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FEMINIZED BY THE LIBRARIAN

Nathan is in trouble. He’s at risk of losing his place on the team and thus losing his scholarship. Coach Winters, the hot, domineering soccer coach, demands he keeps his grades up or he’s out, and he’s not been keeping his grades up.

He’s given an ultimatum, either improve or get off the team. Luckily for Nathan Coach Winters has scheduled him an appointment with one of the college’s librarians to get him some extra tuition. Only the librarian’s methods are rather… unorthodox.

Nathan has worked long and hard to land his place on the college soccer team and earn his scholarship, only now he can feel it all slipping away. Having graduated from his high-school team he’s discovered that he just can’t measure up to the other young men around him.

He’s not as strong or as fast as the other players and it’s getting to him. Worse, his hopes of enjoying the college lifestyle are rapidly deflating since he’s just too awkward and nervous to be able to talk to girls and they’re all more interested in the more masculine players anyway.

With his morale at an all-time low, he’s started to let things slip and his grades are going down, which means he’s at risk of losing his place on the team and losing his scholarship. His Coach, Coach Winters, the hot, intimidating older woman who demands her players keep their grades up, has given Nathan one last chance.

He can either work with a tutor, one of the college’s librarians, or he can get off the team. Knowing that to lose his place on the team would mean having to leave college, Nathan agrees to work with the tutor.

Only the Librarian is nothing like Nathan had been expecting. She’s young, hot, and her methods are… unconventional to say the least. Nathan is out of options though, so when the librarian begins to lead him down a path of gradual feminization and self-discovery what can Nathan do?

Only what Nathan discovers is more than he expected. Who knew panties felt so good, so right, and soon he finds that it’s not just his grades that are improving...

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


One




“What on earth do you call this?”

Coach Winter’s voice was loud and harsh as she waved the sheet of paper at me. I turned pale and froze.

I’d seen her annoyed before, when I’d turned up late to practise or performed poorly at a game, but this was… this was something else. She looked almost furious.

“I was sent this transcript from the education office. It’s your recent grades. This… this is completely unacceptable.” She said.

I could feel the heat in my cheeks, a blush. I hated how little it took to make me blush.

I knew my grades recently hadn’t been great, a side effect of too much partying, but they were, barely, above the minimum standard needed for me to keep a place on the team.

Around me, I could see the rest of the players on the college soccer team staring, and their attention, scrutiny, just made my blush worse. I opened my mouth to speak, but I could tell from the look on my Coach’s face that she was not done talking, or rather, yelling.

“You all know I have strict standards for anyone on my team. Either you keep your grades up or you’re off the team until you get them back up.” She said. “So… what do you call this?”

I was silent for a moment, then realised Coach Winter was waiting for me to answer.

“I… it’s just been a hard semester.” I said. “I… it’s a couple of bad tests, that’s all. I’ll get my grades back up. I promise. And… my grades are still high enough for me to stay on the team.”

Coach stared at me. I felt suddenly unsure. I thought my grades were high enough but suddenly I was not so sure. Maybe they weren’t. Maybe I’d read my recent test results wrong. Maybe…

I had a sudden sense of dread. If my grades were low and I lost my place on the team I’d lose my scholarship. I’d be at risk of losing my place at college.

I’d worked so hard to get this scholarship. I’d worked hard for a place on a good soccer team so I could get into a good college, and now… now I was at risk of losing it all.

“They’re barely high enough for you to stay on the team. One bad test and you’re off. I find that an unacceptable situation. You can’t coast through life like this, scraping by at the bare minimum. I won’t accept that on the field and I won’t accept it off. I expect you to get your grades up or else you’ll be benched until you do. Bare minimum is not enough on my squad, understand?”

Her voice was quieter, but no less stern. She stared at me, waiting. My blush spread over my cheeks, throat, down over my chest. I could hear my blood pumping through my head.

It was always the same. Anytime Coach Winter spoke to me it was the same. It was the same anytime a beautiful woman spoke to me, I would blush bright pink. I just couldn’t help it. I was so awkward around attractive women. I always had been, and it was worse when that woman was as authoritative and powerful as Coach Winter.

As I looked at her—tall and strong, muscular, lean, with a full figure—I couldn’t help but feel a reaction to her attention. She was dressed as she always was, tight, short shorts and a vest, trainers.

Her legs were long, thick, toned, with wide hips and an ass that showed off her fitness, pert and round and peachy. Her waist was trim, her ample cleavage barely showing above the neckline of her low-cut vest, yet it was always her eyes that caught my attention. Those bright blue eyes, beautiful but hard, her face, dazzling, framed by her short-cut blonde hair, the sides and back shaved close in a style that was striking and surprisingly feminine.

Slowly I nodded.

“I… yes. Of course.” I said.

Coach Winter smiled, chuckled.

“Good. But… to make sure you get your grades up I’ve arranged for you to get some private tuition with one of the college librarians. You’ll be there this evening at six, and you’ll work with her until your grades are back up to an acceptable level.”

It was phrased as a statement and I knew what that meant. I didn’t have a choice in the matter. It was work with the tutor, the librarian, to get my grades up, or get kicked off the team and lose my scholarship. And really, that was no choice at all.

“Yes.” I said. “I… of course. Thank you.”

Coach Winter smiled at me.

“Good.”

She turned around, looked to the rest of the team who’d gathered around to watch me get called out. They all suddenly acted like they hadn’t been staring or listening.

“Now, everyone out to practise.” She called

Her tone was sharp, hard, and we all moved with a little more hustle than usual, eager not to attract any more of her attention.
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I made my way down to the library after my last class with a heavy feeling in my chest. I felt dismal, like a failure, but I knew I’d be able to get my grades back up with enough work. Still, being told to go to a tutor felt almost like I wasn’t good enough on my own, like I was a disappointment, and that stung at a deep wound in me.

I’d always been a reasonable student in high school, even though I’d never got the best grades, and I worked hard to get the best grades I could. Though I’d always enjoyed soccer, the only reason I’d worked so hard at it to be good was to get a scholarship to get into college.

Yet, when I’d got to college things had gone off the rails.

In high school, it had been pretty easy to focus on my studies. I’d never had that many friends, and I’d never really been invited to parties. Despite being the school’s star soccer player, people had often overlooked me because I wasn’t what a star soccer player was supposed to look like.

I was short and slight, quiet, awkward. The other players on the team, the traditional jocks, were the ones who got all the attention, who got invited to parties. I, on the other hand, got left alone so I could focus on studying, getting the best grades I could.

So, when I’d come to college, had discovered a world of parties I was invited to since I was part of the soccer team—one of the college's most prestigious teams—I’d thrown myself into it. I’d gone a little wild for the sheer fun of feeling included for once.

I’d also been doing my best to get the attention of the girls. I’d hoped that my place on the college's soccer team would help me attract female attention, but… that had failed.

I was just too awkward around girls, around women. I was too shy and timid to talk to girls, and around pretty girls, girls I was attracted to, I was a mess.

I’d come to accept in high school I was never going to have a girlfriend, but I’d hoped college would be different. So far though it was the same. I was just too stuck, and I had no idea how to get unstuck.

But… that was a problem for later, maybe. In the short term, I had to focus on getting my grades back up, on working with my librarian tutor to get my grades back to a decent level. At least that would keep my mind off girls. Right?
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The library was surprisingly quiet given how early in the day it was, but then, it wasn’t the main library, but rather an out-of-the-way sub-library I’d never even known had existed before. As I stepped into it I could feel the weight of the books around me, shelf after shelf of old tomes, the air heavy with the smell of paper and dust.

As I wandered I felt almost like I was being drawn into a labyrinth. There was no sign of anyone.

“Hello?” I called out, my voice as loud as I dared make it.

It echoed out, making me cringe inwardly, the act of making noise in a library was somehow wrong. The echo, thankfully, died quickly though, swallowed by the density of the books around me.

I walked on and then…

“Hi, Nathan right?” A voice, soft, said.

I turned and then… I froze. I’d figured working with a librarian would be safe. I’d figured it’d be an old, bookish woman, frumpy, wild hair, dishevelled, more interested in reading and sorting books than anything else, yet the woman I saw was… not what I’d been expecting.

“Hi… I… yeah I’m Nathan. Coach Winter sent me.” I managed to mutter.

I could already feel my blush spreading over my face. This was going to be harder than I’d figured.

The librarian smiled, nodded. Her smile was dazzling.

“Yeah. I’ve been expecting you.” She said. “You want to come with me and we can have a chat to see where we should start?”

I just nodded, unable to speak.

She was pretty, beautiful, and, worse, hot. She was in her late twenties, maybe early thirties, slim, wearing a short dress, her bare legs exposed, cute heels.

Her figure was full, with a little body fat, a feminine softness that made her hips and ass look wide and round, and her tits were… magnificent was the only word I could think of. They were large but perky, and I couldn’t help but wonder how heavy they were, how soft. I felt my blush spread down over my neck and tried to stop thinking about it, focussing instead on her smile, her face, but… that was no better.

If her body was hot, then her face was breathtaking.

Her eyes were green, almost emerald, and her face was scattered with pretty freckles, full, soft, rose-pink lips. I couldn’t tell if she was wearing make-up or if she’d mastered the ‘no make-up’ look, but whatever, she was gorgeous, and her fiery red curls fell down to her shoulders, wild and just the right kind of dishevelled.

“Oh, and you can call me Emily.” She said. “Now, follow me. We can grab a coffee and talk.”

She turned and began to walk away before I could reply. I watched as she went, the wiggle of her ass in her short dress, the sway of her hips, the way the hem swished at her smooth, soft thighs.

It was going to be difficult to concentrate with Emily as my tutor, but… I knew I had to get my grades up so I was going to have to try my hardest not to pay attention to how hot she was. It wouldn’t be that difficult, would it?
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Emily made us both a coffee before taking me off to a private study room just off the main library, setting us down at a large table so we could talk. She sat next to me, rather than opposite me, which made me strangely nervous.

She was so gentle and sweet compared to the mannerisms of Coach Winter, but there was something about her that made me anxious. It was more than just how hot she was. It was… it was the way she looked at me, the way she smiled at me.

It was like she was reading me like a book, like she was reading the contents of me. And, more than just reading, she was understanding the contents of me. No one had ever looked at me like that and it was unnerving.

Yet she was so friendly, so sweet and soft, and her hotness was so distracting that eventually, I began to feel enough at ease that I was able to talk without stumbling over my words. She began to ask me questions, at first about my studies, then about me, about my team, about high school. It was like she was interviewing me, probing me, but she was so gentle that I didn’t mind.

“Are… are all these questions really necessary?” I asked after half an hour of talking about my experience at high school, how it had felt, what my life had been like.

Emily had just nodded.

“Absolutely. I want to make sure whatever method I use for tutoring you is best suited to your personality. Knowing about your past I can work out what you’ll respond to best. Being a good tutor isn’t just about knowing things, it's about knowing people too. I spend a lot of time alone in this library, reading, and I’ve got a lot of experience helping people learn, helping people overcome roadblocks. There’s a reason Coach Winter sent you to me. We’ve worked together in the past to great results and I think she read the situation with you correctly. I think I know just how to help you.”

I smiled. Her words were reassuring, her voice comforting. I was doing my best to keep looking at her face, rather than glancing at her exposed, bare, soft, plush thighs. She was so close I could smell the musk of her perfume.

“I… thank you.” I said, meaning it.

The thought of getting my grades back up, keeping my scholarship, and getting back into Coach Winter’s good books was enough motivation, so the thought of getting to spend more time with Emily, the hottest librarian I’d ever seen, was just an extra reward. I smiled, my cheeks still pink.

“Only…” Emily smiled at me.

That word, the way she said it, put me on edge.

“My methods might be a little unconventional. I’m going to need your commitment, upfront, before we even begin, that you’ll do what I say.”

I nodded without hesitating. How unconventional could her methods be? Emily chuckled.

“No, stop to think about it. Don’t just agree.” She said. “But… I suppose I should add that Coach Winter had told me that she considers you working with me as very important. If you refuse then you’ll be at risk of losing your place on the team, and those are her words, not mine.”

Emily spoke so gently that it was almost like her words were meant to reassure, but… they didn’t, and how could they? I was being told I had no choice but to work with her or lose my place on the team and then my scholarship.

Suddenly the thought of unconventional methods became a lot scarier. Yet I was stuck, so...

“I agree.” I said.

Emily smiled at me. What choice did I have?

“Wonderful. In which case, I’ll expect you here at six tomorrow evening.” She said. “I’m already looking forward to working with you.”

I smiled.

“I am too.” I said.

And I was. Yet… there was just something about the way she said it that put me on edge.


Two




I arrived back at the library the next day a few minutes before six and made my way to the private study room where I’d agreed to meet Emily. It had been a long, tiring day so I’d grabbed myself a large coffee on the way from class, not sure how long we were going to be working.

Coach Winter had seemed happy with me at the morning’s practice, delighted that I’d agreed to work with Emily, and she’d told me she was expecting great things from me. Her attention, though warming, had made me bush beetroot and squirm.

Great things was a lot of expectation to live up to…

I knew though that it would just be enough to get my grades up. That was all I was focused on. I’d already made a promise to myself that I was going to forgo parties for a while and give up looking for female attention. I needed to make sure my place on the soccer team, and therefore my scholarship, was secure first. That was my priority, and that meant working with Emily.

As I made my way through the library, which was just as empty as it had been the day before, I smiled to myself. Working closely with Emily wasn’t really that bad at the end of the day. Sure, she was out of my league and a grown woman, she’d never be interested in me, but time with her would be fun.

Maybe I’d even get used to hanging around with beautiful women. Maybe time with Emily would do more than raise my grades. Sure, she was never going to do anything with someone like me, but… maybe if I could get comfortable with her then I could learn to be comfortable around other girls, around other women. Maybe I could learn to be less awkward generally and maybe then I could finally get a girlfriend.

I smiled at that thought, a lightness in my step. As I reached the door to the private study room I took a deep breath, steadying the nerves I had. Then, I reached out and pushed the door open.
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Emily was already in the room waiting for me, working away at a notebook, books piled around her. She looked up at the sound of the door opening and smiled as she saw me.

“Hi, Nathan. I’ve got everything ready for our first session. How about you sit down and we can begin.”

I was frozen. She was wearing glasses. She hadn’t been wearing glasses the day before, but now… she looked even hotter in glasses, though I’d have considered such a thing impossible.

“I… yeah… sure… sit down.” I managed to mumble.

I could feel my blush getting worse. If I could learn to be less nervous around Emily then I knew for certain that I could learn to be less nervous around any girl or woman.

As I stepped into the room, letting the door swing closed behind me, I couldn’t help but notice how she was dressed, a tight-fitting plaid skirt that came to mid-thigh, a white blouse, a dark knitted cardigan, and long socks, a cosy ‘academic’ look that befitted a librarian, but also somehow sexy, befitting an attractive woman like Emily.

The skirt was snug around her hips and ass, and her blouse was tight around her chest, partially unbuttoned to show just a hint of cleavage and… I was sure I could see just a hint of the lace of her bra. My heart began to race. It was black. Were her panties black too?

Emily looked at me, shifting in her chair to uncross and recross her legs, flashing more thigh. I was trying, and failing, not to stare.

As she stared at me I moved to the seat she’d offered and sat down, facing her. It was all I could do not to glance down at her thighs, her tits. I could feel my blush spreading down my neck.

“You look a little nervous.” Emily said, grinning. “Are you?”

I felt my blush worsening. I nodded.

“I… I just know this is important. I know I need to do well, get my grades up, and I guess I’m nervous about that. That’s all.” I said, lying.

Emily stared at me for a moment. Could she tell I was lying? Did she know how attracted to her I was? I did my best to try to calm down, staring at her face.

“Yeah, I guess it's a lot of pressure. Try not to worry though. I know I can help you get your grades up, you just need to trust me, and… I’m pretty sure by the time I’m done Coach Winter is going to be very happy with you.”

Something about the way she said it, so confident and reassuring, helped put me at ease, yet at the same time there was something about her smile that made me nervous. All I could think of was a wolf eyeing an injured deer and in this case, I definitely felt like I was the deer.
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There was little time for me to fret though. All too soon Emily had me working, toiling away at the books, reading and working through exercises, talking with her about my thoughts.

The first subject she’d chosen was literature, which was where I had my lowest grades despite it being one of my favourite subjects. I’d always loved to read, but there was just something I found so difficult about trying to treat it as an academic subject. I could enjoy the things I read, but really breaking them down, answering questions in exams, was hard.

Yet, Emily was patient. She sat with me and gave me her thoughts, talking to me about the characters' motivations, how to empathise with the author and the characters from the book so I could better dissect out themes and metaphors. I did my best to listen to what she said, tried to work with the methods she suggested, but… I just couldn’t get it.

“You really seem to be struggling.” She said towards the end of the second hour. “Do you want to talk about it?”

I nodded, frustrated and exhausted. At this rate, I knew I was going to lose my place on the team.

I took a deep breath, exhaled a long, slow, defeated sigh.

“I just don’t get it. I… I’m just stuck in my own head. I can’t empathise with any of the characters.” I said.

Emily smiled at me, nodded.

“That’s pretty common. You’ve got locked up in yourself. I bet when you think about what the characters think or feel you think about what you’d think or feel in their shoes. You’re forgetting that they have different lived experiences, that they have different lives. You need to be able to think how they feel in their situation, not how you’d feel in their situation.”

I sat with that for a moment, then nodded. It made sense, but…

“How?” I asked. “How am I meant to do that? I mean… all I have is my lived experience. I only know who I am, only know how to be me, so… how am I supposed to know how other people feel.”

Emily smiled, then she chuckled.

“Well, we start with something small. We start with something simple. Why don’t we try to make a connection between you and the protagonist? In this case, it shouldn’t be too hard. She’s around your age and it's a contemporary novel so the setting is similar to things you have experience of. But… obviously, you both are quite different. You’re a young man for a start, who plays on a college soccer team, whereas she’s a young woman who’s trying to find work as an up-and-coming actress.”

I nodded, listening.

“However… I think we can do a few things. For a start, we know this character puts a lot of emphasis on her appearance, on her clothes. Now, I’m not suggesting you start wearing the kinds of outfits she wears in the book, or at least not right away.”

Emily chuckled and I blushed, turning almost beetroot. The character in the book we were discussing was sexually provocative, empowered, someone who was quite comfortable with her body and sexuality, which was another way we differed. I’d never been comfortable with my body, and I’d never even had a chance to be uncomfortable with my sexuality, let alone get comfortable.

“However… I do think there are a few things we can do, if you’re willing to be a little unconventional.”

Emily was grinning. I took a deep breath, nodded.

“Sure.” I said.

After all, how unconventional could it be?
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“You’re joking, right?” I said. “This… this is just a prank? You and Coach Winter are pulling a prank on me. If I do this someone is going to jump out with a camera and take a photo and the whole team is going to laugh at me, right?”

I could feel my heart racing and it felt as if my whole body was blushing. Emily though looked nothing but serious, sat quiet, watching me, with a soft, gentle, reassuring smile. She shook her head.

“No jokes. This is serious. I really do think this will help you.” She said. “And I can promise you no one is going to know. No one is going to jump out with a camera to snap a photo. This is between you and me only. You can go through to my office and lock the door and change there so even I won’t see, but I will want to check.”

Emily chuckled at that, a twinkle in her eye that I couldn’t decipher. I stared at her for a moment and found I was… I was almost believing her. She really was serious?

I turned from her to the items she’d laid out on the table and I felt my head spin.

When Emily had first taken the garments from her bag I hadn’t known what to think and I felt flustered and excited at the same time. I’d never really seen women’s underwear up close, and the thought that she was showing me her underwear was too much for my poor brain, but then she’d explained it.

“These panties and these pantihose are for you. I want you to wear them for me. Well, not for me, but just wear them. Wear them under your clothes for a few days to see how they feel. It’s to help you understand more how women feel and that can act as a bridge between you and the protagonist.” She’d said.

It seemed almost unreal, but I was beginning to believe she was serious.

“Honestly, I think it’ll help you. I know it seems small, but being able to feel something outside of your lived experience as a man will allow you to start to empathise with a more feminine life. It’ll help you understand her character and once you start to connect with a more feminine mindset it’ll begin to snowball I’m certain.”

The words hung in my head. Feminine mindset. What did that even mean? In order to get better grades I had to wear panties and pantihose? I wanted to refuse, but I knew I didn’t have much of a choice.

I stared at the panties, pink, silk and lace, tiny—they were so different to the underwear I normally wore—and felt my body throb, my blush so intense I thought my face might catch on fire. Next, after the panties, were the pantihose, sheer, tan. I’d seen pantihose before, obviously, but I’d never really paid much attention to them. I’d always wondered how they felt, what it would be like to feel legs in pantihose. They always looked so soft and satiny.

Now though I knew I was going to find out exactly how they felt. It just wasn't going to be how I’d thought I’d find out, because I was going to be the one wearing them. I took a deep breath then sighed, nodded.

“Fine.” I said. “I’ll wear them.”

Emily beamed at me.

“Fantastic. And… I really do think this will help you.” She said. “Why don’t you go through to my office now and put them on.”

My heart thundered. There was no point arguing. I leaned over to pick the underwear up and I was surprised, and a little delighted, to discover how soft and feminine they felt.
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The door to Emily’s office clicked, and I turned to check the lock, making sure I wouldn’t be disturbed. I still couldn’t believe I’d agreed to it, but… I had.

I had little choice. It was go along with her strange methods in the hopes of getting better grades, or I’d lose my place on the team, disappointing Coach Winter, and thus lose my scholarship. I couldn’t lose my scholarship, not after I’d worked so hard for it, and the thought of disappointing Coach Winter made me feel awful. So… I was going to have to wear the panties.

“Who knows… maybe they’ll work?” I said, quietly, chuckling.

I had little faith in the idea, but nothing else had worked so far. It was like I’d hit a block, and though the extra work had helped a bit, it wasn’t enough. I needed to get my grades back up fast, so… maybe extreme methods weren’t such a bad idea.

I had the panties and the pantihose in one hand, and I still couldn’t get over how soft they felt. The material of the panties was so silky and sensual, delicate. They felt so different to my usual underwear, heavy, coarse cotton, baggy.

And then there was the pantihose. I’d never felt pantihose before, had often wondered what they’d feel like and… they were so much lighter than I’d ever imagined. They weighed almost nothing, like gossamer, and were so thin and fine and stretchy. I was already wondering what it would feel like to wear them, part of me was almost… excited.

Why was I excited? What was wrong with me?

I shook my head to clear my thoughts, and got on with getting changed. I put the panties and the pantihose down on the desk and began to strip off my shoes, socks, trousers, and underwear.

I couldn’t stop blushing, the act of getting undressed in Emily’s office embarrassing but also invigorating, thrilling. I felt a shiver run along my spine, and my cock throbbed, my blush so bad I could feel my entire body burning.

I had to focus though. I had to get dressed. So, I picked up the panties, and I put one foot in, then the other, before pulling them up.

The caress of the soft material was… like nothing I’d experienced before, soft, sensual, delicate, feminine. It made my whole body ache in a way that was unfamiliar and new, but also…good.

I pulled them up over my thighs, tugged them up over my hips and ass, and gave a small wiggle as I pulled them into place.

They were so small compared to my usual underwear, so soft, and they fit me surprisingly well, even containing my cock though it had become slightly hard from the giddy rush of sensation. I looked down and… giggled.

They were so skimpy, and kinda sexy. High-cut around the leg and butt, they showed off a lot of ass and thigh, and I couldn’t help but feel almost good in them. No wonder the character in the book was so confident with her sexuality. With this kind of underwear on anyone would feel confident in their body and their sexuality.

And then it clicked. I’d literally just put the panties on and already I could empathise with the character and how she felt. Already I felt more confident, almost empowered. Just a pair of panties and I felt… good about myself. It was incredible. Maybe the process, as strange as it was, would work.

So, it was with a smile that I picked up the pantihose.

They were harder to put on than the panties, the material strange and like nothing I’d handled before. I bunched up the legs like socks, and slipped one foot in, pulling the leg up my calf slightly before putting my second foot in. Then I began the job of pulling them up all the way.

The material was stretchy, clingy, and soft. There was something almost comforting about the way it seemed to shape my legs, something sensual and alluring, something exciting.

I pulled them higher, smiling at the sensation, and finally tugged them up over my thighs before pulling them up around my ass and hips. With the pantihose on I felt… even better than before.

Giggling, grinning, I wiggled my hips slightly, loving how my body was so soft, so defined. I really was beginning to understand how the woman in the book could feel so empowered and sexual. Even I, with no confidence and no experience, felt empowered, and all it took was a pair of panties and some pantihose. Maybe… maybe this wasn’t such a wild plan. Maybe this really was going to help me.

With the pantihose in place I couldn’t resist seeing what they felt like to touch, so… I reached down and ran my hands over my thighs. It was electric. My thighs felt so soft, delicate.

Was that what it felt like to touch a girl wearing pantihose? I had a few leg hairs which made my legs not quite as soft as a girl's would have been, but I’d never been that hairy. The thought of softer thighs made me smile.

And… more than just how my legs felt to touch, my legs felt good to touch too. The feeling of being touched through the pantihose was like nothing I’d felt before. There was a fluttering in my belly, a lightness in my chest. It was almost… addictive.

I let my hands roam, up, around my hips, to my ass. My pantihose-clad ass. I squeezed. It really did feel good. I bit my bottom lip to keep from moaning, my cock throbbing, and then I remembered…

Emily was waiting for me.

I pulled my hand sharply. Blushing as I realised what I had been doing.

I reached out to grab my clothes, dressing hurriedly, pulling on my trousers, socks, shoes, before stuffing my old, boy underwear into my pocket. Taking a deep breath to calm down, I turned to the door, unlocked it, and headed back to the study room to meet Emily.





Three




I’d spent almost the entire day in panties and pantihose. The only time I’d taken them off was just before practice so that the rest of the team would see me wearing my boy underwear when I got changed, but I’d been sure to put them on shortly after, slipping away to the toilets to change.

I knew I could have gotten away with not wearing them. Who was going to check? Emily had no way of knowing outside of our study sessions what I was wearing, but…

I didn’t want to cheat her system. She’d told me to wear them, and I wanted to do as she said. She was trying to help me, trying to help me get better grades, and I wanted to work with her, not against her.

So, I did as she said. I kept wearing the panties and the pantihose. I’d even worn them while I’d slept, the silky material sending shivers along my spine as I’d shifted and squirmed under my covers, the pantihose rubbing against my sheets.

I really did think it was working too. In the beginning, as I left the study session and the library, I’d been nervous. What if people realised? What if people could tell?

I walked slowly, carefully, hyper-aware of how the underwear felt under my normal clothes, the panties and pantihose. Was I walking differently? It felt like I was walking differently.

I could feel the sway of my hips and ass far more than I ever had before, and the way the material of my trousers brushed against the fabric of the pantihose was very distracting.

But… no one seemed to notice. No one seemed to notice anything different. I wondered if it was all in my head, but that wasn’t quite right. I really could feel the difference, a subtle change in my mood, how I moved, and it was… it was very real. Even if it were just in my head it was real.

After all, thoughts were real. Ideas could become reality. There was the placebo effect. I knew that thoughts and feelings had an impact on the real world, so… maybe that was what this was?

Or maybe wearing panties and pantihose really was making me move differently? Maybe they made my body feel different so it acted differently? Or maybe it was both?

I didn’t know. What I did know though was that wearing the panties and pantihose for an entire day was having an effect on me. My initial timidity began to lift and I began to feel almost… confident.

I’d never felt confident before. Had never felt good about myself, but wearing girly underwear made me feel sensual and soft, made me feel good, made me feel attractive. I began to connect with the protagonist in the book, the woman who was bold and confident, empowered by her sexuality.

True, I had nowhere near the experience she had—as in I had zero experience—but still, I began to relate to her. I began to feel bold and confident, standing up taller, walking with a certain stride, and I could feel my body getting lighter. I even noticed, a few times, that I was able to look at a cute girl and smile without blushing. Was that all due to the fact I was wearing girly underwear? Was just some underwear able to have that effect on me?

I smiled at the thought. If it was having that much of an effect on me then I couldn’t wait to see how it was going to improve my grades.

[image: ]

“No, that’s still not right.” Emily said. “It’s better, but you’re still not getting it.”

I watched her as she read over my recent work. She was wearing a short dress, with a floral print, that hugged her body, and… I was sure those were stockings since I could just about see the lacy top and maybe even the barest hint of suspender straps.

It had been difficult to focus during our study session with her looking so hot, and with me in feminine underwear, but I’d done my best and I’d figured I’d done a pretty good job. Wearing the underwear for the past day really had helped me connect with the character and I thought I’d used that to good effect, being able to empathise with her thought process, how she might react, what she was going through during the book.

So… I was kinda crushed to hear it still wasn’t right.

“I don’t want you to be disappointed though. This is a big improvement and a clear sign that my method is working, so we can’t give up, understand? I don’t want you to become demotivated. I just… I know you can do better.” She said.

I nodded, trying to smile. I was demotivated by her comments, but I tried to take the praise she’d given me to heart. I was doing better, and clearly wearing the panties and pantihose had some effect, yet… it still wasn’t good enough.

“I think I know what’ll help though.” Emily said. “Though… it’s maybe a little bit more extreme than you’re willing to go for. I guess it’s up to you though. Either we try it and see if it works, and I really think it’ll help you, or we can give up.”

She was smiling, yet the threat of her words hung over me. I had no idea what extreme meant to her. I was already wearing panties and pantihose. How much more extreme could it get?

But at the same time giving up wasn’t an option. I needed to get my grades up, needed to keep my place on the team, needed to keep my scholarship. So…

“Maybe we can… we can try it? See if it helps?” I said.

I tried, rather unsuccessfully, to hide how nervous I was. Emily smiled, reassuring, beautiful.

“I think you made the right choice.” She said. “Now, come with me and we can get started.”

As she rose to her feet she moved to the door, opened it, stopped, turned to face me. She was waiting for me. I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then moved to follow her. I had no idea what I’d agreed to, but I was committed to seeing it through.
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“Now, I know this is going to sound unconventional but I’m going to need you to strip naked.” Emily said.

We were in her office together, the door locked. We were alone.

Her words were flat, neutral, almost matter-of-fact. They hit hard though, like a slap to the face. I felt my blush, which hadn’t been that bad so far, flare brightly. I wanted the ground to swallow me up whole. Naked? There was no way I could…

“I can see you’re nervous and shy, but… I think that’s one of the reasons this will help you. Don’t think I haven’t noticed you looking at me. I can see how flustered you’ve been getting around me. I think this will help break the ice between us. You doing this will mean us working together will be less awkward for you.”

I stared at her, blinked, stunned. I’d been so careful not to stare at her yet still… I had been? She’d noticed?

“I wonder… do you have any experience with girls? Or boys? Or are you… are you still a virgin?”

The question was said so calmly, neutral. I knew there was no judgment in it, just quiet curiosity, my tutor trying to understand me, but still, it caused a flare of uncomfortable emotions. I turned bright red and worried my hair might catch on fire. I couldn’t speak and my heart was racing so I just nodded.

Emily smiled, kindly.

“I wondered. That makes sense. Well, I definitely think this will help then. If you can survive being naked around me for this then you’ll be even more comfortable around me with your clothes on. Makes sense, right?”

I thought about it. There was, at its core, an odd logic to it.

“So… that’s all this is? Me getting naked? And then… then I get dressed again?”

Emily just smiled at me, then shook her head.

“Oh, no. Getting naked is just the first but after that we… well, how about you get naked first. I don’t want to scare you.”

Her smile was calm, gentle, and I could tell from her tone she was teasing, yet at the same time, the words sent a shiver of almost fear along my spine, a fear that was… exciting. Emily watched me, waiting, and I realised what was expected of me. I could either leave, or strip. I chose to strip.

Slowly I began to get undressed. With shaking hands, while Emily watched, I peeled off my shoes, socks.

My blush was so fierce I felt like I was burning, fevered, yet at the same time, there was something almost titillating about the sensation, the fact I was being watched by the hot librarian. Sure I’d been naked in the showers around teammates, but this was different. This was a woman, a hot woman, and her attention was focused on me.

As she watched I peeled off my trousers, stripped off my t-shirt. I was stood in front of her in just panties and pantihose.

“You look cute, but… underwear too.” Emily said.

I was too flustered to speak, but I nodded, stripped further. I peeled down my pantihose, dropped them to the side, then stood in my panties. I took a deep breath, lifted my hands to the waist, and then… tugged them down, dropped them to the floor, kicking them off my feet as I used my hands to cover my cock.

I couldn’t even look at Emily. I stared down at the floor and I could see how my blush had spread across my chest. There was a moment of quiet.

“There, that’s not so bad is it?”

I took a deep, slow breath, exhaled. It… it wasn’t that bad. I was still alive, though my heart was racing so fast it felt like it was trying to break out of the cage of my ribs.

“Now, are you ready for step two?” Emily said.

I nodded, slowly.

“Good. You just stand there and I can get started.”

I kept looking at the floor, heard her rummage in her desk for something, and then… I heard a mechanical buzzing.

“This might hurt though.” She said. “But I’ll be worth it, I promise.”

And then I heard footsteps.
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Emily had taken a small, handheld electric device out of her desk and was walking towards me with me. It looked a little like an electric razor, only the head was spinning in a way that was unfamiliar.

“This is an epilator.” Emily said. “You’ve probably never used one before, but… they’re very useful, just a little painful in the beginning. With this, I’ll be able to help you get rid of all that body hair. It’s going to pluck all your hairs out.”

My eyes went wide.

“I… what? What?”

As she walked towards me I stepped backwards, trying to keep the distance between us, but she kept coming.

“I’ve seen you fidgeting. It’s clear the pantihose are not as comfortable as they could be and that’s probably because you’re wearing them on hairy legs. This will fix that. Plus… being smooth will just help deepen your connection with the main character, and isn’t that what we’re aiming for? We’re trying to help you understand the perspective of a sexually empowered woman, help you know what it feels like to be a hot, sexually empowered young woman, right? So… doesn’t this make sense?”

Emily’s words were slow, reassuring, but the way she kept coming at me with the epilator in her hand made me nervous. What she said made sense though, and I knew it was either go along with her wild plan or quit, and lose everything. So, what choice did I have?

Yet at the same time, there was something about her choice of words that struck me, almost called to me. The panties and pantihose had felt good, had made me feel good. What would they feel like on a smooth body? What was it like to be a hot, sexy woman?

I was curious. I was really curious. So… I stopped retreating and stayed still. Emily grinned at me.

“Good. Now, this will hurt a little, but I’ll be over faster if you don’t move a lot. I’ll go as quickly as I can.” She said.

As she got close she dropped to her knees in front of me, and she set to work.
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It was more painful than I had expected, but not quite as painful as I’d feared—though it was close.

Emily moved quickly, efficiently, and worked to run the small electric device over my feet, calves, knees. A couple of times in the beginning I flinched but when she told me if I kept doing that I’d likely get hurt I soon forced myself to stay still.

The pain was almost fiery, like biting ants, but after a while it began to face. She ran the device over my knees, thighs, pulling the skin tight to make sure she got every last hair, and I kept my hands over my cock to hide my modesty.

She was right too, about me becoming more comfortable. Having the hot librarian kneel in front of me while I was naked, working to make me smooth, was such a strange experience that soon I forgot to be embarrassed or shy. The pain helped with that, my head throbbing and spinning.

Once she was done with my legs she worked on my chest and belly, even making me turn around so she could get to my butt, working the device over the cheeks to make me perfectly smooth and soft, as she put it.

It was… oddly thrilling, though painful. By the end, I was relieved, my body tingling, and as Emily shut off the device I sighed.

“There, all done with the painful part, just one more thing.” She said.

I looked down at her, frowning. She smiled.

“You’re still hairy in a couple of places. We need to fix that.” She said.

As she spoke she nodded to my hands, my cock. She'd not gone near my cock or balls with the epilator—a fact for which I was very grateful.

“We need to get everywhere.” Emily said. “Which means you need to drop your hands.”

She smiled at me. She was serious. She really was going to make me smooth everywhere.

I took a moment, composing myself. The hot librarian was going to see my cock. She was going to make my cock smooth. I… I took a breath and dropped my hands as I exhaled.

“There. Not so bad now is it? And now when we work together, you with your clothes on, maybe you’ll feel more comfortable?”

Her voice was soft, comforting. There was no mockery, no judgement, no shaming. Just… kindness. It was almost anticlimactic. Then she picked up an object I recognised. An electric razor.

“Now, don’t move. I’d hate to knick you.” She said.

And she clicked the razor on.
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It took Emily only a few minutes to finish the job, shaving my cock, balls, and even my butt-crack. I was smooth everywhere. I looked down at myself and the change was almost breathtaking. My skin looked a little pink in places from the epilator but there was no denying the difference it had made.

I was soft, smooth, hairless. I looked good. I looked attractive.

I’d never really liked my body, but suddenly I felt… I felt good about myself. I wondered how it would feel to put the panties on, the pantihose. I wondered how I’d look. I smiled, a fluttering in my chest.

“Now, just stand there while I moisturise you. Epilating can be hard on the skin so this will help you feel and look better faster.” Emily said.

Before I could do anything she grabbed a tub of moisturising cream and she began smearing it on her hands before running her hands over my legs. The cream was cold, but on the burning soreness of my legs it was heaven.

Her hands wandered, rubbing the cream into my skin, and it was all I could do to keep from moaning. It felt good. No, not good. It felt amazing.

“Just relax. Just this and one more thing then we’re done for the day. I really do think this will help you.” Emily said.

I could only half hear her though. I was too focused on the sensation of her touch to listen. Her hands worked the cream over my calves, knees, thighs, caressing me. Having me made smooth it was like my entire body was suddenly so much more sensitive, capable of so much more pleasure.

“Feels nice, right?” Emily asked.

I nodded, my eyes half closed. Her touch was so gentle, so pleasant, I couldn’t help but relax. I could feel myself unwinding. Sure I was naked in front of my hot librarian tutor, and she was touching me with slippery hands, but it felt so good that I was incapable of feeling shy or nervous.

“I can tell you’re enjoying it.” She said.

Her tone was amused, a subtle note I didn’t catch, and then…

I felt her hand run up my thigh, stroking, to my cock, fingers wrapping around it. I gasped, a bright sensation of pleasure, her hand so gentle on my smooth, hairless cock.

I opened my eyes, looked down, and the sight…

Emily was on her knees, in front of me, stroking my cock, slick with moisturiser. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

“You definitely seem to be enjoying this.” She said, smirking.

And then she began to stroke. Her hand, gripping me firmly, worked up and down my hard cock, slick, slippery.

It felt… it felt like nothing I could have imagined. I touched myself before, of course, but this… the hot librarian, on her knees, caressing my smooth body, sensitive, pleasure, delight… it made my head spin.

I moaned, thrust my hips, working my cock into her grip. I never could have imagined she’d be into me, would want to touch me, but she was, and… I was close.

“That’s it. Cum for me. I can feel you’re close. I can feel your dick throbbing. You want to cum, don’t you?” She said.

I nodded. I really wanted to cum.

“Then cum.” Emily said.

She stroked harder, faster, hand slick up and down. I felt my cock swelling, throbbing, balls tightening, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming, hard.

Emily moved quickly, cupping her free hand over the head of my cock to keep me from making a mess, teasing me to milk as much pleasure from me as possible. I watched her, the smile, the sparkle in her eyes, and just seeing her made me cum even harder.

“That’s it, let it all out. Cum for me. Cum hard for me.”

Her words made me thrust, cumming over and over and over until finally my climax was done. She kept stroking though, teasing my overly sensitive cock until finally I began to soften.

Emily smiled up at me.

“You enjoy that?” She asked.

I nodded, too overcome to be able to speak. I felt… amazing.

“Now, just one final detail to attend to, then you can get dressed.” She said.

I was fuzzy-headed, dizzy from cumming so hard. I watched as she went to wipe her hand on some tissues on her desk, then moved to rummage in a drawer.

She was really hot and she’d just made me cum. I smiled, not quite sure what was going on, but I was happy.


Four




The panties and pantihose on their own had been bad enough. They’d been distracting, constantly teasing me, an awareness of my body, but they’d also felt good.

They’d made me feel good about myself, empowered and hot in a way I’d never felt before, but I’d been able to cope with the strange sensations because they weren’t too intense.

However, wearing panties and pantihose over smooth skin was a whole new level of sensation…

My body, delicate and soft now, was so much more sensitive than anything I’d felt before. The slightest touch sent shivers up my spine, so having to wear panties and pantihose all day just kept me constantly distracted and excited in a way that was new and flustering and… kinda fun.

On top of that, the fact that I was now smooth seemed to only amplify the effect of wearing feminine underwear. I could feel the sway in my hips and the wiggle in my ass getting worse, and the fluttering with each step made me smile in a way I’d not really smiled before.

Friends noticed this, made comments, asking me why I was so happy, and I made excuses. How was I supposed to tell them that my hot librarian tutor had me wearing panties and pantihose over smooth legs?

It wasn’t just the physical effects that had been magnified either. I could feel the mental effects getting worse too… though I wasn’t sure that was a bad thing.

I felt more confident than I’d ever felt before, which seemed strange to me, but then… why wouldn’t I feel confident given how hot I’d looked with smooth legs in the panties and the pantihose. I normally hated my body, but being smooth, wearing feminine underwear, I felt good about myself in a way I’d never felt before. I felt hot and sexy and powerful.

Plus, Emily, the hottest woman I’d ever met, had made me cum. She’d made me cum. I knew, technically, I was still a virgin, but that experience made me feel even more emboldened and empowered. I really was beginning to empathise with the lead in the book.

There was just one, tiny problem. One thing that left me feeling unsure about the whole situation.

The cage. The metal cage Emily had locked on me after I’d cum.

My head had been spinning, fuzzy, full of hormones from my climax, and I couldn’t stop smiling. I’d just watched as she’d got the strange object out of her desk drawer, had stared blankly at it as she had carried it towards me.

It was so small, seemed so harmless, silver bars twisted into a strange shape that seemed almost familiar, a little heart-shaped padlock.

I’d stared at it, blankly. Emily had smiled.

“Still happy to go along with my plan?” She asked.

I’d nodded. She’d just made me cum. She’d just made me cum harder than I’d ever cum before. There was no way I could say no.

Her smile had widened and, without another word, she knelt down to fit the cage to my cock.

She’d moved so fast that I’d not even realised what was happening. My cock was fully soft after cumming, and the cage was a tight fit, almost painful, squashing me almost flat. She fitted it tightly and then… there was a sharp, metallic click.

“All done.” She’d said, patting the cage gently.

I’d stared down at myself, realisation dawning. I was caged. My cock was caged.

“That’ll help you empathise with the protagonist I think.” Emily had said. “Plus… you’ll only get to cum when you get your grades up.”

She’d giggled. My head had spun.

“That should motivate you too. Right?”

I’d stared at her. It was clear she was being serious. I’d nodded, slowly. Already my cock was throbbing, aching. How was I going to survive?
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Spending the day smooth, in panties, pantihose, was a special kind of delicious agony, a distracting delight, but it was one I could have coped with, probably even enjoyed, if not the cage Emily had fitted over my cock.

As it was the cage made me hyper-aware of my situation, my predicament. Every step I could feel the weight of it. Whenever I was daydreaming, thinking about how I looked in the panties and pantihose, pressing my thighs together absent-mindedly, I could feel my cock throb, aching as it tried, and failed to harden.

It was agony. A special kind of agony that just got worse, because the agony was actually kinda turning me on. The panties and pantihose were bad enough, the smooth body an extra twist, but the cage… the cage just tipped me over the edge. I was a mess.

Yet at the same time, I felt better than I ever had before. I felt good about myself in a way I never had before.

I noticed it in small ways at first, feeling less self-conscious, walking with more confidence, but also… I was blushing less. I was blushing a lot less. I was able to look at girls, smile, without turning bright pink, and I was even able to say hi to a couple of girls I kinda knew without becoming a flustered mess.

It was a wild experience. I knew, if anything, I should have been more flustered and embarrassed because of my situation. I was smooth, in panties, pantihose, and I was caged. What if people knew? What if people found out?

Surely I should have been self-conscious, shy, timid, awkward… or at least more of those than normal. Instead, I felt more confident. I felt attractive, bold, empowered, cute.

Maybe some of it was due to the fact that Emily had made me cum, that such an attractive woman had made me cum, but that couldn’t be all of it, could it? Was it possible that the panties, pantihose, the cage, and being smooth, were making me feel better about myself? Or was it just me connecting with the female lead in the book, connecting with her confidence, her empowerment, her sexuality?

I was confused, but… I was happy. I was really happy, in a way I’d not been in a long time. So it was with a big smile on my face that I turned up to the evening’s study session with Emily.
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Emily was wearing a short, fitted dress, in dark grey, the fabric hugging every inch of her body, and I felt my cock throb as I looked at her. Her hips, her ass, and her tits were all very clearly defined. How was it possible for a woman to have such a perfect figure?

The dress was so short that as she shifted in her seat I was sure I caught a glimpse of her panties, black against the smooth, soft, pale flesh of her thighs. The thought made my body throb, a sharp pain in my groin as my cock tried to swell but could not, crushed by the cage.

“Are you okay there Nathan?” Emily asked, smirking.

Her smile suggested she knew exactly what she was doing. She was toying with me.

Before I’d have denied it as wishful thinking but now, after yesterday, how could I? She’d made me cum, had touched my cock and made me cum, had teased me until I’d cum in her hand, and then she’d caged me. Clearly, she was okay then with just teasing me.

My head spun, yet… my blush was far less intense than I’d have expected. There was a warmth to my cheeks, but I wasn’t completely overwhelmed like I would have been in the past, and if anything I just felt kinda… good.

I was excited, aware my hot librarian tutor was teasing me, and… it felt good. I felt almost confident, empowered, hot in a strange way. I smiled, and… I made no attempt to look away from the glimpse of Emily’s panties.

“I… yeah, I’m okay.” I said, voice wavering. “Better for seeing you.”

Was I flirting back? I was… I was, for the first time in my life, flirting with a hot woman without having a complete meltdown. What was happening to me?

Emily chuckled.

“Someone is clearly feeling different after yesterday. Before you could barely even look at me, but now… not only are you quite openly staring at my legs, and my panties, but you’re also flirting with me.”

I felt my blush deepen as she spoke, but only a little.

“Don’t worry though, I like it. This new confidence suits you. I told you I thought it would all help, didn’t I? And… do you think it’s helping?”

The question hung. Was it helping?

Had her seeing me naked helped me grow my confidence? Had her making me smooth helped me? Had her making me cum helped me?

Or was it the panties, the pantihose, being able to better connect with the woman in the book, channelling that empowered sexuality? Was it the underwear and the cage, feeling attractive and cute for the first time in my life?

It was all so confusing. Girly underwear should have been embarrassing, right? Yet… it wasn’t.

In the beginning, I’d figured Emily was playing a joke on me, a cruel prank, but there’d been none of that. She had just been kind, reassuring, and gentle, which had made it much easier for me to lean into her plan.

And… there was the fact that I felt no humiliation or shame in wearing the panties and the pantihose. I felt nothing bad from being smooth, dressing in feminine underwear. I’d have thought I’d have found it humbling, flustering, but… it was the opposite. I felt better with the girly underwear on under my clothes. Why?

I didn’t have time to work it all out though. I had my grades to focus on, so… I just nodded, smiling.

“Yeah, I do think it’s helping.” I said.

“And are you enjoying it?” Emily asked.

That question felt more pointed than I’d expected. I dwelled on it for a moment. Was I enjoying it all? I had enjoyed parts, especially her making me cum, but…

I nodded again.

“Yeah. I mean… in a way. It’s not what I was expecting, but I’m leaning into it and I’m trusting you. I… it’s fun. Kinda.”

“Just kinda?” Emily said, chuckling.

I smiled.

“Well, I’m still getting used to it all.” I said.

She smiled at me, nodded.

“Fair. Now, why don’t you sit down? I want to see if your performance has improved following yesterday.”

I smiled. I felt confident. I was hopeful. With a spring in my step, I moved to sit beside the hot librarian and we began to work.
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“I’m impressed!” Emily said. “You’ve really improved.”

I beamed at her praise. I could feel the difference in me, the change. It was like things were finally beginning to click.

“I think if you answer questions like this in the exam then you’ll definitely be able to get your marks up. But…”

Emily paused, smiling. I felt my gut sink.

“… I think you can do better.”

“But you said…”

Emily raised a hand to silence me.

“Let me finish. The work you just did is good enough. If you’re willing to accept good enough then we can end it here and you can just keep working as you are. But… I know you can do better. I think you just need one more push to really help you break through whatever barriers you’re facing. However, it’s your choice. I want to help you. I want to help you be the best you you can be, but… it’s up to you. Either way, I’m going to let Coach Winter know that I’m happy with your performance so you don’t need to worry about your place on the team or your scholarship. It’s just… do you want to be good enough, or do you want to see just what you’re capable of? Do you want to reach your full potential?”

Emily was smiling as she spoke, her voice soft and calm and neutral. I considered her words, then smiled back.

“I… I want to reach my full potential.” I said. “I don’t want to settle for good enough.”

I meant it. Plus, as wild as Emily’s process had been, I was curious just what she might have planned next.


Five




“Put this on.” Emily said.

I blinked as I looked at what she was offering me. I giggled, flustered, head spinning. I could feel a tide of emotions and feelings surge.

“I…”

“You said you wanted to reach your full potential. I think this is what you need.” She said. “Trust me.”

I took a deep breath, nodded. I took the outfit she was offering me.

“You can keep the panties and pantihose you’re wearing on though.” She said.

She stood there watching me, waiting. It was clear she expected me to change in front of her. My cage ached as I felt a surge of unfamiliar feelings, a sense of bright joy fluttering in my gut.

Emily had given me a skirt, pleated, red and black plaid, and a cute blouse, white. It was almost like a schoolgirl's outfit, only the kind someone would wear to a sexy party. Just looking at it made me excited. I wondered how it would feel to wear something like that. I wondered how I would look.

I knew that there was only one way to find out.

So, with Emily watching me, I began to strip out of my clothes, stripped down to just my underwear, my panties and pantihose. Then I pulled on the skirt, slipping it up my pantihose-clad legs, wiggling my hips as I pulled it into place. I loved the way it flared out around my thighs, brushing against the skin.

It made me feel cute, and pretty. After the skirt I slipped on the blouse, momentarily confused because the buttons were on the wrong side.

The blouse was tight, fitted, and the buttons didn’t fasten all the way to the collar, instead leaving it gaping slightly to show off my collarbones and my chest, with short sleeves to show off my arms. It was surprisingly feminizing.

It had looked a lot like a shirt, but it was cut differently, and the way it fit my body—my slim, slight, petite body—made me look… like a girl. I giggled as I looked down at myself. Without thinking I wiggled my hips and ass, making the skirt flare out.

I felt… good. Why did it feel so good? Was it just being able to connect to the character in the book, channelling her empowerment, her confidence, or was it… was it something more?

“And… one last thing.”

I looked up as Emily spoke. I’d been staring at my skirt, my body, admiring how hot and cute I looked. When I saw what she was holding out I felt no uncertainty, just… excitement.

She was offering me heels. She was offering me cute, sexy heels. I took them and put them on.

The change was immediate. The way the heels made me stand, the way they made my ass stick out, made wiggling my hips more provocative, was startling. To think just clothes and shoes could do so much to my body, to my mind, to my soul. It was like… something was seeping into me, corrupting me, uplifting me. I felt…

“You look good.” Emily said. “Cute. Pretty. Kinda hot.”

I giggled, blushing, but… it wasn’t like before. This blush felt good, an excited shyness that was more exhilarating than crushing.

I gave even more wiggle, shaking my hips and ass, posing. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but… it felt amazing. There was a dull ache in my cock, the cage crushing me, but even that felt kinda empowering.

I was hot.

“How do you feel?” Emily asked.

I smiled, the words coming easily.

“I feel good.” I said. “I… I feel amazing.”

“I thought you would.” Emily said. “Now… are you ready for the final step?”

I blinked. Final step?

“I thought… I figured this was the final part?”

Emily smiled, chuckled, shook her head.

“Oh no, this is just the beginning.” She said.

And with that, she took a step towards me.
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Emily closed the distance between us in just a few steps, moved in close, and I felt my heart hammering in my chest. The way she looked at me made my body flare hot. It was the same way she’d looked at me the day before when she’d touched me, touched my cock, had made me cum.

“Remember though… you just have to say stop and we will. This is your choice. You’re already good enough, this is just to help you unlock your full potential.”

I nodded, mute. What was she going to do? What was going to happen? What…

And then all questions left my head as she kissed me. Emily kissed me, hard. It was the first time I’d ever been kissed.

I melted as her lips met mine, her tongue pressing into my mouth. I moaned, and I felt her hands grab my waist, pulling me in close, reaching around to grab and grope my ass. She squeezed, hard, making me gasp into the kiss. I wiggled into her grip, encouraging her to squeeze hard. She ground her body into me, her tits pressing into my chest, and I reached around to grab her ass.

She was the hottest woman I’d ever known and… she was my first kiss, my first experience of a woman. I wondered, excitedly, how far this was going to go.

Was she just teasing me, toying with me, or was she going to make me cum?

I didn’t dwell too long on the question though. I was too into the kiss, the way Emily’s body felt. My cock throbbed, hard, insistent, trying in vain to harden, a dull ache and agony in my belly that was kinda hot.

The ache in my cock was just an insistent reminder of my situation. I was caged, in panties and pantihose, smooth, dressed like a sexy schoolgirl in heels. I was cute.

I felt… empowered, sexy, and kinda slutty. I let that energy out, let it flow, and I kissed Emily back hard, my tongue meeting hers, her spit in my mouth, mine in hers.

I could feel heat rising in me, lust, a fire I’d never known before. I’d always been so scared around girls and women, but now… now I felt confident, I felt bold, I felt… hot.

Emily pulled back, breaking the kiss, looked me in the eye.

“You’re cute.” She said. “Now, are you willing to be a good girl for me?”

The words spun in my head. I was… I was a good girl?

I nodded. Emily smiled. Slowly she let one hand roam up my back until it gripped the back of my neck. She gripped me tight.

“Well?” She asked.

I nodded, slowly. Her smile widened. And then… she pressed me down, began to force me to my knees in front of her.
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“It’s time to finally help you reach your full potential.” Emily said.

I was kneeling in front of her, dressed like a schoolgirl, in panties, pantihose, heels. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I was so horny I could barely think.

“Lift my skirt up.” She said.

I nodded, did as I was told. I felt my heart fluttering. Slowly I reached out and let my hands roam up Emily’s legs. Her soft, smooth, plush thighs. I began to peel the hem of her skirt up.

I’d never been intimate with a woman before, had never pleasured a woman. I wasn’t sure how to do it, but… I wanted to. I wanted to be a good girl.

I lifted Emily's skirt higher, her thighs pressed together, and I peeled it up until I exposed her panties, black, silk, lace. I could see her panties. My cock throbbed, hard, aching.

“Now… pull my panties down.” She said, smiling down at me.

I giggled, nervous, did as she said.

It was difficult given her thighs were pressed together, but I managed it, tugging them gently, exposing the trimmed push of her pubic hair, as red as the hair on her head. Her cunt was hidden from view given the way she was standing, legs together, but I could smell the musk of her.

I dropped her panties to the floor, slipped them off her feet, then knelt, waiting. Emily smiled down at me.

“Ready to be my good girl?” She asked.

I nodded, looking up into her dazzling green eyes. Slowly she parted her legs. I looked down, to her crotch, and…

My eyes went wide as her cock swung free.

Her cock, already partially hard. Her thick, fat, throbbing cock. I watched as it got harder, longer, thicker.

Emily had a cock. She had a… a beautiful throbbing cock. My head spun, my mouth watering, lips tingling.

I’d never had any sexual experiences before, beyond her making me cum with my hands and her kissing me, and now… now I was going to be serving her cock as her good girl. I giggled.

Emily wiggled her hips, making her cock sway. It was almost hypnotic.

“It’s not going to suck itself.” She said.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the musk of her, and then… I reached out to wrap my fingers around her girth, caressing, stroking, teasing. Emily moaned, thrusting into my grip. Her cock throbbed, getting harder.

“Fuck that feels good. But… I suspect your mouth is going to feel better.”

As I stroked Emily reached down, placed her hand on the back of my head. There was a gentle pressure, urging me forwards, and I let her guide my mouth towards the tip of her magnificent cock.

She eased her hips forward, the tip pressing against my lips. I kissed on instinct, and Emily thrust harder. Her cock forced my lips apart, forced its way into my mouth. I could taste the sharpness of her precum on my tongue, felt the throbbing of her heart through the shaft of her prick.

Emily’s grip on my hair tightened and she began to force more and more of her cock into my mouth. I began to suck, gently at first, then harder, working my tongue.

The sensation was giddy, like nothing I would have expected, but at the same time, it was… fun, delicious in a sense I’d never experienced before. I felt sexy, wanted, hot. I was sucking the beautiful librarian's cock. I was her good girl.

“Fuck your mouth feels even better than I thought it would. So warm and wet.”

Her words floated around in my head, praise. I felt my body throb, cock aching. I began to suck harder, eager to please her.

I’d never done anything with a woman and now, here I was, on my knees, pretty, sucking a beautiful woman’s cock. It was not the first time I’d imagined but in many ways, it felt better.

It felt better because I felt better. I felt more confident, more comfortable, sexier than I had ever felt before. I was Emily’s good girl and I had her perfect cock deep in my mouth.

As I closed the seal of my lips tight, sucking, working my tongue, she pulled her hips back, slipping her cock out of my mouth, wet with my spit. She held just the tip between my lips and I teased with gentle suction, my tongue working over her slit. I felt her cock throbbing, oozing precum.

“Ready for me to help you realise your full potential?” Emily asked.

I sucked harder, eager, and nodded, looking up into her dazzling green eyes. I wanted her cock. I needed her cock.

And then Emily thrust…
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Emily forced her cock deep into my mouth, pressing it back until the tip pressed at my throat, making me gag, spit drooling, then pulled it out. The seal of my lips was tight and I sucked, teasing with my tongue, lapping, working.

She gripped my hair tight, began to fuck my face. I let her. I was her good girl and it felt better than I ever could have imagined.

The hot librarian was using me, was fucking my face, my mouth with her cock. I looked up at her, watched the sway of her hips, the sparkle in her eyes, her red hair flowing. She fucked my face harder, faster, deeper.

Each time she thrust she pressed her cock deeper, forcing it into my mouth, pressing the tip at the back of my throat. I worked hard not to gag, forcing myself to relax. I knew what she wanted and I wanted to give it.

Emily forced her cock into my mouth, forced it deep. The tip pressed at my throat and I suppressed the need to gag, only… she didn’t stop as she had before. She kept forcing more into my mouth.

“I know you can take it.” She said, her voice hoarse with pleasure. “Show me you’re a good girl.”

She pressed harder, gripping my hair, forcing my head down. I did not resist.

I felt her cock stretching my throat, pain, pleasure, gagging. I drooled, unable to swallow the spit in my mouth as her cock filled my throat. Emily forced more and more of her cock in, fucking deeper, and…. I let her.

I wanted her to use me. I wanted to be her good girl.

“Fuck you look so pretty with my cock in your mouth. And… your throat is so tight.”

She forced more until… I felt my nose press against her belly, tickled by her coarse pubic hair. I swallowed over and over, gagging, choking, drooling, a sloppy mess. It was like my throat was milking her cock.

“That’s it… that feels so good.”

Emily pulled her cock out. I gasped for breath, dizzy, head spinning, and then… she fucked back, forced her cock back into my throat. She began to really fuck my face.

I submitted to her desire. I was her good girl. I let her take what she wanted from me.

She fucked her cock in and out of my mouth, throat. I worked my lips and tongue, face a spit-soaked mess, gagging on the girth of her throbbing prick.

It felt, impossibly, like it was getting larger, fatter, harder. She fucked deeper, and my throat closed tight around her girth. I choked, drooling, milking. I wanted… I wanted her to cum. I wanted to make her cum.

I wanted to taste it, swallow it, wanted to be her good girl.

Emily’s grip on my hair was tight, hard, almost painful. She fucked harder, faster, deeper, and I felt her cock throb, oozing.

She fucked it deep into my throat, held it there, held my head down, choking me, gagging me. I could smell the feminine musk of her sweat.

“Fuck… that’s it… I’m going to… fuck…”

She thrust, but her cock was as deep as it would go. Her cock became almost impossibly hard. My cage was throbbing, aching, dull pain, panties damp with precum.

I felt her cum. I felt Emily cum. A jet of hot, thick, creamy spunk shot down my throat. I swallowed, milking her cock, swallowing over and over and over.

Emily rutted, breeding my mouth, my face, my throat. I was her good girl.

I felt heat in my belly, my body aching, pleasure, pain, drooling, throat full of cock. Emily fucked, cumming over and over and over, cumming straight down my throat, and I kept swallowing.

I felt my head getting light, lack of air, oxygen. I kept sucking though. Who needed air when there was cock?

“Fuck!”

Emily fucked hard, and then… she pulled her cock back, pulled it out of my throat and her last jet of spunk coated my tongue, the taste sharp but not unpleasant. She eased her hips back and the tip of her cock left the seal of my lips with a pop.

The sound made me giggle and I made a show of swallowing, licking my lips, showing off my empty mouth. Emily looked down at me and stroked the back of my head.

“You did well.” She said. “I… you’re good at that.”

I giggled. I blushed, but… the blush was pleasant, not like before. What had happened to me?

“Thank you.” I said. “I… do you think I’ve reached my full potential now?”

Emily smiled at me, chuckled.

“Almost.” She said, smiling.


Six




I had to endure the entire weekend. Three whole days without a study session, caged, wondering what it was Emily meant by almost.

There was more? I was nervous, anxious, but, more than that, I was excited.

She had, at least, given me something to distract me. She had given me homework.

Since I wouldn’t be seeing her for several days she’d sent me away with several changes of underwear, panties and pantihose, and also… a small bag that she told me not to open until I got home.

The first thing I did when I got back to my dormitory was to open it and empty the contents onto my bed. What I saw surprised me but made me smile.

Make-up. More make-up than I could name, along with a series of strange-looking tools and brushes. All of that alongside a handwritten note. In the note, Emily made it clear that she wanted me to practise with the make-up so that at our next study session I could be as pretty as possible for her.

I smiled at that, wondered why she wanted me to be as pretty as possible. I had my thoughts, but I tried not to get my hopes up.

I wondered what had happened to me. It had been less than a week and I felt like a different person. I was more confident, happier, felt better about myself than ever before.

What was it about just panties and pantihose that made me feel better about myself?

Or… was it the panties and the pantihose? Maybe it was something else, something deeper, something...

I could feel thoughts and feelings rumbling, deep, dark, secret. Something about them scared me but at the same time excited me. What was it about dressing up like a pretty schoolgirl that made me feel…attractive in a way I’d never felt before.

And at the same time why had it helped with my grades? It was like before there had been a block, like I’d been caged, but now… now I was able to empathise with the character from the book I was studying. I could connect with her feelings, her thoughts, could understand what it meant to feel empowered, sexy, cute. It was like I’d been freed from a prison of self that I’d been trapped in.

Yet, in escaping that cage I’d got lost. Or maybe… maybe in leaving the cage behind I’d come to realise that I didn’t really know myself.

In the last few days, I’d come to realise just how uncomfortable and awkward I’d always been, how shy and timid. It had taken panties and pantihose, a cage, and a smooth body to help me realise that. It had taken the experience of feeling pretty and feminine to help me realise how trapped and locked up I’d always been, so… what did that mean?

Worrying at the question just made my head hurt, so, instead of fretting, I put my focus into my homework. I set about practising with the make-up I’d been given, set about getting good at looking pretty.

My first few attempts were, quite frankly, awful, and I began to feel almost despondent, but then I hit upon the idea of looking up some videos on how to apply makeup. That helped, and my first attempt after learning how to apply make-up went much better.

Still, it wasn’t good enough. I wasn’t worried though, I had the whole weekend to work at it, so, work at it I did.

I spent the majority of my time trying different styles and techniques, following numerous guides to understand what worked and what didn’t. For the first time in my life, I realised how much effort women put into looking good, what a skill it was to know how to apply make-up, and I began to realise how much of a difference it could make.

By the end of the weekend, I sat back and smiled. I had my final look on, the one I’d spent most of my time working on. I looked… I looked good.

I couldn’t wait to show Emily.
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Emily had left me in her office with a bag and had told me to get ready. I had no idea what I was getting ready for but… I was both nervous and excited.

I opened the bag she’d left behind first and I froze. She couldn’t be serious. Yet I knew she was.

I wasn’t sure what I had been expecting, but one thing I knew I was expecting was clothes. Yet there were no clothes, instead, it was just underwear. Or, more specifically, lingerie.

I pulled it all out and looked at it. I… I felt myself blush, a warm, tingling rush of hot emotions, and I giggled.

There were suspenders, panties, stockings, and high heels, plus… a collar. Emily had given me a collar, black to match the black lingerie, with a rose gold buckle and a rose gold ring on the front, on which was attached a tag, like pets wore. On the tag were two words. Good girl.

Reading them made my belly flutter. I was beginning to suspect that maybe my hopes for what Emily had planned were accurate.

I took a deep breath, and settled down to get ready.

I did my make-up first, applying eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara. Then I added lipstick, before finally adding highlight and shadow to give my face a delicate, feminine shape. My hair, which was slightly grown out, I styled as best I could, a slightly androgynous dishevelled look that, along with my make-up, made me look like a cute girl.

I stared at myself in the mirror Emily had given me.

My eyes looked big, bright, dazzling, bold blacks with dusky lids, the make-up subtle but not too subtle. I fluttered my eyelashes, thick and dark, and I pouted, my lips pink, wet, glossy, plump. I was… I was sexy.

I felt sexy in a way I’d never felt sexy before. My face was… I smiled, my blush soft, comforting.

“Now time to get changed.” I said, a slight note of trepidation in my voice.

I stripped off, naked. I’d shaved my body the day before—around my cock and balls and along my butt-crack, the only places where hair had grown back since the rest of had been epilated—hoping that Emily might have something fun planned for me. I’d been caged for days now, and I was aching for release, the chance to cum.

Maybe if I satisfied her that I’d reached my full potential she’d let me cum?

My body thrummed as I thought about that, my mind wondering how she might make me cum, and I couldn’t help but picture her perfect, fat, hard cock. Would she make me kneel again? Part of me hoped so, but another part of me wanted more.

I giggled as I wondered if I might get more. I hoped I’d get more.

Yet, I didn’t put too much thought into it, since I had other things to worry about, like getting dressed. I’d never worn lingerie before, but it couldn’t be that different to panties and pantihose, right?

The stockings I slipped on first, and they were quite simple to pull on. I slipped them on like socks, though I was careful and patient, not wanting to tear or ladder them. They were black, sheer, with lacy tops, and the way the material hugged and caressed my legs made me shudder. With both stockings on, tugged high up my legs, I put the suspender belt on, fastening it around my waist before adjusting the straps.

They were more fiddly than I had expected, but in the end, I got the knack of it, and I fastened them to the tops of my stockings, holding them in place. Then I pulled on the panties, lacy and sheer, skimpier than the panties I had been wearing previously, made to look sexy rather than being comfortable.

They were high around my hips, with a small triangle of fabric at the front—I was actually glad for the cage in that moment because I knew without it my cock, which would almost certainly have been at least semi-hard, would have kept slipping out of the panties—and nothing more than a thin string at the back.

The string slipped into the crack of my butt as I wiggled my hips, teasing me, a tingle running up my spine. My crack, shaved and smooth as it was, felt sensitive, and my hole twitched almost in time with the throb of my caged dick.

I was dressed. The final pieces were the heels Emily had given me and… the collar.

I slipped the heels on. The way they made me stand, the way they made me feel, was… electric. Finally, I picked the collar up.

It was heavy, sturdy, and the weight of it was pleasing. The tag clinked as I moved it, the words good girl burning into my mind. Could I really…

I smiled, lifted the collar to my neck, and wrapped it around my throat, closing it, fastening the buckle. I felt… strange, fuzzy-headed, horny, and flustered. It was like just wearing the collar had done something to me. I was… I was caged and collared and dressed like a sexy girl. I giggled.

Fully dressed I walked towards the only mirror in the room and stopped to examine myself. I looked…

I looked amazing.

My legs were long, smooth, clad in stockings. The suspenders made my hips look wider, my ass rounder, and my thighs and ass were on full display, windows of bare, soft flesh exposed between the suspender straps.

I turned, bending slightly, staring at my butt. I felt my cage twitch. I was undeniably sexy, and I felt confident in a way that was even brighter than before.

I turned, striking different poses. The heels made my ass stick out, and my chest, slim, smooth, flat, was bare, my nipples stiff and perky. Yet, as hot as my body was it was not my body that got the bulk of my attention. It was my face.

With my makeup on my face, which I usually avoided seeing in the mirror was… pretty. No, better than pretty, I was…

“Beautiful” I whispered.

I really was beautiful. Big bright eyes, outlined in black, heavy lashes, dusky eyeshadow, and pouty pink lips, wet and plump.

I giggled. I was ready. I was really ready. I couldn’t wait to find out what Emily had in store for me.

[image: ]

As I stepped out of the office I jumped slightly as a figure to the side moved, unexpectedly, startling me. When I saw it was Emily I relaxed, my heart racing.

I was very aware of how exposed I was in just the lingerie, heels, collar. Wandering through the library dressed as I was had me nervous and shy in a way that made me hot.

“You look good.” Emily said.

She stared at me, eyeing me up and down, her look lascivious and greedy. The way she looked at me was almost like she was molesting me with her gaze and… I liked it.

On a whim I struck a pose, wiggling my hips and ass, trying to look as sexy as possible for her. I was collared with the tag good girl so… why not just go with it, right?

“Fuck… this is going to be fun. You’re definitely getting close to your full potential.” She said.

I smiled at her, giggled.

“Thank you.”

“Now, are you ready for what comes next?” The question was spoken slowly, as though there was weight to it.

I nodded without hesitation though. Whatever Emily had in mind for me I wanted it.

Grinning, she stepped forward, towards me, and before I could react she lifted her hand to my collar and… she clipped a leash to the ring on the front, black leather, matching my collar.

I was leashed. I was…

And then Emily tugged, hard, making me totter in my heels.

“Follow me.” She said.

She turned and walked off towards the study room. I really didn’t have any choice but to follow. I walked as best as I could in the heels, feeling my butt sway with each step, and Emily led me by my collar to my fate.

It was thrilling, exhilarating, nerve-wracking, walking through the library dressed as I was, collared and leashed. Yet, my blush was not as bad as I would have imagined.

Instead, I felt… confident, emboldened, empowered, and proud that the hot redheaded librarian had transformed and collared me. I felt sexy, and I was excited.

The thought of someone seeing me was embarrassing, sure, but also… part of me wanted it. As good as I looked, as good as I felt, I almost wanted to be seen, wanted to be shown off. I wanted people to know that Emily had claimed me as her good girl, had caged and collared and transformed me.

As we approached the room Emily stopped, turned to face me, stood by the door.

“Just so you know, I think you’re beautiful.” She said.

And then… she kissed me once, gently.

“And I… I’ve been looking forward to this.”

With that said she turned to the door, opened it, stepped in, dragging me by my leash behind her.


Seven




“Hello Nathan.” A voice said.

A voice I recognised. I…

I turned to face the source, and froze. My eyes went wide in shock, fear, horror.

“Or… no, Nathan doesn’t fit. Not seeing you now. I think… Natalie is a much cuter name. Perfect for a cute girl like you.”

I stared at Coach Winter. I giggled.

She was dressed as she normally was, shorts, vest, and she looked as striking as ever, but the way she was looking at me was new, unfamiliar, and very exciting.

“I always thought you were meant for better things than soccer.” Coach Winter said. “Looking at you now I know I was right. You look amazing. How do you feel?”

I blinked. My head spun. This was… it was all planned? It had been Coach Winter who had sent me to Emily, to study, or…

I realised I’d not been sent to study, or at least that wasn’t the only reason. I’d been sent to Emily so she could help me, so she could guide me, so I could reach my full potential, and now…

“I feel good.” I said. “Really good.”

“You look more confident. You’re blushing less, and… you’ve been much happier the last week. The change suits you.” Coach Winter said.

She turned to look at Emily.

“You always do such wonderful work. You really are a gift.” She said.

Emily smiled.

“I just opened the door. Natalie here is the real gift. I might have helped but everything you see is her, just… the real her.”

The words spun. I could feel the truth of it, the elaborate plan that had been laid out for me.

Coach Winter had seen something in me, and Emily had helped uncover it, had guided me to it, to the truth. There was a reason I felt more confident in panties, pantihose. There was a reason I’d felt empowered, more confident, happier.

I smiled. Then… Coach Winter rose to her feet, walked towards me, towards Emily, and I watched as the two embraced, kissed. The two women looked so hot together.

“I know. And I think she knows too. I just… I don’t think you realise how magical you are, how much light you bring into the world doing what you do.”

Coach Winter was talking to Emily. For the first time, I saw Emily blush.

“You were the one who saw her potential.” Emily said.

Then they both turned to look at me. Their attention made my belly flutter.

“Well, how about we both see just how much potential she has?” Coach Winter said.

I smiled at them, wiggling.

“I’d like that.” I said.
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Coach Winter was the first to move. She reached out to Emily’s hand and took hold of my leash, tugged it, pulled me closer to the two.

I tottered in my heels towards them and felt a shiver run up my spine as Coach Winter loomed over me. She’s always been intimidating, hot, but now… dressed as I was, the way she was looking at me, my leash gripped in her hand, I felt so exposed and excited and eager.

“Emily’s told me all about that mouth of yours.” She said.

I blushed, but the blush was comforting, a warm coal instead of the suffocating fire of before. I felt so much more comfortable and confident and empowered as Natalie.

“What did she say?” I asked, voice teasing.

“Nothing but good things I can assure you. So… I was hoping you wouldn’t mind demonstrating for me.”

Coach Winter tugged again on my leash, the pressure downwards, not hard enough to force me to comply but hard enough to make it clear what she wanted. She wanted me on my knees. She wanted me on my knees in front of her. I smiled, and let her lead me by my collar to the ground.

I looked up at Coach Winter and smiled, battling my eyelashes, wiggling my hips.

“What how?” I asked.

I had a strong idea of what it was she wanted, and I just hoped I was correct. Coach Winter smiled down at me.

“Take my shorts and my panties off.” She said. “I think you know why you’re on your knees. I want you to show me you can be a good girl for me.”

I giggled, moved to do as she said. I reached up, feeling bold and confident, and gripped the waistband of her shorts, began to tug them, and her panties down.

Coach Winter watched me. My hands caressed over her belly, her hips, her thighs. Her shorts and panties slipped down and I saw the short cropped thatch of her pubic hair, and then… her cock popped free.

Her massive cock. It was even larger than Emily’s thick and long and hard. I felt my belly flutter and my mouth get wet. Seeing Emily’s cock had been a surprise, almost a shock, but I’d quickly learned just how much fun it could be, so though I wasn’t necessarily expecting Coach Winter to have a cock too, I wasn’t surprised either.

As I tugged her shorts down and off she wiggled her hips, making her cock sway from side to side. I was almost hypnotised by it, fat and long and hard and throbbing.

“Well…” Coach Winter said.

I looked up at her.

“May I… may I pleasure you?” I asked, voice soft, flirty.

I couldn’t believe who I’d become, who Natalie was, yet… I was happy and excited, and eager. Coach Winter nodded.

“I’d be sad if you didn’t.”

And that was all the encouragement I needed. Without another word I looked down to her cock, and reached out to grip it, wrapping my fingers around the girth of it. It was so thick my fingers didn’t meet. I felt it throb, getting harder.

Slowly I began to stroke, watching it for a moment, lips tingling. Then, unable to resist the allure of it, I leaned forward, opening my mouth.

I kissed the tip of Coach Winter’s cock, softly, tongue lapping over the head, the slit, tasting her precum. Coach Winter moaned, pressed her hips forward, and her cock sank deep into my mouth, stretching my lips wide, making my jaw ache.

I sucked, lips tight, mouth hot and wet and eager. I let her work her cock in and out, fucking my face, and I felt… I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me gently, encouraging me. I needed no encouragement though.

I was eager for Coach Winter’s cock, lusted after it. I wanted to pleasure her, wanted to be her good girl, wanted to make her cum.

I felt… reborn. I sucked, hard, and began to work my head up and down, sucking hard, teasing with my tongue. Her cock was larger than Emily’s, fatter and longer, but I took as much as I could, working my hand up and down the rest of her shaft, slick with my spit.

My body thrummed, cock throbbing in its cage. I was so turned on it hurt.

I felt… free, liberated, and hot in a way I had never known was possible.

All this had started because of a few bad test scores. All this…

But then I realised that was wrong. That had just been an excuse. That had been the hook.

This had happened because Coach Winter had seen something in me, potential, and she had sent me to Emily to unlock that potential. Quite how far that potential went I didn’t know but… I wanted to find out.

I felt so much better now, confident and bold and happy, and it had only been a few days. How would I feel in a couple of weeks, a month, a year? Who was I going to become?

I had no idea but… I was excited to find out. More than that though I was excited to make Coach Winter cum.

I sucked harder, faster, taking her cock deep, the tip pressing at my throat. She pressed my head down, fucking her cock between my lips. I worked my tongue, my hand, drooling.

“Fuck… you really are a good girl.” She said.

I moaned, drunk on the pleasure of submitting. As she fucked my face she tugged on my leash, my head spinning.

I wanted more. I wanted Coach Winter to cum. I wanted…

I felt hands on my ass, groping me, and I remember Emily. How had I forgotten the hot redhead?

“Ready to show us just how much of a good girl you are?” She asked.

I kept sucking, my caged cock throbbing, and nodded. I mumbled, the noise muffled by cock.

“I think that’s a yes.” Coach Winter said.

“I think it was a yes too.” Emily said.

It was a yes. I moaned in delight as the librarian pulled down my panties.

[image: ]

As Coach Winter fucked my mouth, my face, I felt my head spin, Emily slipped my panties down my stocking-clad legs, her hands caressing me.

I was left stripped naked, bare, my ass and my caged cock exposed as I worshipped my Coach’s cock, my leash held taught so that I couldn’t even look behind me to see what the redhead was doing. I knew what I hoped she was doing though. I felt my hole twitch.

Just over a week ago, I’d had no sexual or romantic contact with another person, girl or boy, and now… now I was being used by my sexy Coach and the hot librarian who had been tutoring me. It was more than I could ever have hoped for, only… it was like nothing I could have imagined.

For a start, I was dressed like a hot, sexy girl, in skimpy lingerie, and both the women had cocks. Thick, perfect cocks.

I’d already tasted Emily’s cum, had let her fuck my throat, and now Coach Winter was fucking my mouth, her cock throbbing. Yet… I wanted more. I wanted them to show me what it was to be a good girl.

It had been days since I’d last cum. I needed to cum. I pulled my mouth off Coach Winter’s cock, slurping, and gasped for air.

“Fuck me. Please. Fuck me in my ass and breed me. I… I want both of you to use me. Cum in me, fuck me, make me cum.”

The words tumbled out, coming from some deep place inside, desperate and horny.

“You heard her. She asked so nicely it seems rude to deny her.” Coach Winter said.

With that she thrust her cock back into my mouth, fucking my lips. I worked my tongue, sucking, and then… I felt something wet and cool and slippery run down my crack.
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I knew what it was. Lube.

Emily was smearing my crack with lube. She was preparing me. I felt fingers tease over smooth, sensitive skin.

My cage throbbed. I was in stockings, heels, suspenders, sucking Coach Winter’s perfect cock, teased, and now Emily was working lube over my virgin hole with her fingers. The tip pressed in, worked barely into my tight, virgin hole. I moaned and pressed back even as I took Coach Winter’s cock deeper into my mouth.

I sucked, hard, and felt Emily’s finger stretching my ass, working the lube in, making my hole wet. I wanted her to fuck me, wanted her cock in my ass. I wanted her to cum in me, breed me. I wanted to embrace Natalie, wanted to fulfil my full potential, wanted to…

I wanted to be a girl, a woman, like Coach Winter and Emily. The truth hit me hard, hot pleasure. I knew what I wanted, and… I knew it was possible. Joy swelled, my caged cock throbbing. I sucked, stroking, and worked my ass back, fucking myself on the redheaded librarian’s fingers.

“Fuck she’s eager. I was all set to tease her, but… I can’t wait. The way she’s acting has me too turned on.”

I felt the tip of Emily’s finger slip out, the loss of pleasure almost crushing, but then… I felt something better. Something thicker, harder, throbbing.

Her cock pressed at my ass, slippery, wet, teasing, grinding up and down. Coach Winter thrust into my mouth, gripping my leash tight, using me as the hot librarian prepared to fuck me, to claim me, to take my virginity.

I wanted it. I needed it. I needed her cock inside me, needed to feel her cum, needed to cum. My caged cock was drooling precum, throbbing, painful.

I pressed my hips back, spreading my legs, sucking, and I felt Emily thrust. The tip of her cock pressed into my tight, wet hole, stretching me, and it was a sensation brighter than anything I’d ever felt before. I moaned, the noise muffled by cock, and felt Emily’s hands roam over my smooth thighs, roam up to my ass, squeezing, moving to grip my hips.

“Fuck you’re tight.” She said.

I blushed, flattered, but… the blush felt invigorating instead of crushing.

I worked my hips back, wanting more, and Emily thrust deep, forcing my hole wide as he cock worked into my virgin hole. Coach Winter, not willing to be forgotten, gripped the back of my head and fucked my face harder, faster, deeper. I was drooling, dizzy from lack of air, my ass pulsing with pleasure.

Her cock sank deep, wet, slippery with lube, stretching my ass, then… she pulled back, working her cock out until just the tip was inside me, tugging at my tight entrance. I whined, wanting her cock back inside me. My head was spinning.

I felt Emily’s grip tighten and then… she thrust, hard, slamming her cock into me, filling me utterly. I felt a swell of pleasure, a knot of bliss inside my belly, joy unlike anything I’d ever known.

“Fuck… keep doing that… it’s making her wild for my cock.” Coach Winter said.

Emily gripped me hard, chuckled.

“I’ll do my best.” She said.

She pulled her cock out again, rubbing against my slick, sensitive inner wall, pressing on the knot of pleasure that made my caged cock ache, and then thrust again. I moaned, sucking hard, and Coach Winter fucked deep into my mouth.

The two women were using me, training me, fucking me. I was their good girl, collared, sexy, hot, a toy for their pleasure. I loved it. I submitted to them utterly, giving myself over to my new identity, Natalie. It was unlike anything I could have ever imagined before.

I was getting fucked in my mouth, my ass, a pretty girl in lingerie, by two hot women. Their cocks were throbbing, the pair finding a rhythm, pounding me, working their cocks in and out, fucking deeper, harder.

I sucked, lapping, worked my ass back, riding the cock inside me, clenching, milking. It was a bright pleasure unlike anything I’d ever known. I could feel Coach Winter’s cock getting harder, Emily’s cock getting fatter.

Each thrust of her cock in my ass made my caged dick pulse, bright joy swelling, pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before, belly light and fluttery, hot. I fucked back, sucking hard, Emily fucking me, gripping my hips, Coach Winter using my mouth.

I could feel both of them swelling, getting harder, throbbing. I knew what was coming. I wanted it. I needed it.

“Fuck… I’m close.” Emily said.

“Me too… cum together?” Coach Winter said.

“Fill her up from both ends.” Emily said, chuckling.

I felt my body throb with those words, hot, aching. I needed it.

I worked harder, clenching my hole tight, lips hot and wet, tongue lapping. I rode the cock in my ass, sucked the cock in my mouth, whimpering, caged cock agony. I could feel the joy in my belly unfolding.

And then…

Emily thrust, hard burying her cock in my tight hole. I felt her cock swell, throb, erupt. She was cumming. She was cumming inside me, cumming hard, filling me, breeding me. I moaned, sucked harder, riding her cock, milking it.

“Fuck!” I felt Coach Winter thrust, deep.

She came. Came hard, cumming into my mouth. I swallowed, over and over, choking on the hot stream of her spunk, filled from both ends.

My mind unravelled. Joy, pleasure, bliss, something unlocking inside me. My caged dick pulsed and then… I was cumming too, cumming hard, despite being caged, a whole-body orgasm that felt like it was rewriting my identity.

We came together, all three of us, Emily filling my ass, Coach Winter cumming down my throat, and me, cumming like I’d never cum before. Waves of pleasure crashing over and over and over.

It was… bliss. And then I collapsed.

Emily's climax began to subside, her cum warm and sticky inside my ass, her cock softening slowly, slipping out of my well fucked hole. I clenched tight to keep as much of her cum inside me as possible, sucking and swallowing on Coach Winter’s cock as she slipped it out of my lips.

“Fuck… that was good.” Emily said.

Coach Winter’s cock left the seal of my lips with a wet slurp and I giggled, blushing, but a blush that felt comforting.

“I… I liked it too.” I said.

“You were amazing.” Coach Winter. “But… I’ve got some bad news.”

I looked up at her with big, worried eyes.

“I’m afraid you’re off the team.” She said, voice soft.

“What? But…”

Coach Winter held up a hand to quiet me.

“You can’t play on a men’s team if you’re a woman now, can you?” She said.

I stared at her, ass and belly full of cum, then understood. I giggled.

“I guess not.” I said. “But… my scholarship?”

Coach Winter smiled at me.

“I think we can work something out. I think you’d be a good fit on the women’s team, and I can put in a good word for you. And… if that fails, well, I know Emily could use an assistant to help out.”

“I’d be more than delighted to have you working beneath me.” Emily said.

I giggled, looking between the two women who had changed my life.

“Just… one thing.” I asked.

They both looked at me.

“Those offers… if I accept… do they mean I can keep being your good girl?” I asked.

They both smiled at me.

“You’ll be our good girl for as long as you want.” Emily said. “This is going to be a long road for you, but… we’ll be beside you for as long as you want.”

I felt a swell of warmth inside that was more than the cum in my belly and ass. It was joy, happiness, and… love.

“Thank you.” I said.

THE END
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PANTIES FOR SALE
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Pete and Dale, best friends since high school, have just started college and are aspiring photographers trying to build a reputation for themselves, only… they’re short on cash.

But then Dale has an idea. With all their photography equipment maybe there’s a way to make fast cash. Only it’s a little unconventional, and it involves panties...

Pete and Dale dream of being artists, fine art photographers. Their hope was to start a photography studio while studying at college to get started early, only… its more expensive than they had thought and now they’re struggling for rent.

But then Dale has an idea. He knows a girl who makes good money selling her used panties. Maybe they could try that. Only… the market for a boy’s worn underwear is a lot less lucrative.

So, the pair come up with a wild scheme. Maybe they can fake it? All they need are some panties. Right? But when they do their market research they realise there’s a problem.

To get a good price for worn panties they need photographic proof that they were worn, they need images of the owner wearing them, and there’s no easy way to fake that...

Or is there? The best friends have a lot of photography equipment, and they know how to take excellent photos and how to edit them. They can wear panties for a simple photoshoot, right?

Yet, when the boys start getting fans things quickly get out of hand. They get offers of even more money in exchange for more panties, more photos. So begins a journey of self-discovery, feminization, and romance that changes everything, and that promises to solve the pair’s cash problem for good.


FEMBOY CAFE
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Aaron and his best friend Owen have headed off to college together, hoping to enjoy the newfound freedom. Only… they’re struggling for money. Or rather Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has plenty of free cash.

Curious, and worried about his best friend, Aaron enquires about Owen’s new job, wondering out loud if maybe there are any vacancies. When Owen finally shows Aaron where he works Aaron is shocked. And he’s even more shocked when he lands a job… at the femboy cafe.

Aaron and Owen have long dreamed of heading off to college together, starting their adult life together. They saved for it all through high school, working part-time jobs, rarely going out, spending as little as possible, but… they soon discovered that their savings are not quite enough.

The pair are struggling for cash. Or rather, Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has cash to spare, despite only working a few shifts each week.

That surplus of cash, plus how secretive Owen is about the job, piques Aaron’s interest. He’s worried about his best friend getting caught up in something unsavoury. He wants to make sure his friend is safe. Plus… maybe they’d let him work there too.

Only, when Aaron finally convinces Owen to show him where he works, it’s nothing like he expected.

Owen works a members-only cafe, pretty maids serving tea and coffee and cake. Aaron is slightly confused by it all, but when Owen introduces him to the owner he’s delighted when he’s offered a job—though given his lack of experience she makes Owen responsible for his performance.

It’s only then that Aaron discovers what Owen does, and what he’s expected to do.

Owen is a femboy maid. All the maids in the cafe are femboys and if Aaron is going to work there he’ll need to become a femboy too. Aaron is left bewildered and unsure, but Owen is confident his friend has it in him to become an incredible femboy.

And thus begins a journey of feminization, self-discovery, romance, and desire that binds the friends closer than ever before...


THE PAGEANT
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Pete can’t believe what he’s hearing—his sister, Gina is entering a beauty pageant. Unable to contain his amusement he can’t help but mock her. Gina though, is having none of it.

She thinks Pete is just jealous of her good looks, and, to shut him up, dares him to enter the contest with the offer of her car if he beats her. Pete wants to refuse, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete could win, and seems very enthusiastic about the idea…

When Pete finds out his sister is entering a local beauty pageant he’s shocked. He always figured she wasn’t that kind of woman, that she had more brains than that, and her tells her so to her face.

Gina, offended that Pete thinks a woman can’t be both beautiful and smart calls him out, and challenges him on his opinion. She thinks he’s just jealous, because he’s terminally single while she has plenty of dates. Pete insists jealousy is no part of it but Gina is not convinced. Mocking her brother, she even goes so far as to challenge him to enter, wanting to prove to him that she really is the hotter sibling, offering her car as the prize should he beat her.

Pete scoffs at the challenge, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete should reconsider. The pageant has nothing in its rules about gender, instead specifying that it’s a contest of beauty, and Morgan thinks with a bit of work Pete really could beat his sister in a contest of beauty.

Plus… there’s the car and the prize money…

Pete, reluctant, agrees. Yet all too soon the two friends are in over their heads. They’ve spent all their savings on clothes and underwear and makeup and beauty products. Morgan considers it an investment though, because he’s sure Pete can win, he just needs to embrace the process.

So begins a slow journey of feminization and transformation as Pete discovers just how beautiful he can be, but when he starts to uncover new feelings and emotions he begins to wonder if maybe he’s gotten too deep.

Yet, it’s too late to back out. He’s got a pageant to enter, and he just has to hope he can win...


SELF LOVE
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Glen’s feeling sorry for himself. His life is not what he wanted it to be and the love of his life has just left him. Not sure what to do to make things better he stumbles across a self-help forum advocating self love.

As he reads more it starts to click. Glen’s never been particularly kind to himself or attached to himself, but… where to start? It all seems like so much work. Glen begins to lose hope only to stumble across a series of self-help audio files that promise to help him unlock and love his true self.

It sounds perfect, so Glen downloads the first file and listens to it while he sleeps.

What happens next is a lesson in why loving yourself is the key to lasting happiness...


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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