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HARD TUITION

John is failing Gender Studies. It was meant to be an easy pass, to keep his grade average up so he could keep his scholarship, but it’s harder than he thought.

Close to failing, he takes the bold decision to ask the top student in the class for help—Lexi Blackwood the brilliant, intimidating, gorgeous goth girl who views John as just another useless jock. Lexi agrees to help, but John has to do everything she says.

With Lexi’s help passing might just be easier, and harder, than he thought...

At risk of losing his scholarship because he’s failing Gender Studies, John decides to take the bold decision to ask Lexi Blackwood, the hot, gothy, star student on his course, for help. Only… Lexi has always looked down on him as just another jock.

He knows she’s probably going to refuse to help him, but… he doesn’t have any alternative. Not really. He has to pass or he’s out of college.

Yet, to his surprise, Lexi says yes. She’s willing to help him, but he’s got to agree to follow her instructions to the letter if he wants to pass. Her methods are unconventional, but she needs to help him see the world from a more womanly perspective if he’s going to pass.

With limited time left until his final exam, Lexi takes John on a crash course of femininity, helping him dismantle his views on what gender really means. Slowly John begins to realise that his traditional view of the world, and of himself, might not be as true as he always thought.

Yet he has an exam to pass, and he’s not sure there’s enough time to study. Lexi though has ways of motivating and rewarding her student. And she drives a very hard bargain…

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


One

It was not my preferred course of action, but I needed to do something or I was going to be in trouble. So… I called her.

“Hello?” She said as she picked up, a familiar note of irritation and condescension.

Even the sound of her voice made me freeze up, both intimidating and frustrating. I had enough of her during class and lab, and the last thing I wanted to do was call her up, but, as I said, it was not my preferred course of action.

The last thing I wanted to do was call up the most irritating and smug woman I knew, but… she was the only one who could help me. She might be a stuck-up bitch, but she was also really, really fucking smart.

“Hi, Lexi? It’s John from class. From gender studies. I was…”

“John?” Her voice drifted off, as though she was trying to remember me or place the name.

I knew full well she knew who I was though. We’d argued enough in class and had glared at each other often enough over the rows of seats, that I was certain she knew who I was.

“The football player?” She said.

The way she said it chafed, the note of derision and disdain.

“Yeah, the football player.” I said. “I was… I was wondering if you’d be able to help me?”

The words stuck in my throat as I said them, I didn’t want to admit I needed her help, but I did. I was at serious risk of failing the class, and if I failed the class then I’d lose my place on the team, my hard-won place on the team, and, worst, my scholarship.

I needed to pass, and I was willing to do the unthinkable to do it. I was willing to ask the stuck-up ultra-feminist bitch-queen of Hades, Lexi Blackwood, for help.

“Help you with what?” Lexi said.

I could hear her snide grin in the tone of her voice. She was close with the professor who taught the gender studies course I was failing, one of the coven of bitches as the team called them, a group of obnoxious, arrogant, women who loved to look down their noses at us sports players.

And the worst part was… I could see why they had that attitude. Some of the players on the team were assholes. Arrogant, egotistical, pigheaded dicks who treated women like objects and non-sports players like they were worthless, but that was just some of the players. Some, but not all.

The rest of the team were decent enough humans, and… I liked to think that I was among them. I kind of had to be given I definitely wasn’t the classical jock.

While the rest of the team were your typical, expected, college football players, large and broad and ultra-masculine, I was the odd one out. As the wide receiver, I could get away with not being as large or as brawny as my teammates, so long as I played well. And I played really well.

I played well enough to earn a full scholarship, and thought I needed to keep my grades up to maintain it, if I could maintain it and I kept playing well, I’d be getting a free ride through college. I’d be able to graduate without any debt to speak of.

I just needed to play well and pass my classes, which was why I was asking Lexi for help. She had the best marks in the class. She was the one who understood the material best. If anyone could help me pass the class with less than two weeks to spare, it was her. I just needed to suck it up and bite my tongue and be polite to a girl who looked at me like I was something stuck to the bottom of her shoe.

“I… I was wondering if you’d be willing to tutor me. I… I’m not doing well in class and I think I might be at risk of failing. You’re smart, and you clearly get the material, so… I was wondering if you’d be willing to help me out.”

There was a pause, silence. I waited. I could almost picture her annoying, satisfied grin, her imagining the dumb football player begging for help. I prepared myself for the inevitable no—I knew she’d never say yes, that she’d use it as an excuse to lord it over me, but I was desperate and I knew I’d kick myself if I failed without even trying.

“Okay.” She said, surprising me. “But… I expect to be paid.”

“Of course. I can pay you.” I said, shocked she had agreed.

“And… you’ll need to follow directions closely. You’ll need to listen to me, work hard, and do what I tell you. We only have a few weeks left before finals and if you want to pass there’s no time for arguing or discussing or dragging your heels. You need to be motivated if I’m going to teach you.”

Her tone of voice made it clear that her terms were final. But… it was only a few weeks. I could manage a few weeks, right?

“Sure.” I said. “I… I’ll do whatever you say.”

I heard a chuckle.

“I suppose I should have expected that. Sports players aren’t renowned for being free-thinkers, and I guess you’re used to following orders. I just hope you can follow them as well off the field as you can on.” Her voice was sneering.

I could picture her clearly, glaring at me. I bit my tongue and didn’t say what I wanted to say.

“When can we start?” I asked instead.

“Tomorrow evening.” She said. “Now, what’s your address.”

I took a deep breath and told her how to find my apartment. It was only a few weeks to finals. I just needed to put up with her for a few weeks, that was all. I could manage a few weeks. Right?
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The knock came at seven on the dot, almost as though Lexi had been standing outside waiting, watching the clock, for the exact moment to prove a point. Knowing her I half imagined she just might have done that.

“Coming.” I shouted as I jumped up from my desk.

As I ran to the door I checked myself out in the hallway mirror, making sure I didn’t look a complete mess. With finals coming and even more intense practices on the field and at the gym I was aware I’d fallen into a bit of a slump with my appearance, but I’d made sure to tidy up that morning and have a long, much-needed shower, so I looked pretty good by my recent standards.

I smiled at my reflection. I wasn’t the best-looking guy on campus, and I wasn’t the buffest, or the smartest, or the funniest, but I was… alright.

I was fair-skinned, with a face covered by too many freckles for my liking, with bright green eyes and a short tangle of reddish curls. My face was pleasant, symmetrical, though I’d always thought my features just a little too thin and refined for a football player.

I liked my lips though. My lips were one of my favourite features. Full and plump, kissable so a fair few girls had told me, though truth was I’d not really done that much kissing. I’d had a few girlfriends, but not as many as the other players on the team—a fact I often skipped over, preferring instead to exaggerate the truth.

The reality was that I was just a little too awkward and timid for most girls, or at least for the kind of girls that hung around with football teams. The kind of girls that went for sports players went for big, muscly guys dripping with arrogance and confidence and charm and I… well, I wasn't that kind of guy.

I might have been one of the best players in my college team, even in my freshman year, but I was definitely not like the rest of the players when it came to personality or physique. It was the thing that I was almost most self-conscious about, and the thing that really held me back from connecting with girls. Especially the kind of girls who wanted to date sports players.

They wanted big, burly, strong guys, and I was… well I was short, and small, and slime. Sure I was in excellent shape, and I was pretty okay looking, but I was not the kind of person you’d expect to be a sports player when you looked at me.

I managed to get as far as I had through a combination of skill, hard work, and courage—that and the fact that I was fast and agile and incredibly hard to catch once I had the ball. So while I was a sports player, I never really felt like one or looked like one, which left me in an awkward situation.

The kinds of girls who wanted to date sports players didn’t want to date men who looked like me, and the kinds of girls who wanted to date men who looked like me, didn’t want to date sports players. And that, combined with my shyness, my lack of self-confidence, hadn’t done me any favours at high school, and even fewer favours at college. But… there was always next semester.

Provided I passed finals and stayed on the team and kept my scholarship. Which brought me back to the front door. I turned back to it and opened it and smiled and saw…

“Hi, Lexi.” I said. “Thanks again for coming.”

She smiled at me, or rather sneered, and I could feel my smile cracking. I just had to be nice for a few weeks, until finals, until I passed—or failed—and then it’d be over.

“Come in.” I said. “Want anything to drink?”

“Green tea.” She said.

I faltered.

“I… I’m not sure I have any…”

“I brought my own. Make sure the water isn’t boiling though as you’ll scald the leaves.” She said, handing me a box of tea.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a quiet sigh.

“Sure. Want to follow me to the kitchen?” I said.

And I led the way.

As I made the tea I couldn’t help but glance at Lexi as she looked around my apartment, paying especially close attention to my bookshelves. I could sense her judging me, looking down her nose at my collection of graphic novels and science fiction and fantasy novels, but at least I did read. Many of the other players on my team didn’t read a thing beyond what they had to read for college.

“You have… interesting taste. Some of these books aren’t terrible. You could do with a few more classics, some literary fiction, perhaps a few more contemporary novels by a more diverse range of authors, but I’ve read most of these and I’ve even enjoyed some of them. I’m surprised. Maybe there’s hope for you after all.”

Her off-handed compliment caught me off guard, and even though there was a thinly veiled insult in there too, I felt oddly flattered. Yet, at the same time, she was just being as smug and as condescending as normal.

She looked up and turned to face me and she smiled. How I loathed that smile. Partly because it was also arrogant, but mostly because it was so pretty.

It was easily the worst thing about Lexi. She might have been an arrogant know-it-all, and she might have spent a lot of time looking down her nose as me—and the other sports players—and she might have been easily the smartest person in the class, but she was also breathtaking attractive.

There was no other way to describe her. She was hot. She was really hot.

Lexi was tall, and slim, but with a glorious figure—wide hips, a round ass, and amazingly full, perky tits—and long glowing silver blonde hair. Her eyes were bright blue, plus she had the most amazingly full lips I’d ever seen, puffy and bee-stung. Her make-up was always flawless, dark and brooding, heavy but never too heavy, and she almost always wore a pair of cute, heavy-rimmed black glasses.

Plus, she was a goth. She was a hot, sexy goth, always dressed in black. Sometimes sexy, sometimes punky, sometimes more domineering, but always in black, with dark make-up to match, and it was a look that always caught my attention on anyone. But on her, it was… breathtaking.

Yet… she was such a bitch.

“I… thanks?” I said.

I felt irritated at her tone, flattered that she considered my taste not awful, and nervous about having a woman who annoyed me, intimidated me, and turned me on in my flat. But I knew we needed to get down to why she was there. We needed to get down to studying, or I was never going to pass my exam and I was going lose my scholarship and was going to end up having to drop out of college.

So it was put up with Lexi or give up on everything. And really, was having a hottie talk down to me really that bad? It was only for a week or so, and I could cope for a week or so. And maybe, just maybe, it wouldn’t be so bad? Maybe Lexi and I would find a way to get along?

She liked my taste in books. Maybe we weren’t so different. Maybe she’d even end up liking me, and I’d end up liking her, and we’d…

“So… shall we get down to why I’m here? You need my help to pass the exam, right? So, the sooner we get started the better, after all, seeing first hand how you’ve struggled in class I going to assume you’re going to need all the help you can get.”

There was the tone again. There was the smile. I could feel my hackles rising. I felt my hopes of getting on with the incredibly hot Lexi vanish. She was a stone-cold bitch.

I was just going to have to put up with her until the exam. I was just going to have to tolerate her berating me and mocking me and looking down her nose at me because I really did need her help.

“Sure. That’s a good idea.” I said, trying my best to hide my irritation.

From the way she was smirking though I guessed she could tell how she was getting under my skin, and I assumed she was enjoying it. This was going to be more difficult than I had hoped.

“Perfect. Now, be a darling and bring my tea over here and we can get started.”

With that she sat down on the sofa, making herself comfortable. I watched as she got her laptop out. She was expecting me to serve her like… like some kind of maid. But really, what choice did I have? I needed to keep her happy, and she clearly did not intend to make this easy on me.

I fixed a smile. Just a week or so. That was all.

“Come on now, chop chop, we don’t have all day.”

My smile became even harder to maintain. I felt my teeth grinding against each other.

“I’ll be right there.” I said.

And I could tell from the way her smile altered that Lexi knew she was getting to me, and she was definitely enjoying it.
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“I just don’t get it! What am I doing wrong?”

After several hours of going over old essays I’d written, having Lexi tear my thinking apart, yet failing to make any progress at putting me back together, I was close to giving up. Maybe I should just quit now and drop out before the inevitable failure, skipping the humiliating part where Lexi tore me to shreds while making me act as her maid.

“You’re just still stuck in an old mindset. I… I have a lot of empathy actually. It’s harder for some than others, especially when masculinity has become a cage. You end up locked in dead-ends rather than seeing the bridges. But you have a strong foundational grasp of it all. Surprisingly strong. I never really knew you were quite so… that you were not the usual sports-playing Neanderthal. I think there’s hope for you. Really. If I didn’t I’d be quitting right now. I’m really not one to waste my time on pointless projects, even if they do pay well. That I’m still here and that I’m still willing to work with you should tell you that I think you can do this.”

It was strange, hearing Lexi be so positive without slipping an insult in there too. I felt an odd surge of affection towards her

In the beginning, she’d been her usual caustic self, and it was clear she’d made a lot of false assumptions about me and my thinking, but, as we went over my work, past essays and assignments, she began to soften. And as she softened I began to feel myself warming up to her.

She was able to show me where I’d gone wrong in my thinking, but so far she’d not been able to show me how to put it right. It was, as she said, like I was caught in a dead-end. Yet, she was being surprisingly patient and gentle, and the more we worked together, the more curious and gentle she became.

As I looked up at her, feeling close to despondent, I caught her looking back at me with a gaze that was almost… and then her expression shifted, and the odd look I’d not been able to place was gone.

“So what am I supposed to do? We’ve been doing this for hours and I’m tired and fried and I feel like I’m even further from passing the exam than I was at the start. I know now how wrong I am, but how do I go about being right?”

Lexi took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh. It took all my willpower not to look down at her chest—she was wearing a tight dress, low cut, and the rise and fall of her breasts on the edge of my vision was very distracting. Even the smell of her, her body’s musk and her perfume, was intoxicating, and very distracting.

Lexi smiled. She stared at me for a moment.

“I think… I think I can help you, but it’s going to be quite unconventional. If you’re willing to go along with my idea I think I can help you, but I’m not sure you’re bold enough. How much do you want to pass?”

I stared at her, blinking.

“I need to pass. It’s not about wanting to. I need to…” I said.

Hearing that Lexi smiled.

“Good. Then maybe you’ll be willing…”

“What are you…”

“Ah, no spoilers. You’ll have to wait for tomorrow. I’ve got a few things I need to organise first and I don’t want you fretting or overthinking things. Just… keep an open mind, okay? If you want to pass, if you need to pass, then keep an open mind.”

I took a deep breath. There was something in her smile that worried me, but Lexi was kinder and sweeter than I’d expected. Maybe there was hope for us getting to know each other, maybe there was hope for me passing.

“I… fine.” I said. “Let’s do it. Whatever it is, I’ll do it.”

Lexi’s smile widened.

“Perfect.” She said.


Two

The next evening Lexi arrived slightly earlier than I was expecting, and she was carrying not only her usual bag with her laptop and her study materials in, but a second bag—a large black holdall that she handed to me before stepping into my apartment. The bag was not as heavy as it looked.

“That’s for you.” She said, smiling at me.

“What…”

“Before you start worrying you need to let me explain. I’ve been thinking about your block and I think I’ve worked out a way to help you. You struggle to really grasp things from a woman’s point of view, and you struggle to connect with your feminine side. Everything you write is riddled with masculine ego and insecurity.”

“Hang on! I…”

“Oh stop whining.” Lexi said, grinning. “I’m not having a go at you in particular. I mean, I am, a little, but it’s bigger than you. I always thought you were a bit of a stone-head, like the others on your team, like most of those here on sports scholarships, but your essays were surprisingly… sharp. You have potential, and I really do think you can pass, but you need to get past that block.”

Her words struck me hard. She thought… she thought I was sharp? I was getting a compliment from Lexi? The girl who looked down her nose at almost everyone?

“What block do you mean?”

She smiled at me, grinning. I knew she’d been expecting that question.

“You’ve been raised in a patriarchal society, and have prospered due to your talent and ability in male-dominated fields—in this case, sport—so it’s only natural you’d have inherent biases. You’ve been shaped to be a sports star, rewarded for acting and behaving as a man in a broken system. You’ve never been given the freedom or encouragement to step outside of a very particular-shaped box, so your thinking has become square. You can’t even imagine other shapes. But… I can help. I think.”

I was nodding, but there was something about what she was saying that worried me and made me nervous. It wasn’t that it was untrue, more that it was very true, and her words felt almost like an attack on the core of my being, on my very nature.

“What do you…”

“You have a block, but I’ve brought a battering ram. We’re tearing down your internal walls and we’re expanding your worldview. That’s how we get you to pass. We open your mind to more than just your narrow definition of masculine. I want you to take that bag into the bathroom and do as the instructions inside say. It’s that simple. You either do it, and emerge from the bathroom ready to study with me, and we can work to break down your internal biases and preconceptions, or… you can come out without following the instructions and I’ll leave.”

Lexi’s tone was hard. It was clear she was going to listen to no argument. I took a deep breath.

“Now, why don’t you go into the bathroom and have a look. Take your time. Think it over. I’ll go make some tea and make myself comfortable in case when you do step out you’re ready to begin studying.”

With that she turned and headed off towards my kitchen, already clearly at home in my apartment, leaving me holding the holdall. I could feel my heart racing.

What was in the bag? What did she want me to do?

There was, really, only one way to find out.
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I was left stunned by Lexi’s instructions, but I knew I had little choice really. It was follow them to the letter so that I stood a chance at passing the exam, or refuse and she’d leave and I’d almost certainly fail.

Though I didn’t want to go along with her plan, I knew the alternative was worse. So… I accepted, begrudgingly, and I began to do as her note in the bag told me. I started by stripping off so I could shave my body smooth.

As I did I could feel my cheeks burning with anger and shame and embarrassment. I wasn’t most angry because I had thought for a moment that she was serious about wanting to help me, about seeing potential in me, but, given the instructions, it was clear she just wanted to mess with me, wanted to humiliate me and make a joke of me.

But… I really did need her help. I figured she was either expecting me to refuse, and drop out of college, or she was hoping I was desperate enough that I’d follow her instructions while feeling shamed by them, and she could mock and tease me.

Yet I couldn’t help but wonder… maybe there was a third option? What if I followed her instructions, but instead of being ashamed and humiliated, I embraced it? What if I refused to let it get to me? What if I took the high ground, did as she said, pretended like I wasn’t even bothered by it all, and that it was helping the way she was pretending it would help, and I went on to pass the exam?

Surely that was the best way to get any revenge on her? I could spoil her fun and also use her help to pass the exam. I just… I just needed to grit my teeth and get on with it, to push on through. So, with that in mind, I began to foam my legs with shaving gel.

It felt odd, slippery and cool, and the caress of my hands on my calves and thighs sent a tingle running up my spine, but I pushed the sensation away and focussed on the task in front of me, not wanting to waste any time that could be spent studying, and not wanting to prolong the arduous process.

With my legs foamed I set the razor from the holdall to flesh, and began to cut away my leg hair. The blades slid effortlessly over skin, and it was, all told, a much less painful process than I expected.

Thankfully, I’d never been particularly hairy—thankfully for that moment at least, because normally I hated the fact that I was so not hairy compared to the other boys and men on my team—so it was actually quite quick. I shaved my legs first, chafing at the fact that I was ridding myself of one of the few outward signs of my masculinity, and then moved up to my cock, scrotum, my butt, belly, chest, armpits, and even my arms. I shaved everywhere, just as the note had been clear to emphasise.

I figured that once Lexi realised her plan wasn’t working as she expected, that she’d look for any way out, but I definitely wasn’t going to provide one. I was doing this to pass the exam, and to show her I wasn’t so easily defeated. She was going to have to do a lot better than shaving to break me or beat me.

With my body shaved I put the razor down then turned the shower on, letting the water heat  up for a moment, the room filling with steam, before I stepped in to rinse off the last traces of shaving foam. The hot water was a balm, and yet the shower felt oddly different.

The feeling of water on my skin, the sensation of slippery soapy hands on my body as I washed off, made me shiver. I felt so much more sensitive than I normally did. Without body hair, it was like I could feel everything so much more fully and it was… not unpleasant.

In fact, it was kind of nice, and I felt my cock start to throb and harden as I washed. I pushed that thought aside though, a sense of shame at the idea that being smooth was turning me on. I had things to do too, I had studying to be getting on with.

So, I rinsed off and stepped out of the shower, my cock still half-hard, and I set to drying off. As I did I couldn’t help but catch a glance of myself in the mirror, my body. I looked… so soft, so smooth, so… feminine.

I blushed as I realised it. I always knew I was small and slim, with a less than masculine physique—hell even Lexi was taller than me, and though she was taller than average for a girl she wasn’t tall, especially compared to football players—but I’d never really thought of myself as feminine. But, shaved as I was, there was no denying it.

I was slim, slight, with a toned body built for speed and dexterity instead of power, and now, shaved, I looked… kind of cute, in a way that was definitely girly. My blush deepened as I realised I had to push on with the last part of Lexi’s plan to humiliate me.

I’d been confident before, but now after the shower, seeing myself shaved, I was less sure. But I was committed so… I pushed on, and turned my attention to the panties.
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The panties were simple enough, black, silky, decorated with lace, tiny and soft and quite starkly sexy. They were nothing like the underwear I’d worn before and were more like what I’d want a girl to wear for me than what I’d ever want to wear. Yet… I knew I didn’t have a choice.

So I slipped them on. I slipped the silky cloth up my smooth, soft legs and I tugged them into place, tugged them up over my cock—still half-hard, throbbing, shaved smooth—and up around my ass. They were tight and snug and there was surprisingly little material to them though they still, to my shame, managed to contain me quite neatly. I felt my cheeks burning and I had to close my eyes and take a few deep, slow breaths to calm down.

I felt my hard-on subside, and only once it was completely gone and my heart had slowed did I dare open my eyes and face the mirror. What I saw shocked me.

I looked… good. Not good in the way I wanted to look mind, not handsome or hot like a man should be, but rather hot like a girl I might see in a magazine or online.

True, my chest was flat, and my face was at best androgynous, but from the waist down I looked like a very attractive girl. Was that all it took to humiliate me and destroy my masculinity? A razor and some panties? Was that all it took to make me a girl?

I felt a swell of anger and annoyance. I was not going to let Lexi beat me that easily. I might look feminine, but that didn’t make me a girl. I might look cute, maybe even sexy, but that didn’t make me a woman. Panties and shaved legs didn’t make me any less than what I was, and I was a man, wasn’t I? One of the star players of my team.

I was a man, and I was not going to lose. I was going to beat her at her own game. I wasn’t going to let her shame me. I was going to get her help, pass the exam, and prove to her that it would take more than panties and shaved legs to break me.

With that mindset, I turned away from the mirror and set about getting dressed back in my normal clothes, jeans and a t-shirt. Yet, in the back of my head, still lurked the mental image of the cute, smooth girl in black panties. The girl with long legs, soft hips, and a round ass. The girl that looked like me.
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“Did you do it?” Lexi asked as I stepped into the living room

She’d set up her laptop and her study materials, had settled down with a cup of tea, and had made a good show of being willing and ready to teach me. Her expression gave no sign of disappointment at seeing me, but rather remained inscrutable—and annoyingly beautiful—with a soft, curious smile.

“I assumed since you took so long that you did it?”

There was a pause, silence, and it was clear she was waiting for an answer. I felt my cheeks start to heat up but I forced myself to take slow, shallow breaths to keep me calm. I wasn’t about to show her any weakness or give any hint that she’d succeeded in humiliating me.

It was just smooth legs and panties. I could do that. I didn’t need her to know just what it was doing to me—hell, I wasn’t even sure what it was doing to me, I just knew I needed to focus and not let her get to me.

But that was easier said than done. It would have been hard to focus normally with Lexi around, not only was she irritating, but she was hot. Today thought it was even worse. She was wearing a big, smug, satisfied smile, had made herself comfortable in my apartment, and I was wearing panties while being shaved smooth—a fact that she suspected, if not outright knew, and I wondered if she could tell. Was I giving it away by how I was standing?

Worse, she looked even hotter than normal. She was wearing a cute black skirt and a tight top, low-cut, along with fishnets and her make-up looked a little heavier than usual, more alluring. I wondered… had she made an effort to look hotter than usual to make me even more uncomfortable? That would have been just like her.

But… I refused to play along. I wasn’t going to get distracted. I had work to do. An exam to pass.

“Yeah, I did it.” I said.

I could feel the words sticking in my throat, and the way Lexi’s smile twisted was like a knife in my gut. I could tell she was enjoying watching me suffer.

“Mind if I ask for proof?” She said. “Just… flash a little of your waistband, and then some of your ankle. So I know you did as I asked.”

I was struggling to keep calm, but I knew she wasn’t going to accept no as an answer, so I did as she asked. I flashed her my ankle first, then pulled the waistband of my panties up to flash the black silk. There was something thrilling about admitting I was smooth, in panties, but I pushed the feelings aside. Lexi, satisfied, shifted to the side and encouraged me to sit next to her so we could begin studying.

Yet… it was even harder than the day before. Try as I might, I couldn’t focus on the topic at hand. I wanted to, knew I needed to, but I couldn’t. My mind was elsewhere, skipping around, and I could feel the presence of Lexi next to me, the sensitivity of my shaved body, the silky material of my panties. It was all very distracting.

After a couple of hours of trying to get it, Lexi stopped and turned to face me. I could tell from the way she was looking at me that she too was feeling frustrated with my lack of progress.

“You’re doing better in some ways than yesterday, but… you seem on edge, fidgety and not quite here in the room. Is it the panties and the smooth skin?”

I took another deep breath—I was taking a lot of them—and nodded.

“It’d be easier if I didn’t have to wear the panties at least. Maybe tomorrow…”

“No. You’ve got to keep the shaved body and the panties. It’s part of the process and I promise you it will help. You just need to stick with it and trust me. But… I can see how that would be distracting. I think I might have a solution though.”

Her smile twisted again, and she looked me in the eye. I knew that smile. I knew it didn’t mean anything good, but I also knew I needed Lexi’s help to pass my final exam. And she was also really cute up close, even cuter than at a distance, and she was kind of… nice, sometimes.

“What is it?” I said, already dreading the answer.

“You’ll find out tomorrow. And we’ll get to begin the next step too.”

“Next step?” I asked.

Lexi nodded.

“Of course. I mean, normally we could go slowly, work on things more conventionally, but we’ve got to hurry. We’ve not got much time so… I figure we need to take drastic action. You do want to pass the final, right?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, but…”

“And you admit I have the top marks in our class, so I clearly know the subject?”

I nodded again.

“Yeah. You do. But I don’t…”

“Then trust me. I want you to wear the panties even while I’m gone and keep smooth for me. It’ll help, and tomorrow we can step it up a gear.”

“Step it up a gear?” I said, wondering what that even meant.

Lexi nodded.

“Of course. You didn’t think just panties and a smooth body would be enough to give you the breakthrough you need, did you?”

I was silent. I needed to pass my final exam. What choice did I have?


Three

“You have to be joking?” I said.

Lexi smiled at me, that same smug grin—the grin that was becoming more and more attractive and alluring the better I got to know her, but that never seemed to lose its irritating I’m right and you know it gleam—and shook her head. I had hoped she was joking, that it was all a prank, but, given what she’d already made me do, I had doubted it.

“No jokes. No mocking. This is all to help you.” She said. “I really do want to help you. You need to pass the exam, right? And you’ve got a block in your thinking? Well, this will help break down that block. I’d normally not be so drastic, but we’re on a tight schedule, plus… I think you’re a special case that demands drastic action.”

There was something to Lexi’s tone of voice, something to the way she looked at me. I felt my belly flutter and my heart skip. Why did she have to be so fucking hot? The fact she was so attractive was just making it all so much worse.

“Yeah, but… this… really?”

She nodded again.

“Really. Now, are you going to go put it on so we can study, or are you going to refuse? Either way, it’s your decision. It depends on how badly you need to pass the exam I suppose”

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“You know that if I fail that exam I’ll lose my scholarship and I’ll be kicked out. So you know I need to pass it. I feel like… like you’re just using that against me.” I said.

Lexi smiled.

“John, do I seem like the kind of woman that would do that?” She said.

I nodded.

“Yeah, you do.”

She chuckled at my reply.

“Good, because I am. But… I think you think I’m just doing this to poke fun at you, to mock you, but I’m not. I really do think this will help break down that fragile male ego of yours and unlock your potential.”

I stared at her. There was a note of sincerity in her voice that caught me off guard. I had assumed that this had all just become some elaborate plan to humiliate me and that she had no intention of helping me pass my exam, but maybe… maybe I had it wrong?

I’d been shaved for almost twenty-four hours now and had been wearing panties the whole time, and while in the beginning, it had been very distracting and humiliating, it had quickly become almost… comfortable. It felt odd, being so sensitive and smooth, feeling so delicate, and the panties hugged me in a way I was not used to, made me move in a way that was more sensual and graceful, and made me feel almost pretty.

But it was more than that. The sense of being feminine under my clothes, being cute and soft, dressed in silk panties, while out in class, while shopping, doing chores, had seeped into my head. I was aware of my body in whole new ways, was aware of the world around me in whole new ways.

Could people tell I was shaved, in panties? What would they think? Were people looking at me? I felt exposed and vulnerable, alert, but also… hot. I had been flustered for the whole day. Was this how women felt? Was it really helping me understand women better, what it felt like to be a woman? Maybe it really was breaking down my masculine ego?

But… why did that thought terrify me? Surely if it meant I could pass my final exam it was a good thing, right? I was secure enough in my masculinity to face expanding my worldview, right?

So… why did I feel like I was on top of a cliff about to jump into the unknown? Why did the thought of putting on a dress scare me so much?

“You really think I have potential?” I asked.

Lexi nodded, smiling.

“I think you have more potential than you know. Now, are you going to put it on, or should I leave?” She said.

With that, I took a deep breath and sighed.

“I’ll put it on.” I said.

Even as I said it I felt a leap of emotions, terror, dread, but also joy. Why?

“Good. Now, off you go to the bathroom. I’ll make myself comfortable and wait for you. And… do remember to put on the underwear I included too.”

My heart skipped at that. There was underwear included? Lexi hadn’t said that before. Yet… I’d made my choice, so I just nodded.

“Sure.” I said, trying to sound more resigned than I felt.

Why was I feeling excited?
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I checked myself in the mirror before stepping out, making sure I didn’t look like a complete fool, but what I saw surprised me. I blinked, dumbfounded.

While I had dressed I’d done my best to avoid looking in the mirror, keeping my back to it, not wanting to see myself and allow my fear and anxiety to get the better of me—I really did need to pass this exam—instead resigning myself to the inevitable. I knew I was going to look stupid, so better to just see it all at once, in one harsh baptism of fire, once I was fully dressed, than to bleed out my sanity with a thousand small cuts, right?

So, I’d undressed without looking at my reflection. I'd stripped off naked, baring my smooth body, and had then pulled on the new underwear Lexi had given me, underwear that was more than just panties—panties, skimpy, pink, silk, decorated with lace and ribbon, along with a matching bra, padded so that it would look like I had small tits, and pantyhose, tan, with seams running up the back.

The thought of wearing them chilled me, but I knew I had to. I had no choice, right? But then why was I kind of excited too?

I pushed those thoughts aside and pulled on the panties, slipping them up my smooth legs, then slipped on the bra, taking a moment to struggle with the catch, and then I pulled on the pantyhose. The pantyhose took me by surprise. They were so silky and smooth and sensual on my shaved legs, sending shivers up my spine and I pulled them up, hugging my legs, my ass, making me look even more feminine.

I felt my cock twitch. I had to focus.

I slowed my breathing and turned my attention to the dress. It was short, black, and tight-fitting, a sleeveless evening dress with a cinched waist and a low-cut top but with flowing skirts that would come to mid-thigh.

It was the kind of dress that I always liked to see girls in, feminine and girly and sexy, but also cute. The thought that I was going to have to wear it made my stomach bubble.

I picked it up though and slipped it on, struggling for a moment given how tight it was, and when it was zipped up I turned to face the mirror and…

“Fuck…”

I looked nowhere near as awful as I expected. In fact… I looked almost good.

Shaved, with pantyhose on, my legs looked long and full, feminine, shapely. The dress clung to my hips and ass, pulling in my waist, giving me curves, and with the padded bra on I looked like I had small but perky tits. My body looked… hot.

I looked feminine, sexy, almost womanly. It made my head spin. I’d always known I was short and slim, but to see myself looking so… elegant made my heart flutter. How could shaving and underwear and a dress change so much? Or… had I always looked this girly, and just never realised?

The only part of me that was unchanged was my head, my face, but even that looked softer in context. I looked… pretty. I smiled, despite the situation, then giggled.

For the first time in my life, I felt attractive. I was attractive. It was an alien sensation but bright and hot and joyful. I felt my cock swelling, my whole body tingling with the thrill of it all, and then I realised… I was a boy, a man, I wasn’t meant to look good in a dress. Looking pretty wasn’t meant to make me happy, and it was like the sky came crashing down on me, a tidal wave of emotions, none of them easy to bear.

“Fuck…” I muttered under my breath.

Lexi might not be doing this to humiliate me after all, might actually be doing it to help me pass my exam by breaking down the walls around my masculine ego, but there was the very unpleasant side-effect of what it was doing to my head, and my heart.

I turned away from the mirror and paused for a moment, letting the storm of emotions settle. I could feel my hands shaking. Why was just some underwear and a dress having this effect on me?

I didn’t know, and I didn’t want to know. What I wanted to do was pass my final, and if was going to do that I needed to study. So, trying to stay calm and focussed, I stepped out of the bathroom and headed through to the living room, dreading it, hating it, and then…

“Holy fuck!” Lexi said, looking up as I stepped in. “You look amazing!”

I felt my cheeks turn pink. The way she was looking at me, her smile, made my belly flutter, a hot core of shame and humiliation, but also, more intensely, brighter, a sense of joy. What was wrong with me?

“I did it, so… can we study now?” I said, trying to not think about what I was wearing.

I just wanted to ignore it, wanted to push all the thoughts and feelings and emotions aside and focus on the important thing. The exam. I needed to focus on the exam. I needed to pass.

I’d done what Lexi wanted. I’d shaved, worn girly underwear, and I’d even put on a dress, now I just wanted to forget it all and focus on studying. I didn’t care why she’d done it, if she’d done it to humiliate me, hurt me, mock me, or if she really had done it to help me, to aid me in overcoming the block of my male ego, I just wanted to think about something else.

“You really think you’ll be able to study?” Lexi asked.

I nodded. I wanted to think about something else, wanted to throw myself into the study notes.

“Yeah, I mean… why wouldn’t I?”

“Aren’t we forgetting about yesterday? How hard do you find it to focus? And if you found it difficult then, I assumed you’re only going to find it harder today, especially given the state of you.”

Lexi was smiling, grinning. The way she spoke, the way she looked at me, unnerved me. But then she always unnerved me. It was part of her charm, why I found her so annoying. It only made her hotter.

I shifted, flustered, blushing. I didn’t quite understand what she meant.

“I… I can focus… really. I just want to focus on studying.”

Lexi giggled.

“You might want to, but I’m not sure you’ll be able to.”

As she spoke, she shifted closer to me. There was a gleam in her eyes, a twinkle. I was frozen, heart racing, watching her.

And then…

“You really think you’ll be able to focus with this the way it is?” She asked.

Her hand reached out, and then her fingers brushed over my dress, over my crotch, over the hard bulge of my cock in my panties and pantyhose and dress.

I was hard. I was hard.

“Fuck…”

Her touch was electric. Why was I hard? What was wrong with me?

“Lucky for you I have a fix for that.” Lexi said.

And before I could react her hand slipped up and under my skirt.
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I couldn’t move, couldn’t believe what was happening.

On the one hand, I wanted her to touch me. I wanted the hot goth girl who’d annoyed and irritated me for so long to touch my cock, play with me, make me cum.

But on the other hand… she was touching my cock while I was in a dress, in panties and a bra, pantyhose, shaved smooth. She was touching me while I was hard from being dressed up like a girl.

It was all so confusing and conflicting and I didn’t know what to do and then her hand wrapped around my panty-clad cock and began to stroke.

“Fuck…” I moaned as she teased me.

Her hand squeezed, stroked, and the combination of being smooth and in silky panties and pantyhose made the sensation even more overwhelming. Plus, it didn’t help that I’d never really been touched by a girl before.

This was the first time a girl, a woman, was intentionally playing with my cock, and it was Lexi, perhaps the hottest girl I’d ever known, and also the most annoying, and she was doing it while I was dressed up like a sexy girl. My head was spinning.

“You enjoying that?” Lexi said, looking up at me.

Her eyes seemed to bore a hole into my soul. I nodded without thinking. Her hand felt amazing. She was so hot.

And… she was touching my cock. She was teasing my cock.

I never wanted it to end.

“You just relax, and I’ll take care of you. Like I said, I think you have potential, and I’m going to help you unlock it. I’m going to help you overcome that block. You just need to relax and do what I say, okay?”

Her voice was soft, soothing, alluring. Her hand felt so good, so soft, teasing. My hips began to work on their own, thrusting into her grip, feeling her tease me, stroke me. My cock was getting even harder, throbbing.

“Yes… I… I can relax.” I said.

“Good girl.” Lexi said.

And she squeezed my cock as she said it, the sensation a bright spark that swelled, joy, bliss, pleasure. The words sank into my head. She’d called me a good girl and it felt… hot.

“Fuck…”

Lexi worked her hand, gently, teasing, then with her other she lifted up the skirts of my dress, exposing my panties. I felt my cock getting even harder from the thrill of being exposed.

“You know, you’re quite cute actually.” Lexi said. “But I think you could be even cuter. Would you like that, would you like me to make you even cuter?”

Her hand teased, stroking, and the question sounded almost rhetorical. What did she want me to say? What did I want to say?

My head spun and then… I nodded. Why was I nodding? Did I think she wanted me to say yes, or did I want to say yes? I was flustered, confused, conflicted, and very turned on.

“Please…” I whispered.

Lexi smiled. With her free hand, she tugged at my panties, my pantyhose, pulling them down. I felt them snag on my cock, and then… she tugged them down, my cock bouncing free, hard, and she wrapped her fingers around it, skin on skin. It felt amazing.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” She said.

And she began to stroke hard and fast.
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It was all I could do to stay on my feet. The way she touched me, stroked me, teased me, made my legs go weak. I whimpered, but she did not slow down.

If anything, Lexi worked harder, faster, gripping my cock tight. I looked down at her, seeing my body so soft and pretty, and my head spun. She was so hot, and it was like I was looking down at a girl’s body, seeing Lexi stroke a girl’s cock. The thought sent me reeling, my cock throbbing, hard, a surge of pleasure and joy.

“You want to cum? You want to cum for me?” Lexi said.

I nodded. I wanted to cum so badly that it hurt.

“Then do it. Cum for me. Be a good girl and cum for me.” Lexi said.

The words hit me hard. I wanted to cum so badly but… but she said I was a good girl. Would cumming make me a good girl? Was I a good girl? Why did that matter?

“Cum for me. Show me you can be a good girl. You’re so cute and pretty and I want to see you cum. Cum for me.”

Lexi’s voice was soft, alluring, mesmerising. All I could see was her, looking up at me, hot, the annoying irritating woman from my class gone, replaced instead with someone kind and gentle and seductive, yet still insanely hot.

And she was stroking my cock. She stroked my cock and she wanted me to cum.

I was close. Her hand worked, slicked up and down, her fingers and palm lubed by my precum. My hips thrust.

“I’m close. I’m so close.” I whimpered.

“Cum for me. Cum hard for me. Cum for me and show me you’re a good girl.”

The words struck me again and I was on the edge, close. It was the words that pushed me over. I was a good girl.

“Fuck…”

I thrust into Lexi’s palm, working my hips, hand slicking up and down, and my cock swelled, throbbed, and I was cumming, cumming hard, shot after shot of cum.

Lexi put her palm under the head of my cock and caught it all, stroking, squeezing, milking my cock of every last drop of cum.

“Good girl.” She said.

I was cumming, over and over. My head swam.

It was only when my cock started to soften that Lexi slowed her stroking and stopped. She looked up at me, then… she stood up, looming over me, taller than me.

“But good girls clean up their messes.” She said.

With that she lifted her palm, full of my cum, and with her other hand she gripped the hair on the back of my head, tight. I winced, gasped, and knew what she wanted. But… I couldn’t, could I?

“Be a good girl and clean up your mess.” Lexi said.

I paused, looking her in the eye. She was deadly serious. I could refuse. I should refuse. But… I didn’t.

Lexi guided my head down. I reacted on instinct, extending my tongue and then… I licked her palm. I licked her palm clean of my cum. I licked my cum out of her hand. I licked her hand clean.

I shivered as I swallowed. My cum was warm, salty, thick and creamy, sticking in my throat briefly. I had no idea why I’d done it.

“Good girl!” Lexi said. “I’m so very impressed.

And then I realised that was why I’d done it. Because Lexi wanted me to.

“And now… time for us to fix that problem of yours so it doesn’t become a problem again.”

I frowned, confused, and then Lexi turned to pull something out of her bag. It took me a moment to realise what it was, but once I did I felt my stomach drop. There was no way but… I really needed to pass my exam, and I’d already come so far, so…

“Do I really need to?” I asked.

Lexi nodded.

“A good girl would.” She said, grinning.

And I knew I didn’t have a choice. Worse, part of me was growing curious.


Four

As if the fix wasn’t bad enough, Lexi also decided to set me homework after she left. The exam was getting closer she said, so we needed to make the most of the time we had, and that meant homework. But… it was not like any homework I’d had before.

Part of me wanted to refuse, wanted to dig my heels in and not go along with her plan any longer. She could turn up tomorrow and I’d tell her I’d not done any of the tasks she’d set me, but another part knew that it was pointless to resist. I’d come so far, had shaved, worn panties, dressed up in underwear and a girly outfit, and now… now I was caged.

Lexi had, after she’d made me cum, caged me. My cock was locked away, small and useless, to help me focus, and only she held the key. Any power I had to resist her had vanished, and I still needed her help to try and pass my final exam. I just hoped her plan really was intended to help me pass because otherwise my scholarship would be over.

But… I was starting to think she really did want to help me. She’d softened since she’d begun tutoring me, had even touched my cock, made me cum—though she had made me eat my own cum—and she’d called me a good girl in a tone that made it seem like a compliment. She seemed invested in me and was going to a lot of effort, far too much effort just to mock me. And so far there’d been no mocking, no snide remarks, no attempt to humiliate me.

There’d been plenty of chances, but she never had. Whenever she’d seen me looking feminine, girly, cute, she had only ever been kind and complimentary. As though… as though there really was nothing humiliating or degrading or shameful about being soft and feminine and girly.

And then it clicked.

I laughed out loud at how obvious it all was. I really had been blocked. I had been blocked and Lexi really was helping to unblock me.

What was humiliating about looking feminine? What was degrading about wearing panties, or being cute? What was shameful about looking good in a dress?

The entire mindset I’d been applying was backwards and… gross. For me to find dressing feminine and girly humiliating would mean that being a woman was a step down from being a man, that being feminine was a downgrade compared to being masculine, but I never believed that. Or that’s what I’d thought.

Clearly, though I had thought it, or felt it, at some level. I must have or I’d not have found the experience of shaving, wearing panties, a dress, looking soft and feminine and girly such an emotionally intense experience.

And yet, realising it all, I felt a weight lift. Being feminine was just as empowering as being masculine. Being a woman was just as empowering as being a man. Being cute and pretty was just as valid as being handsome. They were level. There was nothing humiliating or shameful about it. There was no reason to feel degraded by it.

So… I could just embrace it all. I could embrace feeling cute and feminine. I could embrace it and smash the walls of my internal male ego. Maybe this really would help me pass my exam.

Plus it was kind of fun. Not only was it hot to have Lexi play with my cock, but there was something so sensual and thrilling about being soft and smooth. Panties and pantihose felt so alluring against skin. And… looking cute, being feminine, made me feel attractive in a way I’d never felt before. So why not embrace it. It was just until my exam, right?

And so… I threw myself into it all with a renewed sense of vigour and excitement. Lexi really wasn’t that awful. She really wasn’t that cruel or mean. Sure, she was unconventional, but with my new breakthrough, I figured I was more likely than ever to pass my final exam and keep my scholarship.

And what better way to thank her than doing my homework.
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The homework was simple enough, but nowhere as easy as I’d assumed.

Before Lexi had left she’d given me a bag and had told me to practice, and that she expected me to be ready for the next evening. She’d explained no more, and it was only when I looked in the bag that I realised what she meant by practice and what she meant by being ready for her.

Lexi had given me a bag full of make-up—mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, blush, creams, lipstick—and a wig. She wanted me to learn how to apply make-up, how to put on and style a wig, and how to look even more feminine than before. I felt my hands shaking, but… I set myself to it.

I watched a few video tutorials online, to get the idea of how and what and why, but they all made it look far easier than it was. Still, within an hour or two, I had a reasonable grasp of the basics as well as an understanding of how to make myself pretty, rather than clownish. Make-up was much harder than it looked but was also more powerful than I’d ever imagined.

My final attempt was shocking. With eyeliner on, mascara, eyeshadow, lipstick, some blush and shadow to make my features more refined, softer, I looked…

“I’m cute.” I said to my reflection.

I was cute. I was really cute. And I was still just in an old t-shirt and sweatpants, my hair styled. How would I look with a bit more practice, in a dress, or a cute outfit, with the wig on.

The thought made me squirm and blush, an aching in my cock—my caged cock—the thought of how hot I’d look. But it was late, and I had a long day tomorrow. The wig and an outfit would have to wait.

I felt a pang as I realised I only had the one outfit. The dress. Maybe I should get more or… and then I shook my head, giggling. It was one thing to embrace the tasks Lexi had given me to break down my internal biases and help me pass the exam. It was another to go out buying female outfits to wear. I was letting it all get to me. I was getting carried away. I was still John, the star football player, right? And I didn’t need girly outfits.
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I’d been sitting waiting for close to twenty minutes when the knock at the door finally came. Lexi was here, and I practically jumped up out of my seat and dashed to the door, terrified and anxious and excited to see her.

As I passed the hall mirror I paused to look at myself, making sure I was ready.

My cheeks turned pink as I caught sight of the girl in the mirror. I still could barely believe it was me.

I’d taken my time with my make-up, going to a smokey eye based on a look from a video I’d watched, heavy eyeliner, thick mascara, eyelids dusky with blended blacks and pinks and purples. I looked gothy, hot, and I figured it was just the kind of thing that Lexi would approve of.

I’d used shadow and highlights to accentuate my features too, and had painted my lips, deep red. The overall effect was to shift my face from cute and androgynous to feminine, almost femme-fatale, and I loved it.

And I looked even better than the day before because I’d had time to put on a cute outfit—the same panties, bra, pantyhose, and dress that I’d worn the day before—and I’d even put on my wig and styled it—a long red wig in glorious copper waves falling down around my shoulders, framing my face. The final impression was stunning.

I barely recognised myself. I’d gone from awkward boy, unexceptional man, to… cutie. There was no other way to describe it. I was a cute girl. I looked like a cute girl, and I could not stop smiling. I felt attractive, and hot, and with my internal biases smashed, I found it almost empowering to be able to dress up in a way that made me feel sexy. I couldn’t wait to see Lexi’s reaction.

The knock came again, snapping my attention away from the mirror. I giggled again.

“Ready or not, here I come.” I said.

And then I answered the door.

“Hi, is John home?” Lexi said, grinning at me.

I paused for a moment, wondering if she really didn’t recognise me. I looked good I had to admit, but surely she must see it was me, but then I realised. She was playing along with my new look. John was no name for a girl who looked like me. It was all part of her plan.

I paused for a moment as I wracked my brain for a name I liked. But then it clicked.

“No, he’s out.” I said, grinning, playing along. “He told me to look after you though. I’m Joanne.”

Lexi smiled, nodded.

“Nice to meet you, Joanne.” She said.

And then she stepped in, not even waiting to be invited. I was blushing, but I was grinning. Lexi was not just expecting me to dress like a girl, look like a girl, but was expecting me to play the role of a girl too. She was expecting me to fully inhabit the role of a girl while she was here. I was all part of her plan to break the walls and barriers around my fragile male ego.

It was all part of her plan to help me pass that final exam. So… I was willing to go along with it. Because I needed to pass my exam. That was all. There was no other reason, was there?

Yet, seeing her smile at me, seeing her eyes sparkle, I couldn’t help but feel that I’d pleased her, and that too felt good. Was it so wrong that I was doing this in some small part to make the pretty goth girl like me, to make her pleased, proud? And… if I was having fun, was that really so bad?

“Come on Joanne, we have studying to do, and no time to waste.” Lexi said.

She was still smiling at me, looking me up and down. I couldn’t resist the urge to pose and show off.

“But first… I should say you look amazing. Well done.”

I felt my heart leap. Her praise, her words, meant more than I could have imagined.
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We sat and studied for hours, working over the material, picking over my old essays, and, for the first time, it began to click. I was able to see the nuance and detail I’d missed before. I was able to grasp alternative points of view more easily, and rebut arguments with greater finesse. It was like the entire subject was unfolding in front of me.

Lexi beamed, and praised me, complimenting me—her favourite phrase was good girl, which chafed a little at first, but as I dismantled my old ego and the shame I felt about embracing my femininity, it became almost pleasant to hear. I was a good girl in that moment. I was Joanne. I was a good student, and I was impressing the cute goth girl who was teaching me.

As I got better and better at the subject, Lexi’s praise became more emphatic, more enthusiastic. She was so sweet and kind, so gentle.

I was so used to her looking down her nose at me, being rude or snide or condescending, that she seemed almost like a new person. She was comfortable to be around, encouraging, and she was still really hot.

Without the cage, I knew I would have struggled to focus. As hot as Lexi was, as sexy as she looked, I’d have struggled to focus given how close she was to me, how she kept finding excuses to touch me, leaning over to point out something I missed to give me a view of her ass, her tits, smiling at me, fluttering her eyelashes at me.

I could feel my body responding to it, to Lexi, responding to her charms and her words, her body, but also I couldn’t help but squirm given my situation. I felt so pretty, so soft and cute and hot, so attractive, so feminine and girly, and that feeling, the sensuality and sexuality of it, the gentle thrumming joy, kept me on edge, a bright core of pleasure in my gut that meant I couldn’t stop smiling.

Plus… I could still remember the night before. Every time I looked at Lexi’s hands I remembered how she’d touched me. How she’d stroked my cock, how she’d teased, made me cum, made me eat my cum.

I was able to focus on my work, studying, thanks to the cage, and Lexi’s praise, but it was not easy, and the more she flattered and praised and teased me the harder it got. And that did not go unnoticed.

“You’re doing so well today!” Lexi said, her voice warm and praising.

I was still getting used to this new side of her, how sweet and kind she was, how flattering, the sense that she almost, maybe, possibly liked me. I blushed, smiled, my cage feeling far too small and far too tight.

“Thanks. I… I really think your plan is helping.”

“I do too, but… I’m not sure it’s enough. You’re still getting distracted, and though you’ve made progress you need to score high on the final exam to pass since you need to make up for your previous low grades. I think we need to do more. And I think we can do more. I think you can do more.”

I stared at her, blinked. My hopes had been soaring high after my recent progress and breakthrough, but she was right. I needed to score high on the final exam if I wanted to pass the course, and if she thought I needed to do more then I would do more.

“What do you think I need to do?” I asked.

Part of me was almost anxious about what she might suggest given recent events, but part of me was also curious. How much more was there I could do, how far could it all go?

“I have an idea, but… it’s extreme. You might not want to try it. You might be too nervous.”

I paled. Her tone of voice let me know that it was not something she expected me to agree to.

“I… if you don’t tell me I won’t know, but… I’m willing to think about it at least.” I said.

How deep could the Joanne rabbit hole go? How far could Lexi push it?

“Okay, but… don’t panic.” Lexi said.

And with that, she turned to her bag, pulled out a small box. It looked so inoffensive and slight, but then she opened it. My eyes went wide.

I knew what it was the moment I laid my eyes on it and I shook my head without even thinking. I was close to panicking, but I took a deep breath and did my best to stay calm.

“I can’t.” I said. “I…”

“Stop, relax. You can. You’re just reacting at a surface level. You’re encountering resistance from your fragile ego. You can do it, you just don’t want to. Think about why. And think about how this might help you.” Lexi said.

I paused. She was right. I could do it, but I didn’t want to. It was too much, too far. Doing that was…

“And, if it’ll help, I have something that might motivate you.”

Lexi’s voice was soft and alluring, seductive, almost wanton.

“If you do this, and if you pass the exam…”

She paused for dramatic effect, pouting, wiggling. She shifted closer, and put one hand on my upper thigh, slipping it up and under my dress. I whimpered, trembling.

“… we can fuck.”

My heart skipped. Lexi was saying… we could… if I did what she was asking, took this extra step, and passed the exam, we could fuck? I could fuck Lexi? I could finally lose my virginity?

I looked into her beautiful eyes. She was so hot.

I looked back to the box, to the butt-plug Lexi had pulled out from her bag. It was so thick and ominous, silver metal, heavy, a large pink heart-shaped gem on the flared base. Could I really…

I nodded.

“I’ll do it.” I said, barely believing I was willing to do it.

Yet I was. For a chance to fuck Lexi I was definitely willing to do it. Plus… I was kind of curious about learning more about my feminine side.

“Good girl.” Lexi said. “Now, bend over and pull your pantyhose and panties down. I’ll help.”
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I did as Lexi said, bent over the arm of the sofa and, with shaking hands, pulled my dress up around my waist, then pulled my pantyhose and panties down to around my knees. I felt exposed, but she’d already seen my cock, had touched it, made me cum, so was this really so much worse? It was just my butt, my ass, my crack.

My caged dick hung limp and heavy, locked away, and Lexi moved to stand behind me, out of sight. I could feel her staring at me, the silence was oppressive.

“You really do have a lovely ass, Joanne. It’s so pretty now it’s all smooth, and in that dress, the panties and pantyhose, bent over, exposed, you make such a hot girl.”

Her words hit me hard, thrilling me. The shame of being so vulnerable and exposed, combined with the thrill of being pretty, cute, feminine, was enough to make me dizzy, my cock throbbing in its cage.

“Now, spread your legs cutie, and try to relax, or this is going to hurt.”

There was a note of teasing and threat to her words, a light giggle. I felt my belly flutter, my hole twitching. I’d seen the plug. It was long and thick, a tapered orb of metal connected to a flared, base by a thin neck, a pretty pink gem decorating it.

I’d never played with my ass, had never even thought about it. My sexual experience was limited to Lexi making me cum with her hands, and now… now I was about to have her fill my ass with a thick, heavy, long plug. And worse, she was doing it while I was Joanne, a hot, sexy, pretty girl, made-up, smooth, soft, in panties, a bra, pantyhose, a dress, bent over. She was going to plug a pretty girl’s ass and I was that girl.

I did as Lexi said though, spreading my legs, and I did my best to relax. I took slow deep breaths.

“As hot as you look like that, I really hope you pass that final Joanne, because I’d very much like to fuck you.” Lexi said.

Her words excited me, turned me on, made me shiver. I couldn’t wait to fuck her. But first I needed to pass the exam, and get plugged. Would it even fit?

As I pondered the question, excitement, dread, fear, anxiety, nervous, Lexi moved in closer. A hand ran over my smooth butt, teasing, groping. The contact was soothing and erotic.

And then something cool and wet and slippery ran down my crack, making me start.

“It’s just lube, don’t worry. This will keep your tight hole nourished and wet, and will help the plug slip in without hurting you.” Lexi said.

I nodded, biting my bottom lip to keep from whimpering. As the lube ran down my crack I felt fingers tease in, tease along. I shivered.

Fingertips caressed along, over my hole, my virgin entrance, and then a tip just barely entered me. The sensation was… so much brighter and more pleasurable than I was expecting. My whole body lit up and I couldn’t stop a small moan of delight leaving my lips.

“Oh, does someone like that? Are you a filthy little butt-slut at heart?” Lexi asked.

As she spoke she pressed her finger in deeper, entering me, lubing my hole, and the pleasure swelled. My caged cock throbbed, hard, a delightful symphony of agony and frustration. What was happening to me? I felt so pretty, so cute, so sexy and slutty.

“Well, if you like that you’ll like this even more.” Lexi said.

And with that, she pulled her finger out of my ass. I was left bereft, empty, and I was almost aching for more. It had just been the barest tip of her finger and it had felt amazing. How would the plug feel?

And then I found out.

Something hard and cold pressed at my hole, teased, slippery and wet. I moaned as sensations I’d never even known I was capable of experiencing crashed over me. The plug pressed, forcing my hole open, entering me, and pleasure swelled, pain, shame, joy, so many feelings and emotions that I couldn’t name them all.

The plug slipped deeper, splitting me wide. Pleasure swelled, pain. Would it fit?

Part of me didn’t want it to, wanted Lexi to abandon the idea, but another part of me wanted to feel it, wanted to feel all of it, wanted to know how it felt to be caged and plugged, to be a butt-slut. The part that meant more pleasure won.

I moaned, spreading my legs wider, and I pressed back, wiggling my hips. The plug slipped deeper, getting fatter, thicker, opening my hole. It was too much. It wasn’t going to fit. It was too wide and long.

I worked my hips, my ass, and Lexi pressed. I moaned, loudly, my caged cock throbbing. And then…

It slipped in. The plug sank into my ass, sank deep, swallowed by my tight, slippery, virgin hole. My ass closed around the neck, pressing the plug deeper. I couldn’t help but moan and whimper, wiggling my hips to feel more. My caged cock leaked a drop of precum.

“Well… that was easier than expected.” Lexi said. “Someone is a natural-born slut.”

She giggled, and then I giggled. I moved my hips, unable to believe how good it felt to be plugged, stuffed full.

“Now, you are to wear that at all times, except for when you need to use the toilet and when you shower. Understand?”

I nodded. I could barely focus. It felt so good. Why had I doubted it?

And yet… the thought of being plugged at all times was almost enough to break me. I was going to be a horny distracted mess. How was I supposed to focus? And then I remembered the reward for passing my exam.

That would be enough to make me focus, no matter how good the plug felt.

“I… yes.” I whimpered.

“Good girl.” Lexi said. “Now, panties back up, and we can finish up our studies. I really do want you to pass that exam you know.” She said.

And the way she said it made me believe her. The thought that the incredibly hot Lexi wanted to fuck me, wanted me to fuck her, made my body throb, my ass clenching around the thick plug inside me, forcing it deeper, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure within me.

I wiggled my hips, then began to pull my panties up. I was suddenly very motivated to study.


Five

The following week was, to put it mildly, hell. With my cage locked on, my ass plugged, kept smooth, and in panties and pantyhose constantly, I was kept in a constant state of arousal and need. Yet, as time passed, I began to get used to it.

With no way to relieve my lust and my hunger, I was forced to make friends with it and it became almost a comfort, a gentle constant reminder of my predicament. And it became a source of motivation too.

If I passed my final not only would I be able to keep my scholarship and stay on at college, but I’d get unlocked too, and… I’d get to fuck Lexi.

I’d actually get to fuck the stuck-up, arrogant, annoying goth girl who’d teased and mocked me, the woman who’d agreed to help me pass my final exam, the woman who feminized me, helped me confront my toxic male ego, who’d made me cum, who’d fed me my cum, who’d then caged me, plugged me. I would get to fuck her.

She was so hot. When we studied together it was always in the back of my mind. I couldn’t help it. She was cute, pretty, and sexy, and she was always so sweet to me now.

I was always ready for her when she got to my apartment, with make-up, wig, dress, underwear on, caged and plugged as I always was, and I’d answer the door as Joanne, my new feminine alter-ego, a personality that seemed to be becoming more and more real as time passed. And yet, even though my mind was always on her, how hot she was, how good it would feel to pass and get to fuck her, I was still able to do better at studying than I ever had before.

Maybe it was her praise, the way she taught, encouraging me, the fact that she’d call me a good girl, but in the end, it didn’t matter exactly why. All that mattered was the result.

And the result was I was getting it. I was really finally getting it. I was able to grasp the nuance and the detail of the subject better than I ever had before. I was able to remember things more clearly. I was able to understand things I hadn’t clearly understood before.

I had thought that being kept caged and plugged would be distracting to the point that I’d not be able to focus on anything, but in the end, it was like the constant frustration and arousal was just fuel for my engine. And my engine was motoring.

“I think you’ve got it!” Lexi said, two days before our final exam. “I think you’ve finally got it. You’ve done so well, and you’ve been such a good girl. I’m proud of you.”

I beamed at that, blushing, delighting in the way she praised me. It still felt so good to be called a good girl by her.

“But… there’s still a chance you might fail. Things happen, mistakes are made. I think it’d be terrible for all this effort to go to waste though, so… I want to offer you one last incentive. If you pass I’ve already said you get to fuck me, but how about we add the detail that if you fail you will remain caged until you can pass a make-up test. I think the next one is in four months. I’m sure I can help persuade the college to keep your scholarship running that long by telling them how hard you’ve been working, but I’d only be willing to do that if you agreed to stay caged for me. How about it?”

My head was spinning. It was one thing to agree to the deal that if I passed I’d be able to fuck the hot goth, but to agree to her new terms too…

If I failed I’d stay caged. I’d stay caged for four months. But… at the same time, Lexi was telling me she thought she could help me keep my scholarship even if I didn’t pass. Yet her help came at a price. I’d be staying caged. I’d be kept locked. She’d have the key.

For four months.

“Oh, and you’d obviously need to keep studying with me regularly too. You’d have to stay smooth, in panties, plugged. I’d expect you to study with me often, as Joanne.” Lexi said.

My head was spinning. I knew I had a good chance of passing now, but there was still the possibility I might fail, and if that happened my scholarship was over. Lexi was offering me a lifeline. I’d be a fool not to take it. But four months was a long time.

Yet… that wasn’t the thing that scared me most. The thing that unnerved me was how excited I was for her offer, how eager I was for it, the sense that I just wanted to say…

“Yes.” I said.

I smiled. From the way Lexi was looking at me, I knew she could tell that I wanted to say yes just as much as she wanted me to say yes.

“Good. I’d hate to lose such a promising student just because you had a bad day when sitting the exam. And… obviously, I want you to pass, but if you don’t, well, I think we can still have fun.”

I blushed, squirming. Four months more as Joanne.

I’d figured that once exams were over I’d be returning to normal, that life would go back to how it had been before, and I’d been having odd feelings about it. On the one hand… it was strange dressing feminine, keeping myself smooth, wearing panties, being kept caged and plugged, but it was also not as unpleasant as I’d have guessed.

I’d never have done it if not for the exam, needing to pass, and Lexi’s insistence, but now I had I felt like I’d discovered something, though exactly what I wasn’t quite sure of. I was confused and puzzled, but I was too focused on my exam to think about it.

Maybe four more months wouldn’t be a bad thing? I’d be able to spend more time exploring these new feelings, the new sensations, would be able to explore more of what it meant to be Joanne, explore the feminine side of myself I’d neglected for so long. And… I’d get to spend more time with Lexi.

I’d come to know her while studying with her, and I’d come to realise she was just as sweet and kind as she was hot. The thought that once the exam was over and passed we might part ways and things might return to how they were before upset me.

I’d come to think of Lexi as a friend. Maybe even more than a friend after she’d made me cum, how she flirted with Joanne, and she’d offered to fuck me if I passed the exam, so I didn’t want to lose that. Another four months of her being around would be just another bonus.

And yet… I knew I shouldn’t have agreed. What kind of man was I to agree to such a crazy deal without even really thinking about it, without even hesitating. Who was I? And… who was I becoming?

And yet… I didn’t have time for those questions. I had an exam to pass. I had studying to do. So, I put my head down and I got on with cramming for my finals.
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In the end, the exam was worse and better than I expected. With all the studying I’d been doing I found the questions actually quite easy to answer. The words flowed out of me, and I was confident that I’d done a good job covering all the relevant details.

Yet, as I sat writing out my answers, my mind would not sit still. The more confident I became as the exam rolled on the more despondent I grew. This really would be the end of Joanne. The exam result would be out in a few days and it would all be over. I’d likely have passed, would be able to keep the scholarship, and it would all be over.

I’d not have regular study sessions with Lexi, I’d not have any reason to stay smooth or wear panties, and even the thought of having my cage removed stirred unpleasant emotions. As I squirmed in my seat I felt the plug in my ass shift, pressing on bright spots of pleasure within me.

Even my plug had become almost comfortable—the daily wearing had caused my ass to become more sensitive and eager, a hot throbbing pleasure coming from within as I moved around, as I sat, and just a few small movements could cause the plug to tease into my hole deeper, pressing on a hot spot of pleasure within me that I’d never known before, a spot that was becoming more and more sensitive with each passing day.

I was glad for the experience Lexi had given me, and as I wrote down the answers, I came to realise that I didn’t want the experience to be over. But what choice did I have?

Deliberately failing the exam was beneath me, and would have felt like cheating. So I just needed to see what happened. If I passed I could move on with my life, grateful for the experience and the things I’d learned, and if I failed…

My heart leapt. Before I’d been dreading the thought of failing, but now I was almost keen for it. Why?

I knew the answer without even fretting at the question. Joanne. Failing would mean more time as Joanne. That was what I wanted.

True, I wanted to pass, wanted to keep my scholarship, wanted to impress Lexi, and I even wanted to fuck her, but… I wanted to learn more about what it was to be Joanne. Why? What was wrong with me?

As the words poured out of me and the time for the exam ran out the questions and emotions and feelings ticked in the back of my mind. What did it all mean?

Yet answers never came. I was too busy. I was too busy writing out all the things I’d learned, demonstrating just how much I’d grown as a person, as a thinker, and I knew that if Lexi could read my answers she’d have been happy with me. She’d have called me a good girl.

The thought that it was all almost over left me almost crushed. But… maybe there was a chance I’d failed?
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“I passed.” I said.

Lexi had come around to my apartment to see me after the exam results had come in, and her smile was immediate and bright and dazzling. I, on the other hand, was less happy.

I was forcing myself to smile. I was forcing a note of cheer into my voice. I knew I should have been happy.

This was everything I wanted. This was everything I’d been working towards. But… I couldn’t help but feel I’d missed out on something I was going to regret for the rest of my life.

Ever since Lexi had made me that new deal, the offer to help me if I failed so long as I agreed to remain caged for her, the idea had been stuck in my head. What would it be like to spend more time as Joanne?

I’d only just discovered this part of myself, these new feelings and wants and desires that I barely understood, and now it was all over. I should have been happy. I was getting to keep my scholarship, I was going to get to keep playing football, I was going to get to carry on with my life as though nothing had happened, but… that wasn’t what I wanted.

I didn’t know what I wanted, not really, but after all I’d been through I knew I needed more time to work it all out, to work out what I wanted, what I felt. But I was all out of time. It was all over.

I’d passed. Joanne was done, and… I was trying not to feel sad about that.

“Well done! I knew you would but… what’s wrong? You should be happy. This is what we worked for. This is what you wanted my help for. This is what you wanted, right? So you should be happy.”

Clearly, my attempt to sound and look pleased was not working. After all the time I’d spent with Lexi she’d gotten very good at reading my emotional state.

“I am, really, just…”

“Did you forget about our deal, the incentive? I thought you’d be happy about the fact that we get to fuck now. I know I’ve certainly been curious about it.”

Lexi was grinning, a glint in her eye. The fact that we were going to fuck had been the only positive really to passing the exam. Well, that and getting to keep my scholarship, but somehow getting to keep playing football at the cost of exploring Joanne was seeming like an increasingly bad deal.

But… I was going to get to fuck Lexi. The really hot Lexi. I was going to lose my virginity to Lexi. And that was something at least.

“I… I didn’t, and I’m excited for it, really, and happy, I just…”

I tapered off, wanting to say it but finding it almost impossible to share the words. They stuck in my throat, choking me.

“Tell me.” Lexi said, her voice suddenly stern. “Tell me what’s wrong. You owe me for helping you and we’re friends now. Plus… we’re going to fuck, so you might as well be honest. Why are you so down?”

I looked at Lexi. She was so pretty. I’d thought she was such a bitch but I’d been wrong. She was actually really sweet and kind, she just… she didn’t really vibe with the toxic masculinity I’d been presenting, the kind of toxic masculinity that was rife amongst the players on the football team.

But with her help, I’d been able to unpick that. I’d managed to uproot opinions I never even knew I held. I felt better about myself as a person, and she’d seen that I wasn’t who she’d assumed, not at my core.

We’d become friends, or close to it, and I was attracted to her. I was into her. I was going to fuck her. So, the least I could do was be honest with her. Wasn’t it?

I took a deep breath and I told her everything. And… she listened.
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“You know… there’s an easy fix to all this right? There’s a really easy solution.” She said.

I’d poured my heart out to Lexi in a way I’d never poured my heart out to anyone. I’d told her everything, even things I wasn’t really aware of. She’d listened, quietly, passively, actively, and her quiet acceptance had made it all… easy.

I’d told her how much I’d enjoyed the recent discoveries, connecting with my feminine side, connecting with Joanne, and that I was so deflated about passing my exam and it all being over that I’d even considered failing on purpose.

I’d told her how happy it made me when she called me a good girl. I told her how attractive I felt in a dress, panties. I told her how being smooth and caged felt good, and how being plugged felt hot.

But it was more than that.

I told her about my past, high school, growing up. I’d always been fast and agile, slim, light, so I’d always been good at sports and had always been encouraged, told that boys were good at sports, but how I’d never really enjoyed it, not like the others on the team, but that as I got better at it I got more praise, and more encouragement, so I’d ended up trapped at college reliant on playing sports to keep my scholarship.

I told her how seeing other boys grow up around me made me feel, small and overlooked, but how I didn’t mind except for the fact that I was never really that comfortable being me. I was always on edge. I was surrounded by people who I felt unsure around, hyper-masculine sports players, and the only women I met were interested in men like them, not men like me.

I told her how alone I’d felt, how isolated and imprisoned. I told her how crushed I felt.

I even told her I was still a virgin, that I’d never even kissed a girl. I told her all of this and she’d just listened, nodding.

And now… she was telling me there was an easy solution?

“If you don’t want to give up being Joanne, exploring that side of yourself, then don’t.” She said. “You can keep doing it, either alone or with me, if you want. I like you. You’re cute, and fun, and kind of sweet. You’re not like how I expected and to be honest, I’m kind of into you, and I’m kind of into Joanne. So if you want some help exploring then I’m up for it if you are. Just because you passed that exam doesn’t mean you have to give up learning about who you are and who you want to be.”

Lexi spoke calmly, softly, reassuring. I listened and her words made me want to weep. Was it really that easy?

“But… what about…”

“One step at a time.” Lexi said. “You can just decide you want to explore. That’s enough for now. You don’t need to have all the answers to every possible question right now. Hell, you never need all the answers. The important thing is to ask questions. Asking questions and being open to change, to learning, is what life is all about.”

“But…”

I was struggling to grasp any of it. It was like Lexi had just pulled back a curtain that had been closed my whole life, a curtain I’d always thought was a solid wall, and she’d shown me a door. And beyond that door was… a vast impossibility.

“Look, just accept it’s okay not to know, not to be certain. That you’re curious is the important thing. You’re allowed to grow and change and evolve. You might feel trapped, but you don’t have to be. If you want to quit the football team you can. There are other ways to get funding. I can help. And if you want to explore gender I can help there too. You might be a boy who expresses more feminine, or you might not be a boy at all. You don’t need to know that all now to be allowed to explore.”

“Not a boy? But…” I stammered, my heart thundering. “… what do you mean. Of course, I’m a boy. I’m a man. I’m…”

“Just because you were raised to believe you were a boy doesn’t mean you are, or that you need to stay a boy. You might be gender-fluid, or non-binary. Hell, you might even be a girl. The labels don’t matter though, not unless they do matter. You can play around and find what fits. The important thing is that you don’t have to give up exploring. Not if you don’t want to.”

I looked at Lexi and I felt my heart swelling with joy and fear and anxiety, the flicker of hope, a sense of terror that the light might be snatched away. What was the sense of joy I was feeling, the sense that I could be free?

“Tell you what, how about we start with something small? I have something that I think might help you. What do you say?” Lexi said.

“What do you mean?”

Lexi giggled. For the first time since I’d met her, I saw her blush, a pinkness to her cheeks.

“How about you go get dressed up for me, as Joanne, and then… we can fuck. After all, I did promise you a reward for passing your exam, and you did pass.”

I blinked. My heart thundered. My belly fluttered.

We could fuck. And even more… I could fuck Lexi as Joanne. It would be like two hot girls fucking, and for some reason that seemed even hotter, especially since I would be one of those two girls.

“I… I’ll be as quick as I can.” I said, and I dashed off to my room to get changed.


Six

I slipped out of my ordinary clothes and into a pair of panties, black silk, lace, a matching black padded bra. I wondered as I dressed if I might be able to buy more underwear now.

I only had a few pairs, underwear and lingerie that Lexi had given me, and I’d always wondered if there were other styles, colours, or designs I might look good in. Maybe I could buy something racier, skimpy sexy lingerie for example, the kind girls wore for their boyfriends or girlfriends, and I could… I could wear them for Lexi?

Would she be willing to help me, go shopping with me, let me dress up for her? And why did the thought of all of that make my belly flutter?

I was excited, eager, and shaking, but I knew I didn’t have time to waste daydreaming. Lexi was waiting for me, for Joanne, and we were going to fuck. I was going to get to fuck her, I was going to lose my virginity. I was going to get to fuck the hot, cute, sexy goth girl who’d feminized me.

The thought made my caged dick throb and made my plug shift inside my ass, pressing on the hot spot of sensitive pleasure inside me. I giggled at how wild my life had become, and I wondered how wild it was going to get.

After the panties I pulled on pantihose, sheer, seams up the back of my legs, a soft tan colour. I was glad I’d shaved my body only the day before, though I’d wondered, since my exam had been and gone, if I had to—in the end, I’d decided that even if I didn’t technically have to shave, that I should, since it might be my last chance.

And now I was realising it didn’t have to be my last chance. Not if I didn’t want it to be. I could keep shaving. I could keep dressing up. I could keep exploring.

I began to picture all the different outfits I could try, the different styles of clothes and make-up I could experiment with. Maybe I could even grow my hair out, or work on my body to make my butt bigger, more weighted squats, less aerobic fitness.

I began to think of all the things that might be possible and it felt like Lexi had stepped into my life and ripped off the doors to the cage I’d not even known I’d been living in. And now, to top it all off, we were going to fuck.

I smiled, thankful that she’d said yes to me when I’d asked for her help. She’d changed my life, and she was going to continue changing it.

With my pantyhose on I slipped on my dress, black, short, sexy, and I wondered if I might be able to buy something even sexier, maybe a mini skirt and a little top, or something more punk or goth. What would Lexi like to see me wear? What would I like to wear?

There were so many possibilities. I had to focus though.

So, I turned my attention to my make-up and my wig. These took me the longest time, but after almost two weeks of regular practice, I was pretty proficient, so I didn’t take too long.

In the end, I went for a classic smokey eye look, but heavier than usual to look as sexy as possible. I styled my wig to look big and glamorous, and as I checked myself in the mirror I couldn’t help but smile.

“You’re hot.” I said to myself.

And I meant it. I really meant it.

I stared at my reflection, marvelling at the cute, pretty, sexy girl in the mirror. Joanne. She was dazzling, and she was me.

I was her.

I was a pretty girl, caged, plugged, and I was about to lose my virginity to Lexi, the hot goth who’d started this all. I took a deep breath, nervous, then turned to face the door. I was as ready as I was ever going to be.
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“You know, I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of seeing you like that.” Lexi said as I stepped in.

The way her face lit up when I entered the room made my heart soar. I felt so pretty and so wanted, and I was aware that soon we’d be fucking.

“I’m glad you like it. I made an extra effort with my make-up.” I said.

“I can tell. Those are some serious come fuck me eyes, and some amazing blow-job lips. I think Joanne is going to be very popular.” Lexi said. “But first… you need your reward, don’t you?”

She was smiling, beaming. I nodded, feeling very shy and timid.

“Please.” I whispered.

Lexi smiled.

“Well, why don’t you come over here and get it?” She said.

As she spoke she patted the seat next to her, where she was sitting on the sofa. I stalled, giggled, then moved towards her. I sat next to her, close enough that my leg was brushing against hers, and I looked up into her face. She was smiling at me, but she didn’t move towards me.

“I’m going to enjoy helping you discover who you are. I have so many ideas for you to try, but… you should know there’s never any pressure. I’m just here to encourage and support you, not lead you. Understand?”

I listened, nodded. It was my journey. I understood that. Yet, I was glad for Lexi’s support.

“Now, with that said… do you want me?” She said.

I nodded again.

“Then… why don’t you start by kissing me?”

I blinked. I had thought Lexi would lead. But… she wanted me to make the first move.

I was so unsure, worried, anxious, but I was also eager and aching and desperate. I’d been caged for weeks. I’d been plugged for almost as long.

It had been so long since I’d last cum and the plug had kept me constantly teased. I’d been dressed up, made to feel pretty, had experienced Lexi teasing me, flirting with me, and now… now it was all in front of me. I could finally experience sex, sex with Lexi, I just needed to…

I leaned forward, closer and closer to Lexi’s face. She didn’t move, remained smiling at me, grinning, watching me. I moved close. I could feel her breath on my face.

And then my lips met hers. I was kissing her. I was kissing Lexi. I kissed her hard.

For a moment there was hesitation. I was unsure what to do, how to act, and then… Lexi kissed me back and my instincts kicked in. I kissed Lexi hard. I kissed her passionately. I kissed her deeply. And she kissed me.
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We kissed deeply. Kissed hard and urgently. Kissed wetly, lips and tongue, her spit in my mouth, my spit in hers. I’d never been kissed before, not really, and I had never known kissing could be so hot, and so messy. I felt my lipstick smearing over my face.

We kissed and kissed and kissed, and I felt my body grow hot, my heart racing, my caged cock throbbing hard, my hold clenching on the plug inside of me. The plug shifted, deeper, teasing, and I whimpered into the kiss.

I felt hands on my legs, my thighs, caressing, running higher, groping the softness of my body. Fingers entwined in my hair, pulling gently. I felt so weak, so pretty, so desired.

“Fuck you’re hot. I can’t wait to take your virginity. I never knew but… the thought of being your first is so fucking hot.” Lexi whispered.

I moaned as her lips kissed my neck, biting gently, kissed my shoulder. Hands roamed higher, up under my dress, teasing me, and I grew confident enough to put my hands on her, feeling the softness of her legs, the curve of her waist, the swell of her tits.

I was feeling Lexi’s tits. They were round, firm, and I could feel the hard nub of her nipples. I wondered how they would feel between my lips, between my teeth.

We kept kissing. I grew hornier, squirming, and Lexi kept teasing me. I became more confident, the way she responded to my touch delighting me. I let one hand roam up her thigh, higher and higher. Lexi parted her legs. Finger grazed the very upper limit of her thigh, the edge of her panties. My cock throbbed in its cage, locked away.

I was inches from her pussy. I shifted my hand up higher, and then Lexi shifted, moving her hips, pressing her crotch into my hand and I felt her… her… her cock. Her hard, massive, thick cock.

Lexi moaned in pleasure as my fingers closed around it on instinct, stroking. My head was spinning. Lexi had a cock. Lexi had a massive, hard cock. I was stroking Lexi’s cock.

“Fuck your hand feels good.” Lexi moaned.

I stroked, squeezing.

“I never knew. I never… you never said.”

Lexi pulled back from kissing me, looked at me. I stopped and stared at her. She was so pretty, so hot. My hand was still stroking her cock. It felt hot in my hand, hard, throbbing.

“You never asked.” She said, giggling. “But really… why would I? Only very lucky people get to find out. I don’t go around blabbing to everyone.”

That made sense. It wasn’t really anyone’s business what was between anyone else’s legs.

“So you… I mean… you…”

“I understand what you’re going through, a little, yes. I know what it’s like. I don’t know what your struggle is, and I can’t give you answers, but I have empathy, and understanding, and a lot of kindness. I went through something similar, though I was a boy once because people kept telling me that, and then I realised… I accepted I was a girl. You can do it too. Decide or accept who you are, who you want to be. You don’t have to stay stuck and caged. Not if you don’t want to.”

I nodded at that.

“No, I get that. That’s not what I meant.” I said.

Lexi frowned. I was still stroking her cock, the heat and hardness of it thrilling me.

“Then what did you mean?”

“I was asking… I meant… when you said you wanted to fuck me… you meant…”

I couldn’t finish. I was too nervous, too shy.

Lexi blushed, grinned. She nodded.

“Yeah. I meant I want to fuck you. You’re hot, and I’m really horny, and I owe you a reward for passing. If you want it?”

I nodded. I nodded, wanting it, aching for it. My ass clenched down on my plug and I could feel Lexi’s cock in my hand, hard, throbbing, so much thicker than my plug.

“You want to be my good girl? You want me to claim that innocence of yours?” Lexi asked.

I nodded again.

“You need to speak.” She said. “You need to tell me what you want.”

I blinked. She wanted me to say it. I took a deep breath.

“I… I want you to fuck me.” I said. “I want you to fuck me with your cock. I want to be a good girl for you. I want you to… I want you to claim me. I want you to claim my innocence with that big hard cock of yours.”

The words came tumbling out, flowing from my lips without effort. I meant all of them. Seeing Lexi smile, the delight in her eyes, told me I’d done well.

“Good girl.” She said. “And since you asked so politely, how about an extra reward?”

I stared at Lexi, nodded. She giggled.

“Then get on your knees. I’m going to show you how good girls behave.”

My eyes went wide as I realised what she meant, what she was asking for, what she was telling me to do. I smiled, giggled, blushing, and then… I did as she told me.
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On my knees I waited, looking up, and Lexi rose to her feet to loom over me. She was radiant, a goddess, and I could see the swell of her hard cock under her skirt. The hard cock she was going to fuck me with.

But first…

“Pull my panties down and off. Then tease me with your hands. Both of them.”

I did as I was told. I slipped her panties off, slipped them down over Lexi’s smooth, long legs, caressing with my hands, her skin so sensual, soft, warm. I pulled them down, and as she lifted her feet—one at a time—I tugged them off. They were tiny, black, silk and lace. Without thinking I lifted them to my nose to inhale her scent, breathing it in deeply.

“Dirty slut!” Lexi said, but her tone of voice told me she was delighted by what I had done.

I dropped my hands from my face and tossed the panties to the side.

“Now lift my skirt up.” Lexi said.

I did as I was told. As I peeled her skirt up, peeled it over her thighs, hips, and I smiled as her hard cock popped free.

It was the first time I’d seen a hard cock in real life apart from my own. I’d seen plenty in the showers after games and practises, but that had always been different. They’d been limp, small and soft, in a much less intimate setting, and I’d been far away.

I was up close with Lexi, my face inches from her cock, she was hard, and I knew why we were both there. I was going to suck her cock. I was going to be a good girl for her.

Her cock was massive, thick and long, throbbing, and her pubes were trimmed short and neat. The scent of her was soft, feminine, beguiling.

“Touch me. Use your hands first, then your tongue, then your lips and mouth. Make me wet so I can fuck you. Lube me up with spit so I can claim you.”

Her words made my head spin. I wanted her. Wanted her cock. I wanted to be her good girl. I reached up and gripped her cock with both hands and I began to stroke, teasing my hands up and down the girth of her prick. It was so hard, throbbing, beautiful and hot.

I stroked as Lexi thrust her hips, working her cock into my grip, and I saw a bead of precum form on the head. Without hesitating I leaned forward, extending my tongue, and I licked.

Lexi moaned. Her precum was tangy, sharp, but also sweet, the taste softer than my cum, more… feminine. I smiled and began to lick. I licked her cock up and down, wetting it, savouring the feel of it on my tongue, and licking down to the base before licking up to the tip, and then… I pressed my lips tight together and I kissed the tip of her cock.

I kissed deeply, lips wet, and I pressed my head down, letting Lexi’s cock pierce the seal of my mouth. She thrust forward, splitting my mouth wide. I began to suck as her cock filled my mouth.

“Fuck… you look so hot with my cock between your lips, and your mouth is so wet and tight.” Lexi said.

Her words washed over me. I looked up into her eyes. It was my first sexual experience beyond her making me cum with her hands. I was finally getting to fuck her, and I was the one on my knees sucking cock.

And I was happy.

I sucked harder, licking, and began to take more of her prick into my mouth. Lexi began to thrust, her fingers gripping my hair, forcing her cock deeper. I sucked, pulled back as Lexi pulled back, her cock slipping out of my mouth until just the tip was between my lips, and then… she thrust again.

Lexi began to fuck my face, thrusting as I sucked, licked, lapped, and I felt her cock throbbing in my mouth, hard, hot, wet. I worked my head, tongue, lips, and my caged dick throbbed hard. I wiggled my hips, keen to feel my plug tease my ass.

“Fuck your mouth feels good. So good I almost want to cum right now, fill your mouth, watch you swallow my cum, but… we can save that for later, right now I have something I want more.”

With that Lexi pulled her hips back, slipping her cock out of my mouth. The tip left the seal of my lips with a pop, and I watched her cock sway, wet and glistening with my sip.

“Do you want something more?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Please… I… please fuck me. Fuck me and make me your good girl.” I said.

Lexi smiled.

“As you wish.” She said. “Now, on your back, legs spread. I’ve waited long enough for this. Time for your reward for passing that exam, and time for my reward for helping you.”

I couldn’t move fast enough.
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I lay on the sofa on my back, my legs spread wide, and Lexi moved to kneel between them. Her cock swayed as she moved, glistening, a threat and a promise. I wanted her to ruin me.

“Please… fuck me.” I whispered, wiggling my hips to tempt her.

Lexi’s cock throbbed, getting harder, excited by my words. I giggled at the effect I had on her.

“You are such a fucking tease.” She was grinning.

I lay still as she moved towards me, a hunger closing in on its prey, and her hands crept up my legs, caressing, squeezing, molesting. They slipped up under my skirt, gripped the waistband of my panties and pantyhose, and pulled down, hard. I felt fabric rip.

Lexi was too eager to be delicate, too horny to be slow. She tore the cloth from me, ripped it down and off my feet, leaving me naked from the waist down, my caged cock only covered by my skirt.

“But I’ve had enough of you teasing me. Time for you to finally put out.”

And with that, Lexi lifted my skirt.

“But first, we need to get this out.”

Her fingers closed on the gem of my plug, pressing it in slightly, making me whimper and moan as it teased over a bright spot of pleasure, and then… she pulled.

I had taken the plug out and re-inserted it numerous times since Lexi had put it in, and I’d grown used to how it felt to wear, had grown sensitive to its teasing, but now it felt different. I was very turned on, I was vulnerable, exposed, and it was being removed by someone else.

The sensations were bright, hot, and the fact that it was being eased out of my tight hole so Lexi could fuck me only made it even more pleasurable. I moaned, whimpered, wiggling my hips, and I felt my hole stretch, wider and wider and wider as she pulled.

“Such a tight, pretty hole.” She said.

My hole gaped. Pressure built, and then… my plug popped free. The sensation made me moan out loud, the sound utterly lewd and perverse, making me blush. I sounded like a…

“Slut!” Lexi said.

I giggled.

“You made me one.” I said. “Which means… you need to take responsibility.”

She smiled at me.

“I intended to.”

With that, she dropped the plug to the side and she shifted forwards. My gaze flicked between her cock and her face.

She moved closer, her cock wet, my hole still slippery with the lubricating oils I made sure to prepare my plug with. My hole was gaping, sensitive, hungry, and I felt so empty, so eager.

“Do it.” I said. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

Lexi smiled. She held her cock in one hand, aiming it, and she shifted her hips forward.

The tip pressed at my hole. My wet, slippery, gaping, sensitive, virgin hole. The contact was electric, a shot of pleasure running up my spine. I moaned, and my body acted on instinct.

As Lexi teased me with the tip I shifted, moving my hips, pressing down, and I felt her cock sink suddenly deep. There was pressure, a tiny twinge of pain, and the head of her fat cock popped into my hold.

“Fucking slut!” Lexi said. “I was going to tease you, really draw this out, but you couldn’t wait could you?”

I shook my head.

“I need you… I need you to fuck me. Please.”

I was moaning, begging, pleading. Just the tip of her cock was inside me and it felt better than I ever could have imagined. I needed more.

Lexi smiled at me, and then… she thrust.
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Her cock sank deep into my ass, filling me, and I worked my hips down, fucking her back, her cock splitting my ass wide, claiming me, claiming my hole, my virginity, making me a good girl. I was full of cock, and it was better than anything I’d felt before.

“Fuck you are tight.” Lexi said. “I’m going to enjoy stretching you out and training that hole.”

“Please…” I whimpered.

“You want me to train your ass? Make it into a tight fuck-hole for me?”

I nodded. Lexi pulled back, slipping her cock out of me, then slammed it back in.

“Yes…” My voice was a long breathy moan.

Lexi fucked me, hard, her cock working in and out of my ass, sinking deeper and deeper each time. I could feel her throbbing inside of me, her cock fat, long, stretching my hole. She was training me, claiming me, making my ass a fuck-hole, making me a good girl.

I wanted it. I wanted all of it.

As Lexi began to fuck me I worked my hips, wiggling, fucking back as she fucked me, riding her cock, laid out on my back, legs spread, her fat prick filling me over and over and over.

She fucked me hard, deep, and I fucked back, working my hips and ass, clenching my hole tight to milk her prick. The head teased over the bright spot of pleasure inside of me, pressing on a knot of joy and bliss. My caged cock throbbed, leaking precum.

“Fuck… more… harder…”

I was gasping, breathless, drunk on pleasure. I wanted to be a good girl. I wanted Lexi to fuck me, cum in me, claim me. I wanted to be her slut, her toy, wanted her to make me her pet, train my ass into her fuck-hole.

She had opened the door for me, shown me the way out of my cage, and I was taking it. I was taking it, and I was running towards my future, a future that was vague and uncertain, full of questions, but that was so much brighter than I had ever imagined.

“Yes… fuck me harder… cum in me…”

Lexi looked down at me, working her cock in and out of my hole. She smiled, fucking deeper, harder, faster, and then… she kissed me, hard, lips and tongue and spit. She kissed me and I felt her cock throbbing, getting fatter, thicker, longer. I felt her swelling, and I knew what was cumming.

I clenched my ass tight, milking her cock, a swell of pleasure and joy as she kissed me and fucked me. She fucked me and I spread my legs, fucked her back, working my hips as she slammed her cock in deep, sheathing the entire length inside my ass. She held it there, kissing me hard, and then…

She was cumming.

I could feel it, her cock swelling, throbbing, the hot spurt of her cum filling me. I could feel her cumming inside my ass, stretching my hole wider, pumping me full of cum as she kissed me, moaning into the kiss. I clenched my ass down, working my hips, chasing the pleasure, moaning back and then I felt it.

The sensation of her cumming inside me was enough to push me over the edge. The knot of pleasure inside me unravelled and I was cumming with her. We were cumming together. I was cumming from having Lexi fuck me in my virgin ass and I became drunk on the pleasure of it.

Wave after wave of bliss hit me and I collapsed back onto the sofa exhausted. I felt Lexi’s climax slow, then stop. I could feel the heat of her cum in my ass, warm and thick and sticky. She broke the kiss and lifted herself up, looking down at me, smiling.

“That was….”

“Wow.” I said, smiling.

“Right?” Lexi said, giggling.

I wiggled my hips, savouring the sensation of her cock slowly softening inside my ass, her warm cum seeping out. I basked in the afterglow of our shared climax.

“Still sad about passing that exam?” Lexi asked.

I shook my head.

“No, but… I think I’m still going to need a lot of extra tuition. Just… of a very different sort.” I said.

Lexi chuckled, the glow to her cheeks making her even more beautiful.

“I think I can stick around and help you study, provided you make it worth my while.”

As she said that she thrust her hips, rutting her slowly softening cock into my well fucked hole, making it clear what kind of payment she expected. I clenched my hole tight, wiggling my hips.

“Oh, I can make it very worth your while.”

I looked up at her and I licked my lips, making it clear that she could expect very generous payment. I smiled, my heart full to overflowing. I might have passed my exam, but I knew I was going to want lots of extra time with my tutor, and I was looking forward to discovering a future I’d never even thought possible.

THE END
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EXECUTIVE DOLL
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Malcolm has landed the job of his dreams as a graduate on the executive training programme at an up-and-coming fashion company, but when he damages an expensive prototype mannequin just before its unveiling before the senior executives he’s at risk of losing everything.

Fortunately, his boss, the strikingly beautiful Ms Liasco, has an idea. They don’t have the time or the money to fix Malcolm’s mistake, but Malcolm is a similar size and shape to the doll. With a few modifications maybe he can play the part of the doll? Just what is Malcolm willing to do to keep his dream job?

Malcolm had been hoping to work for a high-powered alpha male, a senior executive who could show him the ropes, so he was disappointed to discover he was going to be working for a woman, even if that woman was the stunningly attractive Ms Liasco.

However, Malcolm soon comes to realise that Ms Liasco, or Clare as she prefers to be called, is incredibly competent and very good at her job. Maybe he can learn something from her after all?

But then Malcolm messes up.

Clare has a high-profile project she’s been working on. Using advanced animatronics she’s planning to revolutionise the kind of mannequins that the company use to display their clothes. Instead of drab, static dummies, they’ll be able to use glamorous, animated dolls that will set them apart from their competitors.

Only… Malcolm breaks a key component for the doll’s operation just days before it is to be unveiled. There is no time, and no budget, to fix his mistake.

But Clare has a solution. With her access to high-tech materials, and a little training, Malcolm can take the doll’s place. He can he fill in for the animated mannequin and be displayed as a luxury doll in front of the senior executives. It’s that, or lose his job.

What Choice does Malcolm have?

So begins a journey of feminization and dollification that sees Malcolm becoming so much more than just a high-tech display model. When Malcolm performs well as Clare’s Executive Doll she has an offer for him. One he might find very hard to refuse...


TWO BRATTY FEMBOYS
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Daniel and Josh are weeks away from graduating. There’s just one problem… they need a passing grade in gym, only they’ve been skipping gym for the last two years.

Yet they have a plan. One that involves charming their handsome, older gym teacher, and if that doesn’t work there’s always blackmail. What could go wrong?

Daniel and Josh, two best friends, have spent the majority of their school lives causing trouble, getting up to mischief and pulling pranks. In the last year though they’ve turned things around. Instead of causing mayhem, they’ve been focused on charming the teachers.

It’s all for a good reason, the two young men are adults now, and they had a future to plan for, a future at college where they’ll be able to live out the life they’ve been dreaming of.

In high school, the boys were never really more than the class clowns, too small and slim and cute to get the attention of girls. At college though they’re hoping that their female-dominated course will allow them to finally hook up.

Their plan to graduate though is thrown off course when they discover that they are going to fail gym. The only problem is they’ve been skipping gym for the last couple of years, ever since their new teacher, Mr Bell, showed up.

Aware they only need a passing grade to make it to college the two boys decide to try to persuade their teacher to be lenient. Mr Bell though is not so easily charmed and insists the friends earn their grades the hard way, by running laps.

Daniel and Josh are outraged by Mr Bell’s reluctance to help them after they asked so sweetly. So, they come up with a plan to persuade him with a little more force, and when they discover that he’s into femboys they know just how to persuade him.

Only Mr Bell isn’t so easily persuaded, and the two bratty femboys might just end up earning their passing grade the hard way… only they won’t be running laps.


TRAINING THE INTERN
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Justin’s new job might just be as an intern, but if he plays things right then he could make a big impression at Elsewhere Industries, one of the best research companies in the world and a place he’s dreamed of working since he was a small child.

But his new boss, Ms Boston, makes him so nervous, and when Justin makes a very expensive mistake he finds himself being offered a very unconventional way to make it all up to her.

Justin has dreamed of being a research scientist at Elsewhere Industries since he was a child, and now he finally has his chance. True, it’s just an intern position, but if he can impress then who knows where he might end up.

Only it all starts to go wrong when he makes a very expensive mistake.

His new boss, Ms Boston, is disappointed, but she has a simple plan for how Justin can apologise. Justin, desperate to make it up to her, will do anything, even agreeing to let her test several of her department's new technologies on him. Yet what Justin doesn’t know is just what effect these technologies will have on him.

So begins a journey of feminization and bimbofication as Justin is transformed and the boy who dreamed of being a scientist is remade into a girl who has other things on her mind. Things that are a lot more fun…


FULL SERVICE NURSE
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Ben has moved across the country for his dream job and the move has drained his bank account to the limit. The job pays well though so he’s not worried, only… when he arrives he discovers the clinic is closed permanently.

Stranded in a strange city with no friends and no money he’s in desperate need of work, but there’s none out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost perfect and that pays well. There’s just one problem. It’s for female nurses only...

When Ben moves city for his dream job he can’t wait to start his new life, only it’s all over before it’s even begun. When he arrives at his new place of employment he discovers the clinic closed… permanently.

In need of work to pay his rent and bills, his bank account drained from the move, he scours recruitment boards, but there’s no work out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost too good to be true. A prestigious clinic is looking for nurses, and they boast a high-paying benefits scheme too. Only… they’re only looking for female nurses.

Ben, desperate, makes up a brand new resume under the name of Bianca, certain that his application will be looked over anyway. Yet it isn’t, and when Bianca is asked for an interview he’s left with a decision. Can he really become a pretty, feminine nurse?

So begins a slow, sensual, seductive journey of feminization and self-discovery as Ben embraces his girly side. But when he learns how the benefits scheme works will he embrace the opportunity to make a little extra cash?

Is Bianca the kind of girl who’s willing to work as a Full Service Nurse?
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Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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