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Chapter One

Irehearsed what I was gonna say one last time in my head and knocked on Professor Natalia’s office door. There was a brief pause before I heard a voice from inside.

“Come in,” she said.

I walked in and saw her seated by the window overlooking the central courtyards of the university, the light from the midday sun filtering through the glass and illuminating the thick golden locks of hair falling to either side of her face. She had a book in her hand and sat cross-legged, the plumpness of her thighs made even more apparent underneath the tight-fitting pencil skirt she had on. I had to force myself to look away from those legs, lest I let my eyes linger there too long and make matters worse for myself.

“I’ve been expecting you, Callen,” she said, eyebrow raised and a trace of a smile on her lips. “You’re here to talk about your grade, right?”

Of course, I was here to talk about my grade: She’d given me an F. I hadn’t even gotten a failing mark, but she’d given me an F anyway. Now I don’t like to brag or anything, but I’d never failed a class in my life. I hadn’t gotten a failing grade in school, in my first three years of college and not even in any of the advanced courses I’d taken. But this woman had given me an F in gender studies of all courses? On the eve of the most important summer of my life no less.

I had it all planned out. A couple of my closest friends, backpacking through Europe picking up chicks, it was the dream vacation. But she’d ruined everything with this grade. I’d have to hang back, retake the class during summer, or else I wouldn’t graduate in time. I should never have picked this class, to begin with, but there was no point thinking about that now, I had just one option remaining: to somehow convince professor Natalia to change my grade.

“Why did I get an F professor?” I asked. “Was it a mistake? Since I easily had passing marks. Could I please get an explanation for my grade?” The best way to negotiate was to start off strong, begin with the expectation of retribution, push the onus onto her.

“You’re right,” she said, that annoyingly gorgeous smile still on her face. “You did well enough on all the tests and assignments to warrant a passing grade, but you didn’t meet the learning outcomes of the course. And as a responsible professor, it is my duty to hold back a student that hasn’t learned anything substantial from my class.”

Here it was. The real reason she’d given me an F: she just didn’t like me very much. All throughout the semester, I’d butted heads with her on any number of issues. Whenever there was a debate in class about the status of women in society I’d be the first one talking, debating hotly that men and women had always had different, yet clearly described roles in society and that it was in our best interests to stick to them. People called it backward thinking at first but I always had sound arguments, and I wasn’t some old sexist man who was only saying these things to maintain the status quo. I genuinely believed in these things and by the end of the semester I’d swayed many of the guys and even some of the girls to agree with my side. That couldn’t have been fun to watch for a professor of gender studies. She couldn’t very well fail me for my arguments and how effective they were, could she?

But there was the other issue as well, which I feared played a prominent part in this situation.

The matter of my womanizing. I’d always been good with girls and I had hooked up with a dozen or so just this semester. I knew what to say to a woman to get her to put out and although it didn’t always work, I tried enough times that the resulting volume of success was rather large. I’d even hooked up with a couple of professors at the college, and I’d even tried to work my charms on Ms.Natalia but she had quickly shut that down. She was of the opinion that I treated women like objects, used for sex, and then discarded without a second thought, and she’d made no secret of her thoughts on this matter, routinely bringing it up during our heated debates.

“I know what you think of me, Professor Natalia,” I said. “But you can’t let your personal dislike for me affect my grade. That’s against school policy.”

“I don’t dislike you, Callen,” she said. “And frankly, I’m a little hurt that you think so lowly of me. I would never let my personal like or dislike for a student have an effect on their grade. The reason you didn’t pass was that I don’t think you learned what the course was supposed to teach you. And it is as much my fault as it is yours, probably more.”

“My exam marks prove that I have learned what the course was about, how can you argue otherwise?” I was getting flustered now, but I didn’t want to let it show.

“You’re constantly demeaning women,” she said. ” You objectify them, use them, and then promptly discard them. You even tried to proposition me, your professor, for goodness sake. How can I give you a passing grade in Gender Studies of all things when you behave like this. I’m sorry but the grade stands.”

I felt my ire rise at how casually she’d dismissed me but she had all the power here. “I’ll report you to the school,” I said. ” They won’t stand for your bias against me, they’ll probably even discipline you for targeting me specifically.” my voice was getting a little high-pitched now and I blushed a little at the thought of sounding like a woman.

“You are free to do so,” she said calmly. “But I doubt the school rules against me, I have sound reasons for doing what I did and they’re likely to stand behind me. And even if you do somehow manage to get a ruling in your favor, it’ll come in a month’s time minimum by which point your summer will already be wasted. Not to mention that you won’t be able to register for summer classes if they rule against you and then you won’t be able to graduate on time.”

Fury suddenly subsided in favor of disappointment. She was right. It was a lose, lose situation for me. My summer would be wasted anyway if I filed a complaint since I’d have to stay near campus and attend hearings for the entire next month and I’d fuck up the entire timeline for my degree if they ruled against me. Natalia had me in the palm of her hand, and she knew it too.

“Please prof,” I pleaded. “You can’t do this to me, I have big plans for the summer. There must be some way.”

She appeared to go into thought for a few seconds, tapping a finger on her cheek for effect before she spoke up. “There is one way,” she said.

“What is it?” I asked, hopeful for any chance.

“You’ll have to take a practical exam over the coming weekend,” she said. ” And if you pass, I’ll change your grade.”

“I’ll do it,” I said without a moment’s pause.

“You haven’t even heard what it is,” she said.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” she asked, with a suggestive raise of her eyebrow.

“Yes, anything. Just tell me what I have to do.”

“Nothing too complicated,” she said, a large grin on her face now. “You’ll just have to spend a few days as a woman.”


Chapter Two

Idrove my car down the peaceful streets of the suburb where Professor Natalia’s house was supposed to be and asked myself if I was really about to go through with this. Obviously, it was appalling that she’d even asked me, a student of hers, to do something like this: To dress up as a woman for the sake of a grade. Surely something like this was considered sexual harassment and would be grounds for her termination but I didn’t have the luxury of time. The only option I had was to go through with this stupid idea unless I was willing to waste my summer attending honor council meetings at the university.

Another reason her request had irked me especially was the fact that I’d always been told that I had feminine features, much to my chagrin. Before college, I’d been made fun of a fair bit for being smaller than most of the other guys and even though I was always good at getting girls, it would be untruthful to say that their words hadn’t hurt. Once or twice, I’d even been catcalled from behind when walking down a street and every time I’d been too embarrassed to turn around and show the catcaller that I wasn’t a woman.

I just had a woman’s figure it seemed.

I’d heard of late bloomers and I had kept hoping that I’d be one of those until my twenty-first birthday came along and I still had nearly no body hair or facial hair. At that point, I gave up hopes of ever achieving traditionally masculine traits that every young man covets. It wasn’t too bad, after all, since I could still get in with the women and I did very well in all the other facets of my life. All in all, I was leading a rather successful life, both academically and socially. But it did sting whenever someone mistook me for a young girl.

I had my suspicions that Natalia had picked me for exactly this reason, for my feminine traits but I wasn’t in a position to challenge her now so I pulled up to her driveway and knocked on her front door.

I checked my watch and it was still five minutes to eight. She’d told me to meet her at her house at 8, but I’d been anxious and left mine earlier than I had to.

She answered the door looking sexy as ever and I had to force myself to not ogle at her. With that pesky university dress code out of the way, she stood in the doorway wearing knee-high black stockings to match the cute little black short shorts she had on. “You’re early,” she said with a smile. “All the better, we have a lot of work to get done. Come on in.”

I reluctantly stepped into her house, feeling even more nervous now. I had to keep reminding myself that it was all for the sake of the grade, all for the sake of the summer in Europe but my heart beat faster with every step I took inside. Looking around I saw stacks of clothes laid out on her couch, and a large pile of shoes on the floor next to it. There was also a rather large box resting on the floor, which appeared to be full of makeup.

“I’m not going to force you to do anything Callen,” she said. ” It’s just that I genuinely believe that this will help you better understand the course material for my class, but if you don’t wanna do it and keep your grade, be my guest. You can even report me to the university administration if you want, I won’t complain.”

I felt a chill run down my spine. “I’ll do it,” I said. She knew I didn’t have any options left but she wanted to appear magnanimous now and I could do nothing but let her.

“Alright, strip down,” she said.

“Here?” I asked, suddenly feeling naked, even though I still had my clothes on.

“I need to see what we’re dealing with here. And we need to start from the ground up. So yes, strip down right here.”

I stood there, frozen still, not sure what I should do next. For a brief moment, I considered leaving. The grade wasn’t worth this, was it? But the alternatives were so much worse. This class could possibly stop me from graduating on time and I didn’t want that. Besides, I’d always fantasized about getting naked in front of Professor Natalia, even if this wasn’t exactly how it went in my head. There was no big harm in it. So I took off my shirt followed by my pants.

“Socks and boxers too,” she said.

The cold tingle in my spine was back. She wanted me to be completely nude? What purpose would that serve? Why couldn’t I just dress up as a woman in my boxers? Surely no one would take off my clothes to inspect my underwear, and if they did, me having boxers would be the last thing we should worry about. “Really?” I asked.

“Yes, really Callen. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And if we want to get any work done tonight, you’d better take those off quickly,” she said.

Now don’t get me wrong, I generally love my body and don’t mind showing it to someone I’m being intimate with, but this felt different. Natalia was my Professor and she wouldn’t be having sex with me but she’d still see me naked, the exchange seemed very one-sided. I would always be left wondering, whenever I would pass by her on campus if she remembered my naked body, my cock hanging shyly between my legs.

“C’mon, Callen,” she said. “We haven’t got all night.”

I thought of the grade, I thought of my trip to Europe, and then I bent over, slipped off my boxers, and took off my socks. I used my hands to cover my cock as I straightened up a little.

“Stand straighter,” she said, as she walked around me, eyeing me up and down. I had to comply. She held my arm in her hand and moved it to my side, revealing my cock to her eager eyes.

“You’ve got a pretty big dick,” she said. ” That won’t be very easy to hide.”

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed it in one hand. Her grip was warm and soft. My heart raced again as she fidgeted with my cock, trying to somehow adjust it between my legs. “Well, we’ll see what we can do about that,” she said. Unfortunately, all that grabbing had gotten me rather hard, and she obviously noticed.

“What’s this now, Callen?” She said.

“Sorry.” I used my hands to cover my cock again, which was getting harder by the second. Not my fault really, what straight male wouldn’t get hard with such a beautiful woman handling his package?

She looked into my eyes and I could see the beginnings of a grin on her face. “I’m still your teacher Callen,” she said.

The smile just made it that much worse. Did she have any idea of how sexy she was? The way her plump thighs showed between her shorts and her stockings? How the denim of her tight black shorts hugged the curves of her ass? All I wanted to do at that moment was to pull down her shorts, her panties and then fuck her senseless. I would probably do that at the expense of my grade if the opportunity arose.

I was fully erect now, after letting these indecent thoughts run through my mind. She moved my hands out of the way again and my cock sprung free from its temporary prison.

“You’ll need to learn to control these urges if you are to become a proper woman,” she said, running the tips of her fingers over my shaft playfully. ‘It won’t be very hard when you’re not fondling my cock’ I wanted to say, but I kept the thought to myself.

“Let yourself relax,” she said. “Let tension in your shoulders melt away.”

I must have stood there for a good forty minutes, buck naked, as she circled me, adjusting my posture every now and then. “You need better posture if you’re going to be a convincing woman,” she said. She’d give me a hard spank on the ass every time she caught me slouching or if I widened my legs too much. Ms.Natalia was a perfectionist it seemed like, and she wanted her new project to be perfect.

“Wait here,” she said as she disappeared into a nearby room.

I thought about leaving again once she was out of sight, but I’d come so far. And the most embarrassing parts seemed to be behind me, so I continued to stand there, trying to commit all of Natalia’s tips about posture to memory.

She appeared again with a pair of breasts – not real ones, of course. It was a pair of fake silicone tits, although they looked and felt very real.

“Put these on,” she said.

They weren’t very easy to get on since the material wasn’t very stretchy and I had to struggle a few times before I got inside of them. And once I had them on, they weren’t very comfortable, at least in the beginning. The seam around the neck was hidden by a black choker that was built into the fake tits, but the seams around my shoulders weren’t camouflaged very well. “You can hide those using your bra straps,” Natalia told me before she picked out a couple of bras for me to choose from.

I picked one that had black lace on it, to match the choker on the fake tits and Natalia helped me get it on. She put it on backward on my belly and taught me to clip it up before she spun it around and raised it to my tits.

“You should always have matching panties,” she said, but I couldn’t see why that mattered. It wasn’t like anyone was ever gonna see my panties, or my bra for that matter. But I let her do it. She obviously seemed very invested in this activity and if it ended with me getting an A, why should I complain?

She handed me a pair of black, lacy panties that matched my bra perfectly and I slipped them on. My cock and balls kept spilling to either side of the tiny panties and I couldn’t adjust it well enough on my own. So Natalia came to my aid once more, reaching down and grabbing my cock in one hand. She fiddled with my rod a little, tucking it firmly between my legs.

“This will give you a reason to keep your thighs close together,” she said with a wink. And just like that, I was rock hard again.

Once again, my dick sprung out the side of my panties and I saw Natalia rolling her eyes at me. “Is this going to go on for the rest of the night, Callen?”

“I can’t help it,” I said, feeling a sensation of warmth creep up to my cheeks.

“Well we have to do something about it,” she said, with another roll of her eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed my erect cock firmly in her hand, and just like that she started to stroke my cock.

“You can’t get any work done when you’re this horny. We’ll continue after you’ve come,” she said, so matter of factly that I was left dumbstruck.

I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. I was getting a handjob from Professor Natalia, the hottest teacher at the university, and she seemed to know her way around a cock. She worked my rod with big long strokes and just the right amount of force. I looked over at the mirror to my side and I was rewarded by a strangely erotic sight. My professor stood behind me, taller by a few inches than me as she jerked me off with long intense strokes – all this made stranger still by the fact that I had on some perky tits, and the sexiest pair of women’s underwear I’d ever laid eyes on.

Soon, my legs began to tremble and I felt my body quiver with euphoria. I felt the pleasure building up around my crotch and I inhaled a sharp mouthful of air.

“I’m going to come,” I whispered.

She covered my tip with the palm of her free hand as I started to orgasm.

“Can’t have you ruining my new furniture,” she giggled.

I came into the palm of her hand, and she slowed the tempo of her strokes as I started coming. She tightened her grip on my cock, squeezing every last bit of cum out of my tip as I shuddered under her control.

“Let’s get back to work now, okay?” She said, walking over to wash her hands in the kitchen sink. I was still reeling from the orgasm.

Grade be damned, this handjob was worth all the humiliation she had in store for me.


Chapter Three

We tried different combinations of bras and panties before moving onto more complex matters like dresses, skirts, stockings, tights and so much more. There was a mountain of information to memorize – how to correctly match patterns and colors and shapes, what was the appropriate length for socks and skirts in an outfit. I was at my wit’s end by the time we got to shoes when I was painfully made aware of how hard it was to walk in heels.

“What pair of shoes would go well with that?” she asked me, as I got into a dark blue cocktail dress.

I looked at the options available. “Maybe these ones,” I said, and bent over to retrieve a pair of navy blue heels from their box.

She gave me a hard slap across my tush, making me wince. “Blue heels don’t go well with a blue dress,” she said. “You don’t wear shoes in the same color as your dress unless it’s white or black. And maybe red sometimes, in the correct circumstances.”

This was all so hard, so many things to keep a track of. It seemed nearly impossible to correctly learn everything right away, and I hardly saw the need since I only had to dress up as a woman for a couple of nights, in the relative safety of Professor Natalia’s house.

“Maybe you should just pick out the outfits for me,” I suggested. There was no point in me learning all these things for just a couple of days worth of dressing up.

“You don’t get it, do you?” she said, shaking her head. “You need to have the correct mindset if you want to get a passing grade. You need to know how a woman selects an outfit.”

Only then did it finally hit me. She wasn’t just trying to get me to physically dress like a woman, she was trying to get me to think like one too. She was trying to make me feel like a woman, to be in a woman’s mindset, presumably to teach me some lesson. I had a suspicion she would find some way to link this back to my womanizing, somehow make a lesson out of it. But as it stood, it was working perfectly.

I was already mulling over what top and bottom would make a good combination, already thinking about which pair of shoes would match well with my dress. She’d made me very conscious of how I stood: my posture, where my butt should be, how my shoulders should be positioned, how straight my back should be, and where my hands should go. Little by little, she was conditioning me to behave like a woman.

And it was scary.

She led me to a mirror and told me to wait there, before disappearing into one of the rooms again. I took the chance to look at my reflection and I wasn’t shocked when I saw how good I actually looked. The blue dress fit my body perfectly, hugging the curves of my hips and my ass in all the right places. I liked how the fabric felt around my thighs and did a little spin to take a better look right before Natalia reentered the room.

She came back with a blonde wig in one hand, which immediately seemed perfect for me – or rather, this girl version of me. It fit tightly, and it complemented the round shape of my face very well, making me look more like a real woman. After it was on, she showed me a few ways I could style my hair depending on the situation.

“For events in the evening, depending on what you’re wearing, you’ll most likely want to curl your hair,” she said. “During the daytime, You can likely get away with doing a loose bun or a ponytail.”

“How’s this?” I asked, splitting my hair to the sides in two small pigtails that I’d seen on some french actress a long time ago.

“That’s really cute,” Natalia said.

“Maybe I’ll try it with the red top,” I said, holding up the tight, red blouse next to my torso.

“Oh yes, that IS cute,” she had a bright smile on her face now.

I changed into my outfit and posed in front of the mirror again. I looked nice. I looked very nice. And we still had to do the makeup. Natalia ordered a pizza and we got to work on the makeup.

She showed me carefully how to put on eye shadow, concealer, mascara, blush, eyeliner, lipstick, and much more. She showed me a couple of different styles in which makeup was traditionally done. I especially loved the way I looked with tonnes of eye shadow on, the smallest hint of blush and a light shade of lipstick. I looked like some sort of top model or film star.

When I took a step back and said, “How does this look?” I realized that I wasn’t even speaking in my regular voice anymore. Somewhere along this journey of looking and thinking like a woman, I’d adopted a feminine voice, much softer, and several semitones higher than my own voice.

I was loving the way everything looked and felt on me. The clothes hugged me in all the right parts of my body and were loose around other areas for stylistic purposes. I loved the feel of the soft fabrics, and I was strangely comforted by the feeling of my tight panties holding down my cock. I had taken the lead now and was digging through Natalia’s makeup without waiting for her to hand me things, wanting to try on different supplies and styles. I found a set of nail polishes. “I just love these red ones,” I said.

“Try putting it on,” she said, and we must have spent the next 30 minutes sitting on her couch, painting our nails.

When the pizza man came, she asked me to receive the order. I panicked a little thinking that he’d be able to tell I wasn’t really a woman, but he didn’t suspect a thing. I even noticed his eyes drift to my chest for a few seconds. I knew the eyes he saw me with – I had the same eyes whenever Professor Natalia came to the university in a tight skirt or a low-cut top. This pizza guy had the hots for me – which showcased how successful my disguise was.

I was a woman. A very hot one at that.

I went home giddily that night, taking with me a bunch of stuff from Natalia to try on different looks at home, which I did. The very next night, even though I wasn’t slated to meet Natalia, I got dolled up and took a cab downtown, adopting the persona of ‘Callie’ for the night. I walked on the narrow sidewalks of the inner city, trying to perfect my heel stride (which is much harder than it looks). Every now and then I’d catch a guy staring at my ass, which was weirder since that was all-natural, just a little perk-up thanks to the heels.

I sauntered into a bar and it only took about five minutes before a guy bought me a drink. He settled down next to me and started chatting me up. About half an hour later I got up to use the toilet and another man tried his chance with me, asking me if he could get me a drink. Was this how much attention women usually got at bars? Or was this just because I was hotter than the other girls here, both thoughts were sobering.

When I returned from the toilet, the man from the bar let his hand slide onto my thigh within minutes, rubbing and feeling my legs through the fabric of my dress, drawing ever closer to the cock nestled between my legs. I had to cut it short and leave before he got too close, lest my secret be revealed. I didn’t want to imagine what a stud like that would do if he found out this woman he was trying to fuck had a cock hidden away in her panties.

Not satisfied yet, I went to another, more upscale, bar which was only a few blocks over.

All of this felt crazy: Dressing up as a girl, going to bars, and chatting up hot looking men. Making them want me, even if the thing they wanted didn’t really exist. There was a strange pleasure to be had from riling up horny men it seemed.

I was an instant hit in the new bar as well, and the man who sat next to me offering to buy me a drink seemed somehow familiar, although I couldn’t quite say why. He had on a jet black blazer and a button-down shirt underneath, and I could tell he’d put on just the perfect amount of cologne before leaving for the night.

“I love the fabric of your dress,” he said, holding the hem of my short dress between his fingers, and I didn’t feel the slightest need to stop him. There was some innate charm to this man – something that made him irresistible to me, a particular glow I couldn’t pin down. I’d never wanted to grab a guy’s arms and feel his muscles before, but I did tonight and God, did they feel good. I didn’t let him get anywhere near my groin area but we did end up touching and feeling a lot.

I left for the toilet again and when I came back I stumbled a little and fell into the waiting embrace of the man in the black blazer. His body felt hard – like muscles chiseled out of stone. He wrapped his arms all the way around me to cushion my fall, and it felt like the most comforting and secure embrace ever. I felt the bulge of his cock through his pants as it pressed into my abdomen.

“Sorry,” was all I managed to say.

“It’s no trouble, really,” he said, loosening his grip on me. As his hands came off my back he grabbed a fistful of my ass, fingers biting deep into the fabric of my dress and indenting my skin. I couldn’t help but wince a little.

I should have been outraged, but I wasn’t. I should have felt violated, but I felt liberated. The fact that this handsome hunk had felt so attracted to me that he’d ended up copping a feel of my ass made me feel giddy. It was strangely arousing.

My heart raced and my cheeks felt warm with blood. I wanted to drag him back to the bathroom and pull his trousers down. I wanted to get on my knees and suck him off, make him quiver. Make him come all over me.

But I didn’t. I chatted him up for another half an hour, letting him feel up my backside all the while, and then I walked out of there, took a cab, and went home. I lay awake in bed for a long time, mulling over the dangers of what I was doing. I had to force myself to repress the feelings that had surfaced today and had to convince myself that I was still a guy, a straight guy who liked women and not men. But the more I tried, the more I realized how good it had felt when he’d felt up my ass the first time. How secure I’d felt in his strong embrace. How amazing it’d felt when I’d been pressed up against him, his bulge burrowing into me.

Needless to say, I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night.


Chapter Four

Natalia e-mailed me over the weekend to meet her at the last college basketball game for our team. Only, she failed to mention until the night before the game that I had to come all dolled up. I panicked at first – obviously – since there would be tonnes of people who knew the real me at the game and I was scared of getting found out. But the night out at the bar had made me confident in my disguise. A number of men had come very close to me, even groped me, but they hadn’t found out my true identity as a man. For all intents and purposes, Callie and Callen were two completely different people: one was a rather effeminate boy and the other was a smoking hot woman.

Dolling up didn’t take as long now that I had some practice under my belt. I shaved my legs smooth ( there was barely any hair anyway) and slipped on a short, white skirt the type female golfers wear. I slipped on my fake tits, put on a cute pink bra, and matching panties. For the blouse, I picked a tight blue one, that accentuated my hips and breasts. For hair, I decided to go for a simple ponytail that went well with the minimalistic makeup I had on today.

I stood in front of the mirror, now all dolled up. And I cut quite the figure.

My long shapely legs glistened in the afterglow of the lotion I’d used on them, my inner thighs showing just the tiniest bit of suppleness where they were visible under the skirt. And even though I’d chosen sneakers in favor of heels today, my tush still looked very perky.

I met Natalia by her car in the parking lot and she was more than a little surprised to see me.

“You’ve gotten much better Callen,” she said, smiling. “I love the outfit. And your posture is perfect too.”

“Callie,” I said, correcting her and then blushing immediately after. Why had I felt the need to correct her here, when it was just the two of us? Had I become more Callie than Callen over these past few days? This was dangerous territory.

But she only giggled in response. “You might get that grade you wanted after all.”

Fucking hell. I’d forgotten all about the grade. I’d forgotten all about the reason I’d started doing this thing in the first place. I felt another rush of warmth creep up to my face.

We went to get some coffee before the game started and a couple of guys at the on-campus coffee shop offered to pay for us. Natalia had to decline on account of being a Professor at the university, but I was under no such obligation and so treated myself to a free mochaccino. On the way out a guy held the door open to me, and I felt his eyes glued to my backside as I exited the shop. I was just now realizing all the perks of being a woman, all the good and generous things people did for pretty girls.

This realization was short-lived, however, when a guy pinched me on the soft flesh of my ass as he passed by me. I gasped, standing up straighter, a hand darting to cover my mouth. Color rising to my cheeks. Natalia only looked at me with a ‘Lesson taught’ expression. Dozens of guys stared at my ass as we walked to the gym, a few of those catcalling me, which I tried my best to ignore, even if I was secretly flattered, and one who tried reaching for my ass which I shut down by slapping his hand away.

Men continued to ogle at me with lustful eyes as we took our seats in the gym, waiting for the game to start.

“This is the stage for your final test, Callie,” Natalia said, remembering to use the correct name this time.

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“See that guy over there,” she said, pointing at the captain of the visiting team.

“Yes.”

“You need to seduce him at halftime.” I felt a chill creep up my spine.

“What does that even mean,” I asked, incredulous. What did seducing this man entail? What would I have to do with him? I’d gotten men riled up at the bar the other day, but it hadn’t gone much farther than that. What did Natalia want me to do here? Kiss the guy? Suck him off? It all seemed terrifying to think about. What if he found out that I wasn’t really a woman? He’d beat me black and blue and leave me with at least a few broken bones – and that was if he felt generous.

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” was all she said in response, and then the game started.

My heart beat loudly for the entire first half. I considered leaving, the grade could get fucked, the risks were too high here. I tried pleading with Natalia to change her request to something else, but she was having none of it. So when half-time rolled around, and our team was down 38-52, I walked down from our seats, stepped up to the tunnels for the opposing players, and waited for the visiting team captain. I told myself I was doing it for the grade, but I knew deep down that this was some repressed, perverted part of my mind taking control and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

He probably wouldn’t even fall for it, being in the middle of such an important game and all. He’d maybe look at me once and pass right through, no second thoughts. But I was wrong. He only took one look at me, yes, but in that one look, I felt his eyes undress me.

No avoiding it then.

I walked up to him, holding him by his hand and separating him from his teammates.

“I really liked how you played out there,” I whispered in his ear using the most sultry voice I could manage. He smelled raw, like sweat and brine and I felt myself wanting him.

“Pretty girl like you watches basketball?” He said as I ran my hands over the well-defined muscles in his arms. His presence felt so big like I was dwarfed by a larger than life being.

“I wasn’t watching the basketball,” I said. “Just you.” His grin widened.

“Maybe you can show me around after the game?” he said, but that was a little too late for my purposes.

“Why not right now?” I bit my tongue, took a long, deep breath, and then I kissed him. I needed the grade I told myself, even though I knew this was no longer about that. His tongue felt warm and tasted salty. I pressed in hungrily, his stubble scratching my face. Locked in our kiss, I reached down and started fondling his big, hard cock through his shorts. The sweat doing nothing but turning me on even more.

I felt him growing harder and harder, his dick pulsing and throbbing in my grip.

“Someone will see,” he said, so I pulled him into a supply closet right behind us. I’d chosen this position for the exact reason.

I looked down and caught a glimpse of his cock rising up, pushing through the crotch of his sweat-soaked shorts. I had my tongue halfway down his mouth, and he had a hand firmly massaging my tit. I couldn’t afford to get carried away. My fake-tits were securely strapped in but he had strong big hands, and with a firm enough tug, he might take the whole thing off.

I sank to my knees, pulled down his shorts and underwear, and unleashed his large, throbbing member. As it sprung free I froze for a moment, shocked by how big it was – almost too big. I had never touched another man’s bare cock before, and I was having doubts it would fit inside of my mouth. I was suddenly very scared. What if he wanted more than just a blowjob? What had I gotten myself into; stuck inside this tiny supply closet with a man twice my size who thought I was a woman.

“Don’t stop, babe,” he said, putting a hand on the back of my head, right around the base of my ponytail. Gently, he pulled me toward his hot, throbbing dick and I knew I was out of both options and time.

I took the rod into my hand, letting my fingers wrap around his length. It was very warm. I could feel the blood running through the veins.

“Just like that,” he said as I began to pump him with gentle strokes. I pulled his foreskin back and watched as his red, bulging tip revealed itself. It felt a heavy log in my hand, I had to strain to keep it upright with how big it was.

“Suck on it baby,” he said, and he pushed me even closer as he let his fingers dig into my hair.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and closed my eyes as his tip neared my lips. I felt the heat of his cock before it made contact with my skin, but when it did, it stretched my lips, pressed down on my tongue, and ravaged a path towards the back of my throat. I almost gagged, heart racing. I could hardly believe it – I had this hunk’s massive cock in my mouth. I was about to give this college basketball player, probably the same age as me, a blow job during halftime at one of his games.

I began to bob my head, pumping his rod with my hand, my other hand on his rock-hard abs, stopping him from pushing himself even deeper into me. The last thing I wanted was to choke to death on this giant dick dressed like a woman.

He moaned softly, letting his fingers run through my hair. It felt exactly like I’d imagined it would a couple of days ago at the bar. There was a strange satisfaction in all of this – the way his rod fit perfectly in my mouth, the way my fingers curled around his girth, even the odd blissful feeling of his fingertips tracing a path through my hair.

He grabbed onto my ponytail and started to face-fuck me right there and then: His entire length plunging deep into my mouth, tip scratching the back of my throat before he would relent and pull out, only to repeat the entire process again. In only a few seconds, he had ravaged my mouth, and I was lost for breath, saliva dribbling down my chin from moments I’d almost gagged. I thought he might be close to cumming, but he suddenly pulled me up and reached under my skirt, pulling my panties down in one fluid motion.

I swear I felt my heart stop beating right there and then.

The only thing keeping my cock from being visible now was my very short skirt.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, as he let himself lean back on the ground, positioning me on top of him. He tried to bring me down onto his dick, but I resisted, stopping just short of letting my balls come in contact with his cock.

“Wait,” I pleaded, too confused and too nervous to do anything else.

“What’s wrong, babe?” he asked, looking up at me with hungry eyes.

He was about to find out that I didn’t have a pussy for him to fuck, so I offered the only alternative I had – my asshole. Lucky for me, he was far too horny to get undressed himself, too horny even to flip my skirt and expose me for the fraud that I was. He wanted to fuck right now. I used my hand to reach down and grab his cock from between his thighs and point it directly at my asshole. I knew it would hurt, seeing how big he was but at least it was lubricated by my saliva.

Taking a deep breath, I pushed down on it and felt him penetrate me. I could feel my virgin butthole stretching open, I could feel every vein of his cock as it sank in deep. And boy did it hurt.

He grabbed my sides with his hands and pulled me down, deeper into him. I knew I had to act fast, and I did: reaching beneath my skirt and grabbing my cock and balls to stop them from coming in contact with his belly. I pretended to rub my clit underneath my cock, and it helped that there was very little light in the room.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he whispered. I couldn’t tell if he genuinely didn’t realize he was fucking an asshole or if he was just too horny to care, either way, it worked out great for me.

Gently, I began to move my ass up and down, rising and falling on his dick. I could feel the protruding veins and ridges as they tickled the inside of my trembling anus, and it was starting to hurt less.

After a few deeper penetrations, the pain subsided completely and in a matter of seconds, I went from agony to ecstasy. It felt so good that I even started getting a hard-on. I kept it pressed firmly against my stomach, my free hand guarding the area in case he ventured too close. I needn’t have worried since both his hands were busy squeezing my tits.

“You feel so fucking good,” he said, as I bobbed up and down on his cock, my skirt rising up little by little.

I giggled in response and he somehow got even harder.

Finally, his hands began to venture downward, closer to my crotch but I quickly rose up, and let his dick slide out of my asshole. He was about to voice a complaint when I turned around and sat back down, mounting him reverse-cowgirl-style. He moaned softly as he reentered my body.

Safe from both his hands and his eyes, I released my cock from its prison, my balls falling between the gap in his legs. Then I continued to ride his cock.

After a few seconds, I could resist anymore, so I reached for my own cock and started beating myself off. I kept glancing over my shoulder to see if he could tell what I was doing, but between his moans and his grunts, he didn’t have the time to notice my activities. For the most part, his head was thrown back, eyes clouded by too much euphoria to notice anything amiss in this darkness.

“You’re gonna make me come.”

“Come inside me, babe,” I whispered back. “I want you to fill me with your cum,” I was pretty close to coming myself. The dominating sound in the room was that of my asscheeks slapping against his pelvis, as I continued to ride him.

“Oh, fuck,” he almost shouted. “Oh, God.”

And I felt him empty his hot load into my anus, filling up my tight little asshole almost instantly.

“Fuck,” I mumbled as my own cum began to spurt out of my cock, into the palm of my own hand. A little bit dribbled onto his leg, but he was too far gone to notice. Too lost in the euphoria of his own orgasm.

I got up and adjusted my cock and balls before he could notice, his cum dribbling out from between my asscheeks and down my legs. He ended up being late for the second half but his team still won comfortably. I didn’t care though, in fact, the only thing I cared about at that moment was how warm and satisfied my butthole felt.


Chapter Five

Iskipped over to the bathrooms soon after in an attempt to clean myself up. There had been a lot of sweat and a lot of cum. And as I stood there washing my hands, watching my reflection in the mirror – the reflection of a woman – I realized that this had gone too far. I had only agreed to dress up as a girl for the grade at first, maybe even because of the blowjob Natalia had given me, but I’d gone too far too quickly.

I’d let men feel me up at the bar. I’d chatted them up and gotten them all hot and bothered for me. I’d sucked a man’s cock and I’d even let him fuck me in the ass now. And I’d enjoyed every bit of it. I’d loved it when the dapper men had run their hands over my thighs, on my tush. I’d loved the way the basketball captain’s stubble had felt when he kissed me. I’d been giddy when I was sucking his cock, and I could still feel the imprint of his dick on the inside of my asshole. If I’d managed to stray this far this quickly, where would I be in a few months? Galavanting around town as a woman rutting with every hot guy I saw?

I’d go find Natalia now – she’d most likely be in her office – and get it over with. Tell her to give me the grade and make it clear that I was done with all of this: The dressing up, the tests, and anything else she had in mind.

I made my way across campus to the building where her office was situated and all the way there guys stared at me, a few even cat-calling me. I climbed the stairs to her floor and opened her door without knocking, paying no heed to her need for privacy.

Natalia’s hands scrambled to cover her exposed crotch – her pants were hung on the back of a chair some few feet away from her, it looked like she’d spilled some coffee on them. The reason her hands shot toward her crotch was obviously to hide her girl-parts – only, she didn’t have any.

“What?” I could only barely form the word as I stood there with a slack-jawed expression. Natalia stood there covering up, what seemed like a rather large cock, between her legs.

“Wait,” she said. ” Let me explain.”

“Don’t bother,” I said and stormed out of there.

She called after me again but I didn’t stop and she didn’t give chase. I got into my car, drove straight home, washed off all the makeup, took off all the clothes, and threw myself in bed. Depressed, dejected, and defeated.

Why had she done it? Why had Natalia manipulated me? And most importantly, why had she lied about herself? Why did she go around pretending to be a woman in this day and age, where trans people were widely accepted and treated fairly in society. But the more I questioned it the more I understood. She went around like a woman because she felt like a woman. She could dress up and be more pretty than any woman I knew. Hell, I even knew the feeling myself. When I was ‘Callie’ I wasn’t a man pretending to be a woman. I was a woman, a very hot woman at that. And then my mind raced back to the moment I’d caught her, caught her with her pants down.

The smooth, shaven cock between her legs, her worried expression as she struggled to hide her shame. And I felt strangely attracted to her. Her full lips, the curve of her ass, her puppy dog eyes, her (probably implanted) tits, even the cock between her thighs. I was attracted to Natalia, which was further proven by the erection I’d popped.

And even as I’d tried all morning to deny it, I liked dressing up as a woman. No. I liked being a woman.

It took me another couple of hours to come to terms with all the new things that I had discovered about myself. I lay in bed thinking about how I would live my life from here onwards, whether I would split my time between being a guy or a girl, whether I would transition fully and become a woman by taking hormone pills. I stayed up into the long hours of the night, all these thoughts running in my head, before I finally fell asleep, exhausted from the events of the day.

I woke up feeling much better the next day and spent the day researching procedures to transition from male to female. By the time I looked up from my computer screen I realized that the sun had already gone down. A quick glance at the clock revealed that it was nearly eight PM.

Excited at what life had to offer me, I started getting dolled up. I shaved my body smooth, slipped into the skimpiest, tightest dress I owned, and put on some makeup, going for a cat-eye look that I found suited my face well. I put on my wig, did it up in curs, slipped on some stilettos, and took a cab into town.

I turned heads everywhere I went, men and even some women ogling this hot piece of ass sauntering down the sidewalk. I chose a club at random and was ushered inside ahead of the line, another perk of being a sexy girl.

Inside I took the dance floor and was an immediate hit. Guys were lining up to dance with me, some grabbing at my ass or grinding against it. Whenever I went to the bar a new guy bought me a drink and chatted me up, fancying his chances with me. But I didn’t want any of them, not after I spotted a familiar face at the end of the bar.

Natalia sat there, looking at me with a sheepish expression on her face.

I walked over.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “About tricking you. I didn’t want to. I just..”

I held a finger to her lips to shush her.

“You don’t have to say sorry,” I whispered and got her to her feet.

We danced on the dance floor for what seemed like hours, not a spoken word between us. After a while she got behind me, slipping her hands around my slim waist and pressing her groin up against my butt. I could feel her bulge through the dress and my asshole twitched in anticipation.

“Wanna get out of here,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot upon my skin.

“Yes.”

And so we did. We took a cab back to her place and I couldn’t keep my hands to myself the entire cab ride back. Her breasts were real, not silicone slip-ons like mine, likely a result of hormone treatments. Her skin felt smooth to the touch, and her breath carried an intoxicating quality I couldn’t resist.

I could hardly keep in my pants as we got out of the cab, settled the fare, and made our way to her bedroom.


Chapter Six

Iwrapped my arms around her, kissing her, slipping my hands over her satin-clad curves, and gathering up the hem of her dress, letting my fingers bite into the nubile flesh of her bare ass. I wanted her so bad. I wanted to feel her. To touch her. To make love to her. And judging by the bulge I felt pressing into me, she wanted me just as much.

I laid her down on the bed and climbed on top of her. She moaned softly and I kissed to silence her, she slipped me some tongue in return. We kept kissing and I felt her bulge grow larger and press against my pelvis. I rubbed my torso against it, making it larger and harder. I swung her legs up around me and started kissing them. I painted a trail of kisses from the inside of her thighs all the way to the naked flesh right next to her panties. And then I slipped her cock out.

It was hard, and it was bigger than mine. I sucked on it until it throbbed and pulsated in my mouth, Natalia’s entire body squirming with pleasure.

“Tongue fuck my ass,” she whispered, and I didn’t have to be told twice.

Using my right hand, I raised up her sack; and with the other, I pulled aside her panties. I used my tongue to dig into her asshole. Even her asshole smelled clean, like Lavender and vanilla. It was shaven smooth, so my tongue continued undisturbed. Within seconds she was a wet squirming mess, quivering nervously every time my tongue made a new inroad to her asshole.

Then she pulled me up and laid me gently on my back, as she went to work on my cock, which had already sprung out of its cotton prison. She hiked up the skirt of my dress and took my entire length into her mouth.

She knew how to give head, much better than I did and she had me thrashing in pleasure within seconds. She used her tongue to fiddle with my tip and her hands to pump the base of my rod, all the while bobbing her head up and down in expert, practiced motions. I was close to coming when she pulled out, flipped me over, and went to work on my asshole. And again, she had me beat.

She spread my cheeks with her fingers and entered my puckering asshole with her unusually long tongue. My dick pressed into the mattress underneath, she sloshed her tongue around my asshole until I couldn’t stay still: squirming and moaning at the alien feeling of a wet appendage inside my anus. Again she pulled out just when I was about to come and slowed down the tempo, laying on top of me and kissing me deeply.

We tasted each other’s assholes on our tongues as we continued to make out, our erections grinding into one another, a dribble of precum oozing out every now and then.

“Fuck my asshole,” she eventually said, and so I did.

She reached around and took a hold of my raging erection and pressed it up to her already lubricated hole. I took the lead and pushed in hard making her moan from pleasure, or perhaps pain. I slipped a hand over her tit – It was a real tit, supple and pliant. With the fingers of my other hand, I hooked her mouth and she sucked on my fingers as I began to thrust.

My heart was beating faster than ever. I was fucking Professor Natalia, the woman that every boy on campus fantasized about. It wasn’t exactly like how I’d always imagined it being but this was somehow – even better. It felt better than any sexual experience I had ever had with women. And I didn’t care what anyone said.

I continued to pump her for a few minutes, making her grunt and moan before she stopped me.

“I wanna finish inside of you,” she whispered and positioned herself underneath me, pointing her dick at my twitching asshole. I lowered myself onto it and my heart fluttered as her cock finally entered me. Within just a few strokes, I was bouncing up and down on her shaft, moaning in pleasure.

She wasn’t as big as the basketball player, but her cock somehow felt so much better. At one point she thrust so hard that I had to clench the bedsheets in my hands to stop myself from screaming out and waking the neighbors. My ass cheeks pounded her pelvis and the sound somehow made me even harder.

She reached around and grabbed my dick in her hands.

“You like that you little slut,” she whispered into my ear.

“Y– Yes,” I managed between moans.

“Then you’ll like this even more,” she said, as she started beating me off.

She put a hand over my mouth when I began to moan too loudly, a warm, fuzzy sensation of pleasure building up all around my body, emanating from my asshole. The warm sensation coursed through my entire body, making my skin tingle, before it focused in my cock and I nearly blacked out.

Natalia tightened her grip around my tip, and I shuddered as I shot a hot load all over myself. Painting my chest in streams of whiteness before going limp in her embrace.

“I’m coming,” she whispered and I felt her cock spasm deep inside me as she spewed a hot load on the inside of my anus. And I swear that was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt.

I fell over then, to my side, and we started kissing. I fell asleep right there, in her arms, as her cum dribbled out of my asshole, and it was the most peaceful sleep I’d ever gotten. I ended up getting the grade she promised me, but I didn’t take the Euro-trip anyway.

Instead, spending my summer wrapped up in the arms of Professor Natalia Reinhart.

The end
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Trapped by my new boss

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B08JXS38HN/ref=dbs_a_def_rwt_hsch_vapi_tkin_p1_i0

Ray has fallen on hard times after losing his job and if he doesn’t make rent soon, he’ll end up on the streets. It looks like he’ll lose everything when he finally gets a job interview that he doesn’t even remember applying for.

The pay is good, the benefits are even better, there’s just one catch: He has to get dressed up like a girl if he wants to work there. At least his new boss is nice to him, but she has a secret of her own. A big, throbbing secret between her thighs.
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