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SINNER TO SAINT

Aaron is a bad boy, a delinquent, and he’s got no intention of changing. However, he may have just met his match…

The Reverend Mother runs the Academy, a boarding school for rebellious boys, and she knows just how to turn even the worst sinner into the sweetest saint. The trick is to balance punishment with reward.

And in Aaron’s case, she has a most devious punishment and a most delightful reward in mind. Will he be able to resist, or will he be forever transformed?

After one “prank” too far—nothing serious, just a small fire and a party that got very out of control—Aaron is given a final choice. Either face a two-year custodial sentence or attend the Academy for four months.

Aaron, feeling cocky and sure of himself, decides to face the Academy, a school housed in a converted convent and run exclusively by nuns, despite its reputation. He’s sure no school can change him, and certainly not in four short months.

Yet all too soon Aaron begins to wonder if he’s made the wrong choice. Despite being a school for boys like him, delinquents and rebels, all the other students are very well-behaved. And the nuns are not like any nuns he’s seen before. For a start, they’re all really, really hot.

Yet, Aaron is not going to let that distract him. He’s going to do his time and get out, and he’s definitely not going to give in and change.

Only… his plan goes off the rails when the Reverend Mother begins to take a special interest his reformation. All too soon Aaron finds himself being punished, which is bad enough, but then comes the lure of reward should he decide to behave.

Slowly Aaron finds his will to resist dwindling and, worse, he finds his body changing. Taken on a journey of feminization, shown the delights of being a good girl, does he stand any chance of surviving his time at the Academy?

Or will Aaron go from Sinner to Saint?

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


One

The drive to the Academy was long and boring and though my father made attempts to engage me in conversation I was having none of it. I sat in silence, sullen and grumpy, making sure to communicate my displeasure.

“It’s for your own good.” He said. “It really is. I know you think we’re doing this to punish you but… I really do think this place is the opportunity you need to turn everything around. You just need to give it a chance.”

I ignored him, staring out the window at the passing fields and trees. The Academy was in the middle of nowhere. There’d be nothing to do and no way to distract myself. No way to amuse myself.

But that was probably one of the reasons why I was being sent there. As far as my parents were concerned, having no way to enjoy myself meant no way to get into trouble and I had to reluctantly admit they were probably right.

I mean… that was why I was being sent off to the Academy in the first place. I was being shipped off because I was always getting into trouble. I was a problem that needed solving, and my parents had decided it was time to palm that problem off onto someone else.

“And to be honest you should be grateful.” My father said.

I sniffed at that, unable to resist the urge to show him just how grateful I was. As if I’d be glad that I was being forced to attend some stuffy boarding school as punishment for what was, in the end, only a small fire and minor damage to an abandoned building.

No one had got hurt, and it was just a small party that had got a little out of control. As far as I was concerned the only thing I’d done wrong was getting caught. It was like people didn’t want me to have fun.

“I mean, after everything you’ve done, and the fact that you’re legally an adult now, you were lucky the judge didn’t give you a custodial sentence. You could have ended up in prison. You could have ended up locked away. As it was I had to call in a lot of favours and pull a lot of strings to arrange this. The Academy won’t usually take new students this late in the term, but they’ve made a special case for you.”

I chuckled at that. Likely they’d made a special case for me because Daddy dearest had made a sizeable donation. He’d have been better off giving me that money, but as always he was more interested in having the perfect child than giving me what I wanted.

“Just… when you’re there, try to make the most of it. Do what they say. Listen. Try to learn. I know it’s only a few months before the end of the term but I think this could be the place to turn your life around. They have an amazing track record.”

I rolled my eyes but as I did I realised that there was no way my father could see me since I was facing away from him, staring out the window, so I added an exasperated sigh too, just to let him know how annoying he was being.

“Please?” He said. “Your mother and I both worry about you. We just want you to be happy, and the way you’re going… we can’t help but fret.”

“Whatever.” I said. “I’ll be out of your hair in four months once I graduate here. Then you won’t have to worry about me any more.”

My father fell silent and I wasn’t in the mood to engage in idle conversation with him. It would just turn into an argument like always. So we drove on in silence. I just hoped we were almost there.

***

As it turned out we were. After only another twenty minutes I saw it.

The Academy. It looked just like it did in the pamphlet I’d been given when my father had explained that I wasn’t going to prison, that he’d found an alternative that the judge had agreed to.

It was beautiful and old, like something out of a movie. A massive complex of buildings and a vast set of grounds all encompassed within a perimeter of tall stone walls topped with razor wire. It had once been a convent but had turned into a school for delinquent boys many years ago.

I’d spent a fair few hours checking it out online before being sent off, and I could find out very little information about it. My father was right though in that it had an excellent reputation for turning around the lives of out-of-control young men.

It was still home to a group of nuns, though they were fewer now than they had been in years passed. That had been the main reason for transforming the massive set of buildings into a school—make use of the space while bringing in the income required to maintain the grounds—while it was also said that the founding mother superior of the Academy had a passion for discipline and structure and that she believed that even the very worst boy deserved a second chance.

I’d had my second chance though. And my third, and my fourth and fifth and sixth. In fact, I had no idea what chance I was on now, so I wondered how the founding mother superior would have viewed me.

As we rolled up to the gates my father slowed down, but then the gates swung open. As we passed through I realised that there were cameras mounted on the wall. Clearly, someone was watching and had seen us approaching and had opened the gates.

I shivered, realising the Academy was more like a jail and less like a school. Maybe I hadn’t managed to avoid a custodial sentence after all?

The thought made me shiver. I still knew so little about the Academy even after all my digging and research. I only knew that it boasted a rather intimidating reputation for turning around the behaviour of young men like myself, and that was it. How it was run, the methods it used, even what it looked like had all been a bit of a mystery.

I hadn’t even found any past students who’d talked about their experiences. And now here I was, and just seeing it, the massive walls, the cameras, the security on the gate, the razor wire, the vast old intimidating building, I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe this was more prison than school.

Certainly my father seemed confident in their ability to change me when so many places and schools and teachers and tutors and counsellors had failed. Why was he so confident?

I turned to watch the gates close behind us as the car rolled along the long gravel driveway, the locking mechanisms falling into place, sealing us in, and I saw the cameras tracking our progress. I’d agreed to come here as it meant I’d avoid prison after that small fire, but I was beginning to think maybe I’d made the wrong decision. But… how bad could a school run by nuns be?

***

My father stopped the car at the head of the drive, and moved around to collect my bags before opening my door for me. I paused, not wanting to leave the car, but I knew I didn’t really have a choice.

I stepped out, looked about. The grounds were stunning and the convent was beautiful, but it wasn’t the garden or the architecture that caught my attention.

At the head of the steps leading up to the house's front entrance stood a woman in her mid to late thirties, dressed in black and white, a nun’s habit and dress, though she looked unlike any nun I’d seen before. For a start, her clothes were very fitted, revealing the provocative curves of her body, and for a second she was… stunningly beautiful.

“A pleasure to meet you.” She said, smiling at me. “I’m Reverend Mother Moon, the current Mother Superior at the Academy, and it’s my pleasure to welcome such a… prestigious student to our humble institution.”

The way she spoke made me pause. Her words were sweet, but her tone was confident, almost mocking, and her smile… her smile made my belly feel tight. It was like a shark’s smile.

“Please, follow me and allow me to show you around.”

I felt cold, though the day was warm. My father smiled and thanked the Reverend Mother and proceeded to carry my bags up the steps, joining her before turning to look back at me. They both looked back at me.

“Come on then.” He said, smiling at me.

I turned and looked back to the distant gate, the walls. I knew there was no way out, and even if I did manage to get beyond the walls I’d be committing myself to a two-year custodial sentence.

It was the deal the judge had given me. Avoid prison if I agreed to spend the last four months of term at the Academy. Two years in prison or four months in a school run by nuns. It was an easy choice, right?

So, I did the sensible thing. I swallowed my doubts and uncertainties and climbed the steps to join the Reverend Mother and my father and I followed them through the doors into the Academy, into my new home for the next four months. It was surely going to be better than prison, right?

***

The Reverend Mother showed us around slowly, talking to us as she wove her way through the labyrinthine corridors and hallways. The inside was remarkably well furnished, and it certainly looked a lot more comfortable and welcoming than a prison.

We saw classrooms and lecture walls, the dining rooms, the sports facilities, the computer labs, and I was delighted to learn the Academy even had its own gym and swimming pool.

“And we also host film nights, though attendance is limited only to those students who have been behaving. It's one of the ways we encourage the boys to change. Rewarding good behaviour can be surprisingly effective when consistently and properly applied, though I will admit that is not the only way we encourage students to change.”

As she said this she looked at me, smiled, and winked. I felt my heart race. I wasn’t sure how to cope with such an attractive woman winking at me. She was undeniably hot, her hips and ass swaying beneath her nun's dress, her tits stretching the black fabric, and it felt almost like she was flirting with me. But that was impossible, right? She was a nun. But then… she had said something about rewarding good behaviour.

Given how attractive she was I couldn’t help but imagine other possible rewards that might be motivation for good behaviour. She had the most stunning blue eyes I’d ever seen, and deep red lips, with long pale blonde hair that flowed down around her shoulders in loose waves.

She might have been a nun, but she was a hot nun, and I couldn’t help but notice the little bit of make-up she wore to make the most of her natural charms, the click of her heels on the hard floor unmistakable. And she wasn’t the only attractive woman around.

Though all the students were boys, young delinquents like me, the entire staff consisted of nuns, and all of them were hot, though none of them were quite as alluring as Reverend Mother Moon. I couldn’t help but notice how many beautiful women were around, and the thought that a school for delinquent boys was staffed entirely by attractive women, nuns, seemed odd to the point that I couldn’t help but fantasise a little.

Maybe that really was how they had such a good track record of turning around behaviour and motivating the students to change. Maybe it really was a matter of finding the right reward?

Maybe that was why the academy was so secretive? Mabe the Reverend Mother and the other nuns offered their bodies to the students to motivate good behaviour. It would certainly motivate me. I couldn’t help but pay extra close attention to the way the Reverend Mother wiggled her hips and ass and the way her tits bounced as she showed us around, imagining how they might look and how she might use them to reward me if I chose to behave.

That thought alone was enough to make me smile and make my cock twitch. I knew it was fantasy, but it was a fantasy that I was going to use to survive this place. I knew there’d be no such reward, and I knew I wasn’t going to behave or change, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy being surrounded by hot women, even if they were nuns.

“And this here is your room. You’ll find everything you need in there, including a personal computer and your uniform. We’ll take your luggage and sort through it for contraband before giving everything back to you, provided it’s allowed under the school's policies, but you won’t be needing clothes or phones or electronic devices. We’ll provide clothing and anything else you’ll need. If you do want to phone anyone you can use the payphone outside of my office.” Reverend Mother Moon said.

She was grinning. Her expression was almost smug.

I wanted to say something, wanted to snap, but I bit my tongue. I was damned if I was going to behave or change just because some nuns told me to, but four months in the Academy was better than two years in prison.

“Thanks.” My father said.

And with that, he handed her my bags. All my bags. I knew I wasn’t getting much of what I’d packed back once the nuns were done sorting through it.

“Now, why don’t you get settled? You’ll start classes tomorrow, but for now, you can just relax and adjust to your new home for the next few months. I’ll send a boy by later with your evening meal and tomorrow I’ll collect you to show you to your first class.”

I smiled as politely as I could, but I couldn’t bring myself to thank her. My father did that for me though, and then he said goodbye to me before abandoning me and letting the Reverend Mother show him out.

I was left alone, with a four-month sentence in front of me. I could cope though. A bunch of nuns would never break me, and it was definitely much comfier than two years in prison. Plus… I had some very appealing eye candy to help me pass the time, even if they were all nuns.

***

The knock at the door snapped me from my thoughts. I’d been lying on my bed thinking about the events of the day and remembering the way the Reverend Mother had walked away from me with almost an extra wiggle in her hips and ass and an extra jiggle to her tits. I really was begining to think I was either onto something with my fantasies about the nuns rewarding the boys for good behaviour or I was going mad. Only time would tell though…

“Come in.” I called out.

The door opened and a boy stepped in with a tray. He was about my age, perhaps a few months younger, dressed in a stuffy-looking school uniform like something out of a bad movie—grey wool trousers, a white shirt, a blazer, and a tie. Having looked through my wardrobes I knew I’d be expected to wear something identical come tomorrow.

I wanted to rebel but since the only other clothes I had were the ones I was wearing, since the Reverend Mother had taken my bags, I knew it was only a matter of time until I gave in, so I’d already decided it was going to be a case of picking my battles carefully. Still, I wasn’t happy about it, and I was even less happy seeing how ridiculous it looked on another human being.

“I’ve got food for you.” The boy said.

He sounded almost nervous, and he wouldn’t look at me directly. There was a pinkness to his cheeks as though he’d been running or was embarrassed. I realised it was the first time I’d met another student.

“Thanks, you can put it on the desk.” I said.

He did as I suggested and I had a look at my first meal at the Academy. It didn’t look too bad. Stew and bread, a dessert of pie and ice cream, along with a tall glass of what looked to be strawberry milkshake topped with whipped cream.

“You are to eat and drink everything.” The boy said. “Mother’s orders. But… especially the milkshake.”

I frowned at that, but as hungry as I was I knew I wasn’t about to turn down a good meal. Especially one that looked and smelled as good as the one in front of me.

“Thanks. I will.” I said.

The boy stood still for a moment, looking slightly confused and unnerved.

“I’m Aaron.” I said, smiling. “What’s your name?”

“Liam.” He said. “I… I’ve been given the job of acting as your steward for your first few weeks, if you need anything. My room is next door and we have the same classes so you’ll be seeing a lot of me.”

I nodded. Liam was younger than me, but slightly taller, with short dark hair and brown eyes. There was something about him that seemed almost… off.

I knew the Academy was meant to be a place for delinquents and misfits like me but Liam seemed if anything just quiet and polite and almost shy. Not at all like I would have expected. And at the same time, there was just something about him that I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Well, it's nice to meet you, Liam.” I said.

Liam giggled. He giggled. It was not what I was expecting.

“Yeah… I… you too. I… I look forward to getting to know you but I should be going now. I have work to be getting on with. I… I hope you enjoy your meal and you settle in well.”

And then… he was gone.

I stared after him, watching as the door swung shut. I’d been hoping for some gossip, information on how the Academy worked, what to expect. I’d been hoping to make a friend, but instead, Liam seemed almost… meek. Was that the word I was thinking of?

Meek and submissive.

I began to wonder just what kind of reward the nuns used to get young men to behave like that. I began to wonder if maybe I’d bitten off more than I’d realised. But… it had to be better than two years in prison, right?


Two

The uniform was even more uncomfortable than it looked. A simple pair of white boxer shorts made of the roughest cotton imaginable, a pair of grey trousers in rough wool that itched against my skin, and a starchy white shirt that was too stiff and too tight around the neck so that I opted to leave the top button undone—a detail that was against the uniform policy—and the final detail, a striped neck-tie and a matching blazer, both in the Academy’s colours.

I looked foolish and daft. In all my years I’d never once worn a school uniform, and now I was being forced to because the alternative was prison. And all over one tiny insignificant fire and a tiny little party for some friends. Okay, maybe they both weren’t so tiny, but still, it all seemed rather unfair, which led to me feeling rather bitter and resentful.

And I was determined to take that bitterness and resentment out on someone. That someone, or someones, being the nuns who ran the Academy.

So, I spent my morning wondering just what I should do to prove to the Reverend Mother and the other nuns that I was not going to be so easily broken like Liam or any of the other boys, and they really did seem broken. As I sat and ate breakfast with the rest of the school in the dining facility I couldn’t help but notice how quiet it was.

The meal was… surprisingly excellent, with a range of pastries and cereals and fruits and yoghurts, and every meal was served with another of the pink milkshakes from the day before, the thick topping of whipped cream. It seemed odd to have such a decadent drink with breakfast, but the one last night had been so delicious that just the sight of another made me salivate, so I wasn’t about to complain.

I ate a large meal and drank two of the milkshakes, still not over how sweet and thick and creamy they were, the cold liquid sitting heavy in my belly but leaving almost a warm glow at my core as they settled, and I watched the other boys around me. They were all so quiet and well-behaved. It was meant to be a school for boys like me, young men like me, delinquents and troublemakers but… I’d never seen such well-behaved boys.

They were all dressed perfectly in uniform, were all quiet and polite and almost cowed. All of them were like Liam.

It puzzled me. Some of them I knew would only have been at the school since the start of term a few months ago. Were the nuns really so effective? It made me think of my fantasy from the night before.

Maybe I was on to something. Maybe the nuns really did offer their bodies, pleasure, for good behaviour. Maybe reward really was the key to their effective methods. I just couldn’t help but wonder what kind of reward they used.

Having seen the sisters and the Reverend Mother yesterday I was almost tempted to behave today to see if there really was pleasure as a reward, but I didn’t really believe it. It was just my overly horny brain running away with itself. It was just a silly fantasy. It wasn’t real.

Plus… I wanted to test them. See what the Academy was made of. I wanted to see if the nuns really were as fearsome as their reputation, I wanted to see just how they’d managed to get so many boys to behave, and I knew there was zero chance it was going to work on me.

***

“I’ve had enough of your disruptions Aaron.” The nun teaching the class, a Sister Cooper, said. “First you turn up with your uniform not up to code, then you argue with me about it, and now this! You are disrupting the learning of everyone around you and I will not have it. Get out and report to Reverend Mother Moon and tell her why I sent you. She’ll see you are appropriately punished.”

I chuckled at that. This was more like it.

I was used to people’s attempts at punishment. They were never effective, never worked, but it was always fun to get a reaction from people, and I had definitely gotten a reaction from Sister Cooper.

Yet, as I looked around the room, expecting the boys around me to be amused, I saw only shocked faces. Some of them looked almost sorry for me, and a few even looked fearful.

I felt a shiver run up my spine at that. Still, I’d been through worse I was certain. I could face the Reverend Mother. It was only four months. There was no way she could get me to change no matter what the punishment or reward.

So, with that, I got up out of my seat and I walked out of the classroom, head held high, and I made my way to the Reverend Mother’s office, not rushing, content to take my time. When I got there I paused to undo the top button of my shirt again, the first thing Sister Cooper had told me off for, and then I knocked.

There was a moment of silence, then…

“Come in Aaron.”

Her voice was familiar, but I couldn’t help but wonder how she knew it was me. The door was solid wood and there was no phone in the classrooms so Sister Cooper couldn’t have called ahead.

Still, I did as I was told and pushed open the door, stepped in and let the door swing closed behind me. The Reverend Mother sat smirking.

“How did you know it was me?” I asked.

Her smile widened.

“It would be no one else. I have no appointments, and none of the other boys are going to be sent to my office unexpectedly. They wouldn’t dare misbehave. You, however… let’s just say I had a feeling you’d be trying something today. So, what was it?”

I took a deep breath, trying to remain calm but failing. There was just something so unnerving about the Reverend Mother.

I did my best to explain what I’d done, refusing to give excuses or soften my bad behaviour. I wanted her to know that she didn’t intimidate me and that I had no intention of letting the Academy change me.

She continued to smile as I talked, nodding. When I stopped she sat still and silent for a moment.

“How disappointing. You have such a bold reputation for bad behaviour. I was expecting something much more grand for your first acting out. To hear you were sent here for just some minor annoyances in class and a few uniform infractions, which I see you’re still displaying, saddens me. I had so many punishments planned for you. I’ve put in a lot of work trying to think out the perfect way to motivate you to change, and if this is all I’m going to get... well, all that work is going to be wasted as you’re going to be far too easy to tame.”

As she spoke I felt my anger rising. Who was she to say I was easy to tame?

“So just because I didn’t start a fire on my first day you think I’m a lap dog, is that it? Well if you want me to start a fire maybe I will. Maybe I’ll burn this whole place down just to prove to you I’m not going to be an obedient puppy for you. I’m only here to avoid prison. I’m not going to go along with whatever you have planned for me and I’m not going to give in. No one is going to change me. I’m me and I’m happy being me.”

The Reverend Mother did not react. She remained calm and grinning.

“Well, now that is more like it.”

I opened my mouth to say something else but she just held up a hand, glaring at me, and I couldn’t help but fall quiet.

“May I speak now? Good.” She said. “First let me say that you’re not the only student we have who is here to avoid prison. A lot of our boys arrived with far worse reputations and charges than you, and I’ve never met a young man yet who I couldn’t convince to change. You see, it’s just a matter of motivating them. We offer a healthy diet free of junk food and drugs to help our students get healthy and remain regulated, exercise for the body and mind and lastly… we punish bad behaviour and reward good. Those three pillars are the foundation of our programme. You’ve eaten our food, so you know we take nutrition very seriously—we’ve found the right diet can really help transform a young man and unlock their inner potential. You’ve been in class, and you’ve seen our teaching and our sports facilities. You know we’re serious about the first two pillars, but I think maybe it’s time you realised we are serious about the third.”

“So you’re going to punish me?”

“Of course we’re going to punish you. You didn’t think we were going to reward you for your recent behaviour.”

The Reverend Mother was smiling. There was something about her smile that caught me off guard, but I refused to look weak in front of her. She might think she had met boys like me before, but she was wrong.

“Am I meant to be scared? I’ve been punished before and it’s never changed me. Do your worst.” I practically spat my words.

“Oh, I won’t do my worst. You haven’t earned my worst. I think we’ll start off with something gentle since you really aren’t all that bad. Something small to encourage you to be a little more pleasant, a little more… submissive.”

The way she said it made me think of the other boys, of Liam, the quiet dining hall this morning. They all were very pleasant and submissive. What had the nuns done to them? What was the Reverend Mother going to do to me?

***

I did not need to wait long to find out.

“I won’t do it.” I said, shaking my head. “I… I won’t do it and you can’t force me.”

The Reverend Mother smiled. She looked confident, sure, and unnervingly calm.

“Oh I can and I will force you.” She said.

The way she said it made me doubt myself. Could she really force me to do what she wanted? It seemed so… ridiculous.

In her hand the Reverend Mother held a pair of panties. A pair of tiny, pink, lace panties. They were the sort of thing girls wore, or rather women, cute and pretty and skimpy, the colour bright and garish and the cut very revealing.

If it hadn’t been for the punishment she had in mind I’d have found them sexy. But, as it was, the sight of them just made me feel humiliated and flustered.

“You see, we control the clothes you have access to. Everything you have in your wardrobe is supplied by us Even as I speak to you your clothes are being swapped. No more cotton boxers for you, instead you’ll be supplied with numerous pairs of pretty panties just like this, and you’ll be expected to wear them.”

I blushed. I could feel my heart racing.

I’d been expecting all sorts of punishments, had been prepared for them, but this… this was something entirely new. She wanted me to wear girly panties. She was going to punish me by making me wear panties, because she expected me to be more submissive and polite, softer, sweeter. She wanted me to be…

“You see, you might have arrived here as a bad boy, but you’ll leave here knowing how to behave like a good girl.” She said.

Those words hit me hard. She wanted me to learn to be a good girl. My entire body was suddenly too hot and the room seemed almost to spin.

“I… I won’t do it. You can’t make me do it.”

She was still smiling. Her confidence bordered on arrogance and it was very unnerving.

“I can, and I will. I’ve told you that already. You see, you’ll be checked daily from now on, to make sure you’re wearing panties, and if you don’t you’ll have additional punishments added. Plus, and I think you’ve noticed this already, your trousers are all very coarse wool and they can be quite irritating when worn without underwear, so even if you think punishment isn't motivation, you’ll soon find the itchy rash to be encouragement to comply.”

Even as she said it I realised it was true. They had complete control of my wardrobe since they’d taken away my luggage and were supplying me with my uniform. If they wanted to supply me with only panties that was entirely within their power, which meant it was either go without underwear—and face further punishments and the itchy rash of wearing the coarse trousers while going commando—or wear panties. I didn’t like the options…

“Fine, but… I’ll think about it. I’ll decide tomorrow. Or… or maybe I’ll just keep wearing the underwear I’ve got on. Or did you not think that was an option? I mean, I’ve got a sink, I can wash them by hand, so… I don’t really need to do what you say after all. So maybe you need to think of another punishment?”

The thought that I’d defeated Reverend Mother Moon already lifted my spirits considerably. I smiled, feeling a lot more confident. If I kept my current underwear they’d have to come up with another punishment. There was no way they were going to defeat me so easily.

“Oh, no, I remembered. That’s why I have these.”

As she spoke the Reverend Mother wiggled the panties in her hand.

“You’re getting changed here, now, and giving over your boxers in exchange for these.” She said.

I felt the heat in my cheeks return, only worse. I was blushing. The panties were so pink and lacy and small and pretty. She really… she really did want me to wear them? She was going to make me get changed on the spot, hand over my boxers for the panties.

The thought left me feeling flustered and shamed and… excited. Why was I excited?

“I… I won’t do it.” I said.

“If you refuse I’ll just have to call in help so we can make you do it. The other sisters are only too happy to assist me in forcing wilful brats to obey, and if you still refuse we can always ask a few of the other boys to come in and overpower you. They’re always keen to earn rewards and I’m sure they’d jump at the chance to see the new boy in pretty panties. You see, they are so very starved of pretty things to admire and appreciate around here. It would be like throwing you to the wolves, so to speak.”

I froze. She wouldn’t really…

Only I could see from her expression that she meant it. She was serious. It was comply or be made to comply. I took a deep breath.

“Fine. I’ll wear them.” I said.

Choosing to put them on was better than being forced to put them on and being seen in them. But if she thought wearing panties was going to make me obedient and submissive and pleasant then she had another thing coming.

***

I expected the Reverend Mother to turn around and give me some privacy to change, but I was mistaken. She sat and stared at me as I took the panties.

“I want to make sure you are being obedient.” She said. “Nothing more. And you are, after all, an adult, and it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

She was grinning. My blush got worse. She was going to sit and watch me get changed?

I knew though that me getting embarrassed was part of her plan. She wanted me to feel small and humiliated. That was all part of the punishment. So… I decided I was going to deny her that pleasure.

Forcing my shyness down, I stared her in the eyes and began to undress. I took my shoes off, then my trousers, pausing at my underwear. The Reverend Mother was watching me closely.

“You can take those off and give them to me, then put your pretty pink panties on.” She said.

I was still for only a moment. Being shy and coy and submissive would mean she had won. I refused to let her win. So, in one smooth movement, I pulled my underwear down and off, and I threw them at her.

I had figured on the gesture disarming her slightly, but even as my worn underwear landed on her desk she seemed almost nonplussed. Or rather… she seemed amused.

“Looks like someone is a little excited at the prospect of wearing panties.” She said.

At her word, I looked down and I saw… I felt my blush flare.

I was hard. Or at least I was semi-hard. My heart skipped. Why was I hard? What was wrong with my body?

I felt a surge of emotions and feelings.

“Still, it’s kind of… cute. And knowing this isn’t as much of a punishment for you as you made out is interesting. I’ll have to keep in mind your reaction so I can adjust your treatment programme accordingly.”

The way she spoke made me curious. What did she mean by treatment? Was that just her way of referring to how she intended to change me and modify my behaviour, or was there more to it than that?

Still, I didn’t want to waste time thinking about it. I wanted to get out of her office as quickly as possible, wanted to escape the situation as soon as I could, wanted to get away so I could hide and process what it meant.

Without another word I grabbed the panties and slipped them on, pulling the silk up my legs, tugging them up and around my butt, my semi-hard cock. They were snug, so much smaller than any underwear I’d worn before, and so much softer.

The way they fit me, slipping into the crack of my ass, barely covering me, a little pouch for my dick, felt… sexy in a way that was new and frightening. I could feel my cock twitching, getting harder from the caress of the silk and the thrill of feeling pretty.

The last thing I wanted was for the Reverend Mother to see my dick getting harder. Who knew how she might adjust my treatment plan if she thought panties were something I enjoyed and not a punishment? So, I grabbed my trousers before she could notice, and I dressed as quickly as I could, doing my best to hide my growing erection. I just hoped she hadn’t seen—she hadn’t said anything else so I figured maybe it had escaped her notice.

As I turned to face her I could see her smiling. Had she noticed?

“There, that’s not so hard now is it?”

The way she spoke made me worry she had noticed and was just teasing me. I tried not to dwell on that though.

“It’s… I’m not happy with it, but whatever. I’m still not going to behave just because you’re making me wear panties.”

Reverend Mother Moon chuckled.

“Oh, I expect you to continue to resist. In fact, I’m looking forward to it. After all, where’s the fun in you just giving in straight away? Now, why don’t you head back to class and see how panties suit you? When you’re ready to misbehave again I’ll have another punishment ready for you, one keeping in mind just how hard you got from putting on those panties.”

She had noticed. She had noticed how the panties had got me hard.

I opened my mouth to speak, cheeks burning, but no words came. I was too embarrassed.

Instead, I turned and left, not saying anything. As I walked I couldn’t help but notice how soft and sensual the panties felt, the pretty pink lacy panties. My cock throbbed, the flimsy sensual material hugging my ass. Was it my imagination or was I walking with a little more sway in my hips?


Three

After the panties, I decided it was best to behave for a day or two to get my thoughts together and process what was going to, get my bearings and make a plan. I didn’t want to get myself into even more of a mess. Still, just because I wasn’t causing trouble, it didn’t mean I was changing my ways. I was just… being sensible.

I wanted to get used to the feeling of wearing panties, get my head around my reaction, calm myself. The Reverend Mother was as good as her word, which didn’t surprise me. When I returned to my room I checked my wardrobe and found all my cotton underwear replaced with panties made of silk and lace, tiny flimsy undergarments that were undeniably feminine and sexy, a range of colours—black and red and pink and white.

I was going to have to wear panties or go commando, and face not only more punishments but also the itchy rash my trousers were likey to cause as they rubbed against my sensitive nether regions. I chose what I considered the lesser of two evils. I chose to wear the panties.

It didn’t help that they were surprisingly comfortable. More comfortable even than the cotton boxer shorts I usually wore.

True, they were very small, but they fit well enough, hugging my butt, even sneaking up a little into my ass crack in a way that was oddly thrilling, the teasing sensation making me walk with a little extra wiggle in my hips and ass, plus they all had a neat pouch to contain my dick. Or at least to contain my dick when it wasn’t hard.

For the first few days my dick was almost always hard whilst wearing the panties, a fact that was very embarrassing and humiliating when the Reverend Mother would come by my room or class to pull me aside and check I was following her instructions—and she always made sure to let me know she’d noticed. But after a while, I began to get used to the sensation, and it became easier to control myself.

It was clearly then just the situation, the newness of the material and the fit, the odd emotions stirred by wearing underwear that was so obviously sexy and pretty and cute. It wasn’t that I was turned on by panties specifically, I was just thrilled by the newness of it.

With that settled, I was able to relax, and I came to realise that wearing panties was really not much of a punishment at all. They were comfortable, and I… I looked kind of good in them too. Sure, it was unconventional for a boy to wear panties, but I was a modern man. The fit and cut of them, the flimsy lace, made my ass look good and the pouch even made my cock look a little bigger too.

If the nuns thought panties would defeat me they were mistaken. So I settled into my new routine, getting used to it all—the Academy, the panties, the strange behaviour of the boys around me, the oddly sexy authoritarian nuns—and I began planning. It was actually quite comfortable, and far better than prison to my mind.

The classes were well structured, I got to exercise regularly—a mixture of yoga and swimming and exercise bike, since the gym had no weight or resistance training—and the food was amazing. Every meal was almost better than the last, and each one came with one of the delightful pink milkshakes topped with whipped cream. I couldn’t get enough of the milkshakes, and I’d often go back for seconds, though they were very heavy and sweet.

The food and the exercise—mental and physical—definitely had an effect. I felt tired and calm in a way I hadn’t before, my body aching at the end of each day and my mind exhausted, but it was more than that too. There was a subtle change in my body and mind that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, or at least that’s what it felt like.

Since I couldn’t notice any change I figured it was just the fact that I was being made to wear panties every day. That had to be it, right? At least… I hoped that was it.

***

Still, as the days passed and I settled into my new routine, I began to feel a sense of frustration building. Though I was doing my best to stay out of obvious trouble until I understood better what the Academy, and the Reverend Mother, had planned for me, what they might do, I could feel a familiar niggling ache.

An ache that was made all the worse by the panties I was being forced to wear. Just the look of them was bad enough, the lacy tiny sheer material, the pretty sexy cut of them. On a girl, they’d have looked amazing and I couldn’t help but picture them on Reverend Mother Moon or one of the other nuns, clinging to their wide hips and fat asses, bent over a desk. Yet… it was me that was being forced to wear them.

I was being made to wear them, and the way they clung to me, teased me, the way I looked in them, was getting into my head. Seeing myself in the mirror each morning and at the end of each day it was starting to feel like I was almost looking at a cute girl.

I was used to being around girls, around women, and though the nuns were all hot, pretty and curvaceous, they were all very covered, which meant the only naked body I was seeing was my own, and I was seeing my body in panties. Sexy panties.

I was seeing my body in pretty, sexy, girly panties, and it was almost like I was beginning to think I looked sexy, feminine, cute. I was starting to see my legs as thick, my hips as wide, my ass as round, and my skin as smooth and soft. I was beginning to like how I looked in panties.

And that wasn’t right. Was it?

I knew it was just my mind playing tricks on me. It was because I was horny, and I wasn’t seeing any other women or girls. I’d lost my reference point for what hot women looked like.

That was all. I was just horny and distracted and I’d forgotten what real women looked like in sexy panties. I just needed…

I needed to watch some porn and relieve some of the pressure. I needed to recalibrate my sense of what sexy looked like while letting off steam. That was all.

Only… the nuns had taken all my luggage and had sorted through it before returning the things I was allowed—which in the end wasn’t much. I’d thought I’d done a good job of hiding my stash of alcohol and porn but clearly not, since when they returned my things it was bereft of anything fun or interesting. It was just books and toiletries, a few pictures of friends and family, stationery

But I still had a computer in my room and it was still connected to the internet. True, it was locked down pretty tight and the filters were incredibly strict, but I was pretty sure I could get around them. I wasn’t a tech geek by any means, but… they were just nuns, right? I had to be better at computer stuff than nuns, right?

So, desperate to sort my head out, eager to try to shift the growing sense of feeling sexy and excited about wearing panties, I settled down at the end of my fourth day to try to get to a porn site or even a lingerie website. Hell, even social media would have done. I just wanted to see a picture of a girl, a woman, looking sexy, so I could get rid of the growing sense that I looked good in panties, so I could get over the niggling sense that I looked sexy in skimpy lacy underwear.

Only, it was harder than I’d figured. Everything was locked down tight. Really tight. There was nothing. No gaps in the filter I could sneak through, no overlooked keywords or sites, which meant I had to try going into the settings, bypassing the filters entirely, and I wasn’t sure I knew how to do that.

But I had to try, so try I did, and that was when the screen on my computer turned black, a text warning in the centre. Stay where you are. The Reverend Mother has been informed of your attempts to bypass the Academy’s security features. Your activity and your face have been logged.

Shit. They’d logged everything I’d done, and worse, they’d used the webcam on the computer to identify me. I couldn’t even blame someone else or try to deny it.

I felt a cold shiver run down my spine. Panties were bad enough, but what would Reverend Mother Moon do to me next?

***

“So, what do you have to say for yourself?” The Reverend Mother said.

She was sitting on my bed, watching me, while I sat at my desk. I hadn’t moved since the screen on my computer had gone black since there seemed little point in trying to evade punishment. Plus… I didn’t want the nuns to think they’d broken me already. If I was caught, I was going to be proud of the fact they’d still not broken me.

I was adamant they were not going to change me, and this was proof the panties hadn’t made a good girl out of me. I might have broken the rules and got myself in trouble, but… wasn’t that who I was? I tried to smile and act confident, but I didn’t feel very confident.

“No. You caught me. I was trying to evade the filters and you caught me.” I said, trying to seem nonchalant.

In my head, I was already wondering what additions Reverend Mother Moon might make to the panties. Would she make me wear pantihose? A bra? My body throbbed. If I looked sexy in panties how would I look in more?

I could feel the heat in my cheeks, my blush spreading to my neck. The way the Reverend Mother smirked made it clear she had noticed how flustered I was.

“So honest! I like that. Perhaps those panties really are having an effect, teaching you how to be a polite, well-behaved good girl. Still, they’ve clearly not been effective enough if you’re still misbehaving. Trying to bypass our filters to look at pornography simply will not be tolerated.” She was grinning as she spoke. “Though I must say I’m a little glad to see you still have some rebellion in you. You’ve been so well-behaved over the last few days that I was worried the panties had been too effective and I’d not get to provide further discipline and that I’d have to skip directly to rewards.”

As she said that last word she shifted, uncrossing and recrossing her legs. It was a movement designed to tease, to provoke, and she knew what she was doing. Yet her black dress fully covered her body, only the tightness of it giving a hint as to what was underneath—her curves, her hips and ass and tits, making my body hot. I couldn’t get over how stunning she was. All of the nuns at the Academy were stunning, but the Reverend Mother was easily the most attractive.

“I… I’m not doing it to impress you.” I said, trying to sound more rebellious than I felt at that moment.

The truth was it was quite hard to feel rebellious in pretty panties, faced with a hot nun talking about rewards. I still hadn’t managed to find out just what the rewards were, since none of the other boys would talk about them—they were all very stoic and quiet when it came to talking about how they’d been convinced to behave, and more than a few of them had blushed when I’d pressed them on the issue.

“Really? No part of you wants to impress me with what a big, strong, rebellious man you are? Shame… but then I suppose that will just make it easier to convince you to behave like a good girl.” As she said that the Reverend Mother chuckled. “Which brings us to why I’m here. Your punishment. They say the punishment should fit the crime, don’t they, well… I think in this case I have the perfect punishment for you.”

***

Again I was still in shock as I stared at the Reverend Mother and the item she held in her hand. I couldn’t believe she was being serious, but at the same time the way she looked at me, her cocky arrogance, her smug domineering attitude, made it clear she was very serious.

As I looked at it again I shivered. I hadn’t recognised it at first, the odd contraption of metal strange to my eye as I’d never actually seen one before, but all too soon something in me clicked. Maybe it was what she’d said about the punishment fitting the crime?

“Now, are you going to put it on, or should I?” She said.

That thought of the Reverend Mother fitting me with a chastity cage, made my whole body burn with shame and excitement and desire. Would she really do it? Would she really fit me with a cage?

As I looked at her I again realised she was serious. She really would touch my cock and fit me with a cage. Yet, I knew I wasn't ready for that.

“And remember, I can and I will force you if I have to. I can call for other sisters to assist me, and if you continue to struggle I’m sure I can find a few boys who’d be happy to see you in those pretty panties all locked up in exchange for helping me restrain you while I fit your punishment.”

Her words were stern, but also… oddly cheery. It was almost like she wanted me to refuse, wanted to see me suffer. That thought motivated me. I would deny her as much pleasure as possible.

“I’ll do it.” I said.

And I snatched the cage out of her hand.

“Go ahead. And remember if you need help I’m happy to assist.”

Reverend Mother Moon sat there watching me, eyes on me. I felt my heart skip, but I knew waiting or delaying or arguing would make it worse. The thought of being forced left a pit of cold dread in my gut. I could do it, couldn’t I? I could wear a cage for a few days, a week, however long she insisted. It was nothing. Not really. And then in four months, I’d be out.

The thought that she might leave it on for the whole four months or until I learned to behave like a good girl chilled me, but putting it on myself was better than the alternative, and I knew it would take more than panties and a cage to break me.

So, I stripped off my trousers and panties, and I fumbled with the device as the Reverend Mother sat watching. The way she looked at me made me shiver.

It took me a moment to get the knack of the device, but I figured it out, and then… it was too small. Or rather, my cock was too hard. I wasn’t hard, but there was enough blood in my dick from all the emotions and excitement to prevent the cage from fitting. I tried to force it, but handling my cock just made it harder.

“Oh dear. It looks like you’re going to need my help after all.” Reverend Mother Moon said.

I looked up, saw her staring at my swelling cock, smiling, and then… she stood up and moved towards me.

***

“Let me help you.” She said.

I was too dumbfounded to argue. The Reverend Mother stepped towards me and then reached out and without another word took hold of my cock.

Her fingers wrapped around my girth, gripping me, soft and gentle and sensual, and she began to stroke. I couldn’t believe what was happening. A hot nun, the Reverend Mother, was touching my cock, stroking me, and… she was good at it. Really good.

Maybe it was that I hadn’t cum in days, or maybe it was that I’d become more sensitive to touch over the last few days—I presumed this was due to the fact I was wearing silky panties every day—or maybe it was her raw skill, in the end, it didn’t matter. What mattered was that I was very close to cumming and it had only been a moment.

“Just relax, cum for me, and then we can fit you with your cage.” She said. “Be a good girl and cum for me.”

Her hand movements were deft and skilful, and it was all I could do to stay on my feet. My head was spinning, my heart racing, the pleasure hitting me like a wave. The fact that I’d never been touched by another person before only made it more intense, the fact that the only hand that had ever touched my hard cock had been my own only made me more sensitive to her ministrations.

“Fuck…”

“Language Aaron! No swearing.”

The Reverend Mother was smirking.

“Though I suppose the fact that I’m wanking your cute, hard, prick might be a reasonable excuse.” She said.

Her words caught me off guard, and they were enough to tip me over the edge. My cock swelled, throbbing, hard, and she stroked as I came, cumming into her hand.

The climax was more intense than anything I’d felt before, my balls tightening, cock pulsing, and I filled the Reverend Mother’s hand with my cum. I couldn’t believe what was happening. It felt so good it was like all thought had been drained from my head.

“Good girl.” She said.

I whimpered. As she stoked I felt myself milked dry, and I shuddered as she teased my overly sensitive cock.

I felt my dick softening, shrinking, and before I knew it Reverend Mother Moon was taking advantage. Her movements were quick and efficient, as if she’d done it before, many times, and then there was a click of metal on metal.

“There. All snug and secure.” She said.

I looked down, head still fuzzy from cumming so hard and I realised… she’d fitted my cage. I was caged. My cock was caged. I was… I was locked away.

“Now, two little things. First, I’ve noticed your skin looks a little sore and irritated. It seems the trousers are irritating you more than expected. I’ll have some pantihose delivered to your room. They’ll help keep your delicate skin from getting itchy. Wear them from now on with your panties. Understood?”

She stared at me, waiting for me to answer. I had noticed my skin had been feeling more sensitive and irritated. Pantihose would help? Panties were not that bad, and I’d been caged, would wearing pantihose to stop my skin from itching really be that bad?

I nodded, blushing at how easily I was agreeing.

“Good girl.” She said.

My blush deepened.

“And second?” I asked.

“Second, is that good girls clean up their messes.”

With that Reverend Mother Moon held up her hand, palm up, with my cum pooled there. I looked from the sticky white puddle to her face, meeting her eyes. It was obvious what she meant.

“Remember Aaron, I can and will force you if I have to.”

She was smirking.

The thought of other nuns, other boys, forcing me to eat my own cum, knowing I was caged, being punished by being made to wear panties, was too much. I was still giddy from cumming, heady fuzzy, and I could not summon the will to resist.

I could just blame it on being suggestible after she’d made me cum so hard, right?

With that thought I… obeyed. I lowered my head and I licked my cum out of the Reverend Mother’s hand. The taste was sweeter than I’d expected, and reminded me almost of the milkshakes, making a craving swell for the cold, delicious, thick, creamy drinks.

I began to lick eagerly, keenly, without even thinking, wanting to taste more.

“Good girl.” Said the Reverend Mother.

And I felt my cock ache in its cage.

“Now, if only you can learn how to behave, maybe we can see about rewarding you instead of just punishing you.”

As she said that she smiled. She’d already made me cum with her hand before caging me, so I was beginning to wonder if my fantasy about how the nuns might reward me might be real.


Four

After a good night’s sleep, I felt the frustration and annoyance and the rage began to creep in. The Reverend Mother had touched my cock, made me cum, and had then caged me. And worse, she’d then made me clean up my mess.

I’d done it too. Why? Why had I obeyed? But… I knew why. In the giddy post-climax fugue state I had lost all will to resist.

The truth was that for all my bravado I’d never really been with girls, or boys for that matter. I’d never had much sexual experience beyond just kissing. I was still a virgin.

So, having someone else touch me, make me cum, was an intense experience. Having someone as hot as the Reverend Mother touch me, in such a sinful way, so inappropriate and unexpected, made it even more intense.

I’d cum harder than I ever had before, and after being made to wear sexy panties for several days I was already feeling mentally and emotionally vulnerable. She had taken advantage of me. I was trapped, and she was taking advantage of me.

It was bad enough that she was punishing me in such an unconventional way, trying to teach me how to behave like a good girl, making me wear panties and caging me, and now making me wear pantihose, but to make me eat my own cum… that was going too far. Wasn’t it?

I made a decision. I wasn’t going to let them beat me. I was going to remain stubborn and resolved. There was no chance I was going to behave like a good girl for some trivial reward—though part of me was now seriously wondering if pleasure was one of the rewards they offered—and I was damned if I was going to give them another chance to punish me.

So, I made a decision. I was going to coast. I was going to keep my head low and do just enough to avoid getting into obvious trouble, but I was not going to give in. I was never going to behave like a good girl just for some dumb unknown reward.

Still, part of me was curious. What was the reward? And… what other punishments might the Reverend Mother have in mind for me?

***

For the first few days, my plan was pretty easy to stick to. All I had to do was study hard and workout hard and by the end of the day I was so tired I just collapsed into sleep.

It helped that I was getting a well-balanced diet, so though my body ached and groaned I felt nourished and replenished and hale in a way I hadn’t felt for years. It was like I had an inner glow, a radiance.

Yet, it was more than that too. There was something changing about me. At first, I figured it was all the cardio and yoga meaning my body was trimming down, getting slimmer, smaller, more flexible, but though that was true, and I was getting slimmer, it wasn’t the entire truth.

Because… I wasn’t just getting slimmer. Though my waist and belly were trimmer, and my arms and shoulders had gotten less bulky, I was noticing that I was getting bigger in other areas too.

My thighs were thicker, and my ass was rounder—a fact that was undeniable given the way my panties now fit me, snug and tight now, stretched over my peachy butt, barely covering anything, slipping into the deep crack of my ass. Even my hips seemed wider.

But that was impossible. Wasn’t it?

And that wasn’t all. My chest was becoming quite sensitive, particularly around my nipple area, and my cage, originally tight and snug, had become almost comfortable. Was my lack of ability to get full erections making my cock shrink?

All of that though I might have been able to dismiss if not for the last change. My body was becoming more sensitive.

At first, I thought it was just down to the woollen trousers I had to wear, the fact they were scratchy and coarse, then I put it down to the panties, but soon I realised the truth. My body had become smoother, and softer. I’d lost my body hair.

True, I’d never been the hairiest of young men, but my legs and chest and crotch and under my arms were all reasonably thick with hair. Or they had been, because now I was smooth. I was smooth all over.

I wasn’t sure when it had happened, since I hadn’t noticed. Maybe it had happened slowly, and I’d been too caught up by the punishments and everything else to notice, but it had definitely happened since coming to the Academy and I had no idea why.

Was there something wrong with me? I felt healthy though. In fact, I felt pretty amazing, and the increased sensitivity was kind of nice, my skin tingling with pleasure at even the slightest touch—plus I had to admit that having long, smooth legs and a flawless butt made me look even better in my panties, so that I now was hot and sexy.

So hot and sexy in fact that I couldn’t help but get excited whenever I looked in the mirror at myself. If it hadn’t been for my cage I knew I’d have been masturbating to the sight of myself, thinking of my body as a girl’s body, dressed up in pretty panties for me.

I had blushed deeply in shame and excitement the first time I’d realised just how turned on I was getting at my own reflection, my cock throbbing painfully in my cage. What was happening to me? Was it just the frustration from not being able to cum? Not being able to see a proper girl or woman in panties? Was it more than that?

What about the changes to my body? Perhaps some of them were in my head, but the lack of body hair and the increased sensitivity because of that was real.

Even the Reverend Mother had noted it in a roundabout kind of way. She was right when she’d said pantihose would make my trousers more comfortable. Wearing them under my coarse uniform instantly made me feel better, and the itching that had been getting worse day by day vanished.

They were so smooth and silky and they felt so sensual against my legs, squeezing gently, caressing, cupping my ass. It was obviously humiliating to be made to wear them, to have to wear them because my body had grown so soft and… feminine, but at the same time I was almost enjoying it. There was something almost erotic about the feel of them, and walking around wearing panties and pantihose under my uniform was beginning to thrill me.

Plus, having been caged for days I was beginning to get quite pent up and frustrated, which just made everything more intense. I could feel an edge, a hunger, and the naughty thrill of being so pretty under my uniform was starting to get to me.

I was beginning to enjoy it. The feel of panties and pantihose, walking around with a sexy secret and a subtle wiggle I could feel my panties and my pantihose teasing against my flesh. My cage throbbed almost constantly.

It was getting so that even working out hard wasn’t enough to help me sleep. I was beginning to find the punishment fun. Part of me was starting to crave more. Maybe I should act out again to see what more the Reverend Mother would do.

Worse though was the need. I was beginning to feel the demand to cum, my body craving it.

I tried everything I could think of to play with myself with my cage locked on, grinding and teasing and tugging, but nothing worked, and it all just left me feeling more pent up than before. I could feel myself weakening day by day, my resolve crumbling.

I was beginning to think maybe just a little bit of good behaviour might be okay if it meant a reward. That thought frightened me. It was one step too far. If I did that then who knew how far I’d end up going.

My plan to resist wasn’t working. I needed a new plan.

***

In the end, though I didn’t need to plan anything. The universe saw fit to offer me the perfect opportunity without me needing to plan a thing.

It was almost the end of my second week at the Academy, my mind and my body feeling strange, and I knew I needed to get away, to escape before I ended up quiet and meek and submissive like the other boys. If I stayed I didn’t know who I’d be by the end of the four months. Worse, I didn’t know what I’d look like—I didn’t know what I was changing, but I had accepted now that it was real. Something strange was going on and I needed to get away to stop it, I was certain of that.

And then… I saw it. I was out running, trying to exhaust myself so I could sleep, as had become my routine, when I saw the gates were open. They were always kept shut, the gates and the walls forming a constantly watched and impassable boundary around the Academy, but a delivery must have arrived and then someone had forgotten to close the gates again.

I was close, since my run took me around the perimeter of the ground, a long run to burn off as much energy as I could, and it wasn’t far. No one was around.

I made a snap decision, spur of the moment, and… I ran for it. I ran as fast as I could without exhausting myself, hoping that the open gates wouldn’t be noticed. And they weren’t.

I made it. I made it out. I passed through the gates, jogging, trying to look calm, expecting alarms or bells or shouts, but there was nothing. I was outside the walls, and I looked back to the Academy, smiling.

I could run, find somewhere, and get back to a normal life. I might need to hide with friends, but I knew people. I could hide out and move on. I could work out what to do later, for now, I just needed to get away, to escape.

“How expected.” A voice said.

The Reverend Mother’s voice. Close.

I turned and saw her standing to the side, grinning. She was waiting. Waiting… for me?

“I had noticed you getting restless, trying to avoid attention but struggling, and I figured it was about now you’d start looking for a way out. I thought I should test you, see if you weren’t faking your recent good behaviour. Turns out I was right, as always.”

I felt my cheeks turn red. I stopped, breathing hard. I thought about sprinting off. There was no way she could catch me, was there?

“And if you’re thinking about trying to outrun me don’t bother. There are additional watchers on the road ahead, and a car on standby should you attempt to flee. Running will make this worse. You’ve broken the rules by stepping out of school grounds without permission, so you’ll need to be punished of course, but it can be easy, or it can be hard. It’s your choice. Now, Aaron, what will you pick?”

She looked so sure, so certain, so confident. I wondered if maybe she was bluffing, but considering what I knew about the Academy, the other nuns, and the other boys, I doubted it.

I’d fucked up. I should have planned, but I’d been desperate and I’d seen a way out.

But… it had all been part of the Reverend Mother’s plan, and she’d caught me.

“Fine. The easy way.” I said.

I wanted to resist, to tell her it would have to be the hard way, wanted to fight, but I didn’t really have it in me. Not any more. What was happening to me?


Five

My head spun as I looked at it all laid out. Reverend Mother Moon had sent me to the bathroom off of her office to get changed, and had handed me a bag with no further explanation. It was only once I was in the bathroom and had unpacked everything that I realised what she had given me.

“It has to be a joke?” I said.

But I knew it wasn’t. I knew well enough that she was serious, that she expected me to wear everything she’d given me. My heart skipped and my belly fluttered and I felt… I felt my cock throb in its cage. The thought of it was exciting me.

I wanted to refuse, to resist, but I knew she could and would force me. That thought excited me even more, the idea of being forced, and that was what scared me most. The panties and the cage and the changes we doing something to me and I didn’t like it.

Or rather, I did like it, but I knew I shouldn’t. So… I picked what I considered to be the least worst option. I decided to change willingly.

So, I began to strip, baring my soft, smooth, curvier body. And there was no denying that is what was happening to me now. I was getting curves. Subtle ones, sure, ones that were unnoticeable under my uniform, but when I was naked they were almost stark. I looked… feminine.

And the panties only made it worse. Clinging to my butt, making my hips look wide and my ass round, making me too sexy and pretty and cute.

But they needed to come off too, because the school-girl outfit Reverend Mother Moon had given me included a pair of cute, pretty, innocent-looking white panties.

They were soft cotton, not lace like the panties I had been wearing, and as I slipped them on I felt my body throb and ache. There was something so demure and sweet about them that it felt almost sinful to be wearing them. I tugged them up though, doing my best to stay calm, and I shivered as they hugged and cupped my pert, swollen ass, feeling tighter than they would only weeks ago.

After the panties, I pulled on socks, long white thigh-high socks, followed by a skirt, a red and white and black plaid, pleated, short enough that it barely covered my panties. Then came the blouse, like my shirt, but cut differently, more fitted to a woman’s figure so it made my narrow waist look narrower. I still had a school tie to wear too, and once that was on I slipped on the blazer I’d been given, like my other blazer but again cut to better accentuate curves, making me seem much more feminine.

The final touch was a pair of shoes. Black patent leather heels, cute but also playful, the heels low and chunky so they were not too difficult to stand or walk in, but still high enough that they forced me to stand in a way that made my legs look longer, my ass rounder, and delicate enough that they forced me to walk with more of a wiggle.

That was the most surprising thing. The way the heels changed my posture and my gait.

The rest of the outfit had been bad enough, dressing up like an innocent but sexy schoolgirl, especially given the changes to my body—the panties were so snug around my ass, and the skirt flared around my hips, even the blouse was fitted to emphasise my chest and waist, and the thigh-high socks were tight around my thicker thighs—and my smoother, soft, hairless skin, but it was the way I stood and moved in the heels that almost tipped me over the edge.

With the shoes on I stood in a way that made my ass and chest stick out, and walking made my hips and ass shake and wiggle, my skirt brushing the bare skin of my thighs. It felt exciting and feminine, sexy, humiliating, and yet… it excited me, and it made me happy in a way I’d never felt before.

I turned to face the mirror and look at myself and… I froze. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

I looked… I looked like a girl. True my hair was short, a soft coppery red, but though it was a boy's haircut, it just… it made me look like a tomboy instead of a boy.

It was the first time I’d realised even my face had changed. My features were softer, my lips fuller, and even my eyes seemed larger, with fuller darker lashes. I looked pretty, almost… almost beautiful.

And in the uniform, I just looked like a cute, innocent, sexy schoolgirl. I smiled, wide, bright, and I felt a swell of bright, hot, giddy emotions so intense that I thought for a moment my cock might break my cage.

I giggled, posing, staring at myself.

“I’m… I’m gorgeous.” I said.

And I realised… Reverend Mother Moon might have wanted to humiliate me, might have wanted to punish me by dressing me up like a girl, making me wear panties, but there was nothing humiliating about it. It was all in my head.

And now, seeing myself, I was realising that.

I’d been so wrong about it. The Reverend Mother was trying to punish me using pretty panties and a cute girl's uniform, to humiliate me, make me feel weak and small, but… girls were not weak, or small. There was nothing inferior or humiliating about being pretty, sexy, or cute.

That I looked good as a girl, as a cute, innocent, sexy schoolgirl was nothing to be ashamed about. I could instead choose to let it empower me. I could turn the punishment on its head.

Reverend Mother Moon wanted to break me, but I could find freedom in this new form of expression. I looked good, and it made me happy, so why should I be humiliated by it? I could find strength in it, couldn’t I?

She could force me to wear panties and dress like a girl, but she wasn’t expecting me to enjoy it, and so I could beat her. I could beat her at her own game.

I smiled and giggled. Not only could I beat her, but I could do it while looking and feeling amazing. I didn’t know what had changed, but it was like something had clicked inside me. Sure this might all be intended to be a punishment, but what if I chose not to view it that way? What if I found it empowering? What if I enjoyed feeling pretty, looking sexy, being cute and feminine? There was nothing wrong with that. There was nothing wrong with just being me.

And so… I had realised exactly how I could beat the Reverend Mother and survive my four months. I could embrace it all. She might make me dress and look like a good girl, but there was nothing stopping me from acting like a bad girl, was there?

***

As I stepped out of the bathroom, dressed like a cute, innocent, sexy schoolgirl, I did so with my head held high. I looked and felt amazing.

It might be a punishment, but it didn’t feel like one, and if this is how Reverend Mother Moon expected to break me then she was guaranteed to lose, which is why I was grinning from ear to ear. I even did my best to wiggle provocatively as I stepped out, walking heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, my ass shaking and my hips rolling.

I made a hot schoolgirl and I knew it.

“Well, someone does look pleased with themselves, and I can see why. You look adorable!” The Reverend Mother said.

I faltered as she said that, blushing. She had said it with such enthusiasm and pride. It was like… it was like she was paying me a genuine compliment. It was like she really did think I looked adorable.

I could feel a sense of joy swell at her words, realising someone else saw me as attractive and pretty, but there was confusion too. Wasn’t she doing this to me to punish me? Surely she should be annoyed that I looked so good in what she was making me wear?

I had figured that embracing it, taking pride in how I looked and felt, would wrong-foot her, disarm her, but it was like she was happy to see me step out looking and feeling amazing. But if that were the case then…

“But, unfortunately, looking adorable will not save you from your punishment. You’ve been a bad girl. A very bad girl, and so you need to be taught a lesson. If you’re going to become a good girl, and you will be a good girl by the time term is over, then you need to feel not only the sting of discipline, but the pleasure of reward, which means I need to motivate you. And motivate you I will. Starting now.”

As she spoke she rose up from her seat and moved towards me. I still could not get over how hot she was, how sexy, even in her modest nun’s outfit. She was an undeniably gorgeous woman.

“Which means I need you bent over my desk. Now.”

I felt a chill. Her voice was suddenly hard, cold, almost cruel.

“Don’t make me make you. You won’t like what happens if I have to make you.” She said. “But if you behave then… I’ll be nice.”

That last word was said with such charm and emphasis that my caged cock throbbed. I felt my heart skip, and I had to take a deep breath. Then, I did the unthinkable. I obeyed.

There was something about the way she’d called me adorable, the sternness of her voice, the threat of extra cruelty if I struggled, and the promise of niceness if I submitted that made me obey. I knew I shouldn’t have, but… there was something about feeling and looking sexy that was messing with my head. It was like I was being corrupted.

I stepped forward, walked across the office—my hips and ass wiggling, an awareness that the Reverend Mother was watching me—and then bent over the large wooden desk. I shifted, spreading my feet slightly, lowering my chest down until my hands and face were on the cool, smooth surface, keeping my legs as straight as possible.

I knew what the pose did to my body. It made my ass stick out, made my legs look long and full, but it thrilled me. I could feel my skirt rise up, showing off my innocent white panties, exposing my ass, and it made my cheeks burn with a thrilling shame and made my cage throb with excitement.

“Such a good girl.” Reverend Mother Moon said. “You took that pose so well, and you exposed yourself so willingly. I think there’s hope for you yet. In fact, you look so sexy I almost feel bad for punishing you, but… since you obeyed willingly, I think I can give you a small reward after we’re done.”

I shivered. She was going to reward me? I knew I should have been resisting, struggling, rebelling but… I was desperate to find out how the nuns rewarded good behaviour. Would it be what I’d fantasised about? Would they pleasure me? Let me fuck them? Would she make me cum again? Would she use more than her hand this time?

The thought made me giddy.

“Thank you, Reverend Mother.” I said, voice soft.

I couldn’t believe what I was saying or doing. I was dressed up like a pretty, innocent, sexy schoolgirl, bent over a desk, about to be punished, and I was thanking the nun who was about to punish me. And, worse, I was thrilled about it all.

“Now, are you ready for your punishment?” She asked.

I nodded. I wasn’t ready, but I was as ready as I was ever going to be. Behind me, I hear the click of the Reverend Mother’s heels, and then… I felt her hand caress up over my thighs, sneak up under my skirt, squeezing my ass, hard, making me whimper.

I felt movement, quick, and I realised my skirt had been flipped up, exposing me. My blush deepened.

“Such a pretty ass. You’re going to make such a charming good girl once I’m done with you.” Reverend Mother Moon said.

I giggled, flattered, and opened my mouth to reply, to thank her, but before I could form words she moved. She lifted one hand and it fell, quick and hard and the slap of it against my ass knocked the breath from my lungs and the thoughts from my head.

She was spanking me. I was a naughty schoolgirl, bent over a desk, caged, and I was being spanked by a hot nun.

“Fuck…” I whimpered.

“Swearing? That’ll be ten more. You were going to get thirty, but it’s forty now.” She said. “And I expect you to keep count. Understand?”

There was quiet. She wanted me to count the spanks I was to receive as punishment? I could feel the heat in my ass, my panty-clad ass and my caged cock was throbbing, hard.

It had been days since I’d last cum, and the thrill of dressing up pretty, looking cute and sexy, had already turned me on. The additional thrill of bending over the Reverend Mother’s desk and spreading my legs, having my skirt lifted up, being spanked was too much. I was almost close to cumming, and I think I might have had I not been wearing a tiny little cage on my cock.

“I… yes Reverend Mother.” I said.

I was blushing smiling.

“Well then?” She said.

And then it clicked…

“One.” I said. “Sorry, and thank you.”

“Better. And just remember if you lose count we’ll be returning to one.”

I nodded, opened my mouth to speak, but before words could come I felt her hand strike me again, slapping my ass, spanking me. The sting was harsh, hot, pain radiating, so intense that it seemed to morph into pleasure.

“Two.” I whimpered, breathing hard. “Thank you.”

“Good girl.” Said Reverend Mother Moon.

And then she spanked me again.

***

“Thirty-seven.” I said. “Thank you.”

Her hand rose, fell again.

“Thirty-eight. Thank you.”

I was spanked again. Hard. My body was hot and throbbing, legs shaking. My ass was so sore and painful that it was difficult to think, to keep count, but I had to. I was so close. If I lost count it would rest to one. Just two more.

The Reverend Mother’s hand rose, fell, striking me. Heat and pain, cock throbbing. I was floating on a cloud of sensation that was neither pleasure nor pain, but both, drunk on endorphins.

“Thirty… thirty… nine. Thank you.”

“One more.” She said. “And since you’ve been such a good girl I’m going to let you choose. Do you want it soft, or hard?”

I shivered. Throughout the entire punishment, the Reverend Mother had been alternating her blows almost at random. Sometimes they would come hard, or soft, a string or harsh blows followed by soft, and sometimes they were fast, and sometimes slow, so that I was always kept on edge, not sure what to expect next.

That she was letting me choose the final strike was a new twist to the punishment. She was letting me decide what I wanted, making me admit my preference for pain. It was an easy decision to make, but it was harder to admit.

“I… a… can it be hard, please.” I said.

There was a soft giggle behind me. I was blushing. Admitting the truth, that the pain had felt in a way good, hot and delightful, filled me with a strange cocktail of emotions.

Admitting that I wanted just one more hard spank, one more rush of pain, before it was all over shamed me, but thrilled me. I curved my back, lifting my ass higher, and I waited.

And waited and waited and waited. There was nothing. I wiggled my ass slightly, becoming almost desperate, and then…

The blow was the hardest one yet. Hard and forceful, lingering, squeezing, and the pain flared hot and intense. My cock throbbed and I was so close to cumming that for a moment I thought I might… but then it faded, and I was left whimpering and squirming, aching, desperate for release.

“Such a good girl.” Reverend Mother Moon said. “You took that so well.”

I was shivering, shaking from the rush of emotions and sensations and hormones. I could barely think, my head floaty and fuzzy and my body was pulsing with so many new, wonderful feelings.

“And now the spanking is over… I suppose it’s time for your reward. What do you think?”

As she spoke the Reverend Mother caressed my ass, gently, squeezing, groping me. After the spanking, I was so sore and sensitive that her touches were like being caressed by fire and ice at the same time. I twitched, shivering, so turned on I couldn’t think.

Her hand moved, caressing, and I felt her fingers tug at the crotch of my panties, pulling them to the side.

“Well…” She said.

She wanted an answer. She wanted me to tell her what I wanted. But… what was she offering?

I paused. That she was touching me, easing my innocent white panties to the side made me wonder if she might touch me again, make me cum. Maybe she would take my cage off and make me cum again?

That thought thrilled me, but there was more to it. Maybe she’d make me clean up again?

Yet… in that moment I didn’t mind that idea. If it meant I could cum. If it meant being free from my cage, being allowed to cum, feeling her hand on my hard cock, then I’d gladly lick up my cum. I’d do anything to be able to cum.

“Please.” I said. “Pretty please… yes… I… I want my reward for being a good girl.”

I knew it was wrong, that I should be resisting, but I was so horny and my head was so fuzzy. The Reverend Mother’s hand on my ass felt so good, and I knew it would feel even better on my cock.

I knew I should have said no, but… I couldn’t. I wanted pleasure, I wanted release. I felt so pretty and sexy. Just once wouldn’t hurt, would it? And after the spanking, I felt too weak and drunk on hormones to put up a fight.

It was just the once. Wasn’t it?

“Well… since you ask so nicely…”

The Reverend Mother pulled her hand away. I whined, wanting more.

“You just wait there and I’ll be back in just a moment.” She said.

I giggled, but did as she said. I stayed bent over her desk, legs spread, skirt flipped up, panties pulled to the side. I felt so sexy, so slutty. My caged cock throbbed and I couldn’t wait for it to be taken off. I couldn’t wait to feel the warmth of Reverend Mother Moon’s hand and… maybe I’d feel more?

***

“There, that should do.” The Reverend Mother said. “Now, where were we?”

I heard her move back to stand beside me. I hadn't moved an inch. I didn’t dare risk my reward. I was so close…

“So nice to see you behaving. I’m glad to see I’ve discovered what motivates you.”

I giggled at that. Was this what it took to motivate me? Dressing me like a cute, innocent, sexy schoolgirl and spanking me before making me cum? I wanted to deny it, to rebel, to struggle and fight back, but the truth was I was too horny, and… she was right.

If this was what I would get for good behaviour I might not be able to resist. I might just end up behaving like a good girl.

Still, in that moment it didn’t seem like such a bad thing. I was so horny and fuzzy and warm and squirmy that all I could think about was cumming.

“Now… let’s see…”

I felt the Reverend Mother’s hand return to my ass, pulling my panties to the side, exposing my cage, my ass, my crack. I wiggled my hips, unable to stay still.

My butt was still sore from the spanking, but I wanted her touch. I wanted her to tease me, unlock me, make me cum. I’d do anything. I just wanted to feel her hand, and maybe more, on my cock.

“Please… please Reverend Mother, I’ll be a good girl… just… please reward me.”

I was blushing, hot, flustered. I hear her chuckle, her laughter a warm sound of appreciation.

“You ask so nicely. How could I refuse?” She said.

I smiled. I was going to be rewarded. I was going to get unlocked and be allowed to cum. I was going to…

And then I felt something cold and wet on my ass, dripping, like a thick gel, the sensation a shock on my raw, hot, spanked ass. I tried to squirm and shift away, shocked, not sure what was happening, but the Reverend Mother was too quick.

With one hand on my lower back, she pinned me to the desk, and with her feet inside my legs, she kept my thighs spread. I squirmed, but the movement just made my ass wiggle and jiggle and worked the cool slippery liquid deeper into my crack.

“Such a pretty sight. Your ass really is quite juicy.”

I blushed, felt the cold slipperiness ooze over my hole, making me squirm as it teased over the sensitive flesh there. I felt more wetness dripping, filling my crack, and then… it stopped.

The Reverend Mother kept me pinned, legs spread. I was breathing hard, my heart skipping. I wiggled, but that just caused the wetness to ooze and squelch, working its way into my ass.

The cool slippery viscousness of it felt… strange, yet not unpleasant. My body was so sensitive now, smooth, and the wetness was exciting, almost teasing. Wiggling my hips worked it deeper, making my caged cock throb.

“But enough looking, it’s time I gave you your reward.”

And with that Reverend Mother Moon shifted. I felt a hand on my ass while the other kept me pinned, and it teased over soft, smooth, pert flesh before working in, fingers teasing along my wet crack.

There were bolts of pleasure along my spine, shivers. I whimpered, and her fingers worked in deeper.

“So wet. So hot. So sexy. You are such a pretty girl, teasing me with the way you wiggle that ass. I’ve been looking forward to rewarding you ever since I saw you in that first pair of panties.”

I moaned. Fingers pressed at my hole, pressing just barely in. I was so weak and fuzzy and horny that I offered no resistance.

My hole was tight, virginal, but wet, and it opened almost willingly, allowing the Reverend Mother to slip first one fingertip inside me, then two fingertips. I could feel my entrance stretching, bright bolts of bliss running through me. My caged cock was agony, drooling precum.

I had thought she was going to unlock me, but… I realised now that was never her plan. I was dressed like a schoolgirl. A pretty, innocent, sexy schoolgirl. I was smooth and soft. I was expected to behave like a good girl, the Reverend Mother was going to reward me like a good girl.

My head was spinning. I couldn’t think. I was too horny and weak and flustered to resist. So… I gave in to what my body wanted. I shifted, wiggling my butt, spreading my legs wider, and I pressed back into her fingers.

I felt my ass stretch, and her fingers slipped deeper. My moan sounded more like a girl in a porn video than any noise I’d ever made before.

“Oh my! Such a greedy girl. I knew you’d give in eventually, but so quickly and so willingly. You really are an eager slut.”

The words were a hard slap, but they only encouraged me. I wanted to embrace it, I wanted… I wanted to be a slut.

I worked my hips and ass, wiggling, grinding back, and I began to fuck my hole onto Reverend Mother Moon’s fingers while she began to fuck me. My hole stretched and they filled me, fucking me, working in and out as I rode her fingers.

My heart thundered, my body quivering, and I could feel my cock dripping precum as it throbbed and ached.

“Fuck… oh my god… fuck…”

“So much swearing!” The Reverend Mother said. “But… I’ll forgive it this once and just take it as a sign that you enjoy your reward, unless… do you want me to stop?”

As she said that she began to slip her fingers out of my ass. I could feel them leaving my tight, wet, eager hole, and even as I moved back to keep her fingers inside me she moved to stop me, pinning me in place.

I felt empty, panic. It felt so good, so hot and thrilling. The joy of being a good girl, getting fingered by a hot nun while bent over her desk, a slutty schoolgirl. I was so close to cumming. I just needed a little more. I just…

“Please… no. I want more. Don’t stop.” I said.

“Do you promise to behave? Do you promise to be a good girl for me?” She said.

I nodded whimpering. She was teasing just the barest hint of her fingertips in my hole, driving me wild.

“Yes. Anything. I’ll do what you tell me. I’ll behave. I’ll be a good girl. Just… please… more… finger my ass and make me cum. Treat me like a slut and make me cum.”

The words poured out of me. In that moment there was no resistance to rebellion. I just wanted to cum. I needed to cum

“So obedient. I like it.” She said. “And never let it be said that I’m unwilling to reward obedience.”

With that Reverend Mother Moon thrust her fingers in deep. They filled me, utterly, teasing, pressing on a knot of pleasure inside my belly, working in and out of my slick, wet hole, fucking me.

I fucked back, riding her fingers. It was… it was amazing. Pleasure and joy and sensation and emotion unlike anything I’d felt before. It’s like I had unlocked the gates to bliss.

“FUCK!” I moaned loudly.

Reverend Mother Moon fucked her fingers in and out of my ass as I rode them. I worked my hips and butt, wiggling, squirming, moaning, thrusting back. I lifted my ass high, spreading my legs, my body chasing a pleasure that was new and addictive, caged cock agony.

“Cum for me Annie. Cum for me and show me you’re my good girl.” She said.

And that was it. Those words pushed me over the edge.

I wanted to be her good girl. I wanted to be Annie.

“FUCKKKKKK…”

My ass tightened, clenching, and my cock throbbed, pulsing. I pressed back, took the Reverend Mother’s fingers deep, and I was cumming. I was cumming hard. Cumming harder than I’d ever cum before.

She teased her fingers, working them to milk the most pleasure from my climax, rewarding me, making sure I was absolutely hooked on her teasing. It was overwhelming.

My orgasm went on and on and on, waves of pleasure filling my entire body. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before, corrupting and addictive and… I knew I’d failed. Knowing pleasure like that existed, there was no way I could resist.

“There… now you know what good girls get when they behave.” Reverend Mother Moon said.

I nodded, too weak and cum drunk to speak.

“So you’ll behave in future? Because good behaviour gets rewarded.”

I nodded again.

“Yes, Reverend Mother.” I managed to squeak.

I felt her hands caress my back, fingers slipping out of my ass.

“Good. Now then, let's begin as we mean to continue then. You made quite the mess on my desk when you came. Why don’t you show me you can be a good girl and clean up.”

I blushed. Could I really…

But there was no hesitation. It was like something in me had broken.

I shifted, falling to my knees, and I looked at the thin watery puddle of my cum, cooling on the surface of Reverend Mother Moon’s desk. Then… I stuck my tongue out and I began to lick.

I lapped my cum up, willing and obedient, and I felt almost a thrill run through me knowing I was being a good girl, that I was one step closer to another reward. And in the end, my cum really wasn’t that bad. In fact, it was rather sweet, almost delicious. A lot like the milkshakes the Academy served with every meal.

“Such a good girl. You really are learning how to behave. In fact… I think maybe you deserve an extra reward. Would you like that Annie? Would my slut like another reward?”

As I finished cleaning up my mess, the sweetness of cum on my lips and tongue, I turned to look up at the Reverend Mother. I smiled, blushing, and nodded.

“Yes please.” I said.

I couldn’t wait to find out what my next reward was going to be.


Six

The reward Reverend Mother Moon had in mind for me was more insidious and devious than anything I could have imagined. As I basked in the aftermath of her reward, the taste of my cum still on my lips and tongue, she looked at me and smiled.

“Back over my desk, bed over, legs spread, ass up.” She said. “And try to relax.”

My heart skipped, fluttering, cheeks warm with blood as I blushed. I did as she said, moved to her desk and resumed my position, bent over, legs spread, ass raised high, my skirt pulled up to expose my butt and my crack. I could feel the breeze over my slipped, still gaping hole.

I wondered if she was going to finger me again, fuck my ass again, make me cum again. I wanted it, ached for it, even if I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to cum again. There was the sound of movement behind me, footsteps as the Reverend Mother moved about, the click of her heels as she approached me, stood in close.

I felt her hands caress the smooth, sensitive, pert flesh of my butt. I shivered at her touch.

“Such a pretty ass.” She said. “So round and fat. I have high hopes for you Annie.”

I giggled, blushing. I pressed my ass back into her hand and then… I felt something cold and hard and thick press at my lubed, gaping hole. I felt it press in.

I moaned at the touch, the sensation, and without thinking I pressed back, my body moving on its own, hips wiggling to feel more. I felt the object sink deeper and I moaned in pleasure.

“Oh my, someone is a greedy girl. Who knew you’d be such a butt-slut.” She said.

The words hit me hard, a slap to the face. Was I really… but I knew the answer. I was. I really was a butt-slut. It felt too good. Maybe it was the recent changes, or the cage, or the fact I was dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, or maybe I’d always been a butt-slut and just hadn’t known, the truth was it didn’t matter. What mattered was the fact that I really was a butt-slut.

Maybe it was my new body, how sensitive it was, or maybe it was being caged. Maybe it was being a slutty schoolgirl bent over a nun's desk, or maybe… maybe I’d always been a butt-slut and just not realised. The truth was it didn’t matter why I was a butt-slut, or how I’d become one. The truth was the only thing that mattered was that I was one. I just needed to accept my truth.

Accepting it was easy, and accepting it meant I could give in. As the Reverend Mother pressed the object in harder, stretching my ass wider as it grew thicker, I pressed back, whimpering, working my hips, trying to relax, allowing my hole to open.

I could feel my ass being forced wider and wider, pressure, pain, pleasure. I wanted more, feeling it fill me, and then… the thing slipped deep. The girth was suddenly less, narrowing, the thickest part popping past my outer ring, sinking deep into my ass. I panicked, tensed, and it sank deeper, then a wider part hit my ass, stopping it from going any deeper, and I realised what it was.

A plug. A butt-plug. Reverend Mother Moon had plugged me. She had plugged my ass.

I moaned in shame and excitement at that thought, working my hips to feel it, the girth of it pressing on newfound bright spots of pleasure. As I clenched my ass I realised I could work it in deeper, almost fucking myself, and my body throbbed, my caged dick aching.

“Is someone having fun there?” She said.

I froze as I realised what I’d been doing. I’d practically been masturbating with my plug.

I giggled and blushed, stopped, trying hard to control myself.

“Sorry.” I said. “I… it just feels so good.”

I couldn’t help but tell the truth.

“Well, that bodes well for you, because you’re going to be wearing that all the time from now on.” The Reverend Mother said. “Understand?”

I looked back over my shoulder, saw the look in her eyes, a look that made my whole body quiver. I nodded, moaning as I struggled against the pleasure, realising how devious her reward was. The plug was going to keep me constantly on edge, was going to make it harder for me to resist, but… I didn’t care.

“I… yes, of course.”

She smiled. I couldn’t help but give one more wiggle of my ass to feel the thrill of being plugged.

“Good girl. And let me say that after today I’m very much looking forward to you behaving so I can begin properly rewarding you. I think we’re both going to enjoy it a lot more now you understand what it means to be a good girl.”

I giggled at that. I couldn’t wait to feel her fingers again, even if it meant having to eat my own cum. I was almost looking forward to being a good schoolgirl for her, being rewarded.

“Now, off you go. It’s almost dinner and I’m sure you’re hungry after all of that. But let me make it clear… if you manage to behave you’ll be getting rewarded, but if you continue to act out then I’ll have no choice but to increase the severity of your punishments. Am I clear?”

I nodded. Part of me wanted to rebel and was almost curious about the punishments, but another part just ached for more pleasure. I wondered what part would win.

***

As I left the Reverend Mother’s office I soon began to realise what part was going to win.

Even though I’d just cum, the taste of my seed still fresh on my lips and tongue, I could feel my need and lust and desire growing. My new body was so sensitive, and after having been a schoolgirl the thrill of wearing panties and pantihose under my uniform left me almost breathless, a secret shame that excited and delighted me. Being caged kept me constantly reminded of my predicament, constantly on edge, aware that I needed to earn release, the chance to cum. And being plugged meant that even the smallest movement was a wave of pleasure and delight and bliss.

I could feel it moving around inside my ass, teasing me, pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside me, making my whole body throb, my caged cock aching as it tried and failed to harden.

I’d only just cum and already I wanted more. The memory of being a good girl, being a schoolgirl, bent over Reverend Mother Moon’s desk as she finger fucked my ass, was still bright in my mind. I wanted more.

And there was only one way to get it. I needed to behave.

As I made my way to dinner I could feel part of me resisting, furious at the situation. Part of me wanted to rebel, to lash out, to misbehave, to prove they hadn’t broken me, but…

The truth was they had. At least a little. I had tasted punishment, and I had tasted reward, and… I wanted more rewards. I wanted to be a schoolgirl again. I wanted to get teased and pleasured. I wanted to cum. I wanted more.

Part of me, a new part, a bright, bold, exciting part, wanted more of the reward, wanted to be a girl again, to bend over Reverend Mother Moon’s desk and get fingered until I came, and I wanted more. I wanted to know what other rewards there were. I wanted to know what more pleasure there was to experience, I wanted to be a good girl so I could have more.

There was a part of me that wanted to be good.

They had broken me just enough so I was left uncertain about what to do. Should I fight, struggle, or should I give in?

The decision weighed on me. As I sat down to eat, surrounded by so many quiet, submissive, well-behaved boys I wondered how many of them had been broken like me. I wondered if I could really just give in and join them.

Yet as I ate I could feel the need in me growing, sat, squirming, feeling my plug teasing my hole, my caged cock throbbing in my panties. My new body felt so different and it was so hard to resist. As I cleared my plate, turning at last to my favourite part of each meal, the milkshakes, I felt the need swell, filling me.

As I downed the thick, delicious, sweet, creamy drink I felt its familiar warmth fill me, radiating out. I could feel my rebellious side, the side that was familiar, that I thought of as Aaron, growing weaker, and I could feel the well-behaved side, the side I increasingly thought of as Annie, growing stronger.

I was already so horny that thinking was difficult, and I knew it was only going to get worse. The need and the desire was only going to get worse. I was caged, plugged, in panties and pantihose, and… something was happening to me. I could feel it.

Worse… I could no longer resist. Annie was too strong.

I wanted more rewards. I wanted more pleasure. They really had broken me.

I really was becoming a good girl, and I was happy.

***

Over the next few days, I felt almost changed, remade. With an awareness of what the rewards were like I began to work hard to prove myself.

I committed myself in class, listening, studying, and I was motivated to exercise and look after myself. I did my homework, and even put in extra study in my free time, offering to help out the sisters after class if they needed a hand tidying the classrooms.

I could feel my old self rebelling at what I was doing, screaming at me, but the screams were getting quieter and quieter. And at the same time, I could feel Annie getting louder. I could feel how happy she was with the way I was behaving. I could feel how excited she was for the impending rewards for good behaviour. I could feel her excitement and arousal and her desire, and I was giving in to her. I was becoming her.

Day by day I was becoming her. It was easy to give in. The panties and the pantihose helped, the smooth, sensual, feminine underwear under my uniform making me feel pretty and cute and girly, and the cage keeping me on edge, pent up, while the plug teased me constantly, working in and out of my hole as I walked or sat squirming, training my increasingly sensitive ass, but it was more than that. There was something else going on.

I could feel it, and… I was beginning to see it.

Over the days that followed, I began to notice more changes to my body. Maybe it was the diet, or the exercise, or maybe it was a mental change due to the cage and the panties and the plug, but… my body was changing.

The first difference I noticed and accepted was the complete lack of body hair. I was smooth all over, smooth and soft and sensitive. Next were the changes to my figure…

They were subtle at first. My legs looked a little thicker, my hips a little wider, my ass a little rounder, while my waist looked thinner, but I excused that as due to my increased workouts, but as the changes accelerated I began to realise it must be more than that.

My shoulders grew narrower, my waist cinching in, and… my chest began to grow. I began to develop small tits, my nipples first becoming rounder, darker, thicker, and longer, perkier, puffy, soon followed by a budding in my chest, small handful breasts developing.

That was the change that made me realise… my body was becoming girly to match my mentality. I really was becoming a good girl.

As I stared at myself in the mirror I knew I should have been appalled, terrified, but… I wasn’t. Instead, I was excited.

I stood in my panties and my pantihose looking at myself and I could barely believe it.

My body was curvy, the body of a svelte young woman, and it was smooth and flawless, thick legs, wide hips, and a round ass. My arms were thin, shoulders narrow, and I had undeniable tits now—small enough that they were hidden beneath my uniform, but very obvious when I was naked, and my nipples were long and thick and puffy, and very sensitive.

“If this carries on I’m… I’m going to need a bra.” I said to myself.

And that thought made my body pulse with a rush of feelings and emotions. What would I look like in panties and a bra? How would that feel?

If the changes kept up what would I end up looking like? Would my tits get so big they’d be seen even through my uniform?

And what did it all mean? Were the changes reversible? I couldn’t help but connect the changes to the Academy and the nuns, but I wondered if I could go back to being the old me when I left. And, if I could, would I want to?

Seeing myself in the mirror I couldn’t help but imagine how much hotter I’d look as a schoolgirl with my slowly blossoming body—and I couldn’t help but think of it as a blossoming. If the changes kept up, how sexy might I look once they were over? How pretty and feminine and cute might I end up?

The thoughts terrified and excited me. Yet… I was ready to embrace them. I was ready to embrace everything. I was ready to embrace Annie and earn myself another reward by behaving like a good girl.

And it was with that mindset that I really began to dedicate myself to behaving.

***

“Aaron?” A voice called.

I looked up from my work and saw a sister in the door at the front of the classroom, looking at me. She was smiling.

“The Reverend Mother has asked to see you. Please come with me.”

The boys around me all looked at me. I could sense their curiosity and intrigue. I felt my heart skip.

I had been on my best behaviour for the last five days, working hard and keeping my head down ever since I had experienced the pleasure of the Reverend Mother’s fingers, so I was hoping this summoning was a good thing, but still, I couldn’t help but worry. Was this going to be punishment or reward?

As I rose to my feet I felt my stomach flutter, and I moved to join the sister at the door—as I walked I felt my plug in my hole moving, teasing me, causing my caged cock the throb. It had been five days since I’d last cum.

“If you’d follow me.” She said.

I smiled, nodded, and followed behind as she led.

I knew the sister well enough, recognised her, though I didn’t know her name. I had often admired her when I’d seen her—she was easily one of the more attractive sisters, which was saying a lot because they were all stunningly beautiful—appreciating her long red curly hair, the fullness of her figure hidden beneath her tight fitting black robes, her bright green eyes and her full pink lips.

As I walked I watched the sway of her hips and the wiggle of her butt. It was sensual, graceful, and I couldn’t help but try to emulate it, letting my hips roll and my butt jiggle. It felt… natural, my wider hips falling into the gait almost instinctually, and as I strutted down the hall after her I felt my plug shifting inside my ass, teasing me. The sensation was enough to make my caged cock throb painfully, and almost enough to make me whimper.

By the time we arrived at the Revered Mother’s office I was hornier than I think I’d ever been—a combination of being pent up, caged, teased by my plug, dressed in panties and pantihose beneath my uniform, and watching the sister in front of me wiggle her perfect ass. As she stopped and turned back to face me I tried my best to compose myself, but from the way she smiled I figured she knew just how flustered I was.

“Inside please.” She said.

And she pushed open the door.


Seven

The Reverend Mother was sitting behind her desk. Beside her was another sister I recognised, but whose name I also did not know. She was tall, with long black hair, dark eyes and fine lips, slim, though still undeniably full-figured and pretty. How was it possible that every single one of the nuns at the Academy was so hot.

“Annie! I’m so glad to see you. It’s been days since I had the pleasure of your company.” Reverend Mother Moon said.

I stalled at the mention of that name. I felt my cheeks turn scarlet. Behind me, I heard the door click closed, the mechanical sound of the lock falling into place.

“Now, I’ve heard rumours that you’ve been behaving like a good girl. Is that true?” She said.

My blush spread from my cheeks to my throat and my chest. I could feel my heart thundering. I looked at the floor, aware of the sister behind me and the sister beside the Reverend Mother. They were both staring at me, grinning. What did they know? What had Reverend Mother Moon told them?

Yet… I’d also been asked a question. I nodded, slowly.

“What’s that Annie dear? You’ll need to answer with your words.” The Reverend Mother said.

I felt a swell of emotions—fear, shame, embarrassment, excitement, desire—and I knew what the Reverend Mother wanted. She wanted me to confess in front of the other two sisters present. Could I?

It was clear though that if she was going to reward me—and I was now sure I had been summoned so she could reward me—I would need to speak up. I would need to speak up in front of the other sister. So, I took a deep breath and lifted my head.

I faced the Reverend Mother, I faced the two sisters, one stood on either side of her now, and I stared at them for a moment. They were all so beautiful. What would it be like to be that beautiful?

“I… I’ve been a good girl.” I said, voice shaking.

The three nuns smiled. I could feel my body shaking.

“And…” The Reverend Mother was smiling. “Is there any reason you’ve been so well-behaved?”

“I… I’ve been a good girl so I might earn a reward.” I said.

I could feel my hole clench, my caged cock throbbing. I was so turned on, so anxious, so many emotions and feelings. The three nuns were all smiling, clearly enjoying themselves.

“What kind of reward would you like? Cake? A day out? Perhaps some free internet time? Or some comfier furnishings for your room?” The Reverend Mother said.

She was grinning. It was clear she was teasing me. She expected me to ask for what I wanted. She wanted me to ask in front of the two other sisters.

“I… I was hoping for pleasure. Like before.” I said.

“And what was the pleasure you enjoyed before? Remind me.” She said.

I was burning up, heart racing. My entire body was throbbing. Could I really say it? But… if I didn’t I had a feeling I wouldn’t get anything despite having been a good girl.

The part of me that had once been Aaron was screaming, demanding I refuse, but the part of me that was now Annie was grinning, squirming. There was something almost hot about being made to admit what I was, what I wanted.

“I… I wanted you to pleasure me again. Like before. With your fingers. I… I wanted to be a good girl for you. A pretty girl. I… I want to be your butt-slut.” I said. “And… I even promise to clean up my mess.”

The three nuns all smiled. The Reverend Mother nodded.

“Very good.” She said. “But… I have something else in mind for you today. I’ve asked Sister Mary and Sister Ivy to help me with today’s reward. I’m sure you don’t mind, do you?”

I looked between the two new sisters. From the way the Reverend Mother had gestured, I assumed the redhead was Sister Mary, and the dark-haired sister was Sister Ivy. They were both grinning at me, but their smiles reminded me more of wolves than of nuns.

“I… of course Reverend Mother.”

“Now… please follow them. They’ll be getting you ready.”

Ready? My heart skipped at the thought of what that might mean, my imagination running wild. As they moved towards me I stiffened, but they turned and headed towards the Reverend Mother’s private bathroom, stopping just by the door.

“If you’d come with us.” Sister Ivy said.

I smiled, feeling anxious, terrified, but excited. I nodded, and… I followed them into the bathroom.

***

It did not take long for them to get me ready for my reward, and the whole experience was like something out of a dream, or a fantasy.

“Strip.” Sister Mary said.

I paused, aware that the two nuns would see my panties, my pantihose, my cage, my plug, before realising that given the situation they likely already knew. I then wondered who else knew.

But… I decided not to dwell on that. I was aching, horny, and I was desperate for the reward that awaited me, so I complied. I stripped down until I was naked.

The two sisters looked over my body for a moment, smiling, nodding. I felt my face burning, my heart thundering, racing. Their eyes lingered on my ass, my cage, my hips, but mostly on my breasts and my nipples.

“She really is coming on nicely.” Sister Ivy said.

“I always did think she had great potential, but seeing her after only a few weeks I’m beginning to think I underestimated how much potential. The Reverend Mother always did have an eye for talent.” Sister Mary said.

The two nuns were smirking, clearly enjoying my body, and that thought thrilled me. I felt a rush of joy that they thought I had potential, a sense of delight that my body, my nakedness pleased them. Might they be part of the reward beyond just getting me ready?

I thought of all the potential rewards I might get. Would I be allowed to touch one of them, or both of them? Would they touch me? Would I be allowed to have my cage off so I could…

“Now, let's get you dressed and ready. The more time we waste preparing you the less time there is for your reward.” Sister Ivy said.

With that, the sisters showed me what I was expected to wear. My heart leapt at the sight of it.

It was my schoolgirl’s uniform, only… modified. Gone were the long socks, replaced with fishnet stockings, and the skirt was shorter. There was also a bra, but no panties, and the blouse was cropped so that wearing it would show off my belly.

The shoes too were different, higher heels, and finally… there was make-up. I was going to look amazing.

“Now, are you ready?” Sister Ivy said.

I nodded. And so they began.

Getting dressed was simple enough, though the fishnets took some knack to get on, and the sisters had to help me with my first-ever bra—though I loved the way it cupped my tits to make them seem bigger. It was the make-up that took the most time, but even that was not too long.

The sister applied only a little makeup—telling me they were going for a subtle, innocent look—eyeshadows, eyeliner, a dash of mascara and some lip gloss. Once it was all applied they turned me to face the mirror.

I tottered in my heels, wiggling my hips and ass in a way that made my plug shift inside my ass, and then… I saw her.

I saw Annie for the first time. I saw the person I’d become.

And I smiled.

“Beautiful, no?” Sister Ivy said.

I nodded.

She was beautiful. I was beautiful.

My body had changed, and it looked stunning in my new uniform, but it was my face that captivated me. My features were fine and delicate, and I really was beautiful. I was an undeniably pretty girl, with alluring make-up, big bright eyes, and pouty lips. I looked… hot.

Without thinking I shifted, wiggling, striking a cute pose. The two sisters smiled at me, and I felt my plug shift inside my ass, my caged dick throbbing painfully.

I couldn’t wait to see the Reverend Mother’s reaction. I couldn’t wait for…

“Ready for your reward now?” Sister Mary said.

I turned to face her, nodded.

“Yes, please.” I said.

“Then follow us.” She said. “We’ve all been looking forward to this.”

And the pair unlocked the bathroom door and led me back into the Reverend Mother’s office.

***

I walked with a strut and a wiggle that made me feel sexy and hot, my plug teasing my sensitive, eager hole. I knew the skirt was short enough to flash just a little glimpse of my ass, showing off my long, fishnet-clad legs, and that excited me.

I wanted to show off my new body. I wanted to be a good girl.

“My you do look pretty. I always knew you’d make an excellent student with a little training. Who knew you’d turn things around so quickly. Clearly, you’re even more of a butt-slut than I imagined.” Reverend Mother Moon said.

Her words shamed me, excited me, thrilled me. I was a good girl and a butt-slut and… I was about to get rewarded.

I nodded, blushing, smiling.

“I’ve been such a good girl.” I said. “Now… do I get to be your butt-slut again?”

The three nuns were all grinning at me.

“Not yet. First I’ve got something special in store for you. Part one of your reward. The main reason I asked Sister Ivy and Sister Mary here to help out. I want you on your knees. Now.”

The Reverend Mother’s voice was firm, stern. The way she was looking at me, sitting in her chair, made me shiver. She wanted me to kneel?

The part of me that still existed as Aaron refused, but Aaron was not in control any more. I was more Annie than Aaron now, and Annie was a good girl who had earned a reward. So… I dropped to my knees, willingly and eagerly.

“Very good.” The Reverend Mother said. “Now, sisters if you’d like to reward our little slut I’d be most grateful.”

I felt my cheeks flush. What were they going to do? My mind spun with possibilities and as I wondered Sister Mary and Sister Ivy moved in close, moved to stand over me, looming. And then… they began to pull their robes up.

I could only stare in awe as the two sisters bared their perfectly smooth, thick legs, clad in seamed stockings, suspender straps. I felt my body throb as they eased their robes up slowly, wiggling their hips.

I looked up at them, saw them looking down at me, grinning, both clearly excited. They were both going to reward me. Two hot nuns, rewarding a slutty schoolgirl.

The thought made my ass clench, forcing my plug in deep, pressing on bright spots of pleasure inside me. My caged dick throbbed, hard. I shifted my hips, wiggling my butt, to feel more of my plug and when it pressed on the knot of pleasure inside of me I whimpered.

“Look at the little slut. So eager for pleasure she’s trying to get off on her plug.” Sister Ivy said.

I flushed, embarrassed that they knew what I was doing, but at the same time I didn’t stop, and knowing that they knew excited me. I watched as their robes crept higher, exposing bare skin above the lacy tops of their stockings.

“Perhaps we need to distract her then. Put her mind onto something else, something more useful.” Sister Mary said.

I nodded. Were they going to make me eat their cunts?

I’d never done that before, but then I’d not done much of anything. The thought of serving the two hot nuns with my mouth made my cock throb in its cage. What would their pussies taste like?

“I think we should. I’ve been eyeing that mouth of hers ever since she arrived.” Sister Ivy said.

I felt my mouth growing wet, my lips tingling. Their robes crept up and… my eyes went wide. They weren’t wearing panties, which was a shock given they were nuns, but more shocking was…

“Do you like?” Sister Ivy said

“I can tell from your face you like.” Sister Mary said.

I stared, then… nodded. I did like. I really liked.

Both sisters had lifted their robes up, but where I’d expected cunts, they had cocks. Two fat, long, throbbing cocks swaying in front of me as they wiggled their hips. I could see each with a bead of precum on the head.

“Now, be a good girl and pleasure us with that mouth of yours.” Sister Ivy said.

“And when you’ve pleasured us enough we’ll give you your reward.” Sister Mary said.

My head spun. They wanted me too…

But I didn’t even hesitate. I wanted only to obey.

I looked between the cocks then reached out with both hands, wrapping my fingers around them, stroking them gently. They throbbed in my grip, growing fatter, longer, harder.

“Not just hands Annie.” The Reverend Mother said.

I smiled. I had not forgotten. My mouth felt wet and eager, my lips tingling. I looked between the two pricks, then… chose the one that was only slightly smaller. I leaned forward opening my lips, and let Sister Ivy’s cock slip into the hot, wet confines of my mouth.

“Fuck!”

Sister Ivy’s pleasure was clear from the sound of her voice. She thrust, forcing her cock deeper, and she began to fuck my mouth even as I stroked Sister Mary’s prick.

“You look even prettier with a cock in your mouth Annie. Such a slut.” She said.

Their words spurred me on. The pleasure in Sister Ivy’s exclamation, the way Sister Mary spoke to me. I was a slutty schoolgirl and I had a nun’s cock in my mouth and another in my hand and it felt… amazing.

I sucked hard, working my lips down Sister Ivy’s cock, stroking. I worked my hand on Sister Mary’s prick. They were both so fat and long, so much larger than mine.

I wiggled my hips, delighting in how my plug teased my hole, and my caged cock twitched. I was drooling, lips wet, mouth hot, sucking, head fuzzy. I had never thought sucking a cock would be so much fun.

“She’s a natural.” Sister Ivy said. “And you can tell she’s enjoying herself. Her lips and tongue feel like they can’t get enough of my cock. And the suction… fuck… so wet and hot and tight.” Sister Ivy said.

“Her hands are not bad either.” Sister Mary said. “So soft and teasing, stroking me so sweetly.”

I blushed. I couldn’t believe what was happening, how I’d so eagerly and willingly complied, but… I couldn’t deny the truth.

I really was enjoying it.

I could feel Aaron rebelling, struggling, but his voice was getting quieter and quieter. Annie was in control now, and… and Annie was a slut. She was a cum-slut, a butt-slut. She was a slutty schoolgirl, and she wanted her reward. I wanted my reward. I wanted… cock.

And lucky for me I had two of them in front of me.

I sucked, hard, stoked, and began to throw myself into my new identity. I embraced Annie more fully than I ever had before. I was a pretty girl, a slut, and my hot body throbbed with excitement and need and lust and pleasure.

As I worked Sister Ivy’s fat cock in and out of my mouth, tongue lapping, I could feel my chin becoming wet with spit, but I didn’t care. I took it deeper, over and over, taking a little more each time until the head was pressing at the back of my throat, threatening to choke me. I held it there, almost gagging, forced myself to relax, and then… Sister Ivy thrust forward, sinking her fat prick into my throat.

It was almost painful, my throat stretching, but there was pleasure too, the dizzy lack of breath only making it all more intense. I swallowed over and over, my throat milking, and I felt Sister Ivy’s cock throbbing, swelling, getting fatter, choking me.

I needed to breathe, could feel myself getting faint, yet I knew she was close. I could feel it.

I tried to relax as she thrust deep, still stroking Sister Mary’s cock, and then… I felt it. Her cock pulsed, hard, cumming, cumming straight down my throat, cumming over and over again, and I had no choice but to swallow it, each jet shot straight down my throat into my stomach.

I could feel it, thick and hot and heavy, so much cum, far more cum than I’d ever produced, shot after shot after shot. I swallowed, sucking, stroking, and I began to feel the room spin.

Sister Ivy pulled back, still cumming, and as her cock slipped out of my well fucked throat I gasped for air, almost inhaling cum, my mouth filling with it. It was almost sweet, creamy and hot and thick. I caught my breath and then swallowed, milking the last drops of cum from Sister Ivy’s cock until it began to soften. She pulled back and her prick left my mouth with an audible pop.

The tang of her cum lingered on my lips, and I was left panting, breathing heavily, mouth suddenly empty. But that did not last long.

“Now, my turn.” Sister Mary said.

And she moved to stand in front of me, her cock slipping from my grip. Her hard prick loomed over me. My head was fuzzy, heart racing, ass clenching on my plug, caged cock throbbing. My mouth was so wet, so aching, so empty. I could no longer resist.

Without even needing to be told I shifted forward and I began to suck.

***

I worked my lips and tongue, sucking, letting Sister Mary fuck my mouth. She thrust deep.

Her cock pressed at my throat and I relaxed. It was thicker and longer than Sister Ivy’s, and I felt it stretch my mouth, my throat, pressing deeper. I couldn’t breathe but I didn’t care. I wanted her cum and I’d do anything to get it.

“Fuck your mouth is good.” She said.

I let her use me. She fucked her cock into my throat, using my mouth. I drooled, hot and wet, tongue working.

As she fucked my mouth I worked my hips, chasing the pleasure that throbbed inside my ass, my plug teasing over the sensitive spots inside me. My cock hurt in the most pleasant way possible.

I could feel her cock swelling, throbbing, hard. I worked, wanting my reward, her cum, eager to embrace Annie, my new self, wanting to become the best slut possible, wanting to be a good girl.

“Fuck… that’s it, just like that.” Sister Mary said.

I could feel she was close, so I worked with more fervour. I milked her cock, taking it deeper and deeper, letting it pillage my throat.

It throbbed, swelling, and then… she was cumming. I moaned, bliss, pleasure, submission. I wanted more. I let her pump her cum down my throat, let her fill my mouth with her hot, thick, sticky cum, swallowing, whimpering. I was a cum-slut.

I floated on a tide of joy, glad for my reward, and it was only as Sister Mary’s cock started to soften, slipping out of my lips, that I came back to the room and the moment. I felt almost drunk on all the cum.

“Well, you did well… they both seem very satisfied. It seems you’re well on your way to becoming a good girl.” The Reverend Mother said.

I smiled and giggled. I nodded.

“I… yes. Thank you.” I said.

I could feel the thick, heavy warmth of two loads of cum in my belly.

“But… you’ve only had the first part of your reward. Do you want the second part?” She said.

I blushed, grinning. There was more?

I looked up at the Reverend Mother and nodded.

“Yes. Please.” I said.

“Then why don’t you get up and come over to me, and I can see to it that you’re well rewarded for being such a good girl.”


Eight

I did as I was told. I got up and stumbled over to where the Reverend Mother was sitting behind her desk.

She’d sat and watched the two sisters use my mouth, fuck my lips and throat. Had sat and watched the two nuns cum in my mouth as I swallowed.

That was only the first part of my reward. I couldn’t help but wonder with hope what the second part might be. And then I rounded her desk and I saw…

The Reverend Mother had been hidden from view behind her desk, had looked normal, had given nothing away, but as I saw her I realised she’d been naked from the waist down the entire time, had been naked, with her cock out.

Even the Reverend Mother had a cock. And… hers was even bigger than Sister Mary’s. Just seeing it made my body weak.

What was happening to me? I couldn’t take my eyes off it. I felt my ass clench on my plug, causing it to sink deep, teasing me, making me whimper and moan.

“Oh, I can see from your reaction that you’re already excited for your reward. Now, why don’t you come and sit on my desk in front of me so I can see that my good girl is well treated.”

I blushed, grinning, and obeyed. I moved towards her, strutting, wiggling my hips and ass, and as I reached the desk I jumped up to sit in front of her, doing my best to look coy and innocent and sexy.

“Spread your legs, Annie.” She said.

My blush deepened, but I did as she said. I spread my legs, exposing my cock and ass. The Reverend Mother reached up and her hands caressed up my thighs, stroking, moved up to lift my skirt. I wiggled my hips, giggling, delighting in her touch, my plug shifting.

“Now, are you ready for your reward?” She asked.

I knew what she was offering, what she was asking, and I didn’t hesitate. I nodded.

“Please…” I whispered.

And that was enough for her. Reverend Mother Moon’s hand crept higher, exposing me, and stroked over my caged cock.

Her touch was exquisite, pleasure, agony, my small caged dick pulsing, throbbing. Her hands moved down to my crack, teasing, pressing the head of my plug in just barely before gripping it.

Then she began to pull. I moaned as I felt it easing out, stretching my tight entrance.

I could feel my fat plug teasing over bright spots of pleasure, my body transformed, my ass well trained, and I spread my legs wider, relishing the tide of sensations as the plug stretched me wider and wider and… then it slipped out, slipped free, popping out of my ass, the widest part easing out of my ass so that the rest followed quickly, leaving me suddenly very empty.

“Fuck… fuck… I feel…”

My head was spinning. My ass was so empty. All the pleasure of my plug was suddenly gone. I was aching.

It had been days since I’d cum. I’d just made two cocks cum with my mouth and though I’d enjoyed every moment I’d still not cum. My ass was stretched, gaping, aching, empty, and… I needed to cum.

I looked down at the Reverend Mother’s fat cock, so much longer and thicker than my plug. My reward.

“Please… fuck me. Please make me cum. I’ll be such a good girl for you.” I said.

I meant every word. I just wanted to cum. Nothing else mattered. I wanted to be fucked like a slutty schoolgirl, bred by the sexy nun in front of me. I wanted to be claimed by the Reverend Mother and I wanted her cock in my ass.

I wanted my reward.

“Well, since you asked so nicely, how could I refuse.”

And with that, she rose to her feet.

***

The Reverend Mother shifted forward, her hands on my thighs, holding them apart. Her cock moved closer, closer, closer, and then I felt the hard heat of her cock-head caress along my crack, wet with the lube from my plug.

I shivered at the touch, wiggled my hips, wanting more. The tip slipped over my entrance, pressed just barely entering me, slipping in easily. It felt amazing but then… it was gone, slipping away, sliding up and down my crack to tease me, the head brushing over my hole, barely entering me each time before slipping away again. I whined, moaned, aching.

I wanted it. I wanted her inside of me. I worked my hips and ass in an attempt to capture her cock but she was in control and she wanted to deny me, to tease me.

“Do you want something?” The Reverend Mother said.

I nodded.

“What do you want?”

“I… I want my reward.” I said, blushing, giggling.

“Be more specific.” She said. “Be more graphic.”

My blush deepened. I ached for her cock.

“Please… I… I need your cock inside me. I want your beautiful cock inside my ass. I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck your cock into my tight, virgin ass. I want you to fuck me, claim me, breed me, cum in me, make me cum. I want to be a good girl for you. I want to be your butt-slut, your cum-slut. I promise to behave, to be good. I’ll be so obedient and well-behaved. I’ll do anything you say. Just… reward me with your cock and make me cum.”

The words came tumbling out, but I meant every last one. I was desperate.

“And you promise to be a good girl?” The Reverend Mother said. “You promise to behave and to be obedient? You promise to do whatever I tell you so long as I keep rewarding you?”

I nodded.

“Yes.” My whisper was a plea.

The Reverend Mother smiled. Then… she thrust her hips forwards, the tip of her cock slipping along my crack to press again at my entrance, my virgin hole. It slipped it, entering me, just the tip filling me. I half expected her to take it away again, to continue teasing me, make me beg more, but… she didn’t.

The Reverend Mother continued to thrust, her cock slipping deeper. My hole, already gaped and trained, stretched wider and wider. I could feel pain, pressure, pleasure. Her cock slipped deeper.

I spread my legs wide, felt the pressure built. Would she even fit? The thought of being denied after getting so close was almost painful. I needed it. It had to fit.

So, with that thought, I pressed my ass down, working my hips, spreading my legs wide. The pressure built, and then… I felt the head pop in, and the Reverend Mother’s cock sank deep.

“Fuck!”

My moan was one long exhale. The Reverend Mother fucked her cock deep, her hips slapping against my ass as she sheathed her entire length and girth inside my ass. My caged cock throbbed, drooling. I never knew my body was capable of such pleasure.

“You took all of me on the first go. Such a naturally gifted butt-slut.” She said. “But I’m going to take a lot more than one thrust before I cum.”

I giggled, smiled, and wiggled my hips.

“Good.” I said.

And then she began to fuck me.

***

The Reverend Mother slipped her cock out until just the tip was inside my ass, then thrust deep. She worked her cock in and out of my ass over and over, fucking me. Her hands gripped my hips and she fucked me hard, deep, fast.

I could feel my caged cock throbbing, my heart racing, and my head was spinning from the pleasure of it. I worked my hips and ass, fucking her back, but that only encouraged her to be harder. I couldn’t keep up, I could barely breathe.

She was breaking me.

“Fuck… fuck fuck fuck…”

“Language Annie.” She said, breathing hard from the effort of fucking me. “But I suppose I can’t blame you, my cock is magnificent. Yet… I can’t have you swearing so I suppose I’ll just have to quiet you.”

I was delirious with pleasure. Fucking back as the Reverend Mother fucked me, working my hips and ass back onto her cock. I could feel her filling me over and over, her cock pressing on bright spots of pleasure inside my ass.

I looked at her, whimpering, and then… she silenced me. She silenced me by kissing me. The Reverend Mother’s tongue was in my mouth, her lips on mine, and she was kissing me.

I melted, kissed back, and she fucked me. Her hands were on my body, groping, teasing, molesting, feeling my thighs and hips and ass, roaming up to my tits, pinching my nipples.

My whole body lit up with pleasure and delight, intense giddy sensations that overwhelmed me. I wanted more. I wanted to cum.

We fucked, hard, on her desk. The Reverend Mother was rewarding me for being a good girl, for being her cum-slut, her butt-slut. I wanted to cum.

I knew there was no going back. Aaron was gone, replaced with Annie. I was a good girl now, and I’d do whatever I needed to in order to get more cock.

I felt the Reverend Mother fuck deep, hard, filling me. I felt her cock swelling, engorging, throbbing. I knew what was coming and I wanted it. I wanted her to fill my tight ass with her cum.

Reverend Mother Moon fucked me hard, deep, and kissed me, her tongue in my mouth, wet, her fingers pinching my nipples hard. I was Annie, a slutty schoolgirl, a cum-slut, a butt-slut, and I wanted to be a good girl.

I wanted to be rewarded.

I could feel it. So close. My caged dick throbbed.

I felt the Reverend Mother’s cock swelling, getting thicker, longer, pulsing. She fucked me deep, hard, then held her cock inside me, kissing me harder.

I felt her cumming.

I could feel her cock cumming inside my ass, filling me with her spunk, warm and thick and sticky. It felt… amazing.

The feeling of being filled up, bred, claimed by the sexy nun, was more than I could take. Her thrusting, cumming, pushed me over the edge, and then I too was cumming, cumming hard, my caged cock drooling spunk as my whole body shook from the intensity of my climax, an orgasm more brilliant and overwhelming than anything I’d felt before.

“Fuckkkkk…”

My exclamation was muffled by a kiss, but I could not hold in the intensity of it. It was like my mind shattered into a thousand pieces, fractured by the sledgehammer blow of being fucked by the Reverend Mother.

I felt her filling me, thrusting, fucking me, and then I felt it begin to slow. Her cock began to soften, my well fucked hole full of her cum, and she broke the kiss, letting go of my nipples.

“That was… fun.” She said. “A lot of fun. I’ll be looking forward to rewarding you again soon. And I’m sure all the other sisters will be looking forward to rewarding you once they hear about this.”

I smiled, grinning, clenching down to savour the last feelings of her cock inside me, her cum seeping out of my gaping ass.

“I’ll be looking forward to all the rewards.” I said, beaming.

Reverend Mother Moon smiled at me.

“You’ll need to behave to earn them. Think you can be a good girl for us?”

I nodded.

“I’ll be the bestest girl. I’ll be a saint.” I said, my ass gooey with warm cum.

My head was fuzzy, heart beating hard, but I meant it.

“A saint? Well in that case… maybe when term is over we’ll be able to find a place for you on staff? After all, what better calling for a saint, than as a nun.”

My eyes went wide. The Reverend Mother was offering me a place with the sisters, as one of them?

I nodded without hesitation.

“You’ll need to be extra good to earn it though.” She warned.

“Do I get extra rewards for being extra good?” I asked.

She nodded. I blushed, wiggling my hips to feel her gooey, warm cum inside me.

“Then I’ll do it.” I said.

And… I did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

But then Malcolm messes up.

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

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

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

What Choice does Malcolm have?

So begins a journey of feminization and dollification that sees Malcolm becoming so much more than just a high-tech display model. When Malcolm performs well as Clare’s Executive Doll she has an offer for him. One he might find very hard to refuse...
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Daniel and Josh are weeks away from graduating. There’s just one problem… they need a passing grade in gym, only they’ve been skipping gym for the last two years.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only Mr Bell isn’t so easily persuaded, and the two bratty femboys might just end up earning their passing grade the hard way… only they won’t be running laps.
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Justin’s new job might just be as an intern, but if he plays things right then he could make a big impression at Elsewhere Industries, one of the best research companies in the world and a place he’s dreamed of working since he was a small child.

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

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

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

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

So begins a journey of feminization and bimbofication as Justin is transformed and the boy who dreamed of being a scientist is remade into a girl who has other things on her mind. Things that are a lot more fun…
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Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

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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