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Dedication


Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers
Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist


Thank you xx




BEST FRIENDS TO SISSY SISTERS
An After School, Feminization, Fem-Dom Erotic Novella by Keary Hayes!
Kyle and Matthew, two best friends, have been working hard to graduate high school together so they can attend the same college, but when Ms. Swann, their beautiful, sexy, domineering
teacher finds Kyle looking at pornographic images that look like her in class, their future plans are thrown into jeopardy.  However, during detention, Ms. Swann makes Kyle an offer—she will not report his behaviour, provided he agrees to do everything
she
demands.  Kyle jumps at his chance at redemption, but soon discovers that Ms. Swann’s plans for him are more than he bargained for.
Ms. Swann takes Kyle on a journey of feminization, dressing him in pretty
panties, training him to walk in heels, and teaching him use make-up, before finally revealing to him the secret she hides under her skirt.  As Kyle is slowly transformed his best friend Matthew becomes suspicious.  When Matthew confronts Ms. Swann he unintentionally sets off a chain of events that will change the best friends into something more—transformed into sexy
school
girls, the pair discover the pleasure of being sissy sisters.




Chapter One
“There’s no way it’s her!”  I say.
Matthew laughs as he holds his phone up in front of me.  I glance up to make sure no one has noticed us.  It’s still a while until school starts so the building is mostly empty, only a few other students shuffling along the corridor, chatting, stuffing bags into lockers, getting ready for the day.
None of them pay us any attention, the girls content to gossip and giggle, the boys content to laugh and push each other around a little too hard.  For a moment the other students all seem too small, and I remember how it was when we first started years ago, the older years looming over us, but now, almost ready to graduate, we were the ones looming, or at least we were meant to be.  As it was, Matthew and I had given up any hopes of ever looming over anyone.
We were both shorter than average, and thin, a little geeky, and a little smart, and it was that similarity that had brought us together in our first year.  It was his easy charm and wit, and his boundless energy and spirit of adventure that had bound us together as best friends ever since.  Now, looking at the universities and colleges we might attend next year, we’d made an effort to choose together.
“I’m telling you Kyle, it totally is.  Or at least it’s close enough that it might as well be.  Look at the nose and chin, hell, even her eyes are the same.”  Matthew says.
I glance along the hall to the closest group of girls, all of them from the year below us, all pretty, popular, all of them oblivious of our existence.  I watch them for a second, a pang of regret at the complete and utter lack of dating we’d both managed during our years at school, not even our inclusion in the ranks of the senior students enough to boost our social status to dateable, and then glance back to Matthew.  His green eyes are sparkling with the same enthusiasm that I’ve grown to know and appreciate, his grin wide, eager, almost giddy, his auburn hair tucked back behind his ears.
I wonder not for the first time why he’d never had much luck with the girls.  Sure, he might be smaller than most of the boys in our year, but he was charming and smart and his face had a definite allure, his features symmetrical, eyes dazzling, lips full.  Even his nose was cute.  I shake my head, dismissing the melancholy thoughts about our lack of luck with the girls, and then glance back to the image Matthew has up on his phone.
 

I cannot help but grin at Kyle’s face as he looks back to the image I saved last night.  He might be acting nonchalant but I can tell that he’s intrigued and more than a little aroused—his freckled cheeks flush pink, eyes wide, and he’s even biting his bottom lip in the way he always does when he’s trying to control his emotions.
“Just look and tell me you’re certain it’s not her.”  I say.
Kyle stares as though he’s doing me a favour, but it’s clear the picture fascinates him, and I can’t blame him.  I’ve been looking at it and the other’s I downloaded last night and they all still fascinate me.  My grin widens as Kyle shakes his head, staring at the picture of the woman who looks so much like our English teacher, Ms. Swann—our mature, charming, sexy, smoking hot teacher Ms. Swann.
“Okay, I’m not certain, but I’m like ninety five percent sure it’s not her.”
I chuckle.
“But that five percent doubt is all you need to really enjoy the fantasy!”  I say.
Kyle stares at the picture of the woman who I image as a younger, more adventurous Ms. Swann, on her knees, naked, with luridly painted lips wrapped around a fat cock.  I flip to the next image, the model dressed in slutty lingerie, on her back with her legs spread to expose her shaved pussy, then onto the next, the model dressed in fetish heels and a corset, on all fours being fucked from behind, her expression the image of ecstasy.
“I mean… there were hundreds of pictures from different shoots, some videos too.  It’d be a crime not to enjoy them.”  I say.
Kyle just nods, eyes fixed on the screen of my phone.  Standing as close as I am I can hear his breathing, quick shallow gasps, excited though he is trying to hide it.  I glance at him.  His attention is fixed on the image of the woman who I picture as Ms. Swann, his blue eyes bright, his sandy blonde hair fallen in front of his eyes, and he is still chewing his bottom lip.  I smile, a sudden well spring of gladness that I have him as my friend.  High school was hard enough with him, without him it would have been unbearable, and I feel a pang of guilt at how glad I am that he never found a girlfriend, that I’ve been able to have him all to myself for so many years—I know one day that’ll change, there’s no way he won’t someday meet someone who’ll appreciate him like I do, but for now I’m simply happy to have him.
I watch as Kyle grins, nodding.
“I suppose you’re right.  Could you… send me the images you downloaded?  For… reasons… you know…” 
He mumbles—clumsy and embarrassed in that oddly charming way of his, his awkwardness endearing—and my smile widens.  I nudge him with my elbow.
“Reasons eh?”  I say.
I am fully aware he has a huge crush on Ms. Swann, that he’s had one for years.  Most of the boys in the school feel the same, including me.  The fact that she was so genuinely pleasant along with being stunningly beautiful didn’t help.
Kyle blushes, the pink of his cheeks turning almost red.  I laugh.
“Sure, I’ll send them, but keep them just between us two okay?”  I say, not wanting to get into trouble.
Kyle nods.  He looks up from the phone to stare at me.
“Absolutely.  But you know it’s not like I’ve got anyone besides you I’d share them with.”  He says.
My smile widens.
“Ha… loser.”  I mutter, and we both laugh.
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I sit in the back of the class room behind Matthew, watching as Ms. Swann goes over the notes for our coming exams.  I know the material by heart already, having worked hard all year to make sure my grades were good enough to get into the colleges and universities Matthew and I had picked.  We’d both worked hard, neither of us wanting to let the other down, and the improvement in our grades had made both our teachers and our parents comment more than once on our excellent prospects.
I watch as Ms. Swann moves as she talks, her black heels, dark stockings, her tight pencil skirt and her light pink blouse hug the curves of her body.  Her figure is amazing, her round butt and full hips wiggling just slightly with every step she takes, her breasts heaving as she inhales and exhales, but it is her heart shaped face that has almost every boy in the school obsessed with her—her big dark, hazel eyes still bright behind her glasses, her long, wavy black hair, her full lips, always bright red, her porcelain skin, her fine chin and jaw, her perfect cheek bones.  She was stunning, and as I watched her my mind wandered to the images Matthew had shown me.
Bored, curious, hidden at the back of the room, I fish my phone out and surreptitiously open up one of the pictures Matthew had sent me.  I stare at the image of the woman, so like Ms. Swann, bent over a desk with a plain skirt bunched around her waist, her full breasts fallen out of her white blouse, nipples exposed, her face a mask of pleasure as a man takes her from behind.  I study the features of the woman, her make-up sexy, slutty, glamorous, and look up to compare them to Ms Swann at the front of the room.
I freeze.  Ms. Swann is no longer at the front of the room.
A hand lands on my shoulder, a gentle but firm grip, squeezing, and I feel a cold pit of dread in my gut.
“Really Kyle, I expected more of you after all your hard work this year.”  Ms Swann says—her tone is cold and stern.
I cannot move, cannot speak, pinned to my chair.  I look up and see Ms. Swann staring down at my phone.  I click the lock button to blank my screen but it is too late, she has seen, she knows.
I turn and see the rest of the room now watching me, Matthew included, though thankfully none of them saw what I was looking at on my phone.
“I am quite frankly appalled.”  She says.
Ms. Swann puts out her hand, palm up.
“Now, hand over your phone, and I’ll see you after school.  We’ll need to discuss quite how we deal with this shocking behaviour.”  Ms. Swann’s voice is cold, and there is a note of scorn in her voice.
I lift my hand to give my phone over to her.  I take a deep breath and wish for the ground to open up and swallow me, but it does not.  That she has seen what I was looking at… I feel a crushing weight of guilt and shame.  If I am expelled, perhaps even if I am suspended, I’ll never get accepted into the colleges or universities we’ve been looking at.  I cannot even look at Matthew.  I lower my head to stare down at my desk.
“Show’s over now.  On with the lesson.  You’ll need to know all of this for your exams.”  Ms. Swann says.
I want to vanish.  In front of me Matthew is staring at me but I cannot lift my head, knowing that all my work, all Matthew’s work, may well have been for nothing.  I have failed not just myself, but my best friend.




Chapter Two
“Just tell her it was my fault, that I sent you the pictures.”  I say.
Kyle shakes his head, smiling at me, pretending to be calm, relaxed, nonplussed about his impending doom, but I can tell that under the mask of bravado he’s nervous, and I don’t blame him.  Caught looking at porn on your phone in class is bad enough, caught looking at porn featuring a woman who is, at the least, the spitting likeness of your hot female teacher is another.  Ms. Swann may be fairly cool and easy going on most things, but I can’t for a moment imagine she’ll go easy on this.
“Not a chance.  I mean, then it’d be both of us in trouble.  At least this way one of us gets out of this mess unscathed.”  He says.
I smile, warmed that he’s putting himself before me.  It’s just like him, willing to throw himself on the sword to save me, and I’m touched by his gesture.
“Yeah, but if there’s two of us then maybe she can split her anger between us, so hopefully you won’t get it quite as bad.”
Kyle laughs, shakes his head again.  He turns, looks along the hallway to the door to Ms. Swann class room, sagging slightly, frowning.
The hallway is mostly empty now, the school day over, only the last few stragglers still milling about.  Kyle turns back to face me, forces a grin.
“No, I mean, it’s bad enough I’ve been caught, I’m not taking you down with me.  It was my stupid mistake so I’m taking the blame.”  He says.
I shake my head.
“I shouldn’t have sent you that picture.  Just tell her you didn’t know what the picture was of and you just opened a message from me.  I’ll say the same if she asks me.”
Kyle laughs.
“It’s nice of you to offer, and I know you mean it.  It’s why you’re my best friend, always willing to look out for me, but it’d be a lie.  I knew what the picture was and I was just stupid.  It was my mistake and I’ll take the punishment.  At least if it’s just me that gets suspended or expelled you’ll still be able to graduate properly.”  He says.
“I’m not going anywhere without you, you understand.”  I say.
I reach out and put a hand on Kyle’s shoulder, squeeze it, a gesture meant to reassure.  His shoulders are slim and he is trembling, obviously nervous.
“If I get in trouble for this I don’t want you wasting all your hard work this year.  You’ve got to…”
“No.”  I say, my voice quiet but firm.  “Whatever happens we stick together.  Best friends, brothers.  Got it?”  I say.
I mean it.  I watch Kyle and, eventually, he nods.
“Got it.”  He says.
“Good.  Just… ring me when you’re done to let me know how it went, okay?”
Kyle nods, his smile forced, fluttering, fearful.
“Absolutely.”
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I stop at the door to Ms. Swann’s class room and glance back over my shoulder.  Matthew is stood waiting at the end of the hallway.  He lifts his arms, waves.
I lift my hand slightly to wave back, watch as Matthew turns and heads off towards the exit.  I am alone.  I turn to face the door and knock.
The sound of my knuckles on wood are dull, hollow, loud in the almost empty corridor, an ominous reverberation.
“Come in Kyle.”
Ms. Swann’s voice is muffled by the closed door, her tone flat, a deliberate calm as before a storm.  I reach out to the handle, twist it and push the door open.  I step in to face my fate.
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“Sit.”  Ms. Swann says.
I move to the chair Ms. Swann indicated, placed on the other side of her desk facing her, placed there for me.  Ms. Swann watches me, sat in her chair behind her desk, legs crossed, her hair pulled back out of her face, her dark eyes fixed on me behind her glasses, her expression stern, calm, focussed.  My phone is on the desk beside her, evidence of my misdeeds, taunting me.
Even as nervous as I am I cannot help but appreciate her beauty, the swell of her hips and butt in her tight pencil skirt, the way her light pink blouse hugs her full breasts, her smooth legs clad in dark stockings, her black heels, one foot swaying slightly as she waits for me.
“I’d appreciate eye contact Kyle.”  She says.
Her voice is quiet, almost ominous.  I realise I have been staring at her body.  I look up, to her face, meet her gaze.  Her dark eyes seem to sparkle and there is a flicker at the corner of her full, red lips as though she is amused by me, as though she is entertained by my obvious discomfort.
My cheeks burn, flush with blood, and I can hear the racing of my heart in the cavern of my skull.  I pull out the chair opposite Ms. Swann and sit, keep my eyes on fixed on her face, try to ignore the soft swell of her breasts as she breathes, the fullness of her upper thighs, the tantalising glimpse up her skirt that she offers me, sat as she is, legs crossed with knees slightly parted.
“Now, Kyle, what do you have to say for yourself?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I feel my stomach lurch.  I am cold despite the warmth of the room.  My heart drums.
“I… I’m sorry.  What I did was stupid and wrong and I’m really, really sorry.”  I say.
Ms. Swann nods as she listens to me, her expression fixed, almost focussed, as though she is weighing my words, weighing my fate.
“That image…”  Ms. Swann does not finish, lets her words hang, demanding an answer.
“I… I found it, and when I saw it I just… I couldn’t help wondering.  I know it was wrong of me, that I shouldn’t have saved it, should never have looked at in class.  It was cruel and crude and callous and I should have had more respect for you and for myself.”  I say.
I am struggling to remain still, fidgeting, squirming, trapped.  I suffer a tide of guilt and shame and humiliation and yet, as I think about the image of the woman who looks so like Ms. Swann I feel a surge of excitement, fed by my embarrassment, that makes my balls tense.  Ms. Swann nods, staring at me.  The corners of her mouth lift slightly, as though my suffering amuses her.
“You wondered if that woman was me I take it?”  She asks.
Her question is cold, hard.  Her words are quiet but there is a definite force behind them.  I nod before I even have a chance to think, as though compelled to obey.  Ms. Swann laughs, almost mocking, and I feel warmth rising in my throat, cheeks, face.
“Quite frankly I’m disappointed.  You’ve always been so polite, respectful, and then this year you excelled, working hard, showing yourself to be a bright, capable, and diligent student.  Granted, you might not have been the most socially gifted, and I know that it’s been hard for you, struggling to fit in with your peers, but this… turning to pornography, in class… pictures of woman you imagine to be me… really… I’m honestly shocked and a little disgusted.”
Ms. Swann’s words are almost spat, as though they taint her tongue, venomous.  They ring in my ears and I am small and worthless and, beneath it, bright and hot in my belly, something new.  My cock twitches, hardening even as I am berated, my reaction feeding my shame.
“You know I could have you expelled for this don’t you?  Those pictures, looked at in class, could be interpreted as sexual harassment of a female teacher.  Can you imagine how that would look on your record?  All those prestigious colleges and universities you’ve been looking to attend would be out.  How does that make you feel?”
I stammer, momentarily unable to find words.  I blink as Ms. Swann watches me, almost smirking, delighting in my suffering.
“Awful.  I know it was wrong.  I’m sorry.  Really.  I’ll do anything to make it up to you… I just… I don’t want to let everyone down.”
Ms. Swann’s smirk expands.  Her eyes twinkle, almost mischievous.
“Anything?”  She asks.
I nod.
“Yes Ms.”
Ms. Swann stares at me for a moment in cold scrutiny, the intensity of her gaze making me feel small and worthless.  The core of disgust and shame I feel makes my cock ache and I cannot help but berate myself for my completely inappropriate reaction.  The memory of the pictures on my phone rises and I feel a surge of arousal that seems to be fuelled by my embarrassment.
“Well, since you’re normally such a good student I think I might be able to keep this between us.  Our secret.”  She says.
My heart swells and I smile suddenly, a tide of relief.
“Thank you…”
“However…”  Ms. Swann interrupts me.  “There are conditions.  It will be difficult, and will require you to work hard, but I think you’re capable of reform.  Are you willing to follow my instructions to the letter?  Remember, the alternative is taking this to the head teacher, having you investigated for sexual harassment.  I don’t think either of us want that, do we?”
“No Ms., I… I’ll do what you tell me.  Whatever it is.  If you’ll give me another chance I’ll do anything.”
Ms. Swann smiles, widely.
“That’s just what I was hoping to hear.”
Ms. Swann uncrosses her legs and leans forward, tears her gaze from me to look down, to her desk.  She pulls a drawer out, rummages within, and pulls out a small, plain plastic bag.  She puts this on the desk beside my phone and turns her attention back to me.  her grin is wide now, beaming.
“I went shopping at lunch, in the expectation you’d agree to my offer.  I think to teach you a lesson it is important you learn to understand the female perspective, get in touch with your feminine side, so you might appreciate how it feels to be objectified and leered at.”
I am silent, confused, but nod, agreeing.
“I want you to take this bag home and use every single item within and I want you to wear everything in that bag to school tomorrow.  You are then to return to me after school so that I can check you’ve done as I’ve instructed.  If you disobey me, or disappoint me, you know the consequences.  Imagine how your other teachers, friends, parents would react if you were suspended, imagine how that might affect your prospects.”
The threat weighs heavy, and so I nod.  I know I cannot let this chance to redeem myself go, if not for me then for Matthew.
“Thank you.  Really… thank you.”  I say.
Ms. Swann simply grins at me.
“No need to thank me just yet.”  She says.




Chapter Three
The contents of the bag lie scattered on my bed and I state at them shock and horror.  My hands are cold, my heart drumming. my mouth dry.  I shake my head in an attempt to deny what I am faced with but it changes nothing, my resistance futile.
Ms. Swann’s words ring in my ears—female perspective, feminine side, objectified, leered at—and my face flushes with heat and shame.  I am nauseous.  Still, there is a twitch in my pants, my cock stiffening slightly, my arousal only fuelling my shame.
“She has to be joking, right?”  I say to myself.
Even as I speak the words though I know that she was not.  She was serious, stern.  Her instructions were explicit.  Do as she has told me or face the consequences of my misdeeds, face investigation, possibly suspension, perhaps worse.  My chance of graduating with Matthew would be gone, all my hard work, all his hard work, for nothing.
On my bed there is a pink razor, shaving foam, moisturiser, hair removal cream.  Beside the toiletries there are clothes, or, more specifically, underwear, lingerie—black silk panties decorated with cute lace and pretty bows, black stockings with lacy tops, a black suspender belt with bows to match the panties.
I reach out a hand to pick up the panties, caress the material between two fingers. They are soft, so much softer than my normal underwear, and so much smaller than my boxers.  The thought of seeing a pretty girl in them sets my mind racing and I feel a rush of blood swell my cock, already half hard.  There is no way the panties will fit me, but I have little choice.
The thought of Ms. Swann checking on me tomorrow, evaluating me, sends a shiver of dread and fear through me but it does nothing to dampen my arousal, instead seems to only encourage it.
“What the fuck is wrong with me!”  I say, exasperated.
Resigned, defeated, I drop the panties onto the bed beside the stockings and suspenders, cover the lingerie with a pillow, and gather the razor and creams and wrap them in a towel to hide them.  I stuff the bundle under my arm and head out of room to the bathroom, eager to get started and get the humiliation over with.
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I strip down and smear the hair removal cream over my legs and butt cheeks and let it sit for a moment.  My skin tingles and as I stare down at myself I cannot help wondering how I will look, a morbid curiosity.  Once the cream has sat I turn on the shower and step in to the flow of warm water, let it rinse the cream off my calves and thighs, revealing my newly smooth skin.   I twist to look back over my shoulder, look down at my now bare butt, my cheeks suddenly seem fuller, rounder, the curve distinctly feminine without hair.  The sight of my butt causes a warm knot to form in my belly.
I reach back to caress my cheeks, squeezing.  They are pliable, cushiony, full and pert, the flesh so smooth.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from making a noise as I squeeze harder, caressing my butt, savouring the myriad new sensations.  I run my hands down over my thighs, bend down to caress below my knee, and water beating against my back.
My legs feel amazing, smooth and soft, my skin like silk, and I wonder if this is what the legs of the pretty girls at school feel like.  The though makes me smile and I close my eyes for a moment, imagine I am feeling a girl’s legs, so supple, delicate.  My cock twitches and I stop myself before I get carried away.
I stand up and turn to pick up the shaving cream and the razor.  I foam my cock and balls and my crack, aware that this is my one chance to earn Ms. Swann’s forgiveness.  I must make a good impression, as humiliating and embarrassing as it might be.
I work the razor careful over my shaft, over my sack, pulling the skin taught, careful to catch every hair, careful to avoid cutting myself in my most sensitive area.  I have never been particularly hairy, so it does not take long until I am completely smooth, my cock, balls, and crack as hairless as my legs and butt cheeks.  I run my hands over my lower body and the knot of pleasure in my belly grows hotter, brighter, even as I feel utterly humiliated by what I have been made to do.  I look down at myself, letting the water fall against my back, and am ashamed to admit the truth—instead of looking like a hairless boy, I look instead like a girl, my legs and hips and even my butt soft and curvy, slim, svelte, distinctly feminine.  I feel defeated.
“Fuck…”  I whisper.
I can almost imagine the taunting jeers and laughter of my peers, of Ms. Swann.  My face blazes, hot, yet the thoughts make my cock stiffen against my will.  I close my eyes, take a deep breath, and shut off the water.  I open my eyes, trying to calm myself, and step out of the shower.
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I towel myself dry in my bedroom, then apply the moisturiser.  The fragrance is delicate, floral, notes of musk, and is definitely feminine.  One more humiliation to bear.
As I apply it though I cannot help but appreciate how it soaks into my skin, leaving my flesh so wonderfully silky and soft, smooth and delicate.  I run my hands up from my ankles, up my legs, over my thighs, to my butt.  I close my eyes and I squeeze my cheeks, feeling my cock tense, and I whimper quietly as I squeeze harder, imagine myself squeezing a pretty girl’s butt.
My hands are still slick with moisturiser and, curious, caught in the moment, I slip one hand in towards my crack, run a finger along, my skin there like the finest silk, and my finger runs over my hole and I gasp at the sudden sensation, my cock hardening.
I open my eyes and pull my hands away almost as though scalded, the memory of the touch still bright, hot.  I am breathing heavily, flush.  I take a moment to calm myself, wait for my cock to soften.
“I need to get control of myself.”  I say.
I am grinning, the knot in my belly taught.  My mind is buzzing.  I look to the bed, to the underwear.
“I suppose I should try them on now so I’m ready for tomorrow morning.”  I say.
I move to my bed and pick up the stockings.  I sit on the side of the bed and lift one foot.  I slide the stocking up my legs and a shiver runs up my spine, a shudder that starts at my balls and runs to the base of my neck.  The stockings are a caress, running over my flesh easily, gliding up my calves and thighs.  I pull on one, then the other, delighting in how they hug me, how they confine my legs, shaping them.  If anything they appear more feminine now, the lacy tops of the stockings alluring, seductive, and my heart beats quickly, my cheeks warm.
I bite my bottom lip as I pull on the panties, slipping them up my stocking clad legs, tugging them into place.  They fit my cock and balls with a little reconfiguring, and cup my butt, lifting my cheeks slightly, exposing just enough flesh to be racy.  Finally I pull on the suspender belt, struggling for a moment to fit the clasp to my stockings before getting the knack of it.  Finished, I stand up and move to look in my mirror.
The image I am faced with almost takes my breath away and I feel my cock stiffening, throbbing.  I look… girly, unmistakably feminine, but good, sexy, hot.
The panties fit me tight, make my butt seem round and pert and full, while the suspenders and stockings make my hips and thighs seem curvy, almost plump.  I turn my back to the mirror and wiggle my hips.  The movement is inviting, sensual, alluring.  I reach down to grab my butt cheek and squeeze, moan, whimpering quietly.  I stare at myself and picture a girl dressed as I am dressed, looking how I look, squeeze harder.  My cock hardens and I reach down towards it.
My phone rings, loud, starling me, snapping me from my daze.  I look to my desk where my phone sits buzzing.  I shake my head to dislodge the thoughts that linger there, and move to pick up my phone.
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“So, what happened?”  I ask
“It… nothing… not really, I mean, she told me off, lectured me, and I have to see her after school tomorrow, but she said she’s not going to tell anyone else since I’ve obviously been working so hard this year, said she didn’t want all my hard work to go to waste.”  Kyle says.
He sounds breathless, as though he has been running, and his voice is strained.  I frown.
“You at home?”  I ask.
“Yeah… just… just got out of the shower.”
There is an edge to his voice, nervous.  I know him too well not to notice it.
“So… you just need to see her tomorrow, that’s it?”  I ask.
“Yeah.  She didn’t want me to think I got away with it so I have to see her after school, but she’s not going to report me.”
I laugh, glad.
“That’s amazing!  You lucky bastard!  She must really like you.”  I say.
There is quiet on the other end of the line and the noise of Kyle breathing is loud, quick shallow breaths.
“Yeah, guess I got lucky.”  He says, laughing.
His voice is strained and his laughter is forced.  There’s something he’s not telling me.
“Why didn’t you call after you left her office?”  I ask.
“I… I guess I forgot.  She was pretty harsh and I felt so bad… must have slipped my mind.  I’m sorry.”
Something in Kyle’s tone, something in what he says, in what he hasn’t said, has me suspicious.
“Well, I’m just glad you’re okay, and that you’re not in too much trouble.”
Kyle laughs again and the laughter is still strained, forced.
“Me too.”  he says.
He falls quiet again.  I wait but he doesn’t speak.
“I suppose I’ll see you tomorrow then?”  I ask.
“Yeah, sure.  Tomorrow.”  He says.
“You know… if something happened, you could tell me.  You can tell me anything.  You can trust me.”  I say.
There is quiet on the other end of the line.
“Yeah, I know.  And thanks.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”  Kyle says.
I take a deep breath, wonder what Kyle isn’t telling me.  I cannot help but wonder what Ms. Swann said to him to put him so on edge.
“Laters then.”  I say.
“Laters.”  Kyle says.
The phone clicks off, the line goes dead.  I put my phone down.
I feel a surge of guilt.  I stiffen myself, frowning, my hands forming fists.  I found the pictures, I sent them to Kyle.  If he’s in trouble, it’s my responsibility to get him out of it.  Best friends stick together.




Chapter Four
Matthew is already sat on the wall outside school waiting for me when I arrive, grinning, though the look in his eyes is more wary than his expression might otherwise suggest.  I smile, raise my hand, wave.  I am sweating though the day is cool, bright, and my heart racing, my face too warm—my cheeks flush and pink.  As I walk up the path to the front doors the panties I am wearing are snug, a constant embrace around my shaved cock and balls, the back slipped up into the crack of my butt so that each step I take is a little caress.
There is a swell of shame, humiliation, dressed as I am under my clothes in stockings, suspenders, panties, surrounded by other students.  The stockings are silky, my shaved thighs and butt cheeks sensitive.  My cock twitches and I do my best to remain calm to prevent myself from becoming aroused.
In front of me a group of girls from my year are gathered, short skirts, knee high socks.  I stare for a moment at their knees and thighs, shaved and smooth, as I am.  It is a detail I’ve never fully appreciated before, the way a simple act makes their legs so feminine, graceful, the effort they put in to maintaining such a flawless appearance.  I smile, a momentary flush of pride at my secret—my legs are easily as attractive as theirs, if not better.   In the panties and stockings I am easily as hot at them. 
A small part of me wonders what it would feel like to wear skirts and shoes like theirs, to wear their dresses, tops, jumpers, what it would feel like to wear their bras.  How would I look?  The thought makes me blush and even deeper shade of red.
“You okay Kyle?”  Matthew asks.
His question snaps my attention from the girls in front of me and I turn to face him.  He is frowning, clearly worried.
“You look a little off.  You feeling ill?”  He asks.
I force my smile and shake my head.  As I walk towards him the panties slip deeper into my crack and I cannot help wiggling slightly with each step, my hips swaying, butt wobbling.
I stop in front of Matthew and he jumps up from where he was sitting and stares at me for a moment as though evaluating me.  I try not to squirm, aware that if anyone were to notice something different about me it would be him.  I can almost smell the fragrance of the moisturiser, blossoms and musk, and my shaved legs tingle inside my stockings.
“Yeah, I’m not too bad, just you know… nervous about seeing Ms. Swann tonight.  Not sure what she’s going to say to me and the last thing I want to do is upset her.”
“She said she wouldn’t tell anyone thought didn’t she?”  Matthew asks.
I nod, trying not to let my expression betray me.  Matthew watches me, carefully, clearly suspicious.
“Yeah, but… she could change her mind I guess… I just… I just want to make sure I don’t upset her any more than I already have… keep in her good books so I we can get out of here together like we planned.  I just don’t want to let you down.”  I say—aware that I am mumbling, stumbling over my words, but unable to stop myself.
Matthew stares at me for a moment then smiles, suddenly, brightly.  He reaches out and puts his hand on my shoulder, a comforting gesture I am familiar with.
“Kyle, you could never let me down.  If Ms. Swann reports you then… well… we just go with it. Whatever happens we stick together, right?”  Matthew says.
I cannot help but smile.  I nod.
“Right.”  I say.
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The day crawls by slowly.  Kyle seems to be constantly on edge, almost paranoid.  He is jumpy, startling easily and at the smallest thing.  I try talking to him, chatting to him to keep his mind of his impending appointment with Ms. Swan but he is too distracted, staring off into space often.
By the end of the day he is obviously exhausted and as I accompany him to Ms. Swann’s office he visibly pales, only his cheeks showing a flush of colour.  We stop just outside Ms. Swann’s door and Kyle takes a deep breath.
“I’ll wait for you if you want?”  I say.
Kyle turns to face me, shakes his head.  His smile is false and strained.
“No, it’s fine, really.  I’ve no idea how long I’ll be so you might as well go home and enjoy your evening.  No point both of us suffering.”  He says.
I stare at him for a moment, frowning.
“It is kinda my fault you’re in this mess.  I really don’t mind.  Moral support is the least I can do.”  I say.
Again Kyle shakes his head.
“No, honestly, just go home.  I’ll call you later.” He says.
I watch Kyle, eyes slightly narrowed, study him.  Kyle fidgets, clearly nervous, forces his smile wider, fixing it into a grin.
“Just go home, really.”  He says.
I sigh, nod.
“Okay, but… try not to let her get you down.  No matter what happens I’m here for you, okay?”  I say.
Kyle laughs, reassured by my words.
“Thanks.”  He says.
I watch as Kyle turns to Ms. Swann’s door and knocks.
“Come in Kyle.”  Ms. Swann calls out.
I stare after my friend as he opens the door and steps through to face the punishment that should really have been mine.  I turn away and head back along the hallway towards the exit, heading home, worried about what it is my friend will have to face, certain that no matter what it is, if he needs me, I’ll be there to help.
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Ms. Swann walks around me as I enter her room, moves to lock the door behind me, pulls down the blind to cover the window, turns to face me.  I stand by her desk, waiting.  My heart beat is a loud drumming and my head is spinning.
Ms. Swann turns from the door to face me.  She smiles, her expression bright, eager, her dark eyes dazzling behind her glasses.  She is wearing a charcoal skirt, tight fitting, and a sky blue blouse, her legs are clad in stockings, her feet in her usual heels, and I find myself picturing her underwear.  Perhaps the panties I am wearing are hers—the though excites me, makes my cock twitch.
“So, how has your day been Kyle?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I try to smile.
“Good.”  I say.
Ms. Swann stares at me and her smile falters.
“Just good?  I’m assuming you spent the day in the panties, stockings and suspenders I gave you?”
I nod.
“Yes Ms.”  I say.
My cheeks flush at my confession.  I feel the knot in my belly tighten, my cock swelling at the surge of humiliation.
“And you’re shaved, like I asked?”  She says.
I nod again.
“Yes Ms.”  I say.
Ms Swann stares at me.  She grins.
“And your day was just good?  Perhaps I underestimated you, perhaps you’ve been secretly shaving and dressing in girly underwear for years?”
I shake my head.
“No Ms., this… I haven’t.”
Ms. Swann laughs, clearly amused by my discomfort.  I feel small and powerless and helpless, squirm, but still I am aroused by the way she makes me feel, the way the stern, beautiful older woman has me in her thrall.  I cannot deny that some part of me has found pleasure in wearing panties and stockings for my glamorous teacher.
“Well then… how did like wearing them?  How did spending the day shaved smooth and dressed in pretty panties like a girl make you feel?”
I feel my throat close and my mouth dry out.  My neck and face are too warm and I know I am blushing furiously.
“I… I… it was embarrassing, and I was worried someone would notice or find out… I felt awkward and humiliated… which I suppose was the point…”  I say.
Ms. Swann stares at me, smirking.  She shakes her head.
“No, that wasn’t quite the point, but we’ll get to that later I’m sure.  Now, tell me, did you enjoy it?”
I blink, mind suddenly blank.  I know I cannot lie to her.  I nod, slowly.
“A little, yes Ms., it felt… different, but not unpleasant, and maybe exciting.”
“You felt pretty didn’t you, like a proper girl?”
I nod again.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann grins.
“Good, I’m sure now you’re better able to appreciate how the girls around you feel.”
I nod.  I remember the dresses and the skirts and the heels and I cannot help imagining how they might feel, how I might look in them.
“But, I’m afraid I’m not going to be able to take your word as proof.  You say you did as I instructed, but I’ll need to check.  You’ll need to strip for me Kyle.”
I open my mouth to reply but there are no words.  I stare at Ms. Swann in disbelief.
“Now, Kyle.  I don’t like to be kept waiting.”  Ms. Swann says—her tone is suddenly firm, commanding, domineering.
I look down to the floor.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
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“Very good, very good.  I see you did an excellent job on your legs and butt.”  Ms. Swann says.
I cannot help but smile at her praise, glad to have pleased her.  As she moves around me she reaches down to run her hand over my hips, my butt, cupping my cheek slightly, squeezing gently.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning, shuddering at the sensation of her touch.
She moves around me, staring at me, eyeing me, examining me.  I feel small and worthless and the shame only makes my cock swell, stiffening.  As Ms. Swann moves around in front of me her hand slips up and under the waist band of the panties.  her finger tips brush the head of my partially swollen cock, slip lower to caress my balls.
“And shaved there too.  You’ve done well, and I can clearly see you’re enjoying yourself.”
“Thank you Ms..”  I say—I am hot and breathing heavily, my heart racing.
Ms Swann pulls her hand away and steps back to look up at me.
“However, you failed to shave your chest and under your arms.”  Ms. Swann’s tone is suddenly cold.
I freeze, suddenly terrified.  I have failed.  I wilt.
“I am however willing to give you another chance since you obviously tried your best.  I have another bag for you to take home, some more underwear and a few new items.  I want you to practice when you get home.  There will be an exam tomorrow.  I expect you to impress me.”
I feel a well spring of relief and gladness.
“Thank you Ms., I’ll shave again tonight and I’ll practice.  I promise.”  I say.
Ms. Swann holds up a hand to silence me.
“First though, you will need to be punished for failing to follow my instructions.”  She says.
I stare at her, blinking.  Punished?  She wants to punish me?  I have no idea what she means but I have already come so far and I know I cannot back out now.  I can only nod.
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“Bend over the desk.  I want your hands flat, palms down on the top, keep your back bent to keep your butt raised.”  Ms. Swan says.
I do as I am instructed, bend at my waist over the desk, put my hands on the smooth top.  I curve my back to offer my butt up, the panties snug, most of my cheeks exposed.  My face is warm and I lay my cheek against the table, the surface cool.
“Now, don’t move.”  Ms. Swann says.
I remain frozen, keep my hands still, my face on the desk.  The sound of Ms. Swann’s footsteps behind me seem loud, her heels clicking.  I am glad that at least my nervousness has caused my cock to soften, lessening my shame and exposure.
Hands run up my legs to my stocking tops.  Ms. Swann unclasps my suspenders.
“In the future you are to put the panties on over your suspenders.  It will make your life and mine easier.”  She says.
In the future?  I wonder how long she intends for me to dress like this.
“Yes Ms..”  I say—my voice quiet.
Her hands slide up my hips to the panties, grip the hem, tug them down.  She slides them down my legs, my butt and cock exposed.  The panties lie bunched at my ankles, binding my legs together.  I take a deep breath, will my cock to remain limp.
I feel Ms. Swann’s hands slide up to cup my balls and my dick, then something cold and hard.  There is a click.  Ms. Swann’s hands withdraw but the cold, hard embrace around my cock remains.
“There, now that should stop you from being distracted and getting over excited.  You’ve only yourself to blame for not following instructions.”  Ms. Swann says.
My mind reels.  She has locked my cock away, emasculating me.  I feel a surge of shame and humiliation and my cock twitches in response, tries to stiffen, but is unable, restrained by the cage I now wear.
Ms. Swann rises to her feet, stands behind me.
“Now, I’m going to spank you and I want you to count to ten.  There’ll be five on each cheek.”
I nod.  I am unable to speak.  I am locked in chastity, about to be spanked, shaved smooth, dressed in stockings, panties, suspenders, bent over my teacher’s desk.  My cock spasms, balls tightening, but the cage locked on me prevents me from growing erect, keeps my dick soft, small, useless.
Ms. Swann’s hand falls suddenly, slapping my butt, the impact hard, painful, stinging.  I gasp and cry out in shock.
“One… Ms..”  I say—my voice is shaking.
Ms. Swann’s hand falls again, on my other cheek, the impact harder.  My breath is knocked from me.
“Two, Ms..”  I say.
A third blow comes, then the fourth.  I count each off.  My head feels fuzzy, my skin sensitive, alive.  My heart races my entire body tingles with a nervous, almost excited energy. 
As the blows land I keep count though my mind is foggy, thoughts jumbled.  It is almost as though I am floating, suspended in a cloud of sensation.
“Ten… Ms., thank you.”  I say—I am breathless and giddy.
My cock throbs in its cage.  My butt stings, each cheek burning from the spanking I have received.
“You did well Kyle.  Now, pull your panties up and get dressed.  I’ll go fetch the bag I have prepared for you.”
I am breathing heavily.  My heart is racing.  My thoughts are a mess.  I am grinning.
“Yes Ms., thank you.”  I say.




Chapter Five
I step out of the shower shaved completely smooth from the neck down, towel dry, then moisturise.  I turn to stare at myself in the mirror.  I have always been slim, small, with narrow shoulders and a thin chest, but now, stripped of hair, the body I had always thought of as male seems shockingly feminine.  Even my cock, locked in the small metal cage Ms. Swann put on me, looks cute, almost girly.
I take a deep breath, exhale a sigh.  Both my parents are out so I know I can take my time and I turn my attention to the bag.  The new panties and suspender belt are pink, the stockings still black, but seamed now, the material thinner, silkier.  I pull the stockings on first, savouring the way they glide up my hairless legs, and attach them to my suspender belt.  I put my panties on last, following Ms. Swann’s instructions.
My panties… the thought shames and excites me, and I savour the way the silky pink cloth cups my butt and caged cock, the way the back slips into my crack to caress my hole, the way they make my butt look full and round and pert and cute.  I stare at myself and grin.
“Not bad.”  I say, admiring myself.
I turn back to the bag and pull out the shoes, bright pink heels, and the smaller bag of make-up.  I have watched the videos listed in Ms. Swann’s note and have a vague idea of how to properly do my face and walk in the heels, but I am still nervous, the knot in my belly tight, a slight sense of nausea that underlies the constant tingling sense of arousal.
I do my eyes first, a dusky pink and purple to highlight my blue eyes.  I draw a fine line with eyeliner, marking a small flick out, and then fill out my lashes with mascara.  The end result makes my eyes seem brighter, larger, sultry, my lashes darker and fuller.
Next I paint my lips, again pink, applying it with a brush before applying a glossy, sparkling top coat that makes my mouth seem plump, vibrant, inviting.  I pout and cannot help but giggle at how ridiculously sexy I seem.
Finally I apply blush, shading and highlights, contouring my cheeks and nose and jaw.  Once finished I step back to take in the full picture.  My jaw drops and I am speechless.
I am… beautiful. My body, shaved, in underwear, is slim, but my hips and butt are curvy, my thighs full, stocking clad legs long.  My chest is smooth, flat, but my waist and belly are trim.  It is my face though that stuns me.  With the makeup on I look like any pretty girl at my school.  No, not any girl, one of the hot girls.  My blue eyes are dazzling and my hair, ruffled and damp from the shower, has a certain bed-head charm.  I take a moment to style it slightly and cannot help but grin.
I strike a pose, staring at myself, stick out my butt with my hands on my hips.  I pout, flutter my lashes.  I look almost like the star of an innocent girl porno, and as I strike pose after pose, admiring how utterly sexual I appear, I cannot help but giggle, enjoying the feeling of being pretty, desirable, even sexy.  My cock twitches, spasming, tries to harden in its cage but cannot, is constrained by the metal device locked on me.
The shame and humiliation feeds off of how pretty I feel, how sexual I look.  I cannot help but admire myself, an odd mix of emotions as I admire the femininity of my body, my face.  The cage grows taught and my need grows, the knot in my belly becoming tight.
I reach down and rub on the front of my panties, tugging on my caged cock as I watch myself, imagine I am watching a pretty girl masturbating.  There is a mild twinge of pleasure but nothing more.  I tug harder but it does nothing.  Frustrated I pull my hand away.  I look to the heels.
“I suppose I should practice walking in those.”  I say to myself.
I reach out and slip the shoes on.  I stand, astonished at the effect they have on my figure, forcing me to stand in a way that emphasises my legs and hips and butt.  I take a step, following the instructions of the video, and my foot almost gives way beneath and I come close to falling over.
I laugh, shake my head.
“Definitely need to practice.”  I say.
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I glace down at my phone.  Still no messages, no missed calls.  Kyle said he could call but hasn’t and so I carry on walking towards his house, worried about him.
When I arrive I notice that the lights are out and the driveway empty.  I know his parents are out and for a moment I worry that Kyle is not at home, that perhaps he is still at school with Ms. Swann, but then I notice a light on around the back and I smile.
“Don’t call me, make me worry… well how about I get my own back and scare the crap out of you.”
I cannot help but laugh at the thought of scaring Kyle, payback for making me worry, and so I head round to the back of his house, darting across the garden to avoid being seen.  I stop by the tree just outside of his bedroom and, checking that I have not been noticed, jump up into the lower branches and begin to climb.
As I make my way towards the bough opposite Kyle’s window I spot movement and stall.  I hold my position, half hidden by foliage and shadow, and wait, grinning.
“Oh this is going to be amazing.  I can’t wait to see your face.”  I whisper.
Kyle’s room is only partially lit, only his desk lamp on, and his blinds are partially down so my view is limited, but I can see a shadow moving on his wall.  I hold my position, ready to leap onto the roof outside his window when I see him.
As a figure steps into the widow I make to jump then stop myself.  It’s not Kyle.
“Who on earth is she?”  I ask—stunned by the gorgeous girl who has appeared.
 
[image: ]
The heels are difficult to walk in at first but I follow the instructions from the video, step carefully, heel first, crossing my legs slightly to put one foot in front of the other.  The heels are long and the tips are small, so that my first few steps are precarious, my legs wobbling and my ankles threatening to give way under me.
I try to move my hips in time with each step, letting them roll and lock, my butt swaying in a exaggerated, provocative manner—the sensation of it moving, wobbling, is unsettling at first, but quickly becomes almost seductive, the rolling sway an obviously sexual mannerism, a tingle running up my spine from my balls to the base of my skull, my caged cock throbbing painfully as I picture a girl, dressed as I am walking as I am, imagine the reactions of men watching me, aroused by me, made hard by me.  I cannot help but grin at the thought of provoking such lust in others, my cheeks flushing.  I feel hot, almost giddy.
I walk up and down the hallway, practicing over and over until my gait is satisfactory.  I do not want to disappoint Ms Swann.  I want to please her, want to impresses her with my make-up skills, with my ability to walk in heels.  I want her to think me pretty, sexy, to know that I have tried my best.  It feels strange, wanting to impress my beautiful older teacher with my ability to be feminine, but I do.  Even beyond my punishment there is some small part of me that craves her approval, that longs to please her.  I want to be a good girl for her.
I am still grinning as I make my way to my bedroom.  I almost have my walk down now, my steps deliberate, almost confident.  I sway and swagger as I walk, my hips and butt rolling, wiggling, a sexy strut.
As I enter my bedroom I catch sight of the ghost of my reflection in my window.  I stop at stare at myself for a moment, posing, doing my best to look sexy, alluring.  My cock pulses painfully in its tight cage.
I turn to my mirror on the other side of my bedroom, a full length mirror mounted on the wall, and I stare in open admiration as the ravishing figure in front of me.
“I make a better girl than I do boy.”  I say, whispering, my voice soft, almost husky.
“Looking like this I’m sure the girls would notice me… be jealous of me.”  I whisper.
I cannot help but smile, the sense of pride and pleasure at seeing myself as attractive, sexy, pretty, is undeniable.  I feel good in a way I have never felt, confident. 
“I bet the boys would notice me too.”  I whisper.
The thought of the boys at school seeing me like this, becoming aroused by me, wanting me, arouses me.  I feel a surge of pleasure run through me.  I picture them staring at me, openly aroused, hard for me, and I whimper.  I stare at my reflection and let my hands roam my body.  I slide my hands over my narrow chest, down my trim belly, to my hips.  My hands glide down over my hips, over the tops of my thighs.  I moan, bite my bottom lip, transfixed by the pretty girl in my mirror, face painted, dressed in sexy lingerie and heels, posing seductively as she touches herself.
One hand slips round to touch my butt, squeezing, while the other slides down to the bulge of my cage in my panties.  My cock aches, soft but pulsing, trying to harden but constrained.  The frustration and humiliation only excites me further, feeding my arousal, firing my need for release.
“Fuck…” 
I moan in a quiet girly whimper as I tug on my cage.  I squeeze my butt harder, rubbing my cage in an attempt to stimulate myself but in vain.  My masculinity is imprisoned, useless, worthless.  I stare at myself, a pretty, feminine, sexy girl.
Desperate for some form of stimulation I lift the hand on my butt and then strike myself, spank myself.  It stings, but is a pale imitation of Ms. Swann’s spanking.  I do it again, and again, rubbing my crotch in the hopes of experiencing release, but it is not enough.  It only makes me more frustrated, makes me crave Ms. Swann’s touch more.  I stop spanking myself and instead raise my hand to my chest, tease my nipples.
In a sudden rush of inspiration I lower my hand from my cage.  Dressed as I am, caged, I am no longer really a boy, but more of a pretty girl, and I should act like one, should pleasure myself like one.
I run my hand between my legs, extending my fingers, cupping my cage in my palm as I push my fingers into my crack, pressing the silky fabric of the panties against my hole.  The sensation is almost electric, bright sparks firing off in my mind, dazzling me.  I am breathing heavily, panting.  I press harder, push the tip of my finger, wrapped in the silk of my panties, just into my entrance.
I moan, the sound high and breathy, girly.  My mind feels fuzzy, almost blank, and the pleasure, mixed with shame and humiliation of my situation, my powerlessness, is almost overwhelming.  I grind my hips, work my finger in and out, teasing my hole, the skin of my puckered rose sensitive.  I whimper, staring at myself, pretty, sexy, a girl teasing herself, playing with her nipples as she fucks herself.
“Fuck… so close…”  I whisper.
I grind my hips, teasing myself, imagine myself as a girl masturbating.  I am so close, my caged limp cock straining in its cage, drooling precum, throbbing.  I want more, need more.  My thoughts are sluggish and I almost do not hear the sound of a car engine outside, tires pulling into the driveway.
“Shit!”
My parents are home.  I pull my hand out from between my legs rush out of the room towards the bathroom, my heart suddenly racing in panic.
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She is beautiful, sexy, glamorous.  With the blind half closed I cannot see her face, can see only her lower body, her legs, her feet clad in high heels. 
“Who are you?”  I whisper, mesmerised by the heavenly creature in front of me.
I can only stare at the goddess, clad in sexy lingerie, stockings and panties, suspenders and heels, her hips and butt swaying with a deliberate sexual allure as she walks, as she struts.  The way she moves is hypnotic.
“Kyle never told me about you… that’s some impressive secret.”  I murmur.
She stops as she enters the bedroom, facing the window, and for a moment I fear I am discovered.  She strikes a deliberate pose, facing me, then strikes another, and another, each more sexual than the last.  My cock swells, hardens.
As she turns to face the mirror I know is on the other side of Kyle’s room I realise she was looking at her reflection in the window and I relax.  She begins to pose in the mirror, watching herself, and I cannot blame her—if I looked like her I’d stare at myself too!
I wonder what her face looks like, wonder if I know her, if she is a girl from school or is someone I’ve never met.  I wonder where Kyle met her, why he kept her a secret, why she is alone in Kyle’s room.
I can only watch as she begins to touch herself, her hands roaming her body.  My cock grows harder, aroused at the sight of her, at the show she puts on for me without knowing.  The guilt I feel at being voyeur is overwhelmed by the lust that she provokes in me.  I want to see more, need to see more.
“Is this why you didn’t bother to call me?”  I whisper.
I feel a surge of jealousy at the thought that this woman was keeping my friend from me, a sudden possessiveness not towards the stunning woman in front of me but towards my best friend, a bloom of anger that he was being seduced away from me, and I grin, almost gleeful now that I am invading her privacy, payback for her beguiling my closest confidant.
I watch as her hand slip lower, gliding over her hips and butt.  I reach down to rub the bulge of my cock in my trousers, shuddering at the sensation.  I watch wide eyed as she raises a hand and spanks herself.
“Dirty girl!”  I say, smiling, almost smug.
As she begins to touch herself, teasing her panty clad pussy, I feel my balls tense.  My heart is racing and my mind feels numb, focussed on the sexy beauty in Kyle’s room.  Almost without thinking I unzip my trousers and pull out my cock, clasp it in my hand, begin to work my palm and fingers up and down my hard shaft.
I watch as her hand slips between her legs, her fingers pushing just inside of her.  I picture what it would feel like to be inside of her.  I wonder if Kyle has fucked her yet, if he’s about to fuck her, and the surge of possessiveness towards my best friend surges.  I don’t want her to have him and as though to vent my pent up fury I wank my cock faster, harder, watching the slut in the window as she masturbates.
My hand glides up and down, faster, my balls tight, and my anger, my jealousy, fuels my passion.  My cock pulses and before I can stop myself I am cumming, cumming at the thought of fucking the girl in the window into submission, fucking her in an attempt to reclaim my friend, my ejaculation an attempt to claim my stake on Kyle.  The intensity of my orgasms leaves me almost bewildered, but still angry.
At the sound of a car pulling off the road and into the driveway I panic.  I see the girl in Kyle’s room panic, dash from the room.
“Fuck…”  I whisper. 
My hand is sticky with cum and I do my best not to smear it on my trousers as I put my softening cock away.  I wipe it on the leaves of the tree I am hiding in then clamber down.
The image of the girl in Kyle’s room, dressed provocatively, sexily, is still vivid as I make my way through the garden, skipping over the fence to avoid being seen.  My heart is racing and my emotions are a mess but I am certain of one thing—I am not giving Kyle up without a fight.




Chapter Six
“So… you never called last night.  How come?”  Matthew asks.
I try to remain calm, seem nonplussed, but he is watching me closely, scrutinising me, his gaze intense, as though suspicious.  I feel my throat and my cheeks grow warm and I know I am blushing.  My cage hangs heavy around my cock and the panties and stockings I wear under my clothes are soft, silky, a constant reminder of my predicament, humiliating me, shaming me.
“I… I was just so tired when I got home… I had dinner then fell asleep.  Sorry.  You didn’t worry did you?”  I say—I am unable to keep my voice neutral, my tone trembling.
Matthew’s gaze hardens, almost a scowl.
“So… nothing happened with Ms. Swann… or at home?”
His tone is pointed and it is clear he suspects something.  I try to remain outwardly calm, shake my head.  I smile.
“No, just a boring detention and then a normal night at home.”
Matthew doesn’t speak, continues to stare at me.  His brow furrows, a deep scrutiny.
“I take it there’s no point me offering to hang around after school for you?”  He says.
I grin, try to seem calm.  The cage on my cock is tight, heavy, a weight that binds me to Ms. Swann.  My heart skips and the knot in my stomach tightens at the thought of what she has in mind for me after school, what the test will entail.  I am nervous, but also, beneath it, undeniable, excited, almost eager to face the humiliations she has in store for me.
“You’re best off just heading home.  No point both of us being stuck here tonight.  I’m not sure how long she’ll keep me.”  I say.
Matthew nods.
“Sure.  That makes sense.  Well… I won’t argue, but remember, if you need me, or if there’s anything you want to tell me, I’m here for you.”
Matthew stares at me, almost as though he knows.  I bite back the urge to confess, to tell him everything, too scared of how he’d react.
“I know, and thanks.  It means a lot.”  I say, smiling.
Matthew stares at me for a moment longer before nodding, though he seems almost disturbed rather than reassured.  Ahead of us a group of girls in the year below us are gathered by their lockers, chatting, giggling.  They are all pretty, short skirts and tight tops, but I cannot help but grin as I remember my reflection from last night—I am confident that I am prettier, and cannot help but imagine how good I would look in the skimpy, fashionable clothes they wear.
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Ms. Swann closes the door behind me and locks it, the snap of the door being sealed a now familiar though no less ominous sound.  I stand by her desk, my back to the door, my back to Ms. Swann.  My eyes are fixed on the bag on her desk.  The click of her heels as she returns to her seat is loud.
“Now, I’m assuming you practiced last night Kyle?”  Ms. Swann says.
I am still staring at the bag on the desk as Ms. Swann sits.  I nod, my head bowed.  There is silence.
“I expect you to look at me and answer properly.  Now, again.  Did you practice last night Kyle?”  Ms. Swann asks.
Her tone is hard and I feel suddenly small and weak and vulnerable, a maelstrom of emotions that cause my caged cock to throb.  I lift my head, look at Ms Swann.  She is beautiful, powerful, terrible and my heart skips—she is dressed in a plain grey jumper, snug around her breasts, and a tight black skirt that clings to her hips and butt, her legs in tights, black heels.  I know I cannot resist her.
“Yes Ms., I practiced just like you told me.”  I say—my voice is quiet and shrill and trembles.
Ms. Swann grins, eyeing me.
“And you wore the panties and stockings again, like a good girl?”  She asks.
Her words stab at me, wound me, but the pain of them is an intoxicating pleasure, almost addictive.  I nod again.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann’s expression does not change but I know what is coming next.
“Show me.”  She says.
I can only nod.  Without questioning I reach up to unbutton my shirt, begin to strip.”
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“Very good.  You’ve done well.”  Ms. Swann says.
I cannot help but smile as she inspects me, circling me, examining me.  I have pleased her and that fact sends a thrill through me.  Her fingers graze my skin, run over my hip, my butt cheeks, slipping over my crack.
As she moves back round to my front her hand slips down to cup my cage tugging at it suddenly, firmly.  The shock and pain make me gasp, the noise girly, feminine, and I blush, bite my bottom lip.
“And how are you finding wearing this?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I am quiet for a moment, consider my answer carefully.
“Frustrating Ms., and humiliating.”  I say, choosing honesty.
Ms. Swan smiles, as though pleased.  My heart skips.
“Good.  Now, I want you to take the bag on my desk through to the store cupboard at the back of my room and get ready.  You are to apply the make-up in the bag as you practiced yesterday, and then dress.  I want you to come out in the heels to show me how well you’ve learnt to walk.”
I stare at Ms. Swann.
“Dress?  You want me to put my clothes back on?”  I ask.
Ms. Swann laughs, shakes her head.
“No.  The heels in the bag wouldn’t match your normal clothes, and nor would your make-up.  I want you to dress in the clothes I’ve picked out for you.”
I blink, momentarily lost for words.
“You picked out for me?”  I ask.
Ms. Swann is grinning, nods.
“Yes, a little outfit I think you’ll look quite lovely in.  Now, hurry up, I don’t have all evening.”  She says.
I am frozen, stunned.  Ms. Swann’s smile falls slightly.
“Now, Kyle.”  She says—her tone harder.
I jump, nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
I lean forward, pick up the bag on Ms. Swann’s desk, and hurry towards the cupboard at the back of the classroom, still dressed in only my underwear.  My heart is racing and I feel nauseous, but also, beneath that, excited.  I wonder what the outfit Ms. Swann has chosen for me looks like and I picture myself, sexy, feminine, strutting for her in the heels she has selected for me.
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I take my time putting on my make-up, desperate to do my best to please Ms. Swann.  Finished, I study my reflection in the mirror on the wall.  My eyes are a dusky rose with dark shadows, small flicks of eyeliner, my lashes darkened by mascara.  My lips are bright pink, glossy and sparkly, full and plump, inviting, and my face is contoured to make it even cuter, more feminine.  I smile, happy with how I look, pretty, sexy, and I turn my attention to the outfit.
Ms. Swann has chosen me a plaid pleated miniskirt, bright pink and black with softer pink tones running through it, and a white blouse, short sleeved—a school girl’s uniform straight from a porn shoot.  I pull the skirt on first, the skirt short, coming barely below my butt so that if I move too quickly or bend over my panties will show.  Next I pull on the blouse, button it up.  Finally I pull on the heels, patent black platforms with pink soles, the heels long and spiked, a single strap holding them to my ankle.
Finished I turn to look at myself.  I stall, stunned, blinking in disbelief.  With my face painted, dressed as I am, I am sexy, provocative.  I turn and look back over my shoulder, bending slightly to expose the bottom of my butt, a small glimpse of my panties.  I grin.  With my stocking on, in the heels, my butt looks amazing.  I reach back and squeeze a cheek, flush at the sensation.  My caged cock tries to harden but cannot, the stab of pain a pleasing humiliation.
“I’m waiting Kyle.”  Ms. Swann calls from outside.
I snap my attention away from the mirror, turn to the door.  I take a deep breath.  I rehearse the way I will walk in my heels in my mind, remembering how to roll my hips to make my butt sway.
“Coming Ms.”  I say.
My voice comes out soft, almost feminine, as though the clothes and underwear and cage are altering me, changing me.  My cheeks blush at the thought.  I focus on the present, focus on pleasing Ms. Swann.  I step off towards the door.
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Ms. Swann watches me as I cross the floor towards her.  She grins, nods, as though satisfied.  Buoyed I put more wiggle into my movements, swaying my hips and butt in an exaggerated sexual manner.  My cheeks are hot but I am smiling, giddy, the knot in my belly tight, my caged cock aches.
“Very impressive.  Very, very impressive.  I’d say you were a natural sissy.  Quite sexy.”  Ms. Swann says.
The words sting.  I burn with shame.  Sissy… yet, still, I feel a rush of something close to euphoria.  I have pleased Ms. Swann.  She is happy with me.  My smile widens.  It doesn’t matter that she is pleased with how pretty I am, how sissy I am… she is pleased with me.
“Thank you Ms..”  I say—my voice it soft, quiet.
Ms. Swann grins and I sway towards her, my hips swishing, the skirt brushing my upper thighs.  My heels click and my cage aches between my legs, a constant reminder of my position.
“We’ll need to do something about your hair and breasts.  A wig and a padded bra I think, to really sell you as girl, but for now I am very happy.  It’s obvious you’ve been practicing, both in how you’ve made up your face and in how you walk.  The sexy way you wiggle is quite provocative.  I know quite a few men who’d like to fuck you looking and moving like that.”  Ms. Swann says.
I blush a deeper shade of pink, my face too warm.  My heart skips and my mind buzzes, the knot in my stomach tight.  The shame and humiliation stirred by Ms. Swann’s words makes my cock throb painfully in its cage.  The thought of men wanting me, desiring me, growing hard at the sight of me, wanting to fuck me, makes me giddy, a rush of emotions that makes the room spin.  I bite my bottom lip as I stop in front of Ms. Swann.
“Oh, I think that got someone excited.  Did hearing that men would want to fuck you like a sissy slut excite you Kyle?”  She asks.
I pause, still, stand frozen.  Ms. Swann stares at me.  My heart skips and the knot in my belly tightens, my caged cock throbbing in my panties.  I nod, slowly, unable to lie to her.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann’s grin becomes a smirk.  She moves round her desk to stand in front of me, towers over me even in my heels.  She moves in close so that I have to look up to meet her gaze.  I am small and weak and powerless in her presence, am awed by her.  My heart races and I take small quick breaths.
“Would you like to be used like a girl?  Like a pretty sexy sissy girl?  Would you like to know the pleasure of being a pretty toy for me?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I am bewildered by her questions, intoxicated by the possibilities.  I feel warm, hot, need to please the powerful, beautiful woman in front of me.  I nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann stares at me for a moment, as though considering a riddle, then nods, as though agreeing with herself.  She raises a hand and lifts it, moves it to the back of my head, entangles her fingers in my hair, gripping my head tight.  I gasp at the sensation, completely in her power.  I do not want to resist.
“Kneel for me then Kyle.”  Ms. Swann whispers.
I obey without thinking, fall to my knees in front of my sexy, domineering teacher even as she guides me down with her hand on my head.  She does not release me.
“Now, undo my skirt.”  She says.
I swallow the lump in my throat and, hands shaking slightly, lift my fingers to the clasp on her belt.  I fumble slightly before finding the knack of it, undoing her skirt and releasing it to let it pool at her feet.  I stare at Ms. Swann, in black stockings, suspender belt, black panties.  Between Ms. Swann’s thighs, snug in her panties, there is an unmistakable bulge.
“Now, pull my panties down Kyle.”  Ms. Swann says.
I stare at the lump in my beautiful, sexy teacher’s panties.  The woman all the boys in school desire, the woman standing over me, the woman controlling me, has a cock.
“Pull my panties down, now!”  Ms. Swann repeats herself, her tone hard, stern.
I nod, unable to resist her.  I reach up the hem of her panties and tug them down her soft, shapely thighs.
Her dick, massive, swollen, growing rapidly harder, pops free, sways in front of me, heavy and thick and long.  It is bigger than mine and, caged as I am, I feel humbled and humiliated by its size.  My mouth waters as it sways in front of me, alluring, potent, the smell of Ms. Swann’s cock filling the air, sweet and musky.
“Surprised Kyle?”  She asks.
I can only nod.  Ms. Swann chuckles.
“I thought you might be.  You see, I understand you better than you understand yourself.  A pretty, effeminate boy like you.  You just need a little guidance to find yourself.  Luckily, you have me now.”
“Thank you Ms..”  I whisper.
I cannot take my eyes off of her cock, the bulbous head, the shaft ribbed by veins.  Her balls hang heavy and full beneath her.  I wonder what her flesh will taste like, what her cum will taste like.  I know that my surrender is inevitable.
“Don’t thank me with words Kyle.”  Ms. Swann whispers.
I stare at her cock, know what is expected of me.  I have no will to resist.  I have never even kissed a girl, let alone had a girl suck my cock.  That my first time is to be with my sexy, beautiful teacher, me on my knees as the girl, her fucking my mouth with her hard cock, seems almost unreal.  I want to please her, need to please her.  Her cock hangs heavy and threatening, inviting, in front of me.  I cannot deny my curiosity, my eagerness to perform like the pretty, sexy, slutty girl I am dressed as.  I reach out, up, grasp her cock in my hand.
Ms. Swann moans, a soft whimper of pleasure.  The noise she makes thrills me, goads me, and I lean forward, opening my mouth, poke my tongue out.
“Good girl.”  Ms. Swann says.
I take the head of her cock in to my mouth, run my tongue along the underside of her shaft as I take her cock between my lips.  The knot in my belly tightens, my mind foggy, buzzing, a tingle of pleasure running along my spine.  In its cage my cock throbs, pulsing in time with the beating of my heart.
Ms. Swann’s grip in my hair tightens and I whimper, powerless beneath her, dressed like a slut for her.  I take more of her cock into my mouth, wrap my pink painted lips tight around her girth.  My tongue laps along the underside of her shaft, feeling the prominent swell of the head, the velvet texture of her skin, the ridges of her veins.
Her cock is hard and hot in my mouth, throbbing, swollen.  A thin trickle of precum oozes from her slit and I taste it, bitter and sweet, the knowledge that I have milked it from her a potent aphrodisiac.  I take more of her cock, bobbing my head up and down, each time I go down taking more of her dick into my mouth, performing like a porn star from a video, a slutty sissy school girl sucking on her sexy teacher’s cock.
“My you are a natural cock sucker.  You have a real talent.”  Ms. Swan whispers, her voice hoarse with pleasure.
I murmur in satisfaction, desperate to satisfy my domineering, sexy, beautiful teacher.  I force my head down further on her shaft, my lips stretched wide by the thickness of her cock.  My tongue caresses her even as my hand, lubricated by my saliva now, caresses the base of her shaft and her balls.
“Keep going like that and I’ll cum.”
The thought of Ms. Swann filling my mouth with her cum thrills me.  I want to taste it, need to taste it.  I want to be her slut.  I redouble my efforts, bob my head faster, sucking, my lips tight.  My mind is fixated on the image of me as a pretty girl, sucking cock, milking the cum from Ms. Swann’s balls.
I whine, moaning, sounds muffled by the thick, heavy, throbbing cock in my mouth.  I force more of it between my lips even as Ms. Swann thrusts into me, her hand in my hair pulling me down onto her cock.  I am held by her, in her power, her pretty sissy cocksucker and I am happy in a way I have never known, gleeful.
“I’m going to cum Kyle.  Fuck you’re good.  You’re going to make me cum.”
As Ms. Swann thrusts into my mouth the head of her cock brushes the back of my throat and I subdue the urge to gag, wanting to please her.  I force my head down, taking more of her, choking myself and then, suddenly, my throat opens and her cock slips in, my throat tight and hot, my tongue tainted by the taste of her precum.  In my panties my caged cock throbs, leaking a constant stream of precum as though to mock me.
“Fuck yes!  Good girl.  That’s it… like that… such a pretty slut.”
The words ring in my ears and I blush, hot with pleasure and humiliation.  I fuck my face down onto Ms. Swann’s cock and it swells, throbbing, and her balls tighten.
“That’s it.  Take it.  Take it all.  Taste my cum you pretty sissy slut.  Drink it.  Swallow it for me.” 
Her whispered pleasured moans thrill me and as Ms. Swann’s cock explodes I force it deep into my throat.  The first pulse shoots straight into my stomach, lining my throat.  As I pull back it pulses again, filling my mouth and the flood of her cum overwhelms me.  I swallow as fast as I can but my mouth is quickly filled.  I keep my lips sealed around Ms. Swann’s cock as she erupts, cumming over and over, the taste sweet and cloying.  My caged dick throbs in sympathy, an agony of frustration and need and humiliation.
I keep swallowing, my belly quickly full as Ms. Swann empties her balls into my willing mouth.  I slide my head up and down, lapping with my tongue to milk the last from her, murmuring my pleasure as I suck her between my lips.
“My you are an eager one.”
I mumble my agreement, muffled by her dick.  Her cock throbs one last time and I swallow, roll her softening cock around my mouth with my tongue before pulling back, sucking her cock so that it leaves my mouth with an audible pop.
I am giddy, gasping for air, my mouth still full of the taste of my teacher’s cum.  I am grinning, flush.
“Thank you Ms..”  I whisper, my voice hoarse and girly.
Ms. Swann is smiling, beaming.
“You did well today Kyle, but there’s still more.  I’ll expect you back tomorrow, to continue with your reformation.”  She says.
I can only nod.  I am already looking forward to it, eager for more, eager to see what else Ms. Swann has in store for me.  I lick my lips to taste the last traces of her cum, stare at her cock, remembering the soft sensation of her dick slipping in and out of my lips.  I wonder what it would be like to feel her inside of me.
“Whatever you want Ms..”  I whisper.
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I wait until Kyle has entered the room before approaching the door, wait until the corridor is empty and there is no chance of me being discovered.  I approach slowly, crouched, though I need not worry, the blind pulled down over the window.
I stop outside and put my ear to the door to listen.  The sounds confuse me.  There are voices, whispers, but too muffled to hear clearly.  There are muffled moans, groans, almost like pain.  My heart is beating quickly and I try not to imagine how Kyle is being made to suffer.
“I’m not going to let you get away with this.”  I whisper.
I listen, trying to decipher what is going on between my friend and Ms. Swann, but the sounds are confusing.  I stay knelt, listening, until there sound of footsteps approaching the door.  I rise quickly to my feet and step back out of sight.  There is the click of the door unlocking, then the door opening.
“I’ll see you again tomorrow Kyle, and I was really very impressed with you today.  Continue like this and I think you have a wonderful future ahead of you.”
Ms. Swann’s voice is breathy, as though she has been running, or working hard.  I frown, confused.  I hear Kyle laugh, nervous.  I feel a well spring of rage at how Ms. Swann is making my friend suffer.  I hold my breath, wait until the door clicks shut.




Chapter Seven
I am in a daze, bewildered, floating on a cloud of endorphins.  The taste of Ms Swann’s cum is still on my tongue and my balls ache, my arousal diminishing only slowly, my caged cock throbbing, desperate for release.  Still, I am grinning, snug in my panties and stockings beneath my clothes, dishevelled and tired, but happy, content, excited for tomorrow. 
Behind me the door to Ms. Swann’s room clicks shut and I make my way along the hallway with the bag she gave me, my new clothes, a new set of underwear.  I wonder what Ms. Swann has planned for my future, the image of her massive, hard dick still vivid in my mind.
“So, what happened?”
The question comes out of nowhere and I jump, startled out of my reverie.  I turn to look back over my shoulder, suddenly panicked, paranoid, terrified that perhaps I have missed a speck of make-up, or that the panties I am wearing are showing.  Is what I have just done obvious, am I changed forever, marked as a slut, a cock sucker, a sissy.
Matthew stands by the lockers behind me, leant back against them, watching me, gaze narrowed, studying me.  His smile is slight, wary.  My heart thunders and my stomach drops.  Does he know?  Did he see, hear?
“Hi.  I thought you weren’t going to wait for me.”  I say, my words mumbled.
My cheeks are suddenly hot.  I feel almost close to tears, try to quash the rage of emotions I suffer.
“Well… I was worried about you. You’ve been acting odd all day and I after you didn’t call last night I thought maybe you’d need some support after you were done.  We’re friends, aren’t we?  That’s what friends do… look after each other.”  He says.
I am cold and hot, cheeks flush, a tide of nausea.  Matthew pushes off from the wall where he is standing but does not move closer to me.  He gaze is intense, almost calculating, and I force a smile, try to seem calm, relieved.  I nod.
“I… yes… thank you.  And yeah, I’m sorry about last night, but really, it was nothing special, just detention and a lecture, telling me how it’s wrong to objectify women, that sort of thing.”  I say
My voice falters, quiet and timid, and it still sounds frail, feminine, and I just hope that Matthew will not realise why.  My caged cock throbs harder at the thought of being exposed, the humiliation and exhilaration of having my best friend discover what I have done, what I am becoming.  Would he hate me?  I doubt it, but I also doubt he would understand, am certain that it would change our friendship forever.  I wonder how he would react to seeing me, dressed and made up, pretty, sexy.  Would he want me?  Would he find me sexy?  Would he get hard for me?  The thought makes me almost giddy, the knot it my belly growing taught at the thought of his cock erect and throbbing at the sight of me.
“Are you okay, you look pale?”  Matthew asks.
His question pulls me from my daydream and I blush a deeper shade of pink.  The image of Matthew’s hard cock lingers and I squirm, wiggling slightly as my cock tries to harden in its cage.
“I’m… yeah, I’m fine.  Really.  I just… I’m tired.  That’s all.  Want to get home and rest.  Long day.”  I mutter.
Matthew watches me, clearly unconvinced.  He is quiet before smiling, nodding, though his eyes remain narrow, suspicious.
“Sure, I understand.  I’ll see you tomorrow then.”
I falter.  Matthew’s smile widens.  He seems on edge.
“You not heading home?”  I ask.
Matthew shakes his head.
“Nah, I’ve got a few things I want to do before I head home.”  He says.
I keep my smile wide, try to act nonplussed.
“Sure.  Well… I’ll see you tomorrow then.  You sure you’re okay?”  I ask.
Matthew just grins.  His eyes remain hard, fixed on me.  A shiver runs up my spine, a tingle in my balls.
“Yeah, don’t worry about it.  I just wanted to make sure my best friend was okay.”  He says.
His words and tone reassure me and a my smile becomes almost natural.  He is still my friend, my best friend.  He still cares for me.  I remember why I am going through what I am going through, why I have accepted my punishment.  We are leaving, together, for college, university, our futures bound together.  My smile widens.
“I’ll be fine.  I promise.  And I’ll see you later.”  I say.
Matthew nods and I turn and head along the corridor towards the front exit and the bright day outside.  There is a skip in my step, and I walk with one foot slightly in front of the other, heel to toe, enjoying the subtle wiggle of my butt, the sway of my hips.
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There is something different, something changed about Kyle, but I can’t put my finger on it.  More than just his nervousness, his secretive manner, something almost intangible, subtle, but alluring.
I watch him as he walks away, his gait different, the way his hip and butt move, a wiggle, that is almost enticing, and I find myself staring.  I remember the girl I saw in Kyle’s room, the way she walked in her heels, her round, full butt, the way she posed and wiggled.
I shake my head to clear my thoughts and turn away, head towards Ms. Swann’s door.  I stop in front of it, take a moment to compose myself, catch my breath, and then raise my hand to knock.  The sound of my knuckles on wood is a dull thud.  There is a moment of quiet.
“Come in.”  Ms. Swann’s voice is terse and muffled by the closed door.
I reach for the handle, twist it, and push the door open.  Ms. Swann is watching from her seat behind her desk where she sits marking papers.  She smiles at me as I step through.
“Shut the door behind you please Matthew.”  Ms. Swann says.
I oblige her.  The door swings closed.  Ms. Swann gestures to the seat opposite her by her desk, where I assume Kyle was sat.
“Take a seat please Matthew.  What can I do for you?”
My heart is racing and I feel nervous.  Ms. Swann is beautiful, glamorous, and with her black framed glasses on, her dark hair pulled back, is a stern, authoritative figure, almost intimidating, her dark eyes sparking.
I cross to sit and Ms. Swann tracks me.
“I’d ask what brings you here but I suspect I know your answer.  Something to do with your dear friend Kyle?”  Ms. Swann says.
She is smiling, almost grinning.  She leans forward on her desk, her elbows resting on the surface and her hands knitted together with her fingers entwined.  Her gaze is piecing.
I sit in the chair offered and face Ms. Swann, summon my resolve, stiffen, fixing my smile.  I’m doing this for Kyle.
“I want to know what you’ve been doing to my friend.  Since he started his detentions with you he’s been… different, secretive, and aloof.  I’m worried about him and I’m not afraid to go to the head teacher if I have to.”  I say.
Ms. Swann simply grins at me, completely un-phased.  I had not expected much of a reaction, but I had expected more than the complete and utter calm she is displaying.  She stares at me in silence for a moment.
“You’d risk exposing what your friend did?  Risk him being investigated for sexual harassment of a teacher?  Looking at obscene images of a model who looks like her during one of her classes?  Can you imagine what that would do to his record?”
I falter, open my mouth to speak, but Ms. Swann raises her hand to silence me.  I close my mouth, shake my head, defeated.
“I know you’ve both been working hard this year and you’ve both achieved outstanding results.  You both have promising futures ahead of you if you continue working hard, and I know you’ve been looking to attend the same colleges or universities, correct?”
I can only nod, mesmerised by the beautiful, powerful older woman opposite me.  I am almost hypnotised by her, the calm song of her voice, the scrutiny of her gaze.  I am beginning to understand why Kyle has been so bewildered by her.
“Which is why I’ve kept this misdemeanour between me and Kyle.  The last thing I want to do is ruin two such promising futures.  However, even you must see that I can’t let his behaviour go uncorrected.  I’m simply administering a fair punishment for what he did.”
“How do I know the punishment is fair?  The last few days Kyle hasn’t been himself and he won’t tell me what you’ve been having him do after school.”
Ms. Swann stares at me and her smile twists, her eyes narrow.
“Well… if he wishes to keep his punishment to himself I suppose I can respect that.  If, however, you are still worried about him, I suppose  I could do a little something to put your mind at ease.”
“What?”  I ask—my voice is strained and I feel pinned by Ms. Swann’s attention.
Ms. Swann just smiles, her eyes bright and dazzling.
“Why don’t you come back here after school at the same time tomorrow and I’ll see if I can help relieve you of your worries.”
“You’ll answer my questions?  You” tell me what you’ve been doing to Kyle?  You’ll tell me why he’s been acting so weird?”  I ask.
Ms. Swann does not answer, watches me.
“Come back tomorrow and, once we’re done, I’m sure you’ll feel better.”  Ms. Swann says.
It is obvious I am not going to get any answers today so I nod, agreeing to her terms.
“Tomorrow then.”  I say, as though I am still in command of the situation.
Ms. Swann grins, almost smirking.  I cannot help but feel that I have fallen into an elaborate trap and that Ms. Swann is delighted with how easily I have been caught.
“Tomorrow.”  She says.  “I can’t wait.”




Chapter Eight
I spend the day fidgeting, nervous, imagining what Ms. Swann has in store for me tonight, what further humiliations and transformations she has waiting for me, and my caged cock aches with a need that I never knew possible.  I try to remain calm, relaxed, at least outwardly.
Even Matthew, normally so cheerful and chatty, seems unsettled, almost nervous, a constant alertness, watchfulness, so that I suspect at times that he knows, that he is aware of the white panties I am wearing, the white stockings, white suspenders.  That he knows my cock is caged, useless.  We talk little though we spend the day together as usual, and at times, when I am distracted by girls, their clothes, shoes, make-up, wondering how I would look if my hair were like theirs or if I were to wear their outfits, he seems to stare at me.
I imagine that he knows, that he is aware of my secret, that it is a dirty secret we share.  I imagine that he is drawn to me, attracted to me, that the thought and sight of me makes him hard. 
“You got another detention tonight?”  Matthew asks over lunch.
He is watching me again, his gaze intense, examining me, studying me.  I feel myself flush, caught fantasising, daydreaming, and I cannot help but squirm… if only he knew what I’d been thinking about.  I nod, swallow my mouthful of sandwich.
“Yeah, same as usual.  Every night until she says otherwise I think.”  I say.
Matthew does not look away and I feel the heat in my cheeks rising.  His green eyes are dazzling, soulful, and his lips are full, plump, his features soft and androgynous in a way I’ve never really appreciated before—both handsome and pretty at the same time.  I find myself wondering how he’d look in make-up, picturing his face painted, lips glossy, eyes dark and dusky.  I nod, aware how sexy he could be if he tried.
“You okay there?”  He says.
I snap again out of my day dream and drop my eyes to my lunch.  I chew my bottom lip, suddenly flustered.  My caged cock throbs, my lust fed by my shame.  I nod again.
“Fine… just… didn’t sleep well.”  I mutter.
I cannot get the image of my best friend’s lips painted with glossy pink lipstick out of my mind.  Cannot stop myself from imagining what it would be like to kiss them.  My cock tries to stiffen in its prison but cannot.
“Ah, right.  Well, you know, if you want to talk about what’s bothering you I’m here.”  Matthew says.
I glance up at him, see only his lips, his big beautiful eyes.  My blush worsens and I look back to my sandwich.  I nod again.
“Yeah, of course, but I’m fine, really.”
I do not look up but I can feel Matthew watching me, studying me.  I know he does not believe me.
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I arrive at Ms. Swann’s office alone, Matthew headed home already.  I raise my hand to knock but before my hand falls the door opens and Ms. Swann is inside, waiting for me, grinning.
“Come in Kyle.  I’ve been waiting.  I have a surprise in mind for you today and we need to hurry to get you ready.  We don’t have time to waste with niceties I’m afraid so lock the door behind you and follow me.”  Ms. Swann says.
I do as instructed, shut the door and lock it, turn to follow after Ms. Swann as she makes her way across the classroom to the cupboard at the back.  She is dressed in a tight knee length skirt and a white blouse, her dark hair tied back.  Her heels are black as are her stockings.  Even knowing what lies beneath her skirt, even having seen it, sucked it, tasted it, I struggle to picture it—she is the picture of feminine beauty, curvy, her butt round and wiggling as she walks carefully in her heels.
I watch her strut, remembering how she moves so that I can better emulate it.  As her butt and hips sway she looks back over her shoulder at me, grins when she sees me eyeing her.  I blush and bite my bottom lip.
“You brought the outfit from yesterday Kyle, and the shoes?”  She asks.
I nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann’s smile widens and she nods.
“Good.  Follow me then and we can get you ready.  I’m sure you’ll enjoy what I have in mind almost as much as you enjoyed yourself yesterday.”
Ms. Swann smirks and her butt seems to sway with more emphasis, as though teasing me.  I cannot help put picture her perfect cock, the memory of it, the memory of its texture and feel, the way it fucked my mouth, pressing between my lips, the memory of the taste of her cum seems so at odds with the glamorous, sexy older woman in front of me but the juxtaposition only further incites my passion.  My caged cock throbs painfully.
Ms. Swann enters the cupboard before me and stands to the side and waits for me.  I enter and she closes the door behind us, sealing us in.  I stand close to her, glance down at her skirt as though trying to discern a bulge or sign of the hefty cock she hides between her legs, but there is none.  I wonder if I might ever be as beautiful, sexy, and desirable as her.
“Eyes up here slut.”  Ms. Swann says, teasing.
I look up and bite my bottom lip, squirming, awed by her presence.  I am silent, await instruction, her willing doll.
“Now, get changed into your outfit.  I’ll help with your make-up, and once we’re done I’ll add the finishing touches, but we need to hurry.”  She says.
I nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann watches me as I begin to strip off my clothes and her close scrutiny leaves me feeling aroused and humiliated, the combination a potent cocktail that makes my heart race.
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I am dressed in my outfit, with only the addition of a white padded bra to fill out my white blouse, the weight and curve of it a thrilling sensation.  Ms. Swann applies the finishing touches to my lips and then puts her fingers to my chin to lift my head.  She smiles, obviously pleased with her work.
“Perfect.  Now, just the finishing touches.”  She says.  “Don’t move.”
I obey, stand frozen as Ms. Swann turns and bends to rummage in a box to one side.  When she straightens she pulls out a long platinum blonde wig, the hair wavy with a cute fringe.  Ms. Swann raises it above my head then drops it down, strands of blonde hair falling in front of my eyes.  I do not resist, do not move, stand still as she adjusts it, clipping it in place and styling it so that it meets her expectations.
“Lovely.  Just lovely.”  She says.
I cannot help but grin, glad that I have pleased her.  Ms. Swann steps back to appraise me, nodding.
“Yes, that’ll do nicely.  Such a pretty, sexy girl.  Why don’t you turn and look in the mirror Kylie.”  Ms. Swann says.
It takes me a moment to realise that she is talking to me.  I am Kylie.  I feel my caged cock throb at the humiliation, a flush of heat and arousal.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning and as I turn to face the mirror I cannot help but wiggle my butt and my hips, the way my skirt sways exhilarating.
I stare stunned at my reflection.  I am no longer Kyle.  I am changed, transformed, metamorphosed from the dull caterpillar into the beautiful butterfly—I am a pretty, sexy, slutty girl, no sign of the boy I once was left.  My cheeks are rosy and my blue eyes sparkle.  I cannot help but smile, excited and elated by how I look.
“Thank you.”  I say, my voice soft, girly, trembling.
Ms. Swann moves up behind me, presses into me, her hands on my shoulders.
“You like it?”  She asks.
I can only nod.  Her smile widens.
“Good, because I think you make a much better girl than you ever did a boy, and I wasn’t about to let you waste your potential as a sissy slut.  You’re really quite ravishing, a natural cock tease.  Now, shall we make the final preparations for your surprise Kylie?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I glance back over my shoulder to look up at my teacher.  I nod, eager.
“Good girl.”  She says.
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Ms. Swann leads me out of the cupboard and towards the corner of the classroom, makes me stand between two bookshelves where I am hidden from the door.  My heart is racing, thundering, and the knot in my stomach is taught.  I glance frequently down to Ms. Swann’s crotch, my mouth watering at the thought of her cock.  I cannot help wondering what she might do to me, how she might use me today.
“Now, you are to remain here until I call you.  You are Kylie now.  Remember that.”  Ms. Swann says.
I nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say—my voice is soft and quiet, even more than normal.
I shift my resonance from my throat to behind my ears, trying my best to sound like the pretty, sexy girl I am.  Ms. Swann smiles, appreciating my effort, and my heart skips.
“Now, put your hands behind your back please.”  She says.
I do as I am told.  Ms. Swann leans down to a drawer to the side and pulls it open, pulls out two black leather cuffs chained together.  I feel a tide of dread and fear but I remain still, dare not disobey.  Ms. Swann grins as she lifts the cuffs and moves in close, pressing her body against mine as she reaches round me to wrap the cuffs around my wrists.
The swell of her breasts against my check and neck is warm, soft, and my caged cock is agony.  I want to fall to my knees and take her in my mouth, taste her cum.  The leather tightens around each wrist and then there is the clink of the straps pulled into place, securing them.  Ms. Swann tugs them, testing them.  They do not budge.  As she steps back, leaning down again towards the drawer, I pull my arms but they are bound firm.  I am at her mercy and it is a joy I have never known.
“And the final touch.”  Ms Swann says.
She stands and holds up a black leather blindfold.
“To keep your treat a surprise.  Now kneel.”  She says, grinning.
I feel nauseous but giddy, flush with fear and excitement.  I kneel, falling to my knees, the knot in my belly is taught, a tingle runs along my spine, and my cock is a delightful agony inside its cage. 
“Are you ready?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I bite my bottom lip, take a deep breath.  I nod.  Ms. Swann lifts the blindfold and places it over my head and the world goes dark.
“Now, we just need to wait.”  Ms. Swann say.




Chapter Nine
There is a knock on the door and my heart stalls.  I am suddenly cold, frozen, blind and bound, dressed as I am as a pretty, sexy, slutty girl.  I am powerless and the sensation thrills me as much as it scares me.  I remain mute, hold my breath, and the world seems to spin.
“Just a moment.”  Ms. Swann says.
The air around me shifts and Ms. Swann leans in close.  Her breath tickles my ear.
“Remember, you are Kylie.  Nothing that happens until I take your blindfold off changes that.  You are a girl, a pretty, sexy, sissy girl and I want you to act like one.  Just follow my lead.  Understand?”  She whispers.
I swallow the lump in my throat, nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say, my voice girly and feminine.
“Good girl.”
Ms. Swann ruffles the hair of my wig lightly then shifts, the sound of her heels clicking on the floor retreats as she makes her way towards the door.  I feel abandoned, lost, a sense of vertigo but also, strangely, exhilarated.  The humiliation and shame of my situation excites me, my caged cock throbbing. in my panties.
The lock of the door clicks and the door opens, the quiet creak of wood, metal hinges, subtle currents of air—blinded, my senses are almost heightened.  My skin prickles and my lips tingle, my body sensitive, yearning for touch as I kneel bound and blindfolded.
“Ah, just on time.  Now, I’d like you to remain silent while I talk if you don’t mind, but please, come in.”  Ms Swann says. 
There are other footsteps, heavier, dull thuds to Ms. Swann’s sharp click, flat shoes, masculine.  The knot in my stomach tightens.  I know that where I am knelt I cannot be seen from the door but something in Ms. Swann’s tone has me terrified and excited like never before.  My mouth waters and my head spins.
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I go to open my mouth to object to Ms. Swann’s demand for my silence but something in her look, the stern authority in her eyes as she stands looming over me, tall and commanding in her heels, her dark glasses, dark hair pulled back to reveal her striking face, her dark dazzling eyes, makes me obey.  I hold my tongue and step in through the door, stand and wait while Ms. Swann locks it behind me.
“Now, I have a little gift I’ve prepared for you that I hope will put your mind at ease.  If you’d follow me.”  Ms. Swann says.
I force a smile, nod, try to remain outwardly calm though I am frustrated, annoyed.  If she thinks a simple gift can buy my silence, will stop me worrying about my best friend, then she’s mistaken.  It’ll take more than some trivial present to make me forget about whatever unpleasantness she’s putting Kyle through.
Ms. Swann stops in front of me, close, and turns to face me.  I stare at her, attempt to seem stern.  Ms. Swann smiles.  Her blouse hugs her full breasts, he skirt taught around her round butt and her curvy hips.  I can feel the tension between us and my cock stirs involuntarily.
“Take a moment to consider my offer before deciding.  Obviously you are under no obligation to accept, but think of it as a peace offering, to show you that I am not as cruel and heartless as you think I am.”  Ms. Swann says.
Ms. Swann looks down at me for a moment, grinning, then steps slowly to the side, gesturing to the corner of the room behind her.  Between two bookcases, hidden out of the way, is knelt the most breathtaking girl I have ever seen, her eyes blindfolded, her hands bound behind her.  My mouth goes dry and my cock, already partially hard, stiffens to fully erect almost immediately.
“This here is Kylie.  She’s been a bad girl, and as part of her punishment she’s agreed to serve you with her pretty little mouth.”  Ms Swann says.
The girl, Kylie, is beyond sexy.  Her small breasts are pert beneath her white blouse, and her pink and black plaid mini-skirt is high on her thighs to expose her curvy, full legs, a scant glimpse of her white panties beneath.  Her legs, clad in white stockings are long, smooth, and her face, what part of it is not covered by the blindfold, is beautiful, her lips plump and glossy and inviting.
I shake my head, half in denial, half in shock disbelief of the offer Ms. Swann has made.  The girl is tied up and helpless, knelt in ludicrous high heels, cuffed and blindfolded.  I cannot possibly take advantage of her.
“You needn’t worry.  She’s quite eager to be a good girl and she just loves sucking cock.  Why don’t you tell the nice handsome boy Kylie, tell him how much you’d love to suck the cum from his balls.”
I blink in disbelief at the words coming from Ms. Swann’s mouth.  The girl squirms, as though excited by Ms. Swann’s goading, her cheeks flushing bright pink, and she bites her bottom lip—a gesture that seems familiar, adorable, beyond sexy.  There is a quiet whimper, breathy, alluring.
“Tell him Kylie.  Tell him how much you want to suck his cock.”  Ms. Swann says.
The girl squirms, her whimper becomes a frustrated, needy moan.
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My head is spinning, my caged cock agony as the knot in my belly tightens to fill me with a giddy sense of euphoria.  I am beyond humiliated, a nasty sissy slut, sexy, pretty.  The unknown boy thinks I am a naughty girl and I know I am to act the part for Ms. Swann.  I bite my bottom lip hard and moan at the thought of what I am about—I cannot deny that I want it, that I crave it.
“Please, I want to suck your cock.  I want you to fuck my mouth, my throat.  Make me swallow your cum.  Please…”  I whisper—my voice seems unreal, full of lust and need, girly, feminine, seductive.
My words sting, a brand that shames me, makes my lust burn brighter.  I cannot deny that I mean them.  I long to please Ms. Swann but, more than that, I want a cock in my mouth, want to feel the hot, hard thrust between my lips.  I want to know that I am sexy enough to arouse a boy, that I am slutty enough to make him cum.
“He seems a little wary Kylie.  I don’t think he believes you meant it.  Why don’t you come over here and convince him.”  Ms. Swann says.
I bite my bottom lip again, my face hot.  With my hands cuffed, my eyes blindfolded, my cock caged, I feel almost free.  I nod, shuffle towards Ms. Swann’s voice on my knees, wigging my hips and my butt.
“Please Sir, please… I need your cock in my mouth.  I need to feel it between my lips, on my tongue.  I want you to fuck my face like the naughty, slutty girl I am.  I want you to cum for me, I want you to make me a good girl.  Please… please let me suck your cock.”
I am begging, pleading, and I mean every word.  My head spins, too many emotions to process.  I can hear the boy breathing heavily and then my heart skips as the silence is broken by the sound of a belt being undone, a zip being tugged down.
“Well. It seems like you convinced him.  Good girl Kylie.”
I am elated, eager to have my mouth stuffed with hard, throbbing cock.  My caged dick is already leaking a thin trickle of precum.
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I cannot resist.  I am overcome with lust for the divine creature in front of me.  Watching her crawl on her knees towards me, hearing her beg, plead, I can no long deny my desires.  I undo my belt and trousers and pull my dick out, hard, aching, no longer caring that Ms. Swann, my beautiful older teacher, is watching me.
“Oh my, you are a lucky girl.  It’s not a bad size.  Not as large as some you’ve pleased, but I’m sure you’ll be more than happy.”  Ms Swann says.
I blush at her praise.  I know my cock isn’t large, but I am relieved to know that it isn’t small.  That my teacher, my hot, sexy teacher is the first woman to see it sends a shudder down my spine.  That the pretty, sexy, bound and helpless girl in front of me is to be my first sexual experience makes my head spin, a wave of almost euphoria washing over me.  I take a step forward towards the girl, and hold my cock out pointed towards her mouth.  Her lips are parted, so soft, so inviting, and her tongue hangs just out over her lower lip.
“Use your hand on the back of her head to guide her.  She won’t resist.”  Ms. Swann says.
I nod, silent.  Lift my hand to place it on the back of her long, curly blonde hair.  Kylie whimpers as I grip her hair, her face flush, and her exhale is warm over my shaft.
“Now fuck her mouth like the dirty slut she is”  Ms, Swann says.
I ease forward, bring the head of my cock to Kylie’s lips.  Her lips are soft, wet, and I shudder, hold the head of my dick barely against her tongue, revelling in the sensation.
Before I can move Kylie leans forward, taking my cock between her lips, engulfs my shaft with her mouth, wrapping her lips tight, sucking me deep.  I gasp as her tongue laps at the underside of my cock, teasing me.
I rest my hand lightly on the back of her head and Kylie bobs willing up and down my length, her plump, painted lips locked around my girth, her tongue fluttering as she murmurs, her whines and moans of pleasure exhilarating.  She is clearly enjoying herself and with each downward thrust she takes more of my cock into her mouth until the head brushes the back of her throat.
“I told you.  Such an eager, naughty little cock sucker.”  Ms. Swann says.
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The cock is smaller than Ms. Swann’s but it is a pleasure, easier to take so that I am able to be more forceful, more enthusiastic, my lips wrapped tight around the shaft, my tongue lapping on the velvety skin.  The taste of his precum is sweet, almost overpowering, and it lingers even as I swallow.
“That’s it Kyle.  Take all of it.  Show him what a talented slut you are.”  Ms. Swann says.
Her words goad me.  His cock is already brushing the back of my throat and I want more, need more.  I pull back, my lips puckering as I suck, teasing his crown with the tip of my tongue.  My heart is racing and my panties are damp with the precum that oozes from my limp, throbbing, caged cock.
My mind wanders and settles on the image of Matthew, stood above me, his cock hard.  I imagine him fucking my face, knowing that it is me, his best friend, dressed like a pretty, slutty school girl.  I picture his cock in my mouth, hard, throbbing.  The image of my best friend, his green eyes full of lust for my pretty, sexy, slutty sissy body, his cock hard and ready to cum for me, fucking my mouth, wanting more, makes me cock twitch futilely in its cage, my balls tense, a delicious agony.
I thrust my head back down, take his hard, hot cock back into my mouth and it meets resistance at the back of my throat but I do not stop.  I subdue the urge to choke and open myself, press my head forward and then, suddenly, it slips in, deeper, into the tight confines of my throat.
I picture Matthew holding my head, thrusting into my mouth, using me like his slut, and it makes me moan, whimpering, quivering with lust.  I work harder, imagining that I am pleasing my friend.  I picture him filling my mouth with cum and I take more of the cock into my throat, take it deeper, swallowing his thick dick.
The boy gasps, a loud, guttural, almost feral moan and I work my throat muscles to milk him of his cum.  His pleasure makes me work harder.  Bound and blindfolded it is as though the sensations in my mouth are magnified, the throbbing of his dick, his shivers, the musky sent of his balls.  I make small motions with my head, my tongue undulating, lips tight, keeping his cock in my throat as I work to make him cum for me, eager to show that I can please him, that I am pretty enough, sexy enough, slutty enough.
I am giddy from lack of breath.  The hand on the back of my head tenses, grips me tight, holding me in place.  The rooms spins in darkness and I feel the cock in my mouth and throat swell, throbbing harder, and I know he is about to cum.  I want it more than I have ever wanted anything.
“Fuck I’m going to cum!”  The boy exclaims.
My mind is a fog, my belly taught with need.  It is the first time I have heard his voice and something about it stirs recognition but I am too far gone, too focussed on the cock in my mouth, in draining every last drop of cum from it.  As his dick begins to spasm, erupting into my mouth, I begin to swallow, murmuring in delight as the cock cums for me.
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I thrust hard into Kylie mouth and my cock stiffens, engorging, my balls tightening as I cum, cumming harder than I ever have before.  I stare down at the beautiful sexy, bound and blindfolded girl as she milks my dick, swallowing my cum eagerly, enthusiastically, moaning in delight as I fill her mouth.
“So fucking good.”  I moan, letting Kylie lap at my cock.
A small trickle of my cum has escaped her lips, runs down her chin.  She is perfect and I only wish I could have lasted longer.  Something about her drives me wild, her face, her body, so familiar, so alluring, so sexy.
“My, such a perfect pair.  I told you she was an eager slut didn’t I?”  Ms. Swann says
I had almost forgotten my teacher’s presence and I flush as she moves closer to me, my cock still filling Kylie’s willing mouth as she sucks and swallows, murmuring.  I flush, suddenly embarrassed.
“And now for the best bit.  You wanted to know what I’ve been doing with your friend didn’t you?”  Ms. Swann says.
I am bewildered, dazed after my orgasm, Kylie’s mouth still locked around my slowly softening cock as she sucks harder as though to milk more cum from me, tongue lapping, mewing.  Ms. Swann reaches out, grips Kylie’s hair and blindfold and pulls.
Her hair comes away with her blindfold and I stare down at the stunning, beautiful face beneath me, the full plump lips still wrapped around my shaft.  It takes a moment for recognition to dawn even without the blindfold and wig.  She is still stunning, sexy, perhaps even more so, blue eyes bright and blinking, dazzled by the sudden brightness.
“Kyle?”  I whisper—my head spinning.
Kyle leans back and my cock pops free of my best friend’s mouth.  My cum is still tricking down his chin.  He stares at me, a look of confusion in his eyes.  He blinks, then smiles, a wide, happy grin as though he is pleased to see me.
“Matthew?  That… that was you?”
I can only nod.  My heart is racing.  My best friend, dressed as the most sexy, stunning girl I have ever seen, just made me cum into his mouth, her mouth, and I loved every moment.
I turn to face Ms. Swann and she is grinning, gleeful.
“This is what you’ve been doing to him?”
She nods, still smiling.
“I just showed him how it feels to be a pretty girl, to be objectified and lusted after, and he liked it.  And don’t pretend like you didn’t also like it.  I have the video to prove it.”
Ms. Swann holds up a small camera.
“You filmed us?”  I ask. 
I look back to Kyle but he seems almost content, still knelt, his arms bound.  As I watch he licks his lower lips, tasting the last of my cum, grinning
“Of course.  I need a little leverage after all so you don’t go blabbing.  I know you also saw that picture Kyle was looking at during my class.  I might not have caught you but you two are so close I don’t imagine you didn’t share it.  It seems fair then that you share in his punishment, don’t you think?”
I turn to stare at Ms. Swann in horror, unable to process what she has said.
“So I suppose we need to make you two equal.”  Ms. Swann says.
She steps forward and pulls her other hand from behind her back.  She is holding a small metal device.  I watch as she puts the camera on a shelf behind me, reaches down to grasp my now flaccid cock, gripping it so tight that I don’t dare more.
“Now, Kylie, why don’t you reassure your friend while I get this on him.  Tell him how much you enjoy being a sissy girl.  Tell him how much you loved sucking his cock.”
As Ms. Swann tugs on my cock and balls I look down to Kyle, my best friend.  Kylie stares up at me, a pretty, sexy school girl.
“It… it’s fun.  Really.  Being pretty, being sexy.  It’s liberating.  And your cock, sucking on it… I love it.  It feels good.  Really good.  Just trust her.”
“See, your pretty friend will look after you.”  Ms. Swann says.
I cannot speak, overwhelmed.  Something cold and hard fits around my dick and I look down in time to see Ms. Swann fit a small padlock to the metal cage she has wrapped around my cock, imprisoning it.  I feel suddenly overwhelmed, excited, still flush from my orgasm, excited by how hot my friend is, but also humiliated at what my teacher is doing to me—my mind races with thoughts of what else she will do, what she will have me do.
“There, now you won’t go getting distracted.”  Ms. Swann says to me.
She turns from me to Kylie, smiles.
“You did very well today.  I knew you’d make an excellent sissy slut.  You’re a natural.”
Kyle, Kylie, beams with pride.  I feel my cheeks flush as I watch him.  He looks so stunning.  I wonder what fate awaits me.
“Now, I want you to bring Matthew back here with you tomorrow, but tonight I want you to run him through all you’ve been through with me.  I have a bag of things ready for him, and I expect you to help get him ready for me.  Shave him, show him how to do his make-up, and teach him to walk in heels. Show him how to dress in his underwear.  Is that understood?”  Ms. Swann says.
Kylie nods.
“Yes Ms.”  She says—her voice is soft, almost excited.
I feel my cock twitch in its cage, as though Ms. Swann’s plans for me excite me.  I shake my head.
“I… no…”  I mutter.
Ms. Swann reaches down and grabs my cage, tugs, hard.  I whimper.
“You don’t have a choice Matthew.  You are to come back here tomorrow, prepared for me, or there will be consequences.  Do you understand?”
Ms. Swann’s voice is cold and stern and sends a shiver up my spine.  I nod, slowly, accepting my fate.  Ms. Swann’s grip on my cage slackens and I am left with a dull ache in my balls and belly.
“Good.  If you’re worried just talk to Kylie.  She can tell you just how much fun it is to give in, to become a pretty girl for me.  She can tell you how wonderful it feels to be a sexy, slutty sissy.”  Ms. Swann says.
I stare at her, trapped.  I feel small and weak.  I have no choice so I nod.
“Yes Ms..”  I say, defeated.




Chapter Ten
“Really, it’s not as bad as you think it is.  I know how you’re feeling, and I felt that way too, but once you get used to it, once you embrace it, it’s actually kinda fun!” 
Kyle talks in a quiet voice, almost feminine, that reminds me of the slutty girl from earlier, and we make our way back to his house.  I am sullen, still reeling, my cock aches inside its metal prison, the weight of it, the sway of it as I walk, a constant reminder of what has happened, of what is to come.  Still, I cannot get the image of Kyle, of Kylie, on her knees in front of me with my cock in her mouth, the memory of how it felt, the sensation of cumming in her mouth as she swallowed, her moans and murmurs as she lapped at my cock as though she enjoyed it.
I shake my head, trudge on, my thoughts a mess.
“I don’t want to get used to it, and I’m certainly not going to embrace it.  I don’t want to enjoy it.”  I say, my tone bitter.
Kyle laughs and his laughter is almost joyful, teasing, playful.  He jabs me with an elbow to my ribs.
“You enjoyed it earlier.”  He says—his tone is flirtatious, seductive.
My cock swells as I think of his painted lips wrapped around my shaft but the cage is too small and the throbbing becomes a painful ache.  My cheeks flush, my face hot, suddenly embarrassed.
“I… I didn’t know it was you.  I didn’t… I wouldn’t… I…”
“I’m just teasing Matthew!”  Kyle says suddenly, glancing at me with a twinkle in his eyes. 
“And it’s okay.  I enjoyed it too.  I really enjoyed it.”
His tone shifts again to be teasing, flirtatious, seductive.  I find myself drawn to him in a way I never have been before.  As we walk I glance at him, his dazzling blue eyes, pretty face, his full, plump, amazing lips, and I wonder what it would be like to kiss him.
I shake my head to dislodge the thought but it lingers.  I look down, catch a glimpse of his butt, round and full, wiggling as he walks, his steps careful and deliberate.  I wonder what he would look like in lingerie and then it clicks.  It was him in his bedroom.  It was Kyle I masturbated to as he played with himself dressed in stockings and panties.  The image of his body in his pretty underwear rises and I cannot deny how attractive I find him.  A maelstrom of emotions stir.
“Can I tell you a secret?”  Kyle says.
I look up from his butt, his hips, to his face.  He grins at me, as though aware that I was staring at him, as though aware of what I was thinking.  I nod.
“Always.”  I say—meaning it, knowing he is still my best friend, that nothing will or can ever change that.
“When I was… when Kylie, was on her knees, blindfolded… It was you she was thinking about.”  He says.
His freckled cheeks flush a bright pink and he bites his bottom lip, his eye lashes fluttering, but he does not look away.  His blue eyes are daring, teasing, coy and brazen at the same time.  I stammer, my heart suddenly racing.  My cock twitches painfully in its cage.
“Me?  While you were…”
Kyle nods.
“I couldn’t help it.  Thinking about you just made it feel better.  I wanted it to be you, more than anyone and then… well, when I saw I was surprised, but I was happy.  I am happy.  Really, really happy.”  He says.
There is a tightness in my stomach, more than just the nervousness I have been feeling.  I feel light, almost giddy.  Kyle smiles at me.
“I suppose I just wanted to say that I’m glad it’s you.  If I had to choose anyone to do this with, I’d choose you.”  He says.
His words mean the world to me.
“And you really enjoy it?  I mean… the dressing up… and what… what you did, with me?”  I ask, my voice almost hoarse.
Kyle grins, nods, no sign of doubt or hesitation.
“It feels… well it’s hard to describe.  Once you embrace it, it feels good, more than good, but you’ll see soon enough, and you’ll have me for support.  The two of us, together.  It’ll be amazing.”  He says.
I smile, suddenly calm, relaxed, relieved.  Knowing that whatever happens Kyle will be with me, alongside me, reassures me.  In the back of my mind the image of him in lingerie, in the slutty school girl outfit, his painted lips on my cock, stirs, provoking lust and emotions I dare not name. 
“Thanks.”  I say.  “And… I know it sounds weird, but… I’m sort of glad it was you too.  I mean, that if it had to be anyone, like that… just… you mean a lot to me.”
Kyle blushes, a subtle flirtatious look in his eye.  I smile.
“And if I’m honest, you’re actually pretty hot.”  I say.
I laugh and Kyle laughs.  His elbow nudges me again in the ribs, a playful gesture that makes my heart skip.  As we walk, heading towards Kyle’s house, the unopened bag from Ms, Swann in my hand, I cannot help but wonder if I’ll look anywhere near as good as Kyle.
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“Look, I’m standing here wearing just panties and stockings and anyway, I’ve already seen it.  Hell, I had it in my mouth earlier, so will you stop being so prudish!”  I say.
Matthew glares at me, stripped down to just his pants in my bathroom.  I laugh, almost giggling.  I cannot help but wiggle my hips to prove my point, delighting in the way Matthew looks at me, at my butt.
“That’s not funny!  And it’s not that… it’s… that thing she put on me.”  He says.
I sigh.  Nodding.
“I understand.  But I have one on too.  You don’t need to be embarrassed.”
“Less embarrassed more humiliated!  How do you cope!”  Matthew says—his exasperation is clear.
I nod.  The word humiliation almost makes me shudder, a pleasing dull ache in my balls, the sensation a comforting pleasure now.
“You get used to is and it gets to be almost nice.  But forget that.  You need to get naked so I can help you get ready.”  I say.
Matthew shakes his head.
“You don’t have to.  I can do it.  Just tell me how and I’ll..”
“Ms. told me to help you so I’m helping you.  I don’t want to be blamed if you mess up or miss anywhere!”  I say.
Matthew stares at me for a moment before finally sighing, surrendering.  He tugs his underwear down to stand naked in front of me.  He has a good body, slim, like mine, though a little taller, his legs longer, his butt small but cute, not as round as mine though he has a lithe figure, svelte waist and narrow shoulders.  His cock, the cock that I earlier pleasured with my mouth, now hangs caged, almost cute.  My mouth waters and I cannot help but stare.
“So… what do we do first?”  He asks.
I shake my head and look up to his face, tearing my gaze away with difficulty.  Matthew’s cheeks are pink and his green eyes are sparkling, nervous.  I find myself picturing him with make-up and the image makes my cock twitch.
“First we get rid of your hair.  All of it except your eyebrows and head hair.”  I say.
“All of it?”  Matthew stammers.
I grin, nod.
“It feels surprisingly nice, and it makes wearing stockings even better.  Trust me, once it’s done you’ll see what I mean.”  I say.
I pick up the hair removal cream and step towards Matthew.  He pales but does not move.  My gaze falls down to my best friend’s naked body and the knot in my belly grows tight.
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I keep still as Kyle works the cream over my legs and butt cheeks, arms, chest, under my arms.  His hands move slowly over my body, almost caressing, and the touch is electric.  He remains focussed on his task so I can watch him without being observed.
He is methodical, tender, and my skin tingles as he runs his hands over my calves, thighs, butt cheeks.  For the first time I am glad of the cage, my cock throbbing constantly as he kneels in front of me, his face, his lips, inches from my crotch—if not for the cage I know I would not be able to stop myself growing hard under my best friend’s ministration.
“There.  Now, we let that sit, and while it sits I can use the razor on your sensitive areas, unless you want to…”
“I trust you and you’ve done it before.”  I say without thinking.
I dare not admit that I want him to do it, that I want his soft, delicate hands to keep touching me, to caress my more intimate areas.
Kyle grins at me, smirking as though he knows what I want, and nods.  He turns, picks up the razor and shaving foam, turns back to me and begins to lather my cock and balls with foam.  Even with the cage on my cock swells, becoming painful, and I bite my bottom lip hard in an attempt to muffle my moans and whimpers.
“Is someone enjoying that?”  Kyle asks.
He is grinning, giggling, his voice softer, more feminine.  I stare down at him, dressed in just his panties and stockings, his body curvy, smooth, hairless.  I wonder what it would feel like to hold him, touch him, caress him—the thoughts only makes the ache in my balls worse.
“Your teasing isn’t helping.”  I say, laughing.
Kyle tugs playfully on my caged cock, rubs my balls, his hands slick with foam.  I moan again, gasp at the rush of sensations.
“Can I help it if your cock turns me on?”  He says.
His words shock me, his sudden brazenness arousing.  He smiles as he looks up at me, his face beautiful, his full, wonderfully soft lips.  I wonder at how I never saw it before.
“Now, stand still while I shave.  I don’t want to hurt you!”  He says.
I stare as Kyle lifts the razor, freezing in place, the metal blades glinting with something close to menace.  Kyle grips my cage with one hand pulling it to pull my skin taught, and lifts the razor to the thatch of hair over my crotch.  I shudder, his touch almost electric, and watch as Kyle concentrates, puts the razor to my skin, and begins to shave me.
I do not move as he works, do not speak.  The combination of his touch and the razor’s caress is unique sensation, a tingle running up my spine from my balls to the base of my skull.
I watch as he shaves my hair from around my cock, then my balls, and finally removes the few hairs from my shaft, focussed, working deftly around my cage.  The way his hands hold me, grip me, squeeze me, makes me ache, my cock a constant humiliating agony that is almost addictive.
“Now turn around.”  Kyle says.
I move without thinking, doing as my friend says.  I turn so that my butt faces him and there is a moment of quiet, then his foam slick hands run along my crack.  His finger slips over my hole, pressing gently for a moment, pushing just slightly into me.  I gasp, moan, barely resist the urge to push back for more before the finger moves on.
As the razor glides along between my cheeks, sliding along my slickened flesh.  I shudder, try to suppress a moan of unexpected pleasure.
“Feels good doesn’t it?  Just wait till you get out of the shower and you’re smooth all over and in panties and stockings.  You’re going to love it, I can tell.”  Kyle says.
I remain silent.  My heart is racing.  I imagine slipping on underwear like Kyle’s looking as sexy, as pretty as he looks, and I cannot deny that the thought excites me.
“Done.”  Kyle says, pulling the razor away.  “Now, jump in the shower and rinse off.  Once you’re done I’ll help you moisturise, then we can get you dressed and I can show you how to do your make-up.”
I turn round to face Kyle.
“Make-up?”  I ask.
Kyle nods.
“Ms. will want to test you tomorrow so you’ll need to know how to do it.  And we’ve got to get you used to walking in heels too so hurry up!”
Kyle’s words ring in my hears.  My head is spinning.  My cock pulses, an ache in my balls.  I cannot speak, am unable to resist, my curiosity overwhelming my hesitation.  Kyle seems to enjoy it so it can’t be that bad.  I turn towards the shower as Kyle begins to clear up.
“I can’t wait to see what you look like!”  Kyle says.
His voice is even more like Kylie’s soft, feminine, eager.  I cannot deny that a part of me is also keen to see what I will look like, to experience what it will feel like.  I cannot help wondering if I will be pretty, sexy, or maybe even slutty.
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I help Matthew dress in the lingerie Ms. Swann picked for him, black panties, cut high on his butt to expose a lot of cheek, lacy and silken, a black suspender belt with black ribbon, and black seamed stockings.  As I help him I cannot help but admire his body, so smooth now, hairless, his skin soft and subtle, my hands gliding up his legs, his calves, his thighs.  I look up at him, look in to his dazzling green eyes, smiling as he blushes.  He looks shy, cute, but does not resist me, does not pull away.
“How does that feel?”  I ask—tugging the second stocking into place, my hand lingering on his bare thigh above his stocking top.
Matthew nods, gnaws at his bottom lip, his eye lashes fluttering.
“Nice.  Strange, but nice.”  He whispers.
I smile.
“I told you so.  Now, next comes suspenders, and panties on over the top of them.  It makes it easier to slip them on and off.  Remember that.”  I say.
Matthew nods.  I show him how to attach his suspender belt, how to clip the ribbons to his stocking tops to hold them in place.  Finally I slip his feet into his panties, the material gloss and soft, and slide them into place as he stands there.  I tug them up over his butt and caged cock, stand up and move around to admire him.
“You look good.”  I say.
Matthew remains silent, stood awkwardly.  His butt is smaller than mine but his legs are amazing, long and curvy.  I reach out and grab a handful of his partially exposed butt cheek.  His flesh is soft, smooth, pump.  I squeeze and Matthew moans, wiggles slightly as though to encourage me.
“It feels good, doesn’t it?”  I ask.
I move in closer, press my body against his, my chest against his back.
“Doesn’t it?”  I ask again.
Matthew nods, whimpers as I squeeze his butt harder.  His body makes my cock ache, my best friend so pretty, sexy, feminine, dressed in pretty panties like mine.  I rub my stocking clad legs against his.  He is warm, smooth, soft.  Matthew pushes back into me, grinds his butt into my crotch.
“I… I think we should do your make-up though… don’t you?”  I say, almost breathless.
Matthew nods.
“I’d like that.”  He says, his voice soft and breathy.
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I watch as Kyle does his make-up first, listening as he tells me how to blend shades and mix colours to complement eyes, how to apply eyeliner and mascara, how to put lipstick and gloss on with a brush to make your lips fuller, plump.
As he paints his lips I cannot help but remember how it felt to have them wrapped around my cock.  Now, dressed as I am, like him, shaved and pretty, sexy, the thought seems even more taboo, even more arousing.  I wonder how it would feel to have Kyle kneel in front of me now, both of us smooth, dressed in lingerie.
“Now your turn.”  Kyle says, finished.
Me moves out from the mirror and offers me his place.  I move forward, look over the vast array of make-up and freeze up.  Kyle grins, moves in beside me.
“Try doing your eyes first.”  He says.
I nod.  I reach out for the palette of eye shadows.  I choose a deep green, a gold, and a dark silver.  I blend the three colours as Kyle showed me, then add eyeliner, flicking out from each eye, then finally mascara.  By the time I am finished my eyes look large, bright, almost stunning.
I look to Kyle’s reflection in the mirror, suddenly shy and unsure.  He smiles, eye lashes fluttering.  I blush.
“Wow… you look… good.  Do your lips next!  I want to see how you look… I want to see what we look like together.”  He says.
I laugh, relieved and reassured by his eagerness.  I turn back to my reflection and apply my lipstick, a deep, bright red to compliment my dark hair and pale skin, then add a shimmery gloss.  Finally I add a touch of highlight and shadow to shape my face and cheeks.
I sit back and stare at myself, blinking in disbelief.  Kyle leans in towards me, raises a hand to my hair and tussle it, reshaping it, styling it slightly.  The final result is stunning.
“You’re really beautiful.”  Kyle says.
His voice is breathy, quiet, and his lips are close to my ear.  I can only nod.
He is right.  I am beautiful, a much more attractive girl than I ever was boy.  The sight of me, the humiliation and pride, makes my cock throb and ache in its cage.
“You helped.”  I say, my voice softer, higher, becoming girly, as though morphing to suit my new appearance.
Kyle giggles.  I stare into the mirror, stare at the two of us, side by side.  We are both gorgeous, two pretty, sexy girls in skimpy lingerie.  My arousal grows.  Kyle’s cheeks are rosy and he bites gently at his bottom lip, his eyes fixed on mine in the mirror.
“It feels nice doesn’t it, being pretty like this, being sexy?”  He asks.
I can only nod.  I tear my gaze away from the mirror and turn to face him.  I smile as he turns to look at me.  He is close, his body’s heat tangible.  I shift, my smooth arm brushing his, my stocking clad leg resting against his.
“It really does.  Seeing you like this, you’re so beautiful, and knowing that you think I’m pretty, sexy… it’s…”  I fall quiet.
“Exciting?”  Kyle asks.
I nod.  Kyle moves closer.  His bare, chest presses against mine.
“I’m really glad you were here with me.”  I say.
Kyle’s smile grows wider, his cheeks flush, his blue eyes sparkling, beautiful, dazzling.  His lips, the lips that were wrapped around my cock, are so close to mine.  He looks up at me, blinking, my best friend, pretty, sexy, feminine.
“I’m glad you’re here too.”  He says.  “There’s no one else I’d rather do this with.  Boy or girl.”
I cannot help but smile.
“And you really think I’m pretty?”  I ask.
It is suddenly important that I am pretty, that am worthy of the attention of my beautiful best friend.  I want him to want me as I want him.  Kyle nods.
“How about I show you how sexy I think you are?”  He says.
Before I can speak he shifts, moving his face closer to mine, rising up on his toes.  His body, smooth and soft, clad in silk and lace, presses firmly into me, the unique sensation now that I am shaved and dressed in lingerie almost overwhelming.
When Kyle’s lips meet mine my mind goes blank.  I kiss back without thinking.  I press my body into Kyle’s, warp my arms around him, reach down to cup his butt, one hand on each cheek, squeeze.
He moans, whimpers as he kisses me.  I open my lips as I kiss my best friend and his tongue slips into my mouth, entangling with mine.  His hands roam along my sides, over my hips, back, shifting down to squeeze my butt as I squeeze his. 
We hold each other, press into each other, squeezing, fondling, groping, kissing.  I want all of him.  My caged cock is agony, a delightful pain snug in my panties.  I am breathless, giddy.
Kyle pulls back and looks up at me, beaming.
“Wow…”  I say—I am lost for words.
I want Kyle in a way I have never wanted anyone and from the way he looks at me I know he feels the same.  I am gleeful, my heart racing, full to almost bursting.
“I know… but… as fun as that was… I think we need to get you into heels so you can practice.”
“Can we do that again after?”  I ask, giggling.
Kyle nods, laughing.
“I insist on it.”  He says.




Chapter Eleven
The day crawls and I can barely focus, my mind a constant buzz of thoughts and emotions—wondering what Ms. Swann has planned, worried someone around me has noticed the change in me, that my panties, stockings, shaved legs and butt are somehow revealed in the way I walk, move, talk.  Only Kyle’s presence keeps me from spiralling into outright panic, his constant, calm, reassuring company, knowing that he is there for me, that he understands, that I am not alone.
Around me the noise and bustle and crowds of school seem busier, louder, more threatening.  The other boys all seem suddenly taller, broader, almost intimidating, while the girls seem less attractive yet… I find myself studying them, watching them, how they move, how they dress, their clothes and make-up.  I compare the prettiest of them to myself, dressed and made up as I was last night, compare them to Kyle, as he was when dressed as Kylie.  I know I as pretty as some of them, but none of them come close to Kyle, and the memory of how he looked, how his lips and tongue felt as he sucked my cock, how his body was warm and soft and smooth against mine as we kissed, his full butt, his hands on my body, caressing me in my panties, stockings, heels, his lips on mine, tongue in my mouth, makes my cock swell in its cage, a dull ache that radiates out, a creeping arousal.
As our final class finishes I sit for a moment even as the other students rise and make their way out, ready to head home.  Beside me Kyle rises to his feet but I remain sitting.  He turns to look at me.  Even without make-up, dressed in his boy clothes, I can see the pretty, sexy girl I’ve quickly become obsessed with.  Kyle smiles.
“You ready?”  He asks.
He sounds almost excited, a nervous tremble in his voice.  His freckled cheeks are flush pink and his blue eyes are sparking.  His lips, full, inviting, are moist and I struggle to resist the urge to kiss him.  I nod but do not rise up from my chair.  Kyle giggles, the sound feminine, sexy, and my heart skips.
“Come on, we don’t want to be late, and don’t worry, I’ll be there too.”  He says.
“But…”  I falter and words fail me.
Kyle stops and stares at me.  He smiles and his smile is beautiful and I bask in it.  I feel a swell of emotions that I dare not name.
“You’ll be fine.  Trust me.”  He says.
And I do.
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I raise my hand and knock, the sound a dull hollow thud that reverberates along the empty hallway.  There is a pause, a brief silence.  Matthew, beside me, is tense.  I reach out and take his hand in mine, a small gesture.  He grips my hand tight and I subdue the urge to turn and hug him, struggling with the maelstrom of new emotions I have towards my best friend.
“Come in.”  Ms. Swann says.
I push the door open and slip in and Matthew follows me.  I let the door swing closed behind us.
“Lock the door Kylie.”  Ms. Swann says.
The use of my feminine name, even though I am dressed in my boy clothes, sends a wave of delightful humiliation through me.  I blush, shudder, and turn to lock the door, obeying my beautiful teacher.  When I turn back Ms. Swann is rising to her feet and she steps around her desk to approach.  I am still holding Matthew’s hand.  Ms. Swann smirks.
“I see you two are a little closer.  I’m pleased.  I always thought you made such a cute couple.  I think you’ll make an even cuter pair of sissies.”  Ms. Swann says.
I blush, her words filling me with joy.  I imagine being dressed in my uniform alongside Matthew, dressed similarly.  Given how pretty he was yesterday, how sexy and desirable he was, I know we will make a stunning pair of girls and the thought fills me with pride and arousal, my caged cock twitching.  Matthew squeezes my hand hard, his fear palpable.
Ms. Swann is dressed in her usual manner, a figure hugging pink blouse, a tight skirt, though a little shorter, the tops of her stockings just visible—there is no sign of the bulge that I know hangs between her legs, a wonderful surprise awaiting Matthew.  Her dark hair is pulled back and her dark eyes are calm behind her black rimmed glasses.  She is wearing a little more make-up than usual, pinks and black, her appearance more sensual, more sexual.
“Now, why don’t the two of you go off to the cupboard to get ready.  I have your outfits picked out.  Be sure to wear everything I have set out for you.  I have quite the afternoon planned for you.  A little something I think will help you learn to appreciate the female perspective.”  Ms. Swann’s voice is calm, almost seductive.
I nod.  Beside me Matthew copies me, nodding.
“Yes Ms.”  I say.
“Yes Ms.”  Matthew repeats.
We move off together towards to cupboard on the other side of the class room.  My heart is racing.  Matthew grips my hand tight.  I am almost giddy with excitement.
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I watch as Kyle, Kylie, begins to strip.  I am paralysed for a moment.  Too afraid to move, too afraid to resist.
“Come on.  We need to hurry like Ms. said.”
I nod, accept the inevitable, begin to strip, peeling off my boy clothes to reveal the lingerie, panties and stockings and suspenders, I have worn all day.
I glance at Kylie as she undresses, her body smooth, sexy in her underwear.  I catch her looking at me, her cheeks flush, her eyes glinting, smiling.
“You look beautiful.”  She says. to me.
I feel my face grow warm.
“You too… really… you’re so…” 
I let my words trail off, almost captivated by my best friend’s feminine, curvy, hairless body dressed in panties and stockings.  Kylie giggles, turns her attention to the make-up set, the outfits laid out for us.
I turn to look at the outfit in front of me.  There is a black bra, slightly padded, white blouse, black heels, a pink and black plaid mini skirt, pleated.  It is an outfit to match Kylie’s, though there is a red haired wig on my pile to compliment her blonde one, both long, curly, the hair glossy and bright.  On top though sits something new, a collar, pink leather, a silver metal buckle, on the back a padlock, and beside it a pink leather leash.  I glance to Kylie’s pile and see the same addition.
There is a lump in my throat.  I swallow with difficulty and, as Kylie begins to pull on her clothes, almost eager, excited, a bubbly energy that is contagious, I start to dress.
Once dressed I do my make-up, struggling to remember Kylie’s tips from yesterday.  Kylie finishes first and comes to my aid, offering suggestions to help.  She sits close, watching me, and her presence is reassuring.  When we are both finished, our faces painted, wigs in place, we sit back, side by side, to look out our reflections. 
In our matching outfits, our wigs styled similarly though in different colours, our make-up complimentary, we seem almost like sisters, both of us undeniably pretty, sexy.  My cock swells at the sight, aroused by the twin sissy beauties in the mirror, me and my best friend, both of us so glamorous, so desirable.
“Just the final touch.”  Kylie says.
I watch as my best friend looks down to the two collars on the side, both pink, matching.  A chill runs up my spine, a small part of me recoiling at what I am about to do but a louder part, the part that longs to kiss Kylie, the part that longs to hold her, feel her smooth, sexy body, is eager to submit, to see what comes next.
“If you put mine on me, I’ll put yours on you.  It’ll be like we’re claiming each other.”  Kylie says.
Her voice is nervous, as though frightened of rejection.  The thought excites me, claiming my best friend, making the pretty, sexy girl next to me mine.  I nod.
“I’ll do you first then.”  I say.
Kylie looks to me in the mirror, smiling brightly, as though relieved, as though overjoyed.  She reaches out and takes up her collar, her leash, hands them to me.  She turns to face me and lifts her blonde her, raising her chin to offer me her neck.  I slip the collar around it, close the clasp at the back, pause for a moment.
“Are you sure about this?”  I ask.
Kylie looks at me, smiles.
“Certain.  I want this and I want you.”  She says.
My heart swells.  I click the padlock closed, locking the collar on my best friend.  I attach the leash and hold it, a swell of pride at how I have claimed the beautiful girl sat next to me.
“Now me.”  I say.
I turn, reach out and pick up my collar.  I hand it to Kylie and, like her, lift my hair away from my neck, raising my chin to allow her to slip my collar on.
The leather is cool, stiff, and fits tight around my throat.  I shudder as Kylie does up the clasp and as the padlock clicks closed my cock twitches in my cage, a pleasingly dull ache.  I glance at my reflection as she attaches my leash, gripping it in her hand as I grip hers, as though we belong to each other.
“Shall we head out?”  Kylie asks.
Her voice is pretty, light and quiet, soft, girly.  There is a slight tremble and I know she is almost as nervous as me.
I turn to face her, smile, nod.
“Together.”  I say.
She grins at me.
“Together.”  She says.
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I walk beside Matthew, taking careful steps to put one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, my butt and hips swaying in my short skirt, the fabric caressing my cheeks and thighs.  I feel pretty, sexy, and blush, the sensation exhilarating.  We both stop side by side in front of Ms. Swann.  She looks us over, appraising us.  She nods.
“Well, just look at the pair of you.  Such pretty, sexy girls.  I think perhaps you should give up on trying to be boys and just accept you were born to be sissies.  Don’t you think?” 
Ms. Swann’s tone is hard, mocking, and her words send bolts of pleasure along my spine, my cock throbbing in its metal cage.  I smile, nod.
“Yes Ms.”  I say.
I want to be a girl, want to be pretty, want to be sexy, and admitting it feels like freedom.  I grip Matthew’s leash tight and he stand close beside, gripping mine.  I feel light, almost giddy, quick shallow breaths of air, my heart racing.
Ms. Swann turns her attention from me to Matthew.  Her smile widens.
“I think someone is still resisting the inevitable.”  She says.
Matthew looks at me, and I smile at him, nod as though to encourage him.  I want him to be with me, to join me.  He is so pretty, so sexy, and as I grip his leash, the pink collar snug around his neck, I know that I need him with me, that I am incomplete without him.
“Well, Madison?”  Ms. Swann stares at Matthew.
Matthew squirms, blushes, chewing on his bottom lip.  He is adorable and I want to hold him, comfort him.
“Don’t you think you make a pretty girl Madison, don’t you think you’re sexy?  I know lots of boys who’d love to spend some time with you looking like you do.  Does that not excite you?”
Madison lifts her head to look at Ms. Swann.  She nods, slowly.
“Yes Ms.”  Her voice is quiet, little more than a whisper, and soft—feminine, girly.
Madison smiles.
“Excellent.  Well, why don’t the pair of you come here and we can get started on what I have planned.”  Ms. Swann says.
I bite my bottom lip, excited, eager to see what she will do to us, eager to see what she will have us do to each other.
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“On your knees Madison.”  Ms. Swann says.
My heart skips but I do not hesitate, fall to my knees in front of my beautiful, older, domineering teacher.  She stares at me, smiling.  My hand still grips Kylie’s leash and her hand still grips mine.  Ms. Swann smiles at me before turning to Kylie.
“Now, someone here has been a good girl.  You’ve done an excellent job getting Madison ready.  I imagine it’s been hard for you, being locked up for so long with all the things that have been going on.”  Ms. Swann says.
Kylie nods.
“It has, but I don’t mind Ms., I just want to please you and help make her as pretty as she can be.  I want to show her how much fun it can be to be sexy and girly.”  Kylie says.
Ms. Swann grins.
“Well, how about we give you a little reward.”  She says.  “Lift up your skirt and pull down your panties.”
Kylie pauses, then obeys, lifting up her skirt and tugging her panties down slightly.  I watch as she exposes her shaved, caged cock.  It is small, her balls full and swollen.  Her legs are hairless, thighs plump, butt round and pert.
Ms. Swann leans forward and lifts the cage, tugging with a gentle force.  She lifts one hand to the small padlock that seals it on, a tiny key in her fingers.  She unlocks the padlock, and undoes the cage, pulling it off.  Kylie moans, whimpering, her cock hanging free.  It is small, cute, shaved smooth.  Even as I watch it begins to swell, hardening, growing longer, thicker.  Ms. Swann turns to face me.
“Now, Madison, I think it’s time you showed me and Kylie what I good girl you are.  I think it’s time you repaid your friend.”
My eyes are fixed on the slowly engorging cock in front of me.  My grip on Kylie’s leash tightens.  My mouth waters.
“Use your mouth Madison.  Make Kylie cum.”  Ms. Swan says.
I am silent, cannot tear my gaze off my best friend’s cock.  It throbs in front of me as Kylie turns to stare down at me.  I look up at her.
“Do you… want me to?”  I ask—my voice thin and needy.
I want her to want me to.  Kylie nods.
“Please… I want it so badly.  I want you so badly.”  She says.
I smile, turn my attention back to her small, cute, shaved cock.  I reach up with one hand to grasp her shaft, gently.  Kylie moans, throbbing in my hand.  I lean forward, slowly, open my mouth and extend my tongue.  I hold Kylie’s cock out, pointing it at my face.  I move my mouth closer.
I run my tongue over the head, shift forward, let the crown slip in between my lips.  Kylie moans, whimpers, thrusts, and her cock slips further into my mouth.  My caged dick twitches in my panties as I take my best friend deeper into my mouth.
“Such a pretty cock sucker.  The pair of you are just so sexy.”  Ms Swann murmurs.
Her words urge me on and I begin to suck in earnest, wrapping my lips tight around Kylie’s shaft, gripping her tighter.  I lap along the underside with my tongue, tasting the trickle of precum that leaks from her slit.
I bob my head up and down, taking more and more of Kylie’s cock with each thrust.  I pull my hand away, take more and more, lips pressed against Kylie’s flesh, tongue caressing, sucking harder, force my head down until my lips meet the base of her shaft.  The head only barely brushes the back of my throat and I open it, subduing the urge to gag, to let my muscles there caress her.
“Oh god.  That… that’s so good.”  Kylie whimpers.
I smile, my mouth full of cock, and I suck hard, wanting to please her, wanting to taste her.  I slide my mouth up and down, whimpering in pleasure as I suck my best friend’s sissy dick.
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I can only stare in wonder and delight as Matthew, Madison, takes my cock into her mouth, her painted, plump ,glossy lips wrapping tight around my shaft.  Her tongue caressing the underside of my cock as she sinks down, sliding her lips along my hard, swollen dick.
I cannot help but moan, a rush of euphoria.  My first time having someone suck my cock and it is my best friend, dressed like a school girl while I am dressed to match, a pair of sissy girls in slutty clothes and sexy lingerie.  My balls tighten and I cannot help but thrust deeper into Madison’s mouth.  I reach down to grip the back of her long, curly red hair as my other hand tightens its grip on her leash.  Around my neck the pink collar I wear is tight and I am almost breathless.
I watch as Madison sinks deeper, taking more of my cock, her lips sliding down to the base, taking the entirety of my cock with ease.  I shudder in humiliation and delight as the back of her throat massages my head.  I can hear my best friend moaning in pleasure as she sucks me, tongue lapping at my dick, swallowing as much as I can offer her.
“I… I can’t hold on for long…”  I mutter, gasping in pleasure.
Ms. Swann moves towards me, steps in close, presses her body into mine—the swell of her breasts, the bulge of her cock in her skirt.
“Cum then.  Fill your sissy sister’s mouth up with your spunk.”  She whispers, just loud enough for Madison to hear.
Madison moans and begins to suck harder, as though encouraged by Ms. Swann’s words.  My head spins, the lips, tongue, lapping at my dick, swallowing it over and over, massaging, slipping up and down, wet, hot, tight.
Madison looks up at me with her bright green eyes, hungry, needy, desperate.  She is smiling, grinning, even as she locks her lips around my girth.
“She makes such as sexy, natural cock sucker, don’t you think?”  Ms. Swann says.
I can only nod.  I moan as Madison sinks deeper, takes more of my cock into her perfect sissy mouth.
“Fuck… fuck… I’m… don’t stop.”  I am muttering—my voice is breathy, girly.
I stare down at Madison, watch as she sucks with vigour and enthusiasm on my cock.  I need it, need her.  I thrust hard into her mouth, feel the tip of my cock brush the back of her throat.
My balls tense and my dick swells.  Madison’s lips locks tight as I thrust hard and she holds my cock in her mouth as I cum, cumming harder, filling her mouth with my semen.  Her murmurs are quiet, satisfied, and I gasp in pleasure as she swallows even as I fill her mouth, her throat and tongue working to milk the last of my orgasm from me.
I look down at Madison and grins as she pulls back, lets my softening cock slip from her lips, licking the last of my cum from her lips.  She is beautiful.
“Was it good?”  She asks.
I nod.
“That was amazing.”  I say.
Her grin widens.  Behind me Ms. Swann’s hand has moved to my bare, shaved butt, squeezing.
“Now, Madison, why don’t you stand up and I can unlock you.  I think it’s time Kylie repaid you.”
Madison looks up at me and smiles.  She bites her bottom lip, clearly excited.
“Kylie, why don’t you bend over my desk.”  Ms. Swann says.
My heart skips at the implication but there is no doubt, no hesitation.  I shift towards Ms. Swann’s desk and lean forward, bend over to lift my butt high, put my face down.  I feel the collar around my neck tugged slightly as the leash grows taught but the sensation is pleasant and I do not struggle.  I stare back to Madison, my best friend.  She stands in her heels, watching me, smiling, her eyes on my round, pert butt in my pretty pink and black plaid miniskirt.  I wiggle my hips in invitation, desperate for my sissy sister to take me, claim me, make me hers.




Chapter Twelve
“Skirt up Madison.”  Ms Swann says.
I obey, lift my skirt to expose my panties, my caged cock throbbing painfully, twitching at the sight of Kylie bent over Ms. Swann’s desk.  Her face is low, her back curved to raise her magnificent backside, her round butt, firm pert cheeks, her cock hanging between her thighs and her puckered hole nestled in her crack, inviting.
Kylie looks back over her shoulder, looks at me, grinning.  Her hips wiggle and I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning.  It is obvious what Ms. Swann expects me to do, just as it is obvious that Kylie wants me to do it.  The taste of Kylie’s cum lingers on my tongue, bitter and salty but not unpleasant, and the memory of her cock in my mouth makes my belly churn, a deep rooted arousal.  My heart races, a tiny part of me resisting, though the loudest part is eager.  Seeing my best friend dressed as she is, bent over, offering herself to me, turns me on like nothing I have ever experienced.  That she finds me pretty, sexy, only makes me hotter, my smooth legs, stockings, panties only adding to the excitement.
Ms. Swann moves towards me and tugs my panties down, lets them drop to the floor at my feet.  She reaches out to grip my cage, tugging it, the sensation painful but pleasant, the knowledge that I am in her control.  I stare at Kylie, her pretty face, blue eyes, freckled cheeks flush, look at her raised butt, round and plump and sexy.  I know that Kyle has never slept with a girl, never even kissed a girl, and the thought that I am to be Kylie’s first sexual partner, as she will inevitably be mine, thrills me.
There is a click, the padlock on my cage unlocked, and then the cage is pulled away.  I feel suddenly lighter and almost immediately my cock begins to harden, swelling at the sight of my best friend’s butt raised up to me, skirt flipped up, legs wrapped in lace topped stockings, thighs framed by suspenders.
I grip Kylie’s leash in my hand, the end still linked to her collar, just as she still grips mine, as though we each own the other.  My cock engorges, becomes stiff, almost painful.
“Are you sure about this?”  I whisper, my voice soft, feminine.
Kylie nods, grinning, gnawing on her bottom lip.
“Yes.  More than I’ve ever been sure of anything.  I want you to be my first Madison.  I want you to fuck me.  I want to fill me with that beautiful cock of yours and fuck me like the pretty sissy slut I am.”  Kylie’s voice is husky, needy.
Her words fire a bright lust in me.  I want her, more than I have ever wanted anyone.  I smile, nod, step forward towards her.
“You’ll need this Madison.”  Ms. Swann says.
I glance back over my shoulder and Ms. Swann offers me a small, clear bottle.  I reach out and take it.
“It’ll make it easier and less painful for your pretty friend.”  Ms. Swann says.
I smile, turn back to Kylie who is waiting, still bent over.  I step in behind her and look into her bright blue eyes.
“You really want me to…”  I can’t finish.
Kylie nods, eager, excited.
“I do.  I want you to fuck me.  I want you to show me what a pretty girl I am.  I want you to show me how sexy you find me.  I want you to make me feel like a slut.”  She says.
I grin, nod.  I turn my attention back to her butt, open the bottle of lube and pour a generous dollop into my palm, let the excess dribble and run down Kylie’s crack.  She giggles, wiggles her butt, and I run a finger between her glorious cheeks, my finger slipping over her hole.  I pause there for a moment, press slightly.  The tip of my finger enters my best friend and she gasps, moans, pushes back as though eager for more.  I tease her entrance for a moment, my finger working in and out, barely entering her.  My cock throbs, aches, balls heavy with cum.  I pull my finger out and move my hand to my cock.
“Breath slowly Kylie, and remember to relax.”  Ms. Swann says.
Ms. Swann has moved around to the front of Kylie, stands rubbing her back.  Kylie nods, takes a deep breath.  Ms. Swann looks at me, nods as though to encourage me.  I look down to Kylie’s perfect butt and run the head of my cock along her crack, let the head brush over her puckered rose.  I shudder in delight at the sensation, Kylie moans, whimpers, arching her back, pressing back into my dick as I linger at her entrance.  I bite my bottom lip and hold my cock in place, the head resting at Kylie’s hole.  I press forward, thrusting gently with my hips.
I watch as Kylie’s hole stretches around the head of my cock, my girth splitting my best friend open.  I moan as she stretches to accommodate me, her moans, shivers of pleasure, goading me.
“How does it feel Kylie?  How do you like your first experience of cock, your first time getting fucked like a pretty girl?”  Ms. Swann asks.
Kylie only nods, mutters, soft murmurs of pleasure.  I press harder, a slight resistance as her outer ring contracts around my cock.  I press, gently, insistently and then there is a pop, a sudden release as Kylie’s hole opens and my cock slips deeper, slipping into my best friend’s hole.  I ease my cock into my sissy, slutty friend, delighting in the sensation.
Kylie whimpers, arches her back to press into me, encouraging me.  She takes the entire length of my cock, tight, hot, her walls massaging me and my belly meets her plump cheeks.
“Fuck yes!  More… please… more… fuck me Madison.”  Kylie whispers.
I do not hesitate.  I pull out slightly and thrust back into her, begin to fuck my best friend in earnest.
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Madison’s cock feels massive, as though it is splitting me open, stretching me wide, breaking me.  Ms. Swann’s hand rubs up and down my back, comforting me.  There is a dull pain and his thick cock pops into me, slips deep, but as he slides deeper, sheathing his shaft in my tight sissy hole, the pain begins to fade, becomes something new, a pleasure that grows, becoming bright.
“More… I need more…”  I whisper, my voice soft, urgent.
Madison, my beautiful, sexy best friend, my sissy sister, obliges.  Her cock slides out then back in, thrusting into me, the prominent crown rubbing over my inner walls, teasing some bright inner spot that makes my mind go numb.
I push back into Madison and she thrusts into me, her smooth thighs slapping against my hairless butt, skin on skin, smooth, soft, and I moan.  She pulls out, thrusts in, over and over, becoming faster, firmer.
“Yes!  More, please… fuck me harder…”  I whisper.
I look back over my shoulder to see Madison staring down at me, grinning, my best friend, green eyes dazzling.
“If you insist.”  She whispers.
Her hands roam up over my butt to my hips, gripping me tight, my leash still in her hand.  She holds me and pulls me hard back into her as she thrusts forward, my butt slapping loudly against her belly, her heavy balls swaying to slap my small, limp cock.  The shame and pleasure blend into an intoxicating cocktail that dulls thought and fills me with a bright wild light.
“So perfect.  The two of you make quite the couple.  I always had my suspicions.”  Ms. Swann says.
“Just watching you has me quite excited.  You don’t mind do you Kylie if I join in?”
I look up to Ms. Swann, see her pulling her skirt up to reveal a prominent bulge in her pink lace panties, her cock swollen and engorged by the scene of Madison fucking me.  Knowing that I am pretty and sexy enough to excite my beautiful teacher only fires my lust.
I shake my head, smile, open my mouth with my tongue out.  Ms. Swann turns to look at Madison.
“Just keep going.  Be as firm as you like.  I’ll be sure to keep this end busy.”
Madison’s grip on my hips tightens.  I look back, she is staring wide eyed at Ms. Swann’s perfect cock, a look of hunger.
“Mouth please Kylie.”  Ms. Swann says.
I turn back and before I can even react Ms. Swann has grasped my head, guides my lips to the head of her massive cock, and she thrusts.  Her cock slips into my mouth and the sensation of being filled at both ends is heaven.  I moan, seal my lips tight around her girth, and begin to lap at the underside of her shaft as she slides in and out of my wet, hot mouth.
Behind me Madison fucks into me, stretching my hole, filling me over and over, gripping my hips, belly slapping against my butt.  Her cock glides in and out, hot, hard, throbbing, rubbing against my inner walls in a way that makes my cock and balls ache.  I bob my head up and down on Ms. Swann’s cock and thrust back into Madison’s dick as she fucks my tight sissy hole.
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I can only stare in shock as Ms. Swann lifts her tight skirt to reveal the swelling in her pink panties.  I can only watch wide eyed as she pulls her panties to the side to free her impressive dick, long and thick, the head swollen.  I never suspected.  She is beautiful, sexy, and for a moment I wonder if I could ever be as sexy, feminine, womanly as she is.
I keep my pace as I slip my cock in and out of Kylie’s tight hole, her walls clenching around me, her round butt plump and firm in my hands.  Her moans provoke me and the sight of Ms. Swann’s cock arouses me.  I fuck Kylie hard, rutting into her, claiming her as mine.  I watch on in envy as Ms. Swann puts her cock to Kylie’s lips and slips it into her mouth, muffling her cries of pleasure.  I fuck into Kylie in time with Ms. Swann, both of us using Kylie for our pleasure.  I feel a swell of envy, towards Ms. Swann’s, for using Kylie’s perfect mouth, towards Kylie for sucking on such a perfect, thick, long cock.
“Fuck her harder Madison.  Make her your slut.  Show her how sexy she is.  Show her that she can never go back to being an ordinary boy, that she will always be a girl, a slut, a sissy who loves cock.”  Ms. Swann’s words are soft, barely more than whispers.
My balls tense and I can only nod.  I look down at my best friend, in her skirt, stockings, her butt raised up for me to use, so pretty, so feminine, so sexy.  I let my hands slip down over Kylie’s soft, round butt, cupping her cheeks, squeezing, fuck into her with force, pull out, thrust in.  I fuck her hard, fast, breathless, my heart racing.  Her moans and whimpers grow louder, muffled by the swollen dick in her mouth.  I look up at Ms. Swann, watch my beautiful older teacher slip her cock in and out of my best friend mouth, her painted lips wrapped tight around her girthy shaft.  Kylie seems lost in the pleasure, as though drugged on euphoria.  The sight of her, collared, her leash in my hand, her hand still gripping mine, makes me fuck her harder.
I want her, need her.  Her hole is tight, hot, slick with lube.  I thrust in as Kylie thrusts back, her movements and wiggles encouraging me, as though she is desperate for me to keep fucking her.
“That’s it Kylie.  Suck me as your pretty sissy sister fucks you.  You’re a sissy slut now.  Embrace the pleasure.”  Ms. Swann says.
I am giddy, the collar round my neck tight.  I am a pretty sissy, fucking my best friend, my sissy sister, as my sexy, older teacher fucks her perfect mouth.  I wonder what it would be like to be used as Kylie is being used and I feel a swell of pleasure, knowing I want to experience it.  I am a pretty, sexy, sissy slut.
I thrust harder, faster, my balls tensing as my cock swells.  Beneath me I can feel Kylie’s cock flopping, slapping against my balls.
“Fuck… I’m so close.”  I say.
Ms. Swann pulls her cock out of Kylie’s mouth suddenly, grinning.  She is breathing heavy, cheeks flush, dark eyes dazzling behind her black rimmed glasses.  Her cock is slick with Kylie’s spit.
“Tell your sissy sister what you want Kylie or we both stop.”  She says
Kylie whines.  Her eyes are glazed, her lipstick smeared.  I keep fucking her hole, not even sure if I could stop.
“I want… I need… you… to cum… in me… please… fuck me… use me… cum in me… make me a girl… make me your slutty sissy sister.  Please!”  Kylie’s voice is desperate, craven.
Ms. Swann smiles at me, nods, grinning.  I feel almost dizzy, overwhelmed by the joy Kylie’s words bring me.  I want to claim her, make her mine, fill her with my cum.
“You heard her.  Give the girl what she wants.”  Ms. Swann says.
I nod even as Ms. Swann slips her cock back into Kylie’s mouth, Kylie’s lips wrapping eagerly around Ms. Swann’s shaft.  I thrust into my sissy sister, my cock swelling.  Ms. Swann fucks deep into Kylies mouth, Kylie’s screams of pleasure muffled as she almost chokes on the dick in her throat
“Fuck… fuck…”  I mutter, fuck faster.
My balls tense and my cock spasms, twitching.  I thrust hard, erupt inside my friend.  I thrust deep, filling Kylie’s hole with my cock, filling her with my cum.
“I’m… cumming…”  I moan.
“Yes… good girls… so sexy… so pretty…”
I watch as Ms. Swann thrusts deep into Kylie mouth, her face flush, and her cock begins to twitch, cumming in my best friend’s throat as I cum in her tight hole.  Beneath me Kylie stiffens, shudders, and I can feel her balls tense.
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The twin sensations are over whelming, Madison fucking my hole as Ms. Swann fucks my mouth.  I thrust back onto my best friend’s cock even as I suck and lap as Ms. Swann’s.  I need them, want them.  I am a sexy sissy slut and I never want this moment to end.
As Madison slips her cock in and out of my tight hole I can feel her prominent head slip over my most sensitive spot, massaging my inner walls, the knot of pleasure in my belly expanding.  I lock my lips around Ms. Swann’s shaft, eager to taste her cum.  I want to be their perfect slut.
“Fuck… yes…”  Madison moans.
I can feel Ms. Swann shuddering, clearly enjoying the show, delighting in my ministration.  I lap at her dick with my tongue as I suck harder, bobbing my head up and down as I lift my butt up to Madison, thrusting back onto her wonderful cock.
The knot of pleasure in my belly grows.  The cock in my tight hole swells, growing larger, harder, and Madison thrusts into me, deep, and I can feel her cock erupt, filling me with hot, sticky cum, throbbing over and over.  In my mouth I feel Ms. Swann’s cock engorge, begin to cum, cumming down my throat, onto my tongue, and I swallow as best as I can as behind me my best friend, my sissy sister, grips me tight, filling my hole with her cum, claiming me as hers, making me a girl, a slut, showing me just hot and sexy I am.
I grind my hips on Madison’s dick and the sensations of the two cocks filling me, throbbing, cumming, pushes me over the edge.  The knot of pleasure in my belly unravels and my balls tense, my limp cock throbs, and I erupt, cumming from getting fucked, filled.  I gasp even as Ms. Swann fills my mouth, thrust back as Madison fills my hole.
Ms. Swann moves back, slowly, eases her softening cock from my mouth and I pine as it pops free of my lips.  I feel Madison wiggle, her cock growing limp inside of me, her cum warm and gooey.  I swallow the last of the cum in my mouth.  I try to catch my breath, my heart is racing.
“My, someone is an eager girl.  And you came too!”  Ms. Swann says
I blush, nod.
“It… it just felt so good.”  I whisper.
I look back over my shoulder to Madison.  I smile, wiggle my butt.
“I really did enjoy it.”  I say.
Madison grins.
“I did too.  It was… wow…”  She whispers.
Ms. Swann laughs, lightly, friendly.
“So, you both won’t mind putting your cages back on before you leave and coming back tomorrow?”
I turn back to face Ms. Swann.  I shake my head, smiling, wondering what else is to come.
“No Ms..”  Madison says.
“Not at all Ms..”  I say.
Ms. Swann grins.
“Good, because it seems only fair to me that you, Kylie, get to fuck your sister like she fucked you.”
I smile.
“That seems fair.”  Madison says.
I can hear the smile in the tone of her voice.  Her hands grip my butt, squeezing, affectionate.
“But…”  Madison says.  “Will you… still… like you did today Ms.?”
Ms. Swann grins.
“Would you like me to?”  She asks.
There is a moment of quiet.
“I would Ms.  I really would.  I want to be a pretty sexy sissy slut like my sister.  I want her to take my hole, the first time, but I’d love you to use my mouth, if you want.”  Madison says—her tone is soft, girly, needy.
Ms. Swann looks down to me.  Her cock is slick with my saliva, hangs between her curvy legs, inviting.  I bite my bottom lip.  Madison’s cock finally slips from my hole, her cum oozing out of my slick entrance.  The sensation is wonderful.
“Do you think we can do that for your sister Kylie?”  Ms. Swann asks.
I nod, enthusiastically.
“Absolutely!”  I say.
Ms. Swann laughs and I can’t help but join her, giggling, and behind me Madison begins to giggle with me.  Ms. Swann shakes her head, grinning, beaming.
“I’m beginning to think the two of you are enjoying your punishment!”  Ms. Swann says.
I laugh, and behind me Madison laughs.  My cheeks are flush, pink and I am happier than I can remember being.  I lick the last traces of Ms. Swann’s cum from my lips as she watches me, swallowing.  I grin, mischievous.
“Maybe you just need to punish us harder then Ms..”  I say, smirking.
THE END




A Thank You From Keary
Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx
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Confessions - Caught by my Step-Brother
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would…
Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.
Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.
When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?
When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever.  Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother…





Daddy’s Special Sissy Gift
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Desperate to find the perfect present for his step-father, Liam takes to spying on the personal laptop that he keeps hidden in the bottom of his wardrobe—something he knows is forbidden.  When Liam stumbles across a series of adult videos featuring several familiar, pretty girls, he knows he has found just what he was looking for.
Preparing himself to become his Daddy’s birthday gift, Liam transforms himself, shaving his entire body, practicing his make-up skills, and selecting the perfect outfit.  When the day of the birthday comes Liam gets his gift ready and, dressed as the perfect naughty school-girl, he takes his step-father breakfast in bed, nervous and excited to see and experience his Daddy’s reaction to receiving his own naughty sissy girl.




The Neighbours’ Sissy Maid
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With his first year of college approaching Richard is looking for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive.  When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.
David heads out of town on business and Richard is left alone with Clare, the women he has always admired, and when Richard steals a pair of Clare’s pretty panties he sets off a chain of events that lead him down a road of feminization and submission.  Clare makes Richard her pretty, sexy maid and sets about training her, punishing her, teaching her how to be Rachel, a good girl.
When David returns home Clare has Rachel serve them both.  Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of being pretty, sexy, of dressing and acting feminine, and she gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy
maid.




Blackmailed - Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.
It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!
Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.
As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?
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Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.
Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.
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