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Pornstar Double

“You said you wanted to prove you’re not that charming young starlet, didn’t you?” Ms Reznor said. “Take this and get changed. Then we shall see how innocent you are.”

She offered him a black paper bag, unmarked. She wanted him to wear what was inside to prove it wasn’t him in the video.

Cal was still for a moment, hesitating, before he reached out to take the bag, resigning himself to his fate. After all, he didn’t really have much of a choice, did he?

Cal has noticed the other students at his college acting strangely, staring at him, whispering, pointing, laughing, but he has no idea why. That is until his best friend, Steve, reluctantly explains it to him.

There is a video circulating around the campus, a graphic, thrilling, amateur, adult video of a hot, muscly guy and a pretty girl who looks a lot like Cal. The rumours are already spreading like wildfire, and given even his best friend is almost convinced by the likeness how is Cal supposed to convince everyone that he’s not that hot, sexy starlet?

Cal decides that the best course of action is to ignore it all and hope that people eventually forget about it or get distracted by something else. But when the rumours end up disturbing one of his lectures Cal realises his plan is unsustainable, and, worse, his lecturer, the domineering and intimidating Ms Reznor has noticed the disruption centred around Cal, and she wants to speak to him, alone.

Of all his teachers, Ms Reznor noticing is by far the worst possibility—not only is she terrifyingly strict, but she is also stunningly beautiful—and Ms Reznor has zero tolerance for disruptions to her lessons. When Cal feigns ignorance, Ms Reznor lets him know that not only has she seen the videos, but that she believes him to be the starlet from them. She gives him two options, admit he is a porn star and clear up his mess, or prove his innocence.

How was Cal to know that the proof Ms Reznor required would only be the start…?


One

Cal had no idea what was going on. All day people had been looking at him, giggling, whispering, and though in the beginning he’d thought perhaps he was being paranoid, it was not long until he accepted that something was definitely different.

“Just what is going on?” Cal had asked Steve, his best friend. “You have to have noticed it too, right?”

The pair were at lunch, sat at a table together, and around them groups of other students were casting not so sly glances at Cal, the giggling and whispering beginning to grate on his nerves. Steve just smiled awkwardly and shrugged, blushing. He tried not to look Cal in the eye.

“Steve?” There was an edge to Cal’s voice.

Steve stiffened, took a deep breath. He knew that edge well enough since the pair had been friends since high school, the pair bonding over their mutual love of comic books and science. They’d quickly become fast friends, best friends, and it had been a no-brainer to come to college.

Steve looked up and smiled, but his smile was awkward. He was hiding something. Cal knew him well enough to know when he was hiding something.

“What is it?” Cal asked.

“It’s… there’s a video going around, a… a video of someone that looks a lot like you, kind of, and… I think people know it's not you, but… it does look a lot like you.” Steve said.

Cal looked momentarily confused, and he frowned, not quite sure why a video of someone who looked like him would cause quite so much fuss, quite so many giggles and whispers. He waited for Steve to continue but there was no further elaboration.

“So? I mean… there’s a guy that looks a bit like me. What, is he doing something stupid or something?”

Steve’s cheeks turned pink and he couldn’t help but laugh and look away. Around them, the laughter and the hushed voices continued. As Cal looked around the room he could see groups of fellow students looking at their phones, staring at the screens, then glancing at him, giggling.

Cal looked back to Steve and he could feel his cheeks blushing. What was that video?

“Have you seen it?” Cal asked.

Steve was still for a moment then nodded.

“I… yeah.”

“Show me.”

Steve was still, then shook his head. Cal could feel the flush of his cheeks getting worse, embarrassment and annoyance, his heart beating fast.

“You have to show me. I mean… you know it’s not me, don’t you?”

Steve looked up, looked Cal in the eye. He was still, then, shrugged.

“I… it does look a lot like you.” Steve said.

Cal was still, the giggles, the stares, the whispers. It was all getting too much. He had to see that video.

“Show me. Now.”

Steve sighed, relenting. He reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, unlocking it and pulling up the video before showing it to Cal.

“Just… don’t say I didn’t warn you.” Steve said.

Cal looked for a moment at the screen, confused. There was a guy on screen who looked nothing like him, and then a girl came into frame in a cute schoolgirl outfit and… he froze.

“Shit.” He whispered.

This was bad.

The video was porn, which would have been bad enough had Cal’s doppelgänger been the guy, a broad, muscular, well-hung man with a deep tan, but… the actor that looked like Cal was the girl. The girl in the schoolgirl uniform, with long-blonde bunches, a tiny skirt, fetish heels, a cropped, snug top with the words ‘DADDY’S GIRL’ written in pink across it, in fishnets, was… was she a boy? Maybe?

Cal’s eyes dropped to the title of the video. FEMBOY SISSY SCHOOL GIRL SLUT GETS PUNISHED. Femboy? Sissy? What did those words even mean?

He looked back to the video, the girl strutting in her heels, swaying her hips, ass, her long smooth legs. She looked hot, like… pornstar hot, yet... she really did look like him.

The girl sauntered up to the guy, her body slim and short with surprisingly feminine curves in her outfit, her long legs so smooth and graceful. She was flat-chested, but somehow that just made her look cuter, sweet and innocent, and her face was strikingly beautiful, with bright, heavy, pornstar makeup.

Her lips, her eyes, the way she moved and smiled, made Cal’s cock throb. The man moved, stepped in close to her, and reached out to grab her, his hands reaching under her tiny skirt to grab her ass. She smiled, giggled, wiggling into his grip.

“See?” Steve said.

Steve shut the video down, the screen turning black, and he slipped it into his pocket. The video had barely begun, but Cal had seen enough, yet… he kind of wanted to see more. Just what had the other students seen his pornstar doppelgänger do?

Cal was quiet for a moment.

“I… yeah.” He whispered. “How bad is it?”

Steve sighed.

“Bad. Like… that video is… it’s full-on, and… and there’s more than one. They’re a couple, the guy and the femboy, and they make amateur videos. There’s… there are dozens of them. And… you really look alike.”

“I know.” Cal said.

Cal knew he wasn’t the most masculine or most butch man, the tallest or the broadest, the strongest or the most dashing, but he’d never really minded that much. He’d always assumed that he was a late bloomer, though… in the last couple of years, even that vague hope had begun to fade. Still, he knew he wasn’t unattractive.

His face was even and symmetrical, with soft, dainty, refined features, and he’d been called cute and even beautiful by some of his female friends. He’d taken good care of himself too, biking to and from school, and then to and from college, so though he’d remained slim, svelte, petite, he had solid legs, a strong core, and a firm ass—though the latter he sometimes worried was a little too firm, a little too pert and round and shapely.

And, seeing that video, seeing someone who looked so much like him look so hot as a girl, in a skirt and fishnets, with such a girly, feminine ass, maybe… maybe he was right. Maybe all that cycling had made his ass too big and round, had made his thighs too thick and shapely maybe… would he look so slutty and sexy if he wore something like that?

“You know it’s not me though, right?” Cal asked Steve.

Steve nodded.

“Yeah, I… if it was one video I might have my doubts, but… there’s so many, and… last I checked you’ve not been dating a dude that looks like that stud for the last six months.” Steve said, laughing, softly.

Cal laughed with him, but he could still hear the slight tinges of doubt in his best friend’s voice. If even Steve had doubts then how was he ever going to convince the rest of his friends and his classmates that he wasn’t a pornstar? That he wasn’t a femboy sissy schoolgirl in his free time?

“What do I do?” Cal asked.

Steve shrugged. His smile was drawn thin, a look of sympathy.

“I guess you just have to wait it out. Hope people forget about it eventually. I mean, if you deny it and kick up a fuss it’ll just encourage people so the best thing is to ignore it and hope they get bored quickly.”

Cal was quiet.

“So I just have to let people think I’m a… a… a femboy pornstar and hope they forget about it eventually? That they get bored? I… that doesn’t seem like the kind of thing people forget about or get bored of quickly.”

Steve shrugged.

“I mean… you can say it isn’t you, and I’ll back you up, but… if you react too strongly or get too defensive it’ll just either make people think you’re guilty or they’ll get a cruel thrill out of teasing you. Plus… I mean… she does look hot, and her boyfriend is fucking hung. If it was you, which I know it isn’t, I’d say you have nothing to be ashamed of. It’s just sex, just two people having fun.”

Cal stared at his best friend for a moment. Steve forced his smile wide, and then the pair laughed, breaking the tension.

“How many of those videos have you watched?” Cal asked.

Steve’s blush spread.

“A few…” He said.

“Fucking perv!” Cal said, laughing.

“Hey, she’s hot!” Steve said. “And… they have really good chemistry. It’s way hotter than two professionals that don’t even like each other if you ask me.”

“Yeah, but… she looks like me…” Cal said.

He could feel his cheeks turning pink, a sense of embarrassment and shame that his best friend had watched the videos, enjoyed them, all while the starlet looked so much like him. Did… did Steve think he was hot?

“But it isn’t you, so… no harm, no foul.” Steve said.

Cal shook his head. He supposed his best friend was technically right yet still, it had set his mind wandering. So many people had watched those videos now, had seen the couple… performing.

Did they think Cal was her, that femboy schoolgirl? That he’d starred in porn videos with his well-hung boyfriend?

Yet, Cal had only ever dated girls, had even dated a few girls at his college. They all knew that, didn’t they? They knew he was into girls, that he was straight, that he didn’t have a well-built stud of a boyfriend, didn’t they? But… it was kind of flattering that they might think a guy like the one in the video would be into him, that a handsome, hung man like that would…

Cal shook his head. His mind was wandering. The video had gotten into his head and he needed to stop thinking about it.

He needed to do as Steve said. Deny the rumours if asked, but otherwise, just ignore them.

People would get bored eventually, wouldn’t they?


Two

The bell rang and Cal’s final class came to an end. Already the whispers and the giggles were starting up again. It had only been a single day and already he was sick of it all.

He had no idea who had started the rumour, or when, but he knew he’d had enough of it, and he’d only been aware of it for a few hours. It was obviously not true, yet that didn’t stop his classmates or even some of his friends from joining in.

Yet, he kept his head held high. If asked he denied it, gently, as though he had nothing to hide, but otherwise he ignored it all. Still, it was hard knowing what people were saying, what they were thinking, knowing what they had seen. That they had seen his femboy doppelgänger doing…

“Cal? Do you mind staying after class? I’d like a quick word with you.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal, in the process of packing up his bag, looked up. Ms Reznor was standing at the front of the class, watching him, smiling, and a cold chill ran up his spine.

“I… yeah, sure.” Cal said, voice catching slightly.

He looked to Steve who was in the process of leaving and smiled, pale. Steve smiled back and shrugged, an expression of sympathy yet with a look of almost envy in his eyes.

They both agreed that Ms Reznor was easily the hottest teacher they had, yet they also both agreed that she was, without a doubt, terrifying.

Ms Reznor was tall and slim, with long, fiery copper-red hair, falling in loose curls to her shoulders. Her eyes were blue-grey, piercing, and she had a habit of staring at her students like she was reading them in the way she’d read a children’s book, something simple and easy to understand, amusing, but not challenging enough to engage even a fraction of her intellect.

Her height and her gaze would have been enough to be intimidating on their own, but it was her beauty, her striking features that were almost regal, and her habit of dressing all in black, flowing dresses and skirts and tops that seemed to billow around her as she moved, that elevated her from simply intimidating into terrifying.

So, as the room cleared, Cal stayed where he was, in the middle rows of the vast lecture theatre, and Ms Reznor stood watching him, grinning, her horn-rimmed glasses glinting in the light, her gaze just as sharp as ever.

“Cal, would you mind coming closer? I feel like it’d be easier to talk if you weren’t quite so far away. As it is it almost feels like you’re trying to hide from me.”

Cal blushed slightly. He almost was trying to hide from her.

Yet, he did as he was asked, picking up his bag with his books and his laptop in, hefting it down to the front of the room where Ms Reznor stood waiting.

Up close she was even more terrifying.

In her heels she was a good six inches taller than Cal, who wasn’t tall, but who wasn’t exactly short either, coming in at just a couple of inches below average height for a man. And up close her face was even more stunning.

Her makeup was simple, but elegant, dark eyeliner and mascara, the barest hint of eyeshadow, with deep red lips, just enough to accentuate her natural beauty without smothering it. It was all Cal could do not to stare at her in fear and awe.

As Call approached Ms Reznor watched him, studied him, as though reading him, amused by him. Her smile sent a cold thrill up his spine.

“I… hi.” Cal muttered. “You said you wanted to talk to me?”

Ms Reznor nodded.

“I did. I noticed today in class there was rather more chatter and laughter than I’d normally expect, and it seemed focussed on you. Would you care to elaborate?”

Cal blushed. She had noticed. His teachers finding out about the rumours had been weighing on his mind since lunch, but out of all of them, Ms Reznor finding out, confronting him, was the outcome he’d been dreading most.

“I… I’m not sure. I… I mean… I didn’t do anything. I was focused on you and was listening to the lecture. I can show you my notes if you want?” Cal said.

Ms Reznor’s smile curled up, a glint in her eyes and she nodded.

“I know. I was watching you closely. You’ve always been a diligent student, yet your presence in my class today still caused a disturbance, and I will not tolerate it. Can you think of any reason why your being here might cause such a fuss?”

Her voice was soft, yet there was a strength in how she spoke and how she held herself, like steel wrapped in silk.

“I… I… no, not that I can think of.” Cal said, shaking his head.

Ms Reznor’s smile vanished, suddenly, and her gaze became hard.

“Really Cal? Nothing you can think of, like… say… rumours of you performing in explicit pornographic videos with your boyfriend?”

Cal blinked, stunned, quiet, turning pale. He opened his mouth but no words came. His heart skipped, and he felt his stomach drop.

“I… I… I…” There was nothing Cal could say and he seemed almost to choke on his words.

Ms Reznor smirked, as though amused by Cal’s mute terror, as though she was enjoying taunting him, making him suffer.

“Oh come now Cal, you didn’t think I wouldn’t find out did you? The whole college is buzzing with the news. We have a star amongst us, or is that starlet? Literally everyone is talking about you.”

Cal blinked. The room seemed to spin.

“I even watched a few of the videos myself, and though they’re not quite to my tastes, I have to say you’re a very talented actress, and you’re very lucky. Your boyfriend is quite the catch. However, I cannot and will not tolerate you causing a disturbance in my class. I have no objections to what you do in your free time, but your extracurricular activities are impacting my ability to teach, so I expect you to resolve the issue. Is that understood?” Ms Reznor said.

Cal was frozen. He’d done nothing wrong, and now…

The way she was looking at him, her smile, her cold, bright, intense blue eyes, her looming height, terrified him. What was he supposed to do?

Even in her loose black dress he could see the subtle curves of her body, her hips, ass, tits, the trim muscle. She radiated an air of controlled power and command, and it made Cal want to just nod, and agree, but… how was he supposed to do anything when it wasn’t even him in those videos?

“But… it’s not me.” Cal said. “Those… those videos, the girl, the femboy, the woman… she… they… it’s not me.”

Ms Reznor stared at Cal, smirking. She studied him, closely, looking him up and down, her gaze intense. The way she looked at him made him squirm, the way a germ might squirm when reviewed under a microscope, as though she were inspecting him.

“I’ve seen the videos, Cal. The likeness is just a little too remarkable for me to believe that it's not you. And I remind you, there’s nothing to be ashamed of. As I said, you are very talented and quite beautiful, but… I simply will not tolerate this disturbance in my class. That is all.”

“It really isn’t me though!” Cal said, protesting his innocence.

Ms Reznor looked at him, watched him. She was quiet for a moment, then laughed.

“You seem earnest, and I pride myself on being an excellent judge of character, yet… the resemblance is just a little too striking for me to dismiss it out of hand, no matter how convincingly you protest.” My Reznor said. “Yet, I don’t want to punish you if you are innocent. If it really isn’t you in the videos then it would be unfair of me to insist you resolve this issue, and I am many things Cal, but never unfair. So, how do we resolve this conundrum?”

Cal was quiet for a moment.

“Could you… could you not just believe me? I mean… it might look like me, but… it’s not. And… Steve, my friend, he’ll back me up. He knows I don’t have a boyfriend. He knows that I… he knows it’s not me.”

“So I should simply trust the word of you and your friend in the face of quite convincing evidence? You are asking me Cal to simply trust the word of you and your best friend, despite having seen the videos with my own eyes. If you were me, would you just go on blind faith alone? Wouldn’t you assume that your best friend might lie to protect you? As I said, there is nothing to be ashamed of, so if you were to admit the truth perhaps I would be lenient…”

As Ms Reznor spoke she let her voice trail off, as though she were offering something, a hook baited, waiting for Cal to bite. Cal though knew he was innocent. They might look alike, but it wasn’t him in those videos. Yet…

“How am I supposed to prove it though?” Cal asked.

Ms Reznor was quiet for a moment.

“An interesting question. I might, however, have an answer. Are you really going to continue to protest your innocence though? You could just leave now and simply resolve the issue by admitting the truth and putting the rumours to bed. If you admit the truth then people will quickly stop gossiping. As it is, the question of if you are that charming starlet is far more interesting than the truth of you being that starlet. You could just confess, and the gossip and the whispers and the laughter would fade. It would be much easier to just tell the truth. As it is, prooving your innocence might be rather challenging and demanding.”

“I’m telling the truth.” Cal said. “And… and I’m willing to prove it.”

Ms Reznor smiled.

“Very well.” She said. “But do not say I did not give you opportunity to resolve the issue easily. Now, since you insist… come with me.”

Without another word, Ms Reznor picked up her bag, a small black satchel with her notes and her laptop in, and she headed out of the lecture theatre, striding with purpose. Cal blinked, stunned for a moment, then chased after her.

Ms Reznor walked quickly, along corridors, and Cal did his best to follow. Her strides were long and quick however, her black dress flowing like a storm as it fluttered behind her, and Cal had to almost jog to keep up, so that by the time they reached her office he was sweating and out of breath.

“Inside. Now.” She said, holding the door open.

Cal paused for only a moment before obeying.

Ms Reznor stepped in behind then closed the door, locking it after her. In the smaller confines of her office she seemed to loom even larger, and Cal felt his heart racing.

“Take the bag on my desk into my bathroom. Get changed. When you’re ready come out and we shall see how innocent you are.” Ms Reznor said, her tone commanding.

Cal was silent for a moment.

“I… what?” He whispered.

She stared at him, did not smile.

“You said you wanted to prove your innocence. This seemed the only logical way. In that bag is the best replica I could find of the outfit from the video that is causing all this fuss. Take it through to my en-suite bathroom and get changed. When you are ready, step out, and I will see how you compare to your apparent doppelgänger. If you are not that charming young starlet it should be more obvious if you are dressed like them, should it not?”

Cal blinked. He looked across the office to Ms Reznor’s desk, the bag on top of it, black paper, unmarked. Inside was… was an outfit like the one from the video? A sexy, slutty, schoolgirl outfit?

She wanted him to wear that to prove it wasn’t him in the video?

“I…”

“Or you can leave, and fix the issue of the disturbances in my class by admitting the truth. I do not care if it is the truth or not, but unless you are willing to prove to me you are innocent, I expect you to resolve the issue. Understand?”

Cal was quiet for a moment, then nodded. He took a deep breath.

His options were simple enough. Wear the outfit and let Ms Reznor see him dressed as a porno schoolgirl so she would know it wasn’t him, or admit to the entire college that it was him, even though it wasn’t.

It seemed like an easy choice, humiliating himself in front of one person instead of an entire school, yet… he paused. There was just something about his teacher that terrified him. Still, he knew what he was going to do.

“Fine.” Cal said.

“Good girl.” Ms Reznor said, smirking.

And something about her tone of voice sent a thrill through Cal that was part fear, and part joy.

He stepped off, grabbed the bag, and headed through to Ms Reznor’s private bathroom, resigning himself to his fate. After all, he didn’t really have much of a choice, did he?


Three

Wanting to get it all over with as quickly as possible Cal emptied the bag out onto the small table in the corner of the bathroom. His heart sank.

It really was a very good replica of the outfit in the video—a tiny pleated schoolgirl skirt, in pink and grey and white, fishnet pantyhose, a cute cropped top with the word ‘SLUT’ written across the front in pink letters, sexy black fetish heels, and… panties. And Cal knew he had to wear all of it.

Taking a deep breath, wanting to get it over with quickly, he stripped and set to dressing. He pulled the panties on first, the cloth silky, soft, caressing over his legs, and as he pulled them into place he could not help but remark on how snug they were, how tiny, cupping his ass, high cut to reveal butt-cheeks, hips, thighs, barely managing to contain his semi-hard cock. Why was he getting hard?

He then pulled on the pantyhose, struggling a little with the fishnet material, slipping one leg in at a time and working slowly to try to get the mesh to sit evenly. As he pulled them up as could not help but admire his legs yet… the femboy in the video had smooth legs, and while his legs had never been hairy, he could not help but feel that what little hair he did have sullied the overall look of the fishnets on his calves and thighs.

He tried not to fret about it, however, and satisfied himself that perhaps the hair on his legs would be ample proof that it wasn’t him in the videos. Next came the skirt, and Cal felt a thrill as he tugged it up and into place around his waist.

It was short, flaring out, and he could not help but feel that the combination of panties, pantyhose, and mini-skirt somehow made his legs look longer, fuller and more feminine. Even his hip and ass seemed subtly enhanced, hips wider, ass rounder, and he couldn’t help but compare himself to the femboy in the video. In his skirt and pantyhose and panties, he looked… even curvier.

That observation stirred strange emotions in Cal, the idea that he was even more feminine than the starlet in the video who had caused this whole situation, yet he felt oddly proud too, and glad, even more proof that he was innocent. It didn’t matter that his body was even girlier, so long as it proved he was innocent.

Finally, he slipped on the top, cropped to show off his waist, belly, belly button, and then the heels. They were treacherous, the pointed heels making him stand almost three inches taller, and it was difficult enough to stand still in them, let alone walk. Still, he could not help but notice how they shifted his posture, legs longer, ass sticking out, shoulders back. He took a couple of careful steps towards the mirror and he felt his hips shift, swaying, ass wiggling.

“Just like the person in that video.” Cal whispered to himself, grinning.

It felt kind of… fun, and Cal felt his cock throb, swelling, a sense of joy in it. The femboy in that video had been really hot. Maybe he would be…

Cal stepped in front of the mirror and froze. He looked…

“Fuck…” He whispered. “I look good.”

Cal giggled, blushing, his reflection filling him with a bright joy, the image of a sexy slutty school girl in fetish heels with the word ‘SLUT’ printed across her top turning him on.

Only… that was him.

And that knowledge only turned him on more. Cal posed, timid at first, but quickly becoming more brazen, sluttier, a naughty little pornstar. He looked hot, and watching himself he could feel his lust growing. Without thinking he began to touch himself, teasing, to see how it would feel. His hands caressed his thighs, his chest, his ass.

He felt good.

“I wonder what it would be like if I were smooth.” He whispered, remembering the femboy from the video.

They’d been smooth all over, and they’d looked so sexy. If he…

There was a knock on the door, startling Cal from his reverie. He jumped, dropped his hands away from his body.

“Are you done, Cal? We really don’t have all night.” Ms Reznor asked.

Cal blushed, hot, head spinning. He was dressed, but there was a clear bulge under his skirt. How could he…

“You’ll need to be quick or the cleaners will be in here tidying up. So, unless you want an audience, I’d suggest you hurry.”

Cal blinked. He shifted, tucking his hard cock away as best as he could in his panties, hoping that would be enough to hide his arousal. He looked over himself.

He really did look like the girl, the femboy, from the video, only… he was a little hairier, a little curvier, a little shorter, and his face… his cheeks flamed.

Even without a wig, and with no makeup, dressed as he was, pretty, sexy, he could not deny that he was just a little prettier than them too. He felt an odd mix of emotions at the realisation that he was even more feminine than the person in the video, the person even Steve had thought was hot. What would Steve think of Cal if he could see him now?

Cal giggled, but pushed the thought away. He had to get this over with. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then turned away from the mirror

“Coming.” Cal said, and he stepped towards the door.

Cal unlocked it, opened it, stepped out, and he froze as he saw Ms Reznor sitting on her desk, waiting for him, whatever little confidence he had left vanishing as she stared at him.

She was quiet for a moment, and as she looked at him Cal could not help but squirm, nervous, shifting from one foot to the other, his hips swaying, ass wiggling, long fishnet-clad legs on display.

“You look stunning, and perhaps you were telling the truth, but… there’s only one way to be sure. Come here and sit down. There’s something missing.”

Cal nodded, did as he was told, walked to sit on the chair Ms Reznor had indicated. She rose to her feet and moved to the side, rummaged in a drawer in her desk, pulled out two small bags.

“You might not be that starlet after all, but, you’re missing the hair, and the makeup, and I need to be sure.” She said. “Now, sit still, this won’t take a moment.”

And she was right.

Cal did as he was told, too overwhelmed to resist, sitting as still as he could to disguise the hard-on in his panties, and Ms Reznor worked quickly, fitting the wig on his head, long blonde curls just like the femboy from the video, clipping it into place, styling it into bunches.

She did his makeup next, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, blush, creams to add highlights and shadows, lipstick and lip gloss.

She was silent as she worked, intent, and Cal could not help but admire her as close as she was, the feminine grace of her body, her stunning beauty, her eyes, even her smell. Being this close to her turned him on and terrified him at the same time. But… this would prove he was innocent, wouldn’t it?

“Done.” Ms Reznor said, stepping back.

She was smiling. She tilted her head to one side, examining him. Cal could feel the blonde bunches falling around his shoulders, long curls, and the feminine caress of the hair made his body throb. He blushed, waiting for her verdict.

“You know, I think you might have been telling the truth after all.” Ms Reznor said. “The hair I could excuse as you not having shaved in a while, and though it does spoil the look a little it’s not so bad I’d take it as proof on its own, however… you are not quite the same as the starlet in the video.”

Cal smiled. He felt a swell of relief.

“If anything, you are even more feminine and even prettier than that rather charming young lady.”

Cal felt his head spin. The girl in the video, the femboy, had been so beautiful and sexy and girly… yet he was being told he was even more feminine, even prettier, and… he didn’t even have shaved legs. He smiled, a swell of joy, feeling strange, giddy, cock throbbing. Why did hearing these things make him happy?

“I… thank you?” Cal said, somewhat confused.

“However, I am as yet not entirely convinced. Creative lighting and filters in camera can deceive, so… there is one last thing I will need to check. Jump up and sit on my desk for me please.”

Cal was still for a moment. He blinked. Ms Reznor waited.

“Now, Cal. I do not have time to waste on your fretting. If you want to prove you are innocent stand up and sit on my desk.”

Ms Reznor patted a spot on her desk.

Not quite sure what was happening, head spinning, heart racing, Cal did as he was told. His head was fuzzy, thoughts and emotions a jumbled mess. His cock throbbed in his panties, the thrill of being sexy, cute and feminine and pretty, making his body tingle.

Cal sat and faced Ms Reznor, and she moved to stand in front of him, facing him, tall and imposing. Dressed as he was, a slutty school girl out of a porno film, he could not help but feel small and powerless but that only made his cock harder.

Ms Reznor stepped forward, reached out, gripped one of Cal’s fishnet-clad knees in each hand, and she spread his legs apart. She smiled down at him and he blushed, terrified. What if she noticed? What if…

“You see, that starlet had a very specific birthmark. I’ll just check that, and if you don’t have it, you’re in the clear. Now, be a good girl and stay still for me.”

And with that, Ms Reznor’s hands began to roam up his legs, began to raise Cal’s skirt as she stepped in between his thighs, and Cal felt powerless to resist her.

“Please…” Cal whispered, aware he needed to stop her before…

Ms Reznor lifted his skirt up, exposing his thighs, his hips, his panties.

“Oh my. Cal, you naughty girl.”

Ms Reznor looked down at Cal, smirking. It was too late. He blushed, cheeks hot with shame.

“Are you hard?” She said.

Cal turned a deep shade of pink, cheeks burning. She had noticed.

What was wrong with him? He’d been forced to dress up like the femboy from the video to prove it wasn’t him and… and he’d become aroused, become hard at the sensations and emotions, at seeing himself in the mirror.

Even worse, his current situation, sat, with his teacher lifting his skirt to examine and inspect him, stood between his thighs, spreading his legs wide, exposing his panties, the tall, domineering woman looking down at him, it was only making him harder.

“What a slut.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal looked away, hiding his face in the long curls of his wig. He bit his bottom lips, squirming. Ms Reznor could see his panties, could see his hard-on.

And then he jumped. Fingers brushed over the satin of his underwear, teased over his cock, the contact so light and fleeting he thought perhaps, maybe, he’d imagined it. But then…

Ms Reznor gripped the hem of Cal’s panties, fishnet pantyhose, and she pulled them down. Cal shifted, tried to pull away, but a hand gripped his thigh and squeezed, hard, a threat.

“Resist and I’ll take it as a confession of guilt Cal. And if you struggle it’ll just take longer. Submit and it’ll all be over quickly.”

Her words were calm, almost soothing. She made it sound so easy. Maybe it was?

Cal took a deep breath, forced himself to calm down. His underwear, his panties, were tugged down, and his hard cock popped free. He kept his face hidden, his blush spreading over his throat, chest, heart racing. Yet… he was so turned on his cock hurt, the shame and the embarrassment only fuelling the excitement he felt at being so exposed in front of his sexy, terrifying teacher, the thrill of being a slutty school girl.

“Hmmm… I think perhaps you were telling the truth.” Ms Reznor said. “You lack the subtle birthmark of the girl in the video, and your cock is noticeably smaller.”

Cal felt his cock throb, hard, aching. Ms Reznor’s words lit a fire in him that was new and bright, so many feelings and emotions. Dressed like a slutty school girl he felt small and pretty and weak, powerless to resist her.

Yet… she believed him. He was innocent. Maybe now this whole ordeal would be over. Maybe she’d help him deny the rumours, maybe…

Cal jumped as he felt fingers wrap around his cock, gripping him firmly, teasing him. Without thinking he thrust his hips, fucking his hard cock into Ms Reznor’s grip.

“In fact… you have such a cute, pretty little dick that it’s now obvious it wasn’t you in the video. You fit so neatly into one hand, while the girl in the video was quite well endowed. It looks like you really are innocent.” Ms Reznor said

Yet Cal barely heard what she had to say. Her hand on his cock was stroking, teasing, and he could not help but work his hips slowly. His cock was so hard, throbbing.

Cal’s head spun. He was dressed like a slutty school girl, his domineering teacher touching him, forcing his legs wide, teasing him. It was all too much. Her touch, the situation, feeling sexy and sensitive, having her tease his cock.

Cal turned and looked up at his teacher, saw her watching him, grinning, eyes bright with cruel mischief and sharp intelligence. She worked her hand, squeezing his thigh, standing close.

“I’m going to… I’m… If you don’t stop I’m…”

Cal’s body felt too weak to resist, yet he was going to cum. If she didn’t stop he was going to cum.

Ms Reznor didn’t stop though. She squeezed his cock, worked faster, and Cal gasped.

His cock swelled, throbbed, hard, and then…

Ms Reznor lifted her hand away, grinning, and grazed the tip of one finger against the underside of Cal’s cock, teasing from the base to the crown, and that was enough.

He was cumming, cumming hard, cock throbbing, jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky cum, yet… Ms Reznor had withdrawn her touch. He was cumming, thrusting his hips, but there was no touch, his cock thrusting into thin air, and his climax felt oddly empty, ruined.

“Fuck… I… I’m sorry.” Cal whispered.

He had cum. He had cum all over his panties, made a mess of himself in front of his teacher while dressed like a school girl out of a porn movie, in front of the most attractive and most terrifying teacher at his college. What was wrong with him?

Ms Reznor just smiled at him, then… chuckled.

“Filthy little slut.” She whispered.

Before Cal could react Ms Reznor moved, reached out to grip his cock and balls, tight. Holding them firm, almost threatening, she shifted slightly to reach over her desk to a drawer.

Cal winced, pain, squirming, but dared not resist. Ms Reznor opened the drawer and rummaged for a moment before pulling out a small, silver metal item with a padlock attached. Cal frowned, confused for a moment, then a cold chill ran down his spine.

“Well, that was more fun than I expected. I figured it really was you in those videos, and I had a plan to tease you but ultimately just let you go, but now… well, you’re just too cute to release.” Ms Reznor said.

She was smiling, but the glimmer in her eyes was almost… cruel.

“So… I think I’m going to keep you. You don’t object, do you?” She said.

Before Cal could think or speak, Ms Reznor shifted, and she released her grip on his cock only to fit the hard, cold, metal device on his soft dick, tight around his balls, and then there was an ominous click as the padlock sealed shut.

“I didn’t think so.” She said.

Ms Reznor stepped back and looked down at him, smiling, as though pleased. Cal, too overwhelmed to really have processed what was happening, sat still, legs spread, skirt up, panties down, his caged dick exposed, blushing. Cal looked down at the device she had fitted on him, snug, almost painful, the metal hard and sturdy, the padlock secure. His cock had been caged.

And then there was another click, different to the click of the padlock. Cal looked up, saw Ms Reznor holding her phone.

“Smile.” She said.

And then there was another click. She was taking photos of him, the camera in one hand, the key to his brand new cage in her other. His head spun. How had this happened? What did she want?

“Wonderful. I can assume you understand your situation now?” She said.

Cal was still for a moment, then nodded.

“Yes.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Ms Reznor said. “From now on you call me Mistress. Understand?”

Cal nodded again.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said.

“Good girl.” Ms Reznor said, grinning, clearly enjoying herself. “Now, I want you to go home and relax, but you are to keep the panties on. You are to wear them, or whatever other underwear I give you, at all times from now on. I want you back here tomorrow at the end of the day. If you’re more than 10 minutes late these pictures will be made public. And I expect you to be smooth from your nose down. Is that clear?”

Cal nodded. Smooth from the nose down? He would need to shave, like the femboy from the videos? A thrill ran up his spine, belly fluttering. The thought chilled him, but also… excited him.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said.

“Good. Now, clean up, get changed, and leave. I have things I need to be getting on with.” Ms Reznor said.

And with that, Cal realised he’d been dismissed.


Four

Cal’s evening was awful. He cleaned off his makeup, got changed, and then headed home, but the journey, in cum soaked panties, caged, only served to reinforce his new situation. Alone on the bus, the reality of his situation began to sink in.

His hot, domineering teacher, Ms Reznor, had locked his cock away, had the only key to his dick, and she now had pictures of him dressed like the femboy from those videos. If this morning’s rumours had been bad enough, he could only imagine how bad things would be if those pictures got out, pictures that were actually of him, that he couldn’t truthfully deny.

If people saw those, they’d be no doubt they were of him, There’d be no refuting such absolute evidence. His life would be over.

He just had to go along with what Ms Reznor, his Mistress wanted. But what did she want? And how long was this whole ordeal going to last?

Once home he did his best to shower and shave, using his razor to shave every inch of his body, including around his cage, around his cock and balls, but the whole ordeal was more uncomfortable and yet more joyful than he’d expected. He shaved his legs, belly, armpits, butt, even along his crack. As what little body hair he had fell away he could not help but remark on how feminine he looked, even more girly than before. How had he never noticed it before?

His skin was so soft, utterly smooth now, a constant reminder of what had happened, of what was going to happen, and he felt so much more sensitive that even washing, soapy hands caressing his body, excited him. His body felt hot and sexy and his cage throbbed, a dull ache that radiated out. How could he already be so turned on?

As he stood in the shower his mind drifted back to Ms Reznor, how she had made him dress, how he had looked, how it had felt. He could clearly remember how it felt to be exposed by her, the emotions, the touch of her hand, the thrill of feeling small and pretty and powerless. It left him hot, horny, yet as his cock tried to harden it couldn’t.

He was caged, his cock locked away. Each throb of his smooth dick was just a reminder that his Mistress owned the to key to his cock, the dull ache of it only adding to his arousal.

Cal even did his best to wash his cum crusted panties, dabbing off the stains of his ruined orgasm, but he was too afraid to wash them properly since he’d been told he had to keep wearing them at all times, and he felt compelled to obey. So, as he sat down in the evening to watch TV with Steve in their living room, it was with his cum-stained panties on under his jogging pants.

“So, what did she want?” Steve asked.

Cal could not help but blush as his best friend asked about his meeting with their teacher. His mind raced. How was he supposed to answer?

“I… yeah… she just… she’d noticed the fuss people were making today in class and wanted to talk to me about it.” He said.

Cal went on to explain that Ms Reznor had heard the rumours and that she expected Cal not to disturb her class in future. He hoped that including some elements of truth would make it believable, while he kept out the elements of truth that would make explaining his situation worse.

“So she’s seen the video then?” Steve asked.

Cal nodded.

“Shit. That spread fast. But… she believed you when you said it wasn’t you, right?”

“Yeah. She… she believed me in the end.” Cal said.

He could feel himself blushing at just the thought of Steve finding out how he’d proved his innocence. What would Steve say if he found out what Cal had done?

How would he react if he saw those photos? What would he do if he knew Cal was smooth, caged, if he discovered that only hours ago he’d been dressed just like that femboy from the video, like a slutty school girl from a porno? Just thinking about it was enough to make Cal’s body throb, a dull ache centred on his caged cock.

“Well, at least she believes you. Maybe it’ll all die down tomorrow? Still, it's a bit unfair she expects you to fix the issue. You didn’t even do anything” Steve said.

Cal agreed. But what was he supposed to do about it? Yet, that thought only made him wonder what his Mistress expected him to do tomorrow. What did she have planned for him now she had claimed him, now she had those photos of him to encourage him to obey?

So Cal remained too distracted to be able to focus on the TV or to engage in deep conversation. After a few hours, he made excuses and went to bed, early, aware tomorrow would be another long day.

And it was…

It was a long day after a night of very fitful sleep.

Despite having cum only hours earlier Cal was undeniably horny. His head was full of thoughts of his Mistress, wearing the sexy schoolgirl outfit, being smooth, pretty, having his legs spread as he sat on her desk, Ms Reznor looming over him, exposing him, touching him, making him cum, caging him.

What was she going to do to him tomorrow? Was she going to make him wear that outfit again? Or something else?

With his cage on though he could do nothing but toss and turn, and even that was a distraction, his smooth body more sensitive now, his panties so much more feminine, so much sexier.

He woke with his alarm clock and got dressed, still in his cum-stained panties, grabbed coffee, and headed out to college with Steve, the pair riding the bus together, and Cal remained very aware of his situation, squirming, mind wandering, his caged cock aching.

“Are you okay? You look kinda flush.” Steve said as they got off the bus.

Cal felt his blush deepen. Did he suspect something? What would he do if he found out?

“I… just a bad night’s sleep. Worrying about today and… and the rumour. That’s all.”

“Ah, yeah. Understandable.” Steve said, nodding. “But… I’m here if you need me. Just keep your head down, ignore it all, and it’ll pass.”

And Cal did just that. He kept his head down and he did his best to ignore the whispers and the laughter, and… it was a lot easier than the day before, his cage, his panties, his smooth body, thoughts of what his Mistress was going to make him do later, all providing ample distraction.

So much so that he struggled to focus, daydreaming about yesterday, imagining later, squirming in his panties as he sat trying to listen to lectures. His cage was agony, but… he was beginning to enjoy it.

By the end of the day, Cal was almost eager to see his Mistress, hopeful that maybe she’d unlock his cage, that he’d be allowed to cum, but somehow less than sure that she would. As the final bell rang and his classmates and friends began to head out he stopped.

“I… I need to go to the library.” Cal said to Steve as they left their final class. “Catch you back at home?”

Steve nodded. It was not usual that one of them would need to use the library.

“Just message me if you need me okay?” He said. “Just… in case anyone causes you any trouble with those rumours.”

Cal said he would. Yet… he already knew he was in trouble because of those rumours. He just didn’t know quite how much trouble, but he knew he was going to find out.

So Cal ran to Ms Reznor’s office and arrived with only four minutes to spare, and he knocked, panting for breath, sweating. As he waited for her answer he began to panic about what ifs. The thought of those images leaking, of people finding out, of Steve finding out, sent a thrill through him, and his caged cocked throbbed, a dull ache that he was beginning to enjoy.

“Come in Cal.” Ms Reznor said.

And Cal entered, shut the door behind him.

She was sitting on the front of her desk, waiting, legs crossed, wearing a black knee-length fitted skirt, a white blouse, black stockings and black heels. She was smiling, with dark red lips, bright blue eyes sparkling behind her glasses, her long red hair up in a messy bun on the top of her head. His heart skipped, fear and lust, and he felt the dull ache of his caged cock intensify.

Around her neck was a long chain, a key on the end of it. His key. Seeing it made him feel weak and giddy.

“Show me your panties so I know you’ve been a good girl for me.” Ms Reznor said.

She spoke the words simply, matter of factly, but that just made the sense of shame more intense. Still, Cal did not argue or resist.

He undid his trousers and lowered them just enough to show his cum-stained panties, the tiny bulge of his caged cock. Ms Reznor smiled, nodded.

“Head through to my bathroom.” Ms Reznor said. “Your outfit is in there. Quickly now.”

Cal blushed, nodded. He did up his trousers.

“I… yes Mistress.” He said.

And he obeyed.

He headed through to the bathroom and set about changing, nervous, flustered, but also… excited. He was curious about what she was going to make him wear today, thoughts of fishnets, heels, miniskirts, schoolgirl outfits.

What he found made him pause. Yet… he smiled. He didn’t have a choice, did he?

Taking a deep breath, Cal undressed and slipped on the white stockings, white suspenders, white panties, and white bra. The feel of it all, the silk against smooth skin, the snug panties, the suspender belt and the bra, lace and satin, made him whimper, caged cock agony, yet… he could not deny it was fun.

There were no clothes, but in the lingerie alone he felt more exposed than if he’d just been naked. Squirming, blushing, heart beating hard, he finally slipped on the white high heels. He looked at himself in the mirror and he giggled.

He looked… virginal. And he was, a virgin at least, but being dressed like a slutty, girly virgin prepared for her wedding night, having it so blatantly advertised, made him blush. Yet he knew his Mistress was waiting, so he did not take too long to admire himself, but he could not deny that in the lingerie and heels his legs looked long and full.

The panties made his ass look perky, round, jiggly. The suspender belt made his hips look wider, waist narrower. Even the bra only served to accentuate the feminine curve of his flat chest.

As ready as he knew he’d ever be, Cal stepped out to face his Mistress.

“Oh, you do look wonderful!” Ms Reznor said as he emerged from the bathroom.

Her enthusiasm, the joy in her reaction, made Cal blush. He tottered in his heels, not sure how to walk in them, but he did his best to look cute and sexy. His cage ached as his smooth, stocking-clad thighs brushed against each other.

“But… you need the finishing touches. And this is the last time I’ll be doing this, so pay attention.” Ms Reznore said. “Come, sit.”

Cal did as he was told, sitting in the chair his Mistress indicated, and she set about fitting his wig, the long blonde curls caressing his bare shoulders, then she set about doing his makeup, pinks and blacks and silvers. She talked through each step, what and how and why, and she made it clear that starting from tomorrow, Cal would be doing this himself.

Tomorrow? So… he already knew he was expected back tomorrow. Just how long was this going to go on for?

“Wonderful, you look adorable!” Ms Reznor said. “But… as you came in I noticed you wobbling in your heels. If you’re going to be my pet slut you need to not just look like one, but you need to move and act like one too. Is that clear?”

Cal’s head spun. Pet slut? Is that what he was?

Yet, caged as he was, with his Mistress having those photos of him, he knew he could not resist. But… part of him didn’t even want to resist.

Cal nodded. He gave no argument. She was so beautiful and intimidating. He felt so powerless around her.

“Good, now on your feet. We’ll start with walking, and then we can move on to crawling. These are essential skills. And remember, it's all in the hips and ass, it's all in the wiggle. Impress me and I just might reward you.” She said.

At the mention of a reward, Cal blushed a deep pink. His eyes fell to the key around her neck. Maybe…


Five

With the possibility of release, of cumming, as motivation, Cal did his best to learn quickly, to listen, to master the skill of strutting in heels. It helped that he was actually enjoying it too.

“Heel to toe, one foot in front of the other. Let your hips roll and feel the wiggle of your ass. You have such a juicy peach butt it's a shame you try to hide it. You should be proud of such a pert, sexy ass, and you should flaunt it!” Ms Rezor said. “Just think how you could brighten people’s days if you were to jiggle that cute little butt more.”

The thought made Cal blush, the idea of walking like this outside of his Mistress’s office, but it also… excited him. It was fun to wiggle and strut, to feel sexy, and the idea of people looking at him, noticing him, thinking him pretty made him feel warm, a dull ache in his caged cock as it tried and failed to harden.

He couldn’t help but picture Steve’s face as he strutted back and forth across Ms Reznor’s office. What would his best friend do if he saw him like this? How would he react? And why was thinking about it making him hot? Why did the idea of showing off, of being seen excite him?

“Very good. You are a fast learner, which bodes so well for you. And, given your smile, I assume you’re having fun. So, since you’ve mastered the basics so well, why don’t we try something a little more advanced? I want to see how you pose on all fours.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal froze. He had just begun getting the hang of walking in heels, of strutting like a slut, and he had just begun to have fun. Now he had to master another skill?

Yet, the praise warmed him, his Mistress’s smile as she acknowledged his progress. Maybe he would earn his reward. Maybe he’d be let out of his cage. Maybe…

“Onto all fours Cal. Now!” Ms Reznor said.

Cal blushed as he realised he’d been daydreaming, yet it was hard not to given how horny he was, how hot and flustered he was in his lingerie, after strutting around in his heels. He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself, caged cock throbbing, then, slowly, fell to his knees, then went to all fours.

His blush deepened as he realised how exposed he was like this. He looked up at his Mistress as she sat watching him, grinning, his body smooth, in lingerie and heels, face painted, wig on, like… like a slut from a porn film. And… he realised he was having fun.

As hot and horny and flustered as he was there was no way he could deny it. Obeying, submitting, being forced to strut around in heels by his teacher, was fun. Even being caged, being so frustrated, teased, was hot.

“Good, but could be better.” Ms Reznor said.

She rose to her feet, walked over to stand beside Cal, looming over him. He looked up at her, her heels close to his face, long stocking-clad legs rising up, the hem of her skirt, the shadow between her thighs. He could smell the musk of her perfume, the musk of her body, and it was almost enough to make him dizzy.

“Curve your spine more, and lift your ass. I want your legs spread too, knees shoulder width apart as standard. People will want to see your cute ass and the adorable little bulge of your caged cock so make sure to show them off. Never put your thighs together around me, but if I want them wider I will tell you, or force you.” Ms Reznor said, grinning.

The shame of her words made Cal hot, the idea of her forcing his legs wide, the idea of showing off his ass. Still, as flustered as he was he did his best to focus.

Cal took a deep breath and exhaled, slowly, curving his spine, keeping his head, staring at his Mistress’s heels, low as he lifted his ass up high. His back and shoulders ached, and he felt his spine stretch, click, but it felt good too.

“Oh my, someone is flexible. Your back bend is quite something to admire, and the way you offer your ass up to me is just so tempting. You really are quite the talented slut.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal’s blush deepened, and his caged cock throbbed, but his Mistress’s praise made him smile. He held his pose, shallow breaths, and spread his legs just a little wider.

“Now, I want you to soften the pose, but just a little. Keep your ass up and spine curved. Think slut. And then, when I give you the command, you are to crawl towards me. Understand?”

Cal nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered.

And with that Ms Reznor moved away again, heels clicking, and Cal watched her walk across the room to stand on the far side, her hips swaying, ass wiggling, her walk perfect, and he made a note of it, the poetry of how she walked so he could try to emulate it.

She turned back to face him and she smiled. He looked up at her, exposed, on all fours, waiting for her command, and something about the situation just felt… right.

“Now, crawl to me slut. And make sure to wiggle that pert, juicy ass of yours. Show me you can be a pretty little slut.”

Cal smiled, fluttered his heavy eyelashes, bit his bottom lip. His heart was racing, his caged cock a dull ache, and he remembered what he’d been taught about walking in heels, the sway and jiggle of his hips and ass. Slowly, he began to crawl…

He moved on hands and knees, slowly, carefully, his body swaying, almost prowling, and as Ms Reznor smiled he knew he was pleasing her. With that thought, that encouragement, he put even more emphasis into his wiggle, lifted his ass even higher. If he did a good job maybe she’d unlock him, maybe she’d…

“My you are a quick study. I’m beginning to think perhaps you’ve done this before. Have you? Are you secretly a dirty little slut in your free time, Cal?”

Cal blushed, still crawling, swaying his hips. He shook his head.

“No, Mistress. This… this is my first time. I just… I want to impress you. I want to earn a… a reward.”

“A reward… well, since you are so very pretty, and since you’ve behaved so well, I think we can do a reward. Come, kneel at my feet like a good girl.”

Cal smiled, a well-spring of joy, excitement, the glimmer of the key hanging around his Mistress’s neck. He crawled as sensually as he could across the floor, towards Ms Reznor, and came to a stop at her feet, rose up to kneel, looked up at her. She was tall and looming and terrifying and beautiful. His cock throbbed at the sight of her, at the thought of her touching him again, at the thought of her making him cum.

He’d been so horny, and even though she’d ruined his climax, he knew that the alternative, remaining caged, frustrated, aching for release, was worse.

“Are you willing to continue to be a good girl for me, Cal?” Ms Reznor said. “Will you return tomorrow for more training?”

Call nodded.

“I…” He paused.

He thought of more outfits, more lingerie, skirts, stockings, pantyhose, panties, heels. He thought of doing his own makeup, wearing his wig, looking pretty, feeling sexy, strutting in his heels, earning a reward.

He nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said.

“Good, because as far as I’m concerned, I own you now. Your cock, your pleasure, your body, your soul, so we’ll need to work hard to train you to be worthy of me. Understand?”

Cal nodded again.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered, blushing.

Ms Reznor smiled, looking down at him, and she reached down to grip the hem of her skirt, began to lift it, teasing it up over her smooth, full, stocking-clad thighs. More of her legs were exposed, her lacy stocking tops, her bare thighs.

“Good girl. Now, to show you how pleased I am with you so far I’m going to let you serve me with that pretty slut mouth of yours, those plump lips and that wet tongue.”

A thrill went through Cal. He’d never gone down on a woman before, had never tasted pussy, and now here he was on his knees, in white lingerie, in front of his teacher, about to eat her cunt as a reward for being a good girl. His cock throbbed, hard, a dull ache as it tried to harden, squashed in his cage.

“And as an incentive to do a good job I have a nice treat for you. So long as you’re using your mouth you’ll be given a little… treat.” She was grinning as she spoke. “Now, lips open wide.”

Cal did as he was told. He opened his mouth, putting the tip of his tongue out, ready to kiss and lick and serve. As his Mistress lifted her skirt higher, the bare skin of her thighs, her panties, she reached out with one hand to grip his hair, his wig, the fastenings clipping it to his own hair tugging at the roots to convey her power over him.

“Good girl.” Ms Reznor said.

And Cal watched as she bunched her skirt up around her waist then pulled her panties down, his eyes going wide as she let her cock pop free. Ms Reznor only smiled, a mischievous grin. Her cock was massive, thicker and longer than his by quite a margin, and it was only getting longer, thicker, as it swelled to full hardness, visibly throbbing, the slit oozing precum.

“Now, let's try that gag reflex of yours shall we? After teasing you yesterday, and watching you strut around like a slut in heat today, I’m in need of some release.”

And Cal had no time to object. No time to speak or even think.

Ms Reznor thrust, pulling his mouth towards her cock, gripping the base with her free hand to aim it at his parted lips, and she fucked her cock into Cal’s virgin mouth even as he was still processing the situation.

Yet, as he felt the girth and the length, throbbing, the velvet skin, the warmth of her prick slipping between his lips, pressing deep into his mouth, he wondered—if he’d been given time to process properly, would he have resisted? Would he have objected?

As his Mistress pressed her cock deeper, fucking it into his mouth, Cal’s lips closed, sealing around her magnificent girth, and he began to suck, teasing with his tongue, body throbbing. He had his answer. There was no way he could have resisted her, or her perfect, beautiful cock, even if he’d wanted to. And he didn’t want to.

“That’s it… good girl. Like that.” Ms Reznor said. “I think for that enthusiasm someone needs a reward.”

She gripped his hair tight, pulled her hips back, letting the head of her cock tug at his lips as he sucked, tongue teasing, and then she thrust, and Cal gasped in delight as she did.

His cage, tiny and small, crushing his throbbing, aching dick, began to buzz, sending bolts of pleasure through his belly and along his spine. It was bright, deep, and his cock throbbed harder in response, the ache becoming somehow both worse and better.

“Suck harder.” Ms Reznor said. “Use your tongue. Show me you can be a good cum-slut for me.”

She fucked her cock deep again, pressing the head at the back of his throat. Cal subdued the urge to gag, but his throat was too tight, too inexperienced. The thought of taking all of her cock though made his body throb, the sensuality and delight of sucking his Mistress’s cock only reinforced by the buzzing of his cage, his aching, tiny, limp dick drooling precum.

On his knees, in lingerie, heels, he felt so sexy and feminine and free. As smooth as he was, as pretty and slutty, it felt right that he was knelt in front of the beautiful, sexy, domineering woman that was now his Mistress, his keyholder.

Cal sucked, harder, wanting to please his Mistress, and as he worked, getting better, she rewarded him with more intense buzzing. If he did something that didn’t please her the buzzing grew less, and if he tried something new that made her moan in bliss, the buzzing grew more powerful again.

And so, slowly, with pleasure alone, she trained him, and Cal found how to serve her cock with his mouth in a way she enjoyed. He wrapped his lips tight, sucking hard, and he let his tongue wet the shaft as she fucked her hips forward, fucking her cock in and out of his virgin mouth.

His head was spinning, struggling to breathe as her cock pressed at the back of his throat, gasping through his nose as she pulled almost the entire length out. He was drooling, from his mouth and his caged cock, but Ms Reznor did not slow down.

She fucked hard, fast, deeper, pressing more and more of her length and girth into Cal’s mouth, training his throat, and he submitted. She gripped his hair tight, and he knew this was his place, on his knees in front of her, her cum-slut.

“Fuck… you are so talented, but… I think we’re going to need to work on opening your throat up before I can fit all of my fat cock into that slut mouth of yours. However… you’ve done a good job, and you’ve pleased me, so…”

He could hear her breathing hard. The buzzing of his cage became more intense.

“… I’m going to let you taste me.” Ms Reznor said.

And as she spoke she thrust, hard, filling Cal’s mouth with cock. Her prick throbbed, swelling, and he sucked, lapping with his tongue, and then…

She was cumming, cumming hard, fucking her cock barely in and out of his wet, tight, hot mouth. The buzzing of his cage became frantic, almost enough to make him cum, and the joy of it along with the submission of swallowing his Mistress’s spunk, choking on her cock and cum, made him dizzy.

He was so close, but as he swallowed, milking her cock, the buzzing became less intense, and then stopped. Ms Reznor’s climax subsided, and Cal sucked, swallowing the last of her cum, and she pulled her hips back, slipped her cock from his mouth with an audible pop.

Cal was left panting, breathless, his panties a sticky mess of spit and precum, his lips stained with his teacher's cum. Ms Reznor looked down at him, smiling, as she slipped her cock away.

“Good girl, Cal.”

She was still smiling as she fished her phone out, taking another picture of him. He did not object. He was too dizzy, too horny, to object.

“To remember our first time.” She said.

Cal blushed. She was only strengthening her hold on him.

“Now, go clean up and get changed. Keep the panties on.” Ms Reznor said. “And I’ll expect you back at the same time tomorrow.”

Cal nodded, blushing, body hot, aching, throbbing.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered.


Six

Cal did as he was told. He remained in the panties all night, slept in them, kept them on during the day.

The white satin against his smooth skin was a constant distraction, made worse by the cage that was locked on his cock, squashing it. After being so close to cumming from the buzzing of it, all while sucking his Mistress’s beautiful cock, it took him hours to calm down enough to be able to think about anything other than release.

It was then that the realisation of his situation truly sank in. Ms Reznor had a cock. A beautiful, magnificent, thick, long cock. And he had sucked it. He had sucked it, made it cum, had swallowed her cum.

He could remember the taste clearly, the feel of it throbbing, jet after jet of cum hitting the back of his throat. He could almost still feel it, and, worse, it made him hot, flustered, the memory of sucking his first cock entangled with the memory of his cage buzzing on his cock, teasing him, and the memory of how pretty he had felt in the white lingerie, the heels, how sexy he had felt.

As he lay in bed trying to sleep, he yearned for the chance to cum, and as distracted as he was he could not resist the urge to touch himself, caressing his body, smooth, soft, pretty. He teased his hands over his nipples, thighs, belly, let them roam down to his aching, throbbing cage, tugging at it. Yet, that only made the aching, throbbing agony worse.

His cock was trying desperately to harden, balls swollen, a dull ache in the core of his being, desperate to cum, but the cage kept his dick small, soft, limp, useless. His mind wandered to Ms Reznor’s magnificent prick.

It was so much bigger than his, even when he hadn’t had his cage on. Thicker, longer, harder, throbbing, but now… with his cage on he felt both humiliated and excited by how much smaller he was than her. It felt almost right, in an oddly thrilling way. He was shorter than her, weaker, smaller, and his cock was useless while hers was very much functional.

And he couldn’t help but remember just how functional. The throb, the tang, the way it had fucked his mouth, pressing at the back of his throat like a threat.

And he had to return again tomorrow. Would she make him take all of it? Would she train him to be a complete cum-slut? And why did those thoughts excite him?

So, as Cal lay struggling to sleep, he wound in tighter and tighter spirals of thought, ensnared by his Mistress, her cock, and the power she had over him

And the following day was no reprieve either. He couldn’t focus, was constantly horny, caged, in panties, watching the clock as the day passed, almost eager for it to end so that he could return to Ms Reznor’s office, to maybe earn release, or perhaps earn something else…

He barely noticed that the rumours were already beginning to fade, the whispers and the giggles and the gossip growing less. As Steve chatted with him he only half-listened, the other half of his mind wondering what that evening’s appointment might bring. He was flush, hot, aching, and he could not help but squirm constantly, distracted, caged, the sensation of wearing panties still so new and hot.

This was only made worse by the lecture he had with his Mistress. She was dressed in a short black skirt, black stockings, black heeled thigh length boots, and a flowing tunic top, black, with a low cut neck, sleeveless with large openings, so that as she moved there were glimpses caught of her armpits, a wispy thatch of red hair to match her curls, the odd glimpse of her black bra. Yet it was not her clothes, which were stunning, or her body, which was incredible, or her face, which was beautiful, that captivated Cal. It was the key around her neck, hung on a simple chain.

The key to his cage. The key to his cock. The key to his pleasure.

As she moved he could see it sway, glimmering in the light, and though she never looked at him, never spoke to him, he could still feel her awareness, her focus, her scrutiny. She owned him, and he could not help but wonder what else she had planned for him

And so it was that by the end of the day Cal was a horny, squirmy mess, aching, flustered and distracted, his panties damp with leaking precum. He arrived promptly, knocked, and his Mistress bid him enter.

“Get changed, and then we can begin. And remember, you are to do your own hair and makeup today.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal nodded, obeyed. He went through to her bathroom to get changed, eager to see what outfit she had planned for him.

Yet… some part of him remained horrified at what was happening to him, resistant and almost rational. What was wrong with him that he was beginning to enjoy this, that he was beginning to look forward to it? Why had he given in so easily?

Seeing that video had stirred… something in him, but it was Ms Reznor that had seized that something and had nurtured it, fed it, made it stronger. Her control, her power, and her beauty had him captivated, and the key, his cage, only deepened his submission. After all, what choice did he have?

Only days ago he’d been relatively innocent, a virgin with little to no experience of girls, or boys, but now… now he’d done more than he’d ever thought he’d do. He’d been made smooth, had dressed pretty, sexy, had learned to walk in heels, learned to crawl in heels, like a slut, and he’d been caged. He’d not cum in days. He was so horny. He’d sucked cock, had sucked his Mistress’s cock, had made her cum, had swallowed. And… he’d enjoyed all of it.

But he still could not help but wonder, almost eager… what more was there to come.

He did not have to wait long to find out.

He dressed in the outfit his Mistress had picked out for him, a short dress, pale pink patterned with small flowers, stockings, suspenders, heels, but… there were no panties. He double and triple-checked the room but found none. Nervous, he dressed in the clothes he’d been given but then slipped the white pair he had been wearing back on.

He then set about doing his makeup and putting his wig on. It took him longer than he had thought, and it was not as good as his Mistress’s work, but he knew he could not keep her waiting long. Finished, he checked himself over, oddly thrilled at how cute he looked, pleased with himself for having done an okay job with his hair and makeup, and then, nervous still about his panties, stepped out.

“Oh, you do look lovely. The dress suits you. Your makeup skills and hair styling skills need work though. I’ll set you some homework I think. Some videos and articles to read that will help you master the skill. However, for a first attempt, I’m satisfied. Good girl.”

The words were a balm, and Cal blushed, smiling, fidgeting. As he stood still he swayed his hips, wiggling his butt, and the hem of his short dress brushed his thighs, sending a thrill up his spine, cage aching.

“Now, be a good doll and show me your walk.” Ms Reznor said. “I want to make sure you remembered yesterday’s lessons.

Cal nodded, did as he was told.

He stepped off and walked across the room, heel to toe, hips rolling, ass swaying. It felt more natural today, easier, and Cal smiled, putting more effort into shaking his ass, wanting to impress his Mistress.

Ms Reznor smiled, visibly pleased. Cal wondered if he would again be rewarded today.

The memory of his cage buzzing made him hot. Maybe today it would be enough to make him cum?

He wanted it so badly, that release, to cum. Yet the thought of it was entangled now with his Mistress’s cock, sucking it, making it cum, swallowing, so he felt almost… a craving for it, his mouth watering, lips tingling. Maybe she’d reward him by letting him fall to his knees again.

“Hmmm… good, better even, but still not good enough for my pet.” Ms Reznor said. “But, I have an idea how to help you learn to move with a more provocative wiggle.”

Cal stopped just in front of her, looked up. She was so stunning, domineering, and he felt so small and pretty and weak around her. The sight of his key, the feeling of his cage, the sense of power she had over him, the memory of her cock, made him quiver.

“Just bend over my desk please.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal smiled, nodded, did as he was told. His heart skipped, wondering what she had planned.

Ms Reznor moved in behind him, ran her hands up the backs of his legs, then… lifted his skirt to expose his ass, his white panties.

There was a moment of ominous stillness and quiet.

“Oh dear. Just when I thought you were learning to behave, you go and show me you’re a bad girl. I gave you an outfit and was it not good enough for you? Is there a reason you decided to add to it? I left panties out for a reason. I thought it might be fun, for both of us, but, apparently, you think you can make your own decisions about what you should wear for me? Well, you are wrong, and to teach you a lesson I think I should punish you. Now, stay there, and do not move.”

Cal felt heat in his cheeks. He wanted to explain, to tell his Mistress that he just thought the panties being left out was a mistake or that they’d got lost, but part of him could not deny that he’d wanted to wear the panties to keep at least some sense of modesty. As his cheeks flamed with the shame of being bad, disappointing his Mistress, Cal felt Ms Reznor step in closer.

She gripped the hem of his panties, the white satin, and pulled, yanking them down his stocking-clad thighs. She pulled them down his legs, over his heels, and tugged at his feet to make him step out of them.

“You’ll get panties back when you leave, but… not these ones. Bad girls don’t get nice white panties.” She said.

“I’m sorry Mistress.” He whispered.

Cal flushed, his mind wondering just what kind of panties he’d be made to wear, caged cock throbbing. There was a pause, quiet, a moment of stillness and then…

Her hand slapped his ass, hard. Cal gasped. She had spanked him. His mind spun, and then her hand fell again.

It fell, again and again, slapping each cheek multiple times, the pattern random, sometimes hard sometimes soft, sometimes even lingering to squeeze, hard, making the pain in his spanked ass flare.

Her hand rose and fell, again and again and again. Cal had never been spanked, not once, and now, here he was, in stockings, suspenders, heels, a pretty dress pulled up around his waist, bent over his teacher's desk, getting spanked like a naughty slut. And… he was enjoying it.

His caged cock was an agony of dull pain as it throbbed, hard, oozing precum. He was flustered, shamed and embarrassed and horny.

His Mistress was spanking him and he was loving it. Without thinking he curved his back, spreading his legs slightly, lifting his ass to let her spank him harder.

And she did. And the pain felt good.

Ms Reznor’s hand fell one last time, the strike harder than any other, and the impact of it made Cal’s cock throb. The hand lingered, stroking, squeezing, and the pain of it was almost comforting.

Her fingers crept over flesh, teasing, running in towards the crack of his ass, teasing along, and the tip of one finger pressed lightly at his entrance. The sensation made him gasp, a bolt of pleasure, and his body reacted on its own, pressing back, but his Mistress’s finger slipped away.

“There. You are a good girl again, and we can get the lesson back on track. Now, where were we? Ah, yes, something to help you with your wiggle.” Ms Reznor said. “Just stay where you are. I have just the thing.”

Cal did as he was told, and he kept still as Ms Reznor moved off, moved to the side only to step back in behind him. She stood close, her feet between his, and she nudged his legs wider.

“Spread, and lift your ass up.” She said.

Cal shivered at the tone of her voice, his ass hot, caged cock throbbing, aching, but he dared not disobey.

He spread his legs wider, curved his back, and lifted his ass up as high as he could. There was quiet, and he could hear his heart, his breath.

A hand, cool on warm skin, stroked his left ass cheek. Then something cold and wet dripped down his crack.

Cal gasped at the sensation of it, shivering, and he heard his Mistress chuckle, amused at his reaction. The hand crept in, and fingers caressed, slippery, roaming, teasing over his hole.

His caged cock throbbed, hard, and the sensations were bright and bold and hot. His asshole clenched, as though hungry and Cal felt something new and curious awaken within him.

“Now, you’ll be wearing this at all times from now on, with the exception of needing to wash or use the toilet. Understand?”

Cal nodded, though he was not quite sure what Ms Reznor meant.

“I’ll supply you with lube and an oil to help keep your hole moist, and as an added benefit they will also increase elasticity and sensitivity.”

Cal blushed. The words made his belly flutter.

“I… thank you Mistress.” He whispered.

Ms Reznor chuckled. Her fingers pressed, teasing his hole open, working the lube into Cal’s tight, virgin ass.

“Good girl.” She said.

And as she spoke her fingers moved away, only to be replaced with something hard and cold and heavy. Cal gasped, and the hardness pressed at his entrance.

His hole began to stretch. The hardness was smooth, tapered, growing wider, thicker, as his Mistress pressed it deeper.

“This will help you learn to walk with a slutty wiggle at all times.” She said. “Because now, when you do wiggle that cute ass like a slut in heat, you’ll be rewarded with pleasure inside your tight hole. So you’ll wiggle more, to feel the pleasure, and the more pleasure you feel the more you’ll crave it, so the more you’ll wiggle, and the more you wiggle the more of a butt-slut you’ll become. It's a devious cycle of positive reinforcement.”

Cal’s head spun. His hole stretched wider, almost painful, but dulled by the intense pleasure.

He lifted his ass, spreading his legs, and his caged cock dripped precum. His hole was filled, entrance wide, and then… the hardness slipped suddenly deep, the thickest part popping past his outer ring, his ass clenching around it to force it deeper, a narrow neck connected to a long bar that nestled comfortably in his crack.

“My, you look so pretty. Such an eager butt-slut already. Look how your ass took that so quickly and easily. I’d say you were a natural.”

Cal blushed. He shifted, wiggling his hips without thinking, and the heavy, thick plug inside his slippery hole pressed on a spot of bright pleasure within him, making him gasp. He shifted his hips more, wiggling his ass to feel the sensation of the plug shifting inside him. His cock throbbed, drooling.

“I think that’s enough for now though.” Ms Reznor said. “Stand up and get back to walking. I want to see how you do with that fat plug inside your tight hole. Show me you can be a good slut and maybe I’ll reward you.”

Cal, horny, aching, giddy, obeyed.


Seven

Cal did well, but not well enough to earn a reward, and he left without any release, and without the chance to feel his cage buzz, the chance to feel Ms Reznor’s cock cumming in his mouth. As he slipped on the panties she gave him—a tiny thong in lurid pink, the word SLUT emblazoned on the front, the string slipping deep into the crack of his ass—he could not help but feel a craving for it.

He left, dismissed, and as he walked to the bus stop he could feel his plug shifting inside his tight hole, teasing him, and his body reacted on its own, a wiggle in his hips and ass that he could not control, a throb of pleasure in his ass, his belly, an ache in his cage. The pleasure was bright and addictive.

Just how much worse could it get?

Cal soon found out.

The days that followed were a daze. Cal was teased constantly by his plug, his ass becoming more and more sensitive with each day, the plug and the oils making his hole a bright spot of pleasure, belly fluttering, and this only reinforced his training. His gait changed, his walk transformed from a boyish stomp to a girly, slutty wiggle, and as hard as he tried to stop it, he could do nothing to resist the pleasure.

His Mistress noticed, and she praised him. That praise only further reinforced the changes. He wanted to please her. As his training progressed, from how to walk to how to stand, how to pose, how to flirt and talk dirty, how to offer his body up like a slut, how to perform like a butt-slut, Cal felt even the last vestiges of his resistance fading.

He wanted to be a good girl, wanted to make his Mistress happy.

And when he did make her happy, when he did well, she rewarded him. He would return to her each night, wearing new outfits, improving his makeup skills, his ability to properly fit and style his wig, and she would reward him when he pleased her.

And his reward was always the same. Cal would fall to his knees, and Ms Reznor would let him taste her cock. And it was in these moments that her control was greatest.

As Cal sucked, letting his Mistress fuck his mouth, working his lips, tongue, hands, she would let him feel the pleasure of his buzzing cage, let him feel the pleasure of his buzzing plug. The more he pleasured her, the more he was pleasured.

As he sucked, licked, kissed, she praised him, making him kneel dressed as a slut, in outfits, dresses, skirts, hotpants, costumes, lingerie, sucking on her cock, worshipping her perfect prick. He mastered the skill of it, and she rewarded him with her cum, with pleasure from his cage and plug, and as he became accustomed to that pleasure, as his need grew, he got closer and closer to release, but it was never quite enough for release.

Ms Reznor taught him how to open his throat, taught him how not to gag, and for that, the pleasure from his plug and cage was greater still, sexy stockings, heels, suspenders, on his knees, her cock cumming down his throat as he came so close to cumming he could almost feel it, the edge so close, release so close, his Mistress’s cock in his throat as he swallowed, milking it, tasting her cum, but… it was never quite enough.

Cal could almost feel himself changing, the shifts subtle, but those around him were not blind to it either. Though the rumours, the whispers and the giggles, had faded, people still looked at him oddly, noticing him, but for different reasons now.

“You okay?” Steve asked.

Steve asked him often now, worried about his friend, about how flustered he seemed constantly, about how jumpy and on edge he seemed, concerned about how distracted he was all the time.

Cal blushed, giggled. He had been daydreaming. As horny as he was all the time now he daydreamed often. His mind would wander, thinking about what his Mistress might make him wear next, what she might make him do, what training was next.

It had been days and days since he’d cum, that last orgasm before being caged ruined, and he longed for release so much it almost hurt, yet… he was getting used to it. He’d been caged for so long that the throbbing ache was almost a comfort now, the constant horniness a warm glow, the way his plug teased his hole, training his walk, training his ass, a blessing, gifting him new pleasures.

“I, yeah, just a bit distracted is all.” Cal said.

“You’ve been distracted a lot lately and… you seem different. Is there something up? You’re always busy and… you just seem changed somehow.”

The way Steve looked at Cal made him shift, squirming. What changes had he noticed?

Cal was always in panties now, always caged, plugged, and he knew his walk was changing, more wiggle and strut, shaking his ass without even thinking, his body chasing the pleasure of his plug, walking as though in heels even when in flat shoes, boots, or trainers. Had Steve noticed that? Had he noticed Cal’s ass?

And… why did that thought excite him? But then… most things excited him now, as horny as he was.

“Yeah… I… just have a lot on. You know.”

Steve nodded. Cal had told him that he was struggling with workload and that was why he was staying late every night now.

He’d offered help, support, but Cal had turned the offer down. The kind of help he needed wasn’t with studying, and when Steve had offered it had sent his imagination running off in a very wild direction.

“You staying late again tonight?” Steve asked.

Cal paused.

Was he? His Mistress had dismissed him last night without a demand to see him, had thanked him for his hard work, had praised him, had rewarded him—and he could still remember the feeling of her cock in his throat, swallowing it, milking it, feeling it cum down his throat as his cage and plug had buzzed, vibrating, bringing him so close to release as he had tasted her cum—but she had not told him to return tonight. Was he just expected to turn up?

“I… yeah, probably.” Cal said.

He would turn up as normal rather than risk punishment. Maybe his Mistress just assumed he would always keep his appointments now.

So Cal turned up at the end of the day and knocked. He waited.

“Come in.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal opened the door. His Mistress, sat at her desk, looked up from a pile of papers she was working on, and smiled. Around her neck was his key.

“Ah, Cal. Do we have an appointment today?” She asked.

Cal froze.

“I…”

Just seeing her made him hot and flustered. Thoughts of her cock, obeying, being on his knees. He wanted to feel his cage and plug vibrate. He wanted that pleasure, and he knew what he had to do to get it.

If he wanted to feel that pleasure, to maybe cum, he had to fall to his knees and suck her cock, milk it, swallow it, swallow her cum, and… his mouth watered, a bright, hot, aching craving as his cage cock throbbed.

“I… I came to serve you, Mistress. You didn’t call me but…”

“Ah, I’m afraid I’m busy tonight Cal. Perhaps another night? Why don’t you go home and relax, take some time off? I’ll send you a message when I want to see you next.”

She was smiling, grinning, her bright blue eyes sparkling. There was no hint of anger or annoyance or frustration in her voice. Had he upset her? If he had he didn’t know how. But she didn’t seem upset…

“I… yes. Of course. Sorry Mistress.” Cal said.

“Oh, and before you go, I have something for you. Just to tide you over.”

She gestured to a bag by the door.

“Take that. Consider it a gift.”

Cal turned and bent down to pick up the bag. His plug teased his hole, making him blush and whimper, and as he stood up he looked inside. Panties. Dozens of pairs of sexy, skimpy panties. His Mistress had always given him clean panties after his appointments.

Why was she suddenly giving him so many pairs at once? What had he done?

“Now you have plenty of clean underwear. I know I’ve been demanding a lot of your time recently Cal so… consider this a nice break, since I’d hate for you to think of me as a tyrant.”

Cal blinked. He was quiet, head spinning.

“Thank you Mistress.” He said.

“Good girl. I’ll see you soon.”

And with that Ms Reznor returned her attention to the papers on her desk, her laptop. Cal knew he’d been dismissed.

He returned home, getting home earlier than in recent days, and he was at a loss for what to do.

He tried exercising, though this only made him horny, his normal routine making his plug shift in his ass, pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside his tight, slippery hole, making him blush, whimper, gasp, so that by the time he was done exercising he was even hornier than before.

He tried cleaning, but as he moved around the house he found he could not avoid wiggling his ass, and he felt almost bereft without heels on, images of a maid’s outfit, heels clicking, in stockings, suspenders, bending over to flash his butt, and when he caught Steve staring at him he blushed and realised what he’d been doing.

He tried reading, studying, but he couldn’t concentrate, fidgeting, his plug shifting, caged cock throbbing, and the words on the page seemed almost to wilfully move around to avoid being read, his mind skittering away to content itself with thoughts of his Mistress, her cock, being on his knees, sucking, deep-throating, swallowing, the taste of her cum, the pleasure of his buzzing cage and plug.

He tried many things, but all of them failed as distractions. He was just too horny to focus. He was used to serving his Mistress, pleasuring her, earning pleasure by being on his knees, and he found that being denied it only served to reinforce the truth he’d been denying.

He’d become addicted to her cock, to her cum, to being on his knees and serving her as her cum-slut. Without it, without that joy from sucking, licking, kissing, swallowing, tasting her cum he’d never get the pleasure of his buzzing cage and plug again, he’d never get close to cumming again. Without her cock his life was meaningless, and he was devoid of joy.

Yet that realisation only made things worse. How long would it be before she’d call on him again? How long would he have to go without release, without pleasure, without her cock.

Unable to settle, unable to focus on even thinking clearly, Cal trudged off to take a cold shower and went to bed early, hoping tomorrow would be better. Perhaps tomorrow he’d get to worship his Mistress’s cock?

But tomorrow was the same. As was the next day, and the next. Day after day went by with no summons.

Cal saw Ms Reznor in lectures, his key around her neck making it clear she had not forgotten him, but though she would smile at him, radiant and glorious, and she might say hello or offer him a greeting, she treated him as she treated every other student, and there was no summons.

Days passed. Cal wore his plug as he had been told, wore panties every day, thongs and g-strings and bikini panties, wearing the panties she had given him, pink and white and black and red, lace, satin, more than a few pairs with words like SLUT or BIMBO or TEASE ME or EAT ME on them. He even shaved again, regularly, to stay soft, but Ms Reznor did not call on him.

He watched videos on how to apply makeup, how to fit a wig and style it, wanting to be ready to truly impress her. He even bought himself some heels, to practise in, and some black silk stockings to wear in his room, missing the feel of them on his legs.

And as the days passed he became hornier and hornier, unable to stop thinking about his Mistress’s cock, his craving, his need growing. He ached constantly, his cage tight, his hole teased, and he tried several times to work out how his plug and cage were activated, how he might get them to buzz, but all to no avail.

He even returned to the videos that had started it all, the femboy who looked so like him, and this time he found them only exciting. Instead of being embarrassed or flustered, he found them only hot.

Watching the hot girl on her knees sucking cock, on all fours getting fucked, he could almost imagine it was him, with his Mistress, sucking her cock, having her fuck him in his tight, virgin ass. He wondered how that would feel, submitting to her completely, becoming her butt-slut, being pretty, sexy, dressing like a pornstar for her, dressing like a slut, serving her, and then offering her his body to use as she wanted.

The thought thrilled him. Would that be enough to earn him release? Would getting fucked be enough to make him cum?

As he watched the videos, in his room, alone, caged and plugged, in panties, stockings, heels, teasing himself, throbbing, unable to cum, he couldn’t help but fixate on that idea. He needed it. He needed her cock. He needed to cum. And as he watched the video that started it all, a hot, sexy, femboy school girl sucking cock, spreading her legs, getting fucked, he could only imagine his Mistress’s cock, perfect and beautiful and glorious, and he could not wait any longer.

His hole clenched around his plug, sensitive now, eager, hungry, and he knew he could not wait for her to call on him. He could not wait any longer. He needed to see her. He needed her cock. And if he had to beg her, he would.
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It had been almost three weeks since Cal had last cum. Almost three weeks of being caged, in panties, only slightly less time being plugged. It had been just less than a week since he had last seen his Mistress, and he knew which one he craved more.

Given the choice, cumming, or serving Ms Reznor, he knew which he’d choose. There would be no hesitation. It had taken only days for all traces of resistance to crumble and for him to admit the truth.

He wanted to serve. He wanted to serve her. He wanted to be her slut, and even if it meant never cumming again he knew he’d submit to her, gladly.

Yet still, she had not called for him. He had seen her in lectures, had seen her in the hall, in passing, and every time she had caught his eye she had smiled, a polite nod, but nothing more. He would have despaired had it not been for the key around her neck. His key. The key to his cage. She still wore it.

So… did she still consider him her slut? Then why hadn’t she asked to see him? Why hadn’t she made him serve her, kneel before her, worship her cock.

Just the thought of it made him weak, made his caged dick throb in agony, wetting his panties with precum, his virgin hole clenching around his plug, making it shift, pressing deeper into his slippery, sensitive, ravenous ass.

He needed to see her. He had to show her he was her good girl, her willing slut.

So, without being called, Cal returned to her office after the end of a long day, a long week without her presence in his life, without her cock in his mouth, his throat, throbbing, cum, swallowing, cage and plug buzzing.

“I need to calm down.” Cal whispered as he stopped outside his Mistress’s door.

But… he had tried calming down. Had tried exercise, cold showers, distracting himself, and nothing had worked.

He had tried everything he could think of to calm down, to avoid thinking about Ms Reznor, her cock, her body, her blue eyes staring into his soul, the thrill of being pretty for her, sexy for her, being her slut, but nothing had worked. She owned him, she held his key, he was plugged, caged, and frustrated, at her whim. There was no way he could escape her now, and, worse, he knew he no longer even wanted to escape her.

Cal took a deep breath, stood outside his Mistress’s door, ready to offer himself to her. He just hoped the offering he had prepared was to her liking.

He lifted his hand and knocked.

There was a moment of quiet. Cal could hear his heart beating, small shallow breaths. His hands were shaking.

What if she sent him away? What if him turning up unasked for annoyed her? What if she returned his key?

The thought almost pained him. He shifted, squirming, and his plug teased inside his tight, virgin hole, caged dick aching. The satin and silk and lace under his clothes felt so sensual against his smooth body.

Would he even get to show her? What it…

“Come in.” Her voice said, calm and soft.

Cal felt a swell of relief. She was at least in. He’d at least get to see her.

Cal reached out to the handle, turned it, pushed the door open and entered. Ms Reznor, sat behind her desk, looked up and watched him enter, grinning.

Just the sight of her made his body flush, made his caged cock throb, his hole clenched around his plug. She was stunning, and the way she looked at him, her bright blue eyes behind her glasses, her smile, it was as though she knew.

“Hello, Cal. You’re early.” She said.

Early?

“I…”

“Hush now. There is no need to explain. In fact, early pleases me. Now, be a doll and close the door. And lock it.”

Cal did as he was told, closing the door, locking it. Ms Reznor, dressed simply in a white fitted blouse, her red curls falling loose around her shoulders, nodded.

“Good girl.”

As Ms Reznor spoke she rose to her feet and moved around the desk. Cal’s eyes went wide.

While she had been sitting behind the desk Cal had only been able to see her above her waist, had only been able to see her white blouse, her slim figure, the subtle well of her small, perky tits, but now…

As she stepped around the desk he could see everything.

While her top half was dressed, her bottom half was… not. From the waist down she was, effectively, naked. She was in black sheer stockings, lacy tops, and suspenders, the straps poking out from under the hem of her blouse fitted, but nothing else. There was no skirt, no trousers, no panties, her full upper thighs flashing bare skin. She wore only stockings, suspenders, and black high heels on her feet.

Cal’s eyes fell to her hips, the roll of them as she walked around her desk, roamed to her ass, the wiggle of it as she strutted, the sway of her cock, soft, smooth, beautiful.

“So, Cal, what brings you to my office?” Ms Reznor said, voice teasing. “Though I will say again, you’re early.”

Cal blinked, forced himself to look up, to tear his gaze away from his Mistress’s perfect cock. Just the sight of it was making his caged cock throb, agony, precum wetting his panties. He squirmed, plug shifting, making his cheeks flush from the pleasure.

“Early? I… did you summon me, Mistress? I thought… I thought I was maybe disturbing you.”

Ms Reznor smiled.

“Early in the sense that you are here sooner than expected Cal. I did not call you, but that did not mean I did not plan for your arrival, did not hope for you to turn up unannounced. As you can see… I’ve been waiting for you.”

With that Ms Reznor wiggled her hips for emphasis. Her cock, growing harder as Cal stood awkwardly, watching, swayed, and Cal felt his mouth water. The sight of it made him want to fall to his knees, to worship it with his mouth, hands, throat, to taste it, to swallow her cum. He was her cum-slut now and there was no way he could deny the truth of it. He was desperate.

“Waiting for me? But… I’m sorry Mistress. I didn’t realise. I thought you had said…”

Ms Reznor laughed, a soft chuckle, amused. Her cock was getting harder, longer and thicker, throbbing. Cal’s attention was torn between her eyes, her beautiful face, and her perfect prick.

“I wanted to see how long it would take for you to break Cal. And as I said, you are earlier than expected, but this is not a bad thing. I figured two weeks, perhaps three, but no more than four, and here you are after less than one. This pleases me. It shows me you are a bigger slut than I had anticipated. Such a wonderful surprise.”

Cal stood for a moment, silent. The words stung, a heat of shame and lust washing over him. Was he a slut?

His gaze fell again to his Mistress’s cock. He was so horny he could barely focus. He wanted to kneel and worship, to suck, to feel the buzzing of his cage and plug, he wanted to bend over her desk and…

He wanted her to fuck him. He wanted Ms Reznor to fuck him in his tight, wet, virgin hole. He wanted her to fuck him hard, like the girl from the video that had started it all. He wanted her to fuck him, cum inside him, make him cum like… like a slut.

Cal giggled. He blushed. He really was a slut.

“So, now you are here, why don’t you tell me... what do you want?” Ms Reznor said.

Cal looked up from her cock, met her gaze. She was radiant, tall and regal and beautiful.

“I… I want to serve you, Mistress. I…”

“Strip then. Show me you have been a good girl. If you can prove you have been behaving as I expect then I just might be kind to you.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal smiled. Her command was a blessing.

Without hesitating, without another word, Cal stripped. He had been hoping for this, for something like this. He had prepared for this, and he wanted to show his Mistress just how willing he was to serve her.

Cal stripped off his shoes, sweater, jeans, his eagerness making him almost clumsy, and though his stripping was not elegant or sexy, his enthusiasm amused his Mistress. Ms Reznor smiled as Cal bared himself, and she nodded as he stood tall and proud.

He was smooth and soft, and he was dressed in pink stockings, pink suspenders, a matching set of pink bra and pink panties. The word CUM-SLUT was emblazoned on the front of his panties.

“I… I bought this to show you that I… that I want to be pretty for you. That I’ve been practising.” Cal said. “I’ve even bought heels, and makeup, so that I can practise at home, and…”

“Such a hot little slut.” Ms Reznor said, interrupting him.

Cal blushed, smiling. He looked down, to her cock, saw it throbbing, hard and thick. He had done that. He had excited his Mistress. Would she let him suck it, would she…

“I’m impressed, but… lingerie alone is not enough. I have to know, are you willing to be my slut?”

Cal nodded without thinking. Ms Reznor smiled. She shifted, leaned to the side, leaned over her desk, the sight of her perfect ass making Cal weak. She rummaged in a drawer for a moment, then pulled out a simple, black leather strap, silver clasps at either end, a silver ring in the middle. Cal frowned for a moment but then, as she held it up, it clicked.

It was a collar.

“Then come here and kneel. Come here and admit what you want. Maybe then I will reward you.”

Cal, eager, did not hesitate. He stepped forward, walked with a sway and a strut, ass and hips wiggling, on tip-toe, as though in heels, and then fell to his knees in front of his Mistress.

“Please. I… I want to serve you. I want to be your slut. I want to be your pretty cum-slut, your toy, your slave, your doll. I… I want to worship your cock, pleasure you, with my mouth, my tongue, my hands. I want your cum. I want your cock in my throat. I want to taste you. I want the pleasure you gift me as I pleasure you. Please Mistress.”

The words came tumbling out. All the aching frustration Cal had been feeling bubbled over. All his needs, wants, and secret desires came forth in a confession that felt liberating.

Ms Reznor’s cock swelled, getting even harder, throbbing, her arousal fed by Cal’s words, and he noticed this, was encouraged by it. His cage ached, and his hole clenched on his plug. His panties were damp with his precum. He could almost taste her cock, her cum, could almost feel it in his mouth, but… he wanted more than that.

The videos he had seen, the ones that had started all of this, the weeks of denial, the training, the joy of feeling pretty, all of it had culminated and blended into one desperate longing.

“I want you to fuck me, Mistress. Please. I… I want you to claim me as your slut. Please. I’m begging you.”

Ms Reznor was smiling. She leaned down, slowly, and slipped the leather collar around Cal’s neck. She fitted it, tight, and then the clasp clicked closed.

A shiver ran down his spine. He was caged, collared, plugged. Ms Reznor stood back up and looked down at him. Her eyes sparkled with lust and cunning.

“Your words have swayed me, slut.” She said. “Go to my bathroom and do your makeup and hair. And put on some heels. You want to look your best for the camera, don’t you? After all, this is going to be your big debut.”

The words hung over Cal for a moment and Ms Reznor nodded, a small movement of her head, gesturing to the corner of the room.

Cal turned to look and saw… a camera, on a tripod, filming him. This was all being recorded, his stripping, his confession, his collaring. His cage throbbed, aching, and he squirmed. She was going to film him getting…

He looked back to Ms Reznor and smiled. In his head, the videos he had watched, the ones that had started it all, still played.

His Mistress had said he was even prettier than her, the girl who had started it all, the hot femboy from that video so… how would Cal look on video, legs spread, getting…

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.” He said.


Nine

Cal did his makeup and hair quickly, not unskilled at it now after several hours of rigorous practice. He fitted his heels, pink to match his lingerie, and checked himself in the mirror.

He looked…

“Hot.” He said, grinning.

He could not believe how amazing he looked, how sexy he felt. He was smooth, soft, and in his lingerie, stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, his body was slim with subtle curves. His ass was round, perky, waist trim, with obvious hips and plump thighs. Even his flat chest looked feminine.

He was wearing his wig, long blonde curls, and his makeup—pink and black eyeshadow, dark mascara and eyeliner, soft blush and highlights, pink glittery lipstick—made his face look strikingly beautiful. He really was hotter than the femboy in the video that had started it all.

Cal struck a pose, blew himself a kiss, and blushed at the lurid sight of his reflection, aware that soon he would be posing for the camera, performing with his Mistress as he served her. The black leather collar around his neck only served to remind him of his place.

“Perfect.” He said.

He was nervous, trembling, belly fluttering, but he was ready. Cal tore his gaze away from the mirror and moved toward the door. His Mistress was waiting for him.

“Oh, you really have been practising.” Ms Reznor said as Cal stepped out of her bathroom.

She was sitting on her desk, still dressed as she had been, blouse, stockings, suspenders, heels, and his key still hung from the chain around her neck.

“You look stunning.” She said. “Now, walk for me, show me that slut wiggle, and remember, smile for the camera.”

Cal blushed, but he did as he was told.

He knew he was being recorded, filmed, but it did not stop him from doing his best to impress his Mistress. He had been practising at home for this, in his heels, in his room, working on his wiggle and his strut so that now it felt almost natural, and it was almost impossible to not walk like a slut.

He kept his gaze on his Mistress, her smile, her cock, throbbing, hard, but still, he remained aware of the camera and he found it only added to his sense of arousal, an exhibitionist streak stirring in him that he had not known he’d had.

What would his Mistress do with the video? Would she post it online like the one that had started all of this? Would his classmates see it? Would his best friend, Steve? Would they recognise him?

The thought of new rumours, about him being a slutty femboy pornstar, about him sucking cock, about him serving his Mistress, excited him. That such rumours would be true this time, that they would be about him and Ms Reznor, that people might watch him on his back, legs spread, getting fucked, made him so horny his head spun.

“Very good.” Ms Reznor said. “You impress me. You clearly are more of a girly slut than I ever hoped. I think I’m going to enjoy owning you.”

Cal blushed. He stopped in front of his Mistress and she rose, slowly, to her feet. Even in high heels, Cal was shorter than her, but her height, her aura of power, thrilled him. He was weak and small and pretty. He was her doll, her toy, her slut, and he just wanted to serve.

“Now, on your knees. I’ve missed that hot, wet, eager mouth of yours.” Ms Reznor said. “I just hope you’ve not forgotten how to open your throat. Because I’m not going to be gentle.”

Cal smiled, blushed. He fell to his knees at his Mistress’s feet. She stared at her cock, thick, long, throbbing, beautiful.

“My cock won’t worship itself slut.” Ms Reznor said.

Cal’s blush deepened. He understood the meaning of his Mistress’s words.

Without speaking he reached out to grip her cock at the base, gently, stroking it, then leaned forwards as he parted his lips, extending his tongue.

Cal angled Ms Reznor’s cock towards his mouth and licked from the base to the lip, wetting his Mistress’s cock with his saliva, then, slowly, teasing, he took the tip between his tight, wet, hot lips, pressing them together in a plump, wet ring, wrapping them tight around Ms Reznor’s ample girth.

Ms Reznor moaned and thrust, forcing more of her cock into Cal’s mouth. Cal worked his tongue, lapping, and sucked, hard, lips locked tight as Ms Reznor pressed more of her thick, throbbing prick into his mouth.

“You are such a talented slut.” She said.

And then the buzzing started. Cal gasped, whimpered, and began to suck even harder.

Ms Reznor’s hips thrust forward, fucking his mouth, her hand reaching up to grip the hair on the back of Cal’s head, pressing his face down to urge him on.

Cal sucked, taking Ms Reznor’s prick deeper into his mouth. The head pressed at the back of his throat and he suppressed the urge to gag. She pulled back, slipping her cock out of his throat, and he could feel the throb of her perfect cock between his lips, the tang of her pre-cum like nectar.

Cal moaned, eyes half-closed, his head spinning, lust and joy and hunger. He was a cum-slut. His caged cock throbbed, aching, and his hole clenched on his plug, teasing his virgin ass. The buzzing was hard, deep, and it brought him closer and closer to release, the vibrations teasing the knot of joy inside him. He wanted more though.

Ms Reznor thrust, pressing deeper, and Cal let her fuck his mouth slowly, fucking deeper and deeper, his Mistress’s cock working between his wet, hot lips. Cal squirmed, moaning, his sounds muffled by cock, and he felt the head of Ms Reznor’s cock press again at the back of his throat. He choked, briefly, but wanted to impress, wanted to perform for the camera.

Cal focussed on relaxing, suppressing the urge to gag, opening his throat as he had been taught, and then pressed on. He felt the head of Ms Reznor’s cock stretching his throat, sinking deep, her entire length taken by his slutty mouth and throat.

Ms Reznor thrust, pressing her cock into the tight, hot, wet confines of Cal’s throat, muscles squeezing, swallowing, milking, his lips wrapped around her girth. Cal moaned, giddy, cage and plug buzzing, drunk on pleasure and lust. This was where he belonged, on his knees, his Mistress’s cock in his throat.

“Such a perfect little cum-slut. But… I want more than just your mouth. And after your confession earlier, I know you do too.”

Ms Reznor’s cock was swelling, throbbing, hard. Cal sucked harder, took it as deep as he could, gagging, drooling, throat tight. Ms Reznor’s cock swelled, pulsing hard, filling his throat, choking him, and then…

Ms Reznor pulled back, pulled her hard, throbbing, spit-coated cock from between Cal’s pursed lips, the tip leaving his mouth with an audible pop. The buzzing in his cage and plug stopped. He had been so close.

Cal gasped, glad for the chance to breathe after being choked with his Mistress’s cock, then looked up, smiled. He made a show of wiping the drool of spit and precum from his chin.

“How do you want me, Mistress?” He asked, his voice flirty.

Ms Reznor smiled.

“Bent over my desk, back curved, face down, ass up. I’m going to claim my slut on camera.”

Cal blushed.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said.

Cal did as he had been told, shifted, rising to his feet, then bent over his Mistress’s desk. He curved his back as he had been taught, face down on the cool, hard surface, and he lifted his ass high, spreading his legs wide.

“Such a perfect view. For me and for the camera.” Ms Reznor said.

She stepped forward, putting her feet between Cal’s spread feet, and she nudged his legs even wider.

“Now, let’s see how well-trained that tight little fuck-hole of yours is now.”

A hand crept down Cal’s back, fingers teasing, and it slipped over his ass, groping him. He pressed back into it, but it roamed on, down, towards his crack, pulling his panties to one side to expose his plugged hole.

Fingers gripped it, pressing it in slightly, making him moan and wiggle his hips, and then… they pulled.

Over the weeks he had been wearing the plug Cal had noticed his body changing. The plug’s teasing, the buzzing when he sucked his Mistress’s cock, and the oils she had given him, had made his hole a source of intense pleasure. It was so sensitive now, and so pliable.

As the plug was tugged his hole stretched, and Cal moaned, relaxing, his ass opening, stretched wider, pressure building.

“Fuck that looks so hot.” Ms Reznor said. “But it’ll look even hotter full of my cock.”

Cal giggled, moaned, and he wiggled his ass.

His hole stretched, the plug tugging at his outer ring, and then… it popped free, leaving him suddenly empty, ass gaping. Cal moaned at the loss, lifting his ass higher, whining, offering it up to his Mistress.

“Please… I… I feel so empty. I… please… fill me with your cock. Fuck me. Claim me. I… I want your beautiful cock in my tight, virgin fuck-hole.” Cal whispered.

He was on video, being recorded, but that… that only made him want to perform more. He wanted to fucked, wanted to be his Mistress’s slut, and the idea of people watching him lose his virginity to the beautiful, glorious, powerful woman who owned him just made him happy.

“Well, since you asked like such a polite slut.” Ms Reznor said.

She shifted, and Cal felt something hard and warm and smooth slip along his crack. He gasped, the head of her throbbing cock teasing, and as the tip pressed at his gaping opening he pressed his hips back, pressed his ass back, spreading his legs wider.

“So eager.” Ms Reznor said.

And she pressed. The tip forced its way in, spreading his hole, stretching it.

After wearing the plug for so long, after keeping his hole wet, oiling it, keeping it slippery, ready, his ass opened eagerly. Cal pressed his butt back as Ms Reznor thrust and her cock forced his virgin ass wide, pressure, and then…

“Fuck!”

Cal moaned in bliss as the head of his Mistress’s cock popped past his outer ring and slipped deep. She had claimed him. He was no longer a virgin. Her cock was inside him, filling him, and he was dressed like a pretty, sexy, slut, being filmed as his Mistress fucked his ass.

Ms Reznor thrust, pressing her cock deeper, slipping her fat, thick, throbbing cock into Cal’s tight hole, claiming him. She fucked deep, hard, and her hands went to his hips, gripping him tight.

“Slut. Filthy slut. Pretty little fuck-doll.” She said.

Her grip was almost painful, but Cal loved it, the brutality, the power, the passion. Her cock in his ass throbbed, slipping out, the head tugging at his entrance for a moment, leaving him almost empty, and then thrust deep again, filling him.

Cal fucked back, working his hips, ass, spreading his legs. His Mistress began to fuck him, hard, deep, her fat cock working in and out, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside him.

Cal’s caged dick was agony, drooling precum. He had not cum in so long but this… this was better than anything he’d felt before.

“You’re my pretty little slut aren’t you?” Ms Reznor asked. “My slut, my doll, my pet, my fuck-toy.”

“Yes…” Cal whimpered.

Her hips thrust, deeper, harder, faster, hands gripping tight. Cal worked his ass and hips in time, riding her cock, hole clenching, milking, chasing the pleasure.

His body was on fire. It had been so long, he was desperate, aching, and… this was what he’d needed, what he’d always needed, but never really understood until now.

He was made for this. Being pretty, feminine, sexy, slutty. He had found where he belonged.

“Please… fuck… I’m close… fuck me, harder, Please…” Cal moaned.

Ms Reznor obliged, grinning.

She fucked hard, fast, deep, her fat cock throbbing as it fucked in and out of Cal’s tight, slippery hole, his ass clenching around her shaft, teasing her. She was breathing hard, gripping him tight, slamming her entire cock into his eager hole as he fucked back, riding her cock as she thrust into him.

Her hands on his body squeezed, pinning him, owning him, claiming him. His head spun with the reality of the situation, the joy of it, the sense of rightness. He was pretty, sexy, a cum-slut for his Mistress. This was where he belonged. He was caged, collared, and he was being bred.

“Fuck… I… I’m close. Please, don’t stop.” Cal whimpered.

With each thrust, the knot of joy inside Cal’s belly tightened, the sense of something bright and wonderful and overwhelming. He moaned, breathless, heart racing.

Ms Reznor thrust, hard, fucking him, slamming her cock into his tight hole, and Cal spread his legs wider, lifting his ass up, fucking back, his hole clenching, milking, squeezing.

“Fuck you are so hot.” She said. “So fucking sexy. Such a tight, eager hole. Such a hungry little cum-slut.”

The words stoked the fire of Cal’s lust, and then he felt it, the knot inside him unravelling, a bright blossom of delight unfurling with thrust of Ms Reznor’s cock, fucking in and out, hard, fast, the thick throbbing girth of it stretching his ass, pressing on the knot of pleasure.

“I’m… I’m going to…”

“Cum for me slut, cum for me as I cum inside you. Cum for me as I make you my slut.”

Ms Reznor thrust, hard, and Cal felt her cock swell, throb, pulse. She thrust it deep, and held it, and then…

He felt it. He felt her cum.

Her cock was throbbing, hard, the pulse of it intense and his hole clenched down tight on her girth. Jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky cum filled him, warm and gooey and…

That sensation drove him over the edge. Cal pressed back, wiggling his ass, squeezing down on the thick cock in his fuck-hole, and he was cumming.

After weeks of being caged he was finally cumming, and the joy of it, the bliss, was more intense than anything he’d known before.

His whole body lit up, squirming, caged cock aching as it drooled cum, his smooth, pretty, sexy body shuddering.

“Fuck… yes… fuck…” He whimpered.

Ms Reznor worked her hips, small motions, pressing her cock in deeper, cumming, filling his well-fucked ass with her spunk. Her hands roamed down to his ass, and she squeezed, hard, groping him, his shudders of bliss, his clenching hole, only intensifying her climax.

“You are such a perfect slut.” She whispered. “People are going to love watching you perform.”

Her words rang through his head. People were going to watch him?

He was in pink lingerie, heels, a wig, in makeup. He’d sucked her cock, deep-throated it, had spread his legs and been fucked in his ass, had cum from being fucked in the ass, and it had all been caught on camera. People were going to watch…

Cal giggled. The idea of people seeing what a slut he was made his body throb and he pressed his ass back on his Mistress’s cock, clenching down on it to milk it, one last throb of pleasure as his climax subsided.

He shivered. Ms Reznor’s cock was no longer throbbing, was growing softer inside of him. His hole was full of cum, stretched, fucked, and he squeezed down to keep every last drop of cum inside his ass as she slipped her cock out.

A hand stroked his back.

“Such a good slut.” She whispered.

Cal felt warm and joyful. His heartbeat slowed.

“I… thank you Mistress.” He said.

He lay on her desk, ass up, legs spread, a trickle of cum leaking from his hole. He was smiling, drunk on the pleasure of being fucked. Fingers teased along his spine, making him shiver.

“Now, why don’t you go get cleaned up, then we can talk. After all, we need to work out a title for your debut video before we upload it, don’t we?” Ms Reznor said.

The words took a moment to register. Cal blushed, giggled.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said. “We do.”


Epilogue

Cal sat eating his lunch, content, smiling. He had gotten used to his new routine, his new life, his new secret, had settled into it, into the joy of being his Mistress’s toy. He was happy, happier than he could ever remember being, and each day was full of new discoveries and new adventures, yet… it felt as though something was missing.

In the beginning, when it had all started, with the rumours and the gossip and the giggles and the whispers, he had hated the attention, the way people had stared at him, wondering if he was that girl from the videos, that hot, sexy femboy. He had hated how they had looked at him, knowing that they had seen those videos, that they thought that it was him performing those acts, but now… part of him craved that attention.

But things were different now.

The videos of him and his Mistress were popular. Really, really popular, and it was not only fun making those videos, but it was fun reading the comments, seeing how many people watched him, knowing that so many people thought he was sexy, that so many people thought he was pretty and hot and beautiful. He loved reading what they wanted him to do, suggestions for his next videos with his Mistress, and he loved reading about what they fantasised about doing to him.

Yet… now he really was a pretty, sexy, feminine pornstar, there were no rumours, no one had noticed. Had anyone he knew even seen the videos of him and his Mistress? Had anyone he knew watched him sucking her cock, being fucked? Had they seen him in his costumes, outfits, underwear? Did they suspect? Or, after the last rumours turned out to be false, did they just dismiss these videos as just another doppelgänger too?

He was glad for the events that had started his wild adventure. They had led him into the arms of his Mistress, but… part of him craved the attention. The part of him that his Mistress had awoken, the brazen, wanton, feminine, slutty exhibitionist wanted to be noticed, wanted the whispers and the rumours and the stares, wanted them to wonder…

“Cal, you will not believe it.” Steve said, sitting down beside his best friend.

Cal looked up.

“What’s up?”

Steve just smiled. In his hands was his phone. Cal’s heart leapt, a flicker of deviant joy.

“There another girl that looks just like you.” Steve said.

Cal tried not to smile. He tried not to hope. But… maybe?

“Only… she’s even hotter than the last one, and… you should see who her partner looks like.”

Cal only smiled. He shifted in his seat, his caged cock aching, throbbing, his ass clenching on the plug inside him, the plug that was keeping his Mistress’s cum safe inside his ass.

“Who…” He asked.

But he had a good idea he already knew the answer.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Hypno Bimbo: The Tourist Trap
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Marcus was the perfect husband, except for one tiny problem. He was addicted to sissy hypno.

He just had to hope his wife would never find out…

Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo. So, when Marcus’ wife, Pam, persuades Marcus to join her on a luxury holiday at an exclusive, luxury island resort he decides it is the perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.

Pam, though, has other plans.

What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her husband’s dirty little secret. She knows about his addiction to sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...


Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties

Book One of the COMPLETE Three Part Series
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When Nate discovers a pair of pretty pink panties, how was he to know that trying them on would leave him cursed?

Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he ever going to make her happy when he couldn’t even make himself happy. He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry have lost their lustre and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consisting only of his dull, dreary garments, bereft of the delicate, sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming.

But then his night, and his life, takes an interesting turn when he finds a pair of pretty pink panties, lost in the laundry room—curious, captivated, oddly enchanted by the sight of the feminine, pink, sexy underwear, Nate cannot resist the urge to pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.

What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long time, but when he tries to remove them he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink panties, Nate finds his life propelled in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.


Tied Up and Teased
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Harry was only looking for some paperwork. What he found instead was his stepfather’s secret… rope, and lots of it.

When Harry finds a secret chest stashed at the back of his stepfather's wardrobe, he has no idea what he's going to discover inside. But when he opens it, what he uncovers changes their relationship forever.

The rope, and the photos of people tied up, captivate Harry. He never knew something like that existed, and seeing those images of hot women, of feminine men, tied up, exposed, leaves him hot and squirmy and curious. His stepfather, Ian, isn’t due home for hours. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment just a little, would it?

But when Ian comes home to discover Harry has tied himself up he decides he needs to have a talk with his stepson about how to stay safe. Harry’s curiosity has been awoken though. He wants to experience the joys of rope, and who better than his daddy to show him the pleasures of being tied up and teased… if only Harry can persuade him.


Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.

Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…


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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