’ve ever seen her in this mood. She looked at me straight in the eyes and as I was sitting on the bed after Colleen’s lap dance, she took center stage in the middle of the room while the girls giggled.

She pulled the skimpy dress she was wearing over her head and threw it on the floor revealing her voluptuous curves and big tits, wearing just a bright red, laced-top, G-String.

She took a cigarette out of her black bag and let it dangle from the corner of her mouth as she lit it with a quick flick of her lighter. She did a snap French inhale which made my cock start to throb. Then she hooked a thumb in the front waistband of her thong, and moved it slowly from side to side. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. She slowly pulled the thong down, and out popped a large COCK!

I was speechless to say the least; but there was a ‘feeling’ I had that perhaps I was sort of expecting this from the very beginning, and had to admit to myself that I was indeed turned on by transgender women. 

I played along.

“Evie, what the fuck is going on here?”

She made a “tfft” sound and said, “It should be obvious now Chris my love. I’m what some would call a transgender female, or as I like to call myself, a shemale.”

Then I started to put two and two together. All the times we’ve fucked, it’s always been in her ass. Even though I was a virgin before meeting Evie, I knew there was something strange about her sexual proclivities. I think that my roommate Brad, or Doug or Kenny would run out of the room if they were in my situation, but I had no such thoughts. I was rather turned on by it. I was even jealous of her. To elaborate on what I said earlier, she was everything that my little fetishes desired, and that I wasn’t – a gorgeous, smoking slut – with a cock.

“It seems to me Chris, that you’re, how shall I say it – ‘into me,’ and who I really am.”

“It sure seems like it Evie,” Darlene, the redhead said, laughing.

Evie’s cock was very hard, and sticking up from the top lace border of the thong, tucked underneath her shaved balls. Very nonchalantly, with her black high heels clacking on the tile floor of her room, she sashayed over to her dresser, and pulled out a royal blue set of a satin G-String like hers, and a stretch bra with hard cups. The cigarette was dangling out of her mouth and smoke was curling out of her nose as she threw them at me. She smiled as I picked them off the bed and held them in front of me, staring at them.

“You see girls,” Evie said, “Chris here has a couple of little fetishes. Isn’t that right Chris, or should I call you ‘Chrissy?’”

“Well?” she said to me softly in a non-threatening way.

I swallowed hard and made my admission in front of the four of them.

“Uh, she’s right. I might as well come clean here. “I have a bit of a smoking fetish, and I’ve dressed up in . . . in girl’s lingerie before – and maybe a dress or two from my older sister . . .” I said in a voice just above a whisper.

“I just knew it Evie!” Darlene said. “From everything you’ve told us, I knew he did!” All of them were laughing except Evie who was looking at me and smiling, both sympathetic and encouraging.

“Go ahead Chris, try them on. Time to stop pretending,” Evie said. So I stepped out of my jeans and boxers, and pulled my t-shirt up over my head and threw it on the floor. Now I was buck naked. I picked up the G-String and felt the soft, cool satin between my fingertips, and moved them from side to said. My heart was beating fast. Then I placed it on the floor and stepped into it. As I pulled it up my legs I relished the tickling, smooth feel of the thong against my hairless legs. It brought me right back to my fourteen year old self when all of this was just an impossible fantasy. Now it was coming true at last. I pulled it up around my junk and a shiver went through me. As I centered it, the feeling was indescribable – beyond the physical. I took a deep breath and stood up straight. I picked the bra off the bed and placed it over my head and put my arms through the straps. It was a bit tight, and it pulled the skin of my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. I stepped towards the mirror on the back of the room door and admired myself.

As if she could read my mind, Evie handed me a cigarette and lit me up. Darlene, Stacy and Colleen lit up too. The sight of the four of them smoking and wearing those silky panties was enough to make me jizz without even touching myself – unreal!

“And now for the main event of the evening,” Evie said, smiling at me. “I don’t know about you other girls, but I’m as horny as FUCK!”

“Come on now ‘Chrissy,” hop onto the bed. I promise I’ll be gentle,” Evie said softly. I knew what was coming, and truth be told, I was looking forward to it.

Evie walked over to her nightstand and pulled out the familiar tube of lube gel, only now, it was for me. “I’ll go easy on you Crissy, I promise. The first time is always a bit strained, but not to worry. You’re going to love this, and I know it’s what you’ve been dreaming about all your life.”

She was right, and I hopped on the bed and got on my knees, sticking my butt high in the air. Evie didn’t waste any time and moved the satin strap over my right butt cheek. Then she rubbed the cool gel up and down my taint, and stuck her index finger in my ass and moved it around from side to side. I felt a fullness with her finger inside me, but I tried hard to ignore it. Then she placed another squirt of gel up and down the length of her cock. She groaned with pleasure.

Before I could process anything, I felt the soft tip of her cock touch my puckered cherry asshole. “This is your boy pussy honey, or as we call it, your ‘bussy.’ Get used to it.”

Slowly she entered me with just the tip of her cock and pulled out. It stung, but it wasn’t so horrible. Then she went inside me deeper and faster. I clenched my fists and gnashed my teeth against the pain, but I trusted Evie. Soon the pain gave way to a strange, exquisite pleasure. I moved my ass back on her stiff, thrusting cock, keeping in time with her. She was breathing hard and pounding me good – harder than I ever pounded her. Finally I heard her gasp and felt an explosion of her warm, thick cum filling up my bussy. It was an incredible feeling, because at the same time, I felt a ball of fire awaken inside of me. Then, without even touching my cock, I spilled a full load into the pouch of my G-String, crying out in unearthly pleasure. She kept going, and I felt some of her cum spill out alongside the inside of my butt cheeks.

She pulled out and picked up my shoulders and spun me around kissing me hard on the mouth. Gently she whispered, “You’ve got potential Chrissy, and now it’s time to really break you in. Ready girls?” she said to her friends. What was this about I wondered. It didn’t take too long for me to find out what she meant.

They were all smiling and laughing. “It looks like she was incredible Evie,” Darlene the redhead said.

“Wait a second,” Colleen said. “I’m next,” and without an explanation, Colleen took her skimpy dress off – the one with my jizz stain on it from the lap dance, and she too pulled down her thong, revealing a rather large and wide cock. I was too exhausted from being ridden hard by Evie to really process what was happening. All I saw were what I knew to be three horny shemales with their cocks and their tongues hanging out.

“Don’t go anywhere honey,” Colleen said, laughing. Before I knew what was happening, Colleen was behind me, and I felt the familiar sensation of a cock hitting me from the rear. It wasn’t so painful as Colleen began her own thrusting, entering me and going back and forth hard and fast. This time there was hardly any discomfort, and I was actually enjoying myself.

Colleen was giddy with excitement as she went through her motions and the other girls, especially Evie were off on the side and smiling. Maybe because Evie had cum inside me just before, Colleen had an easier time of it, and she was fast and furious as my silky bussy closed tightly around her. I heard her gasp and again I felt the warm, familiar sensation of cum filling up my insides. Then I had a wave of intense pleasure wash through me like before, and I shot another load into the G-String.

Before she came off me, Colleen slapped my ass with the palm of her hand – and it really hurt.

“Ouch!” I yelled. “What was that for?” I asked.

“It’s just our way of showing that we own you Chrissy,” she said laughing. She came off me and then Evie said, “Now for the really good part Chrissy. I think you’ll like this.”

“What’s that I said?”

“Makeup time sweetie,” she said, sounding excited. Makeup. That was something I had no experience with. All I had done was lipstick. But I knew they would take care of me.

Evie was already dragging me into the bathroom and had the makeup kit laid out on the vanity table. It was exciting to say the least – an incredible turn on in what was a wild night of many firsts.

Evie was a maestro at it. I had brown hair and blue eyes. She put deep blue eyeshadow on me along with cherry red lip gloss and black eyeliner, lip liner, and since my eyebrows were thin, an eyebrow pencil filled it in. When she was done with me, Evie said, “Okay Chrissy, take a look yourself, but there’s one more thing!”

I got up and looked at my reflection in the mirror – the new me. Evie walked over to her closet and pulled a large box down from the top shelf, and inside of it was a very long, auburn wig. As she placed it on me, I saw the transformation complete. She offered me a cigarette and as I took my first drag, holding it effeminately between my two fingers, I became giddy with a large hard on as if I had never cum tonight.

I was stunned. I had never dreamed that I could actually look like a woman. Of course I didn’t have tits like they did, but I told myself that would come with time.
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“OKAY GIRLS,” EVIE SAID. “LET’S GO DOWNSTAIRS.”

“Hey, what about me?” asked Stacy, the short girl with auburn hair.

“Oh sure honey, I’m sorry. When Stacy took her dress off and pulled her G-String down, she had a cock too. I wasn’t surprised.

“Thank you Evie,” she said. “Now Chrissy, I want you to give me a blowjob. Evie tells us that you have lots of talent.”

I was looking forward to it. I had become by this point a real, smoky slut cock whore, and loving it. All the girls lit up and stood off to the side as Stacy stood in the  middle of the room. “Come on Chrissy don’t make me wait all night,” Stacy said in mocking good jest.

I threw a pillow on the floor (for my own comfort) and got down on my knees facing Stacy. I licked my glossed lips and took a large drag off the cigarette and exhaled all over Stacy’s cock before placing my closed lips against it.

As soon as my lips touched her cock she moaned, and I could taste the sweet/salty mix of her pre cum. Now I parted my lips slightly as I was about to throat my first cock. I was a natural, copying what Evie had taught me. I slipped my tongue out from between my glossed lips and slid it around the head of Stacy’s cock like a paint brush. She placed her hands on her thighs and moaned softly.

This encouraged me to go more and so I opened my lips and started to take her whole cock in my mouth. I made a tight seal with my lips and slowly went up and down her length. Immediately, Stacy placed her hands on the top of my head, keeping a firm, steady pressure. They moved along with my bobbing on her which was going faster and faster. The tip of her cock pressed against the inside of my mouth making an impression with my movement. The other three girls were looking on with envy.

My mouth was wet enough that I slid easily up and down her. She hissed between her teeth and clenched the hair of my wig in her fists. Then she gasped and there was an explosion of cum – but not completely inside my mouth. Purposely she let the mother lode shoot right onto the front of my face. She grabbed her slippery cock and covered my eyes and lips with rivulets of cum. She was smiling as I looked up at her through my cum-covered eyes.

“Hey Chrissy, you were terrific. How does it feel to be an authentic cum-covered slut, humm?”

I smiled as my mascara started to run. “God I feel like such a whore!” I said to nobody in particular.

“Enoy it babe, cause that’s what you are from now on,” Evie called out to me.

I looked at myself in the mirror and I was getting off on myself – I had finally become the object of all  my fantasies.

“You know what honey?” Evie said.

“No what?”

“This entire sorority is all shemales, and now officially you have passed your pledge period. Consider tonight as your initiation.”

“You know, my friends told me there was something ‘special’ about this sorority. Now I guess I know what that was.”

Evie Laughed. “Come on, let’s find you some slutty outfit and take you downstairs to meet the others.”

________________________

__________

And that’s what happened. I joined the sorority, and the following year I moved into the sorority house, and Evie gave up her single to have me move in with her. Of course, there was also her camper which we used to go on some amazing road trips. The next year I followed the other girls and started HRT so I could look the part too. As far as my friends were concerned I lived a double life until the following fall. Of course they were all shocked, but they all surmised as much about me. I knew they did.

Isn’t it wonderful when fantasies come true?
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