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PARTY FAVOUR

When Sam is sent off to military school he figures his life as he knows it is over. But a year spent trapped in an all-boys school beats prison, right?

The school isn’t as bad as he feared though, and he even finds there’s a secret underground party every week, a party with girls.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? But then Sam finds out that he’s in charge of hosting a party, and he learns that hosting means being soft, pretty, and feminine…

Sam is despondent. While all his friends from high school are heading off to college, he’s been sent off to military school. He expects the worst from his new school, yet what he finds is something different. He finds a group of young men like him, and soon he finds himself making friends.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? The only real downside is how boring it is. But then he’s told all about the secret private parties the students hold every Friday night and Sam wonders if maybe it’s not so boring.

But what fun is a party if it’s just boys? Only… it’s not just boys. To Sam’s surprise, the party features girls, and entertainment. He begins to think that maybe military school won’t be so bad.

Only there’s one small snag. Part of the agreement in attending the parties is taking turns hosting them. Sam wants to do his best, doesn’t want to let his new friends down, but he doesn’t realise what he’s let himself in for.

All too soon Sam finds himself being transformed by a fellow classmate, made softer, pretty, more feminine, and then… he learns just how much fun it can be to be the centre of attention.

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


One

Every single face in the room turned to look as Sam entered. A sea of faces all looking up at him from their desk, curious, judging him, sizing him up. He could imagine their questions.

Who was he? Why was he there? What had he done?

“Sam?” The man at the front of the class said.

Same turned to look at the teacher, a middle-aged man with a shaved head, a beard, tall and broad. His eyes were sharp, alert, and there was a stiffness in the way he stood.

Sam knew that he, like all the other staff at the academy, was ex-military. It was one of the selling points.

The entire college was staffed by tough, stern teachers who could handle the students, keep them under control, get them back on the straight and narrow. It was why his parents had sent him there.

After everything he’d done, all the trouble he’d gotten into, his parents had run out of patience and energy so they’d shipped him off to the academy, an institution for troubled young men who needed their behaviour correcting. Sam had wanted to refuse but his options had been the academy or jail, and the choice between a prison sentence or a year at a private school seemed like an easy choice to make.

“Yeah, I’m Sam.” He said.

The teacher smiled, nodded toward a desk towards the front of the room.

“Take a seat, we were just starting the lesson.”

Sam smiled, nodded, headed towards his chair. He knew it was going to be awkward starting there several weeks after the school had started its academic year, but he figured he’d settle quickly enough, and if he didn’t, if he struggled to settle and make friends then… it was just a year. He could cope with that.

It was better than prison.
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After class Sam rose from his desk, checking his schedule to see where he was supposed to head next. He jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder, the grip firm.

“You’re the new start, right? The pyromaniac?” A voice said, chuckling.

Sam looked up, suddenly flustered. Behind him stood a boy slightly older than him, tall and broad with dark eyes.

How did they know?

“The fire was an accident. It was supposed to be a party that was all and the wiring was just… it was just a problem with the electrics getting overloaded.” Sam said.

The boy who’d spoken chuckled.

“You don’t need to explain anything to me. We’re all here for similar reasons. None of us got sent here for good behaviour as a reward. I was caught selling the answers to exams. There’s no judgement.”

Sam smiled, relaxing. He still wasn’t sure how the boy had known, but at least he was among peers.

“My name’s Duncan.” The boy said.

“This the fire guy?” Another voice said.

“Maybe we can convince him to burn the school down.” Another said.

“They’d probably just make us stay in tents on the front lawn if that happened so better not.” Said another.

Soon Sam was surrounded by classmates, young men who were all in a similar position to him, stranded in the academy by their parents or the justice system, delinquents and troublemakers who were going to be set straight by the harsh curriculum and discipline of a private school. They were all friendlier than Sam had been expecting.

He’d figured it would be a school of thugs and felons, but though they might have all been in trouble, they were all quite affable and eager to meet him. They were all a lot like him, just young men who’d pulled a few too many pranks or schemes and ended up getting caught a few too many times.

There was no sense of hierarchy or hazing, no sense that they were sizing him up, trying to figure out if he was easy prey, which is exactly what he’d been dreading, because Sam knew that, stranded as he was, he really would have been easy prey.

The truth was that Sam only really got into trouble to compensate. He only really pulled the stunts he pulled to try to fit in.

As a child, he’d been a good kid, but when he’d hit adolescence it had all gone wrong.

It had all started when the other boys around Sam’s age had hit puberty, when the girls around his age had hit puberty. That’s when it had all gone wrong.

The games they used to play together as kids all ended and things got weird. That would have been fine. Sam was expecting things to change, had been told all about the birds and the bees by his parents, but… they changed in ways he wasn’t expecting.

While the other boys his age all got taller, broader, stronger, hairier, and while the girls his age all developed curves, hips, butts, breasts, Sam was left behind. They’d all begun to blossom into young adults, while Sam had stayed pretty much the same.

He’d figured at first that he was just a late bloomer, that he’d catch up eventually, but as the weeks had turned to months and the months to years he’d given up. He was never going to blossom like the other boys, and that meant the girls were never going to pay him attention.

All the girls in his class, the girls who were becoming hot young women, were never going to notice him when up against the other boys, the boys who were all becoming young men, tall, broad, muscular, handsome.

Compared to them Sam still looked like a child. He was short, slim, androgynous, his body soft and his face cute. He knew that if he were to get any kind of attention he needed to do something to stand out so… he started to cause trouble.

It was simple at first, acting out, making jokes, playing the fool. People started to notice him, started to laugh, and he became more popular despite never blossoming.

Sam, the outsider, awkward, forgotten, began to get attention and… he liked it. His friends would celebrate his antics and the girls would smile at him, laugh with him. He knew he couldn’t compete against the other boys in terms of looks or height or strength, but he figured he could outdo them in terms of charisma and bravado. So… that’s what he set out to do.

Soon his antics got worse. It wasn’t just joking about. He began to play pranks on teachers, acting out in class, anything that would draw attention to him, and when he was caught, when he got in trouble, he began to rage against the teachers and his parents who he saw as trying to control him, hold him back. They just didn’t understand.

Over time things escalated. He began to get into more and more trouble and the stunts he’d pull became more outrageous. Taking his parents' car without permission when he couldn’t even drive, shoplifting cute clothes and expensive perfumes to gift to girls, skipping class, drinking alcohol, organising underground parties where his classmates could get drunk and hook up.

Sam’s behaviour, his stunts, got worse and worse and worse until… the fire.

It had been a party, a big one, to celebrate the end of high school, a going off to college party. Everyone had been there. Sam had organised everything hoping to finally lose his virginity to one of the girls from his class.

He’d broken into an old warehouse, kitted it out with a sound system, lighting, had got drinks and made an event of it. A full underground party that was going to be the event of high school, only… he’d overloaded the electrics. The wiring had been old and not meant for the systems Sam had installed.

The entire building had burned down and there’d been no escaping the consequences. Sam was just lucky no one had been hurt.

In the end, it had been a choice between the academy or prison. Sam hadn’t been able to go off to college like his friends, but at least he’d been spared jail.

Yet… it wasn’t as bad as he’d been fearing. He’d been dreading the thought that he’d be seen as weak, small, easy prey. That his size would mark him out for bullying and pranks and cruelty. He’d imagined that the others at the academy would all be thugs. But… that wasn’t the case at all.

As his classmates all introduced themselves Sam began to settle. They were friendly, they were polite, they were all eager to chat with him. It was… it was like he was among equals.
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At lunch, Sam was invited to sit with his new friends and he was delighted to discover how kind everyone was. Given the academy’s nature as a reform school for delinquents like him he was expecting everyone to be surly and brutal, cruel and harsh, but… it was like he was immediately among friends.

He was among his peers. All the students were like him. They’d all been in trouble, all had stories to share and it was easy to flow into the group dynamic. Sam listened to his classmates talk about why they’d ended up in the academy, all of them practically bragging about the things they’d done to finally land them in the reform school. They’d all listened and laughed as Sam had shared his story.

Yet… he remained aware of the fact that he wasn’t really like his classmates. Though some of his new friends were on the smaller side, slimmer and shorter and even softer, young men like him who’d compensated for their lack of masculinity by embracing their wild sides, he was definitely the shortest and the slightest. He remained aware of the fact that the others around him were all young men, while he… he never felt like a man.

Not really.

He was, at best, still a boy. He’d never blossomed, never grown taller, broader, hairier. His face was still soft. He’d come to accept that at his age it was never going to happen.

Perhaps it would be worse at the academy he realised. He was still an outsider, he’d struggle to fit in, but here he couldn’t rely on wild behaviours and pranks and jokes to get attention.

But then… maybe he didn’t need that attention?

One of the selling points of the academy was the fact it was an all-boys school, a school exclusively for young men. The whole point was that without the distraction of girls around, young women, the boys would be able to focus. They’d stop acting out for attention. They’d stop preening and performing to get the attention of potential mates.

It’s why all the teachers were men, tough ex-military men who could keep them in line. The theory was that if there was less sexual tension, less testosterone flowing around, that the boys could get themselves back under control and learn to become productive members of society.

Maybe… maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea.

Sam realised that if there were no girls around then maybe he’d feel less need to perform for attention. He knew deep down that was the root cause of his behaviour. He wanted attention. He craved it and performing, being the clown, the joker, had been the only way to get it.

Maybe he’d be able to focus and get his life back on track. Maybe this was his chance to turn things around. Maybe the academy would be good for him.

Sam smiled at that thought, though there was still a sense of frustration at being trapped. The academy was in the middle of nowhere and the gates were locked. In many ways, it was a prison, even if it was a luxury one. Sam was trapped and that thought made his skin prickle.

“Is there anything fun to do around here?” Sam asked as the conversation ebbed.

The boys around the table all looked at each other, suddenly quiet. They smiled, chuckled.

“Not much. I mean, we’ve got the TV room and the gym and the pool, and there’s the library, and we can go for walks but… it’s pretty boring. Mostly.” Duncan said.

There was an odd smile shared among the group, almost a smirk.

“Mostly?” Sam asked.

The group of boys chuckled, nodding.

“Let’s just say we find ways to amuse ourselves and that we have our secrets. The teachers are pretty hard on us but they don’t know everything we get up to. We have ways to blow off steam.” Tom, a tall, thin boy with red hair, said.

“What kind of secrets?” Sam asked.

There was silence.

“It’s better if we show you rather than tell you.” Flynn, a short boy with freckles, said.

“Make sure we can trust you before telling you everything.” Daniel, a broad, tall, football player type said.

Sam looked around the group. There was a glint in their eyes, something in their smiles. Whatever the secret was he knew it was good. He knew the look well because he’d worn that look often enough. There was something fun going on.

“Wait till Friday.” Duncan said. “You’ll see come Friday.”

There was something in Duncan’s voice that piqued Sam’s interest. It was clear from the expressions of those around him that whatever went down on Friday was well-known, and eagerly anticipated. There was a sense of excitement and eagerness that made Sam buzz even though he had no idea what it was.

It was Monday, the first day of the week, which meant five days of lessons, or rather four and a half given he’d done half a day already. It wasn’t that long to wait.

“Sounds good to me.” Sam said. “I’ll look forward to it.”

The boys around him smiled, nodded.

“We all look forward to it.” Tom said

There was more laughter and Sam, not quite sure why, joined in. He felt accepted by the group, held. Maybe his year at the academy might even be fun?


Two

Friday came around faster than Sam would have thought. Between classes and extracurricular activities like games night, gym, swimming, and movies, he found he was almost always busy.

And, more than just being busy, he was having fun. Without girls around it was easy to not have to worry about competing for attention. Sam had worried the academy would be a macho club, young men competing for rank and social status, but the lack of women meant they all just got along. There was nothing to compete for.

Sure there was the odd bit of drama, the odd argument, a game gone wrong or competitive spirit getting a little out of hand during a heated match or when playing a game, but for the most part everyone got along. That the teachers had a firm handle on discipline and routine helped.

The boys were all up early to work out and then shower, followed by healthy meals provided by the school, then lessons, lunch, more lessons, and compulsory clubs after school. Almost every moment of every day was watched over.

Yet it wasn’t that bad and didn’t feel anywhere near as bad as he’d been expecting. In some ways, it was nice to have more structure. After the long days, his brain and his body were tired, and the lack of girls and women around made it much easier to relax and focus. He didn’t have to perform for attention, and he wasn’t competing with the boys around him. He found he was making friends. Real friends.

That they all had similar experiences and troubled pasts bonded them together, and… they were all very different to what he’d been expecting. Sure, some of them were maybe what he’d feared, big burly masculine guys with muscles and tempers and rough pasts, but even they were softer, kinder, and friendlier than he’d have figured.

The ex-military teachers definitely helped keep them in check but it was more than that. The routine helped, the lack of girls. It was like they were all equals.

And Sam even found that he wasn’t quite the outsider he’d initially thought. More than a few of his classmates were like him. Smaller guys, short, thin, softer features. They, like him, had learned to compensate with humour and pranks and schemes, their antics eventually getting them into so much trouble that they’d ended up in the academy.

That he had around him genuine peers he could connect with made him feel at ease in a way he’d never felt before. Sam had always been an outsider, ever since puberty had hit, awkward and clumsy, compensating by being a clown and a troublemaker, but now… now he could relax, and he was relaxing. He was finally able to just be himself, make friends, connect with other people. It was almost like tasting freedom.

It seemed strange to him that his enforced sentence at the academy to escape a prison sentence would feel like his first taste of freedom, but it was. He smiled more, laughed more. He stopped performing. He was able to relax.

So it was that by the time Friday came Sam was settled, and he’d almost forgotten about the secret.
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“You ready for later?” Duncan asked over lunch.

Sam looked up from his meal, frowning, confused, then remembered, his expression shifting. He smiled, chewing, swallowing, and nodded.

“Oh, yeah. Tonight. I’m still allowed right?” He said.

His friends all nodded.

“We’ve checked and you’re welcome to come. I shouldn’t have to tell you but I will… obviously it’s all a secret. Everything you see and do is to be kept from the teachers. Setting it all up was pretty difficult but it's been running for years, handed over to new students over time, and it’s a bit of an academy tradition.” Duncan said.

“I’ve got my suspicions that the teachers know about it but are willing to overlook it provided we go through all the efforts of maintaining secrecy. Like… how can they not? They’re pretty sharp and if it’s been running as long as people say then they must have noticed something.” Tom said. “I reckon they just let it keep running so we’re able to blow off steam, feel like we’re getting one over on them, and they allow it provided we behave otherwise and it’s not too out in the open.”

“Yeah, we all know your theory.” Flynn said. “We’ve heard it enough times.”

“It makes sense though!” Tom said. “Like… it’s a sensible thing to do. All this discipline and structure… it only works as well as it does because we have Friday nights. They know we need something but they can’t condone anything like this so… it’s like an open secret.”

Everyone laughed as Tom explained his conspiracy theory about the academy. Sam smiled, even more intrigued.

“Yeah, whatever. The important thing is we keep this all a secret. No talking about it outside of Friday nights, members vote on letting in newbies, and anything that goes on there remains confidential. Get it?” Duncan said.

They were all looking at Sam, watching him. Sam smiled.

“I got it. Top secret. I can do that.” He said.

The others all smiled.

“Meet us about seven then. My room. And make sure you shower.” Duncan said.

Sam frowned at that, but nodded. He had no idea what was going to happen, but he wanted to fit in, wanted to be accepted, and after a week of so much structure he really did feel like he needed to blow off some steam.
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Sam arrived at Duncan’s door at five to seven and knocked. Duncan answered, grinning. It was just the two of them.

“We go in small groups, to avoid being noticed.” Duncan said.

Sam nodded. That made sense.

“You excited?” Duncan asked.

Sam shrugged.

“Kinda? I suppose, but… I’m not sure what to expect. I guess so, I mean… everyone seemed really eager for tonight so it’s hard not to be excited and curious.”

Duncan patted Sam on the back, a gesture of camaraderie that Sam was slowly getting used to from his new friend. The pat was, as ever, just a little too hard but Sam knew Duncan didn’t mean anything by it. It was just that his friend was large and muscular, broad, strong, so his enthusiasm was forceful. Hell, Duncan’s hands were almost twice the size of Sam’s.

Sam looked up at the other boy, smiled. He could feel the excitement coming off his friend, his enthusiasm for the night ahead. He was obviously looking forward to something special, and so Sam found himself getting excited too even though he had no idea what he was in for.

Duncan was charismatic, and Sam found his energy rubbing off on him.

“You definitely should be excited. Tonight’s going to be a special one. The parties vary week to week but tonight’s should be amazing. I’ve been looking forward to it for a month.”

Sam’s eyes widened.

“A party?”

Duncan realised too late that he’d given the surprise away.

“A shit. I was meant to keep it a secret until you got here. Ah well… just act shocked or something for me will you?”

Sam nodded.

“Plus… you’re headed there anyway and I know you’ll not tell anyone. And it’s not like you know everything either.”

There was something to Duncan’s smile as he said that, a sparkle in his grin. It was clear that there was clearly a lot more to the party than just a party.

“What…”

Duncan held a hand up to silence Sam, and his smile was enough reassurance.

“Just trust me it’ll be fun. But… there’s a bit of ceremony at the beginning that you’ll need to put up with. It’s all formality and everyone goes through it. It’s… there’s a bit of ritual and ceremony, and we all have to take turns making the parties what they are, but… ah I’m going into too much detail. Just wait and see, but… go with the flow alright? It’ll be fine, and you’ll have fun. I promise.”

Sam smiled, he nodded. Duncan took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh, smiling. Together they headed off towards the party.
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It was a short walk to the almost derelict outbuilding, though it would have been shorter if they’d taken a direct route, but Duncan insisted that they had to all take different paths so they didn’t arouse suspicions. Still, by the time the pair of friends arrived, it was clear there was something going on.

The building was practically crumbling, the roof half caved in, one wall falling apart, and Sam began to have second thoughts. Any kind of party in a building like that was a risk, surely?

He knew first-hand the risk of fires, but given the state of the building, he wondered if it might collapse down on them all when they were inside hanging out and dancing. The roof alone looked like it might collapse if the music were played at more than a whisper.

Still, he was willing to trust Duncan and the others. He was willing to see what all the excitement and the fuss was about.

Outside the old shed, there were two students on the door, standing mostly in the shadows so they wouldn’t be observed from a distance. As Sam and Duncan approached the two stepped out to greet them. With a nod from Duncan, they unlocked the padlock on the door and opened it and the pair of friends stepped in, Duncan leading.

“Stay close.” He said.

Sam did as he said and behind he heard the doors swing closed and the padlock clicked into place. Duncan led them down a short, dirty corridor and Sam observed that the interior of the building was only in slightly better repair than the outside, though there had obviously been work done to keep it in a decent state of repair and to reinforce the structure.

“One of the things the group does is pool together to keep the place safe and in a decent state of repair. I know it doesn’t look like it but people have been taking care of this building for years. The outside is left to rot as a disguise so the teachers never really pay attention to it but inside… well, you’ll see.” Duncan said.

Sam nodded. It was clear work had been done over the years, some more skilled than others, but the insides were at least sturdy enough that he was no longer worried about a collapse, even if it wasn’t comfortable.

The pair turned a corner and there were steps, leading down. Duncan went first and Sam followed and his eyes went wide as they entered the massive basement.

It was clear that the basement was where most of the effort was spent. It was clean, spacious, and in very good condition. There were sofas along the walls, a crude bar made out of an old table, and there was even a sound system.

As they entered, boys waved and shouted greetings, many of them coming over to greet them. Sam recognised all the faces from his class, and the faces he didn't recognise introduced themselves. There were between thirty and forty boys, all of them relaxed and grinning, laughing. Most of them had drinks in hand, and Sam could smell… alcohol.

They were drinking. Though they were all of an age where drinking was legal it was grounds for expulsion, and expulsion so Sam meant prison. If he were to get caught…

“Come, let's get you a drink and we can begin.” Duncan said.

Sam paused for a moment. Everyone was so relaxed, and he remembered what they’d said about the secret club existing for years. He wanted to fit in, wanted to have friends. His first week had been… way better than he'd expected so he didn’t want to disappoint anyone or cause suspicion. So…

“Yeah, sure, one drink.” he said, grinning.

Duncan and the others smiled, relaxing. His joining in was a sign that he was one of them, not a spy or a plant. Sam understood that. His refusal would have made him a risk of letting the secret out, but if he joined in then he’d need to keep the secret to avoid getting into trouble along with everyone else.

So, Duncan got them both a drink and they all settled down, music playing, and they began to enjoy themselves.
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The party was fun, with booze and music and good company, but somehow it fell short of what Sam had been expecting. Everyone’s excitement had been so high, and he could still feel that, but as he got drunker and drunker he began to feel almost… disappointed.

There’d been no ritual like Duncan had said, no big ceremony. It was just a bunch of guys in a basement, drinking, chatting, listening to good music. Sure it was fun, a well-deserved blow-out after a hard week, and having this to look forward to every Friday would make his time at the academy lighter, easier, but… it wasn’t quite what he’d been expecting.

“You know what this party needs?” Sam said, his words slurring slightly.

Tom and Flynn, sat on either side of him on the sofa, turned to face him.

“Girls.” Sam said. “A good party needs girls.”

The paid both smiled.

“Yeah, we agree.” Tom said. “And it’s interesting you said that. Did Duncan explain to you how the society works and the rules we all agree to stick to? How we all take turns hosting and keeping it running?”

Sam was buzzing from drink. He remembered something Duncan had said about ritual and secrets and taking turns, but… there hadn’t been much to it. It was all kinda vague and Sam couldn’t really remember much of it.

Duncan had said something about it all being explained to him when he got to the party but in the end, his friend had gotten distracted and no one else had said anything. Sam figured it must have been the stuff about working to keep the building repaired, paying for materials, doing work, chipping in to buy snacks and beer, cleaning up. It made sense to him.

He’d run stuff like this before, he knew how it went. He didn’t need anyone explaining the rules to him. He was happy to do whatever they needed, and he’d keep the secret. Sure it was kinda lame as parties went, but it was better than nothing.

“Yeah.” Sam said. “Duncan explained it all.”

The friends nodded.

“And you’re happy to sign up? Happy to contribute to the group and take part?” Flynn said.

Sam nodded again.

“Absolutely. We all do our part, right?” Sam said.

Tom nodded.

“Exactly. We’ve all done it too. We all chip in at least once and then… well, mostly it’s run on a volunteer basis, since there are always guys happy to step in since they enjoy it, but… when push comes to shove we all take our turn when we have to.” Tom said.

“Yeah. We all serve our turns. I like that.” Sam said.

His head was spinning. He’d drunk more than he’d realised and it had been months since he’d had anything to drink, not since the fire and…

“Cool.” Flynn said. “The important thing is you agree. No one’s forcing you but by taking part you sign up and… well… I’m looking forward to seeing what you come up with when it’s your turn next.”

Sam turned to frown at Flynn.

“Next?”

“Yeah, newbies always have to serve once they’ve joined. First party you sign up, then you serve, then… well, it’s up to you if you want to serve again since there’s never a shortage of volunteers since some really enjoy it, but you have to serve once to stay in. After that, it's up to you. You can serve every week like some, or just sometimes, and I serve sometimes, or you can sit out and enjoy the fun. It’s a pretty equitable system.”

Sam nodded. It made sense. If some liked serving and helping to run the parties then let them. Everyone took part in helping out at least once, and after that, he could relax.

He’d always put so much effort into sorting parties for others, trying to get attention from girls, and nothing had worked. Here it could be different. He could help out once then relax, let others, the ones that enjoyed it, run things for a change.

Sam smiled.

“That sounds great. Perfect in fact. I’m definitely in.”

Flynn and Tom both smiled. Sam drank deeply, feeling more relaxed and comfortable. And then… a drumming beat started, the music changing suddenly, louder, more bass, the tone of it almost sultry. More like club music.

The lights in the room dimmed and Sam blinked, trying to get his eyes to adjust.

“Oh, just time too.” Flynn said. “I’ve been looking forward to tonight. You’re in for a treat Sam.”

Sam looked around. It was obvious that everyone was suddenly a lot more excited, the whole atmosphere of the room changing.

Then the door at the back of the room opened and Sam realised why


Three

Sam couldn’t believe what he was seeing. In the doorway lit softly, were three girls. Three hot girls.

They looked nervous, or at least two of them did. The third looked almost ravenous. As the music played a sultry beat they stepped into the room, strutting, wiggling their hips and asses, swaying their bodies in time with the beat. The boys in the room cheered them.

They were all dressed provocatively. One was dressed like a sexy school girl in a short pleated skirt, long socks, and a cropped low-cut blouse, one looked like a slutty teacher, a fitted black dress with slits up the sides, glasses, and the third, the most brazen, was in just underwear—stockings, suspenders, panties, a bra, with a collar around her neck. They were all in heels, wearing heavy makeup, long flowing hair—a blonde schoolgirl, a black-haired teacher, a redhead in lingerie.

It was like something out of a porn movie. They were youthful and feminine and incredibly sexy. Sam felt his body respond to just the sight of them, his heart racing, cock getting hard.

“Time for the main event.” Tom said.

Sam smiled, giggled, blushing. He felt suddenly nervous, but also excited. He could see now why everyone had been so excited for the party. They had strippers.

The girls moved into the centre of the room and began to dance, moving to the music, and Sam couldn’t take his eyes off them. The entire atmosphere of the room had shifted.

The laughter and the conversation had stopped and the air was pregnant with sexual tension, with desire. All the boys in the room were watching the three girls. They moved with such grace and sensuality.

The redhead was the most confident, her gaze taking in the boys around her, grinning, licking her lips lasciviously, but the other two were quickly becoming bolder, almost eager. As they moved they began to reveal more skin. Sam shifted in his seat, his underwear and his trousers suddenly tight.

And then… several of the boys stood up and moved towards the girls.

Sam looked almost nervous. You couldn’t touch strippers, could you? But the boys all walked up to the girls like they knew them and the girls looked unperturbed, almost excited to be approached. They looked almost like they were inviting the boys to come closer, flirtatious looks, giggles, wiggling with more energy.

And the boys got closer. They moved closer and closer until…

The girls moved, stepped towards various boys and… they embraced. The girls stepped into the arms of three of the boys and Sam watched as they kissed, lips, tongues, spit, the boys wasting no time before they began to grope the girls, hands cupping asses, tits, squeezing, fingers finding nipples.

The girls squirmed, moaned, wiggling, and the boys began to explore further. Other boys closed in, like a pack of wild animals, and there was more touching, groping, and the girls were suddenly surrounded, their bodies being felt up, molested, kissing back, surmising.

Sam stared, his cock throbbing. They weren’t strippers. They were…

“Like the party favours?” Flynn asked, chuckling. “They’re hot, right? You’re free to come join in too, when you’re ready.”

With that Tom and Flynn moved, getting up off the sofa to move towards the girls. Sam drank, nervous and anxious and flustered.

He’d never seen anything like it. He was aroused though. He couldn’t take his eyes off the scene. The boys were all enjoying the girls and the girls all looked to be enjoying themselves.

Yet… Sam was a virgin. He’d never even kissed a girl. Could he really just join in? He drank, watched, trying to sort through his emotions. His head was fuzzy from more than just the alcohol. He could feel blood in his cock, hard, throbbing, and his lust was making it hard to think.
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Sam couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The girls were enjoying the attention, being touched, fondled, molested, kissed, and the boys were getting greedier and more ardent. Hands roamed bodies, the room began to feel hot and close.

And then… one of the girls slowly pulled away from the kiss. The redhead looked at all the boys around her and smiled.

“Who’s first?” She said, ginning.

Her voice was soft and quiet, full of desire and invitation. Sam could only watch as one of the larger boys, tall and broad, stepped forward. The redhead smiled and then… stepped in close to him, reached out, and ran her hand over the bulge of his cock.

Sam took a large gulp of his drink, head fuzzy. He could barely believe what he was seeing.

Yet it got worse, or better. The girl stroked, teasing, grinning, and then sank to her knees. Slowly she reached out and began to undo the boy's trousers, pulling them down to reveal his cock, hard, thick, throbbing. Sam couldn’t stop staring.

The girl wrapped her hand around his girth, stroked, and the boy moaned, thrusting his hips. The girl smiled and… she glanced at Sam, smiled, bit her lip, just a fraction of a second, then turned her focus back to the boy. She stroked her hand up and down the length of his prick.

Around her the other two girls followed her example, falling to their knees and inviting boys to step forward to be first. Soon all three were knelt, stroking cocks, one in each hand. Sam watched, cock throbbing in his pants, and then…

The redhead moved first, leaned forward, kissed the largest cock, the one in her left that belonged to the first boy, and then pressed her lips against the tip. Her lips were painted, pursed, wet, tight. The boy thrust and his prick pierced the seal of her mouth.

She began to suck, noisily, slurping. Her mouth worked up and down, she let go of the cock in her mouth and her now free hand found another hard dick, fingers wrapping around the thickness of it, stroking. She had a cock in each hand, one in her mouth.

The boy began to fuck her face, gripping her hair, and Sam could hear her choking, watched her drooling. It was real-life porn. He was drunk on alcohol and lust.

The choking, the sloppy spit, the sounds, the sights, it was all way hotter in person. Soon the other girls were being used too, having their faces fucked, sucking, stroking cocks. More boys surrounded them, eager for their turn. Soon Sam realised he was the only boy still sitting. He could feel his nerves, so he drank.

He watched as the girls sucked cock, all three choking, wet and messy, and then… a boy moved behind the redhead, cock out, a small bottle in hand. He pulled her panties to the side, poured the liquid, thick and viscous, and the girl squirmed.

She pulled her lips off the cock in her mouth, turned to look behind her, looked into the boy's face.

“Don’t be gentle. I’ve been desperate for this all week.” She said.

The boy smiled and took the hint. As the girl moved her mouth back to the cock in front of her, sucking it eagerly, taking almost all of it, the boy behind her moved in close, his cock in hand.

Sam watched.

The girl wiggled her hips as the boy aimed his prick, inviting him in, and then… her eyes went wide and she moaned, the sound muffled by cock, as he entered her.

She was getting fucked. The redhead was getting fucked while sucking a cock and stroking two more. Sam’s erection, impossibly, got larger, fatter, harder.

The scene continued to unfold. Soon all three girls were on all fours getting fucked, boys entering them from behind as they sucked and stroked. It was more than any porn Sam had ever watched. It was the most obscene, lurid, brazen thing he’d ever seen and… it was turning him on like he’d never been turned on before.

The girls were so hot and they were such sluts. They were getting gang-banged, fucked hard, sucking and stroking, and… Sam was the only one left out. He watched as the first boy came, hard, thrusting into the redhead from behind. The girl squirmed, clearly enjoying it, riding his cock and wiggling her ass, thrusting back as he filled her. He watched as the blonde had a boy cum in her mouth, then the raven-haired girl had a cock cum over her face, stroking it to climax.

As each boy came they were quickly replaced with another, the girls surrounded, and the boys who’d just cum wandered off to get a drink. The girls had boys' cum inside them, in their mouths, swallowing, and over their pretty faces. It was like nothing Sam could have ever imagined.

“You not going to have a go?” A boy Sam recognised said, sitting next to him.

Sam was silent for a moment, too horny and nervous and drunk to speak.

“Go on, have a go. They all love it… you’ve got to try it. It’s why we run the thing. What’s the point if we don’t get to have fun right?”

Sam looked up at the boy next to him. He was tall and broad and handsome. His name was Luke or Lee or Liam or something. It was okay for him. He was a man. Sam however felt insecure and terrified.

Lee or Liam or Luke put his hand on Sam’s shoulder and urged him up onto his feet.

“Go on, go get in there. I recommend Jenna, the redhead, but they’re all fucking hot as shit.”

Sam was unsteady on his feet. The redhead, hearing her name, had looked over. She was in the process of sucking one cock, getting fucked from behind, while stroking two cocks in either hand. She looked delirious with pleasure.

Then… she winked.

That was all Sam needed. With Liam’s or Lee’s or Luke’s encouragement and all the Dutch courage in his system, he stepped off and… he headed towards the orgy in the middle of the room.
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Sam was close, could see everything. The girls were all so much hotter close-up. They were beautiful and sexy. They were cum covered messes and… it made his cock hard.

He stood closest to Jenna, the redhead in lingerie. Her face was a mask of pleasure as she was fucked, sucking, stroking, but as he watched she looked up and her eyes met his. He couldn’t help but stare at her.

He watched, surrounded by horny boys, as the girls were fucked, sucking. He watched Jenna get fucked hard, deep-throating cock, saw the cock in her mouth cum, saw her swallow.

She moaned. The boy in her mouth pulled back, high-fiving a friend, moved off to get a drink. A boy moved to take his place.

Jenna shook her head and the boy stopped.

“I want the new boy.” She said.

Sam felt his heart skip. Jenna stared at him, licking her lips, her mascara running. She looked… messy, yet hot, sexy, slutty. The boy behind her continued to fuck her.

Sam had never done anything like this. He’d never even kissed a girl and now…

“My mouth is free.” She said. “Want me to give you a little taste of heaven?”

Sam was still for a moment, then… nodded. He stepped towards her.

“Get your cock out for me then. My hands are busy.”

Around her, he saw other boys nodding at him, looks of approval. He felt included in the strangest way ever. He’d never really felt like one of the boys but now… now he was, and it felt good.

He fumbled with his trousers, drunk and excited, fished out his hard cock. It wasn’t as massive as some, but he felt it was an okay size. The way Jenna looked at it made his body shudder. It was like she was a starving lion and he was a prime steak.

The boy behind her was fucking her hard and Sam could see the jiggle of her ass, could hear her moan, breathy, clearly enjoying herself. His cock throbbed, getting harder.

“You think I’m hot?” She asked.

She was a mess, makeup smeared, cum in her hair, on her lips, dressed in just lingerie. The two other girls were getting fucked, sucking, moaning. Sam nodded. She was the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

“Flattery will get you anywhere with me.” Jenna said. “Now… come fuck my face and cum down my throat. I want to taste you.”

That was all Sam needed. He stepped forward, close, and Jenna leapt on him. Her lips touched the tip of his cock and she sucked him deep. The suction was wet, hot, tongue lashing. It was pure joy.

Sam reached out in instinct, gripped Jenna’s hair. He could feel the vibrations of her moans through her cock. She looked up at him as she sucked him deep, taking his cock into the tightness of her throat. He could feel her swallowing over and over, throat milking his prick.

It was a pleasure more intense than anything he’d felt. He could feel her mouth work up and down on his cock, sucking, licking, lips tight, warm and wet. He could feel the thrusting of the boy behind her, vibrations travelling through her body.

It was his first sexual experience. He was finally getting a girl's attention but… it was nothing like he’d ever imagined. He was part of a gang-bang. He was getting his cock sucked by a hot read head while she stroked two more cocks, while she was getting fucked.

And… around her two other hot girls were getting fucked, used. The redhead, Jenna, looked up at him, slurping, sucking, working her mouth and throat. Sam watched her, thrust his cock into the wet, tight suction of her mouth.

His cock throbbed, getting harder, fatter, his heart racing.

Jenna moaned, an eager slut taking his cock deep. His mind raced. Would it be like this every Friday? Would he get to fuck one of the girls next time?

He was fuzzy with desire, lust, alcohol. It was his first time and… the pleasure was too much. He could feel himself getting close. He was going to cum in her mouth, down her throat, he was…

Sam thrust hard, cock slipping into Jenna’s tight throat. She swallowed, drooling, eyes watering, and Sam came, hard, harder than he’d ever cum before. It was bliss…

He came as Jenna was fucked, the vibrations travelling up his cock, her moans almost tickling, and it only added to the pleasure. Jenna slurped, swallowing every drop. Sam felt himself drained, the pleasure so intense it made his head spin. His legs were wobbly from how hard he’d cum.

As his orgasm subsided Sam eased back, Jenna sucking hard to capture every last drop. His prick left her lips with an audible pop and she smiled up at him, a twinkle in her eyes.

“Thanks.” She said.

Sam smiled at her but he didn’t have the courage to speak. She was still getting fucked, and already her attention was turning to the next cock. He couldn’t believe how slutty the girls were, how hot they were.

As Sam stepped back, out of the way, another boy stepped forward to fill her mouth. Sam put his wilting cock back into his pants, covered with spit and cum, and did his trousers up. With a broad grin on his face, he staggered to get another drink, moved to sit with the other boys who’d already cum. Several of them high-fived him, congratulating him. Sam couldn't help but feel taller and broader. Was he finally a man?

“You have fun?” Duncan, who was now sat, asked.

Sam nodded.

“Yeah.” Sam said. “I… was not expecting this.”

He chuckled.

“Good though right?” Another boy said. “It’s the only way to stay sane here.”

Sam nodded. He’d been worried about a whole year at the academy, but now… he really was beginning to look forward to it.

Parties like this every week would be amazing. Hot girls, hot slutty girls, the chance to get his cock sucked, maybe even fuck them…

He thought about getting to fuck Jenna, and then maybe the blonde, the raven-haired girl.

“Is it the same girls every week?” Sam asked.

Duncan shook his head.

“It varies. Jenna is a regular as she loves it, and there are regulars, but… we get a good bit of variety.” He said.

“We like variety.” One of the boys said.

The others all nodded. Sam smiled.

“I’m already looking forward to next week.” He said, head spinning.

He couldn’t wait to fuck Jenna.

“Glad to hear it, and I am too.” Duncan said, grinning at him. “In fact… I’m really looking forward to next week.”


Four

Sam spent the weekend nursing an awful hangover. Saturday he spent in bed, sleeping and groaning, watching crappy movies on his laptop while eating junk food he scavenged from the vending machine in the cafeteria, downing sugary caffeinated drinks to try to rehydrate. Duncan came by his room in the early afternoon and tried to get him out for a walk, but Sam refused.

The only thing that made him feel better was remembering the night before. He’d drunk too much to try to cope with his nerves but it had been worth it. He’d finally lost his virginity. Hadn’t he? Oral counted, right? Or at least it was a kind of virginity he’d lost. Maybe he had more than one?

He smiled at that. If he had more than one then he could lose his virginity more than once. Maybe next time he’d get to fuck Jenna from behind and really lose his virginity.

As he lay in bed feeling sorry for himself he replayed the memory of the night before over and over and over. Jenna was the hottest girl he’d ever seen, and the other two weren’t far behind. They were so sexy, and… they were so slutty too. He’d watched all three of them get fucked, sucking cock, stroking cock. He’d watched them all become cum drunk messes and...

They’d all looked like they’d enjoyed it too. It was beyond his wildest dreams, his most brazen fantasies. And it happened every Friday. He was still hungover and already he was looking forward to the end of the week.

Sunday morning he felt well enough to shower, and he managed to get out and go for a walk around the school grounds with Duncan and a few of his new friends. No one even mentioned the party, though people did ask if he’d had fun, without mentioning it. It was clear what they were asking by the way they asked the question.

“I had so much fun.” Sam said. “It was… pretty out there and not what I was expecting, but it was a lot of fun. I’m really looking forward to Friday.”

That was the closest he got to mentioning the party. The others around him smiled, knowing grins, nodding, though there were a few odd looks.

“Really? Cool… I mean, most of us are pretty terrified our first time but… we all go through it. I’m looking forward to seeing you there. You’re going to be pretty popular though, being the fresh meat and all.”

“Really?” Sam said.

He smiled at that thought. Jenna had seemed really keen on him, had wanted him. Would all the other girls be keen on him too? Would they all want to try the fresh meat? He liked the thought of that.

“Yeah definitely. Plus… I think you’re going to do amazing. I’m looking forward to it too.”

Sam smiled at that. He’d never really had friends encourage him before. Sure he’d been celebrated as a laugh, as the source of fun and pranks and schemes, but it wasn’t like this. This felt different and it felt good.

He’d bonded with his friends, had shared an experience with them, and there was more to come. There’d be more parties, and he was going to be popular. The girls were going to want him and the boys all thought he was going to do well, were looking forward to his success.

There was no need to compete. The girls were there for all of them, wanted all of them, and Sam, as fresh meat, was going to be popular with all of them.

“It’s always nice to see new girls too.” One of the boys said.

Sam nodded at that. He was looking forward to seeing Jenna again, since she’d been a lot of fun, had been hot and sexy and slutty and had wanted him, but new girls were always fun, right?
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The week seemed to pass at a crawl. Sam was restless in lessons but he found that after the party, letting off steam, and resting all weekend, he was really able to focus. He was able to sit and listen, was able to pay attention.

He felt settled and sated in a way he’d never felt before, felt confident. There was no need to perform or act out for attention or status. He could just be himself. He could relax and… it felt good.

Sam found that the classes began to make sense. He was able to learn in a way he’d not done for years. There was no reason to misbehave or cause trouble so, while it wasn’t like he was behaving because the teachers or staff were intimidating or scaring him, he was still behaving. He considered whether he could rebel on principle but then he figured why cause trouble?

He could just go with the flow and stay out of mischief. That way he’d not only learn, get his life back on track, but he’d be able to keep going to the parties every Friday.

The last thing he wanted now was to get kicked out of the school and lose access to girls like Jenna, the chance to fuck and get blown and have fun, and he didn’t want to get his new friends in trouble, didn’t want to draw any undue attention to himself for fear that the parties might get discovered. So… he just settled in, and it felt pretty good.

Yet as the days passed he found himself getting more and more excited. While he was able to focus in classes and did his best to seem like a model student, he found his eagerness for Friday’s party was growing.

He kept thinking about the girls, what he might do. He’d be less nervous this time so he was going to drink less which meant he’d be able to enjoy it more. He was hoping to fuck Jenna, to lose another virginity, but he’d happily spend time with one of the other girls too.

The whole scene played out in his head over and over, lust and desire, sex, fucking. It seemed so depraved and obscene, a group of boys fucking three girls, taking turns, but… there was no denying how much fun the girls had been having.

Part of Sam wondered what that was like, having that much lust and desire aimed at you. Just having Jenna excited for him had felt good. What would it be like to have dozens of men lusting after you, wanting to touch you, feeling you, using you, fucking you, cumming over and in you?

What would all that pleasure feel like? How would it feel to cum over and over and over while being used like a sex toy?

Those thoughts stuck in Sam’s head. As much as he was looking forward to hopefully fucking Jenna he couldn’t quite dislodge the curiosity about what it was it felt like for her. He began to fantasise about it, imagining how it must feel. Was she looking forward to the party like he was? Did she spend her weeks yearning for Fridays so she could turn up and get used?

His excitement rose, his desire expanding. He couldn’t wait to see her. Friday night quickly became all he could think about. He was really looking forward to it.
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“So, what’s the plan for tonight?” Sam asked Duncan over lunch.

Duncan smiled at him.

“You’re still up for it all then? Some of the group were a bit worried you’d chicken out. We’ve had that before and it’s always disappointing.”

“No way am I chickening out. After last week I can’t wait. It’s been all I can think about all week and… yeah, I’m nervous, but I’m super excited too.”

Duncan smiled.

“Good. I… I’m looking forward to it too.”

There was something in the way he looked at Sam that made him pause for a moment, something in his smile. Sam felt a fluttering in his heart, a tightness in his gut.

Sam shifted, feeling himself blush. Why was he blushing? There was just something in the way Duncan was eyeing him. He felt… warm and flustered.

“Are you… shall I just meet you at your room and we can head down together?” Sam asked.

Duncan smiled as he shook his head.

“No, you need to meet up with James. He’ll sort you out and get you ready.”

Sam frowned. He didn’t know anyone called James, but then he didn’t know everyone at the academy by name yet.

Duncan wrote down a room number for Sam, gave him directions and a time. It was earlier than he’d met Duncan.

“Make sure you’re on time too. You’ll need the extra time to get ready.”

Sam nodded, a little confused but… he was willing to go with it. Whatever it took to have another chance with Jenna.

And it was with his head full of thoughts of the redhead that Sam headed back to class after lunch. He could feel the energy rising, the spark of excitement and lust and desire, the anxiety, the nervousness.

As the last class ended Sam checked the time. If he were to get to James’ room on time he’d need to head straight there after class. So, he wasted no time. The last thing he wanted was to ruin the party.

“See you later.” Sam called out to Duncan and the rest of his friends.

They all smiled, waved.

“Looking forward to seeing you.” Duncan said.

Several others shared the sentiments. Sam smiled. He was still getting used to how included he felt.

As the halls bustled with students Sam navigated his way to the room number he’d been given. It was at the other end of the academy to his room, but he found it easily enough. Stopping outside he took a deep breath, then knocked.

“One moment.” A quiet voice called.

Sam waited and then the door opened.

“James?” Sam asked.

Sam had never met the boy before, had never spoken to him, but… there was something incredibly familiar about him. He was only slightly taller than Sam, thin, slight, with big eyes and soft features.

“Yeah. Hi.” James said. “Nice to see you again.”

Sam felt himself blush. There was something about the way James was looking at him that made him squirm, that felt familiar and intimate. He’d never seen him before though so…

“Have we met?” Sam asked.

James giggled.

“Not formally.” James said.

Sam was confused. If James was going to be helping set the party up with him then… he must be part of it all, in on the secret. So why hadn’t he seen him before? He had spoken to everyone at the party and even as drunk as he’d gotten in the end he could still remember everyone's faces.

And… why did he look so familiar? Maybe he had met him but he didn’t remember? Had he arrived late, after Sam had gotten drunk? Is that why he couldn’t remember him?

“You coming in?” James asked. “We’ve not got much time to get you ready and… since it’s your first time we’ve got a lot of work cut out for us. Though… looking at you I can see you’ll not need much work. You wouldn’t believe how much effort it is to get some of them ready. You’re like me though. A natural. So… I think we’ll be able to work wonders.”

Sam was puzzled by what James was going on about. Yet he’d been invited in and the last thing he wanted was to be late to the party, so, if there was a lot to do he knew he had to get started.

As James held the door open Sam stepped in. The door swung shut behind him and Sam looked around the room. His eyes caught on the bed, on the clothes laid out there. Sam felt his heart race.

Underwear. Or, more accurately, lingerie. Lingerie he recognised. That was what Jenna had been wearing.

Sam frowned, puzzled. Was Jenna in the room? Was he going to get to see her before the party? Was she…

And then he saw what was next to the lingerie and everything clicked.

A wig. A mane of red hair. It was Jenna’s hair.

Sam realised in an instant why James was so familiar. James was… Jenna was…

Sam turned and he saw James watching him, smiling. Those eyes. Those lips.

Jenna was James. James was Jenna. It was… Sam felt himself blush.

“Now, shall we get started?” James said.

Sam was confused, bewildered. Everything had shifted.

“Started?” Sam said.

James nodded.

“We need to get you ready for the party. Getting a new girl ready for her first time is a process and we want you looking you prettiest don’t we?”

Sam’s head spun. More things began to click. His eyes went wide.

“You… you mean…”

Sam froze. It wasn’t… he couldn’t… James was… Duncan… the party…

He felt faint.


Five

James caught Sam just as he fell and he helped him to a chair, fetched him water, and they walked. It became instantly clear that Sam had no idea what was really going on.

James smiled, and he was… sweet, gentle, reassuring. He explained everything.

The parties were the way the academy worked. It was the one way the boys had to have fun and let off steam. There were no girls about, so… they made their own girls.

“Everyone has a turn at least once.” James said. “Though forgive me for saying this, but some of us make better girls than others. It's all part of hosting the parties. There are all kinds of duties involved and we all do a little of everything, but in the end, people play to their strengths. Some of the boys like fixing things, so they maintain the basement, while others look after supplies and keep lists of who’s in and out. Others, like me, well… we play to our strengths too. Not only do I make a very pretty girl, but… I enjoy it. Acting like a slut is fun and I like getting all that attention. I like cock. I liked your cock. The boys have fun with me and I have a lot of fun with them. It’s a win-win as far as I see it.”

Sam listened, pale, flustered. It all suddenly made so much sense.

He’d been wondering how the girls had been smuggled in, how they’d found such slutty, willing girls, and now he knew. They were never smuggled in. The girls were just boys dressed up, acting the part. It was all… so wild.

Sam realised too that he was expected to play a girl. That for that night’s party he was going to be one of the girls. He’d had his fun at the first party, had got to enjoy Jenna, had let James, dressed up, pleasure him, and now… it was his turn to pleasure others.

“I mean… you’re always free to back out. No one forces anyone here, but… you only get to stay in the club if you do your turn. You only need to do it once, since there’s more than just me willing to volunteer, but… I think you’ll find it's more fun than you think. If you trust me, let me help you get ready, and you can relax, then I think you’ll really enjoy yourself.”

Sam was quiet. There was no way he could say yes. It wasn’t that he objected to the club, or what they were doing, or that he had a problem with James, with Jenna.

As he sat, integrating the revelation, he realised that he’d still happily fuck Jenna, would fuck James while he was dressed up. Sitting in the room with him, knowing that it had been James who had sucked his cock, who had deep-throated him and swallowed his cum, left Sam feeling flustered and more than a little aroused.

He could feel his desire rising, unable to keep his attention away from James’ lips. He felt his cock throbbing.

But… for him to take part, dressing up like a girl, letting his friends treat him like the girls last week… it was too much. Wasn’t it?

Yet, despite it all, the shock of the truth, he still hadn’t said no. He still hadn’t left.

He knew he should. He should storm out and refuse to be part of it, but… he didn’t. He sat and listened, let James reassure him, convince him. The way James talked about it stirred something in Sam.

He was… curious. If all the others had done it then no one was going to mock him for it. No one was going to tease him or think less of him. That fact alone eased a lot of his fears. It was almost empowering, to know that there was that bond in the group. No one at the academy, no one who went to the parties, would ever think less of the girls because they’d all done it at least once.

To think less, to mock, tease, or bully, would be to open themselves up to the same, plus… it would exclude them from the club. They’d have no more access to the girls. They’d have no way to get any pleasure or feminine company.

Sam couldn’t deny that after last weekend he’d been kinda curious about why the girls allowed themselves to be used, to be treated like slutty toys, about what kind of pleasure they got out of it. This was his chance to find out. He could do something he’d never get to do again.

Plus… it was just the once. He only needed to do it once, then he could spend the rest of the year enjoying Jenna and the other girls who enjoyed it.

Sam sat, listening, aware that he should have left, but unable to move. James smiled at him.

“Tell you what, how about we stop talking and I just help you get ready. If, after I’ve helped you get all dressed up, you still want to leave, then you can. There’s no pressure to come with me to the party. We already have four girls tonight, so you don’t need to be there, but… I think if you give it a chance you’ll enjoy it.”

Sam was silent. He could just see what getting ready was like. He didn’t need to go all the way.

“And even if you do decide to go to the party, you don’t need to be as wild as me. Some of the girls are so shy when it’s their turn that they just chat and flirt and make out a little, maybe give the odd hand job. If you want to come to the party you can but even then you can leave me and the other girls to handle the hard stuff while you just look pretty. How does that sound?”

Sam smiled. If he didn’t have to go all the way like Jenna then maybe…

“Yeah, how about we get ready and then… then I can decide.” He said.

James smiled.

“Wonderful.” James said. “Now, first step… we need to shave.”
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By shave James meant shave everywhere, and even then he didn’t necessarily mean shave. Most of the difficult work of removing body hair was done with hair removal cream, a fluffy paste that James smeared over his body and over Sam’s. The cream was left to sit, and then Sam was told to shower while James finished getting himself ready.

In the shower, Sam had more instructions. He was to shave his delicate regions, the places where hair removal cream was too harsh. This meant around his cock, balls, and along the crack of his butt.

Shaving took only a few minutes, though Sam went slowly, wanting to do a good job and not wanting to cut himself. After shaving he washed off, using the soap James had given him.

The scent of the lather was floral, sweet, musky, feminine, and the way his hands caressed over his now smooth body made him blush. He had to bite down on his bottom lip to keep from moaning, the sensations so bright and pleasant and unexpected. Was this what it was like to be a girl? To have a smooth, delicate body? It was like even the barest touch was so much more intense, like his body was so much more sensitive to pleasure.

Sam, not wanting to get too distracted or flustered, aware James needed the shower, washed as quickly as he could, but even still, he could feel a fluttering in his belly as his cock ached, throbbing. As he got out of the shower he made sure to grab a towel to cover himself.

James was waiting to use the shower, dressed in just a towel, and the sight of the other boy's body made Sam pause. In that moment it was like the boy was gone and Jenna had reappeared. Even without makeup and without her hair the body was there.

Even without the lingerie, it was Jenna’s body. James’ body was smooth and slim and svelte. It was feminine and very sexy. Sam had been dreaming about fucking that body and looking at it in the moment he could feel his cock throbbing.

“My turn to shower now, then we can carry on getting ready. Why don’t you head next door and sit for a while? I won’t take long. There’s some wine in the cupboard next to my bed too. Feel free to have a glass if you like. It’s nice to get a little party going while we get ready, warm up and relax for the party to come.”

James smiled, and stepped off, dropping his towel as he stepped into the shower. Sam couldn’t help but glance at his ass. It was… round, pert, juicy. Sam felt his cock get harder.
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Sam found the wine where James had said it would be, along with a set of glasses. He opened the bottle and filled two glasses, sat down on the bed to wait. He was careful, not wanting to drink too quickly, not wanting a repeat of last week’s party, but he found the wine dulled his nerves in a pleasant way while still leaving him fully in control.

After not too long Sam emerged from the shower, smelling of the soap, a sweet musk. He wore just a towel around his waist and he moved with a sway and a strut. It was… it was like seeing Jenna step out of the shower, naked, chest exposed. Sam had to look away.

“Oh, you poured me a glass. Thank you!”

James took up the second glass and drank. Sam took another sip from his glass to settle his nerves.

“So, do you have any idea what kind of girl you are? I have some ideas, but… I wanted to give you a chance to offer some creative input.” James said.

Sam was still. He shook his head. The night of the last party there’d been Jenna, in her lingerie, and then a schoolgirl and a teacher. Sam had no idea what the options were besides those.

“How about… we go nice and simple, something cute and a little innocent for your first party. You’ve got a kind of natural charm that I think would work well with innocent. How does that sound?”

Sam nodded. Innocent sounded like a pretty low-risk option if he really had to go through with being a girl for the party.

“First we’ve got makeup though. Doing that before getting dressed means we can’t make a mess of your clothes. So… come with me.”

James offered his hand. Sam took it. James' hand was soft and warm, small, feminine, yet Sam’s hand was even smaller.

Jenna had been so hot, so sexy. Part of Sam was almost excited to find out what kind of girl he could be. Would he look anywhere near as good as Jenna? He hoped so. If he had to be a girl he at least wanted to be a pretty one. The thought of looking like a boy in girly clothes seemed strangely crushing to him.

James led Sam to a chair and sat him down, facing away from the mirrors in the room, moving around to cover them, all so he couldn’t see himself. While Sam sat James gathered his supplies, a case full of makeup and blushes, strange-looking tools.

“I’m happy to do all the work today but… if you want to do this more often then you’ll have to learn. I can teach but it’s best you develop your own style too. It’s really empowering to know you can just transform yourself whenever you want, become this beautiful sexy woman whenever you need, really embrace the inner you.”

The way James spoke, the way his eyes lit up, it was clear that for him becoming Jenna really was empowering. He enjoyed being beautiful, being sexy, and… Jenna was a part of him. Sam wondered what that felt like.

He figured he was about to find out.

“So, I’ll choose colours to go with your complexion and your outfit, which will be white, and your hair, which will be a pure platinum blonde. You need to work colour and shade into your look, matching it to skin tone, eyes, hair… it’s more complicated than people think if you really want to look your best.” James said.

Sam nodded and sat and listened as he got to work. James chatted over what he was doing, his choice of colours, the application methods, why he used what brush, what the odd-looking tools did.

“These will curl your lashes.” James said, taking out what looked like a torture implement. “You can use fake ones later if you want to really go slutty, which is what I do, but for now sticking with your natural lashes should be enough.”

Sam sat. He was sure there wasn’t going to be a second time and even if there was… he’d never want to be slutty. Would he?

James worked, layering on mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, blush, shadow and highlights. He added lipstick too, then a coat of gloss.

“And… none of this is that permanent either, or waterproof. It's part of the fun I find. You can get makeup that stays perfect even under the harshest treatment but this will really smear and run so if you do decide to have some fun then… well… you can easily end up looking really ruined.”

James giggled as he said that. Sam blushed. He could see Jenna in James’ eyes, the lips. Being that close to the girl who’d sucked his cock, made him cum, who’d been his first time, was intoxicating. But… she was a boy. Wasn’t she?

“There.” James said. “Now wig, then clothes.”

With that James moved to grab a long blonde wig off the bed. He slicked Sam’s hair back then slipped the wig on, pinning it in place so it’d stay on no matter what.

“You need to really make sure it stays one. Some of the boys like to… well, you know. Like you last weekend. They like to grip your hair while they fuck your mouth. You want to make sure your hair stays in place while you have fun. And trust me, it’s a lot of fun.”

Sam stared at James as he fitted the wig. He wasn’t sure. It didn’t sound like that much fun.

“You remember how eager I was for your cock last week? How I moaned and licked and sucked down every drop of your cum? That wasn’t fake. I love it. There’s a reason I volunteer every weekend. The boys all compliment me, pay me attention, and then they fuck the shit out of me. They use me like a slut and I enjoy it. I cum, over and over and over, and it’s just more fun to be a girl. Hell, if there wasn’t a party tonight I’d be more than happy to get on my knees and take your cock in my mouth. It's a good cock. I’d even let you fuck me, breed me. I love getting fucked hard, but… there’s not enough time.”

Sam’s head was spinning. James’ words were so explicit but it was the tone of voice and the obvious glee and excitement that really made his heart race. Was it possible that it really was that much fun?

Sam could still clearly remember the previous party, how enthusiastic Jenna had been, how eager the other girls had been. He could remember the moans, her ravenous sucking, swallowing his cum as he came, how quickly she’d captured another cock, like a starving animal. The memories, James’ words, it was all too much.

Sam could feel himself getting excited. His cock was semi-hard, throbbing. He couldn’t stop thinking about Jenna, about how hot she’d looked, how much fun she’d seemed to be having. And James saying he would have gladly let Sam fuck his mouth, his ass, made Sam’s whole body yearn.

“Right, now you sit there for a moment while I do my makeup and hair, and then we can both get dressed, okay?”

Sam nodded. He was glad for the chance to take a moment to breathe and calm down.

“And no peeking! You can look when you’re all dressed up. I want you to see the finished product so you get that real wow factor.”

Sam smiled, nodded again. With that James turned to start getting himself ready.
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James did not take long to do his makeup and hair. Sam sat watching as James worked, mesmerised by the process and James made sure that Sam could see everything he was doing.

“You can learn a little by watching me.” James explained.

Sam nodded, and as he watched he came to appreciate the skill James had. The makeup went on quickly, smoothly, almost effortless, and the transformation, while gradual, was… remarkable.

Slowly the boy, James, vanished, and he was replaced with Jenna. The hot, sexy, slutty girl from the weekend before, the girl who’d sucked Sam’s cock, deep-throated him, swallowed his cum, emerged. The girl who had been his first emerged, and she was every bit as beautiful as Sam remembered.

As Jenna finished styling her hair Sam watched. It seemed impossible but he’d watched it happen. The boy was gone, replaced with the hot, sexy, slutty girl from last week’s party. Jenna finished, turned, smiled.

The way she batted her eyelashes made Sam’s belly flutter and his cock throb. She was beautiful. There was no other word for it. She was stunning.

Her eyes were big and bright and dazzling, highlighted by the dark mascara and eyeliner, the eyeshadows sultry and alluring, and her features were even more delicate and refined, lips wet and pouty. Her long red hair framed her face, falling down around her shoulders.

Sam couldn’t help but stare, and… she was topless, dressed in just a towel. When it had been James it had been bad enough, but… now it was Jenna and that made it even worse.

“Ready to get dressed cutie?” Jenna said.

Even her voice was different, softer, feminine, flirty. Sam just nodded. He’d finished his glass of wine so Jenna grabbed the bottle and topped their glasses up.

“Come with me then.” She said, putting her hand out.

Sam took her hand and Jenna led him to the bed where lingerie was laid out. Sam’s eyes for the first time took in everything that was laid out.

He’d noticed the black lingerie before, the underwear Jenna had worn last week, the heels, but next to it was… a matching set, in white. His heart skipped. That was what he was going to wear?

Jenna had said innocent. He’d thought… he’d thought he’d be wearing more than that. Sure the colour white suggested chaste and virginal—which was technically true—but it was just lingerie. It was just underwear. He’d be practically naked.

“Ready to put it on and see what you look like?” Jenna asked.

Sam was still. He was quiet. He couldn’t… could he?

“Remember, if you don’t like how you look you can still back out. But… why stop now. Aren’t you curious?”

He was curious. He was really curious. Sam nodded, slowly, and Jenna smiled.
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It took only a few moments for the two to get dressed. Stockings went on first, sheer lace and silk, seams running up the back, Jenna in black and Sam in white. Then came suspenders, a delicate lace belt around the waist with straps falling down around the thighs.

Jenna helped Sam fasten the straps to the tops of his stockings, adjusting the length. Her hands on his thighs were smooth, caressing. Every touch was so much more sensual, his body smooth, sensitive to pleasure, so that slipping the stockings on alone was enough to thrill him, let alone Jenna’s touch.

It didn’t help either that to get dressed they’d both had to drop their towels which meant that they were both naked. Sam could see all of Jenna’s body, her legs, hips, ass, even her cock.

She was stunning and… it was strange. Sam knew it was James, that Jenna was a boy, but… that wasn’t what he saw. What he saw was a girl, a hot, sensual, pretty girl, a sexy girl, a slutty girl.

He saw the girl who’d sucked his cock, swallowed his cum, the girl who’d been used like a fuck-toy the previous weekend. It was like a complete transformation and it left Sam confused and… aroused.

Once the suspender straps were fastened Jenna handed Sam a pair of white panties.

“Panties always go on over the suspenders. They’re easier to remove then.”

Jenna spoke with a twinkle in her eyes, smiling. Sam felt his body throb. He wasn’t going to remove his panties, was he?

Sam and Jenna both slipped their panties on, the undergarments tiny, high cut to show off thigh, hip, ass, with a thin string slipping into their ass cracks. Yet, even as small as the panties were, there was enough of a pouch in the front to neatly contain their cocks, even though Sam’s was slightly hard.

“Last comes the bralette. I know you don’t need one but it adds to the feminine sex appeal and they help you feel pretty and sexy.” Jenna said.

Sam nodded, too flustered to speak or to argue. He was just going to see how he looked, was just doing it to sate his curiosity. That was all.

As Jenna handed him a lacy white bralette, matching her black one, he took another sip of wine, glad for its warmth, helping to numb any nerves or anxiety. Sam took the bralette, put his wine glass down, and slipped the undergarment on.

“Finally heels!” Jenna said.

She sounded excited, eager. Sam could feel his hands shaking. Together they slipped the shoes on, Jenna in black high heels, Sam in white.

The moment Sam stood up he felt a change, the heels making him stand in a way that made his butt stick out, that made his shoulders go back so his chest seemed fuller. He took a few steps, listening to Jenna’s advice—heels to toe, one foot in front of the other, wiggling hips and ass—and he found he quite quickly got the knack of it and… it was fun.

There was something about the way it felt to walk in heels, the way it felt to wiggle and strut, that made his heart race. It felt sensual, erotic, and… sexy. Sam never really felt sexy. He never really felt hot. But… the feeling of his ass wiggling, hips rolling, body swaying in that provocative, sensual, feminine way, delighted him. He felt sexy.

“Fuck you look hot. You’re even cuter than I thought you’d be. The boys are going to go wild for you. Not only are you fresh meat, but you are fucking hot. I can see I’m going to have some competition tonight.” Jenna’s voice was playful, teasing. “Hell, even I’m tempted by you. Maybe if you have fun tonight me and you could spend some time together, two girls playing…”

Jenna fluttered her eyelashes. Sam blushed. The thought was…appealing. A night alone with the hot redhead, getting to enjoy her body, letting her enjoy his. Maybe he could…

“Want to see?” Jenna said.

The words snapped Sam back to the present. He’d still not seen himself.

He felt a swell of dread, the thought that when he looked in the mirror all he was going to see was a boy dressed up like a girl. He’d seen James transform into Jenna, become a beautiful girl and… part of him hoped he was at least a little cute.

He’d gone through the whole process, so… maybe he wouldn’t look so bad? He felt warm and fuzzy, from the wine and the excitement. He emptied his second glass and then nodded.

He wasn’t sure what he was going to see in the mirror but he wanted to face it. He just hoped he wasn’t going to be too disappointed.
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As Jenna pulled the sheet off her full-length mirror Sam stood and stared. His eyes went wide.

The reflection was…

It seemed impossible. It couldn’t be.

He moved and the girl in the mirror moved with him. The girl in the mirror was him.

He was gone and in his place stood a stunning blonde, dressing in just virginal lingerie, like a bride on her wedding night. Next to her was Jenna, the redhead, in black.

Sam shifted, posing, wiggling. He couldn’t help it. The girl in the mirror was hot, and he wanted to see more of her.

That he was her excited him, made him smile, and seeing the blonde smile made his heart flutter. She was so pretty, so beautiful, and dressed as she was, she was undeniably sexy.

Had a girl like that walked into a room where he was partying he’d have not been able to stare. He knew what the other boys were going to think and… that thrilled him. He felt desirable. He felt hot.

His eyes were big and dazzling, the dark eyeliner and mascara making the bright eyeshadow seem bolder. His hair was long, glorious, shimmering, and his lips were full, pouty, succulent. Yet, it was his body that really thrilled him.

He’d always been small, slim, slight. He’d never felt comfortable in his body, had never felt masculine, but now that felt like a blessing. As a girl, he had a slim, perky, petite body. He was soft and delicate, and in the lingerie he was sexy.

Sam wiggled, posing, touching his body, watching the girl in the mirror caress herself. He was blushing, heart racing, a warmth of joy unlike anything he’d ever felt before coursing through him,

“You like?” Jenna asked.

Sam nodded.

“Yeah…” He whispered.

“You want to come to the party?” Jenna asked.

Sam paused. He felt nervous at the prospect but… he didn’t need to do anything, and… the thought of all the attention he’d get excited him. He’d never really been desired, wanted, lusted after. He knew that as he looked in that moment the boys would all be drooling over him.

What would that feel like? There was only one way to find out. Sam nodded.

“Yeah, I… I think I do.”

The wine had dulled his nerves, his anxiety, but he still felt fully in control.

“Well in that case you’re going to need one more thing.” Jenna said.

Sam turned to look at the redhead.

“A name.” Jenna said. “A cute girly name for a cute girl. Think of it like an alter-ego. During the day you’re Sam, an ordinary boy, but tonight you get to be someone else, you get to be a hot girl, whatever kind of woman you want to be. You can let go and have fun and by having a different name it's like… like you get to take a break from being a man and you can just enjoy being a woman.”

Sam smiled at that. The way Jenna said it sounded liberating. He was quiet for a moment, thinking.

“Sapphire.”

Jenna smiled, nodded.

“Sapphire. I like it, exotic and wild and brazen. Like a stripper name.”

Sapphire blushed, biting her bottom lip. It was like a stripper name but… if she was going to have an alter-ego then she wanted it to be a wild one. It was like she could feel something rising up inside of her.

The transformation had been gradual, slowly becoming more feminine, Jenna teasing her, but it was only when she saw herself in the mirror that it clicked. It really was a transformation. Physically and mentally.

She was someone else, and… that person wanted freedom, wanted to be a little wild. Sam had always been so shy and introverted, relying on pranks and antics and schemes to get attention, but as Sapphire, she could be different. She could be hot, she could be wild and free and she could feel desired.

Sapphire wanted to know what it was like to be lusted after. She wanted to see how the boys were going to react to her. She wanted to tease and flirt and feel their lust, like a balm. She wanted…

“So, are you ready to head to the party?”

Sapphire smiled, blushing. She turned to Jenna and nodded.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” She said.

And with that, the two set off together.


Six

Jenna and Sapphire arrived after the party had started, sneaking their way through the academy. When they got there three other girls were already waiting for them, a full-figured brunette, another blonde with glasses on, and a tall girl with black hair, all of them dressed in lingerie and heels like Jenna and Sapphire—sets in pink, black, and red.

Given what Sapphire now knew she studied the girls carefully, wondering who they were normally, but given how dark it was it was difficult to tell and… part of her wanted to preserve the myth. In that moment they were all girls, there to have fun, to enjoy themselves. They were all transformed, leaving their boy selves behind for the night.

“Girls, this is Sapphire.” Jenna said. “Sapphire, this is Lucy, Amber, and Chloe.”

Sapphire nodded, greeted the other girls. They were all hot, pretty, but Sapphire couldn’t help but smile, aware that the only girl who was anywhere near as hot as her was Jenna.

She was looking forward to seeing the boys react to her entrance.

As they waited outside for their moment to arrive Lucy pulled a small flask out from the coat she’d worn as she’d crept out for the night.

“A little bit of fire to keep us all warm and get us in the spirit.” She said.

The girls all smiled and they took turns taking big sips from the flask. When it got to be Sapphire’s turn she sniffed, the smell strong. She drank though and the liquid burned at the back of her throat, a fire in her belly spreading out, warming her, invigorating her. She felt ready for anything.

But… she was just going to flirt and tease and chat, right? The rest of the entertainment was up to the other girls. Wasn’t it?

Sapphire could feel herself getting nervous again. The other girls all reassured her, telling her that she was free to do as little or as much as she wanted.

Their words eased the fluttering in her gut. She began to relax, the heat in her belly spreading out. She felt fuzzy and warm and… good.

Then… the music changed, a deep, sultry bass playing. That was their cue.
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The girls entered one by one. Jenna went first, then Amber, Lucy, Chloe, with Sapphire coming last.

Sapphire watched the girls in front of her, their long legs clad in stockings, their smooth thighs, their round asses wiggling. They were hot, but… she was hotter. She walked just as Jenna had taught, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, her hips rolling, ass swaying. It felt exciting, her smooth, stocking-clad thighs brushing against each other, shivers running up her spine. Her cock ached, body trembling, but she held her head up high.

She wanted to see how the boys were going to react to their first sigh of her and… she was not disappointed. As she entered she was greeted by a sea of eager faces, awed reactions, lusty smiles.

The boys had all been drinking, partying, getting ready, and now the entertainment had arrived. Now the party could really get started.

Sapphire strutted into the room, smiling, blushing. She was terrified and shy but she was also eager, drinking up the attention, the desire, the lust. It was like ambrosia, nectar, an addictive feeling. After a lifetime of being easily overlooked, being hot, being sexy, being wanted felt like stepping into the sun after a lifetime in the dark.

Sure she was feeling unsure, but she wanted more.

As the music played the girls began to dance, sultry movements meant to draw attention, showing off their smooth, hot bodies. The boys sat watching and Jenna held out a hand to Sapphire.

“Come, join us.” Jenna said.

Sapphire did as Jenna said, went to join the other girls and they began to dance, swaying and moving. Sapphire was surrounded by hot girls, smooth bodies, warm skin. Her head spun. She was burning up from the inside.

She’d been imagining the boys paying her attention. She hadn’t figured on the girls wanting to pay her attention first.

Jenna stepped in close, began to grind on Sapphire, and soon the other girls began to join in. Sapphire swam in a sea of feminine flesh and… she let go. She joined in. She began to grind back.

Hands touched her, caressed her, teased her and she began to touch back, caress back. The girls began to fondle each other, dancing, putting on a show. Sapphire lost herself to the tide of sensation. Flesh, hands, legs, bellies, asses, hips. Hands were on her, caressing, teasing her nipples, and her hands were on the bodies around her.

“Fuck that’s hot.” One of the boys said.

“I kinda want to join in but… I don’t want them to stop.”

“Let them finish. We can watch and after they're done we can have our fun.”

Sapphire’s head was spinning. She was fuzzy with lust and alcohol, but… she was still clear-headed enough to know what she wanted, and what she wanted was… more.

As they danced Jenna moved in closer. She was slightly taller than Sapphire in her heels, beautiful, her eyes bright. Being so close to the dazzling redhead was exciting and Sapphire couldn’t help but remember how good her lips had felt. She craved more.

Jeanna pressed her body against Sapphire at the front. The other three girls surrounded her, one on either side, one behind. Jenna smiled.

“The boys seem to want a show. How about it? I’ve been wanting to play with you so… why don’t we all play together before we let them have their fun. A quick performance with just us girls to warm us up before they join us?”

Sapphire stared into Jenna’s eyes. The redhead was so hot. She could feel the others, hands on her chest, legs, ass. They were groping her, molesting her. She was the centre of attention and… she loved it.

“Fuck… yes…” Sapphire whimpered.

Jenna smiled. That was all she needed to hear. She shifted, forwards, and she kissed Sapphire forcefully.

Around Sapphire the other girls joined in, hands groping more eagerly, lips kissing skin. Sapphire melted into the touch, the kiss, kissed Jenna back, lips, tongue, spit. She’d been kissed before, a couple of times, but nothing like that kiss. It was… bliss.

Sapphire squirmed, wiggling, grinding her body against Jenna’s, and she felt her cock swelling. She felt Jenna’s cock throbbing too, hard, pressing against her cock, and that just made her arousal grow faster, harder.

Sapphire whimpered into the kiss, Jenna’s tongue wrestling with hers. She was on fire, burning up from within. Kisses on her neck and back, hands on her ass, it was… it was more than she ever could have imagined.

As she surrendered to the pleasure she looked around the room, saw the boys watching, all of them fixated on the show, excited by what they were seeing. They all wanted her, lusted after her. Their desire fed her and she felt powerful, free. She was Sapphire, not Sam, and in that moment she was free to just explore her new self. She could… she could let go.

Sapphire felt her mind unravel, her heart opening. She embraced the pleasure, the lust, and she kissed Jenna back with a fervour that was new and bright and hot. Jenna matched it then… pulled back, breaking the kiss.

“I think the show needs more than kissing. What do you think?” Jenna said.

Sapphire blushed, nodding.

“What… what were you thinking?” Sapphire asked.

Jenna smiled.

“Well, last week I pleasured you, and I’ve been hoping for more of that delicious cock of yours, what do you say?”

Sapphire smiled, hot, cock aching.

“Please.” She said.

That was enough for Jenna. Slowly she fell to her knees.
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Jenna wasted no time in getting out Sapphire’s cock, fishing her hard prick out of the white panties. She wrapped her fingers around the girth, stroking, then… she wrapped her lips around the tip. Her tongue worked, hot spit, tight, wet, and Jenna began to suck.

The sensation was even more intense than the week before. Then Sapphire had been quite drunk but she was, in that moment, tipsy at best. That meant she could feel everything, and as smooth as her body was, it was all the more intense.

Jenna sucked, working her tight lips up and down Sapphire’s girth, teasing with her tongue, her hand working the base of Sapphire’s shaft, lubed with saliva, and Sapphire began to thrust, fucking the redhead’s mouth. Behind her hands teased, kisses fluttering all over her body.

“Fuck… so good… don’t stop.”

“We have no intention of stopping.” Chloe said.

“We’re only just getting started.” Amber said.

“We’ve got lots more to come.” Lucy said.

Sapphire melted into the touch, the caresses and the kisses and the sensual closeness. Behind her fingers squeezed her ass, groping, exploring. It felt good, bright and hot, and then… fingers crept in along the crack of her ass. Sapphire moaned, pressed back, feeling Jenna’s lips and tongue work along her cock.

A finger snuck under her panties, teased down, and then… the tip pressed at Sapphire’s entrance. The touch sparked hot bolts of pleasure unlike anything she’d felt before. That along with the bliss of Jenna’s mouth made her whole body throb with pleasure.

“Fuck… more… please…. I need…”

And then a mouth was on her, silencing her. Chloe was kissing her, lips, tongue, spit. Chloe broke the kiss, and her mouth was replaced by Lucy’s. The finger at Sapphire’s entrance pressed deeper, teasing, stretching, pleasuring.

Sapphire kissed back, and then… Lucy’s tongue was gone, and it was Amber’s turn. Sapphire’s mouth was assaulted even as Jenna worshipped her cock, and an unknown finger pressed into her hole. Sapphire surrendered to it all, wanting more.

Jenna worked her mouth up and down, soaking Sapphire’s cock with her spit, lapping, sucking, mouth tight and hot and wet. Sapphire thrust, fucking the redhead’s face.

Slowly Jenna pulled her lips back, pulled her mouth off, and there was an audible pop as the tip of Sapphire’s prick left Jenna’s lips. Jenna looked up.

“Want more?” She asked. “I know I want more. I want to feel your cock in my ass. You up for fucking me cutie? Feel like putting on a proper show for the boys?”

Sapphire was drunk on pleasure and lust. She nodded. The thought of fucking Jenna had been on her mind all week and now, as Sapphire, she was going to get to do it.

“Please.” Sapphire whimpered.

Jenna smiled, shifted, turned to get onto all fours, her ass facing Sapphire, head down, butt up, legs spread, back curved. She was so fucking hot Sapphire could feel her cock getting, impossibly, harder.

“Come get me then.” Jenna said. “Come stick that pretty cock of yours in my tight hole. Treat me like a slut and breed me.”

Sapphire did not need to be told twice.
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Sapphire got down behind Jenna and moved in close. Her cock was hard, glistening with spit. She shifted forwards and reached out to tug Jenna’s panties out of the way, exposing her hole, her ass.

Sapphire’s cock throbbed at the luscious sight. Jenna wiggled her hips, her ass, and her hole twitched.

“Put it in. Please… I need to get fucked.” Jenna said.

Sapphire was not going to argue with such a request. She shifted forwards and, gripping her pick, took aim. She pressed the head of her spit-wetted cock to Jenna’s ass and felt it stretch, gaping and then… Jenna pressed back, eager.

Jenna’s ass opened and engulfed Sapphire’s cock. Sapphire thrust on instinct, fucking deep. She buried her entire length in Jenna’s tight hole.

“Fuckkkk… so good.” Jenna moaned.

Sapphire could only moan, the pleasure intense. Jenna’s ass was tight and hot, clenching, milking. She reached out to grip Jenna’s hips and she began to fuck the redhead.

It was what she’d been fantasising about all week, fucking the redhead, filling her with her cock, and… it felt better than she’d ever imagined. Her ass was so tight, clenching, milking, and the way Jenna moved, thrusting back, riding Sapphire’s cock, fucking back as Sapphire thrust, moaning like a slut in heat, was pure bliss.

The two fucked as the boys watched and then… Chloe and Lucy and Amber moved in to join. Hands caressed bodies.

Chloe moved in front of Jenna and pulled her cock out. Within seconds Jenna had moved to engulf it, sucking it deep into her mouth. Lucy knelt to the side of Sapphire, turning her face so they could kiss, and Amber… Amber moved around behind Sapphire.

Sapphire moaned into the kiss, fucking Jenna’s ass as fingers again pressed at her hole, teasing in, two fingers, stretching. Sapphire thrust forwards, cock filling Jenna, then pulled back, fingers filling her. It felt good. Her body was alive with pleasure unlike anything she’d felt before and then… the fingers were gone.

Sapphire pined, whimpering, needing more. More was exactly what she was going to get.

Amber shifted to kneel behind Sapphire, pulling her panties to the side. Sapphire moaned as she felt something thick and hard press at her hole.

She knew what it was but she didn’t stop. In that moment she wanted it. She was fucking Jenna as Jenna sucked Chloe’s cock, was making out with Lucy, and Amber was about to fuck her. She wanted to get fucked. She wanted to embrace her slut, she wanted… she wanted to put on a show.

Amber pressed forward, gently, her cock wet and slippery with something cool and slick—lube Sapphire realised—and Sapphire felt her hole stretch, pleasure and pain. She wanted more.

She thrust forward, filling Jenna, fucking her, and Amber pressed her cock in, the tip barely inside Sapphire’s virgin hole, and then… Sapphire pressed back, pulling her cock out of Jenna’s hole, working her ass back on Amber’s cock. She felt Amber’s cock sink deep, thrusting, filling her in one smooth, easy motion.

Sapphire moaned out loud.

The sensation was like nothing Sapphire had felt before, and she wanted more. She thrust forward, fucking Jenna, fucked back, taking Amber’s cock deep into her no longer virgin ass.

It was twin sensations of bright pleasure. No… it was more than that, because Lucy was beside her, kissing her, caressing her. She was lost to the pleasure.

The girls fucked. Chloe fucking Jenna’s mouth, Sapphire fucking Jenna’s ass, Amber fucking Sapphire’s ass, and Lucy and Sapphire making out.

“Please… touch me…” Lucy said.

Lucy took a hold of Sapphire’s wrist and pulled her hand towards her cock. Sapphire wrapped her fingers around Lucy’s girth and began to stroke.

All five girls were moaning, fucking, getting fucked, sucking, being sucked, being teased.

Around them, the boys watched, all of them unable to stop staring. Sapphire fed off the attention, felt her heart swell. She fucked harder, deeper, pounding Jenna’s tight ass as the redhead fucked back, working her ass onto Amber’s cock as Amber gripped her hips, fucking her.

Sapphire kissed Lucy, stroking, and in front of Jenna Chloe thrusting into the redhead’s mouth. Sapphire couldn’t believe it, couldn’t get over how good, how right it felt.

She’d come just to flirt, tease, but now… now she was part of a five-girl show, was the centre of it, fucking Jenna, getting fucked by Amber, stroking Lucy while Jenna sucked Chloe’s cock. Pleasure swelled.

Jenna pressed back, hole clenching, and Sapphire could feel her cock swelling, getting harder, fatter, longer. Jenna clenched down, fucked back, ass getting tighter. Behind Sapphire, Amber gripped her hips, fucking deep, hard, cock swelling. Sapphire could feel it, a knot of pleasure in her belly, warm, pleasure radiating out. It was unlike anything she’d felt before. Her hand on Lucy’s cock slicked up and down, tongues wrestling.

The pleasure rose, all of the girls getting closer, even Chloe, fucking Jenna’s eager mouth gripping the redhead’s hair, fucking deep into Jenna’s willing throat.

Sapphire had never felt anything like it, had never known pleasure like it was possible. She was hot, pretty, sexy. She was desired, and… she was fucking a group of hot girls, was one of the girls. She was surrounded by boys, watching them all fuck, and… her cock was deep inside Jenna’s ass, the redhead she’d been dreaming about, all while her ass was getting stretched, used, fucked.

It seemed impossible that such bliss existed, that such pleasure was real. It washed over Sapphire, wave after wave, energy building to higher and higher peaks. Her cock was squeezed, milked, and her ass was stretched, each thrust forward and backwards bringing fresh tides of sensation, joy, cock fucking deep, slipping out, ass filled, Amber’s cock teasing out until just the tip was tugging at Sapphire’s entrance.

Sapphire moaned into Lucy’s kiss. The sounds of Chloe’s pleasure and Jenna’s noisy slurping filled the room.

Sapphire was close. She could feel it, but… it wasn’t like anything she’d felt before. Her cock was massive, hard, balls twitching, but most of the pleasure was focused on her ass, Amber’s cock fucking in and out.

Sapphire worked back and forth, fucking Jenna as Amber fucked her, and she teased her hand up and down Lucy’s prick as the pair made out.

Sapphire was close. She could feel it, and… she could tell that Amber was close too, could tell by how fat her cock was getting inside her ass. She could feel Lucy’s cock throbbing in her hand, and she could feel Jenna’s ass quivering, clenching, milking.

Sapphire was going to cum. She was going to…

She thrust into Jenna and Amber thrust into her and that tipped her over the edge. Jenna’s tight hole squeezed down and Amber thrust, cock throbbing.

Sapphire moaned into Lucy’s kiss as her cock erupted, filling Jenna, cumming inside her, breeding her, and the pleasure swelled, cumming from her ass and her cock at the same time, more intense than anything she’d felt before. It was like her mind was being rewritten, corrupted, and she knew there’d be no going back to before. After pleasure like this, there was no going back.

And then… it got better. She felt Amber thrust, deep, and her cock throbbed, pulsing, cumming, filling her ass. She felt Jenna’s hole tighten as she came, felt Lucy’s cock erupt in her hand, even heard Chloe moan and Jenna gag as Chloe came down Jenna’s throat.

It was like Sapphire had started a chain reaction and all five girls came together at the same time, the pleasure blending, rising, energy overwhelming all of them.

Sapphire filled Jenna’s ass as Amber filled hers. Lucy came in Sapphire’s hand, came over her leg, and Jenna swallowed Chloe’s load eagerly.

Sapphire moaned into Lucy’s kiss and she came over and over and over, hot spunk in her ass, Jenna’s ass milking. The pleasure was mind-shattering and she knew she could never be the same again. She could never go back to being just Sam. Sapphire was a part of her now, a very real part. A hot, slutty, sexy part.

The girls came together, the boys watching, and then… they collapsed into a sticky, pleasure-drunk, giggly pile. Sapphire was grinning, blushing. It was not what she’d been expecting but… it had been perfect. She felt sated, but also… hungry for more.

“Fuck that was hot.” One of the boys said.

“I… I’ve never seen anything like that before. That has to be the hottest thing I’ve ever watched.” Another said.

“Think we could have a show every week to get us all in the mood?” A third added.

The girls were in a pile of limbs, hugging each other, warm and cosy in the afterglow of their shared climaxes. They blushed, looking at each other. Sapphire could feel cum leaking out of her well fucked hole.

“I’d be happy to do something like that every week.” Jenna said, laughing.

“I know you would, but you’re a massive slut.” Amber said.

“Like you’re not.” Chloe said.

The girls laughed.

“I… I think I could do that again too.” Sapphire said, voice soft and a little timid.

“I’d like to do that again with you.” Jenna said.

There was a moment of silence, tenderness, and then…

“So… when’s it our turn?” One of the boys said. “I’m so fucking horny after that I might die.”

There was laughter. The girls blushed.

“You all recovered?” Jenna asked.

Chloe, Lucy, and Amber nodded. Jenna looked to Sapphire.

“What to join us? It’s fun…”

Sapphire was quiet after a moment. She was exhausted, sated, but… as she looked around she saw how the boys were all looking at her, eyeing her ass, her mouth. She knew what they wanted and… she wanted it too.

“Maybe just this once.” She said, bashful.

Jenna giggled.

“Just the once? I’ll believe it when I see it. I know a slut when I meet one.”

Sapphire giggled.

“Takes one to know one.” She said.

The girls turned to look at the boys. Sapphire felt her belly fluttering with more than nerves.

“Who’s first?” She said.

And she was delighted with how many boys rushed towards her. Their lust and desire and eagerness made her feel… amazing, but she knew she was about to feel even better.


Epilogue

After the show and a chance to rest the party continued. The boys, excited, eager, waited for the girls to invite them over, but when the girls were ready they moved quickly, almost pouncing.

Sapphire, as the new girl, the fresh meat, was very popular. Boys flocked to her, and she was soon surrounded. Sapphire had been intending to just chat, flirt, to tease, but… after the show, after feeling the pleasure of Jenna and Amber and Lucy, being part of the performance, she was ready to experience more.

In that moment Sam was gone, nothing more than a distant memory, and she was free. She was free to enjoy herself, to be a slut, to have fun, and… she had a lot of fun.

Sapphire embraced her desires. The boys wanted her, lusted after her, desired her, and she fed off their affections, their attentions, their touch and their want. She let them touch her, tease her, basked in their compliments.

Her body was caressed, molested, teased, and she was soon excited again. Around her the other girls were already enjoying themselves, sucking, getting fucked, stroking, and Sapphire could see how much fun they were having. Why shouldn’t she have fun too?

So… she did.

Sapphire had a lot of fun. She let the boys use her, let the boys enjoy her, and she took her pleasure from them in turn.

It turned out that Jenna had been right. Being a hot, sexy, pretty girl was fun. Being used was fun, sucking cock was fun, being fucked was fun.

Sapphire embraced her alter-ego and she had more fun, experienced more pleasure, than she had ever thought possible. It was like she was born again.

In the aftermath of the party, the girls took themselves off to clean up, all of them buzzing from how much fun they’d had, bodies sticky and sore, aching and tired from the long fucking they’d received, mouths and asses well-used.

They showered together, cleaning each other up, then fell into bed in a huddle, five bodies hugging, basking in the afterglow of a vigorous night.

And then the next morning it… was all over. Sapphire retreated and Sam was back. Jenna was gone and James was back. Amber, Lucy, and Chloe were gone, replaced with Adam, Luke, and Charlie.

It was strange, slipping back into boy mode, but with a little support and guidance, Sam managed it. He was nervous as he headed back to his room after a lazy breakfast, worried about what the boys might say, how his friends might treat him after having seen the show, after having used him, but… he needn’t have worried.

The boys all acted as though nothing had happened. They talked about the party quietly, briefly, secretive whispers, but… it was like Sapphire was someone else. In some ways she was, but in some ways, she wasn’t.

It was like Sam could feel her still, lurking. Now he’d met her, embodied her, he knew he was never going to be able to leave her behind. She was part of him now, and… he had a feeling she was only going to get more demanding.

And she did. She got a lot more demanding.

After that first party, Jenna and Sapphire became regulars at the parties, and they would often put on shows together, either just the two of them or with other girls. They would fuck and blow and tease each other before taking care of the boys, offering their bodies up to be used, and soon they began to spend more and more time together outside of the parties, rehearsing for the shows, dressing up, putting on makeup, then spending nights and mornings together, snatching small morsels of time together.

When he’d arrived Sam had been dreading his time at the academy, but in the end, it was all too short. As the months passed, he began to count down the weeks and days until his graduation with dread. He was going to have to leave, he was going to have to leave it all behind.

He became withdrawn, morose, almost depressed, and his friends noticed. All of them noticed, but James noticed most of all.

Finally, one night, James asked the question, the same question he’d been asking for weeks.

“What’s wrong?”

Finally, Sam cracked, and it all came tumbling out. He didn’t want to leave it all behind. Sapphire had come to mean so much to him. He knew he was going to miss the parties, and Jenna, but… he was going to miss Sapphire most of all. She was part of him.

James, hearing it all, just smiled.

“You don’t need to leave her behind.” He said. “We’re graduating together, right? So… how about we leave together, head find a place together and… I’m not leaving Jenna behind. You don’t need to leave Sapphire behind.”

Sam felt a spark of hope. He’d been too scared to talk to anyone, to open up, but now James was offering him hope.

“What… I don’t…”

“Things will be different.” James said. “I mean… I think I’m beginning to outgrow the parties and the wild fun, but… I think what you and I have is special. I think we could have something special. There’s only so much time I can spend as Jenna while here but when I leave… I want to explore what it means to be Jenna more. If you came with me we could explore together. I’d like to keep you in my life. I’d like to keep Sapphire in my life. I’m not sure who I’m going to be, or who I’m going to become, and I don’t think we need answers right now. I think… maybe it's just enough to set out to explore together, to support each other.”

Sam smiled. He nodded.

“I can do that.” He said.

He felt his heart swell. James and Jenna meant a lot to him, but not as much as Sapphire. His year at the academy had taught him so much, had given him so much, and now… now it was time to take the next step. He didn’t know where he was going, where he was going to end up, but just knowing he’d have support, that he wouldn’t need to leave his friend behind, that he wouldn’t need to leave Sapphire behind gave him hope that it was going to be okay.

His whole future was ahead of him. Her whole future was ahead.

And Sapphire couldn’t wait to meet it head-on.

THE END
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PAVLOV'S STUDENT




[image: ]

Damien is at risk of losing his scholarship. He needs to boost his grades and he’s hoping psychology 101 is just what he’s looking for... an easy A.

Desperate, he plans to charm his psychology professor, the handsome, charismatic Professor Wickes. Professor Wickes offers Damien a way to earn extra credit.

Professor Wickes has been looking for someone to help him research the effects of classical conditioning, and he thinks Damien is the perfect guinea pig.

Only the research project has some very interesting methods, and even more interesting results, and Damien ends up with a lot more than an easy A.

Damien is loving college. He’s finally got friends, going to parties, having fun but… his grades are suffering and he’s at risk of losing his scholarship. What he needs is an easy A, but when he signs up to Psychology 101 having heard it’s just what he’s looking for he discovers that the truth is very different.

His teacher, the smart, charming, and handsome Professor Wickes, expects his students to earn their grades. Damien thinks he has a solution. Maybe he can flirt his way to an easy A? But his plan doesn’t go the way Damien is expecting.

Instead, Professor Wickes offers Damien the chance to earn extra credit, and a guaranteed A, by helping him with his private research. Damien figures that while it’s not as easy as flirting his way to an A, it’s still easier than studying, so he agrees.

And then he discovers what the research project entails…

Professor Wickes wants to investigate the effects of positive reinforcement and classical conditioning and he thinks Damien is the perfect subject. Damien soon finds himself on a journey of feminization, self-discovery, and transformation that rewards him not only with the extra credit and A grade he needs, but so much more.

Only what’s to come of Damien once the research ends? Given how interesting the results of the project are maybe there’s the possibility of a follow-up study?


FULL SERVICE WAITRESS
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Eric is in debt, he’s unemployed, and he owes some dangerous people money. He needs cash, fast. Luckily for him his childhood friend, Tiff, thinks she can get him a job at the bar where she works.

Only the barmen don’t earn that much, at least compared to the waitresses. Eric, desperate, is willing to go to some extreme lengths to pay off his debts, including becoming a cute waitress, but then he learns that most of what the waitresses earn comes from the tips they earn.

How far is Eric willing to go to pay off his debt?

Eric’s life has spun out of control. He’s lost his job and he’s spent all this redundancy payout. Worse, he gambled away his payout and he’s accumulated some debts with some pretty unsavoury people.

When his close friend from childhood, Tiff, tells him she might be able to get him work at the bar she runs Eric is hopeful his luck is changing. Only he has no experience, so he’s starting at the bottom, washing glasses and stacking shelves behind the bar.

Still, he’s getting paid and he’s getting to hang around with a lot of very attractive waitresses, including the incredibly cute Cerys.

But when it comes to getting paid Eric realises working behind the bar isn’t going to be enough to pay off his debts and pay his bills. He needs more, and he realises the waitresses earn a lot more that he does working behind the bar. Tiff, ever the generous friend, offers Eric a solution.

He can work as a waitress. Eric, desperate but reluctant, agrees, and he’s astonished by the results. Erin discovers she quite likes working as a waitress, being friendly with customers for tips, getting compliments, getting attention.

But still, she’s not earning enough. Then her co-worker, Cerys, offers to show Erin how to earn more in tips, and Erin’s lesson in how to provide the full service promises to change the course of her life forever...


HONEYMOON SURPRISE




[image: ]

It was the happiest day of my life. I was marrying the love of my life, Emily, the gorgeous woman who’d given me more than I’d ever dreamed possible and… tonight was our wedding night.

Emily had insisted we save ourselves until we were married. I’d agreed because I loved her, and because I would do anything to make her happy. She’d planned the honeymoon, had kept it a secret, had wanted to make it special, had wanted to surprise me.

She succeed. I was definitely surprised…

Emily was the love of my life, the perfect woman, and she’d given me everything. Not only was she the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, but she was kind, smart, funny and sweet too. She was way out of my league yet she’d picked me.

She picked me, had asked me out, and made it clear she thought I was cute. Me! Scrawny, short, unexceptional me. Out of all the men she could have had she’d picked me!

It had been magical. Not only had I fallen head over heels in love with her, but she’d fallen madly in love with me too and soon we were making plans to get married, plans that were perhaps a little hurried because Emily was insisting we save ourselves until after we were wed.

Yet, I didn’t mind. How could I when she’d given me so much? Not only her love, her heart, but also my career and a home, since Emily wasn’t just beautiful and hot and cute and smart and funny and kind, she was also rich and from a very successful family.

I was given everything I’d ever wanted.

All too soon it’s the day of my wedding, and after that it’s our honeymoon, the surprise Emily has been planning for months. Only… it’s far more of a surprise than I was expecting.

Emily has a lot more planned that I was expecting and it’s up to me if I want to accept or not. I can embrace what she’s offering me, or I can leave and lose everything. For the woman I love I’d do anything…

So begins my transformation. I’d imagined our wedding night so many times, our first time together, but I’d never thought it’d be me in panties, stockings, and suspenders. I never imagined that in the end, I’d be the wife…


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only what Nathan discovers is more than he expected. Who knew panties felt so good, so right, and soon he finds that it’s not just his grades that are improving...
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Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
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Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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