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PAVLOV’S STUDENT

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?

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


One

It was meant to be an easy pass. It was meant to be simple, coasting to an easy A-grade. Yet… it proved to be anything but.

I’d only taken Psychology 101 because I’d heard it was easy. So easy it was a notorious course. I’d hoped one easy course would let me put more work into my other courses while still having time to party, and after all, parties were what college was about, right?

Yet, I’d known something was up that first day. Given the reputation I’d heard, I’d expected the lecture hall to be packed, but it wasn’t. Instead, there were more than a few empty seats, and there was something else too.

The class was almost all women. Sure there were a few guys scattered around, but it was at least ninety per cent women, and… most of them were hot. There were far too many attractive women in the class for there not to be something going on but I really couldn’t figure out what it was.

And then Professor Wickes stepped out and I understood—or at least I thought I did.

Professor Wickes was tall, lean, well-dressed, and dashingly handsome. More than a few girls in the room sat up straighter as he entered, fixing smiles, adjusting their hair, shifting clothing to flash more leg or cleavage, vying for his attention.

That explained why they were all sitting in the front rows of the room too. They were all trying to attract the handsome professor’s eye. Yet, Professor Wickes seemed not to notice any of them, or at least didn’t notice any of them with any particular attention. He just glanced over the room, taking in the sea of faces watching him, smiled, and then welcomed us to his course, segueing smoothing into his introduction into what was going to be covered in psychology 101.

That was when I realised I was in trouble. The half-empty lecture hall and the room full of incredibly beautiful women had made me suspicious, but it was the moment that Professor Wickes started talking that I knew I was in trouble.

And it turned out I really was in trouble.
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I’d been hoping to have a class I could relax in, one that wouldn’t require much work so I could focus on my other courses while still having a social life. I’d been hoping that because I needed it.

I was falling behind in my other classes because I’d spent too much time partying, I’d spent too much time having fun, and I needed to bring my grades back up quickly or I was going to lose my scholarship. All that hard work I’d put in in college was going to go to waste if I didn’t bring my grades up, so I needed an easy course that I could coast through.

I’d been hoping Psychology 101 would be that, but it was proving to be just as hard as my other courses, if not harder. I was struggling to cope with the workload. I needed to do something, and quickly.

I suppose the root of the problem was my fault. When I’d arrived at college I’d gotten carried away. I was an adult, I was free, and I wanted to make up for lost time.

In high school, I’d focused on studying. I wanted to get good grades so I could get an academic scholarship and get away to college. I wanted to escape.

I’d worked hard, had forgone a social life and friends so I could come top of my year in pretty much everything—with the exception of sports—because I wanted to get away. I’d not had to give up that much either.

Growing up in a small town I’d always known I was different, and as I got older the kids around me started to realise I was different too. Most of them just drifted away from me, ignored me, while a few tried to bully me. I say tried because I never really let them get under my skin, never let their words or their taunts or their pranks bother me, I was too focused, so that eventually they got bored and moved onto easier, more fun, prey.

I was a loner. I was, I hoped, an ugly duckling. I’d been left with the wrong flock but going to college was going to be me chance to become a swan, joining my right flock, finding myself, and in many ways it was.

I met kids like me, bookish types who disliked sports, kids who liked art-house movies instead of action-laden superhero movies, I met kids who listened to weird indie bands and… I made friends. For the first time in my life, I had friends like me. It was amazing.

It was that sense of freedom, liberation, and having found my flock, that sent me slightly off the rails. It was easy to study hard and get good grades when you had nowhere to be and no one to hang out with, but it was a lot harder to study and get good grades when you had friends, were being invited to parties, when you had a social life.

So, my grades fell, but my life was better, except… if I didn’t get my grades back up I was going to lose my scholarship and I was going to lose my place at college and that would mean having to move back home, leaving my friends, losing everything I had gain. I really couldn’t face that.

Which was why, when I’d heard several girls at a party, talking about how easy it was to pass psychology 101 I’d not been able to contain my joy. An easy grade was just what I needed. It would give me a chance to catch back up while not having to sacrifice my newborn social life.

I’d been surprised when I’d been able to transfer to the course late in the year, given what I’d heard, but I assumed it wasn’t that widely known. As I sat there listening to Professor Wickes talk, I realised I’d made a mistake. Yet, it was too late to back out now. I’d used up my one-course transfer for the academic year, so I was stuck. I was just going to have to work hard.

And… to be fair, there were worse places to be stuck. Given how many hot girls there were in the class maybe I could get to know some of them, maybe even get a date. That was if if I could find any time for a social life with all the studying I was going to have to do.
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The first month was rough, and in the end, I had to cut back on seeing friends and partying. It hurt, and I could already feel those newly formed bonds growing weaker, but it was better that than having to leave college entirely, right?

I just wished there was something I could do, but with the amount of catching up I had to do, and the work Professor Wickes was setting us, I needed to make sacrifices. Still, the work was interesting, so it wasn’t all bad. I found psychology and its applications to be quite fascinating.

I got to know a few of the girls on the course too, chatting to some of them. It was clear they were all vying for Professor Wickes' attention, attending class with full makeup, well-done hair, and very tight, very revealing outfits showing off their toned, curvaceous, taut bodies. At times it was all I could do not to stare at legs, asses, cleavages as the girls strutted into class, hips and asses wiggling, or raised their hands while wiggling in their seat, practically bouncing up and down, their tits jiggling, almost falling out of their tops.

It was both distracting and kind of funny. Mostly because Professor Wickes never really paid that much attention beyond a subtle smile and a nod.

How he was able to teach with so many hot girls throwing themselves at him I didn’t know, but he turned out to be a good teacher, smart and engaging and funny. With that on top of being really quite handsome, I could see why so many girls were into him.

As the weeks passed though I began almost to worry about them. Many of the girls were less studious than me, and a lot of them were more focused on parties and dates rather than class. The girls I overheard talking about the class, how easy it was to pass, were there too, half-pretending to listen to Professor Wickes, half flirting, yet never actually working. More than a few girls seemed to be putting in almost no effort into the class.

It baffled me. I assumed they, like me, had been misled that it was an easy class to pass, but surely they could see they were wrong? Part of me was almost looking forward to seeing their faces when they got their grades back from our first assignments, and yet when that came around it was me who was left stunned.

I passed, with decent marks, but… the highest marks in the glass went to several of the girls who put in almost zero effort. Girls who refused to study, to work, and who were more fixated on dating and partying and socialising than they were on working.

How had they done it? Sure they were hot, and they dressed sluttily for class, showing off for Professor Wickes, but he never really paid any attention to that. I was left baffled until I heard one of them bragging about her marks to one of her friends who was bemoaning her average grade—a grade that was still higher than the one I figured she deserved.

“You just need to go see him after class. Flirting in class will help, but if you want top marks you need to put in a little extra effort in private study sessions, if you know what I mean.”

The girl winked at her friends and they both giggled. I was left stunned. They couldn’t mean what I thought they meant, could they, but then… how else could it all be explained?

Maybe that’s why the girls at the party had been adamant that Psychology 101 was an easy course to pass. It was easy if you were a hot girl who was willing to put out for the handsome professor.

It felt like something out of a bad porn movie or a cheesy dirty story, but… it all clicked. The class was full of mostly hot girls, how they all flirted and dressed, the fact their grades were all far better than they should have been. It all made too much sense not to be true.

Yet, accepting it left a hard sense of anger in my gut. Resentment boiled. I had to work hard for my grades. I was giving up so much of my new life to pass my classes and keep my scholarship, and yet these girls were not only getting to hook up with the hot professor, but they were also being rewarded for it with good grades and vibrant social lives. It was unfair. Why did they get so much while I got so little?

And then… I smiled. An idea formed. A dangerous, wild idea, but once it was in there it was hard to dismiss.
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The truth was I’d arrived at college with a secret. There was a reason why growing up in a small town had left me feeling like an ugly duckling. There was a reason I’d chosen a progressive college in a big city.

My secret was the reason.

I’d known from a young age I wasn’t like the other boys around me. I knew I was different, but it took me a while to figure out what that difference was.

While my classmates in high school were all big, strong, tough guys into sports and action movies, I was almost the opposite. I was small, slim, petite, and I preferred books and esoteric cinema about emotions and feelings.

I learnt quickly enough that I wasn’t like other boys, but it took me a few years to realise why. While other boys were all comfortable in their masculine hetero normality, I wasn't. I realised in my early teens that I was, at the very least, bi. While I was curious about girls, and I was also very curious about boys, though I made sure never to let on about this to anyone, and kept it a secret all through high school, only really exploring and admitting that side of myself to anyone at college, and even then so far only to a few close friends.

Yet, even that wasn’t my big secret. My big secret was one I’d been keeping for years. Was one I’d not told anyone about. It was, I supposed, also my big shame.

I had, for years, been dressing up in secret. It had started simply enough… I’d found images of boys wearing more feminine clothes online and they’d captivated me. Not only had they excited me, but they’d stirred a longing in me, a desire.

My first item of feminine clothing had been thigh-high socks. Long, stretchy, white with pink stripes around the top. I still had them, still sometimes wore them. I had loved them and I had loved how they had felt to wear, how I looked in them.

They made me feel soft, pretty, sexy. They made me feel attractive in a way my usual clothes did not. I soon began to collect more.

I bought skirts, hot pants, cut-off T-shirts and vests. I bought underwear too—panties, bralettes, pantihose, stockings, suspenders. I even bought heels, and make-up. I began to master the art of transforming myself into a cute femboy.

I loved it, loved the thrill of it, how I looked, felt, how sexy it made me. I never told anyone, never showed anyone. Or at least I never showed anyone in person. I developed a habit of posting images of me dressed up, made-up, posing, online on certain websites.

I did it once just to see how it felt, but the attention I got was amazing. I lived in a small town, surrounded by people who would never understand, but online… online I had people who appreciated me, who wanted me, who found me attractive.

It became a bit of a hobby, my favourite way to blow off steam. I’d dress up, do my make-up, take photos, and post images online. It was never lewd or pornographic, more like pin-up photos of me in various outfits, but people loved me. They really loved me. Soon I had people buying me gifts of clothes and lingerie to wear, and that led me to develop quite a diverse wardrobe.

It also meant I got lots of practice dressing up, doing my make-up. I knew I looked good. I knew I looked hot.

Normally I wore plain, baggy clothes, but when I was dressed up I looked pretty, sexy, feminine. Maybe… maybe I could use that secret to secure a good grade.

Part of me was hesitant, resistant. It was fear, uncertainty. Yet, another part was almost keen. I’d had enough of studying hard just to get mediocre grades. I’d had enough of giving up my social life. I’d had enough of hot girls getting away with doing nothing while getting better marks than me just because they were sexy and willing to flirt, to give the professor what he wanted..

I was sexy too! And I was willing to flirt. And… was I really willing to give the professor what he wanted?

I wasn’t sure, but there was one easy way to find out.


Two

I chose my outfit carefully. I was willing to try my best to get Professor Wickes' attention, but I didn’t want to go too far in case I’d heard wrong, or he wasn’t interested in me. At the end of the day, I needed plausible deniability. So, I chose hotpants and a cropped t-shirt, a pair of mid-calf socks, and some cute sneakers. I even did a little make-up, just a dash of mascara and eyeliner, some lipgloss. I looked feminine without looking like a fully made-up femboy.

As I checked myself in the mirror I smiled. I looked… cute. I had a good body, thanks to all the yoga and squats I did, my lean diet. I might not have been into fitness, but I knew how to take care of myself so I looked my best, and I liked that my waist was trim, my body lean, legs full. Yet, it was my ass that I was most proud of.

It was firm, peachy, round, plump. In the tight shorts, it looked almost… fat. In the best way possible. I wiggled as I stared at my reflection, making my ass jiggle. The shorts were tight and very short. I’d even shaved my legs so they looked long and smooth and soft.

I just hoped it would be enough because if I could get an easy A with Professor Wickes that would give me enough time to keep studying hard while also being able to keep having a social life. If the other girls could do it, why not me?

I just had to hope that Professor Wickes had a weakness for pretty boys, for femboys. That was what today was about. I had asked for an appointment for a bit of extra tuition. I was going to flirt, gently, to see if he was receptive. If he was I could wear something more revealing and sexy next time, could flirt harder next time. I just needed to test the waters.

I was nervous, almost terrified. I’d only ever messed about with girls, despite being into boys too, and even that messing around was limited to mostly kissing and groping. I had limited experience, and here I was about to try flirting with a handsome older man for a good grade. It was ridiculous, but… I knew I had to at least try.

So, I slipped on my biggest, longest jacket, hiding my outfit beneath it, and headed out. The fact that the weather was cool was a help, because it meant that I didn’t look out of place with my coat on. Still, I felt oddly exposed. One gust of wind and everyone would know.

What would happen if I fell, or if I got hit by a car? What would people think if they knew what I was wearing under the coat?

The thought made me buzz with many emotions, but… some of them were a lot lighter and more comfortable than I would have assumed. I’d always kept my dressing up a secret. No one knew, and even my fans on the internet who bought me clothes and makeup and lingerie had no idea who I really was, yet now, for the first time in my life, I’d set foot outside wearing something feminine.

True it wasn’t as extreme as some of my outfits, but it was still a lot softer and prettier and more revealing than what I usually wore and the only thing keeping me covered, keeping my secret a secret, was my coat. And… I was going to meet someone. I was going to see Professor Wickes specifically with the intention of letting him see me, flirting with him, all to get a good grade.

It was like I’d lost my mind. Yet… I was still excited. I could feel it. A giddy rush, a sense of wild adventure. All through high school I’d been well-behaved, a good student, working hard.

I’d only ever dressed up, expressed myself, in private. Even after arriving at college, I’d only let some of my authentic self out. I was still holding back.

This was me letting something private and vulnerable out, taking a risk. I needed that grade, needed the extra time an easy A would give me, but it was more than that. The girls talking about Professor Wickes had made me resentful and jealous.

Getting a grade for being hot, flirting sounded kinda fun. It sounded like the kind of thing naughty, sexy girls did. Offering a professor their bodies for easy marks. It sounded like the kind of wild adventures slutty girls had at college, seducing their handsome older professors for good marks, and… I wanted that kind of wild adventure. I wanted to have fun.

Why shouldn’t I be allowed to at least try? I knew it might not work, but… I was going to attempt to seduce Professor Wickes not just because I wanted the grade, needed the grade, but because I wanted to. I wanted to see if I could seduce a handsome older man. I wanted to see if I could convince him to give me a better grade with my flirting and my body. I wanted to have a wild, slutty adventure.

It might not work, but… what if it did work? Just thinking about it sent a thrill down my spine. If it worked then…

I felt my body throbbing. I needed to focus. I needed to have my mind focused so I didn’t push too hard. I needed to be focused so I could pay attention to Professor Wickes and see if my plan might just work.
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“Come in.”

His voice was warm and smooth, deep. I pushed open the office door and stepped in.

Professor Wickes was sitting behind his desk working on a stack of papers. He looked up as I stepped inside his office and smiled. I was still wrapped in my coat despite the college building being warm and stuffy. I could feel my heart pounding at the cage of my ribs.

“Damien, right?” He said.

I nodded.

“Good, sit, please. You said you wanted to have a private tuition session with me because you’ve been struggling. Your marks have all been good and the work you’ve handed in has been of good quality. I don’t see you struggling. With a bit of extra work, I think you could even get into the top ten per cent of the class.”

I blushed. I was still at heart a diligent student, so hearing my professor praise me like that felt good. Yet, at the back of my head, I remembered why I was there.

“I… I’ve been working so hard though and it’s getting difficult to manage everything. I was just… I was wondering if there was a way to get extra credit so I didn’t have to study so hard, put in extra work after class maybe. I’m happy to work, but studying for exams is exhausting me and I’m worried I’m close to burning out.”

I used my softest, sweetest voice. I stared at Professor Wickes, fluttering my eyelashes subtly. As I spoke I began to slip off my coat, undoing it slowly, standing beside the chair my professor had pointed to, wiggling slightly as my coat came undone, letting it slip off me.

I felt a rush as I noticed the barest flicker of emotions in Professor Wickes’ eyes. His eyes had gotten wider and his pupils had dilated, the subtle hints of a smile.

That was enough for me. I put a little extra effort into the show I was putting on, wiggling my hips and ass and bending more than I needed to put the coat over the back of the chair.

I kept watching Professor Wickes, studying his expression and his posture closely. I didn’t know for certain that my plan was working, but… I knew for certain that it wasn’t not working. I just needed to push a little harder, right?

With that in mind, I moved to sit, strutting slightly as I moved around to sit in the chair facing him, wiggling my hips and ass subtly. I knew I could have done more, that I’d have looked better in my heels, in my shorter, tighter shorts, but I was trying to be subtle, just… not too subtle.

I sat and crossed my legs, thigh over knee, sitting up straight, eyes wide. I was trying to look cute and adorable. I knew my eyes, bright blue, were one of my best features. I even tried to put a little pout into my pink, glossy lips.

“I… well the last thing I want is for your other classes to suffer or for your mental health to decline. I take that kind of thing very seriously so I’m always happy to offer students a chance to make up their grades in other ways. Any student willing to put in the work should be able to pass my course, even if that work isn’t conventional study and exams. I try to find each student's strengths and work to that to bring out the best in them.”

I nodded, smiling. Sitting close to him with his undivided attention on me I couldn’t help but notice how cute Professor Wickes was.

“That sounds amazing. I can see why you’re so popular with so many of the girls on the course and why they all say so many wonderful things about working with you in private study sessions to get their grades up.”

My smile twisted. It was my plan to let on, subtly, that I knew what Professor Wickes was up to.

“I’m more than happy to do whatever it takes to get my grade up, professor. Just like the girls on the course, I’m happy to work with you one-on-one doing whatever it takes to improve my grades.”

Professor Wickes smiled at me. There was something in his smile that made me hopeful that my plan might be working.

“You realise it's not a shortcut?” He said. “While it will take the load off you so you can have more time for your other studies, I expect you to work hard and diligently. I still need you to show me you’re willing to work to bring out your best.”

There was a twinkle in his eyes. I smiled, nodded.

“Of course.” I said. “I hear working with you is a real pleasure, and… I’m looking forward to working under you.”

I saw his smile shift slightly. I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, making sure to show off plenty of thigh, shifting in my seat, pouting my lips a little extra as I fluttered my eyelashes. I felt like such a slut and it was fun. I was enjoying myself. Is this what it was like for pretty girls who used their bodies to get what they wanted?

And… that was what I was doing. I was using my body to get what I wanted. I felt powerful and brazen and sexy and slutty.

“I should hope it would be fun, but… I will require you to work hard.” He said. Sessions several times a week with me. I have some… private research I think you could help me with.”

I smiled. Had it worked? Was it really that easy?

My smile widened and I nodded again.

“What do I have to do?” I asked, sweetly.

Professor Wickes smiled at me. His eyes were bright, sharp, and his features chiselled. I could see why so many of the girls were willing to offer him their bodies for good grades. He was handsome, and dashing, and sitting in front of him like I was made my belly flutter.

I’d never dressed feminine in front of anyone in person before. The closest I’d ever come was posting anonymous photos online. Yet now I was sitting in front of my handsome professor, dressed cute, propositioning him for grades.

I felt so slutty and brazen, so bold. I’d never even had sex with a girl, let alone a man, but now I was offering him my body for grades. Was it really going to happen? What would he do to me? What would he make me do?

“Well, I have a research project I’ve been planning, and I need someone to help me. I need a research subject. I think you’d be perfect.”

I smiled at that. I batted my eyelashes.

“What kind of research?” I asked.

I wasn’t sure what answer I was expecting. Something lewd and crude maybe, something flirty, suggestive.

“I’ve been working on a project to do with positive reinforcement and classical conditioning. It’s an idea I’ve had for a few years but I’ve never had quite the right subject. I think though that you might be perfect. If you were willing? It’d be a few hours each week. Not much, and certainly less time than it’s probably taking you to do all the coursework I set you and all the studying you’re doing. I’d be happy to give you extra credit for it as you’d be learning practically, and I consider that just as effective as learning from books, if not more so.”

I blinked.

“Research?” I asked.

Professor Wickes nodded, grinning.

“Just three sessions of lab work each week for a few weeks. It’s nothing intense and you don’t need to do much.”

I felt a pang of disappointment. After all the effort I’d made to look cute, the flirting, he wanted me to help with research?

The girls I’d heard talking had not done research. From what I’d heard they got to enjoy themselves and earn good grades by offering Professor Wickes the pleasure of their hot, young bodies.

I’d wanted to do the same. I’d wanted to prove that I was hot, sexy, alluring. I’d pushed myself, dressed up, all but offered myself up on a platter and… he wanted me to help with research.

It wasn’t what I’d be planning, what I’d been hoping for, but it was better than nothing, right? It sounded like the research project would reduce my workload while still helping me keep my grades up, and that was what I’d wanted, right?

I took a deep breath and tried to hide my disappointment. I nodded.

“It sounds… interesting. I’m in.” I said, forcing a smile.

Professor Wickes smiled back.

“Wonderful. I’ll expect you back at my office tomorrow evening then.”

I nodded. It wasn’t what I’d been secretly hoping for, but it was still something. I just had to accept that my professor wasn’t really interested in my femboy body.


Three

I arrived after the end of the day. The building was mostly quiet. Just a few students and the cleaning crews, yet quite a few of the teaching offices still had their lights on, professors and teachers staying late to tutor or work.

As I made my way through the building I felt an odd sense of anticipation growing. I had no idea what the research was and part of me was nervous, yet an even louder part of me was almost… annoyed.

I’d put a lot of effort into getting ready to show up at Professor Wickes’ office. I’d shaved, dressed up, done my makeup, and though I knew I could have looked better, could have looked hotter, I’d been trying to be subtle. Yet, even being subtle I thought I looked pretty cute, pretty sexy, maybe even irresistible.

My professor had resisted me though. If he’d even noticed the subtle offer I’d been making he’d given no sign. The girls on my course were able to offer him their bodies, exchange pleasure for good grades, while I got stuck with working on some dumb research project. I was grumpy and annoyed and frustrated. It didn’t feel fair.

In the back of my head, I wondered if maybe I could have done things differently. Maybe I’d been too subtle? Maybe I should have been more obvious? More flirtatious? More forceful?

Maybe I should have been sluttier? More brazen? I wondered what I could have done differently. I wondered if I could have worn something more daring, more makeup.

Yet, it was too late now, wasn’t it? I’d agreed to the research project and I’d turned up wearing my usual baggy clothes. I’d given up. But… maybe I was giving up too soon. The research project meant working with Professor Wickes several times each week so I’d have lots of chances to interact with him.

Maybe if I flirted more, wore some revealing outfits, teased him? Maybe if I was more brazen, flirtatious, obvious, it might be different. I smiled at that thought. Maybe I could increase my flirting slowly, be cautious?

That would work. I didn’t want to go too far and get into trouble. I wanted plausible deniability. Yet, I wanted to know if there was any chance of me using my body to get what I wanted. Now the idea was in there it was stuck. It was like a live wire, sparking, dangerous, a bright hot fantasy that had captivated me. I couldn’t help but imagine possible scenarios, how it might happen, what Professor Wickes might do, what he might make me do.

My body throbbed, an aching, lust, desire, excitement. I could feel a heat growing in me. My mind raced.

And it was with my body thrumming that I arrived at Professor Wickes’ door. I paused, taking deep breaths to try to calm down, but I was too flustered. In the end, I had no alternative but to knock and try to cope with the research session while horny.

I lifted my hand, knuckles banging on wood.

“Come in Damien.”

I took another breath, then entered.
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I sat and listened as Professor Wickes outlined his research, what he needed me to do.

“You understand the concept of positive reinforcement, yes?” He asked.

I nodded. I did. The idea that the use of a positive stimulus could be used to encourage certain kinds of behaviours.

“And you know what classical conditioning is, right?”

Again I nodded. Classical conditioning was the process of training an animal, or a person, to associate a stimulus to a physical response.

“Good, that will make this easier. Simply put I want to use both to try to develop certain behaviours and responses in people. I have an idea, a theory, that’s been stuck in my head for years and I’ve never found quite the right subject for the experiment. Seeing you yesterday though in my office I thought maybe I found the right person. Are you willing to try?”

I nodded for a third time. I had no idea what the experiment was, but I was curious and I was willing.

“Perfect. I will say that I’m looking forward to monitoring your progress and seeing the results. Now, shall we get started?”

“Are you going to tell me what’s involved?” I asked.

Professor Wickes smiled.

“That would ruin the potency of the process I’m afraid. I can give you an outline though, and a few rules, if you’d like, so you have an idea of what you’re letting yourself in for?”

“That… that would be good.” I said,

Professor Wickes took a slow breath, grinning.

“Well, simply put, you’ll be working with stimulus and response. Because it’s positive reinforcement the response will be a pleasurable one. The idea is to reward you for certain behaviours, to encourage them, while at the same time training you so you come to associate those behaviours with pleasure. It’s an idea I’ve had for a while, a method of allowing people to receive greater pleasure in their lives while helping them get better at behaviours they might want to develop. As for rules… once we begin I expect you to see the experiment through to the end. You can quit before the end but then you won’t gain any extra credit. I will expect you to follow all the instructions I give you. And… I expect this to be confidential. At least until we conclude the research. Does that sound acceptable?”

I smiled, nodded. It sounded pretty standard and also interesting. The fact that the reward and the response would both be pleasurable ones was a relief. I still wasn’t sure what the research involved, but a few weeks of positive sensation and reward didn’t sound too bad.

“Yeah, that sounds good.” I said.

“Perfect. So… shall we begin?”

I nodded again.

“Wonderful. So, firstly, you need to get changed.”

With that Professor Wickes shifted, picked up a bag from the floor next to him, and he put it on the desk in front of me.

“You can use my bathroom, and try to be quick since I’d like to begin our first session today.”

I stared at the bag, frowning slightly.

“Is something wrong?” Professor Wickes asked.

I shook my head.

“No, just a little confused. Why do I…”

“Please, just change. It’ll make sense once we begin I promise. I just need you to change into the items in the bag and we can begin.”

I forced a smile, still unsure, but picked up the bag. It was lighter than it looked. With the bag in hand, I headed through to the bathroom.
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The contents were not what I had been expecting. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting but it wasn’t lingerie…

The bag contained lingerie—a matching black lingerie set, seamed stockings, a small waspie with suspender straps, panties, and a lacy bra. Just looking at it made my head spin and my heart race. I knew from the quality of it that it was expensive, and it felt amazing, well-made, silky, sensual lace, but… was it really meant for me?

“Professor?” I called out.

“What’s wrong Damien? Is it not your size? I did my best to try to get something that would fit.”

I was still for a moment, head fuzzy.

“I… it’s not that. I just… is this what you meant to give me? It’s just…”

“Yes, I know it’s a little extreme, but I was hoping you wouldn’t mind. Given yesterday I thought… the way you acted and dressed, I assumed you would be okay wearing it? If not you’re obviously free to go and resume your normal studies.”

His voice was calm, flat, neutral. I was perplexed. Had he picked up on my flirting? Or was it just that he had picked up on my femboy nature? What did he want?

Part of me hoped that my attempts to seduce my professor for grades had worked, but part of me was anxious about it. Yet… the largest part of me was curious. Curious about how the lingerie might feel and look—I didn’t own a set as luxurious or sensual as the one in the bag—curious about the research.--what did it entail, what was involved—and curious about Professor Wickes—why did he want me in lingerie, what did he mean by saying he assumed I’d be okay wearing it?

I felt my body throb. All the fantasies I’d been having on the way to his room today, all the thoughts I’d had leading up to me seeing him yesterday with the plan to proposition him, came rushing back. I felt my cock throb. What if his research was him using my body? Maybe I’d got it all wrong? Maybe…

I giggled, blushing, mind racing. I decided to wear the lingerie and I got changed as quickly as I could.

I stripped naked, then pulled on the stockings, the waspie, fastening the suspender straps. The stockings were silk, lace, clearly expensive and very sensual, clinging to my smooth legs. I’d never felt anything like it before, and the waspie fit me perfectly, was even reinforced to cinch my waist in, making my hips look wider, giving me more curves than I was used to.

I smiled. How much money had Professor Wickes spent on me?

After the waspie and the stockings, fastening the straps, I pulled on the panties. They were tiny, sexy, again a luxurious blend of lace and silk. They fit me perfectly, all while showing off ample thigh and ass. I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of excitement that Professor Wickes wanted me to wear them. Surely that meant something?

After the panties came the bra, a skimpy garment of lace, practically see-through, and as I slipped it on it became obvious that my nipples would be very visible when wearing it. I blushed, biting my bottom lips, shifting, posing as I looked down at myself.

I looked… amazing. It was the sexiest lingerie set I’d ever worn and I was going to be wearing it in front of someone.

Finally, there was the last touch. A pair of black high heels. I slipped them on and was delighted to find they fit perfectly. I moved about in them, strutting. I was adept at walking in heels now, and I always loved how they shifted my posture and my gait. I loved how they made me feel.

The heels Professor Wickes had given me were no exception.

“I… I’m all done.” I said, feeling slightly timid.

“Come on out then. I have everything for the first session set up.” Professor Wickes said.

I wondered what he’d set up. Grinning I turned to face the door, pausing for a moment to muster my courage. My heart was racing. I was nervous but also… excited. Eager to find out what my professor had in store I stepped out.
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Professor Wickes’ reaction was… not what I was expecting. He watched as I entered the room, calm, neutral, and looked me up and down.

“Turn around.” He said.

Flustered, I did as he said. I spun in place, putting on a subtle show for him, trying my hardest to look sexy and seductive. As I turned back to face him though he looked… unphased. Slowly he nodded.

“Perfect. That will do wonderfully, now if you’ll come with me we can begin.” He said.

I had been expecting more of a reaction to what I was wearing, a sign of lust, desire, but there was just… politeness, a satisfied smile. Did I not look hot? I wanted him to think I was hot!

“Come kneel here please.” Professor Wickes said.

He pointed to a cushion on the floor beside his desk, in front of a large screen. I did as he said, keeling facing the screen.

“Perfect.” Professor Wickes said. “Now, I need you to watch what’s on the screen closely.”

I stared at the screen, nodded. I was very confused, and also very flustered.

Professor Wickes moved around behind the screen and sat, facing me, but not able to see the screen. I knelt in place and waited as he fiddled with a remote and then… the screen lit up, flickering to life, a video began playing. My eyes went wide.

It was porn.

It was a video of a woman on her knees sucking a cock. I felt my body respond to the sight of it.

The woman was pretty, blonde, dressed in sexy lingerie, on her knees, just like me, except in front of her was a man instead of a screen. In front of her was a very well-hung man, his cock hard, wet with spit, the woman’s lips wrapped around it.

I grew flustered, turned to look at Professor Wickes.

“Keep watching Damien. It’s for my research.” He said. “I need you to keep watching the video. Trust me.”

I did as he said, turned back to the video. I grew hot as I watched the woman choking herself, sucking the cock like a skilled professional. It was clear she was skilled at what she was doing, and it was clear she was enjoying it. I could hear her moans, the muffled sounds of her pleasure, and her eyes were glazed with lust.

She sucked the cock deep between painted lips, choking herself, drooling, and I could see the cock throbbing, getting fatter. What would that feel like, having your cock sucked like that, and… what would it feel like to suck a cock like that.

“I want you to watch and pleasure yourself.” Professor Wickes said. “Now, before you react, I know that sounds extreme, but it’s part of the research. I need you to reinforce the session through pleasure, and what better pleasure than sex? So, I need you to touch yourself and to cum while you watch that video, and I need you to focus on the video.”

I felt my body ache, my cock throbbing. There were so many emotions. Shame, excitement, arousal. Was this really research? I had almost hoped Professor Wickes would come on to me, touch me, use me, but instead, he just wanted me to touch myself while watching porn.

He wanted me to touch myself while watching porn, dressed in lingerie. It was strange, but not the strangest thing I’d ever done. It was just that I was doing it in front of someone that made me nervous, yet there was almost a twinge of naughtiness about it, something exhibitionist. He was going to watch me.

That thought made my cock throb. The combination of the porn and the situation was beginning to arouse me and I was getting hard.

The thought that maybe Professor Wickes wanted to watch me excited me. Maybe this was how it always started? Maybe later he’d touch me, use me, have me serve him. Maybe that was the research he wanted me to do for a good grade?

My head raced with fantasies, wants, lusts. I smiled, blushing, hot, and… I did as I was told. I stared at the screen and I began to touch myself.
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I didn’t rush. Instead, I took my time.

I knew Professor Wickes was watching and, not knowing quite what was going on, I wanted to put on a show for him. I was all dressed up, sexy, and he was watching, so why not put on a show?

I did what he said though and focused on the screen, watching the hot woman suck the cock. It was mesmerising and I could almost feel my mouth tingling, getting wet. I began to bite my lip and work my tongue as I teased my hand over my panty-clad cock.

I worked my hand faster, harder, rubbing my cock over the sheer silk and lace. It felt good, and my cock throbbed, swelling, getting harder and fatter, aching.

As I watched the video I could almost feel my mouth buzzing, aching. What would that feel like, to be that woman, on her knees. That thought alone was hot enough, dressed up as I was, but with Professor Wickes watching me, it was too much.

I wasn’t rushing, but… I wasn’t holding back either. My hand teased, working up and down, cock aching, and I worked harder, faster, pleasure rising.

I whimpered, the pleasure too much to contain. The woman in the video was sucking the cock deep, gagging on it, drooling, yet she looked almost delirious with pleasure. Did it feel that good? Did sucking cock really feel that good.

I couldn’t help but imagine it, and… in the situation I was in, I couldn’t help but imagine Professor Wickes. It felt wrong but it was too naughty to turn away from. What would it feel like?

My body ached, throbbing, tingling. I worked my hips in time with my hand, rubbing over my panties, working my cock, watching the woman on the screen. My body was alive with pleasure, lust, desire, fantasy. It was all so hot, so wrong, being watched, dressed up in lingerie, putting on a show while I watched a lurid blowjob video.

My heart was racing, head fuzzy, cock as hard as it had ever been, and then… I felt my balls tighten, cock swelling, twitching. I stroked, staring at the video, head spinning with naughty thoughts, and I was cumming. I was cumming, hard. I moaned out loud, blushing, biting my bottom lip.

I came into my panties, staring at the screen, the beautiful woman sucking cock. It felt so wrong and yet… it felt right too, like something in me was opening up.

I came over and over, pleasure, hot, bright, addictive, and then… I took a deep breath, calming down.

“That was perfect.” Professor Wickes said. “It’s exactly what I needed from you. If you keep this up I can guarantee you an A grade without you having to do all the work you’ve been doing.”

I turned and saw Professor Wickes rising to his feet. He moved towards me, loomed above me. After the video I’d just watched, the video that was still playing, I almost wanted him to undo his trousers and…

“You did really well Damien. Excellent for a first session. But… I need to add something so we get the maximum effect from our sessions together and the research.”

I looked up at him. Was he going to get his cock out and make me…

“Please, stand up.” He said.

I felt almost disappointed. My body was still buzzing with desire.

I did as I was told though, rose to my feet. I was shorter than Professor Wickes even in my heels. I stood there, head hazy after my intense climax, staring up at him.

“Now, you stay still for me. This won’t take a moment and I don’t want to hurt you.”

With that he moved in close and… he reached out to grab my cock through my panties. I was too shocked and pleasure-drunk after cumming to resit and… it felt good too. He squeezed, gently, then pulled my panties down, touching me. I closed my eyes to bask in it, letting him molest me.

I moaned, pleasure rising again. His hands groped me and then I felt something cold and hard on my cock. Something hard and heavy. There was a click.

I felt Professor Wickes' hands slip away and yet the cold hardness remained.

“There.” He said.

I opened my eyes and looked down and I felt… my stomach dropped. I was caged. My professor had caged me.

I was fitted with a small metal cage, locked on with a heart-shaped padlock. I felt my cock throb from the thrill, the shame, the tide of emotions, but instead of swelling, getting hard, there was just a dull ache.

“There. I know it’s extreme but I think to make sure we get the best results from this research we need to limit your pleasure to our sessions. I hope you understand.”

I looked up from my cage to Professor Wickes. He was smiling, almost grinning. I felt small and pretty and captured and it was not an unpleasant feeling.

“Obviously if you insist on being let out I’ll do it, but it would be an end to our research and I’m convinced we could generate some very interesting results based on today.”

His smile widened, eyes sparkling. There was mischief and a hint of something more. Was he flirting with me? Why did that thought thrill me?

“Will you wear it for me?” He asked.

That question, simple as it was, struck me hard. I nodded without thinking. It was the way he asked, the question almost rhetorical, but… he was asking me to wear it for him.

Of course I said yes.

“Perfect. Thank you.” Professor Wickes said.

I could feel my cheeks almost burning.


Four

That was how it started. And how it continued, at least for the beginning.

I would remain caged during the periods between our training sessions and it would only come off during the sessions. I visited Professor Wickes’ office three times a week for two weeks. Each time I arrived he would have me dress up in lingerie, expensive and sexy, sometimes the black set but sometimes wearing a white set, or a pink set, alternating so I never wore the same set twice in a row.

Each session would involve me on my knees, watching a video. Each time the videos were similar.

They would feature a hot woman, on her knees, like me, dressed up in lingerie, sucking cock. They were all videos of women sucking fat, long, hard cocks. I couldn’t deny they excited me, that the videos got me aroused—very quickly since I was caged in between sessions, pent up and aching for release—but it was more than the videos.

There was something about dressing up for the sessions, performing in front of my professor, cumming in front of him while he sat and watched and monitored and recorded my progress that excited me more than I could have ever imagined.

Maybe it was being locked in between, not being able to cum, but I began to enjoy the sessions more and more. I began to look forward to them. At times it was all I could think about, dressing up, having Professor Wickes unlock my cage, and then kneeling to watch the videos, watching women suck cock, touching myself, cumming, hard, before being caged.

I would feel myself getting excited as I walked to his office, cock straining my cage. Getting changed I could feel my body waking up, lust and desire rising. Then I would stand in the room with Professor Wickes and he would uncage me.

Feeling his hands on me excited me. It was all I could do to keep from making noises, whimpering as he groped and fumbled with the lock. The moment the cage was off I’d get hard, and then I would kneel, the video would begin, and I would watch, touching myself.

Each time the video was different. I learned to make the pleasure last, edging myself to get as much from it as possible since it was the only pleasure I was getting, but also… I wanted to watch more of the video and I wanted to put on a show. I enjoyed it, and each time I could feel my focus shifting more and more to what was going on on-screen.

I watched lips wrap around cocks, tongues licking. I began to mimic what I saw on screen, licking my lips, mouth pooling with spit. I could almost feel it, a cock throbbing in my mouth, pressing into my throat. I let it fill my imagination.

I came harder and harder each time, the pleasure swelling, almost rewriting my brain. Afterwards, Professor Wickes would recage me, praise me, and send me off.

He never once got his cock out, never once asked for me to pleasure him, and apart from caging and recaging me he never touched me. Yet… I could feel his eyes on me, and the way he spoke to me felt like it was becoming more familiar, more flirtatious. I was confused by it all. Was it really research or was it something more?

I didn’t need an answer though. I was happy just to enjoy it. It was fun to dress up in front of someone, to perform, and the idea that maybe something was going on thrilled me. There was tension, a naughtiness, something forbidden about it. Plus… I was getting a good grade for less work. It felt like a win-win situation to me.

And then we got to the third week.
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I arrived as normal, pent up, excited, tingling with emotions and feelings. It was like just the walk was arousing. I’d come to associate my professor’s office with porn, being uncaged, dressing up, pleasure, and I could feel the effect it was having on me. Whatever research Professor Wickes was doing it was yielding results.

By the time I reached his door, I was a mess, distracted, horny, thoughts of lingerie, touching myself, images of cock, hot women sucking, lips, tongues, spit. I could feel my cock throbbing in its cage. It had been days since I’d cum.

I knocked, waited for Professor Wickes’ reply.

“Come in.” He said.

Even his voice was beginning to affect me. I pushed open the door and saw my research station already set up—the cushion I was to kneel on, the screen, and the lingerie set on the desk. Today was pink.

“Shall I get changed?”

Professor Wickes nodded, smiling. I smiled back, flirting. Over the course of the sessions, something had shifted between me and my professor but it was hard to say what. It was so subtle that I wondered if it was just me.

Was the research affecting my brain? Was I getting a crush on him? Certainly, I was feeling more attracted to him. Having him watch me as I pleasured myself, watching the videos, was hot, and having him touch me when he uncaged me felt amazing.

I kept daydreaming about him, about his cock, being on my knees… my thoughts kept drifting and I could lick or bite my lips, feeling my caged cock ache. His classes were difficult to focus in since seeing him, hearing his voice, had an effect on me now. It made me think of lingerie, the videos, pleasure.

So, being alone with him in his office was almost painful. Part of me wanted to offer myself up but I held back. I couldn’t tell what it all was, what it meant. Were my feelings real? Were they a side-effect of the research? Were they simply because I was caged, pent up?

Or… I wondered if maybe this was what Professor Wickes intended. Was he trying to do this to me? Was he trying to break my brain? Part of me hoped he was.

“Yes, please. Dress as quickly as you can because I’d like to get started as soon as possible. I was hoping given your recent progress that we could move onto stage two today.”

His smile was wide, enigmatic.

“Stage two?”

Professor Wickes just chuckled.

“Get changed. I’ll explain once you’re in place.” He said.

I was curious, eager. I was craving pleasure, release, so… I picked up the lingerie and headed through to the bathroom.
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I stepped out dressed in pink lingerie, pink heels. I’d even started sneaking in a little makeup so I could make myself look extra special. Just mascara and eyeliner and lipstick, but I liked feeling pretty and feminine and it made the experience of dressing up more potent, made the research more potent. Plus, I liked putting in extra effort for Professor Wickes. I liked the way he looked at me, and the makeup made me feel more confident, sexier, more alluring.

I made a show of strutting in my heels as I always did, wiggling my ass and hips, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe. I knew I looked good in the heels and lingerie and I liked how Professor Wickes looked me up and down as I entered, a subtle smile, but I couldn’t help but want more. I wanted him to stare, wanted him to touch me, wanted…

“You look stunning, as always.” He said.

That was the first time he’d complimented me. It made my heart flutter. I blushed.

“Now, come here and let me uncage you.”

I did as he said, moved to stand in front of him. I always looked forward to that moment, his hands on me, and today I couldn’t help but notice his hands lingering just a little longer, tracing over my thighs, hips, sneaking under my panties, gripping my cached cock tightly.

There was something about that, his big, strong hands gripping my throbbing, caged cock, that made me shiver. I was small and pretty and completely in his power. I whimpered, out loud, realising that my blush deepened.

“Someone is eager today. But don’t worry, I have something special in mind for stage two.”

With that there was a click of the lock, the cage coming open. Almost immediately my cock was swelling, getting hard. Professor Wickes’ hands lingered for a moment, caressing, squeezing. I moaned, eyes half closed, then… his hand was gone.

“Now, please kneel Damien. I think we should get started.”

I was blushing, heart racing. I nodded though and did as I was told.

Professor Wickes moved around his desk and opened a drawer, rummaged for a moment, and then my eyes went wide as he pulled out a… a cock. In his hand, he was holding a fake cock, life-like, sculpted with veins, a prominent head, heavy balls.

“You’re going to need this.” He said.

I was silent, all I could do was nod. He handed it to me and I took it and… it was heavier than it looked. It was long, thick, so much larger than mine.

“What do I…”

I couldn’t speak. I wondered what he wanted me to do with it. My mind raced.

“It’s time we increased the reinforcement.” Professor Wickes said. “With this, you can stimulate your mouth while you watch the videos and pleasure yourself. Simply, I want you to copy what you see in the videos while you touch yourself. I want you to pleasure the toy with your mouth, do what you see, copy, do what feels good for you, all while pleasuring yourself. Does that make sense?”

I nodded. He wanted me to pleasure the dildo while watching blowjob porn and touching myself. The thought excited me. I’d played with dildos before, a little, but not like this, and never in front of someone. I was scared, nervous, but also incredibly turned on. I could feel my mouth starting to salivate, my lips tingling.

“Are you ready to kneel and begin?” Professor Wickes said.

Again I nodded. I took my place in front of the screen, cock in hand, hard in my panties, dressed in pink lingerie and heels, and waited. Professor Wickes took his seat, facing me, picked up the remote and… the screen flickered to life.

The video was different this time and it took me a moment to figure out what it was, but after a couple of seconds, it clicked. There was cock, but no woman. The camera was looking up at the cock from the woman’s point of view. I watched and then arms appeared, fingers wrapping around the cock. It was like the video was being shot from the woman's perspective, like a video game. The camera moved as she moved, her arms almost the camera’s arms.

It was… a first-person perspective of a woman sucking cock. It was like I was the one sucking the cock. That thought made my body thrum.

I watched as hands stroked, the cock getting harder, fatter, longer. I watched as fingers teased, and then… the camera moved forward. I could see everything from the woman’s point of view, watched from her perspective as she swallowed the cock. I could hear everything.

The noise of slurping, swallowing, moaning, was loud. I watched as the man thrust his cock into the woman’s mouth, heard her gag. My cock throbbed.

“You can begin Damien.” Professor Wickes said.

I realised I had been staring, mesmerised. I blinked, shifted, realised my cock was hard. With trembling hands I reached down to touch myself, pleasure pulsing.

As I began to stroke my cock through my panties and I lifted the fake cock to my lips. I could feel my mouth watering, my lips buzzing. I felt my throat quiver.

Professor Wickes was watching me. I could almost feel his eyes on me. I was dressed in pink lingerie, heels, with makeup on, watching porn, touching myself, about to pleasure a fake cock. It was wild, unreal, but it was impossible to deny the effect it was having on me. I felt like such a slut. I felt so good.

I pressed the tip of the fake cock to my lips. It was cool, firm, texture soft like skin. It felt… incredibly life-like. Was this what a real cock would feel like?

That thought made me ache, a blossoming need. Desire swelled and I began to mimic what I’d seen in the videos. I licked, kissed, sucked, pressing the dildo into the tight seal of my lips. My mouth tingled, wet and hot. I touched myself, watching the video.

After the past two weeks, it was like my mouth had been rewired. I could feel so much more than I ever imagined. I wanted to explore that. I touched myself slowly, letting the energy build gradually, wanting the pleasure to last. I wanted to explore how it felt to suck the fake cock.

I wrapped my lips tight, letting spit pool, worked my tongue. I fucked the cock in and out, moaning. I was giddy, buzzing, heart racing. I’d never felt anything like it.

My mouth was so sensitive. Had it always been like that or was it the research I’d been conducting over the last two weeks?

In that moment though I didn’t care. I just wanted more. I fucked the cock in and out of my mouth, watching the video, imagining it was a real cock. I touched myself, pleasure swelling, teasing slowly, edging myself. It was giddy, addictive, heady.

I sucked, licked, drooling. My cock was so hard it hurt.

I teased with my hand, stroking, the silk of my panties smooth and sensual. I moaned, loudly, a rush of sensation, sucking deeper, harder, faster. It felt almost as though the pleasure was coming from my mouth, sucking, licking, and not from my cock. I took the toy deeper, pressing the tip at the back of my throat.

What would it feel like to deepthroat it? I knew it was possible but… on a whim I pressed the cock into my mouth, forcing it into my throat. I gagged, unable to breathe, but forced myself to calm down, pressing it deeper.

I wanted it, wanted all of it. I imagined the cock was real, flesh and blood, fucking my mouth. I touched myself, squirming, watching the video, imagining it was me looking up at that perfect cock. I pressed the cock in, sucking, lapping, but it was too much, I gagged again and had to pull it out of my throat, drooling, messy spit.

I didn’t stop though. I licked, sucked, and continued to touch myself, trying again, and again. Each time I could take it a little deeper, hold it for a little longer. My mouth pulsed with pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before. It was like my brain and my body were being rewritten. My cock throbbed, hard, but it was my lips and tongue that I was focussed on.

I worked, head spinning, no thoughts, only pleasure. I was a pretty slut. I felt the pleasure rise, stroking myself and then… I was cumming, cumming harder than I had ever cum before, sucking hard, almost as though I was cumming with my lips and tongue.

I came into my panties, head dizzy, drunk on the bliss of it. I let waves of pleasure wash over me, working the fake cock in and out of my mouth.

“That was perfect.” Professor Wickes said. “You are coming along so well. This research is going even better than I expected. You looked like you were having so much fun too.”

I blushed. Professor Wickes. In all the pleasure and excitement I had forgotten he was in the room. I had forgotten he was watching. Yet even as I blushed I felt a sense of excitement and arousal.

What had he thought while watching me? Did it turn him on? Why did I want it to turn him on?

“Now, since you’re all finished, time to lock you up again. I’m already looking forward to the next session, and I can imagine you are too.

I was wet with spit, a drool-soaked mess, my panties damp with cum. I looked from the screen, still playing the porn, to Professor Wickes. He looked… flustered. My head thrummed with the idea that I’d turned him on.

“Come here Damien so I can fit your cage.” He said.

His voice was firm. Part of me was resistant, but a bolder part of me was almost eager.

Being caged was hard, spending days with no release, but it was also fun. It was fun to let the need build, let the fire and the energy build, letting it out during the research sessions with Professor Wickes. It was fun to dress up, to watch the videos, to perform for him. It was fun to feel the subtle changes, and… today had been even more fun. Playing with the toy, sucking it, fucking my own mouth while I pleasured myself, was fun.

I rose to my feet and stepped towards my professor. He had my cage in hand, rose from his seat, stood waiting for me.

Even in my heels, I felt small in front of him but… I liked that. He made me feel small and pretty and sexy, and I liked that.

With quick movements, he slipped his hands into my panties and I felt the cage close around my cock. It was hard, cold, heavy. There was the click of the padlock. His hands slipped out of my panties and I knew I was going to have to wait until the next session for release. Already I was thinking about it, dressing up, touching myself while he watched, sucking on the toy.

“You did well today Damien.” Professor Wickes said. “I’m looking forward to the final results of our work together.”

I was blushing. Already my cock was throbbing again, my mouth tingling, watering. I nodded, blushing, looking up at Professor Wickes.

“I… I am too.” I said.

I wondered what came after stage two.


Four

I had to wait a little over two weeks to find out.

We kept to a schedule of three sessions a week, which was agony. I could only cum three times a week and I could feel the frustration eating away at me. That and the training was having an effect on me.

In the beginning, it was only leading up to the sessions that I began to get hot, mind wandering, thinking about pleasure, kneeling, porn, dressing up, performing, but after a while, it became the whole day of the session, then the evening before, the day before, and then it became pretty much all the time. The only break I got was immediately after cumming. I had a short break where I could not think about it, relax, but that only lasted an hour or so at most.

Sometimes the moment I left a session I began looking forward to the next, wondering what it would be like, dreaming about the toy, the porn, the expensive lingerie, Professor Wickes. I began to wonder about stage three. I began to wonder about further stages. What was the plan for the research? What was the final goal?

Each session I would dress up, adding makeup—my makeup becoming more and more elaborate each time, desperate in my attempts to get Professor Wickes to pay more attention to me, to give me more compliments, and I was pleased that it worked since he was giving me more compliments, more praise, was paying me more attention even outside of the sessions.

I found I would look for any excuse to talk to him in lessons, even learning his schedule so I could bump into him in the corridor between classes and sessions, wearing subtle eyeliner and mascara so I could smile and bat my eyelashes at him.

I knew what I was doing. I was flirting with him, trying to get him to flirt back. There was something there I knew, but I couldn’t tell if it was one-sided or if Professor Wickes felt something too. Was it just research or was he slowly seducing me? Was he attracted to me or was that blind hope? Was it just because I was so horny from being caged all the time that I couldn’t stop thinking about him?

Did it matter? I wasn’t sure it did. The effects were real, the feelings were real, the desire and the fantasies were real. They were changing me, and knowing the cause, whatever it was, would do nothing to alter that.
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It was the beginning of the fifth week. Stage two had been ongoing for just over two weeks, or seven sessions. Each time I found it more pleasurable, more addictive, and the sensations in my mouth became more intense.

I could not stop thinking about the research, about Professor Wickes, about touching myself, and I’d find myself touching my lips throughout the day, biting them, teasing my tongue, even sucking my fingers, thinking about the pleasure that awaited me.

I would fantasise about the toy, about pleasuring it with my lips and tongue. I would daydream about pressing it into my throat.

I was getting better at deepthroating. I could take the toy deeper, hold it there for longer, suffocating myself on it. It felt amazing to feel my throat stretch around the girth of it.

I was talking towards Professor Wickes’ office and I could feel myself getting hot. By the time I arrived, I was aching, almost drooling, lips and tongue tingling, mouth full of spit. I was looking forward to another research session, being let out of my cage, dressing pretty, sucking on the toy. My caged cock throbbed.

Even the act of knocking on Professor Wickes’ door was kinda arousing, as was his voice as he invited me to enter. Stepping in the sight of my research station—the screen and the cushion—and my equipment—the lingerie, white today, and the fake cock—aroused me, making my caged cock throb.

“Shall I get changed?” I asked immediately.

Professor Wickes nodded. I didn’t need any hurrying. I was desperate, aching, full of lust.

“Please.” He said.

I picked up the lingerie and moved to the bathroom. It took me a short while to get dressed up and do my makeup. I emerged with a smile and a flourish, my cock aching, mouth almost drooling.

The way Professor Wickes eyed me up and down made me squirm, and I made sure to show off as much as possible.

“I’m ready for you to unlock me now.” I said, strutting over to stand in front of my professor.

He smiled at me, then… shook his head.

“Not today. Today I have something different in mind. Today it’s time for stage three.” Professor Wickes said.

I paled. I’d been looking forward to getting my cage off, to cumming. I needed it. I needed the pleasure. I…

“Now I can tell from the look on your face that you’re worried, but don’t be. I have everything planned out and you’ll still get pleasure. However, I want to refocus your pleasure. It's all part of my research.” He said.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm down.

“But first… I need you to bend over my desk so I can prepare you for the session.”

I blinked, stunned by his request. It was like my fantasies, only… different. I had no idea what Professor Wickes had planned, what he was going to do, yet I obeyed without hesitation.

I stepped to the side, towards his desk, and I bent over.

I bent to put my face down on the desk, spreading my legs wide. I’d never done anything like it before but I’d imagined it enough time.

I curved my back to lift my ass up, posing, wiggling my hips to show off, and I waited. Behind me, there were footsteps.

“Now just try to relax.” Professor Wickes said.

I took a deep breath and then… I almost jumped as I felt hands on my ass, groping me. The touch was firm, explorative. It felt amazing.

I’d made sure to shave the day before so I was extra smooth, and my professor’s touch was almost electric. I was so horny I was close to exploding, and I knew without the cage on I’d have been hard, close to cumming.

Yet, it was more than my cock. I could feel it in my mouth too. My mouth was wet, tingling, craving something. It was craving the toy, was craving… cock.

Professor Wickes’ hands crept up over my butt, caressing, and I moaned. It was the most he’d ever touched me, and it felt amazing. I wanted more. I pressed my ass back into his hands and felt him grope me harder, was rewarded by him squeezing. I moaned, whimpered.

“You’re such a good subject.” He said.

I blushed. I wanted more than his hands. My mouth was wet, hot, aching. I’d never felt anything like it.

I lay bent over Professor Wickes’ desk, legs spread, head spinning, hot, pent-up, and then I felt him tug my panties to the side. Something cool and wet and thick dropped over my ass, down my crack, over my hole.

“Just breathe slowly and stay calm. It won’t hurt if you relax.” He said.

My head was spinning. Something cool and hard slipped along my crack, thick, pressing at my entrance. I felt it press deeper, slipping in, coating in the viscous gel. It sank in, stretching me, getting wider, thicker. My hole opened and it felt… good. I moaned out loud, wanting more, and I pressed back without thinking.

I felt it sink deeper, deeper, opening me up, filling me, pressing on a spot of pleasure inside me. My caged cock drooled into my panties, aching, pulsing, mouth wet. I felt it become almost impossibly thick, gaping me open before… it slipped in suddenly, the thickness tapering off so my hole swallowed it, forcing it in deeper.

I was plugged. Professor Wickes had plugged my ass. I couldn’t believe it. I was caged and plugged and it felt… good.

Without thinking I wiggled my hips to feel it move inside me, pressing on my inner walls, waves of pleasure, stimulating my hole. I moaned out loud in pleasure and lust.

I felt Professor Wickes pull my panties back into place, then a light slap on my ass, playful.

“All done.” He said. “Now, would you like to get into place for today’s session?”

I was breathing hard, so turned on it hurt. I was still caged, but now plugged, mouth hot and wet. I lay for a moment, processing what had happened. I needed to move but I wanted to lie there basking in the sensations.

Slowly I moved, rising to my feet. The plug shifted inside me, pressing on bright spots of pleasure inside my ass. I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering. Professor Wickes was watching me closely, grinning.

Slowly I walked to the cushion, strutting, and with each step, I felt the plug shift, more pleasure. I felt drunk on it all. As I knelt it shifted again, more pleasure, a tidal wave of sensations. I was still caged. I was going to have to do the session caged. I had no idea what it meant but the addition of the plug had made me very curious.
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“Ready?” Professor Wickes asked as he took his seat.

I nodded. The fake cock was in front of me and I was kneeling comfortably, very aware of the plug in my ass—I shifted occasionally to feel it move inside me, waves of pleasure.

“But… what about the pleasure?” I said.

Professor Wickes smiled at me.

“It’s a surprise. You focus on the video and the toy, using your mouth, like before, and leave the pleasure in my hands.”

I liked how that sounded. It turned me on to think of my professor in control of my pleasure.  Nodded.

“I can do that.” I said. “So… ready.”

I smiled, fizzing with energy and eagerness. In front of me, the screen flickered to life and a video started playing, from the woman’s point of view, a massive cock. I watched, almost hypnotises, and almost immediately my mouth began to water, lips tingling. My caged cock was agony.

I kept my eyes on the screen as I picked up my toy. I felt the heft of it, the weight familiar, arousing. I lifted it to my lips and began to kiss and lick. It felt good, hot, my mouth wet and aching, a hot source of pleasure now, more sensitive, yet my cock was still caged, almost painful. I wanted pleasure, wanted…

I felt the plug inside me vibrate, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside me. I moaned, whimpered, giddy.

“There's more pleasure the better you perform.” Professor Wickes said. “Welcome to stage three.”

I glanced from the screen to him, smiled. I stared at him for a moment, the look of lust in his eyes. Was he… was he flirting with me? Did he want me?

I could resist putting on a show for him, sucking the cock into my mouth as I stared into his eyes, my plug vibrating. I licked it, drooling, kissed it, took it deep.

“Eyes back on the screen Damien.” He said.

I blushed, did as I was told. I looked back to the video of the woman sucking cock, all of it taking place from her point of view.

I sucked on the fake cock, worshipping it. My plug vibrated, buzzing inside my ass. It was heavenly. The harder I worked the more the plug buzzed. The more I drooled the harder it buzzed. The deeper I took it the harder it buzzed.

Pleasure swelled. I wanted more. I could feel the energy of it all filling my body. It was addictive, bright, giddy, and I could feel it changing me, transforming me, corrupting me.

It was like my mouth was becoming a source of pleasure all in its own right, trained first by pleasuring my cock then my ass. All of that while watching the videos was rewiring my brain.

I sucked the cock deep, the tip pressing into the back of my throat. My plug buzzed harder than ever, making my caged cock throb. Clearly, Professor Wickes liked that so… I did more of it.

I’d been getting better at deepthroating the fake cock so I decided to try more. I pressed it at the back of my throat and felt it press in, stretching. I suppressed the urge to gag, taking more and more, fucking the cock slowly in and out of my throat.

It felt… amazing. The plug buzzed harder. I couldn’t breathe but the lack of oxygen only made it more intense. I could feel my mouth thrumming with pleasure, my ass vibrating, the plug teasing me, getting me close and closer. I was still caged, cock drooling precum into my pretty panties.

I was dressed in lingerie, a caged and plugged slut, sucking a fake cock while my professor watched and… I was having fun. It was wilder than my wildest fantasy yet it felt better than anything I could have imagined. The pleasure was so intense I could feel it rewriting my identity. I was made to suck cock, to deep throat cock. My mouth was a potent source of pleasure and all I could think about was how good a real, flesh-and-blood cock would feel.

The plug buzzed, harder and harder. I pressed the fake cock all the way into my throat, feeling it stretch, struggling not to gag, faint from lack of air, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming harder than I’d ever cum before. My caged cock drooled cum but the climax was everywhere, not just focused on my cock like usual.

It was like my whole body was cumming, my cock, ass, and… my mouth. It was like I was cumming with my mouth, cumming with my lips and tongue and throat. I moaned, choking, drooling, and I came hard.

The pleasure came again and again and again, more than I could cope it. I was dizzy, couldn’t breathe, yet it was only when my climax began to subside that I was willing to take the cock out of my throat.

I swallowed as it slipped out, milking it, lips and tongue tingling. I was covered in spit, a drooly mess. The buzzing in my ass slowed, stopped. My caged cock stopped drooling cum.

“That was impressive.” Professor Wicked said. “I thought it would take a few sessions for you to reach that but you continue to prove to be an excellent subject. I think it’ll only be a few weeks of stage three before you’re ready for stage four.”

Stage four? Stage three had been more intense than I ever could have imagined. What was stage four going to involve? I giggled, already eager to find out.

“Thank you.” I said. “I… I’m looking forward to it.”


Five

There followed almost three weeks of research like that. I remained caged for all of it, not even being unlocked for the sessions.

In the beginning, it was agony, torture. It felt like torment. Yet, as time passed I got used to it, became acclimatised to it and… I began to enjoy it.

There was something pleasant about being always horny, never quite feeling like I was satisfied. It was like my entire body was becoming more sensitive to pleasure, like I was becoming aware of my whole body as a sexual organ, not just my cock. I could feel it everywhere, all over, in my limbs, chest, nipples, even in my fingers, my face, in my butt—which wasn’t helped by the fact that I remained plugged as well as caged now—but I felt it especially my mouth.

With each session, I felt my mouth becoming more sensitive. I felt my mouth becoming wetter, hotter. I kept thinking about the feel of the fake cock between my lips, on my tongue, and I kept daydreaming about sucking cock.

It was constant. I would catch myself frequently playing with my lips, sucking on my fingers, even touching my tongue. It got so bad that I began to buy hard candy lollipops so I didn’t keep sucking my fingers in public. I kept a stash of them in my bag, would go through at least a dozen a day.

Sucking on them felt good. Playing with my lips and tongue, mouth wet, sucking hard, soft, teasing the candy. It was incredibly distracting but it was also soothing given the fact I was being kept caged all the time. Sucking on the candy lollipops would ease some of the frustration.

Though it didn’t ease much, especially since I was plugged all the time.

Professor Wickes had told me to remain plugged whenever possible, to enhance the research. I did as I was told, partly because I wanted to be obedient, but mostly because it felt good.

He’d even given me a special oil to use frequently, to help prevent the plug from chafing, and… it was almost like my ass, not just my mouth, was becoming more sensitive.

I was constantly on edge from all the new sensations, and my mind was becoming filled with deviant thoughts. I couldn’t stop thinking about cock, sucking, worshipping, and… I couldn’t stop thinking about Professor Wickes.

Was it all just research to him, or was it more? Why did I want it to be more? I was going to get a good grade regardless, but… I wanted it to be more than just research.

I could feel it in me, lust, desire, fantasy. I wanted to be a good slut, wanted to be pretty, sexy, brazen. I wanted to earn my grades with my body. I… I wanted to earn my grades with my mouth.
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I arrived as usual. By now I was used to my body getting hotter and hotter as I made my way to the session. I could feel my need and arousal growing, my hunger.

I was like a puppy that began salivating when it heard the sound of its food being prepared, only… it wasn’t food I was salivating for. It was the fake cock, the pleasure, the lingerie, and the sensations of my plug vibrating in my ass making me cum.

I knew the research was having an effect on me. I could feel the changes to my mind, the cravings for the toy, for the vibrations of the plug, for dressing up. It had gotten so bad that I’d begun dressing up in lingerie in my room whenever I was alone, sleeping in it, even wearing panties and pantihose during the day just to get my fix of lingerie, to keep the fire in me burning.

I could feel the change in my body too. My cock was becoming less and less of a focus for me, kept caged as it was. My body was becoming more sensitive to pleasure, touch, and my ass felt like it was becoming more eager, more willing. When I removed my plug to shower I could feel pulses of pleasure as it slipped out, and putting it back in felt amazing, addictive and bright, my ass stretching, eager, willing, swallowing the plug as though it was hungry to be full, and that alone was enough to make my plugged cage throb hard enough that at times I thought I was going to cum.

Yet all that was nothing compared to my mouth, my lips and tongue and even my throat. After weeks of research sessions, there was no chance I could deny what was happening to me. My lips and tongue had become erogenous zones all of their own. Just the thought of sucking on my toy was enough to make my mouth throb and simple tasks like eating had become more complicated simply because biting, chewing, swallowing were all subtly arousing now, my body thrumming with pleasure.

I was constantly playing with my lips and my tongue. My mouth was constantly wet, aching. It felt empty, and I craved the feeling of having my throat stretched.

I was going through dozens of candy lollipops a day now and when I wasn’t sucking on one of those I was using my fingers, pens, even just sucking on my own tongue. I was transforming into an oral addict.

I knew it. I knew all the sessions were having an effect on me. Yet, I didn’t care. Or rather I did care, but I was glad. I was excited. I was enjoying it. I wanted more.

So, as I arrived at another session with Professor Wickes, I was practically trembling with excitement. It had been three days since our last session and my body was full of yearning. I raised my hand and knocked, and even that simple action sent a tremble down my spine.

“Enter.” Professor Wickes said.

I did as I was instructed. I pushed open the door and stepped in and… paused.

My usual research station was gone. There was no screen, no cushion. I felt a rush of disappointment and almost fear. What if it was all over?

“What’s wrong Damien?” Professor Wickes said. “You look worried. Are you okay?”

I was still. His voice was soft, full of concern.

“I… it’s just… the cushion, the screen… are we not… am I not…”

“Ah I see, you’re worried you won’t be doing your usual research work today. Well, rest assured we’ll be doing research today, just a little differently. You see, you’ve been doing so well I’ve decided to move onto phase four, and trust me, while phase four is very different to the previous phases, I’m very confident it’ll prove productive.”

I smiled, relaxing. I was glad it was not all over but there was still a little worry. I couldn’t help but wonder about what phase four might entail—there was hope, anxiety, excitement, a rush of emotions and feelings.

“But first… you need to get changed.”

I smiled, blushing, giddy. I looked to the desk where Professor Wickes’ choice of lingerie always lay only there was nothing there. I frowned again.

“Something different for phase four. It's in my bathroom ready for you.” Professor Wickes said. “I’m looking forwards to seeing you in it.”

I blushed at that. The way he spoke was… like he was flirting with me. Was he flirting with me? I hope he was. My mind raced with fantasies.

“I… thank you.” I said.

I turned and headed towards the private bathroom, locking the door behind me as I entered. There was a black bag on the floor. I stepped over to it, opened it, and my eyes went wide. I giggled.

I couldn’t wait to put it on.
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I dressed as quickly as I could, in a hurry to see how it felt, how I looked, eager to find out what phase four was. I stripped off, then began to pull on the outfit Professor Wickes had chosen for me.

Panties came first, white, tiny, sheer, little more than a small triangle pouch for my caged cock and string. After that came long white hold-up stockings, thick, opaque, like thigh-high socks only more sensual, sexier, with pretty lace tops.

After that came the skirt, tiny, so short it was little more than a belt, pleated, pink and white plaid, like a school girl’s skirt only very sexy and brazen. Then I put on the blouse, a cropped sleeveless sheer garment that was cut up to expose my belly, tied around my ribs, no buttons. Finally, there were my heels, black Mary-Jane heels, patent leather, glossy and almost fetishy, and the last touch… a collar, pink.

After I had my heels on I slipped the collar around my neck, fastening it. On the front, there was a heart-shaped silver tag, with the words oral addict engraved. Reading it made my head flutter. My heart swelled with pride and lust and excitement.

Finished dressing I did my makeup, putting more effort in than ever before. I even added a little bit of eyeshadow, heavy mascara and eyeliner—I made my eyeliner heavy, winged. I made sure to use my new eyeliner and mascara too. Neither of them were waterproof. I wanted to make sure that if phase four was what I hoped it would be that I would end up messy.

All done, I turned to check myself in the mirror. I smiled as I looked at my reflection. I was breathtaking. I looked like a sexy, slutty, feminine schoolgirl from a movie, like from the movies I’d been watching for research. I giggled, posing, watching myself. The collar was perfect, stark pink against my skin, the silver tag catching the light.

Delighted with how I looked, curious about why Professor Wickes had chosen such a slutty outfit for me, excited by the possibilities for phase four, I turned to the door and stepped out.

I was delighted by Professor Wickes’ reaction.

If before he had looked excited or pleased by how I was dressed, then he looked delighted in that moment. He was sat in his usual chair and his eyes went wide. He smiled and there was a subtle shift in his hips as though he were excited and trying to get comfortable. I smiled at that, mind racing.

“So, where do you want me?” I asked.

I strutted into the room, wiggling my hips and ass as I walked towards Professor Wickes. It was fun to see him watch me. There was more tension in the room than ever before.

“Come here.” He said, gesturing to the floor in front of his chair.

I did as I was told, making the most of each step, shaking my ass and hips, aware that my skirt was so short that the smooth skin above my stocking tops was visible, aware that my panties were visible—my ass and hips were exposed, as was the throbbing bulge of my caged cock. My heels clicked and Professor Wickes looked me up and down, grinning openly, almost lasciviously.

“You know, I’ve been planning this research for years. It’s an idea I’ve had for a long time but I’ve never found the right person to help me. When you came to see me though I hope you might be them and… I was right. You have far exceeded my wildest hopes.”

His praise was warm and hot. It made me blush. As I reached him I stood, for once looking down at him. Even though I was stationary, I did not remain still.

I kept wiggling, shifting, shaking my ass and hips. I was playing with my lips, running my fingers over them, licking them with my tongue. I couldn’t have stopped even if I’d wanted to—I was too horny, too flustered, my mind almost blank—but I didn’t want to stop. I wanted more.

“Thank you.” I said. “I… I’ve enjoyed all of it.”

I meant that. Professor Wickes nodded.

“I can tell. I think this research wouldn’t work if you didn’t enjoy it, if it weren’t fun, if it didn’t connect and resonate with you. I can see the way you look at me, the way you move and flirt with me. I know what it is you want.”

I blushed, suddenly flustered. He… knew?

“I’ve always known. I can see what an eager slut you really are Damien, what a pretty little flirt you are and… I think it’s about time I rewarded you for doing so well with your research. It’s time for phase four. Would you like me to tell you about it, or show you?”

I smiled, flustered, excited, aroused.

“Show me. Please.” I said

Professor Wickes smiled at me.

“Very well.” He said. “How about we start with you kneeling.”

I giggled, did not need to be told twice. I dropped to my knees in front of my professor and I felt my mouth getting wetter, hotter, tingling.
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I knelt in front of my professor and watched as he rose to his feet. I felt my heart skip, my belly fluttering, my caged cock aching, my hole clenching around my plug.

“Are you ready for stage four?” He asked.

I nodded, grinning.

“More than ready.” I said.

“There’re no videos today, no toys, but I promise you there’ll be lots of pleasure.” Professor Wickes said.

I smiled at that. I could feel myself getting even more excited at what I hoped was about to happen. My mouth felt wet and hot and eager.

“But… if there’s no toy how am I supposed to do my research?” I asked.

I smiled up at my professor, giggling, batting my eyelashes and nibbling on the tip of my tongue. I was doing my absolute best to look sexy.

“I said no toy. That doesn’t mean no research. Today you get something much better. Something I’ve been looking forward to, and something I think you’ve been looking forward to as well.”

With that Professor Wickes shifted. He lifted his hands to his shirt, unbuttoning it, slipping it off. His chest was broad, muscular, hairy. He was hot.

I stared up at him, feeling my body ache, and watched as he turned his attention to his shoes, slipping them off, then… he began to undo his belt, unbuttoning his trousers. He gripped the waist and pulled them down.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I was watching not his face, but his waist, his crotch, and as Professor Wickes slipped his trousers down I saw them snag for a moment—just a moment—before his cock popped free. He was already semi-hard and quickly getting harder. I stared as he stepped out of his trousers, tossing them to the side.

“Better than a toy?” He asked.

I could only nod.

“You’ll need to get me hard before you start with your mouth.” He said. “Use your hands. I’ve been dreaming about your pretty hands on my cock.”

I giggled, blushing. I’d never been with a girl, or a boy. I’d kissed a few girls, made out, but nothing heavy. I’d never touched another man’s cock before, but… I was eager. I shifted forwards, wiggling, trying my best to look sexy, and I loved watching Professor Wickes’ cock throb, getting harder from just the sight of me.

I didn’t hesitate to reach out and wrapped my fingers around it. Feeling it throb in my hands was a delight, the pulse and beat of Professor Wickes’ heart.

It was warm, heavy, skin almost like silk. I could feel it getting harder.

I worked my hands slowly, teasing them up and down. I heard my professor gasp, moan in pleasure, and the sound pleased me. I stroked harder, feeling his cock swelling, becoming firm, rigid, stiff and hot and throbbing.

I squirmed, my plug shifting inside my ass, my caged dick aching, my mouth almost drooling. My lips and my tongue were buzzing, and my throat felt empty.

I watched as his cock got harder, longer, fatter, and as it did I realised… my eyes went wide and I realised I recognised it. Professor Wickes chuckled as he saw my expression.

“You finally noticed?” He said.

I nodded.

“At least now you know you can handle it.”

I was staring at his cock. His flesh-and-blood cock. It was identical to the toy I’d been using for my research sessions, down to the last vein. My toy was a replica of Professor Wickes’ cock. I’d been licking and kissing and sucking and deepthroating his cock the entire time without realising it. Something about that made my body pulse with hot joy, bright pleasure, shame and arousal and lust.

I’d been able to take almost the entire toy into my throat, with some difficulty, struggling with the girth and length of it, but at least I knew now that I really could handle Professor Wickes' cock. My mouth got wetter, his cock got harder.

“Now, since I’m nice and hard, why don’t you start your research, Damien? I want you to worship my cock just like you played with that toy. I’ve seen what you can do with that pretty mouth of yours and now I want to experience it for myself. Consider this the final phase of our research, the culmination of all your efforts. Do well today and I promise you an A grade.”

I shivered. It was just like my fantasies. I was offering my hot, older professor my body for a good grade. I was going to suck his cock, worship his cock, for a good mark. I did not need to be told twice. I shifted forward and leaned in close and my lips brushed against the tip of his prick.

It was warm, hot with blood, pulsing, and the contact made me moan in pleasure. My mouth was such a sensitive erogenous zone now, a source of delight. I felt my body thrum, my mouth tingling, drooling.

I wrapped my lips around the head and moaned loudly and pleasure swelled. It felt better than I could have imagined. It felt better than the toy. A real cock…

I worked my tongue, licking, and there was the tang of precum. I began to suck and Professor Wickes thrust gently, fucking his cock deeper into my mouth. I let him.

As I worked my lips and tongue, wet spit, sucking, I could feel my whole body lighting up. I jumped as I felt my plug begin to vibrate softly, teasing more pleasure out of me.

“Fuck that feels good. All that work has paid off.” He said.

His praise made me feel warm and pretty. I worked harder, felt his hand come to rest on the back of my head, pressing me down, encouraging me to take more of his cock.

I did just that. I pulled back first, sucking hard, working my tongue, then pressed down, letting his cock fuck deep into my mouth.

The sensation was electric, pulsing pleasure, body throbbing. It was like I was just a mouth, just lips and tongue and throat, spit, hot, wet, tight, eager. It was like my entire universe was full of cock. I could think of nothing but pleasure, sucking, serving.

I looked up and Professor Wickes and saw him looking down at me, thrusting into my mouth. It was just like the videos I’d been watching, the point-of-view porn, only… it was real, I was the slutty woman on her knees and my professor was my co-star.

“You are so pretty, Damien.” He said. “Such a beautiful little slut, and your mouth… fuck… I could become addicted to this. All those sessions have clearly paid off. It’s like your mouth has been sculpted to fit my cock, like your mouth is the perfect fit.”

I moaned at his words, the thought of that, that my mouth was the perfect fit for his cock, thrilled me. He’d trained me for this, trained my body and mind, corrupting me with his research. My mouth was a hot, wet, willing fuck-hole now and I wanted my professor to use it, to fuck it, to breed it. I wanted to pleasure him, to feel the pleasure of his cock in my mouth. I wanted to feel it pulse and throb.

I sucked, teasing, tongue working. It was so much more fun with a real cock. There was feedback, his noises, shivers, how hard he got, the pulsing of his cock, the way he thrust. There was heat, the tang of precum on my tongue. I could see the lust in his eyes, could feel the pressure on the back of my head as he encouraged me to take more and more of his cock into my mouth.

I let my spit pool, mouth so wet I was drooling, and stroked my tongue along the underside of his shaft with my mouth slightly open. I sucked, so hard I felt his cock engorge. I kissed and teased the tip.

I tried all the tricks I had learned from the videos, all the skills I had mastered on the toy, and it was easy. His cock was the perfect match. I’d been training on Professor Wickes’ cock all along so it was easy.

His moans, thrusting his hips to fuck my face, thrilled me. I could feel my plug vibrating in my ass, teasing more and more pleasure out of me, but it was distant. Even the ache in my caged cock was distant. I was focused entirely on my mouth, on Professor Wickes’ cock. I eased back, letting almost his entire cock slip out of my mouth, spit drooling, and sucked on the tip, teasing with my tongue.

The throb of it excited me. I held it there and then… I took it deep. I took Professor Wickes’ cock all the way into my mouth, felt the tip press at the back of my throat, and I relaxed, taking a deep breath before taking more.

His cock stretched my throat wide, filling it, almost painful. It sank down, cutting off air, breath. I didn’t care. I swallowed over and over, throat milking his girth.

“Fuck.” He moaned, fucking deeper, pressing his belly against my nose.

I held his whole cock in my mouth and throat, pleasure and pain, dizzy, aching, plug buzzing, pressing on a knot of bliss inside my ass. It was more than I ever could have imagined, yet… it wasn’t enough.

I let it slip out as I pulled back, gasping, drooling, then let my professor fuck deep again, fucking his cock into my throat. It felt blissful.

I worked my mouth up and down, lips, tongue, throat, gagging on the fat, throbbing cock. I could feel myself getting messy, spit drooling, eyes watering, my new mascara and eyeliner running. I wanted Professor Wickes to ruin me.

“Fuck you are so hot. The way you take all of me… I never imagined this process would be so successful.”

I felt my body flutter. His praise felt good, the fact that he’d trained me to be the perfect oral addict for him. My mouth had been trained to be my professor’s perfect fuckhole, my mind and body corrupted. It was hotter than any fantasy I could have imagined.

I threw myself into the research. I let Professor Wickes fuck my mouth, my throat, his hand on the back of my head guiding me.

With my toy, I’d always been in control, had been the one to decide the pace, depth, how hard, how long. In that moment though I could surrender. I let Professor Wickes decide how he wanted to use me.

He fucked my mouth, my throat. I sucked, drooling, gagging, throat stretched over and over, eyes watering. My body thrummed with pleasure, plug buzzing, caged dick an agony of bliss. I could feel more pleasure than I could have ever imagined.

“Fuck… that’s it, take all of it, such a good slut. Earn your A grade.”

He fucked harder, faster, deeper. I could feel his cock getting harder, thicker. I knew what that meant and I wanted it. I wanted it more than I’d ever wanted anything.

I began to fuck back again, fucking my throat, swallowing, licking, sucking, drooling, choking. My mouth was a storm of pleasure, new sensations, rewiring my brain. I knew I could never go back to my life before. I was addicted. My mouth was now a fuckhole, made for cock, made for my professor’s cock.

I felt the plug begin to vibrate harder, buzzing, teasing more and more pleasure out of me. Professor Wickes’ grip on the back of my head tightened and he thrust, moaning, slamming his hips forward, fucking his cock deep into my throat. I felt his cock twitch, becoming massive, buried in my throat as I choked on it, dizzy from lack of air.

I felt him cum. I felt him cum over and over, swallowing it, his spunk hot in my belly. I’d made him cum. I’d made a real-life cock cum. I’d made my professor cum.

I was so much hotter than a toy, his moans, the throbbing, the tang of his seed. It was that and the buzzing of the plug in my ass that pushed me over the edge. I was still caged, still locked away, but I came, hard, my caged dick aching as it leaked into my panties.

My climax was intense, my whole body lighting up, but it was focused on my mouth and ass. It was like my pleasure centres were being rewired, like my body was being transformed, corrupted, and I embraced it.

In that moment I embraced it utterly. I felt Professor Wickes cumming down my throat, filling my belly, even as I came. My whole body was made of pleasure, pleasure more intense than anything I’d ever felt.

I felt the throb, pulse, heat of it all, cum painting my throat as I swallowed, drooling and choking on cock. I never wanted it to end.

But… I had to end. I felt Professor Wickes’ climax subsiding and he began to withdraw his cock from my throat. Cum drooled over my tongue and I tasted it for a moment before swallowing. I sucked as his cock eased out of my mouth, wanting all of his seed, and the head left my lips with an audible pop and slurp. The noises made me giggle.

I moaned in delight and wiggled, feeling my plug in my ass, the vibrations of it slowing. I felt my climax ease.

“Fuck that was good.” Professor Wickes said.

I smiled up at him.

“Was the research a success then?” I asked.

He nodded, grinning.

“Absolutely. A roaring success. You definitely deserve that A grade.”

I beamed. Knowing I’d earned it with my body, my lips, made me tingle. I felt so slutty and sexy and hot.

“Thank you.” I said.

“I think I should be thanking you.” Professor Wickes said. “I’ve never had anyone deepthroat me like that before.”

I giggled, blushing.

“It’s all that training. It means my mouth is now the perfect hole for your cock.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying, but… I meant it. Professor Wickes grinned at me.

“I’ll have to remember that. But for now, how about we clean up? I need to finalise my notes about just how successful all this has been.”

I wiggled my hips as I looked up at my professor, naked, his limp cock wet with my spit. I felt sexy, hot, my ass plugged, cock caged, my belly full of cum. It definitely beat studying for grades.


Epilogue

After that final session, Professor Wickes unplugged me and uncaged me. It felt strange after so long, but the research was at an end.

“I can’t just keep you in them now, can I? The project is finished, you have your grade, so you’re free to go about your life.”

I felt a pang, almost sadness, but what he said made sense. It had been research of a kind, studying the effects of a certain kind of training on a willing mind and body, and the results were incredible. I had what I’d wanted too… my grade. I no longer needed to study for his course. That would help me get back on track with my other courses while still having a social life, all while guaranteeing me an A grade.

I’d got out of studying, and exams, and I’d had fun, more fun than I could have imagined. What more did I want?

Still, as the cage came undone and fell away, I felt like I was losing something dear to me. Professor Wickes took the cage away, slipped the plug out of my tight ass, then… sent me to get changed. He let me keep the lingerie and the sexy outfit, as a gift, thanked me again, then sent me away.

There were to be no more sessions, no more research. He had his results, and I had my grade. We’d both had fun. It was a win-win situation, right?

It sounded like one on paper but in reality, it felt… wrong. I felt a sense of disappointment and loss. I wanted more. Still, I knew nothing lasted forever, and I’d had a lot of fun, had discovered a lot about myself, and that was enough, right?

I thought it was.
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After working with Professor Wickes I returned to my old life only I now had more free time to hang with friends and go to parties. So even though I was missing the sessions and my time with Professor Wickes, my toy, his cock, my cage and my plug, I found ways to occupy myself and have fun.

The upside of my training was that I’d discovered a lot about myself. I was more confident after the experience. I began to express myself more freely. I began to dress more like myself, just a little more feminine in the beginning, wearing a hint of makeup too at times, and… people didn’t even notice or care, or if they did they were positive. Men and women at parties who spoke to me would compliment me, tell me my new look suited me, would tell me they loved seeing me express myself.

That first step was enough to encourage me to go further. I began to become more outgoing, flaunting my body in clothes that showed off my legs, ass, wearing more makeup to parties, emphasising my lips and eyes. I even got my ears and my nose pierced, something I’d been wanting for years.

I felt like a new person. I even got to make out with a few girls, and a few boys, and with some of them I felt confident enough to go further with things. I got my cock sucked for the first time, by a girl, and I sucked several more cocks, got my cock sucked several more times. It was… wild. But that’s what college was for, right?

Plus, with my new body and mind, I couldn’t resist. The effects of the research lingered, the sessions had changed me. My mouth was now a permanent erogenous zone for me, a potent source of pleasure, and using it, kissing, going down on a girl, sucking a cock, was enough to make my whole body light up with bliss.

I began to have fun. For the first time, I felt like I was really having fun, like I was no longer holding back. More and more of my authentic personality began to creep out and people liked me. I made friends, I went on dates, I had lovers. It was… magical, and it was all because of Professor Wickes’ research. It had remade me in the best way possible.

It wasn’t just fun though. Not only was I able to enjoy myself more, let go, be free, but I found that my grades improved. Now that I was able to blow off steam, connect with people, I found I had more energy to study, and studying was easier. I was able to concentrate because when I wasn’t studying I was able to relax and enjoy myself. It was like all the energy I’d spent keeping my true slutty femboy locked away was now freed up so I could spend it on things like studying and learning.

It was like… like the research had made everything better. It had helped me accept things about myself, had encouraged me to embrace my pretty, sexy, slutty side, and it had made things more fun. My mouth was a source of bright pleasure now. My mind was addicted to it. My body craved it. I felt more alive and happier than I ever had before.

But… something was missing.

It had been weeks and I’d not cum. Despite all the pleasure, all the fooling about, all the cock sucking, cunt eating, I’d not cum.

I wasn’t even caged any more. I could get hard, could play with myself, but… there was something missing. I even bought toys so I could tease my mouth and I tried playing with my ass, but none of it worked. I just couldn’t cum. I was feeling more and more frustrated, craving release.

It was like my body needed something, something specific.

Then I realised what it was. I wanted Professor Wickes cock. The cock I’d been trained on.

The toy had been a perfect replica of his cock, and his was the first cock I’d sucked. Clearly, my body was craving more research.

Yet… I had my grade, the research was over. It was all done.

Wasn’t it?

After days of agonising over my realisation, I made a decision. I wanted to test my hypothesis. I wanted to Professor Wickes’ cock. I wanted to cum.

So… I made an appointment to see him and I dressed up. I wore the white lingerie and the slutty schoolgirl outfit he’d gifted me and I slipped on an oversized coat so no one would see what I was wearing.

It was just like the first time I’d gone to his office only more brazen. I was so much sluttier, felt sexier, happier, and as I walked I could feel my cock throbbing with excitement, my mouth tingling, getting wet. It was like my body had been trained...

When I arrived I took a deep breath, calming my nerves, then knocked.

“Come in Damien.”

His voice was soft, confident. I pushed open the door and entered, letting it swing shut behind me. Professor Wickes was grinning.

“It’s been a while.” He said. “How can I help you?”

I blushed. The way he looked at me made me shiver. I had on make-up, my hair styled to look cute.

“I… I think there’s a side effect to your research professor.” I said, voice soft, flirtatious. “I… I’ve got a problem.”

I wiggled my hips, ass, showing off my body.

“And what seems to be the problem?”

I blushed, nervous.

“I… I can’t cum. The last time it was… here, with you, and since then… nothing. No matter what I do I just can’t get there. I’ve tried everything, playing with myself, with others, with toys, but nothing. I get close but it’s like there’s something missing.”

Professor Wickes nodded, still smiling.

“That sounds serious.”

I nodded.

“I… I think I know what the problem is though.” I said.

His smile widened.

“Oh, and what’s that?”

I giggled. I slipped off my coat, showing off my outfit, my body. I loved how Professor Wickes' face lit up, lust and desire, shifting in his seat as I excited him. I knew his cock was getting hard at just the sight of me.

“I need your cock. All that research and training… it was all done with your cock, the toy was your cock, and then the last session. I… I think my body is addicted to your cock. I need your cock to cum.”

I was blushing, flustered. I couldn’t believe what I was saying but I could feel the truth of it. I needed his cock.

“That does sound serious. I suppose as the researcher it’s my duty to help you out. I think we can overcome that problem but… it’ll mean more research. Do you think you can handle more research? It’ll be far more intense and rigorous.”

I nodded, smiling, eager.

“I can handle it.” I said. “I want it.”

Professor Wickes slowly rose to his feet.

“Wonderful, wonderful. I’ll begin preparing a research plan to fix this side effect right away. I already have a few ideas on how we can overcome this fixation and addiction to my cock specifically. I mean… I’m flattered, but only being able to cum with my cock is unsustainable for a pretty thing like you. You should be out there having fun after all.”

I smiled, blushing.

“However, as for right now, I think you need some help. You said you’ve not come since the last session, is that correct?”

I nodded. Professor Wickes moved closer. I could see the bulge in his trousers.

“That’s correct.” I said.

I felt needy and desperate. My whole body ached, mouth hot and wet.

“Well, how about I help you out? You must be desperate to cum and, well… I’ve missed that mouth of yours.”

I smiled, blushing, flattered.

“Thank you.” I said.

And with that, I fell to my knees and I began to crawl towards my professor to earn my release.

THE END
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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
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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...


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

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