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EXTRA CREDIT

Leon is failing Gender Studies, and maybe himself, too.

He knows his best friend Jack should be flunking alongside him, but despite Jack’s grades being awful he’s adamant he’s going to pass gender studies. When Leon demands answers, Jack finally confesses. He’s been earning “extra credit” from Professor Tanner. One-on-one sessions. Private tutoring. Something more. Something secret.

Jack makes Leon promise that he won’t tell anyone. Yet, that Jack is getting extra help to pass seems unfair. There has to be something he can do, right?

When Leon confronts Tanner, it isn’t anger that greets him, but an invitation. Jack broke their agreement, broke the secret trust, and now, someone has to pay. Leon, flushed and desperate, terrified he’s let his best friend down, whispers the words that seal his fate... I’ll do anything.

Professor Tanner doesn’t punish. She reshapes. Leon becomes something softer, sweeter. Lipgloss and lace. Tight skirts, smooth skin, an aching need under every new layer of femininity. Tanner doesn’t just want obedience, she wants transformation. And Leon realises he craves it too.

But the final test is yet to come.

Tanner has one more assistant. One more beautiful, blushing girl she’s trained. When she introduces them things really begin to escalate.

Two best friends.

Two perfect, polished girls.

And a desire they’ve never dared name, until now.

Both of them willing to do anything for Extra Credit...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

I stared at my exam results in horror. I was just a few marks above failing.

“Fuck!” I muttered.

“What’s up?”

Jack, sat next to me, looked up from his results paper and turned his attention to mine.

“Ouch.” He said.

Ouch indeed. I’d taken gender studies because I’d heard it was an easy class to pass and I needed an easy class. The rest of my course was exhausting so I needed an easy class that would give me more time to study for other things.

That was why Jack and I had both taken it. We both had enough hard classes, both had enough work on our plates, that we didn’t need more. We’d taken gender studies to boost our grade average without having to put in too much work but now… now I was close to failing.

My most recent exam result had dropped my grade average. Exactly the opposite of what I’d wanted it to do. I felt crushed. What was I going to do?

“What did you get?” I asked, turning to look at Jack’s score. He folded his paper before I could get a good look though.

Jack and I had studied together for the exam, had worked together to prepare for it. If I’d failed then I wondered if he had too, yet he seemed surprisingly calm. He needed the good marks just as much as I did, if not more, since his marks on some of his other courses were lower than mine.

“Oh, nothing great but not too bad.” He said.

He sounded evasive. Almost dismissive. I could tell when he was lying to me.

I knew Jack better than I knew anyone, even my own siblings. We’d been friends since we were kids, had grown up together, had spent long summers and holidays together and both our sets of parents looked at the other almost like a second son. We’d been inseparable, even through high school, which is why, when it had come to deciding on which colleges to attend we’d chosen together.

So, it was easy for me to see what something was up with him. He was lying about something. I just didn’t know what.

“What did you get?” I said. “I mean, we studied together so our marks should be fairly similar. If your mark is way better than mine maybe there’s a chance mine was marked wrong. Maybe I can try to get it looked at again and get my grade bumped up.”

I reached for Jack’s grade paper but he pulled it away. There was a look in his eyes that I knew but couldn’t place, nervous and anxious, trying to hide something from me. His cheeks were slightly flushed.

“What grade did you get?” I asked again, tone flatter.

Jack was still for a moment. He took a deep breath and then exhaled a sigh. He handed me his grade sheet and I took a look and…

Jack had scored even worse than me.

“What… you said you didn’t do too badly. You’ve tanked the test. We studied together. There’s no way your grade should be this low.” I said.

Jack just shrugged. I looked at him. He seemed… surprisingly relaxed.

The grade on this exam was important, for both of us. We needed to score well in gender studies in order to bring our grade average up or we’d be in real trouble. Yet, Jack looked almost calm.

“What happened?” I asked.

“It was just… I had other exams to worry about so I didn’t put in that much effort.” He said.

I felt stunned. This was the easy exam. Maximum marks for minimum effort was how we’d looked at it.

Yet Jack had received minimum marks, which ruined the whole plan. My marks put me at risk of getting kicked off my course, but his marks were more than just a risk.

“It’s nothing you need to worry about though.” He said. “That’s why I didn’t want to tell you. I… it’s nothing serious.”

He reached out and grabbed his paper back, stuffing it into his bag. He looked wary, on edge, so I decided to drop the subject. Yet, I didn’t forget it.
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Over the next week, I kept an eye on Jack, trying to work out if there was more going on than he was letting on. Given the marks he’d got on the gender studies exam I knew he’d need to have scored top marks on his other exams to keep his grade average up, yet, when I managed to sneak a look, his other marks were all about equal to mine.

That made me worry. I knew I was going to struggle to get my grade high enough to stay on my course, but given his terrible score he stood a very significant chance of being kicked out no matter how he did with the finals at the end of the year.

I began to fret. Jack and I had worked hard to get onto our courses. Neither of us came from wealthy families and we’d both studied hard in high school to get the grade required to get onto decent scholarships. Now though Jack was close to losing it all.

After all we’d sacrificed at school, never really going out, not spending much time with friends, and never dating, it seemed wild that he was so nonplussed about his marks. I began to worry that maybe he was in trouble, maybe he was depressed.

Yet, as I watched him move closely, I saw that he was in fact in a better mood than I’d seen him in for a while. He was bright, cheerful, and it was almost like he wasn’t bothered about his grade in the slightest, yet at the same time he was acting like his scholarship was practically set in stone.

I noticed too that he was going out more, was often missing for periods of time, not answering his messages, which was strange. It was like there was something different about him, something subtle that I couldn’t put my finger on, which made me even more wary since I knew Jack well and I figured I knew everything about him.

We were best friends. I thought of him practically like my brother. Yet, he was almost closed off in some ways. On the surface, he seemed the same as normal but it was small things, tiny things that I hadn’t noticed before.

There was something up.

I tried talking to him a few times about it, vague questions about what he was up to, where he was going, who he was spending time with, but Jack just evaded the questions. He’d give vague answers and then change the subject.

I did my best not to press, not wanting to make him suspicious, wanting to work out what was going on, but he made it impossible to work out what was going on. There was something he was hiding from me and I wanted to work out what.

In the end, I got so worried that I decided I needed to sit down and confront him. I was worried about him and I wanted to know he was okay. Yet, even still, I could feel my heart racing as I waited for him to get home from one of his mysterious evenings out.

As I heard the front door to our apartment go I stiffened. I was sat on the sofa with coffee, waiting.

“Hey!” Jack called.

“In here.” I replied.

I heard Jack drop off his bag and coat then listened to his footsteps getting closer. As he stepped into the room he looked around, noticing me, and he smiled, but then his face dropped a little.

“What’s up?” He asked.

I forced a smile. I knew he could tell. I knew him better than anyone else, but the same was true for him. I couldn’t hide much from him.

“I… can we talk?” I said.

Jack was still for a moment and I thought I saw a look of panic in his eyes. Finally, he nodded, moved to sit on the other end of the sofa facing me.

“I made coffee, if you want some?”

Jack nodded, served himself coffee. I was silent for a moment, not quite sure where to start.

“So, what’s up?” Jack asked.

I could tell he was trying to seem calm and confident, relaxed, but there was something beneath the surface. I took a deep breath and… I let it all out.

I told Jack all about my worries, about how his exam score had made me fret about him, about how his reaction to it confused me. I told him how I’d checked his other scores, about how, as I saw it, he was almost guaranteed to get kicked out of college.

I told him how I’d noticed changes in his behaviour, how I felt he was being evasive, how I figured he was keeping secrets from me. I told him all of it and he just sat there and listened, his face turning pale.

I could see the panic in his reaction and that was the final piece I needed. There was definitely something behind all of it. I could tell from how he was reacting to the conversation, how uncomfortable he was, that I was close to something.

“I… you really don’t need to worry.” He said. “I’ve got my grades under control. I… you don’t need to worry. I’d rather you spent more time on your work. All this energy you’re putting into me, you should be putting it into yourself. I’m okay, really.”

I stared at him. There was a flush in his cheeks and he was fidgeting, squirming.

“You need to tell me what’s going on.” I said.

There was silence. Jack looked away. I could see the emotional strain in him.

“I need to know you’re going to be okay. If you don’t tell me I… I’ll call your parents.” I said. “I care about you. You’re worrying me.”

I saw the look on Jack’s face. The threat of telling his parents felt cheap but it was real. I couldn’t do nothing. Even if it risked our friendship I couldn’t do nothing because I needed to try.

“I… it’s not anything. I mean… can’t you trust me?” Jack said. “I’m going to be fine. My grades and scholarship will be fine.”

“Tell me how you know that!” I said. “I care about you. I’m worried about you. All this secrecy… there’s something you’re not telling me and that’s not like you. We used to tell each other everything.”

Jack was still for a moment. I could see him struggling with something internally. Then, finally, something in his expression broke.

“You have to promise me you’ll keep it a secret.” He said.

I nodded.

“You have to promise.” He said.

“I promise. Not a word to anyone. I just want to know you’re okay.” I said.

I meant it. Jack took a deep breath, exhaled a slow sigh.

“I’ve been seeing Professor Tanner for extra credit.” He said.

Professor Tanner was our gender studies teacher. She was both terrifying and stunning.

A woman in her mid-thirties, with short, jet-black hair, bright blue eyes and a breathtaking figure. Both of us had noticed her immediately on the first day of our course, the way she moved, the wiggle of her hips and ass as she moved about at the front of the lecture hall, the way her glasses could catch the light, the subtle way she’d smile, the way the corner of her deep red lips would curl upwards, and we’d both developed a slight crush on her.

But then we’d both soon discovered just how hard she could be as a teacher. She was smart, sharp, quick, and utterly ruthless. She demanded only the very best from her students.

Jack and I had both assumed gender studies would be an easy course, given everything we’d heard, but Professor Tanner was not about to let anyone pass her class without them showing they understood the subject and had put in the work.

“What do you mean you’ve been seeing her?” I asked.

I could see Jack blushing.

“I… I was struggling with workload and stuff so I went to see her a while ago to ask for a bit of extra time with some stuff, and she… she offered me a chance to earn extra credit and I took it.” He said. “That’s all it is really. Just extra credit. That’s why I’m not worried about my grade on the exam. I know I can make it up.”

I stared at him.

“You… you’re getting extra credit?” I said.

Jack nodded. I felt hurt. I needed a good grade just as much as him, had been working myself to the point of exhaustion to keep my grades up, and I was still close to losing my scholarship. Yet, all along Jack had been earning extra credit which meant that he didn’t need to worry about marks on exams.

He’d found a way to ensure his grade in gender studies without having to do work and he’d not even told me.

“I know what you’re thinking.” He said. “I can tell from how you’re looking at me that you’re hurt, and I wanted to tell you, honestly. I hate keeping things from you and if I could have shared this with you I would have, but Professor Tanner made me promise to keep it a secret. You cannot let her know you know. If you do I’ll be in trouble and… please. You promised you’d keep it a secret. You will, won’t you?”

I could hear how worried Jack was. I nodded.

“Sure. I’ll keep it a secret.” I said.

I could see his look of relief, but at the same time, I felt hurt, deeply. All this time he’d had a way of keeping up his grades without having to worry, and he’d not even told me.

Was he just keeping it to himself because sharing the information might have lessened the credit he earned? I was struggling too, and in his shoes, I’d have shared. I’d been worried he was in trouble, that something was going wrong, but now I found out things were going right and he just hadn’t wanted to tell me.

“Thank you.” He said. “I… I really have hated keeping it all from you but Professor Tanner… it’s… it’s complicated. But thank you.”

I forced myself to smile.

“You don’t need to thank me.” I said. “I’m just glad you’re okay and that you’re not going to lose your scholarship.”

Jack nodded.

“I… yeah, it’s nice not to have to worry about that.” He said.

There was a pause. It must have been nice for him, but it wasn’t the case for me. My mark in the exam was lower than I thought it would have been. I didn’t have the privilege of not worrying about it.

I needed to get my grade up or I was in real trouble of losing my scholarship, yet Jack made no mention of that. It was like he’d just forgotten about my situation.

I’d been so worried about him yet he wasn’t worried about me at all. He had worked out a way to make sure he kept his scholarship without fretting but getting a deal for extra credit with Professor Tanner, but… what about me?

“I’m sorry I worried you.” He said.

I smiled, nodded.

“It’s okay.” I said.

And… that was it. The conversation was over. Things returned to normal. Or at least they did on the surface.

Beneath it all something lingered. I was hurt. Why was it okay for Jack to have a special deal? Why did it need to be kept secret from everyone?

I could understand why maybe it wasn’t good for all Professor Tanner’s students to know about it, but I was Jack’s best friend. He could have shared it with me. He could have told me.

Instead, he was leaving me to fret and worry about him, to stress about my grades, all while he got to relax because he’d secured extra credits with our hot teacher.

But… maybe I could do something about it. I’d told Jack I’d keep what he told me secret.

Maybe I could keep that promise and still go see Professor Tanner. If she’d offered Jack extra credit maybe she could offer me a similar deal.

After all, that was fair, right?


Two

Two days later I was stood outside Professor Tanner’s office. I took a deep breath, not sure if I could do it. Could I really betray my best friend?

He’d confessed to earning extra credit in confidence and had sworn me to secrecy. I had intended to keep his secret, yet at the same time, I needed the extra credit just as much as him. Without it I was at risk of losing my scholarship, working long hours to study for my various exams, all while Jack was able to coast in relative ease.

He didn’t need to worry about gender studies. He was going to pass thanks to his extra credit, and that would not only boost his grade average up, but it also gave him more time and energy to study for his other exams, which meant he was likely to get better marks.

I knew we were both pretty evenly matched when it came to academic ability so I was either going to have to study harder to get the same marks as him, or I was going to end up having to drop out of college while he got to stay.

All that didn’t seem fair to me. I felt… cheated, betrayed. Why should I lose out, risk failing? Surely there was something I could do.

That was why I was outside Professor Tanner’s door. If Jack was getting the chance to work for extra credit then I wanted it too. I was just worried about letting him down. I’d told him I’d keep his secret and I’d meant it. Still, I figured there was a way around that.

I just wouldn’t mention what Jack had told me.

Smiling, stiffening my resolve, I lifted my hand and knocked. There was a momentary pause, silence, and then…

“Come in.”

Professor Tanner’s voice, soft but firm, quiet. I turned the handle and entered.

As I stepped into the office Professor Tanner looked up from her pile of papers, her laptop to one side, the glow of the screen casting faint shadows across her face to make her seem even more intimidating.

Why was she so intimidating?

She was hard as a teacher, sure, but she was fair too. She pushed her students, expected a lot from them, but she was smart, witty, and charismatic. She had high standards for herself, so she had high standards for her students. She was demanding, but those demands came from a place of believing that her students were capable of great things, an ability and a faith that she saw potential in everyone.

Her classes were interesting and, though the course wasn’t as hard as some of my others, occasionally intense. While it was definitely an easier course than most of my others in terms of technical ability, it wasn’t true to say it was easy.

Plus, on top of all of that, there was her… aura. There was something about Professor Tanner that captivated. She was strikingly beautiful, dark black hair, blue eyes, glasses, and her figure was trim, with subtle curves.

She had a habit of wearing tight skirts and fitted blouses that showed off her hips, ass, hinted at her chest. She always wore short heels, a slight wiggle to her gait, an alluring femininity that was understated, regal, almost… powerful. Though she wasn’t particularly tall, she had a presence that was confident, almost stern, and when she looked at you it was like she was looking through you, or into you.

As she looked at me I could feel the intensity of her gaze. Her eyes were sharp, observant, a subtle smile. It was like… like she was reading me, like a book, and not even a particularly challenging book. There was something unnerving and almost reassuring about feeling so seen.

“Leon, what an unexpected pleasure.” She said, her smile widening. “What brings you to my office this evening?”

I felt a shiver run up my spine. I was more nervous than I’d been expecting.

“I… my recent exam, the mark. I was… I wanted to talk about it.”

Professor Tanner nodded, her expression suddenly more serious.

“Of course. Please take a seat and we can chat.”

She gestured to a chair in front of her, opposite her, and I took it. It was soft and comfortable, though it didn’t put me any more at ease.
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“So, what was it exactly you wanted to talk about?” Professor Tanner asked.

I shifted, unsure where to begin. I knew what I wanted to talk about but I needed to be discreet, indirect. I needed her to offer extra credit work, like she’d offered to Jack, without me asking.

“It’s… the recent exam, my mark… I just… I was hoping for something higher. I studied really hard and I guess I was expecting a higher mark.” I said.

Professor Tanner nodded, watching me closely.

“You think I marked you unfairly? You want me to have another look at your paper?” She said.

I shrugged, then nodded.

“I… maybe? Though I’m not saying I think the marks are unfair. I just… I kinda need a higher mark to even out my grade average if I’m going to keep my scholarship.” I said.

Professor Tanner nodded.

“Well, I’m always happy to review an exam mark. You’ve been a good student and you pay attention in class so if you give me a few minutes I can have a quick look for you.”

With that she turned her attention to her laptop, tapping away on her keyboard, then focussing on the screen. I could hear the tick tick tick of the second hand of the clock on her wall. It felt like time slowed to a scrawl.

I saw for what felt like forever, minutes passing, watching Professor Tanner scrutinise my exam paper. She was focused, nodding, paying close attention. I could feel myself blushing.

Finally, after almost ten minutes of silence, she turned to me and smiled, though the smile was more sympathetic than hopeful.

“I’m sorry Leon but… your mark is accurate. I can’t do anything about it.” She said. “But, if you study extra hard, there’s always the finals and perhaps you can get your mark up for that. I think you’re capable and…”

I felt crushed. Clearly, Professor Tanner could see it in my face.

“You look disappointed?” She said. “Is everything okay?”

I nodded but I didn’t feel okay. I didn’t want to have to work extra hard. Even if I did that, and I got my grade up, it would be taking time away from my other courses.

“I know this isn’t what you were hoping for but there’s really nothing I can do.”

I knew that was a lie. I knew there was something she could do. She was doing it for Jack, so why not for me? It was unfair, yet at the same time, I was sworn to secrecy.

I felt a sense of injustice rising up, rage, anger, frustration. I just wanted the same treatment Jack was getting. Was that too much to ask?

My head spun, heart racing.

“Was that all?” Professor Tanner said.

Was that really all she was willing to do? Check my exam over and then dismiss me? Why was Jack getting special treatment?

“I… yeah, but… is there nothing else you can do?” I asked

Professor Tanner shook her head.

“I’m afraid not. My hands are tied.” She said.

“But… what… I mean… maybe… isn’t there something else I could do? Like… maybe… I don’t know… maybe…”

I had wanted it to be her suggestion, her idea, so there was no chance I could be accused of letting her know Jack had told me, but it was clear she wasn’t going to suggest it, so what choice did I have?

“What about extra credit?” I asked. “Or something…”

Professor Tanner stared at me for a moment, then chuckled, shaking her head.

“Have you been talking to Jack?” She said.

Her voice was harder, stern. I shook my head, suddenly aware I’d made a mistake.

“I told him it was a secret, between him and me only, and I trusted him to keep it that way. Though, I suppose I should have suspected he’d tell you. You two always have seemed very… close.” She said.

“I… I’m sorry. He just… he told me he was doing work with you for extra credit and I just… if there’s anything I can do to earn the same that’s all I’m asking for. I just need to keep my grade average up to keep my scholarship.”

Professor Tanner took a deep breath and then let out a sigh.

“It was a secret. Not only has Jack betrayed me but now you’re demanding I help you too? I’m not really sure there’s anything I can do and I think I may need to rethink my deal with Jack too.”

I felt my heart skip. I’d fucked up. Now not only wasn’t I getting extra credit, but I’d screwed Jack over too.

“Please, I’m sorry. I… I didn’t mean to get him into trouble and I haven’t told anyone else. I just wanted the same treatment he was getting, the same chance. I just need to get my grades up, that’s all. Please… I’ll do anything.” I said.

Professor Tanner stared at me and then she smiled, a hunter’s smile.

“Anything?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Anything. I just want a chance. And I don’t want to get you or Jack into trouble. Please.”

There was a moment of quiet.

“I think maybe there is something you can do for me. And in exchange, you’ll both get extra credit.” She said.
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“Strip.” Professor Tanner said.

I stared at her for a moment, blinking, then laughed. She was joking. Right?

“You said you’d do anything, didn’t you? I need to know you mean it. Jack was sworn to secrecy and he betrayed me. Now, you told me you’d do anything for extra credit and to keep him out of trouble, so this is it. Strip, now, or you and Jack will both be dismissed from my class and my deal with Jack for extra credit will be thrown out with you both.”

I felt my heart thunder, head spinning. She wanted me to strip? I wanted to refuse, and if it had just been me, my scholarship at risk, I might have, but it wasn’t just me. It was Jack too.

I’d put him at risk. I’d put his future at risk. I’d betrayed his trust and if I refused both of us would be out, so I did the only thing I could. I stood up and I began to strip. I slipped my shoes off, then my socks, then turned to see if Professor Tanner was still serious. Her expression told me everything I needed to know.

As she watched I slipped off my sweater, my t-shirt, then, finally, my jeans, stripping down until I was just in my underwear.

I could feel my whole body burning as I stood almost naked in front of her. She moved, standing, circling around her desk to approach me. I shivered from more than cold, a sense of fear and almost… anticipation.

“I said strip.” She said, voice almost cold. “Not strip to your underwear. Now, finish the job. I want you naked.”

As she said that she moved to her office door and, with an efficient gesture, she locked it, sealing us in. She turned back and stared at me, grinning, waiting. I had no choice. I obeyed.

I slipped my pants off, keeping my back to my professor, then, as they hit the floor, I covered myself with my hands and stepped out of them.

Professor Tanner observed me, like a scientist might observe a research subject, then her smile widened.

“It’s good to see you’re naturally obedient. This will make things easier. However, I need to make sure you remain obedient. You said you’d do anything. I want to make sure that remains the case. Now, stand still while I add a few… finishing touches.”

With that she moved to her desk to rummage for a moment before pulling out a small handheld device I did not recognise, though the way she held it made it seem slightly threatening. As she moved towards me I felt a tremble of… fear.

“Now, I need you to hold still, this is going to hurt a little, but if you move and wiggle it’s going to hurt a lot. It won’t take too long.” Professor Tanner said.

There was a confidence in her voice, a command. I knew I could refuse, flee, but I didn’t dare.

“What… what are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m going to allow you to earn extra credit.” She said, beaming. “And I’m going to make sure you behave.”

With that she stepped in close and then… she knelt. The device in her hand began to buzz and rumble. I saw the head of it spinning rapidly.

Professor Tanner moved it towards my leg and then pressed it to my skin. I felt a sharp pain, prickling, and she began to move it up my shin.

The pain was intense, brittle, but didn’t linger too long. I did my best to stay still, feeling overwhelmed, aware that I needed to do what she said to keep my scholarship and to make sure Jack kept his.

Part of me feared she was harming me somehow, punishing me, but as I looked down I saw no damage to my leg, no blood, nothing. Was it just pain?

I watched as Professor Tanner moved the device over my left leg, calf, shin, ankle, even foot, then over my knee and thigh. She was using one hand to direct the device and the other to pull my skin taut. I couldn’t see what she was doing, figured the device just caused pain, until…

As she moved to my right leg I realised what she had done.

“You’ve shaved me?” I said.

My leg was hairless, smooth, soft. Professor Tanner smiled and chuckled.

“No, not shaved. Epilated. Shaving is just cutting the hair. It only lasts a few days. This device plucks the hair out at the root, which means it lasts weeks.” She said.

I felt a cold settle in my belly. That was why it hurt. She was plucking all my body hair out. I was going to be smooth and hairless for weeks. How was I going to go to the gym or shower?

Professor Tanner though didn’t stop. She kept going, moved over my right leg, moved over my belly, arms, chest, even went under my armpit. Then, finally, she worked over my ass.

The pain was a sharp sting, fading to a dull ache after she’d passed, and my sting tingled, raw and sensitive and red. Some places were worse than others, but it was my butt that made me the most flustered.

My hot professor was touching my ass, plucking the hair from it. The only thing I had to be thankful for was that I’d never been that hairy compared to other men. I’d always been self-conscious about it, but in that moment I was almost grateful. The less hair I had, the less pain, and the sooner it would all be over.

As Professor Tanner worked over my ass I blushed, taking a slow deep breath. After too long, she was done and the device stopped buzzing.

“There. Epilation is all over.” She said.

I moved to pick up my underwear, still covering myself, when she stopped me.

“I said the epilation is over, not that we were done. There’s more we need to do before you can do leave.” Professor Tanner said, smiling. “First, we finish what we started.”

And with that, she picked up a razor.
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After plucking most of my body hair out with the epilator Professor Tanner moved onto my most sensitive area. My cock, balls.

“Move your hands.” She said, voice firm.

In her hand, she held a device I recognised. An electric razor.

I was still for a moment. I didn’t dare move. I suppose I was hoping she would change her mind, but she didn’t.

“Hands. Now!” She said again, more demanding.

Finally, I took a deep breath and as I exhaled I did as she said. I dropped my hands. Professor Tanner stared at my cock, her face a mask. I could feel myself blushing.

Her smile shifted slightly, but she said nothing. She just moved forwards and then… got to work shaving the last of my body hair.

I didn’t dare move. I didn’t want to get cut, didn’t want to be hurt. I felt Professor Tanner touching me, handling my cock as she worked with the razor, holding my cock, balls, as she shaved me. It was the first time anyone else had touched me and it was my hot professor, yet I was too nervous to feel much. My heart was racing and I was fixated on staying still.

Thankfully it didn’t take Professor Tanner long.

“There. All done.” She said as she turned the razor off.

I put my hand back to cover myself.

“Can I… can I get dressed now?” I asked.

Professor Tanner chuckled again, shaking her head.

“Not yet. We have a couple more details before you can get dressed. And it was you that said you’d do anything, correct?”

I sighed, nodded.

“It was.”

“Well, consider this part of that anything.” She said. “Just stand there for a moment while I get a couple more little things.”

With that, she moved again to one of her desk drawers. I could hear her rummaging but couldn’t see her. My back was to her and I wasn’t feeling brave enough to move or turn.

“There. This should work.”

I heard footsteps, she moved to stand beside me, her hands behind her back. I was terrified, anxious, and cold.

“Now, close your eyes.” She said. “And we’ll be done in just a second.”

I glanced at her, not sure it was sensible to obey, but certain it was a bad idea to disobey. I’d come this far, so why not take the last step? Nothing could be as bad as this, having my body hair plucked and shaved. Plus, this was the only way to keep Jack out of trouble, and it meant I’d be getting extra credit too.

So, I closed my eyes, and I waited.

I heard Professor Tanner move. Then silence. A soft click.

“Drop your hands.” She said.

She’d already seen my dick, had already touched it when shaving me, the first woman to ever touch it embarrassingly enough, so what did it matter if she wanted me to drop my hands again. Yet, as I dropped my hands, I felt shy, blushing, face flushed. I kept my eyes closed.

I felt her hands on my cock again and this time I felt my body respond, the first pulsing of an erection. I felt a rush of shame, but also excitement, but then I felt something slip around my dick, squashing it flat, something tight, small. I felt Professor Tanner fiddle, a cold hardness against my cock that made it shrink, and then there was a sharp click.

My cock felt heavier, a dull ache.

“Now, final detail.” Professor Tanner said. “Lift your left leg up.”

I was still for just a moment before obeying. I felt cloth, soft, sensual, run over my foot, my shin.

“Foot down.”

I obeyed.

“Right foot up.”

I did as I was told. There was something almost soothing about just doing what I was told, relaxing. I felt cloth over my right foot.

“Foot down.”

I put my foot down. I felt the cloth pulled up over my smooth legs, caressing over tender skin, and I realised it was underwear, only far more delicate than my usual underwear. I shivered as Professor Tanner pulled it into place, tugging it up.

“Now, open your eyes.” She said.

I took a moment before doing as she said. I opened my eyes, blinked against the brightness, dazzled.

As my vision cleared I saw Professor Tanner standing in front of me, smiling.

“You’re all done for today. You’ve earned a little extra credit and I’m now confident you’ll be a good girl for me.”

Her words struck me. I blinked. Good girl?

I shifted, feeling flush, then looked down. I was smooth, hairless, and in panties. I was in small, pretty, pink panties. I felt a surge of emotions. I’d never even touched a girl's underwear and now I was wearing them.

Not only that, but as smooth as I was, dressed in the panties, I looked… kinda feminine. Like a good girl. I shifted, examining the panties.

They were soft pink, the material delicate, high cut to expose my thighs, a little bit of butt. They were girly, but also slightly sexy. I felt a thrill run through me, my cock throbbing, a dull ache.

It still felt heavy, weighted, squashed.

“Now, as you can see I’ve made you smooth and pretty. That’s how you’ll be earning your extra credit. You’ll be pretty for me. You’ll keep yourself smooth. You’ll remain in panties, always, and you’ll learn to appreciate the female experience. If you want to pass gender studies then you’ll earn your extra credit by learning to be a good girl. Do you understand?”

I nodded.

“I… yes.” I said.

I felt suddenly meek, almost powerless.

“And to make sure you don’t do anything silly, to make sure you continue to be obedient… you might feel a little squashed in your panties?”

I nodded again, blushing. Professor Tanner smiled.

“That’s your cage.” She said. “Your chastity cage. You’re going to remain in that until finals are done and you’ve earned your extra credit.”

I shivered. I was locked in a chastity cage…

I’d heard of them, but I never thought I’d be wearing one.

“It’s just to ensure you are a good girl for me. I’m sure you understand. I’d hate for you and Jack to get into trouble after all.”

Professor Tanner was grinning. I heard the subtle threat. I was going to stay locked until I had redeemed myself, until I’d shown I could be trusted.

I knew I’d brought it on myself by betraying Jack, letting it be known that he’d told me about the extra credit, but I just hoped I could make up for that.

“Just… please… don’t tell Jack.” I said.

Professor Tanner smiled, nodded.

“Sure. You behave like a good girl and I’ll keep it a secret between you and me.”


Three

I awoke the next day with a dull ache in my crotch. I roused from dreams, flustered, with my cock trying but failing to harden.

My cage was tight, squashing me flat, but my body didn’t realise that and its usual attempt at morning wood was just painful. I shifted, rose out of bed, and headed to the bathroom to empty my bladder and shower.

That helped, but the memory of the pain lingered, what it meant, the control Professor Tanner now had over me. Yet, despite feeling anxious about my situation, there was also something… exciting about it, something exhilarating.

As I showered I couldn’t quite get over how my body felt. The day before my skin had still felt raw from being plucked by the epilator, but after a night’s sleep it felt calm and then, washing it, hands soapy, lathered with foam, I couldn’t help but remark over how silky my skin felt, how smooth it was, how sensual, how… sensitive.

Washing myself, taking time to explore how my body felt, made my cage ache again, forcing me to focus. After washing I ran cold water to calm myself down, then headed to my room to dress.

Professor Tanner had given me more than just the one pair of panties. She’d given me five, so I had enough to wear clean ones between washes. They were all either pink or white, the same high cut, to show off my thighs, hips, ass, and the material was all so much more delicate than the coarse cloth my usual underwear was made from. All of them were obviously girly, with lace trim, skimpy, a blend of innocent and demure while also being risqué, almost skimpy.

I knew I had to wear them. Professor Tanner had made it clear she’d be checking with me, and I didn’t want to get into even more trouble, so I slipped on a white pair, a thrill running up my spine as I felt the fabric caress over my sensitive skin.

After that, I finished getting dressed and made myself breakfast. As Jack entered, smiling, I felt myself almost cower, blushing. I didn’t want Jack to notice, to realise something was wrong. I didn’t want…

“You okay?” Jack asked.

I felt my blush spread. I was going to be caged until finals were over, until I’d earned my extra credit. How was I going to cope? It was only the first morning and already I was flustered, almost dizzy, barely able to focus.

“Yeah. I just… just didn’t sleep well.” I said. “That’s all.”

Jack nodded, made himself coffee and toast.

“You want to stay home? Rest? I can let people know you’re sick if you’re not feeling up to it?”

It was just like Jack to look out for me. I shook my head.

“I can’t.” I said. “I have lessons and… I have an appointment.”

“Who with?” He asked.

I paused.

“Professor Tanner.” I said.

I saw the look cross Jack’s face.

“Just to talk about my exam.” I lied. “To discuss the mark. I figured it was best to check to see if maybe I couldn’t bump it up a little. Help my grade average.”

Jack stared at me, expression softening. He nodded.

“Yeah, that makes sense. Worth giving it a shot. I hope you get something done about it.” He said. “You know, I still feel bad about keeping that secret from you. I’m still sorry.”

I forced a smile.

“You don’t need to apologise, really.” I said. “Honestly.”

Jack smiled. What he didn’t know was that I’d fucked up. I’d let Professor Tanner know he’d told me about their deal when he’d been sworn to secrecy. I’d told him I’d keep his secret and I’d fucked up.

Now I was paying the price. I’d do anything to keep him out of trouble, even if that meant being smooth, wearing panties, being caged, being a good girl. Though the truth was I had no idea what being a good girl entailed. I had a feeling though I was going to find out, because I really did have an appointment with Professor Tanner.

I hadn’t lied about that part.
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The day was… uncomfortable. Having to spend it caged, smooth, in panties, was bad enough, but there was the added complication that being caged meant that I’d had no chance for release. I wasn’t able to masturbate. I wasn’t able to cum.

It wasn’t that I needed to cum every day, but… it was a habit, and after having had Professor Tanner touch me my body felt almost primed, on edge, eager. Yet I was able to do nothing about it. That fact just made it worse. Knowing there was nothing I could do, that I was trapped, powerless, just made it all worse, made it all the more intense.

My body felt teased, sensual, smooth and sensitive, and the panties clung to me. I could feel the weight of my cage, a stark reminder of my predicament, and then, finally, there was my appointment with Professor Tanner that evening hanging over me.

I had no idea what she had planned for me, no idea what was in store for me, and that vagueness, that lack of detail, meant I was almost obsessing over it, anxious, my brain trying to fill in the blanks with what might happen. Yet, everything I thought of just made me more nervous, more anxious. My brain kept spitting out thoughts and each one was worse than the last.

Still, underneath everything, there was almost a sense of… excitement. The words Professor Tanner had used hung in my mind. Good girl.

Just what was it good girls were expected to know? I knew that I was going to find out sooner rather than later.

So it was that I arrived at Professor Tanner’s office feeling like a mess. My heart was racing, belly fluttering, and… my cock was a subtle agony, a dull ache that wouldn’t settle.

After everything she’d done the day before I couldn’t begin to imagine what she was going to do, what she was going to make me do. Only, that wasn’t true, because over the course of the day, I’d imagined a lot.

I took a deep breath, trying, and failing, to calm myself. I lifted my hand and knocked.

“Come in Leon.”

I smiled, pushed the door open, entered. Professor Tanner was sitting behind her desk, grinning, waiting for me.

She was dressed in a white blouse, tight around the chest, and… there were a couple more buttons than usual undone. I could see just a hint of her cleavage. That sight made me blush. It had to be intentional, right?

Professor Tanner knew I was caged. She was teasing me, trying to fluster me. I just needed to stay calm.

“Please, lock the door behind you.” She said, smiling.

I felt a nervous thrill run up my spine at the implication of that, but did as I was told. I then turned back to face her, waiting.

“So, are you still willing to do anything?” Professor Tanner asked.

I nodded.

“Good. Now, first things first. Underwear. I need to check you are still wearing suitable underwear, so… strip down to your underwear.”

She spoke the words flatly, calmly, commanding. I had been expecting that, was almost prepared for it, yet still, I felt myself blush. I wanted to get it all over with though as quickly as possible so I did as she said, stripping as quickly as I could down to just my panties.

As I did that Professor Tanner rose up out of her seat and moved around her desk to close the distance between us. Once I was stripped she circled me, examining me. At times she let one finger, just the tip, graze over my body, making me shiver.

“I’m pleased to see you’re being a good girl for me, Leon. The panties suit you. How are you finding it all, and be honest.”

I paused, taking a deep breath. I felt my cage throb.

I told her everything. I told her how difficult it was, how frustrating, the fact that I was caged with no way out, no way for release, all while being teased by how smooth and sensitive my body was, how good the panties felt, how naughty it all was. Professor Tanner listened, smiling, nodding. When I finished after going over every detail, not sure why I was being so compliant, she looked almost… pleased.

“Good. Wonderful. I’m happy with that. You’re already making good progress. However, there’s more for today. I think, to start, we can have you learning how to be a good maid. My office needs a clean.” She said.

I blinked. She wanted me to… be her maid?

As I was processing what she’d said, Professor Tanner moved back around her desk to pick up a large black bag. She opened it and pulled out various items, a maid’s outfit, black with white trim, a white apron, stockings, suspenders, even a bra and panties, and heels.

Finally, she pulled out one last item, and the sight of it made my stomach turn. I recognised it immediately.

“This first.” Professor Tanner said. “Then you can get dressed.”

She waved the item in her hand at me. My eyes were wide. It was a plug. A butt plug. Small, silver, with a tapered bulb at one end, connected to a pink, heart-shaped gem at the other.

“Now, do you want me to fit it, or do you want to do it?”

The question hung in the air. For a moment I thought the question was rhetorical, but Professor Tanner remained quiet, waiting for an answer. It was clear she expected me to pick. I swallowed the lump in my throat.

“I… can… can you do it.” I asked.

I had no idea why I was asking her, why I wanted her to fit it, but the truth was I wanted her to fit it. If I had to wear it, and I knew I didn’t have much choice, then I wanted my hot professor to slip it in. Even as I said it I felt a tremble of something deep in me, nervous, anxious, fearful, but also… almost eager.

“I was hoping you’d say that.” Professor Tanner said. “Now, be a good girl and bend over my desk. And try to relax.”
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I lay bent over Professor Tanner's desk, my face and chest on the hard surface, my ass lifted high. I could feel her moving around behind me and I shivered, a mix of nerves and anticipation.

I closed my eyes to try to calm myself, and as I took slow, deep breaths, I felt her tug at my panties pulling them down, then off.

“Legs wide Leon.” Professor Tanner said.

I did as she said, spreading my legs. I felt her hands stroking over my ass. The touch was electric, teasing, making my caged cock throb, a dull ache that spread through me.

As her touch became firmer a small whimper escaped my lips. Her touch felt… good.

I felt one hand lift and then… I felt something cold, wet, drip down my ass crack. I felt Professor Tanner’s finger run along, teasing, smearing the wetness, slippery, cool. Her fingertip teased over my hole, barely pressing before circling.

That touch made me moan, a bolt of sensation, pleasure, unlike anything I’d felt before. On instinct I spread my legs wider and pressed my ass back, wanting to feel more. I kept my eyes closed, focussing on the sensation.

“My, someone is an eager girl. Who’d have thought.”

Professor Tanner was teasing me, but… it was true. I felt eager for her touch, the way her finger slipped around my hole, barely entering me. My cock was throbbing, squashed, and I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning.

Her fingers slipped away though, leaving me pining, but then… I felt something hard and cold press at my entrance. The plug.

“I’ll go slow.” She said. “You just need to breathe and relax.”

I nodded. I felt the pressure increase slightly, the tip of the plug entering me.

As slippery as it was it stretched me easily, the slim tip gradually becoming thicker. I focused on how it felt, eyes closed, trying to stay calm. There were shivers of pleasure, a deep aching want that was new.

Professor Tanner pressed it deeper, forcing me open, stretching me. As I reached my limit she held the plug where it was, pulling it back slightly, then pressing harder.

She did that at intervals, almost fucking me with the plug, working it in and out to get more and more of it inside me. I felt myself stretched wider and wider, the pleasure growing as I felt the thickness of the plug filling me.

I pressed back, opening my legs as wide as they would go, trying to ease the pressure, wanting more, wanting it to be over. The thickness became almost too much though. I was split wide and I wasn’t sure I could take any more.

I could feel the resistance, the pressure. Professor Tanner worked it in and out, forcing it deeper. It was becoming almost too much. I moaned, whimpered, but then…

The widest part slipped past my ring and Professor Tanner pressed. My ass closed around the plug, swallowing it, forcing it deep, filling me. The sensation made me moan, pressure on a bright spot of pleasure inside me. I felt the gem nestled in my crack, pressing at my entrance. I was plugged and caged.

“There. All done. Now, time to get dressed.” Professor Tanner said.

She slapped me once on the ass, playfully, then left me. I wiggled my hips and ass, testing how it felt to be plugged. The weight of it shifted inside me, teasing over a sensitive nub of pleasure, making me blush. I could feel it inside me, teasing me, making my caged cock throb.

As I rose to standing I felt it shift again and I realised… doing anything with the plug in was going to be a kind of exquisite torture.

“Stockings and suspenders first.” Professor Tanner said. “Then panties and bra, then finally your uniform and heels.”

She spoke so matter of factly, so commanding, domineering, that she left no room for me to question her orders. Plus, I’d come this far, what was cleaning while dressed as a maid compared to what I’d done already?
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I dressed in the lingerie, clothes, and heels Professor Tanner gave me, then began to clean her office. Every movement caused the plug to shift inside my ass, making me blush, moan, and then there was the added distraction of the clothes, the underwear, the heels.

The stockings were so sensual on my smooth legs. I’d never worn anything like them before. Slipping them on had made my body ache in strange new ways, the silk and lace hugging my smooth calves, thighs. Seeing them too made my head spin. There was no other way to describe how I looked in them than… feminine, and kinda sexy.

After the stockings I slipped on the suspenders, the black belt and straps framing my hips, the tops of my thighs, my ass. It took me a moment to adjust and clip the straps to my stocking tops, but with Professor Tanner’s advice, I got the knack of it, though it was hard, fingers fumbling, face blushing.

Finally, I pulled on my panties, black, lacy, skimpy, and the bra, which, I discovered as I slipped it on, was padded, making it seem like I had breasts.

In the lingerie, there was no other way to describe my body other than sexy, smooth and feminine and cute. I didn’t feel masculine in the slightest, yet I felt… good. I could feel my cage throbbing, my cheeks aching from grinning, hot from blushing, and even the slightest movement made my plug shift in my ass, teasing me.

I felt giddy and buzzing, too many emotions and feelings to sort through.

Yet, I had more to go. Once the lingerie was on I slipped on the maid’s uniform. My uniform. It was a short black dress, white trim, with a white apron. More sexy maid than actual maid, but I found that I liked that. Even the heels were sexy. Higher and more provocative than the heels Professor Tanner usually wore, but still not too difficult to walk and move in, though I did stumble a few times.

Once dressed Professor Tanner began to order me around, telling me where and how to clean.

“You need to learn to be a good girl now, don’t you Leia.”

I blushed at that. The way Professor Tanner spoke made it clear that while I was dressed up I was no longer Leon. I was Leia, I was a good girl. I needed to learn to be a good girl if I wanted to stay out of trouble, keep Jack out of trouble, and earn my extra credit.

I could do that, right? It wasn’t so bad?

Yet, it wasn’t how bad it was that bothered me. It was how good it was that bothered me. Something about it all felt almost warm, almost comforting. I was finding it all… exciting, and that worried me, because I wasn’t meant to find feeling cute, pretty, feminine, sexy exciting. Was I?

As I moved around the room cleaning, doing as I was told, I could feel a sense of pleasure unfolding. It was more than just the plug teasing my ass, more than being caged, being smooth and sensitive. It was more than the lingerie, the maid’s uniform, the way the skirt would sway and caress my stocking-clad legs.

It was something deep, something at the core of me, niggling. I didn’t want to feel it, didn’t want to face it, yet I knew that as long as I was being a good girl for Professor Tanner, as long as I was playing at being Leia, that it was going to be there, staring me in the face.

It felt… dangerous.

So it was with mixed emotions, feeling both strangely elated, excited, but also uncomfortable, wary, that I worked, cleaning Professor Tanner’s office. I was glad when, after almost an hour, she told me I could stop.

“You’ve done well today.” She said. “You looked very pretty and elegant, and I liked watching you move, seeing that subtle wiggle in your ass and hips. Plus my office is now much cleaner, so thank you.”

I blushed. I was feeling fuzzy and aroused, and I was trying not to show it.

“You can get changed now, head home. I’ll see you again in a few days for our next study session.”

“Thank you.” I said.

Professor Tanner smirked.

“You’re very welcome.” She said. “Oh, and one more thing. You can keep the plug. It’s yours, a gift. It suits you. You should keep wearing it. I insist.”

My blush deepened. I felt something in me shift, crumble. I squirmed, wiggling my hips and ass, the plug moving inside me.

“I… thank you.” I said again.

It was all I could think to say, because my mind was too focused on what else Professor Tanner might have in store for me.


Four

I fell into a relatively easy routine with it all. Relatively because it wasn’t all that easy.

It was simple enough to do what Professor Tanner told me to do, to obey her instructions, orders, to do what she wanted, when she wanted, so she remained pleased with me. I learned to enjoy it in many ways.

I would look forward to our study sessions, a chance to shut my brain off, to just obey, and to slip into what was rapidly becoming almost an alter-ego, Leia. Yet, despite all of that there were things that were definitely not easy.

Chief among them was how being caged and plugged, being always in panties, was leaving me very distracted and flustered all the time. I was not able to get any release, no matter what I tried—and I tried a lot, tried teasing myself through the cage, tried humping pillows for stimulation, even tried playing with my ass. All I ever achieved was a feeling of even deeper frustration, and playing with my ass, teasing myself with my plug, just had the side effect of making my ass more sensitive as I discovered new sources of pleasure, just nothing that was quite able to make me cum.

Lessons were difficult, focusing was difficult, but hanging out with Jack was the worst. I had to act like nothing was wrong. Had to act like my normal self. The only problem was I was rapidly forgetting what normal felt like.

Whenever we hung out I was hyper-aware of giving something away. I didn’t want him to find out the truth, that I’d let on to Professor Tanner that he'd told me about their extra credit work, that he’d told me and that I’d failed him, had almost got him in trouble. I was going through all this to keep it from him, to ensure we both kept our scholarships, that we stayed out of trouble.

The thought of him finding out after all I’d gone through, being disappointed in me for not being able to keep his secret, worried me. He was my best friend. I didn’t want to damage our friendship, and I didn’t want him to think differently of me.

Just how would Jack respond if he knew Professor Tanner had made me smooth, had caged and plugged me, had me wearing panties every day? I didn’t know and I didn’t want to find out.

So, I did everything I could to act normal, but it was getting harder and harder and harder.

The challenge wasn’t helped by the fact that I was always caged, always plugged, always in panties, that I was keeping myself smooth and soft at Professor Tanner’s instruction, but it was definitely made worse by the escalating tasks she was giving me in our study sessions.

Professor Tanner had me act as her maid several times, but she alternated it with other sessions too. She had other outfits, making me dress up for her, making me help her with work, or just making me serve her tea, coffee, or tidy her office. She had me practice basic skills, as she called them, like applying makeup, styling wigs. She had me practice walking in heels, taught me how to obey her instructions to the letter.

She’d even sent me out on a few errands a couple of times, making me dress up in relatively demure clothing, thought always feminine and girly, had me put on makeup, a wig, and sent me out as Leia to do some errands for her under the cover of late evening.

Those sessions had been the most terrifying but also the most exhilarating. Going out in public as Leia was a whole new experience, at once both liberating and also nerve-wracking.

It was like… over the course of just a few weeks Professor Tanner had changed something in me, had unlocked something in me, had unleashed something. I could feel the change, could feel it growing, rising up, and it worried me, but I knew it was too late to stop.

Yet, under all of it was the tension of being caged. I wasn’t able to cum. There was nothing I could do to get release.

In many ways, the sessions with Professor Tanner were becoming something I looked forward to, something I cherished, but at the same time, I just wanted them over so I could finally cum again.

All the training, being plugged, wearing panties, the sessions, becoming Leia, it was all too much. My body felt like it was constantly on edge, always aroused, and it was becoming harder and harder to cope with it all.

I knew I just had to wait it out, to try my hardest to make it past finals, to prove I could be a good girl so Jack and I could both earn our extra credit. I just needed to make it a few more months, but in the end, I never quite made it that far without fucking up.
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It was a session like many of the others.

Professor Tanner had me wearing a simple skirt, blouse, with makeup, a wig, heels, in stockings and suspenders, panties, a padded bra, and she had me acting as her assistant, helping her file paperwork, helping her sort through the backlog of office chores and emails. It was more demanding than many of the other sessions, not only because I was wearing higher heels, feeling sexier than I had done before, the combination of lingerie, clothes, makeup, wig, but because the work was complicated and required focus.

I had to pay attention. I had to focus on the details of what I was doing, and it would have been difficult at the best of times, but it was definitely not the best of times. Being dressed up, feeling cute and feminine and kinda sexy was very distracting, and on top of that, I was almost unbearably horny.

I was plugged, caged, pretty. I was Leia, squirmy and flustered and it was like Professor Tanner just enjoyed torturing me because she just kept teasing me. She would compliment me on how I looked, how cute I was, how I moved, telling me how sensual and feminine I was.

It was like… it was like she was flirting with me, and the worst part was I liked it. I liked how demure I felt, how coy, shy, flustered. I liked not being able to think clearly. I liked feeling horny and squirmy. I liked feeling pretty and cute and sexy, and I liked how Professor Tanner complimented me.

I liked the way being sexy made me feel, I liked feeling alluring, liked how Professor Tanner stared at me, watching my hips and ass sway. I liked how the lingerie felt, the way the clothes hugged my body. I even liked how I looked with makeup on, the way it made my face look pretty, almost beautiful, framed by the long hair of the flowing blonde wig Professor Tanner had me wear.

I liked all of it, more than I wanted to admit. Which is why, during the study session, I threw myself into it. I embraced my identity as Leia, allowed my body to move with sensuality, grace, femininity. I allowed my mind to grow fuzzy with arousal and desire and pent-up lust. Even though I needed to concentrate I allowed my brain to become ditzy, which is probably why I made the mistake.

“Shit!” I said.

As soon as I pressed the button I realised what I had done. I tried immediately to cancel it but it was too late.

“What’s wrong Leia?” Professor Tanner asked.

I stared at the screen of the laptop she’d given me to work from. I had been set the task of organising lecture notes, but instead of organizing them into a folder, I’d…

“I just deleted it all.” I said.

I could feel my stomach drop. I was supposed to be acting as her assistant, helping her, but instead in my distraction, my brain too horny to cope with even a simple task, I’d deleted months worth of work.

“You… what?”

Professor Tanner’s voice was slow, stern. I could feel her disappointment. I could feel her hard gaze, but I didn’t dare look at her. I felt awful.

“Why? What were you doing? That’s not an easy mistake to make.”

I nodded. I knew what I’d done. I hadn’t been paying attention. I’d been shifting in my seat as I worked, feeling my plug move inside my ass, pressing my soft thighs together, and I’d been focused on how my body felt, not what I was doing, so I’d just…

“I pressed the wrong button. I didn’t mean to I just…”

I faltered.

“What?” Professor Tanner asked.

“I’m just finding it hard to focus.” I said. “I… my brain feels slow and foggy and I’ve been caged for weeks. I’ve not had a chance to… I’ve not… I just feel pent up and being dressed like this, with the plug in, the way you treat me, it's so distracting. I just feel so flustered and fuzzy-headed and dizzy. I can’t concentrate and I just… I feel like I’m a flustered, squirmy mess. I’m sorry. I just… if I could just cum then I’d be better. I know that won’t help fix things, but if I stay like this, if you want me to keep helping, and you want me to be able to focus, then I need to cum.”

I felt flustered admitting it, speaking so bluntly, even after all Professor Tanner had done to me. I’d told her I needed to cum. It felt brazen, almost profane. I could feel myself blushing.

I knew I couldn’t really fix what I’d done, and I wasn’t trying to make excuses, but if I wasn’t going to make similar mistakes in the future then I needed to be honest. I needed to cum.

“Well, that is interesting. You’re lucky that I have the raw files backed up. I’ve lost a few hours of work maybe at the maximum, rather than months, but still, that's more of a mistake than you should have made. I’ve come to rely on you Leia, come to enjoy your help, and… I’d like you to keep working with me.”

I smiled, a wash of relief. I hadn’t fucked up as badly as I thought. There were backups and Professor Tanner wanted to keep working with me, wanted me to keep helping her.

“I’m happy to do anything I can to make up for the mistake. I’ll work longer hours to help, I’ll do more. I just… I’m so sorry.”

I looked up and Professor Tanner smiled. I felt my heart skip, still beating fast.

“I know you’re willing to help. You’re a good girl at heart. I know that. However, there’s no point in you helping if you’re just going to cause another fuck up now, is there?”

I blinked, stunned. The way Professor Tanner said it was like a hard slap across the face, like an accusation. I shook my head slowly, not sure what came next.

“I… I’m sorry.” I said.

I wasn’t sure what to do.

“There’s no point in you helping me if you can’t focus, if you’re all distracted now, is there?”

I was still for a moment.

“No.” I said. “I… I suppose not.”

I felt sick.

“So you agree then?” She said.

I was frozen, not sure what was happening.

“I… yes?” I said.

She smiled, brightly.

“Good. Then we both understand each other. We simply have to make sure you cum before working with me, so you can focus. Ease some of that pent-up desire.” Professor Tanner winked at me. “And as they say, there’s no time like the present. So, shall we get started?”

I was still. She was… she was going to let me cum? I was going to get to cum? Even after fucking up and causing a mess?

She was going to let me keep working with her and she was going to let me cum. My smile was wide and excited.

“Please.” Was all I could say.
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I really hadn’t known what I was letting myself in for. I’d assumed Professor Tanner was going to uncage me, let me out, so I could masturbate, or maybe even… that she might make me cum by touching me, or something more.

What I hadn’t considered was the reality.

“What’s the matter, Leia?” She said as she smiled at me.

“This is how girls cum, and you are a good girl, aren’t you?”

I felt her words to the core of me. I wanted to be a good girl for her. I wanted to be a good girl.

It was like something in me had changed. Over the weeks of working with her, the weeks of being caged, being told how to dress, how to move, how to act, being complimented for it all, something had changed.

Professor Tanner was hot, dazzlingly beautiful, and she was paying me attention. She was flattering me, flirting with me. She was calling me a good girl.

I’d spent the whole of my life never really feeling noticed, never feeling special, never feeling comfortable, but now… now I was noticed, now I felt special. I felt sexy, pretty, wanton, cute. I felt comfortable as Leia, and I felt horny.

Weeks of not coming, of dressing up, wearing panties, keeping my body smooth, wearing lingerie and feminine outfits, learning how to do makeup, how to style my wig, learning to walk in heels, strutting around, wiggling my hips and ass. Weeks of being plugged. It had all done something to me.

I felt almost transformed.

So when Professor Tanner asked me if I was a good girl, all I could do was nod. Even given all that confession meant.

I wanted to cum so badly, and she was going to let me cum. The only catch was that I was going to cum like a girl.

That meant…

I stared at Professor Tanner, stripped down to just her underwear, her body even more stunning than I had imagined, but all I could focus on was the strap-on cock between her legs.

She’d made me close my eyes while she’d undressed and changed, slipping on the strange contraption of straps around her waist, and when she’d told me to open them I’d been confronted by the stark reality of what she intended.

She was going to let me cum, was going to make me cum, only… I had to do it like a girl. I was going to get fucked by my hot professor, but she was going to fuck me with the massive strap-on between her legs. Professor Tanner was going to fuck me like her good girl.

“Now, what do you say Leia?” She said.

I was blushing, hard. My hole was clenching on the plug inside me, as though… excited. Was I really excited? I could feel my cock throbbing in my cage, my belly fluttering and I realised… I really was excited.

“Please… I… I want you to fuck me like a girl. I want you to fuck me like your good girl. Please.” I said.

Professor Tanner smiled.

“That’ll do nicely.” She replied. “Now, stand up and sit on my desk. I’ve been looking forward to this.”

I did as she said, but as I did I realised… she’d been looking forward to this? She’d been planning for this? Why did that thought thrill me?
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Professor Tanner moved in towards me as I sat on top of her desk. She stepped in between my legs and let her hands roam up my thighs, under my skirt. I felt her caress my stocking-clad legs, felt her grope me, felt her hands tease up to my panties, then felt her tug them down, slipping them over my thighs, my knees, down over my calves and finally over my heels.

Professor Tanner tossed them to the side, then began to peel up my skirt.

“Don’t you love how sensual you feel when you’re soft and in lingerie? I know I love how you look, how you feel.”

Her hands caressed me, teasing my skirt up to expose me. I felt my head spinning, heart racing. I could barely believe what was happening.

As she slipped my skirt over my hips I opened my legs, allowing her to move in closer. I felt the weight of her cock against the bare skin of my upper thigh.

“Now, we need to slip this out first.”

Professor Tanner moved one hand to grip the head of my plug, toying with it, making me moan. I worked my hips as she pressed it deeper, then whimpered as she pulled it out.

I felt my hole stretch, forced wider. I loved how it felt inside me, how it felt to have my ass teased. I’d never realised there were so many nerves, that it was such a bright source of pleasure, and now… now my hot professor was going to fuck me in my ass.

The pressure built, my ass well-trained after weeks of wearing the plug, and then, suddenly, it slipped out, leaving me gaping. I wiggled my hips, feeling empty, wanting to feel full.

Professor Tanner understood my body language perfectly.

With one hand she gripped the head of her strap-on cock, and with the other she reached around to grab my hip, holding me tight.

“Ready for me?” She asked.

I nodded, staring at her. I felt small and pretty and cute and… I ached for her. I wanted her to fuck me. I needed to cum.

Professor Tanner eased her hips forwards, aiming her cock head for my entrance. As slippery as it was, as well trained as it was, as stretched as it was from my plug, there was little resistance. I felt the head of her strap-on cock enter me, the tip just inside, and then… Professor Tanner thrust, hard, deep.

She filled me in one stroke, the pleasure, sensation, surprise, knocking the air from my lungs and the sense from my head.

I moaned, pressed my hips back, wanting to feel more of whatever it was I was feeling, and then Professor Tanner moved her other hand to grip my other hip. Holding me tight, she began to fuck me hard.

It was like… a tidal wave of pleasure crashed over me. Over and over and over again. I fucked back, my body acting on its own, caged cock throbbing as I felt her cock pounding me, filling me, stretching my ass.

I was getting fucked like a girl. She was going to make me cum.

I’d tried playing with my ass, with the plug, to relieve my need to cum, but it hadn’t been enough. All it had done was make me hornier and… it had also trained my ass. I could feel it, the pleasure, the sensations, the bliss. I spread my legs as wide as they would go and I watched my hot professor as she fucked me, claiming my virgin hole as hers.

I watched her chest heaving, her tits jiggling. Her smile was mesmerising, the way she looked at me with genuine desire.

I could feel her hands tight on my hips, gripping me, pulling me in close. I could feel her cock deep inside of me, fucking in and out, and… I could feel something rising up.

With each stroke of her cock a bright spot inside my ass began to unfurl, pressure building, pleasure swelling. Each stroke made me moan, gasp, fucking back with my hips to feel more.

It was like my brain and my body were being rewired. My cock was useless, locked away, so pleasure was being rerouted to my ass. I fucked Professor Tanner as she fucked me and I could feel it rising, swelling, blossoming.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum. I can feel it. Please, don’t stop. I’m going to… I’m going to cum…”

I was moaning with pleasure, desperate. Professor Tanner smiled, fucked me harder, eager to make me cum like her good girl.

“Cum for me. Cum on my cock.” She said.

That was all I needed. Her encouragement. She thrust, hard, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming on her cock as she fucked my ass.

It was like nothing I’d felt before, bright pleasure filling my entire body. I felt my caged cock pulse, oozing cum, but my climax was bigger than just ejaculation. It was… it was amazing.

I came over and over and over, harder than I’d ever cum before, and Professor Tanner kept fucking me, my ass clenching down on her cock, milking it for pleasure. I came hard and then… I collapsed, exhausted. Professor Tanner gently caressed my legs, belly, chest.

“You did well.” She said. “So well in fact that… I think you’re ready for the next phase.”

I looked up at her, too pleasure drunk to speak or think.

“I think you’re going to like it.” She said. “A lot.”


Five

It had been three days since Professor Tanner had let me cum, had fucked me in my ass with her strap-on cock while I was dressed as her sexy assistant, since she had claimed my virginity, had made me her good girl, and I still hadn’t really processed it all.

Every time I thought about it my head spun and my heart started to race. Every time I thought about it I felt my ass clench around the plug inside me, as though remembering the girthy strap-on that had stretched and fucked me, and I felt my caged cock throb, the memory of the most powerful orgasm of my life still bright and bold.

It had been three days since Professor Tanner had made me her good girl, and it had been three days since I’d last cum. It was agony. It was even worse than before.

I was still caged, still plugged, still soft and smooth, in panties all the time, but the agony of not being able to cum was worse. It was worse because my body had tasted such potent pleasure. It was like I’d been transformed by it.

I craved it, hungered for more of it. My brain and body had been rewired.

I’d tried, in vain, to cum again. Had played with my ass with the plug, with my fingers, but nothing was quite the same. I just made the need worse, made my hunger worse. I craved Professor Tanner’s cock, the thick length fucking me, using me, making me cum.

I wanted to be fucked. I needed to be fucked.

I just hoped that the next phase of our study session was going to give me another chance. The thought of never getting to experience that pleasure again was crushing.

As I arrived at Professor Tanner’s apartment I paused outside the front door. It had been three days since I’d seen her, since I’d last been Leia, since she’d fucked me, and I was nervous.

I didn’t know what to expect, but there were lots of things I was hoping for. I took a deep breath to steady my nerves, not wanting to appear too anxious when she opened the door, not wanting to make a fool of myself, and then knocked.

The sound was hollow, the door heavy wood. I waited for a moment and then I heard the click of the lock and the door opened.

I smiled without even thinking, glad to see Professor Tanner again. I’d grown fond of her, fond of our sessions together, and I’d missed her, had missed Leia.

“Leon, lovely to see you. And right on time, how thoughtful. Please, come in.”

She was stunning. Professor Tanner was dressed in a figure-hugging black dress, cut just above the knee with a slit up one thigh. Her makeup was subtle, dark, and her black hair was slicked back, blue eyes sparkling behind her glasses.

I felt a shiver run up my spine at the sight of her, my body responding. I could remember how she’d touched me, used me, how she’d...

Professor Tanner stepped back, holding the door for me. She gestured for me to enter and I did. I heard the door click shut behind me, the sound ominous and exciting.

“Would you like a drink? Tea, coffee, wine?” She asked. “Or shall we begin?”

My head was spinning, captured by memories. I had no idea what we were going to begin, yet I was eager to find out.

“I… we can… I don’t think I’m thirsty so… maybe… we can begin?”

Professor Tanner smiled at me, winked.

“So eager.” She said. “I like that. But yes, we can begin immediately. That way we get to the fun part sooner. Right?”

I just stared at her, heart racing, and nodded. The fun part? What was the fun part? I had no idea, but I was eager to find out.
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Professor Tanner led me through her apartment to one of the bedrooms. Her home was modest but beautiful, spacious, comfortable. The sound of her heels clicking on the hard floors made me ache.

Why had she invited me to her home? We’d done so much in her office, that to be invited into her home, just the two of us, with so much time and privacy, made me wonder just what more she had planned.

As I stepped into the bedroom I glanced around and my gaze settled on the outfit on the bed. Or rather, on the lingerie on the bed, since it wasn’t really an outfit, just a set of very extravagant-looking lingerie.

There were fishnet stockings, suspenders, panties, and… what looked like a corset, or was it a basque? I wasn’t sure what it was, but it looked beautiful, and sexy.

“Now, shall we prepare you?” Professor Tanner said.

I looked at the lingerie, the heels, black stilettos, and the long blonde wig. I could feel something in me, a craving, a joy. I wanted more pleasure, to get fucked again, to cum again, but it was more than that.

I’d come to see Professor Tanner with hope for more than just physical pleasure. I wanted… I wanted to be Leia again, for a brief time, wanted to feel pretty and beautiful and sexy, wanted to feel desired. So, I nodded, smiling.

I couldn’t hide it any more. I didn’t want to hide it. I admitted the truth to myself. I wanted to be Leia.

Professor Tanner had me strip.

I remembered the first time, how shy I’d been, how nervous. Now though… while still feeling nervous and unsure, the feelings were more positive. I was also more comfortable, more confident. I knew that as Leia she found me sexy. I could remember the compliments she’d given me, could remember the way she’d looked at me, could remember how she’d fucked me, touched me.

I stood naked in front of her, caged and plugged, and she handed me the lingerie, stockings first.

They were sticky to slip on. The fishnet mesh was more complicated so I was careful, but it was not too difficult, and as I pulled them up I felt a throb of anticipation, the mesh cutting into the soft flesh of my thighs, the lacy tops delicate and brazen.

After the stockings came suspenders, and I had the knack of fitting those now, so it was relatively quick and easy. Then came panties, which were little more than a tiny scrap of fabric and a series of strings leaving my entire ass exposed, and finally the corset or basque.

I still wasn’t sure what it was, and I was too embarrassed to ask, yet I loved how it looked, and slipping it on felt even better. It was tight around my waist, cinching it in to make my hips and ass look even more pronounced, and there were bra-type cups at the top, slightly padded, to give me just a subtle cleavage.

The entire set was delicate, black and sexy, with matching lace trim. I felt... hot.

I smiled as I looked down at my body. There was a sense of comfort and ease and becoming Leia again. It felt right.

“Now, let’s do hair and makeup next, then accessories. Heels can go last.” Professor Tanner said.

I just nodded. I was happy to have her remake me.

Professor Tanner helped me with my makeup, telling me what colours and style, but making me apply it. I’d had a fair amount of teaching and practice with makeup now at her hands, so I wasn’t too slow, though I did make a fair few mistakes and when I did Professor Tanner was sure to correct me, making me do it again until it was exactly to her liking.

After makeup came my wig, long, blonde waves flowing down over my shoulders. I loved how it felt, caressing my skin, ticking over my back. It made me feel feminine and pretty. I wondered what it would be like to have naturally long hair. Maybe I could grow my hair.

After makeup and wig came accessories, clip-on earrings, large gold hoops, a set of gold bracelets that were almost like cuffs. Against the black lingerie, the colour was bold and bright and dazzling.

Finally came heels.

They were higher than the heels I’d worn before and I tottered for a moment when I first put them on, but all the practice I’d had walking around Professor Tanner’s office meant I soon had the knack of it, and I found that there was something exhilarating about the way my hips and ass swayed as I strutted in them, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other. I could feel my body, jiggling, wiggling, sensual and graceful. I felt… sexy. I couldn’t stop smiling.

“Now, the final detail.” Professor Tanner said.

I turned to face her and saw… my eyes went wide.

In one hand she held what looked like a leather belt and in the other a gold chain. I knew what they were.

A collar, black leather, with gold buckles and a gold ring on the front. The chain was matching gold, a clip on one end, a black leather handle on the other.

I could only stare.

“Ready to become my good girl?” Professor Tanner asked.

I nodded.

Without another word, I moved to stand in front of her. She stood there, waiting, and then… I knelt.

Professor Tanner smiled at me, then leaned down to fit the collar around my neck, the leather tough and rigid, almost tight. I heard the buckle click, sealing it on, then Professor Tanner clipped the leash to the ring on the front while she held the black leather loop in her hand.

“Good girl.” She said.

The words made me shiver.

“Now, follow me…”

With that, she gave the leash a tug, and she stepped off, heading out of the room. I had no idea where we were going, where she was taking me, or why, but I had no choice but to follow. I was her caged, plugged, collared good girl. I’d do anything she told me.
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Professor Tanner led me to another room, though the door was closed. She paused outside.

“Now, are you going to obey me no matter what?” She asked.

I wondered what was in the room, what she had in store for me. I felt my heart skip, fear, anticipation, nervousness.

“If you aren’t we can end this now, you can get changed and go home. You’ll get full credit. You’ll not get into trouble. I’ll take your cage off and you can go back to your normal life. But, if you’re willing to obey me, to do everything I say, then we can continue on with the plans I have for today. If not, I’ll carry on with them without you. Either way, I’ll be enjoying myself, but I’m making it clear I’m not forcing you to do this. You have to want it.”

I was quiet for a moment. Professor Tanner’s words hung in the air, heavy and looming.

“Do you want it? Do you want to be Leia? My good girl? Don’t you want to have fun with me?”

I felt my heart skipping, belly fluttering, cage throbbing, ass clenching on the plug nestled inside it. I was so horny I couldn’t think clearly.

I wanted to be Leia. I wanted to be Professor Tanner’s good girl. I wanted… I wanted to cum. I wanted to cum while getting fucked like a girl. I wanted that pleasure again. So, I did the only thing that made sense.

I nodded.

Professor Tanner opened the door and she led me inside.

It was another bedroom, laugher than the one I’d got dressed in, with a king-size bed and… there was a girl in the corner, sat in a chair, still, poised. I felt suddenly exposed.

I was dressed in lingerie, almost naked, caged and plugged and collared, and there was an unknown girl in the room. Yet, at the same time, I couldn’t help but notice how hot she was.

She was blindfolded, which gave me a good chance to look at her, and she was dressed in a flowing pink dress, curly auburn hair, with pink lips. Her legs were long, encased in seamed stockings, pink, with cute pink heels on. I couldn’t help but take in her figure, petite and slim, with subtle curves. Around her neck was a gold chain and… I smiled as I noticed the pendant.

One word in gold letters. BIMBO.

“This is Jenny.” Professor Tanner said. “I have a feeling you two are going to be very close friends.”

There was an amused tone in her voice. I saw Jenny shift as Professor Tanner spoke, realising she was no longer alone. The way she moved, squirmed, made it seem like she was nervous, almost anxious.

“Jenny… you may take the blindfold off.” Professor Tanner said.

There was a pause, then Jenny slipped the blindfold off, blinked, dazzled, then her gaze settled on me. Her makeup was bright pink, like her dress, and her eyes were big and bright and bold. I felt something in my belly and chest flutter.

I was just in lingerie. I was almost naked in front of an unknown girl. Yet, I also knew no one would likely recognise me. I’d seen how I looked in a mirror.

I was Leia, a sexy, beautiful, blonde girl. Who would recognise me dressed as I was, with makeup on?

“Hi.” Jenny said, voice soft, demure.

I smiled at her.

“Jenny, please, come here and say hello properly.” Professor Tanner said.

Jenny was still for a moment, shifting, then slowly rose to her feet. She moved with grace, poise, elegance, but also with a hint of uncertainty, slightly timid. At least I was not the only person who was feeling unsure.

I watched as Jenny crossed the room, her heels clicking, hips swaying. She was really pretty, and the way she looked at me, stared at me… it was more intense than the way Professor Tanner looked at me, there was more… curiosity?

She barely looked at Professor Tanner, and she didn’t stare at me either. She would glance at me, and then… we would both look away, aware we’d been caught staring, blushing, but each time we would look back and our gaze would linger longer.

It was like… like we were both curious about the other, but also shy, unsure. We would both look, lingering gazes, taking in the other, then look away, embarrassed, flustered, shy. It was a coy flirtation and I found I loved it. I loved the feeling of being awkward, blushing, squirming.

I loved the feeling of being attractive, being desired, being thought sexy and pretty and feminine. The way she looked at me made my belly flutter, made my caged cock throb, made my ass clench.

I knew what she saw. She was a girl, collared, in sexy lingerie. What I didn’t know was what she thought.

The desire in her gaze, the way it roamed my body was obvious, but what it meant, what she was thinking about, what happened next, I had no clue about. There was something about that unknown that was intoxicating. My mind spun with possibilities, maybes, wants, needs, but there was only one way to find out what came next.

I had to embrace it. I had to live it.

As Jenny got closer I saw something in her expression shift. Her gaze hardened slightly, hints of a frown, then… her blush turned scarlet.

“Jenny. I want you to meet Leia.” Professor Tanner said.

Jenny seemed to have a moment of revelation, then… she laughed. I recognised the sound immediately. It was my turn to turn scarlet.

Suddenly I understood why Jack had been so desperate to keep his study sessions with Professor Tanner a secret. He… Jenny… they were the same person.

And it was clear he had realised the same about me.

“How?” Was all she said.

I bit my bottom lip, squirming. I didn’t want to tell her the truth but I knew I couldn’t lie.

There was silence, almost ominous.

“Leia came to me to ask for extra credit.” Professor Tanner. “And I, of course, became suspicious.”

I went pale, but then… so did Jenny.

“You see, apparently Leia had been told by someone that I’d offered them extra credit, despite me making it very clear that one of the conditions of the deal was absolute secrecy.”

“I’m sorry!” Jenny said. “I just… she was worried about me. She wanted to make sure I was okay and she kept telling me how she was worried and she said if I didn’t tell her what was going on she was going to call my parents. I didn’t tell her… I didn’t say anything about this. I just… I just said you had offered me extra credit. And she promised to keep it a secret.”

I saw Jenny looked nervous, anxious, worried she’d upset Professor Tanner.

“I did keep it a secret. I… I didn’t tell anyone else. And… I didn’t even tell Professor Tanner. She just guessed. I just went to ask for help with my grades but she guessed and… and then… I told her I’d make it up to her. Which is how…”

I felt my heart thundering, my face burning.

“I didn’t mean to tell her. I just didn’t want to get kicked out.” I said.

Jenny looked at me.

“I never wanted to keep this a secret from you, but… I had to promise, and then… well… you can see why I was worried about you finding out.”

She chuckled. I chuckled.

“Yeah, I can understand that. Recently I… I’ve been worried about that too.”

I felt a swell of relief. I hadn’t realised how much the secret I’d been carrying had been weighing on me.

Jenny knew now. Everything was going to be okay.

“I’m pleased to see you two girls getting on. I knew you would. And you look so cute together. However, there’s one thing you’re forgetting.”

We both turned to see Professor Tanner looking at us, smiling, with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“Jenny, I gave you a secret, and you couldn’t keep it. And Leia, you were given a secret too, and you also failed to keep it.”

We both blushed, nodded.

“So I think it’s fair to say that you, Jenny, owe me an apology, and you, Leia, owe Jenny an apology. Correct?”

We both looked at each other, then, slowly, nodded again.

“Good. Which is why you’re here. Apologies with words are one thing, but I demand more. I expect you to say sorry with actions.”

The way Professor Tanner said it was like a threat, but also a promise of pleasure. I shivered, and the look on Jenny’s face told me she’d taken it the same way.

I suddenly realised…

What if Jenny had gone through similar to me? What if she too was caged, plugged? Had she been walking around like me in panties, frustrated, ass constantly teased. That thought flustered me, made me blush. I wanted to know more about her experience, was excited to know more, but first…

“Which means, Jenny, I want you on your knees.”

There was a sharp tug on my leash that made it clear what Professor Tanner wanted. I fell to my knees obediently, looked up at my best friend and my hot professor.

As I stared at them I felt my caged cock throb.

“First comes your apology to Jenny.” Professor Tanner said to me.

I turned to my best friend and smiled, nervous, flustered. I fluttered my eyelashes.

“I’m sorry.” I said.

Professor Tanner chuckled.

“Not with words, remember. With actions. You’re going to apologise with your body.”

And with that, I watched as Professor Tanner moved towards Jenny. I watched as she lifted her skirt up revealing the lacy tops of her stockings, her smooth thighs and… her cock. She wasn’t caged.

And her cock was hard.


Six

I stared at Jenny’s cock. My best friend’s cock.

I’d never seen it before, had never seen her naked before. I’d known Jack for years. I knew him better than I knew anyone else, but now… now I was seeing Jenny. I was seeing a side of her I’d never known before.

And she was seeing me as Leia.

It felt revelatory, transformative. I’d come to accept that what Leia represented was something I’d never be able to turn my back on. After all I’d experienced she’d become part of me, maybe more a part of me than anything else, but there was one thing niggling under the surface.

How could I tell people? How could I tell Jack.

I didn’t have to though. Jack understood. He understood because there was Jenny. There was the hot girl in front of me, the pink bimbo, smooth legs, pink dress, in stockings and suspenders, heels, with her cock out. Her smooth, hard cock.

“You need to apologise to Jenny. Understand me?” Professor Tanner said.

She was standing to the side of my best friend, looking down at me, but I could see her out of the corner of my eye. I was too fixated on Jenny’s cock to look at her directly. Jenny’s hard, throbbing cock.

I nodded. I knew how I was supposed to apologise and, most surprisingly, I found I was eager to apologise.

“You… you don’t have to.” Jenny said.

I smiled.

“But what if I want to? Will you let me?” I asked.

Jenny looked into my eyes and her cock twitched.

“I want to say sorry. Please.” I said.

I realised what I was saying, what I was asking for. I knew what I was confessing.

Jenny stared at me, then… smiled. She nodded.

“I’d like that.” She said. “When I saw you before I realised, I thought… I thought you were really hot.”

I blushed.

“You mean you don’t think I’m hot now you know it’s me?” I said, giggling.

“That’s not what I meant!” Jenny said. “You’re still hot, even hotter, but I just… I wanted you to know that seeing you, it… turned me on. I wasn’t expecting another girl like me and… I was kinda hoping we’d get to play together.”

“Me too. Same I mean. When I saw you and… I’d like to play together.”

“Enough with the chatter already!” Professor Tanner said, laughing. “You’ve got apologies to make. Here, Jenny, I think you’re going to need this.”

She handed Jenny the handle of my leash. Jenny took it, then tugged on it once, gently, then a second time more firmly. Her smile widened.

“I think it’s time you started apologising.” She said.

I didn’t need to be told twice.
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I’d never touched a cock beside mine. I’d never done much more than kiss, and even that was clumsy, awkward.

So, my hands were shaking as I reached out to wrap my fingers around her girth. Her cock was hard, pulsing, but the skin was smooth and soft.

The moment I gripped her, stroking gently, she moaned. Jenny moaned softly, a whisper of pleasure, and thrust, and that was enough to help me relax.

“Don’t stop.” She said.

I had no intention of stopping.

I stroked one hand up and down, slowly, teasing. I felt Jenny’s cock respond, getting harder, fatter, throbbing. Her moans were soft, breathy, gasps of pleasure. She moved her hips, her body acting on its own to get more.

More of me, more of my touch, more of the pleasure I offered. I felt hot, sexy, powerful. I felt wanted, desired. I liked that feeling, wanted more of it.

I stroked harder, faster, looked up into Jenny’s eyes, gazes locked. I could feel gentle tugs on my collar, urging me on. I knew what she wanted and I wanted it too.

I licked my lips and was delighted to see Jenny shiver, want and lust and desire, all focused on me. I parted my lips and leaned forward, still stroking, looking up at her, cock at the edge of my vision.

This was how I was going to apologise. With my body. With pleasure.

I exhaled a long, slow breath over her cock, feeling it twitch, then, still looking up at her, I extended my tongue, lifting her cock up, and I ran my wet, hot tongue from the base of her cock to the tip in one long, slow motion.

Jenny’s moans got louder, bolder. The way her cock responded to my touch made my cage twitch and made my ass clench down hard on the plug inside me.

As my tongue reached the tip I held it there, letting it undulate, teasing. I watched Jenny’s face, her expression a mask of pleasure, staring down at me, watching her best friend tease her cock with her tongue. I felt slutty and sexy and wild and… I loved it.

I loved how being Leia made me feel. It was like I’d finally been allowed to step out of the cage I’d been trapped in for my whole life, like I was finally able to shed all the chains I’d been wearing but never knowingly.

The underwear, the lingerie, the smooth body… I loved it. The heels, makeup, the wigs, it was like peeling the armour off and finally being seen.

And playing with my friend's cock, stroking it, licking it, watching her pretty face, it felt… like liberation, joy, bright bliss. I wanted more. I never wanted it to end.

“Fuck… that feels so good. Don’t stop. Please.”

Jenny tugged on the leash as she spoke, pulling me closer. I let her take control, let her pull me down. The tip of her cock pressed between my lips and I wrapped them tight, sucking gently, pressed my head down.

I took Jenny’s cock deeper into my mouth, lips wrapped tight, sucking, and I felt it throb against my tongue. Jenny, suddenly eager for more, thrust. I felt her fucking my face, and I felt wanton and slutty and free. I let my instincts take over.

I worked one hand at the base of her cock, stroking, and looked up into her face as she fucked her cock deeper, pulling back until just the tip was between my lips, then fucking it deep, the head just pressing at the back of my throat, threatening to make me gag.

I did my best to relax, allowing Jenny to use me. I sucked gently, letting the spit pool in my mouth, working my tongue.

I never knew sucking cock could feel so good…

I could hear how much Jenny was enjoying my lips, tongue, the warm wetness of my mouth. I could see her expressions of pleasure as she fucked my face. It made me feel hot.

And then there were the sensations, her cock fucking between my lips, the throbbing against my tongue, even the tang of her precum. It was a wild cocktail of sensations, feelings, emotions, and I wanted more of it. I wanted to feel her pleasure, wanted to know I was in control of her joy. I sucked harder, took her cock deeper, and I let her fuck my mouth.

“Fuck, yes… don’t stop. Please… god… no one’s ever done that to me before. I’ve never… never had anyone suck my cock but your mouth feels so good. I want… just don’t stop.”

I loved hearing Jenny’s lust for me. It turned me on, feeding my lust, my desire. I loved feeling sexy, wanted, knowing I was in charge of her pleasure, that how I looked, how I felt, caused someone joy.

And not just anyone. It was Jenny, my best friend but new. A hot bimbo, fucking my face with her cock, lusting after me because I was pretty, dressed in lingerie, heels, collared. My heart was racing, body throbbing, and my mouth tingled with shudders of pleasure.

I wanted her to cum. I wanted her to cum in my mouth. I wanted to feel it, taste it, swallow it.

I worked harder, sucking, working my tongue, head bobbing up and down, drooling spit. I felt Jenny’s cock swelling, getting harder, throbbing. I knew she was close. I worked harder, eager.

Jenny thrust.

“Fuck I’m close. I’m going… I’m going to cum. Don’t stop…”

I didn’t want to stop. I wanted her to cum. But then…

I felt the back of my collar grabbed and pulled. I sucked, trying to keep Jenny’s cock in my mouth, but it was no good. The head of her cock left my mouth with an audible pop and hung there, wet, throbbing, close to cumming.

Professor Tanner had denied me. I whined. Wanting my best friend’s cock back in my mouth.

“No.” Professor Tanner said. “You can play all you like later, can pleasure each other and mess about however you want later, but right now you owe Jenny a full apology, not half of one.”

I turned and looked up, awkwardly, to see Professor Tanner looking down at me, smiling. I pouted.

“You can have her cum in your mouth later, but right now, you owe her your ass. I think that should be a sufficient apology. Let her fuck you in the ass, cum inside you, and you’ll be all even.”

The words hung in the air. I…

Professor Tanner had fucked me in the ass with her strap-on. It had felt amazing, had made me cum, so… what would a real flesh and blood cock feel like. Jenny’s cock. My best friend’s cock, fucking my ass, cumming inside me, breeding me.

I felt my belly flutter, caged cock throbbing, hole quivering. I smiled.

“I think that’s fair.” I said.

I turned to look at Jenny. I wiggled my hips and ass, trying to seem alluring, provocative. The look on Jenny’s face told me all I needed to know, but… I wanted to hear it.

“Would you… would you forgive me if I let you fuck me in the ass? If I let you cum inside me?” I said.

Jenny stared at me, blinking, almost stunned.

“I… would you like to fuck me?” I said.

Jenny nodded.

“Please.” She said.

That was good enough for me.
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I couldn’t move fast enough. I was eager, horny. I felt slutty.

Yet, at the same time, I wanted to take my time, wanted to savour the moment, wanted to tease Jenny. I rose to my feet, my chin wet with drool, and I strutted over to the bed, standing beside it. I could feel Professor Tanner’s eyes on me but I was focused on Jenny.

The way she looked at me made my body flutter, my heart racing, cock throbbing in its cage. I could feel my ass clenching on my plug, making it move inside me, teasing me. I wondered what Jenny’s cock would feel like, fucking in and out of my ass, cumming inside me.

There was only one way to find out.

Slowly, wanting to put on a show, feeling sexy, I began to peel down my panties. I’d come to understand the benefit of panties over stockings. It made for easy removal, easy access, and that though, in the moment, made me shudder.

I watched Jenny’s cock twitch as I stripped my panties off. I kept the rest of my underwear on though, my heels. I wanted to feel sexy, pretty. Wanted to look hot and slutty when she fucked me for the first time.

Slowly I turned, my ass facing my best friend, and I bent slightly at the waist, making my ass stick out. I wiggled my hips, my butt, then reached back to run my hands over the smooth flesh of my ass cheeks, fingers roaming inwards to my crack. My fingers found the head of my plug, gripped it, and I began to pull.

I whimpered at the sensation, the plug tugging at my tight entrance, stretching me. I felt it move, teasing over my sensitive inner walls. My hole stretched wider and I kept pulling, slowly, letting it slide gradually out.

I was used to the feelings of it, but being watched just added something extra. There was shame, excitement, arousal. I bit my bottom lip, blushing, pulled harder, and then...

I felt my ass open, suddenly. The plug was past the wider point and it slipped out quickly, leaving my slick, slippery hole gaping wide, empty. I felt a need to be filled.

I’d spent weeks wearing that plug, had got used to the sensations, the way it forced me open, and I was accustomed to being full. Now I was empty.

I hoped my ass wasn’t going to remain empty for long though.

I dropped my plug to the side and moved to the bed, climbed up, and knelt, falling down onto all fours, legs spread wide. I lifted my ass up, put my head down, and then… I wiggled. I wiggled my ass in invitation, hole twitching, eager for Jenny’s cock.

“Come get your apology.” I said, looking back over my shoulder.

I saw Jenny smile. Saw her cock twitch.

She stood for a moment, still, staring at me, and then… she stepped towards me. I felt my heart skip.

The closer she got the more nervous I became, the more excited, the more eager. I was so horny I could barely think clearly, yet in the back of my mind, I worried. Would this ruin our friendship? Would Jenny hate me? What if I didn’t like it? What if this was all a mistake?

That was a quiet voice though. The louder voice was screaming YES.

It wanted Jenny’s cock inside me, wanted to get fucked, wanted to apologise with my body like some kind of naughty slut. I wanted her to fuck me, hard, cum inside me, breed me. I could feel the fire, the desire, the lust, the hunger. It was impossible to contain.

I didn’t know what was happening to me, what was going to happen to me, but in that moment it was impossible to care about any of that. I cared about the moment, my best friend, apologising, getting fucked. I wanted to cum while she fucked me, wanted to make her cum with my tight, slippery ass.

As Jenny stepped in close she reached out to caress my ass, hands roaming. Her touch was gentle, tender, explorative. I pressed back into her hands, wanting more, and she squeezed, gently at first, then harder. I moaned at the pressure, the pleasure and pain.

“Please… I’m so horny…” I moaned.

I saw Jenny smile.

“Who knew you were so needy.” She said.

I giggled, blushing. I felt needy.

Jenny moved forward, dropped one hand to her cock, gripping it to aim it. She climbed up onto the bed behind me, kneeling between my legs, and then… I felt the tip of her cock press at my entrance.

I felt shivers of pleasure pulse up and down my spine. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning. It was just the tip and already it felt so good. A real flesh and blood cock. My best friend’s cock. I felt it throbbing, hot, hard, pressing in.

As Jenny moved forward, fucking her hips, her cock sank deeper. My hole, already wet and slippery from the plug, stretched willingly, almost eagerly, swallowing her girth. She worked her cock deeper slowly, teasing me.

“Fuck you feel so hot, so tight.” She said.

I smiled, blushing at the lurid compliment. I squeezed down, trying to milk Jenny’s cock with my ass, working my hips back to feel more of her.

It was only when her belly hit my ass that she stopped. She was buried inside me, deep, her entire cock inside my hole. I shivered at the thought, the feeling, my best friend fucking me.

I moaned as I pressed back, working my hips and ass to feel as much as possible. I felt Jenny squeeze my butt, hands roaming to grip my hips, tight. Then, slowly, she eased back, slipping her cock out until just the head was inside me, teasing me.

“Please… fuck me.” I whimpered.

I looked back over my shoulder and the sight of Jenny behind me, fucking me, made me blush, flustered and horny. Jenny smiled and then… she fucked me, hard, ramming her cock deep in one long swift stroke.

I moaned out loud, the sound pushed out of me, a pure exclamation of pleasure, lust, want. I was a slut, offering my body to my best friend as an apology, letting her fuck me, use me. I worked my hips and ass fucking back, wanting to give them as much pleasure as possible.

“Fuck.. you feel so good.” She said.

I smiled at that.

“Your cock feels good.” I said. “I can feel it throbbing inside me, hot and thick. But… you can fuck me harder if you want. I really want to give you a good apology.”

Jenny smiled at me, gripping me tight. She began to really fuck me.

She pulled her cock back, then fucked it deep. She fucked me hard. She started slow, teasing, but got faster, I could feel my ass jiggling, her thighs and belly slapping against me with each thrust. The air filled with the sounds and the smells of sex.

I was getting fucked. I was getting fucked hard.

Jenny’s grip on my hips tightened as she pounded into me, her cock slipping in and out. I worked my hips and ass in time, riding her cock, fucking back. It was like… like my body was no longer under my control. It was like it was acting on its own, chasing the pleasure, the delight, each thrust of Jenny’s cock pressing on a sensitive spot inside my ass, jolts of pleasure racing through me.

My caged cock throbbed, drooling precum, my belly fluttering with ripples of pleasure. I was dumb, too drunk on it all to think or speak. I was breathing hard, moaning, focused only on the sensations, Jenny, the pleasure of it all. I never wanted it to end, but at the same time I wanted to cum and I wanted Jenny to cum. I wanted her to cum inside me. I wanted to feel her cumming inside my ass while she made me cum.

I wanted to say sorry.

We fucked, hard, both of us moaning, cock throbbing inside me, my ass clenching down. I felt Jenny’s grip tight on my hips, using me. I worked my hips and ass to feel more, to make her feel more. I spread my legs wide and I felt… free.

“Fuck… I’m close…”

I felt Jenny’s cock getting harder, fatter, throbbing. I felt her thrust deep, her belly pressing against me, her cock as deep as it could go. I pressed back, squirming, wanting to milk her. I felt her cock pulse and then…

“FUCK!”

She was cumming. She was cumming inside me, cumming hard. I felt the pulse of it, the hot, creamy stickiness of it. I felt my best friend cumming inside me and then… I was cumming too. I was cumming from the sensations, the emotions, the knowledge that I was a good girl.

I came hard, ass squeezing down, milking Jenny’s cock for every last drop of cum. My body quivered, shaking. Again the pleasure was total body, filling me, radiating out from my ass, a climax so much more intense than I was used to. My cock throbbed, oozing cum, but the pleasure of that release was trivial compared to the total body pleasure I was experiencing.

We came together, both of us giddy. Jenny fucked deeper, filling me, and I squeezed down, milking her cock.

“Fuck…” I said, voice soft.

My climax was subsiding, small after-quakes of pleasure. I felt the throbbing of Jenny’s cock slow.

“That was amazing.” She said. “You are amazing.”

I looked back over my shoulder and smiled.

“You are too. I… I really enjoyed that.” I said.

Jenny blushed. She eased back, her slowly softening cock slipping out of my well fucked ass. I squeezed down to keep her cum inside me, a small trickle escaping.

“I… I wouldn’t mind doing that again.” I said.

Jenny nodded.

“Me too.” She said. “I’d like that.”

I felt my heart flutter. I didn’t know what all the changes in me meant, what it would bring, but… I was excited to find out. I liked being Leia, and I liked Jenny. I couldn’t help but wonder about my future, our future.

“You two really are very sweet, and I’m impressed with your performance. Carry on like this and you’ll definitely get full credits. However, you’re forgetting one thing.” Professor Tanner said.

Professor Tanner. She’d been in the room the whole time, watching. I turned to face her at the same time Jenny did and I saw… she was stripped down to just her underwear, provocative lingerie. She looked breathtaking.

Heels, stockings, suspenders, bra, only… no panties. In one hand was her strap-on cock, attached to the straps, but between her legs, I could only see the thick thatch of her pubic hair, the swollen lips of her cunt.

“You, Jenny, still owe me an apology.” She said. “Now I’m going to be generous and say you can either apologise to me on your own, or you can apologise together, for extra credit.”

Her smile made it clear what she was suggesting.

I looked at Jenny and Jenny looked at me. We smiled at each other, blushing. At the same time, we looked back to Professor Tanner and said…

“Together.”

THE END
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THE BACHELOR WEEKEND
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A forbidden desire. A secluded cabin. One unforgettable weekend.

Drew was promised a bachelor party. Instead, he got a quiet weekend at a secluded lakehouse—no strippers, no friends, no chaos. Just him and Nathan, his best friend since forever. His fiancée insisted on keeping things clean, and Drew reluctantly agreed.

But the silence only makes the tension louder. Because something’s been simmering between them for years—something they’ve never dared to name.

Then they find a forgotten suitcase filled with lingerie—lace, satin, silk. Temptation wrapped in panties and perfume.

One too many drinks. One confession too honest. Drew admits what he really wanted: a wild night, one last indulgence before saying “I do.”

Nathan makes a daring, impulsive decision. If Drew can’t have the stripper he wanted… maybe Nathan can be her.

What starts as a playful tease quickly ignites into something much deeper. Passion. Longing. A truth neither of them can ignore as desire explodes and boundaries vanish. By the end of the weekend, the only thing they’re certain of is that nothing will ever be the same.


FEMINIZATION VACATION
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Best friends Callum and Nate are fresh off their college graduation and ready to blow off steam in Sin City. But nothing could have prepared them for what the city had in store.

The world has changed since the release of the Tiresias pill—a miraculous drug that can transform a person’s body and even change their gender. Society is still adjusting, but nowhere are the rules rewritten quite like they are in Las Vegas.

When the pair win big, they’re unsure how to celebrate their windfall—until they hear about a very unique kind of gamble. For a bargain price, they're offered two pills: one a blank, the other a mysterious variant of Tiresias. It promises the experience of a lifetime. And as the saying goes, what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.

In the blink of an eye, Callum and Nate’s vacation takes a wild turn—and that’s not the only thing that changes. One of them awakens in a brand-new body: curvier, softer, and undeniably feminine.

Confused, exhilarated, and overcome by a surge of unfamiliar desires, the two friends find themselves drawn to each other in ways they never expected. Inhibitions melt beneath the neon lights as they explore new pleasures and a deep, electric connection that blurs the line between friendship and something far more intimate.

Their experience promises to change everything, and the pair embark on a sizzling, gender-bending journey of friendship, transformation. But as their journey of discovery heats up, the question remains: can they handle more?


FEMINIZED BY MY WIFE AND HER GIRLFRIEND
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Daniel can’t believe it. His wife, Gina, the love of his life, the only woman he’s ever loved, is cheating on him. Even with the proof in front of him he can’t believe it, but at the same time he knows he can’t deny it.

When Daniel confront his wife about it he expects her to deny or even hopes that he’s wrong, but instead she admits it, admits the truth. Yet things are not what they had seemed. Gina has indeed been cheating on Daniel, but it’s with another woman.

That difference doesn’t change anything for Daniel though. He doesn’t want to lose his wife but he’s also not willing to let her continue cheating on him, so he gives her an ultimatum. Pick him over her girlfriend, or lose him.

Gina thought has another idea. She loves Daniel dearly, but she also doesn’t want to lose her girlfriend. She offers a third option. What if Daniel and Gina both share her girlfriend.

Daniel is curious about this proposition. There’s just one issue…

Gina’s girlfriend, Charlie, is only into women. Gina though thinks she has a solution to that problem too.

And so begins Daniels journey of feminization. Yet, and he finds himself transformed for his wife and her girlfriend he’s forced to confront more than he expected. Slowly he learns more about himself, about about his wife, and then he makes a series of discoveries that might just change his life, Gina’s life, and Charlie’s life too.

If only he’s willing to admit the truth...


FEMINIZED BY THE TRAINER
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Kenny is feeling lost. His girlfriend has left him for another man and his confidence is at an all-time low. When he comes across an advert for a personal trainer though he feels a sense of hope for the first time in a long time.

Maybe that’s what he needs? A personal trainer to help him get into shape, someone to motivate him out of his slump, someone to get his perfect body, someone to finally make a man out of him.

But when Kenny meets Jamie, his new trainer, he’s stunned. He was not expecting anyone quite so stunning.

Jamie though wastes no time. She gets to know Kenny, gets to know why he wants a personal trainer, gets to know why he wants to change, gets to know his motivation and his desires. With a better understanding of him, she sets out a full regime of exercise, diet, and more to help transform him.

Only the transformation isn’t quite what Kenny had been expecting. Yet as he begins to notice changes he also finds he likes them, and slowly he comes to realise he’s being feminized by his personal trainer.

As the transformation progresses, there’s just one question that needs answering. Is he going to let her complete the process?


About the Author

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.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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