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Pretty Enough to Pass



When I was eighteen, I used to get bullied pretty relentlessly.

It was one of those things that felt especially unfair—almost absurd—given that I was a senior. Supposedly the top of the food chain, right? The final year was meant to be a victory lap, not a gauntlet. And what made it all the more baffling was that I’d managed to fly under the radar for most of my academic life. Previous years had been uneventful. Freshman through junior year passed in a blur of quiet anonymity. I wasn’t exactly popular, but I wasn’t a target either. For a long time, I was nearly invisible.

I had a few friends here and there—mostly bookish, socially awkward guys who shared my obsessive love for one particular video game. We'd huddle in the back of the cafeteria or gather in basements with pixelated worlds glowing across our screens. But no one ever stuck around for long. By the time midterms rolled around, they’d transfer, drop out, or drift off into new friend groups. And so I was left to navigate the crowded hallways alone, keeping my head down, dodging attention like it carried a virus.

And in a way, it did.

Because the last thing you wanted—especially if you were a lanky, uncertain eighteen-year-old with shoulder-length blond hair (the kind of hair my aunts and cousins gushed over at family barbecues), and a painfully visible lack of confidence—was to be noticed. Least of all by the jocks.

Yes, I know how that sounds—textbook cliché. But I went to a textbook kind of school. Letterman jackets. Cheerleaders. Fluorescent lights that made everyone look half-sick. Nothing poetic about it.

What I wasn’t prepared for—what I couldn’t have predicted—was the shift that came that final year. Over the summer, I’d done nothing remarkable. Played hours of video games in my darkened bedroom. Helped my uncle haul boxes around his sweltering storage facility. Grew out my hair a little more. That was it. Nothing transformative. And yet, when I came back that fall, something felt... off.

Suddenly, people were noticing me. But not in the way you hope to be noticed.

The popular kids—especially the girls—seemed to single me out, though not for friendship or flirtation. I’d hear my name whispered in the back of classrooms, usually followed by suppressed laughter. Sometimes, one of the girls would lean in close during biology or English, their perfume sweet and dizzying, and purr something like, “Alan, how do you get your hair to look so good?”

I’d glance at her, heart skipping, the kind of hormonal rush only an eighteen-year-old boy can know. I’d stammer something—probably about shampoo or genetics or how I just woke up like this—only to realize too late that her smile was performative, her words bait. Her friends would be giggling behind their binders, eyes full of cruel delight.

I’d force a scowl, scoff under my breath, and whip around to face the whiteboard, pretending none of it had gotten under my skin. But of course it had. I’d burn red from the collar up. The teacher would call out my name—Alan, eyes up front, please—and I’d feel the full weight of being both humiliated and falsely accused.

It went on like that for weeks. Every day felt like an ambush.

By October, I’d made a silent vow: get out of this place as fast as humanly possible. No prom, no yearbook, no second semester nostalgia. I just wanted to be gone.

When I found out from one of the guidance counselors that I had enough credits to graduate early, I latched on to the idea like a lifeline. Winter break would be my escape hatch. December first, to be exact.

I started visiting Mr. Larson’s office every few days just to “check in.” I must’ve confirmed my plans with him half a dozen times, paranoid it was all a clerical error. But he assured me every time: it was real. I could leave. And once I had that confirmation, I counted down the days like a prisoner marking lines on the wall.

Now that I had an actual game plan—an exit strategy—I clung to it with everything I had. Getting out by winter break became the singular light at the end of a long, narrow tunnel. Every morning was a countdown. Every humiliating moment was one I told myself I could survive, just a little longer.

Beyond that, though, I had no real plans. Not for college. Not for life. The only thing that mattered was escape—getting out of school in one piece. I imagined I’d spend the rest of my waking life starry-eyed and euphoric just to be free, thrilled that my Uncle Robert would let me man the tiny, overheated maintenance office of his storage facility. Okay—so maybe I’m being a little sarcastic. But at the time, the fantasy of solitude, of silence, of being somewhere no one knew my name, felt like salvation.

It wasn’t until about halfway through the semester that I realized I needed more than an escape. I needed direction—something resembling a future. That epiphany, unfortunately, came at the expense of one of the more degrading moments of my life.

It happened just after lunch on a Tuesday. One minute I was heading down the hallway, minding my own business, and the next, I was stripped down to my boxers and shoved—headfirst—into one of the full-sized lockers near the gym.

“This’ll teach you to flirt with my girl, ass-wipe,” Brent sneered, elbowing me hard in the ribs as he barked at his offensive line to “make it fit.”

I remember the sting of metal against my knees. The chill of the locker’s walls against my bare back. The stench of sweat and mildew and old gym towels. I remember the sound of their laughter—booming, triumphant, like they were gladiators dragging a kill through the dirt.

“I didn’t flirt with anyone,” I’d shouted, my voice raw with fury. But my words were drowned in their jeers and hollering. No one was listening. And deep down, I already knew the truth. I’d been set up.

Veronica, Brent’s girlfriend—his bleached-blonde cheer-captain of a girlfriend—had started it. She sat behind me in biology and liked to whisper things over my shoulder, just loud enough to be heard, just soft enough to be mistaken for flirtation. I knew she’d spun some story—probably told Brent I was pining after her or confessing my love in the margins of my notebook. It wasn’t just untrue. It was laughable.

I wasn’t exactly chasing girls back then. And I sure as hell wasn’t chasing anyone at that school.

Eventually, Coach Daniels heard the commotion and summoned the janitor—who, in his own agonizingly slow fashion—ambled down the hall with a ring of keys and a vaguely amused expression. He opened the locker, and I stumbled out, humiliated and trembling, wearing nothing but the skimpy boxer briefs my tormentors had so “generously” left me in.

Coach Daniels, arms crossed over his barrel chest, looked me over with thinly veiled disdain.

“Make something of yourself, Penmeyer,” he said gruffly. “Or you’re gonna be a loser for the rest of your life. Now get some clothes on.”

I said nothing. My fists were clenched so tightly that half-moons from my nails dug into my palms. I bit down on my tongue so hard I tasted blood. Rage bubbled in my chest, but there was nowhere to put it. No one who cared to listen.

So I stood there. In the dim hallway. Barefoot and burning with shame. The building was silent, save for the hum of fluorescent lights and the distant buzz of a lawn mower outside. Afternoon sunlight spilled through the tall windows in slanted gold lines, painting the tiled floor with a soft, surreal glow. But the shadows—those long, deep shadows creeping toward me from the edges of the hall—felt colder, sharper. Like fingers reaching for me. Like the space itself knew I didn’t belong.

And then came the sound: sharp, deliberate.

The click of heels.

I turned my head slowly, dread pooling low in my belly. A shadow stretched across the floor—a slim silhouette with the unmistakable curve of a woman’s hips and the sleek confidence of someone who owned every inch of her stride.

I tried to turn away, as if modesty could erase the moment. As if hiding would make me vanish.

That’s when I heard it.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk.”

I glanced back over my shoulder and froze.

Standing a few feet behind me was a woman—tall, poised, and striking in a way that stole the air right out of my lungs. She looked to be in her mid-thirties, though there was something timeless about her—something almost cinematic. Her blonde hair was perfectly styled, tumbling past her shoulders in soft waves that caught the afternoon light. She wore a fitted white blouse with one too many buttons undone, and a short black skirt that showed off toned legs in a way that felt deliberately provocative, especially for someone who looked like she might be a teacher.

My eyes must’ve gone wide, because she gave a soft, indulgent laugh—low and amused, like she was used to being stared at—and shook her head ever so slightly.

“Yeah,” I muttered, embarrassed and defensive, “get a real good look.” I folded my arms across my bare chest. “Don’t you have somewhere else to be?”

There was a pause.

“My goodness,” she said at last, her voice like velvet laced with something firmer beneath. “Aren’t we hot-headed?”

I wasn’t sure how she did it—how someone could sound so gentle, so feminine, and still carry that much command in a single sentence. She spoke slowly, deliberately. Like every word had been handpicked. Like she never rushed, because people always waited to hear what she had to say.

I shifted awkwardly under her gaze, every inch of exposed skin suddenly twice as aware of itself.

“What do you want?” I asked, trying to sound sharper than I felt.

She tilted her head, studying me with eyes that were both curious and knowing. I tried to place her—some staff member maybe, a substitute I hadn’t noticed? But no, her face didn’t match anyone in my mental yearbook. And I would have remembered someone like her. She was the kind of woman they used to sell luxury perfume or to lean against cars in glossy ads—part seduction, part enigma.

“Well,” she said, smiling modestly as she crossed her arms and shifted her weight to one hip, “I simply want to help.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Who are you?”

“My name is Miss Morris,” she replied, as if the name itself carried weight.

“Are you a teacher or something?” I asked. “I just—I haven’t seen you around, is all.”

I was still turned away from her, pretending the shadows at the edge of the hallway could swallow my shame. My boxer briefs clung to my hips, damp with sweat and humiliation.

She laughed lightly. “No, no. I’m not faculty here. I’m a counselor—visiting, technically. I’m giving a series of lectures to your school’s counseling department. But I teach full-time at the college in Snyderville.”

“Oh,” I said, grateful for any excuse to end the conversation. “Well, then, you probably have somewhere to be. I was just leaving.”

I turned to go, desperate to disappear.

“Now hold on,” she said gently, her tone soft but impossible to ignore.

I stopped but didn’t face her. “What?” I asked, my voice cold and brittle. I wasn’t interested in being comforted, pitied, or worse—seen. Especially not by someone like her.

“I just think it’s a shame,” she said, stepping closer. “A young man like you—handsome, intelligent—shouldn’t have to be reduced by the insecurities of others.”

I turned my head slightly, wary but listening.

She smiled, her eyes glinting with something unreadable. “I’m teaching a night course while I’m here. A short seminar on the evolving dynamics of female identity in modern society. And something tells me,” she said, pausing to let her words land, “that you would be perfect for it.”

I blinked. “What? Why would I—?”

She held up a hand, graceful and dismissive. “Because you’re observant. Because you’ve clearly been forced to think outside the narrow roles people try to shove you into. And because, whether you realize it or not, you’re already challenging expectations—just by being exactly who you are.”

I didn’t know what to say to that.

Her eyes softened. “You’re stronger than you think, Alan. The boys who shoved you into that locker? Someday, they’ll be asking you for a job—or for forgiveness. And I suspect you’ll be in a position to offer both.”

I didn’t know who this woman was or what her angle might have been, but she knew how to get through to me. That much was clear.

Her words didn’t feel rehearsed or manipulative, but they had a strange, surgical precision—like she knew exactly which part of me was weakest and aimed straight for it. And it worked. That meandering blend of compliments and challenges had wormed its way under my skin, and before I even realized it, I found myself turning toward her, more attentive now, if only begrudgingly.

“So I’m just another loser who gets bullied,” I muttered, my voice sharp with sarcasm. “Why would you care?”

Her lips curved. “Honey, my sole purpose in life is helping young men like you reach their fullest potential. Believe me.”

The way she said honey—casual, familiar, with a trace of amusement—sent a little pulse of heat through my stomach. I crossed my arms, trying not to let her see the way her attention unsettled me.

“I thought you said you were a professor,” I challenged, thinking I might catch her in a contradiction.

“I am,” she replied smoothly. “A professor of men’s studies, as a matter of fact.”

“But you said you were teaching some class called Girl Problems or something.”

Miss Morris laughed, a low, indulgent sound that made my skin tighten. “Cute,” she said, drawing the word out like a caress. “But no—I said The Female Identity.”

“Okay.” I shrugged, feigning disinterest. “So what does that have to do with me? Or with men, for that matter?”

She tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “Why don’t you show up and find out for yourself? Unless, of course, you’d prefer to keep doing what you’re doing now—getting shoved into lockers and mocked by idiots.”

Without waiting for a response, she stepped forward and handed me a business card—thick, expensive cardstock with embossed lettering. Her name was printed in elegant serif font across the top: Dr. Genevieve Morris, Visiting Professor, Department of Gender and Cultural Studies. Beneath it, a short list of course titles and room numbers, complete with dates and times. One line, in particular, stood out: The Female Identity: Fluidity, Power, and Transformation.

By the time I looked up, ready to toss back another sarcastic remark, she was gone.

Just… gone. Like smoke trailing off into the dark edge of the hallway.

I stared down the corridor, but she’d already vanished—no sound of heels, no lingering scent of her perfume, nothing but silence and that damned business card in my hand.

After a few seconds, I shoved it into my wallet—the same battered wallet I’d found earlier, dumped into a trash can near the side entrance of the school, courtesy of Brent and his goons—and ducked into the boys’ locker room. I found a spare pair of basketball shorts and a jersey that probably belonged to a freshman, changed quickly, and slipped out the back door. All I wanted was to get home without seeing another human being.

By the time I dropped my backpack onto the floor of my room, the whole day had mostly been filed away, like all the others—another humiliating entry in the running log of my school experience. I’d learned to do that. To bury things fast. To make space for the next round of damage.

But one thing refused to be buried.

Her.

That woman. That voice. That look in her eyes when she said I wasn’t meant to stay invisible.

Later that evening, I sat on my bed with the TV on mute, flipping my wallet open and pulling out her card again. I turned it over in my hand, running my thumb along the edges, rereading the words as if they might rearrange themselves into something more believable.

The Female Identity.

I muttered it under my breath, as if saying it aloud might make it make more sense.

What the hell did that have to do with me?

She was probably just some guest lecturer getting paid per head—probably running a sales pitch disguised as a seminar. Selling empowerment like it came in bottles or time-share weekends. I rolled my eyes and tossed the card onto the nightstand.

And yet... she was attractive.

God, so attractive. And that was enough to keep my eighteen-year-old brain tangled in knots. Leave it to hormones to turn a weird, fleeting encounter into a cinematic obsession.

Still, one thing she’d said stuck with me more than the rest.

You don’t have to keep living like this.

She was right about that. I only had a month left in this hellhole, but maybe—just maybe—whatever this class was, it could be something different. Something that made the final stretch a little more bearable.

So I drove to the college in Snyderville, still half-convinced this was a terrible idea.

It wasn’t exactly close—forty-five minutes from my house if traffic was light—but I made the trip anyway, gripping the steering wheel with equal parts skepticism and curiosity. I found the building where Miss Morris said the class would be held: a towering, beige-brick structure that looked more like a municipal courthouse than anything educational.

Like a gullible idiot, I even showed up on time.

Worse—I brought a spiral notebook. A cheap one, with a black plastic cover and the remnants of a sticker still clinging to the front. I don’t know what I thought I was going to write down. Notes? Insights? The names of all the other guys dumb enough to fall for whatever scheme this woman was running? Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew there was a real possibility that I was walking into a scam. Maybe not a money scam, exactly—but some kind of ego trap, or performance piece, or humiliation kink disguised as an academic experiment.

Still, I came.

I stood outside the doorway and peeked inside. And immediately realized this wasn’t just a classroom—it was an auditorium. High ceilings. Tiered seating. A wide stage at the front with a gleaming podium and a blank projection screen. The kind of room used during the day for serious lectures: macroeconomics, biology, probably some pre-law symposiums. But tonight? The room was almost empty.

A dozen, maybe fifteen students were scattered throughout, most of them sitting with a noticeable degree of tension in their shoulders. Upright postures, tightly crossed arms, clenched jaws. One guy was tapping his pen against his notebook like a metronome on overdrive. Another scowled at him across the row. The irritation was mutual, and thick in the air.

Then there were a few guys I recognized—or rather, I recognized the type. Thin frames, hunched backs, oversized glasses sliding down narrow noses. Acne-scattered cheeks and anxious glances that ricocheted from seat to seat. Social outliers. The kind of guys who knew the layout of comic book stores better than their own neighborhoods.

I didn’t wear glasses. My skin was clear. But that didn’t change the sting I felt seeing them. Because I knew I belonged here—just like them. Whether I wanted to admit it or not.

Suddenly, the whole thing felt like a setup. Like Miss Morris had spent her afternoon collecting men from society’s peripheral zones. Lonely. Overlooked. Labeled losers. And now we were all here—lined up like awkward little lambs, waiting for whatever strange sermon she had planned.

I turned to leave. The notebook hung limp in my hand, a stupid prop for a class I didn’t even believe in.

But then I heard her voice—low and confident, drawing nearer from the opposite end of the hallway.

“Leaving so soon, Mr. Penmeyer?” she cooed.

I flinched. Turned slowly. Clutched my notebook tighter. I could feel the heat rising to my face—an embarrassing shade of red blooming across my cheeks.

“I don’t know,” I muttered, shrugging. “Maybe. This just... probably isn’t for me.”

She stepped closer. Close enough that I noticed she had a couple of inches on me—even in heels. Her perfume was subtle but expensive, the kind that lingered long after she was gone.

“Well,” she said lightly, “if that’s how you feel.”

She gave me a once-over, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “By the way—it’s nice to see you in something other than boxers for class,” she added with a wink. “Though personally... I preferred the look with less.”

And with that, she turned and walked into the room as if she’d said nothing out of the ordinary. No smirk. No glance back. Just the smooth sway of her hips and the click of her heels against polished tile.

I groaned under my breath, rolled my eyes, and followed.

She’d won. Of course she had.

And as I was about to learn, Miss Morris always won. She always got exactly what she wanted.

I slipped into the room quietly and made my way toward the front—out of some idiotic impulse to impress her, or at least be noticed. I slid into a chair in the first row and stared up at the stage while she busied herself at the podium, adjusting her laptop and flipping through a stack of papers with methodical ease.

Only then did I glance around and realize something odd.

I was the only one sitting up front.

The nearest student was at least three rows behind me, and even they looked like they’d chosen their seats under duress. Meanwhile, I sat alone, exposed under the harsh wash of overhead lights, notebook open on the tiny desk attached to my seat like I was here to learn.

Maybe she’d give me preferential treatment, I thought, already drunk on the fantasy. Maybe I’d become her favorite. Her protégé. Her special student.

Even though I still had no idea what The Female Identity was supposed to mean—or what she wanted from me.

“Gentlemen,” Miss Morris began, her tone smooth and commanding, “welcome to Course 309, The Female Identity. I will be your professor for the next two weeks.”

She clasped her hands together at her waist, the faint glint of her rings catching the overhead light. There was a visible spark of pleasure in her emerald-green eyes—a kind of giddy anticipation that suggested she lived for this moment. For the unveiling. The performance. The power.

She went on to explain the general framework of the course—its themes, objectives, and the “transformative experience” it was designed to offer—but truthfully, I couldn’t have repeated a word of it if I tried. My attention was hopelessly divided between the cadence of her voice and the way she moved—measured and fluid, every gesture deliberate, every glance strategic. She had a presence that made it difficult to focus on anything but her.

Blonde hair pinned with just enough mess to seem unintentional. A fitted blouse with a satin sheen that caught along the curves of her body. Legs that moved like poetry beneath the hem of a sleek black pencil skirt. She didn’t just command the room. She owned it.

“You’re all here,” she said, pivoting in front of the podium, “because you lack certain…”

She paused, her gaze drifting slowly across the rows of young men.

“…characteristics.”

The word landed softly, but with weight. Like a challenge dressed in silk.

She smiled again—warm, confident, and somehow just a little dangerous.

“You’re unsuccessful in your current form,” she continued, her voice smooth as honey. “But by the time this course is finished, you will become exactly what you were always meant to be.”

A chill of curiosity slid down my spine.

Until now, I’d been restless—tapping my foot beneath the fold-down desk, trying to make sense of what I’d walked into. But something about the way she said meant to be caught on the edge of my mind like a fishhook. I needed to know more. Fast. Before I gave away even more of my already limited time to something meaningless.

I raised my hand.

Then dropped it.

But then—feeling the heat of her gaze sweep over the room again—I raised it once more, higher this time, and steadier.

Miss Morris stopped mid-sentence. Her eyes snapped to mine, and her lips curled into a curious smile that made my breath falter. Her green eyes sparkled with something unreadable—amusement, maybe. Or anticipation.

“Yes?” she purred, her voice low and luxurious, coaxing.

I cleared my throat, rubbing the back of my neck with one hand. “I just… I wanted to ask what this class is actually about,” I said, hesitating. “You’ve been kind of vague.”

There was a beat of silence, followed by a warm ripple of laughter from her throat.

“Oh, I see,” she said, tilting her head. “You’re very busy.”

She turned and walked gracefully back to her leather attaché case on the podium, her heels clicking like punctuation on polished tile. Her fingers combed through its contents—methodical, unfazed—before she drew out something delicate.

A pale pink bra.

Lace. Underwire. Feminine and soft and scandalously out of place in an academic setting.

The boys around me whispered, their murmurs rising into something between confusion and awe. One of them hissed “whoa” under his breath.

Me? I didn’t move.

Or at least, I didn’t show it. But inside, my heart had skipped more than just a beat.

Miss Morris didn’t hesitate. She clutched the bra by its center, strode directly toward me, and when she reached the edge of my desk, she tossed it in a single fluid motion.

The lacy garment landed in my hands with a whisper. I fumbled it, nearly dropped it, then caught it by the strap just in time. The silk brushed across my fingers—soft and strange and startlingly intimate.

I felt a flicker of pride for not letting it hit the floor. I even smiled, briefly.

“Mr. Penmeyer,” she said, her voice now firm and unmistakably pointed. “What are you holding?”

Five pairs of eyes were suddenly on me. Their stares felt hot—curious, expectant. I shifted in my seat and looked back at her, raising one brow.

“A… bra?” I offered cautiously.

“Wrong,” she replied, her tone sharp, immediate.

She stepped closer, her voice low enough now that only I could hear the next line. “It’s your bra,” she said. “You’re going to wear it.”

I swallowed hard—more air than breath—and let out a quiet, disbelieving chuckle. The absurdity of it all hit me at once. I shook my head and leaned back in my seat, casting a glance around the room for validation. Surely, someone else had to be as shocked—or amused—as I was by Miss Morris’s request.

But the other students remained still, their expressions unreadable. No smirks. No laughter. Just a mix of confusion, discomfort, and guarded curiosity. If anyone else thought this was a joke, they weren’t showing it.

“I don’t think so,” I said finally, letting the corners of my mouth lift with reluctant amusement.

Miss Morris placed a hand on her hip and smiled—again. A subtle, knowing smile. One side of her mouth quirked upward, her brow lifting in tandem as she casually reclaimed the bra. She dragged it across the top of my desk, back and forth, as though dusting it with lace. Her fingernails traced the fabric with slow, deliberate elegance.

“Well then,” she said airily, “enjoy spending the next six more months at this school.”

And just like that, she turned from my desk, the bra swinging lightly in her hand as she began strolling down the aisle.

“Clark,” she called, shifting her gaze to another student seated two rows behind me, “how about you? Are you going to participate? Think you have what it takes to be my star student?”

Before the boy could answer, I stood abruptly, cutting her off. “I’m graduating next month,” I said, voice tight with defiance. “I don’t need this. I’ve got real college classes to worry about soon—not whatever this is.”

I gestured vaguely to the room, to the absurdity of the lace, to the strange performance unfolding around me. I was already halfway out of my row, notebook in hand, when she spoke again.

“Don’t be so sure about that,” Miss Morris said, her voice casual—almost light. But there was a current of something sharper beneath it.

I froze.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

She turned back toward me slowly, the bra now looped around one finger like a cat’s toy. “You don’t have enough credits to graduate. Not yet.”

I blinked. “That’s not true. I already talked to the counselor—Mr. Larson. He said I’m good to go. December first. I’ve already confirmed it.”

She took a few measured steps toward me, each one precise and echoing faintly in the hushed auditorium. “I know. You’ve been diligent. You’ve double-checked. Triple-checked, even. But, as I told you before, I’m conducting a seminar for the counseling staff at your school.” She smiled. “Today’s topic? How to Deliver Unpleasant News.”

The air seemed to shift.

I stared at her, jaw tight, still halfway between standing and storming out. But something in her voice kept me rooted.

“Apparently,” she continued, “your dear Mr. Larson let something slip during our session. He mentioned that one of his students—he didn’t name names, of course, but he did say the student’s initials were A.P.—was told he had enough credits to graduate… when in fact, he’s still missing one.”

My gut twisted. The air inside me turned heavy, sharp. My palms felt damp against the cheap plastic spiral of my notebook.

She took another step, now directly in front of me, her gaze steady.

“Mr. Larson didn’t say it directly,” she added, voice like velvet, “but I put the pieces together. I’m quite good at puzzles.”

I looked around the room again. No one moved. The other young men just watched—some curious, others bored, a few entirely detached. No one looked at me with pity. No one offered support. I was alone in the spotlight, as if they were waiting for the scene to finish. Waiting to see if I would bolt—or bend.

I sat down slowly. The edge of the desk dug into my palm as I lowered myself, heat rising behind my ears. A quiet wave of something between humiliation and disbelief washed over me.

“I believe,” she went on breezily, “Mr. Larson plans to break the news after the weekend. Thought it might be easier that way.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Her smile deepened. “Well, let me make you a deal.”

She crossed her arms, the bra still dangling from one finger like a charm on a chain.

“You stay. Participate. Do what I ask in this evening class—just for the next two weeks—and I’ll have a word with Mr. Larson. I’ll speak to my department, have them convert the course into transferable college credit and advocate for those credits to be applied toward your school transcript. We do it all the time for dual-enrollment programs.”

She leaned forward slightly, her words now a whisper designed just for me.

“Do this, and you’ll graduate early, just like you planned. Walk out of that school for good. No catch. No locker room drama. No jocks. Just freedom.”

She let the silence settle.

I stared up at her, caught somewhere between dread and curiosity, logic and longing. There was something magnetic about her offer—not just the promise of graduation, but the control she seemed to wield over every inch of this reality.

“Of course,” she added softly, her lashes lowering, “you could always walk away now.”

How she managed to seemingly invest so much into her conversations with me, only to pull all of her chips out in the last moment left me perplexed and feeling downright vulnerable; more vulnerable than anything I’d ever experienced. But why? I didn’t know her; I had no connection to the domineering woman. But she was gorgeous, she had paid me a certain degree of attention, and she seemed to be everything I’d wanted to me—dominant, commanding and confident—only, as a man, of course.

Miss Morris knew she’d caught me in a tough spot; she knew I wasn’t going anywhere, despite the look of contemplation playing on my eyes. She knew that she’d found my weakness. Even if she had been bullshitting me, how would I know until Monday? And by Tuesday, it would be too late; signups for the next semester would be starting and my fate would be sealed. Six more months of the assholes on the football team shoving me into lockers; the assholes on the basketball team taking my things and holding them high over my head—laughing and jeering to one another until I ultimately give up and find my belongings in the locker room trash and toilets; I couldn’t do it. There was no way I was going to go back for another semester, no matter what it took. It didn’t even matter how strange and bizarre Miss Morris’s requests could have possibly been—nothing, I imagined, would compare to the alternative.

“Ok, so what do I have to do?” I asked.

“Well, take Lucy here,” she said, giggling, and hanging me the shiny pink bra. “She’s yours for the next two weeks. I want you to get very familiar with it. Your homework is very simple; wear this bra at home before the next class, and write paragraph-long paper on how it makes you feel.”

“Gentlemen?” Miss Morris said, starting from my desk and turning toward the rest of the audience. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about any of you. You’re going to wear these,” the woman said, arriving at her desk, reaching into her case and extracting a handful of differently colored and styled brassieres. One by one, she tossed them toward the men in the class. I noted each of them; how only I had been obviously college-aged. The others seemed older, as though they’d been doing a sort of continuing education class. Whatever their circumstance, I couldn’t bother myself with it. The only thing I cared about from then on would be pleasing Miss Morris—doing whatever she said.

And while the immediate assignment of wearing a bra for homework was downright ridiculous, I wasn’t about to question it. I stuffed the bra in my pocket, and already knew I would simply write the paper without wearing it; why on Earth would I wear it, anyway? I was a guy—a straight guy at that, who had no interested whatsoever in wearing girl’s clothes.

Or so I thought.

After two hours of Miss Morris’s introductory class, I felt strange. I felt as though something inside me had changed. We’d spent the two hours watching a presentation given by the blonde woman, with various slides and odd videos. Miss Morris explained to the audience that the brief class would be about embracing our ‘female identity’ to form a better understanding with women and thus, as she put it, ‘the world.’ What did it mean, exactly? According to her, it meant that by the time the course had ended, guys like me—a phrase she continually used, and to which I took some offense to—would never have problems with girls, or guys, ever again. We would never find ourselves bullied by jocks, and ignored by women; a high bar she’d set, and a promise that I’d hardly expected.

Later that evening, I sat at my desk and tried to comprehend what I’d just taken part in. I tried to figure out why I’d even gone—what had compelled me to do it. Of course, I already knew the reason; it was for Miss Morris. The motivations of an eighteen year-old guy are always simple—the possibility of sex, regardless of how impossible the odds. I was no different. Somehow, I actually thought a woman like her had any interest in my beyond utilizing me for her weird course.

I felt an itch of frustration. Trying to focus, I ran my hands down my jeans, and it was then that I remembered the bra in my pocket. I quickly slid toward my bedroom door, shut and locked it, and came over to my bed, before unraveling the thin, lacey strap from my pants. I held it up for a moment. I shook my head and laughed. “Wear it…” I said to myself, laughing. “Who does she think she’s talking to?”

I couldn’t believe Miss Morris’s invitation to do something so wild, so ridiculous as to wear a woman’s bra. I stood and faced a mirror in my room, laughing as I held the lacey pink bra up to my chest. I gave my best pursed lips pose as I stretched it over my chest, but immediately started to laugh. I set the bra down, and grabbed a piece of paper, beginning to write out the brief essay she’d prescribed. As I started to write, I felt another itch of frustration. I couldn’t explain it, really, but it felt like a hunger—a need to do something. I couldn’t focus, and I certainly couldn’t write anything. Instead, I grabbed the bra and toyed with it in my hands again. I turned to the mirror a second time, and held the bra to my chest a second time, too. Only, this time I didn’t laugh. This time, I started to think about the slides Miss Morris had shown in the class that day; images of masculine looking women, along with strangely complicated and seemingly cryptic explanations of the ‘female I.D. and ego.’ Truth be told, I paid little attention. I watched attentively, but I couldn’t understand what Miss Morris had been talking about.

Yet, standing there that evening, I felt a twinge of excitement. Sure, I was holding a woman’s bra—Miss Morris’s bra, perhaps? But it wasn’t like that; I didn’t find myself turned on because of it. Instead, I found myself curious to experiment—curious to actually wear it. I couldn’t believe myself. And yet, I couldn’t stop myself, either.

I looked about the room, as if to check and make sure my parents hadn’t somehow unlocked my door and were standing in my doorway, horrified. I slowly lifted my shirt and tossed it on my bed, before grabbing the bra and sliding my arms through the hoops. I looked at my back in the mirror, as I worked the hook, latching it tight. I turned, and looked at myself, and the pink bra hugging my tight, flat chest.

Something happened; something I couldn’t have begun to understand. I liked it. I actually liked it. I wore it around the room, telling myself it was purely for ‘homework’ and nothing more. I continued, pacing about, but always sure to keep myself within view of the mirror, so I could see my reflection. I continued to wear the bra all evening, before stuffing it in a pile of clothes in my closet.

The night before Monday arrived, and I finished my brief essay. Well, I attempted to keep it brief. But the essay ran over two pages of enthused rambling; how I’d felt wearing the bra, and how it made me feel—natural, and unlike any other time in my life.

When I arrived at class that Monday evening, however, I wondered if I could actually turn it in; if I could actually admit to another living person what I’d done. I had little intention of doing so, until Miss Morris came to my desk and stood over me, wearing a tight, black business suit that delineated her curves and left a hint of cleavage, allowing me to see her bra—pale pink, just like the one I’d worn.

I’d been early to class, and was the only person there; or so I thought.

“The other students… well, they’ve dropped the course,” Miss Morris said, with a touch of sadness.

“Oh,” I returned. “Why?”

Her emerald eyes turned down at me, confused. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Why did they drop? Was it too hard or something?” I said, with a hint of pride in my tone.

“Well, I suppose. I asked a lot of them, after all. Not many men are comfortable with wearing women’s clothes,” she said. “It was an experimental course, and it seems that it’s failed before it really even truly began,” she continued.

“So that’s it? The class is over?” I asked, with a hint of concern in my voice. Suddenly, I realized that my odd little experiment a few nights prior, would be the only time I would get to do something as wild as wear a woman’s bra. I would have no ‘assignment’ to do so in the future; and then what? I certainly wasn’t about to admit to doing it out of pure joy. No, I’d done it because Miss Morris had dangled the prospect of early graduation over me—no other reason, I’d told myself.

“I don’t understand—what about…” I started, as Miss Morris interrupted.

“Alan, you don’t have to keep playing along. I appreciate your interest in the class, however,” she explained. “Oh, and by the way, I spoke to your counselor earlier. Consider our little agreement fulfilled,” she said.

“That’s nice,” I said. “But, well… at least take my paper,” I said, handing her the essay I’d written.

Miss Morris seemed visible shocked that I’d actually completed the assignment. I curious grin came over her lips as she started to read the paper, standing before me. “Is this true?” She asked, turning her eyes down toward me.

“I guess so,” I confessed.

“Well, then I suppose the class isn’t cancelled, after all,” she explained. “That is, if you’re willing to continue.”

“I think I am,” I said, truthfully eager to see what she’d planned for that night.

“Well, it might be a bit strange lecturing to only one person, but I think we can make this work; you are my special project, now,” she said, with a smoothness to her voice. Her confidence seemed to grow from reading what I’d written in my little essay. She seemed convinced that what I’d written had indeed come from a real experience, and not, as I’d anticipated, chiefly from lying about wearing the bra.

I felt a bit weird being the only student in the class, then. But, the lights dimmed, and Miss Morris began her slideshow, and I felt as though I could simply convince myself that somebody else—somewhere in that room—had been watching along, and studying along. I started to feel a sense of pride in excelling at the class when so many others had already failed. I wanted to show Miss Morris that I would indeed be her ‘special project,’ and that I would do whatever she asked of me, even after being rewarded with early graduation.

By the time her slideshow presentation had ended, I felt even weirder than before. She employed visuals and audio effects that left my mind spinning—nearly unable to keep up. But I only wanted more.

With the room still dim and only the projection screen to light the room with its faint, tungsten bulb, Miss Morris approached me, clutching something in her hand. “Here you are,” she smiled. “You earned these. I want to see what you have to say about wearing these,” she said. “After everything we went over today, I think you’re more than ready for a bit of field work.”

What HAD we gone over? I wondered, as I opened my hand and felt the incredibly soft, silky material in my palm.

“I want an essay on this first thing Wednesday evening. Oh, and one more thing; I’d like to see you do a bit of your own work. Find one other item—could be makeup, a skirt, whatever you like, so long as it’s a woman’s garment—and experiment with that too, and add it into your essay. If you are as ‘special’ as I think you are; well, then I will have a surprise for you after class on Wednesday.

Miss Morris grabbed her bag and left the class, with the projector still humming and flickering against the wall. I found myself totally alone as I stretched out the skimpy silk panties she’d put into my hand. “Whoa,” I whispered, feeling a rush of excitement. I didn’t know what it had been, exactly, that left me feeling so… so alive… but I couldn’t deny it. In fact, I knew I wouldn’t be able to wait until I’d gotten home to do my ‘homework.’ I bit my lip, looked about the lecture hall. A thrill came over me, and I unbuttoned my jeans.

What am I doing? I thought to myself. But I knew the answer, even if it seemed completely impossible; even if my heart sped, my hands grew balmy, and my legs weak.

I looked about the room one more time and tugged my jeans down my legs, along with my boxers, until I’d been totally bottomless—no pants, no underwear, nothing—and all in public! I felt the cool breeze of the auditorium air conditioning on my most sensitive skin, as I stretched the panties around my ankles and pulled them up. I didn’t know what had gotten into me. Only a few days before, I’d laughed and threatened to leave the classroom over the notion of ever wearing a bra. And now, after only a few of Miss Morris’s lectures, I’d been more enchanted than ever. I felt suddenly like I’d connected, truly, to the female identity inside myself. I knew that whatever Miss Morris had done, I had consciously received it. She’d not needed to play any mind games or tricks on me. She hadn’t needed to resort to anything subliminal, either. Instead, she’d marinated my mind with the feminine ‘ego’ and I’d realized that I connected to that more than I ever did to my so-called masculine side.

“Who needs it,” I muttered, speaking of my male identity. I could only focus on the panties that now cradled my most sensitive, most private area, hugging me like a rich, soft pouch.

My heart continued to race, and jumped more so when I heard a voice approaching the doorway. “Shit,” I gasped, as the lights turned on in the room. Miss Morris entered, walking briskly to the podium.

I froze in place, hoping she wouldn’t notice me, sitting there in one of the chairs, in nothing but a t-shirt and panties of all things. What on earth would she say?

She reached for her desk, grabbed a folio and quickly started back toward the door. I finally exhaled and sat back up, shaking my head. But I was far from free.

“Alan?” She asked.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Miss Morris grinned excitedly. I could see her tongue dragging along her lips, indulgent. “Well, well, well; you are coming along nicely,” she said. “Goodness… I don’t know if I’m going to be able to wait until Friday,” she laughed, turned toward the door, and exited.

I grabbed my things in a mad rush, and started for the door. Only once I’d reached the hallway—empty and dark—had I realized I’d still forgot to put my jeans back on. I quickly pulled them up, and drove home, hoping to put it all behind me.

“What is she doing to me?” I asked myself, staring up at the ceiling. I was still wearing the panties—I couldn’t bear to take them off; how could I? I loved the sensation of the silk fabric hugging my skin far too much. When I wasn’t in bed contemplating my situation, I was strutting myself in front of my mirror, now in both my bra and panties. I flirted with my reflection, occasionally bumping my butt out and turning, before doing a little catwalk to and from the mirror.

I experimented all evening, and so much so, that I’d skipped school the following day to continue my little project. While my parents were at work, I even snuck a bit of my mom’s makeup back to my room and continued ‘experimenting.’ “She’s going to love this,” I said, thinking of Miss Morris’s reaction when I wrote about trying on makeup while in nothing but my bra and panties. I watched a few videos online, too, to learn exactly how to properly apply all of it. By the time I’d finished, I could hardly recognize myself. I puckered my lips, bent over for the mirror and looked in awe at the reflection staring back toward me.

What was she doing to me? I kept asking the question, but I could come up with a proper answer. How was it that only a week before, I’d been getting stuffed into a locker—still bumbling about as my old, inadequate self. And yet, now, I was strutting before a mirror, feeling more confident and proud than ever. Granted, I wasn’t exactly me, anymore. Perhaps that’d had something to do with it.

By the time I arrived at the lecture hall that Wednesday night, I was more my new identity than my old one. I handed my paper to Miss Morris, who read it while she played a video for me to watch during the evening class. The video featured women doing catwalks down a runway, along with clips of men looking into the camera and saying things like ‘Look at you, you beautiful sissy… the things I’d do to you.’ I didn’t know what the point of the videos had been; normally, Miss Morris lectured. But now, she only played the videos. Three hours of videos; images of woman putting on makeup, giggling and talking about their feelings, with images of men talking to the camera—talking to me, almost—about what I ‘sissy’ I was and all the wild things they wanted to do with me the moment they had the chance.

I sat in my desk, with the darkness hiding my body, and I felt the tinge deep in my body—the tight, tense sensation of swelling up between my legs. I didn’t know what was going on. But, as the video played on, I found myself watching the images of women dressing up, and pining to join them—hoping to try on the various dresses and blouses that they were sampling. And when the images of men speaking to me—or, the camera, at least—arrived on screen, I found my body more tightly wound than any other time. I suddenly felt as though they were right in the room, talking to me and seeing me dressed in the bra and panties that Miss Morris had given to me. I felt as though I were standing before them as they looked at my skin, looked at the lacey fabric hugging it; I imagined that they were particularly watchful of my perky tush and the taut pouch formed by the tight panty.

Miss Morris stopped the projector around the three hour mark, and turned the lights back on. She had been shaking her head and smiling. “Andrea; you are the one,” she said.

“And—Andrea?” I asked. “You mean Alan?”

“Who is Alan?” She asked. “I only see Andrea; the consummate sissy—the perfect, obedient college girl.”

I felt a sense of betrayal, then, as my body responded happily to these remarks. I grew tight and swollen in my jeans to be called ‘Andrea’ instead of Alan. Miss Morris looked down, seemingly right at my lap, and her green eyes flashed with delight.

She giggled indulgently and dragged a hand through her hair.

“You know, I’ve been holding these evening lectures for some time; there were some students here and there that had potential; but none as committed to the craft of the female identity as you have been.”

“Do you really think so?” I asked.

Miss Morris nodded. She reached into her pocket and extracted a small piece of paper. She handed it to me and started toward the podium to grab her things.

“I want you cleaned and shaved all over; wear your clothes, and work on your best female voice. This is your final exam; I want you to assume the female identity in every conceivable way. Show me that you are the perfect female,” Miss Morris said.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a few clothes, tossing them toward me.

“Remember; I want you cleaned, inside and out,” she winked.

I paid little attention to exactly what she’d been saying. I found myself more interested in whatever it had been that she’d handed me. I studied the clothes; a pair of tiny, tight denim jeans, along with a pair of bright orange cotton panties, a pair of crème colored shoes, along with a bright pink t-shirt that had written across the front of it “Princess.”

I looked at the note that she’d given me, too, just as she slipped out the classroom door. It was an address, along with a date: Friday night at 7pm. On the back of it, Miss Morris scrawled her directions for me; wear all the clothes, along with repeating her insistence that I be clean and shaved—close shaved, to be more exact. I didn’t know what she’d been planning, but I already started to grow excited over it, by the time I’d grabbed my things and headed back home to try on my new things.

Friday evening came around, but it took what felt like a lifetime to arrive. I’d practiced my walk, my voice, my everything. The clothes Miss Morris had given me had fit perfectly; she seemed to know exactly what sizes would suit me, leaving me wondering whether she’d done this before.

I pulled up to the house, which proved almost more of a mansion, just before the time listed on the card. Sunset had left the sky hues of dark purple and orange, colliding like two identities that wrestled for dominance. My heart thumped in my chest, but my body was hardly nervous. Rather, I was excited. Excited for whatever Miss Morris had planned for me. If it was a final exam she’d been planning, then I intended to ace it, by whatever means necessary. Of course, a naughty part of me had hopes that whatever it had been, included Miss Morris finally rewarding me for helping me with her course—rewarding me sexually. A guy could dream, anyway, even a guy dressed in girl’s clothes!

I brushed those clothes down, looked at my hair in the mirror, as well as my makeup, before making my way out of the car. I felt so dirty and free walking around in the cool evening air in such cute girl’s clothing. The dainty little jeans and panty left the cool breeze running inside of it, sliding around my taut sack and my tucked shaft. I started to swell from the sheer notion of being seen fully dressed—fully in character.

When I knocked on the large, ornate double doors, Miss Morris came answering it nearly a minute later.

“Well,” she said, as she pulled it open. “This is something else.”

“How did I do?” I asked.

“Oh, you look marvelous; but this is hardly your final exam,” she chuckled. “Follow me for that, please.”

I shut the door behind me, effectively leaving my old identity forever. Now, I was inside Miss Morris’s house; whatever she had planned, I would experience it as ‘Andrea’.’ If a room full of people were to jump out and shout ‘surprise,’ for example, they would only see the blonde college girl dressed in a playful pink t-shirt and tiny jean shorts that hugged my skinny frame.

“In here, please,” Miss Morris said, guiding me into a bedroom.

“Now, let’s get those jeans off, please,” she started.

“Really?” I asked. My heart fluttered. Was I about to get what I’d been hoping for from the dominant, buxom blonde?

I happily obliged her, tugging the jean shorts right off my body, until I was in only the silky pink panties she’d given me on my second lecture.

“Mm-hm,” she nodded, grinning approvingly.

She headed toward a nightstand and pulled a drawer open. “Get on your back and gets those legs spread wide open, missy,” she insisted.

I did as she’d asked, and felt the cool fabric of the bed-sheets beneath the thin fabric of the t-shirt.

I didn’t see what Miss Morris had grabbed, until she came before me, standing over me at the front of the bed. She held something—I wasn’t sure what, exactly. It seemed like a small plastic contraption.

“Panties off, please,” she smiled.

“Really?” I asked, a bit hesitant, but ever ready to fulfill her ever command.

Miss Morris nodded.

“We don’t have much time to get you ready,” she continued. “So, let’s get those off.”

I felt so strange, so exposed doing it; but I obliged. I peeled the fabric from my body and suddenly felt the cool air of the air conditioning against my genitals. Suddenly, as the panties fell off my legs and feet, I was lying on the bed, totally bottomless—my half-hard shaft and ever tightening sack in full display.

Miss Morris reached down, and I could only look up toward the ceiling. Holy shit… is she going to give me a hand job? A blow job? Holy shit, I thought—my mind racing with excitement.

I looked down my navel as I felt tightness suddenly around my shaft. “There we go,” Miss Morris said, as she snapped the apparatus shut around it. I felt the cold plastic on my penis—my member swelling inside it, desperate to grow, yet unable to.

“Wh-what is it?” I asked, confused.

“That’s a little cage, to keep your stubborn penis from ruining your final exam,” she said. “You’ll be thankful I did that; you don’t want that dirty little thing to get in the way of truly becoming ‘Andrea,’ do you?”

“No, I don’t,” I said, reluctantly. “But, what is the exam, then?” I asked, starting to cross my legs instinctively, so as to not be seen in such a vulnerable, silly way by the professor. She looked down and pulled my legs apart. “Keep those legs open, missy,” she chided. “Turn on your belly. I need to make sure you cleaned and shaved, as I instructed.”

I agreed, and felt the cool, silk sheets on my belly. I felt Miss Morris running her fingers up and down the back of my thighs, before teasing my asshole. “Oh!” I jumped, biting my lip. My tight opening puckered as I groaned.

Miss Morris only laughed.

“Well done; that will count well on your final mark,” she said. “Now, let’s get those panties back on. Kevin and Robert will be here any moment.

“Kevin and Robert? Who are they?” I asked. But Miss Morris only hurried me. I put the panties back on—happy to have the soft fabric hugging my ass and sack. Just as I did this, I heard a knock on the bedroom door.

Miss Morris stepped back, opened it, and greeted the person behind it. “Right in here, boys,” she said, stepping to the side.

In walked two hulking college jocks. They seemed like they were my age, if not a few years older. One had short blonde hair, and the other short dark hair. Each had blue eyes, chiseled jaws, and striking features. Muscles seemed to bulge from beneath their white, nondescript gym shirts and shorts.

“Mm, nice,” one of them said.

“Andrea, this is Kevin,” Miss Morris said, motioning toward the blonde. “And that,” she said, pointing next to the dark-haired jock, “Is Robert. They are going to be your final exam; they are going to make sure you fully understand your female identity.”

“Hi,” I said.

“She’s cute,” Kevin grinned.

“Go on and sit next to her, gentlemen,” Miss Morris said.

The two young men sat on either side of me, towering over my slender frame. “Robert and Kevin are sophomores at the college; they are students from another class of mine. I felt they were the perfect candidates for this exam,” she explained. “They have all the physical features that a cute college girl like you would find most acceptable for her entry into womanhood.”

I started to form ideas about what was being planned before my very eyes, though I could hardly accept it. They weren’t about to… with me? There was no way, I thought. And yet, having their warmth beside me—their brawny, corded biceps against my lithe, girlish arms—as well as their sporty cologne and musk swelling about my senses; I could hardly stop imagining that the two college boys were in fact there to fuck me.

What must you be thinking, you dirty little whore, I thought to myself. In your dreams would two hot guys like this want to fuck you, you sissy girl.

“You see, Andrea; you’ve passed each of my tests. And now, your final exam is very simply. To become a true woman, you need to prove to me that you respond just as a woman would, when in the presence of these two strapping young men. How do you feel? Do you feel… aroused by them?” Miss Morris asked.

I didn’t want to answer, but my cock swelled in the cock cage—painful, almost. My body craved each of the men. I didn’t know why. I couldn’t believe what had happened to me. I was sitting between two college men, dressed as a girl, and actually craving them and not Miss Morris. What had Miss Morris’s lectures brought out of me? The female identity; exactly as she’d promised when she’d first invited me.

“I do,” I replied.

“What does it make you want to do with them?” Miss Morris asked—an excited glare in her eyes.

“It makes me want to do something rather naughty,” I confessed.

“Like what? Be specific,” she urged.

“It makes me want to, um…” I hesitated, playing along with my newfound persona. “It makes me want to see them naked.”

“Oh? You’d like that, huh? Gentlemen?” Miss Morris said. Just then, each of the college jocks stripped from their shorts, revealing that each of them had been gifted with massive cocks swinging between their muscular thighs. Kevin’s had been a bit longer and pinker. Robert’s however, had been thicker and a bit more tawny.

“So, you like what you see, huh?” Miss Morris asked. I nodded, biting my lip. “Of course you do, you dirty girl.”

“Why don’t you show me what you want to do,” she continued. “I doubt Kevin and Robert will mind,” she giggled.

Without further thought or hesitation, I gripped both cocks in each of my hands. I tried to wrap my fingers around the shafts, but failed. The sheer power pumping through the veins and ridges of each cock, left me feeling wet—as a woman might. It left me feeling intensely hollow inside—as though I’d needed to be filled by them.

“Mm, nicely done,” Miss Morris said, marking something on a notepad. The two jocks groaned quietly as I held their cocks. I began stroking them. I couldn’t help but smile and giggle at the sight of their delight. I stroked as fast and hard as I could, watching each cock blossom to full hardness.

“Fuck,” Kevin exhaled.

“What would you like to do now?” Miss Morris asked. “You’re a naughty girl in her panties, with two handsome men standing here—their cocks big and hard; what do you intend to do about it?”

“She’s hot Miss Morris,” Robert blurted.

“Yeah; I just want to get those panties off her,” Kevin grinned.

“In time, gentlemen!” Miss Morris laughed.

The pleas of each man left me aching with passion; I felt an arousal swelling through my body like never before. I’d felt like the prettiest girl in the world to leave two sexy guys like this in such a state of desperation. I loved every second of it. I never wanted it to end.

Without answering Miss Morris, I brought my mouth toward the head of Kevin’s cock. I kept my eye contact with him, so I could watch his face when my soft, wet lips spread over the head of his member. “Fuck,” he growled, as my warm, soft mouth slid over his powerful rod. I sucked gently. It felt strangely as if I knew exactly what to do; as if I’d been made for this very thing! I pulled off and stroked his cock, wet with my saliva, as I turned and paid the same favor to Robert’s thick cock. The dark-haired jock groaned, and I felt his hips thrust forward.

I alternated back and forth for some time; too excited by the sensation of each spongy, firm cockhead massaging the roof of my mouth to ever stop. I felt my body tighten with lust-with desperation to be filled. Pre-cum oozed from my cock and wet my panties horridly. I’d never felt so embarrassed and excited in all my life.

“Goodness, Andrea. You are one cock-sucking little vixen,” she laughed. “I thought you had potential, but this is… you’re exceptionally gifted!” Miss Morris gushed. “I think it’s time to get on the bed—on your back—and let Kevin and Robert fully initiate you. Are you interested in that?” Miss Morris asked. “You may decline, of course; but something tells me you won’t,” she chuckled.

I jumped from my knees and onto the bed. I landed on my back, laughing as my legs flung into the air and my butt had been exposed. I bit my lip and watched as Kevin and Robert each grabbed at my panties—massaging my body beneath it.

As Kevin walked toward the nightstand, Robert lowered his face toward my ass. He held my thighs up into the air, and at once, I felt him pull my panties to the side near my ass. “Oh!” I cried out, as I immediately felt his warm tongue caressing and teasing over my asshole. “Fuck,” I gasped.

“Mm,” Robert purred, brushing slow and indulgent over my tight, ruddy opening. “Tastes like vanilla,” he laughed. “She’s got one sweet hole.” He wasted little time in sucking on his finger and sliding it inside me.

“Oh… shit,” I whimpered with delight. I felt myself broken open around him, with my panties still hugging my hips and pulled the side.

Kevin came back around with a bottle of what looked like lube. He handed it to Robert and said, “Catch, bro.”

I eyed Kevin’s long, still-hard cock. He must’ve seen my desire, because he came over, straddled his thighs on either side of my head, and towered over my face, letting his cock-head sit down against my lips and nose.

“Fuck, she feels so good,” Robert groaned, pulling his finger from me. I looked down—all I could see was my pink shirt that read ‘princess,’ along with the bra beneath it, that made it look almost as if I’d had breasts, as well as the silky pink panties. I felt like a woman—a real one, especially with Robert hungrily teasing my ass.

“Your pussy is wet, isn’t it, Andrea? I’ll bet you’d like to do something about that?” Miss Morris grinned.

“I do,” I said.

“Robert?” She said, turning to the dark-haired hunk, which began sliding lube over his thick, meaty shaft. When he’d finished, he lined the firm, purplish head against my warm hole, and began to press inside.

“Oh… fuck!” I cried out at the top of my lungs, as my delicate pussy spread open around his massive, demanding tool. Robert sighed with bliss and pushed into my tight, reluctant opening once more, sliding deeper into my tight canal. I stubbornly opened up around his girth, and felt the warm throbbing deep inside my body. I groaned, growled and grabbed the bed-sheets in my fists, trying to endure the fire of being unlocked by such a massive man. I grabbed Kevin’s cock and began to suck it once more, using it to turn my attention from the pain.

I moaned over and over on the long, pink cock. Kevin moaned, too, gripping his thighs in his big, strong hands, as he shoved his shaft deeper into my tight mouth.

“Come on… come on,” Robert groaned, thrusting my ass and opening me up more and more. I whimpered and wailed in my best feminine tones—a feat I knew Miss Morris would reward on my marks.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pulling for a moment from Kevin’s big cockhead, before he happily slid it back down my throat.

I couldn’t believe it; I was being skewered like a shish -kebab at both ends. I’d never felt so feminine—so vulnerable and so used in all my life. And I couldn’t get enough of it. The student Miss Morris had invited to her course, had little to do with her, now. Suddenly, Andrea was not to be controlled. She was me; and I’d known no previous identity. I felt as though I’d always been Andrea, and always would be.

“Fuck,” Robert groaned. “I’m getting close to cumming,” he said, grabbing my ass, as though to signal to me.

“Andrea, where would you like Robert to cum?” Miss Morris asked.

“Wherever you want him to,” I said, as Kevin withdrew his cock from my mouth to let me answer.

“Well, then,” Miss Morris chuckled. “Let’s fill that tight pussy with sperm, hm?” she said.

Robert wasted little time. After only a moment, I heard a growl ripple through the bedroom. His thrusts became slow and irregular, and I felt the throbbing deep in my core as ropes of warm seed blasted against my mushy bowels. I could only moan on Kevin’s cock as I felt the warmth injected into me. Kevin seemed delighted by the development, shoving his cock impulsively deeper into my mouth and closing in on my throat as Robert growled and groaned toward finish.

“Fuck,” the big, hulking jock exhaled, and began to withdraw from my ass.

“Well, well, well,” Miss Morris giggled. “That is quite a load.”

“Andrea, are you hungry for more sperm? Are you ready to try swallowing?” Miss Morris asked.

I wanted to, too. I could barely resist. But the hollowness that had been left by Robert’s cock pulling out of me left me ravenous and desperate to be filled and stretched once again.

Kevin withdrew his cock once more to let me answer. I looked up toward Miss Morris, teasing my messed hair and exhaled “I want Kevin inside me.”

“Fuck yeah,” the blonde smiled, as though he’d assumed he wouldn’t get to fuck me. The excitement on his lips left me aching for his cock all the more.

“Well, then, you’d better get going, Mister,” Miss Morris said. “Andrea is one hungry slut, after all.”

Within moments I felt Kevin’s smooth cockhead slid easily into my used hole, sliding against my panties that had been pulled to the side. I reached down and offered to hold them to the side. I felt it was my proper role as the girl, after all. Kevin thrust smooth and deep, pushing his longer shaft even farther into my bowels—now thick with Robert’s warm seed.

The blonde hovered over me, before coming down and planting kisses and bites along the curve of my neck, as he pushed his cock all the way inside me. I reached down and massaged his sack—a thoughtful task that Miss Morris had not missed. “Well done, Andrea. You’re the perfect girlfriend, I would say.” Robert nodded and grinned. “Fuck yeah she is.”

“I think Robert is going to be ready for another round by the time Kevin is finished,” she laughed. “I think we could keep this going all night; one after the other, until that new pussy of yours is broken open and christened!”

The idea felt like music to my ears. I didn’t know what had happened to me over the past week; all I knew was that I was now Andrea. I wore her clothes, and I craved cock, just as she would anytime she wore her pink t-shirts, her tight jeans and her cute panties. I was Andrea—the college girl of Robert and Kevin’s dreams… and apparently, my own; she was what I’d always been destined to become—who I’d been running toward, but hadn’t realized—not until Miss Morris had shown me the way.

“Oh fuck…” Kevin groaned. “I’m cumming.”

The cute blonde tightened his face and grit his teeth as a visceral growl escaped his lips and he hunched forward. I felt his cock throb, just the same as Robert’s. But I felt Kevin’s spurts—stronger than Robert’s—painting the depths of my canal.

Kevin groaned a few final times, exhausted with bliss, as he pulled out of my warm, oozing rear. “Look at that used pussy,” Miss Morris said, starting toward me. She sat beside me and grabbed my ass in her hand.

“How did you like your final exam, Andrea?” She asked.

I lay on the bed, on my back, looking up at the ornate ceiling, without a care in the world. For the first time I could ever remember, I felt truly at peace—truly happy with whom I was. I could only laugh in that moment. Miss Morris asked me again, but I continued to laugh, shaking my head.

“I’m sorry; it’s just that… it was perfect. This is perfect,” I said, as Kevin and Robert had been instructed to shower and prepare for another round later in the evening—a prospect I’d already grown aroused over.

“Well, then,” Miss Morris started. “You’ve passed. Congratulations. You have excelled in understanding the female identity.”

“So I’ve finished the course?” I asked, as I felt the warm seed sliding inside my tight pink panties, leaving me feeling like the certified sissy slut I’d worked so hard to become, and had been so overjoyed to realize.

“Oh no,” she giggled. “No, it’s only just begun.”

“Perfect,” I said, looking up toward the ceiling and smiling.
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