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Chapter 1

The Bet

“Fuck. I’m tired of studying,” I let out as I slouched in my chair. I closed my eyes to relax, but seeing the darkness made me realize how tired I really was. After hours of grinding for tomorrow’s final exam, I felt exhausted.

I let out a sigh as I opened my eyes and looked around the empty study room. Other than me and my roommate Drew, everyone else was long gone. “Do you think we’ve done enough?” I asked him.

Drew slammed his book shut in response. “If you’re good then I’m good. I don’t think I could read one more page without falling asleep,” he added.

His answer was a relief. I closed my textbook just like he had and the loud slam of the large book was like music to my ears.

Across from me, Drew looked zone out, likely just as tired as he claimed to me. His head was resting in his propped up hands with his bushy brown hair just tickling the tips of his fingers. His hazel eyes gazed into nothingness and I wondered what he was thinking about.

“So how do you feel? Are you ready for the final exam tomorrow?” I asked him.

His eyes blinked as he regained focus and looked at me. He rubbed them as he shook his head. “I don’t know. I feel like I know this stuff, but Professor Covington’s tests are always so hard. It’s like he wants us to fail.”

It was true. No matter how much or how hard we studied before one Professor Covington’s exams, we both seemed to struggle. It was both frustrating and humiliating.

“I know. This is the only class that I’m actually worried about passing. Who would have thought Sociology would be this hard? It was just supposed to be a filler class!”

Drew laughed and leaned back into his chair. “Dude, I know. I can’t wait for this semester to be over so we can be done with it.”

I, too, was excited for the end of the semester, but at the same time I was dreading it. The end of school meant that I would be going back home to stay with my parents. It meant that Drew would be going back to stay with his family as well. An expansive 200 miles would separate us for months.

At the start of the year we were strangers randomly placed together as roommates in our school’s dormitory, but as the days went on, our placement together seemed less random and more fate. We quickly connected and a friendship began to bloom. A very close friendship that I wasn’t ready to lose.

“Yeah, I’m pretty over school, too. But I’m not exactly excited about going back home for the summer,” I admitted to him.

Drew nodded in agreement. “You and me both, Rob.”

He stood up and stretched as he let out a yawn. I followed suit and glanced at the clock on the wall.

“Shit! It’s already after midnight and our test is at seven!” I exclaimed.

Drew checked the time on his phone to verify and I could see the tension on his face as he confirmed our ill fate. “Damnit. I have a hard enough time staying awake in that class as it is. Let’s get out of here and get what sleep we can.”

He grabbed his books and made for the exit. I hurried up to catch him and walked side by side with him down the hall towards our room. The hallway lights were dim and the air quiet. Being finals week, everyone else was likely already asleep.

“I have a terrible feeling about this test tomorrow,” Drew let out in a huff. “I don’t know why, but I just can’t seem to care enough to take it serious.”

“Oh?” I replied curiously.

“It’s like you said, it was just meant to be a filler class. Something to check off a box on my transcript. It’s not my intended field of study and I’m just not interested in it.”

I understood, but I also knew that his field needed a high GPA to find a good first job in the industry. Hearing his frustration made me want to help him. But how?

“It sounds like you just need a little added motivation,” I blurted out, not yet knowing what the solution was.

He looked at me with a friendly smile that filled me with warmth. Seeing him look at me like that made me want to help him all the more. “Oh yeah? And how would I get motivated for a test that I don’t care about for a class that I don’t care about?” he scoffed.

“Hey, I feel where you’re coming from, Drew. I don’t care about it either, but we both need to pass this test,” I started, buying myself time to think of an actual idea. “So why don’t we… why don’t we place a friendly little wager on it? Loser has to do something embarrassing.”

Drew stopped and looked at me, clearly intrigued by my proposition. His eyes seemed to scan my body with a look I had never seen from them before. “Alright, that sounds enticing. But what should the loser have to do?”

I felt a pang of excitement flood my body. I had hooked him with my idea, but now I needed to conceive the final piece of the puzzle to convince him.

I slowly resumed walking down the hall again trying to think of something good. Something that would both be fun and make us feel closer together one last time before we left for summer. Something that would keep us fresh in each other’s memories before we parted for months.

“I know,” he suddenly said. I looked back at him and his smile had transformed into a grin. He looked up and down the long hallway scattered with doors of other dorm rooms. “Loser has to dress up like a sexy school girl and run down this hallway.”


Chapter 2

The Test

There wasn’t much sleep to be had that night. I couldn’t stop thinking about what Drew had said. What I had intended to be a friendly wager on our exam had quickly turned into something else. Something... sexy.

While I had never really considered wearing women’s clothing before, I couldn’t deny that the proposition had piqued my interest. Still though, I would have never expected such an idea from Drew. Was there a side of him that I didn’t know?

In the end the biggest surprise was that I had agreed to such a challenge. I’m not sure if I was just eager enough to help motivate my friend or if I actually wanted one of us to dress up like a sexy school girl, but either way I had said yes even after asking for clarification on what he meant.

“I don’t mean putting on some cheap Halloween costume over your clothes. I mean shaving your legs and wearing something sexy. A pleated plaid skirt, a little white button up shirt, bra, panties, and even a wig,” he had specified.

I was in awe by how quickly his idea came to fruition. It was almost like he had been thinking about it for some time. When I asked him he just shrugged it off and said that we needed a fun, crazy way to celebrate finishing our first year at university and the idea had just popped into his head.

While it seemed ridiculous, it was exactly what I had wanted. It would be a shared memory that would keep each other in our minds for a while. Hopefully it would last until next semester when we would be back together.

Thinking about it again made me wonder what result I actually wanted more. Did I want to see Drew dressed up in a little plaid skirt or did I want to wear it myself? I wasn’t sure, but I was struggling to get the images of us both dressed up out of my mind.

By the time Drew woke up, I had long given up on sleep and was in the process of chugging coffee. I had just taken a cold shower to help myself wake up and was wearing nothing but a towel as I leaned against our small kitchenette counter.

“Mmm, what’s that heavenly smell?” asked Drew. “Pour me a cup?”

He walked in with a look of excitement on his face, far more than I would have expected on the day of such an early exam. I poured him a mug of coffee and handed it him. “You look refreshed. Ready for the test?” I greeted him.

“I do feel better this morning,” he said before taking a sip. His eyes watched me over the edge of his mug and I could see glee in them. “Hmm. It looks like you’re lucky,” he added after swallowing his sip of coffee.

“Lucky?” I let out with an exhausted huff.

“Yeah, you don’t have a lot of body hair so it will be easy for you to shave when you have to dress up as my school girl,” he laughed.

Did he just say his school girl? What does that mean?

I tried to ignore his odd phrasing and rolled my eyes emphatically at his confidence. “I’m pretty sure I have the higher grade between the two of us, so I hope you’re ready to do some lingerie shopping,” I retorted.

A smile flickered across his face which made me feel a little uncomfortable. He looked genuinely excited by the prospect of dressing up.

“I guess we will find out in a few days,” he shrugged.

“I guess so.”

We stood together in an awkward silence for what felt like an eternity while we sipped our coffee. It was finally broken when an alarm went off on my phone, telling me that it was time to leave.

“Shit! It’s time to go and I still need to get dressed!” I shouted. As I rushed passed Drew to my room my towel unfurled and fell to the ground. I turned to pick it up but saw Drew’s eyes watching me and I froze. His eyebrow was perked in intrigue.

I awkwardly reached behind myself to pick up the towel and then scurried away to get dressed, quickly throwing some clothes on and then hurrying back to meet Drew.

“Thanks for the show. That definitely helped wake me up,” he laughed.

I shook my head in embarrassment. “Let’s hope that that’s not a sign of what’s to come for me today.”

Drew mumbled something under his breath which sounded like, “Let’s hope it is.”

I gave him a sideways glance, not knowing the implications behind his words. He was tossing on his backpack and heading for the door so I decided to let it go. I didn’t have time for any more distractions. We were already late.

✽✽✽

After the test I was drained. I put every last ounce of energy into doing my best and still it was a struggle. I didn’t exactly feel confident when I left the classroom but I at least felt comfort seeing the dismay on the faces of my fellow classmates.

“Good thing he grades on a curve, huh?” Drew said as he approached me outside.

“I really hope everyone else failed that because I’m going to need a miracle to get a decent grade in this class,” I replied.

He nudged me with his elbow playfully and laughed. “Hey, if it makes you feel any better I promise not to post any videos I take of you dressed as a school girl on social media.

I elbowed him back much harder. “You’re still thinking about that? Well I can’t say I’ll make that promise for you,” I retorted.

He gave an exaggerated shrug. “Based on your reaction to the test, I don’t think I’m worried. I’m just going to kick back and relax for the next few days until it’s time for the Robby the school girl show.”

“Yeah, right…” I scoffed. I tried to play it off cooly, but there was definitely a worry that I would actually have to dress up for him. Worry wasn’t the only thing I felt though. Mixed with it was intrigue and that concerned me the most.

“I guess we will find out in a few days.”

I nodded my agreement. “I guess so.”


Chapter 3

The Grades

As the next few days went by there was a building awkwardness between Drew and I. Between wrapping up the semester of school and starting to pack our stuff to return home for the summer, we both had a lot going on. But of course waiting on the results of our final exam for Sociology class was the biggest tension.

For the first day we tried to recall questions and share which answers we gave on the test. On the questions we had remembered, we both answered the same. That only increased the tension as it seemed like the results would be close. One or two answers could be the difference between having to shave our bodies and dress up like a school girl in public versus having a laugh at the person who was doing it.

Based on how I felt the morning of the exam, and especially afterwards, I had a feeling I was about to lose. I wasn’t sure how Drew would think of me when he saw me dressed in a little school girl costume, but I hoped it wouldn’t tarnish the connection we had formed over the last two semesters living together.

The bet was my idea so I knew I would have to commit to going through with the penalty for losing even though that part was his idea. I wasn’t even sure where I would find the clothing he had specified so I decided to spend some time in private to do some research. I looked up where to buy the little plaid skirt and white button up shirt and was surprised by what I found, especially with the skirts.

There were countless options online for different plaid skirts. Different colors, different cuts, and different lengths. Some of them were exceptionally short and the models in the pictures looked like they were practically naked. I couldn’t imagine wearing something so revealing in public.

But at the same time, I couldn’t get the thought out of my head.

Just looking at women’s clothing online was enough to make me feel naughty. The idea of wearing it made me feel exceptionally sexy. I couldn’t help but jerk off after spending an hour looking at all the sexy models wearing the short skirts and imagining that it was me instead.

I never pulled the trigger on buying anything, however. Nothing I found would have been delivered in time. Discovering such a fact made me wonder how Drew and I could possibly accomplish such a punishment, but I held my tongue. If we couldn’t go through with our bet before the summer started then maybe that would give us a reason to meet up during the summer. Maybe it would give us something to keep talking about over the break and to look forward to when we moved back in together next semester.

✽✽✽

I woke up Saturday morning feeling morose. Today would be our last full day in the dorms. Tomorrow morning we would be leaving. I rolled over in bed and grabbed my phone to check my notifications. One in particular jumped out at me.

“New Email from Professor Covington: “Grades Posted””

My heart pounded nervously as I clicked on the notification to see the email. At the bottom there was a link to see the grades. I took a deep breath, clicked again, and logged in to see my score. Under “Final Exam” it showed my score, 80%.

B-. Not great, but not terrible. I’ll take it. But what did Drew get?

I instantly wondered if he had seen his score yet. I was beginning to feel even more nervous than I had been for the test itself.

Maybe I can get him to tell me his score first so I can just lie. He’s not going to make me show him my actual score, right?

I slowly got out of bed and got dressed. As I put on my boxers, I wondered how it would feel to wear panties instead. Would they make me feel sexy? Would I like it?

I shook the idea out of my mind and continued getting dressed. When I was done, I walked into our common area to get some breakfast. Drew was waiting for me there.

“Hey, good morning,” he greeted me as I entered the room.

“Morning,” I replied casually despite my yearning to ask him about his grade.

He went back to looking at his phone while I made myself some oatmeal and coffee. With my breakfast ready, I sat down at the table across from him.

Drew looked up from his phone and smirked at me, looking far too pleased with himself. “So, have you see your grade yet?” he asked cooly.

My stomach churned. “Y-yeah. Have you?”

He set his phone done and leaned back as he stretched his arms high in the air. “Yup. Pretty satisfied with what I got. You ready to dress up?”

His cockiness only made me more nervous. “What did you get?”

He opened his mouth to answer but stopped and laughed. “No way. I’m not falling for that. Let’s say it at the same time so we don’t lie.”

Damnit!

“Alright, fine…” I let out.

“On the count of three. 3… 2… 1…”

There was a brief pause and then we both blurted out, “80!”

We stared at each other in disbelief. “No way! You got 80, too?” Drew exclaimed.

I shrugged as I felt my body relaxed. We had never considered a tie, but that felt as good as a win to me. “Yeah. I guess that means we tie!”

“Yeah…”

“So I guess no body has to dress up,” I added cheerfully.

Drew’s vibe had taken a major blow. His upbeat attitude suddenly seemed depressed. He seemed genuinely sad that we had tied. “I guess not,” he said pathetically.

The sour mood in the room made me feel bad despite the seemingly good turn of events. Suddenly I felt like I needed to do something to lift his spirits, just as I felt the night before the exam when I had proposed the bet.

I looked at his hanging head and knew that I didn’t want to spend our last day like this. I didn’t want him to have this as his last memory of us.

“Or…,” I started, not believing the words that were about to come out of my mouth. “That means that we both have to dress up.”


Chapter 4

The Wardrobe

Drew’s eyes lit up excitedly. “Really?” he asked. I could tell from his tone that he really wanted to do this. He really wanted us to dress up as sexy school girls.

Why is he so into this? It seems so random.

I knew this was my last chance at getting out of having to shave my body and dress up in lingerie, but now that I saw his genuine excitement, I couldn’t back out. I couldn’t disappoint him again. “Sure, why not? It will be a silly way to end the semester,” I answered.

A wide smile crept across his face and his body perked up. “Yeah, exactly.”

Passion was exuding out of Drew to the point where I was actually finding myself excited as well. But then it dawned on me that we had none of the necessary clothes. How would we actually do this? I didn’t want to be the one to break the bad news to him though.

“So... how do we do this?” I asked vaguely.

He laughed. “First we shave then we get dressed up. Pretty simple.”

There seemed to be no getting around it. I was going to need to be the bearer of bad news. “But we don’t have any outfits. I looked online and nothing was available in such a short time.”

I expected his smile to turn into a frown, but instead it grew into a smirk. “You looked up school girl outfits, huh? Couldn’t wait to get dressed up?”

My cheeks warmed with embarrassment as he called me out. “No! Not that,” I replied defensively. “I just thought I did poorly on the test and was doomed to lose the bet.”

He flashed me a look that told me he didn’t believe me. I didn’t believe myself either. “Sure, Robby” He chuckled to himself as he started walking towards his room. “Wait here a second.”

He hurried off, leaving me to wonder what he was doing. When he returned, he carried with him a brown moving box.

“I, uhh, may already have a few things that we can wear,” he said sheepishly.

I glared at him wearily, confused by why he might not only have one outfit ready, but multiple. “You do?”

He opened the box and started digging through it. I tried to peek inside, but he was moving items around quickly and all I could see was shifting clothing.

“What is all of this?” I asked him.

“It’s just a little wardrobe I’ve collected over the years,” he mumbled as he pulled something out. From his hands dangled a red plaid skirt. “Here, you can wear this one.”

I apprehensively took the skirt from him and held it out in front of me with two hands. It was a ridiculously short pleated miniskirt. “Why do you have this?”

Drew ignored my question and tossed me another item. This time it was a white button up blouse. “And this, too,” he added.

I stared at the two items in my hands, baffled that I was holding them. When Drew pulled out a similar set for himself I was beyond belief. Suddenly there was no going back. Dressing up was unavoidable.

“Are you going to tell me why you have all of this? This wardrobe of yours?” I prodded him again, hoping for answers.

He gave me a bashful look and shrugged. “Are you going to tell me that you’ve never wanted to wear women’s clothing before? That you’ve never been curious about how it would feel to dress up in some sexy lingerie?”

“No!” I exclaimed defensively. “At least not until you mentioned it the other day.

✽✽✽

“And yet you took the time to shop online for clothes once the idea was in your head. Don’t act so butch. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to play around and dress up from time to time. I think you will find it pretty sexy.”

“Seriously?”

He smirked. “I guess you’ll find out soon enough.”

The whole situation was beginning to feel weird, but at this point there was no valid excuse to get out of doing it. “I guess so.”

“Just try to be open minded about it. It can be a lot of fun if you allow it. Just commit to it.”

I knew he was right and that was what I wanted. I wanted to have a fun day with him before we left.

“Okay, okay. I’ll try.”

“Thanks, Robby,” he let out. We stood in silence for a moment, each holding our tiny skirts before he continued. “So then I guess it’s time to go shave.”

My leg hairs prickled at the idea of shaving them. I had never done it before and had no idea how it would feel. “Alright.”

“I’ll meet you in the bathroom,” he said with a wink.

✽✽✽

We met in the communal dorm bathrooms, each wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around our waists. Normally I wouldn’t have thought anything of this scene, but knowing what we were about to do, I felt different. I felt naughty.

We each grabbed our razors and shaving cream and entered our own curtained off showers. Then we got started.

Shaving took longer than I had expected even though my body wasn’t that hairy. I chose to work extra careful and slow, especially around my dick and balls. Drew never explicitly mentioned shaving our privates, but after I had shaved my legs it looked silly having hair in just that area. Now I was squeaky clean.

Drew had finished a bit before me and was already back in our dorm. I wasn’t sure what to expect when I got back and was tempted to stay in the shower longer, but there was no point. I would have to go back eventually.

So finally I did. I wrapped my towel back around myself and proceeded back. Back to start getting dressed as a sexy school girl.


Chapter 5

The Outfits

The whole way back to our dorm I felt a new chill on my legs. The air conditioning blowing on my freshly shaven skin sent shivers through my body. When I returned I expected to see Drew, but he was no where to be seen. I figured that he must be in his room getting dressed, so I decided to do the same.

I just need to get this over with and then maybe we can do something else fun to forget about this whole thing.

I walked to the table and saw my outfit laid out for me. However, now the little red plaid miniskirt and white blouse were accompanied by a black bra and matching black thong. I had forgotten that he had mentioned that we would be dressing completely in women’s clothing.

I can’t believe he just happen to have all of this stuff in his collection. I wonder how long he has been secretly dressing up in women’s clothing. Come to think of it, his dare was actually pretty bogus! It wouldn’t have been that embarrassing for him to dress up like this — only me!

I paused briefly while I considered my thoughts, but then shook them off and picked up everything from the table. There would be plenty of time to question him later, but for now I needed to get dressed and get this over with.

I carried everything back to my room and set it on my bed before getting undressed. Naked, I stared at the little black thong nervously before finally picking it up and slipping it on. I was surprised by how nice it felt once I was wearing it. My dick immediately started plumping up so I decided to tuck it between my legs to keep it from popping out of the top of the small panties. Doing so all but eliminated the bulge in the thong and made my crotch look more feminine.

Next, I put on the bra. It was a little awkward to hook it in the back, but once I got it and had it settled it in place, I received a similar feeling of pleasure from the bra pushing up my chest. Already I was feeling rather different and definitely more curious to try on the rest of the clothes.

I decided to try the skirt next. I pulled it up to my waist and then zipped up the side. It fit well around my body, but its short length barely covered my ass. I was horrified by how revealing it was, but I was also enamored by how sexy and naughty it made me feel.

Finally, I picked up the blouse and put it on. It was loose fitting, had long baggy sleeves, and its length nearly covered my skirt. After everything else, I was rather disappointed by it. It made me feel silly, but still, I couldn’t deny how sexy everything else made me feel.

I can’t believe I like this! I think I might understand why Drew has his collection after all…

“Are you dressed?” Drew called out from outside my door.

I gasped at his voice and covered up my body instinctively. I turned around and saw that my door was still closed and relaxed, but then it dawned on me that door or not, he would be seeing me dressed like this very soon.

“Uhh, just about,” I replied nervously. I was starting to shake, dreading being seen by anyone while wearing this outfit.

I stood frozen, not knowing what to do and not ready to reveal myself, until Drew called out again. “Do you need any help? Do you want me to come in?”

I threw my head back with a groan. There was no escaping my fate. I just needed to accept it. “Yeah, sure,” I forced out.

My bedroom door slowly opened and I saw red and white as Drew and his school girl outfit came into view. When the door was fully open, I was blown away but what I saw. Drew had long slender legs flowing from his tiny skirt, toned abs exposed under his tied up shirt, and long flowing dirty blonde pigtails from a wig he wore.

He looked incredibly feminine. And hot.

“Woah,” I let out in awe. Seeing him like this gave me an impulsive urge to reach out and touch him. To feel how smooth his hairless body was. To feel if he felt as feminine as he looked.

He smiled and moved his hips from side to side, making his skirt flow around him. He didn’t seem embarrassed at all. In fact, he might have been more confident dressed like this than he normally was.

“Do you like my look?” he asked, his face glowing with pride. “I’m so glad I’m finally getting some use of my school girl outfit before the end of the year.”

I gulped anxiously. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. And I didn’t know if my excited dick would hold between my legs as it slowly grew harder.

“Y-yeah,” I finally managed to mutter as I nodded my head.

“Thanks,” he grinned. “Now let’s fix you up.”

As he approached me I noticed that he was holding a second wig. He delicately put it over my head until I felt it fit over my scalp and the saw the hair flowing down the side of my face. He walked behind me and started playing with it, brushing the long hairs with his fingers and styling it.

“First, we give you school girl pigtails like me,” he said. When he was done, he walked back around and grabbed my blouse. He unhooked most of the buttons save a few in front of my chest and then grabbed the bottom halves and tied them together in a tight bow just under my bra. “And then the cute tied up school girl shirt. I know, it’s all a little cliche, but its looks so sexy this way!”

I looked down at myself and couldn’t disagree. It did look much sexier this way.

“T-thanks,” I stammered.

Drew stepped back to admire his work on me, cocking his head from side to side to really absorb my new look. “Damn, we look sexy!”

I felt my dick press against the panties that held it down. This unlikely situation. This crazy scenario. This unexpected arousal. All of it. It was becoming overwhelming.

But I didn’t want it to stop.

“I guess we’re all dressed up and ready to go then. Shall we make our run down the hallway?”

My eyes bulged as I recalled the final piece of the dare. This wasn’t about to end. It was just beginning.


Chapter 6

The Dare

Before I could answer, Drew grabbed my hand and pulled me out of my room. I gasped as he yanked my body forcefully towards the front door. The door leading to the hallway.

“Wait! Wait!” I managed to blurt out just as his hand grabbed the doorknob.

He stopped and looked curiously back at me. “What’s up?” he chuckled.

“Do we have to do this? We’re both dressed up already. Why do we need to expose ourselves to everyone else like this?” I pleaded.

“Oh come on, Robby. Don’t you want to do something fun and exciting? Something that you will remember forever?”

That was exactly what I wanted, but I wasn’t sure this was how I wanted to do it. “I have a good feeling that I’m going to remember today whether we go into the hallway or not.”

He considered my words and then smirked. “What if I threaten to take a picture of you and post it online. Would you rather all of your friends see you like this or just some random people in the dorms? And that’s if anyone happens to even be in the hallway. I bet most everyone has gone home already.”

The thought of him posting a picture online was terrifying. “You said you wouldn’t post any pictures!” I exclaimed.

He laughed and shrugged. “I said I wouldn’t if I won. But I didn’t. We tied.”

I tried to focus on the latter part of his statement, the idea that few people if any would actually see us in the halls. It was definitely a relief to consider. “Fine. I’ll do it. Just to the end of the hall and back?”

“Deal!”

Before I knew it Drew had the door open and was pulling me down the hallway. I had to start running to keep up with him as he hurried down the hall. Our footsteps echoed loudly through the halls and while there was no one outside, I worried that we would be soon drawing plenty of attention.

By the time we reached the end of the hallway I felt invigorated. I looked at Drew and smiled at him. He squeezed my hand telling me he felt the same way.

And then we were off again.

I could hear doors opening as he paraded back towards our room, but I didn’t care. In that moment it was only me and Drew, together. When we reached our door I fumbled with the handle, knowing that eyes were on us, but I didn’t need to look back and see who they belonged to. Finally, I opened the door and ran inside.

“Holy crap. I can’t believe you made me do that!” I said between heavy breaths. I slammed the door shut and then threw my tired body against the wall to catch my breath.

Drew stood still. Watching me. Considering me. His eyes looked bright and hopeful. There was a strange aura radiating from him. He looked different. He looked enticing.

I had a feeling Drew saw me differently, too. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me. He slowly stepped forward, inching ever closer. I thought he would stop, but he didn’t. Not until his soft hands were around my waist.

“That was amazing,” he said softly. “Thank you for helping me live out a fantasy.”

I noticed his look flickering between my eyes and my lips and I suddenly felt so exposed, so raw. His hands on me made me feel under his control. His soft eyes made me feel under his spell.

There were feelings swarming through me that I had never felt before. I felt as light as a feather and ready to float away, but his hands were grounding me, keeping me here in this moment with him. I suddenly wanted to touch him, too.

I tried to fight my urges, but I couldn’t. My hands extended and grabbed his bare waist. I could feel the areas of his torso that he had just shaved, still smooth from the shaving cream. I didn’t know what was happening, but I knew something was.

And then something did. He kissed me.

Drew’s body leaned forward and pressed against mine as our lips connected. Again I wanted to resist, but knew there was no stopping what was already in motion. I had already kissed him back.

My dick was growing hard under my panties as our lips smacked together feverishly. The more we kissed the more I knew I wanted this. And I wanted more.

My hands ran up his back, feeling his firm, strong body as he pinned me against the door. Our padded bras were rubbing against each other and making me feel like a real woman. A sexy, desired woman with a strong man ravaging him. I loved it.

But then Drew ripped his lips away from mine and stepped back. His eyes told me that he was still hungry, that he still wanted more just like I did. He extended me his hand, inviting me for more of what we both craved.

I took his hand and he lead me down another hallway. This time, however, it lead to his room.


Chapter 7

The Climax

The hems of my skirt tickled my bare ass as Drew lead me towards his bed. I couldn’t fathom what was about to happen or why I was so eagerly going along with it, but at the same time I couldn’t stop. He threw me down onto his small bed and then crawled in next to me.

“Hi,” he breathed out as he brushed his hair out of his face and smiled. His voice was softer, almost as if he was trying to speak like a girl. Hearing him and seeing him dressed as he was made me realize that he wasn’t the gruff man who was taking advantage of me against the door. No, he was a meek girl. A girl just like me. I wasn’t sure which persona I liked better for him, but this new one certainly wasn’t a deterrent.

“Hi,” I replied bashfully.

The simple words we spoke suddenly ripped away our shared lust and impulsiveness. No longer did we have the excuse of being overcome with excitement and passion from our adventure through the halls. Now it was real. Now we had a choice to stop or continue. My swelling dick told me to stay close to him.

Drew pulled his blanket over us as if telling me I couldn’t leave. I felt his hands on my flesh and quivered from his touch. My breathing was growing heavy as we stared into each other’s eyes. It was as if we were both waiting for the other one to make the first move.

“I dare you to kiss me,” he let out with a grin.

I smiled back and welcomed the invitation, closing my eyes and leaning forward until our lips once again locked. My dick instantly surged from the touch of his plump lips against mine and I knew that this was right.

Drew’s hands began groping me passionately. One settled on the back of my head and pulled it tighter against his as if to tell me to never stop kissing him, the other grabbed my ass firmly as if I was his property to do with as he pleased.

I let out a moan as his hand squeezed my ass. His fingers played with my thong and made my asshole shiver with desires.

His touches were intoxicating. I felt flush with passion and desire. Our kisses intensified, our mouths gaping open wildly as they tried to swallow each other’s tongues. I couldn’t get enough of him.

His hand drifted further down until it found its way between my legs and brushed against my cock head. At the same time we both opened our eyes and gasped. Was that an accident or had he been searching?

Drew had a mischievous look in his eyes. Our lips briefly froze as I watched him. I felt his hand move around to my front. It started gently drifting towards my crotch, making me squirm with pleasure as he dipped his finger into the top of my thong.

I could feel his warm breath against my open mouth. We both knew what was about to happen and were both panting in anticipation. His hand continued down until I felt it rubbing against the hard cock between my legs.

I groaned at his touch. My lips hungrily plunged back into his as he started rubbing my cock through my panties.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy dressed like this,” Drew breathed out.

His words filled me with delight and furthered my feelings of femininity. They made my dick surge harder in his hand. “You are, too,” I moaned.

Things were escalating so quickly, almost as quickly as my growing urges. But I clearly wasn’t the only one with growing needs. I could feel Drew’s hands tugged fervently at my cock.

My body started writhing with pleasure and desire. I wanted to use my dick more. It was getting so hard, so full. I started grinding it against Drew’s hand as he continued to rub it. It felt so good. Too good.

My head vaulted backwards as a groan exploded through my lungs. My dick surged and burst out cum, filling my tiny panties with my seed. It continued to pump as I moaned loudly.

Drew’s lips moved to my outstretched neck as he kept up his feverish rubbing of my cock. His touches stopped when my penis went limp. When it was over I melted back into my bed, hot and sweaty and out of breath. But I felt euphoric.

“What was that?” I breathed out.

Drew gave me one more kiss on the neck. “I’m pretty sure you just came in your panties,” he laughed.

I slapped at him playfully and rolled my eyes. “You know what I mean.”

He shrugged coyly. “I guess I just wanted to thank you for being a good sport today… and to leave you something to remember me by.”

Somehow he made me feel even closer to him. He had had the same intentions as me. My whole body relaxed into the bed and I closed my eyes, finally feeling at ease.

Drew curled up next to me and rested his arm across my body. I suddenly felt like I could fall asleep under his warm embrace. When I did, I would sleep easy knowing that neither of us would forget this moment.

I also knew that the next school year would be different. I wasn’t sure what would carry over from today, including if Drew would still feel the same way about me and I about him…

But I couldn’t wait to find out.


Part 2

Back to School
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Chapter 1

Summer Vacation

What had happened between my roommate Drew and I on our last day in the dorms made me hate leaving all the more. Falling asleep in each others arms while still dressed as sexy school girls with our short skirts and shaved legs was like nothing I had ever experienced before.

I was eager to experience it again.

The next day as we said our goodbyes and drove away, the emotions hit me hard. I realized that I had not only just made out with a man, but I had let him jerk me off. I had never imagined being with another man before, but while there was no denying that I had just been, this somehow felt different. We had both been dressed in women’s clothing with shaved bodies and wigs. We weren’t trying to be men. Not in that moment.

How ever I looked at it, what I did know was that I didn’t regret it. The bond that Drew and I had created together through the last year had been strengthening rapidly all year. It almost seemed fated to reach such a point. Such a climax. I just had to hope that this wouldn’t be the peek; that it would continue to grow into something else, something more, something even better.

So as I started my long drive home for the summer I wondered what that something else might be. Would we stay as close friends who occasionally dressed up as women and fooled around when the mood hit? Would we try dating? Or would the long distance between us all summer spoil the momentum of our relationship?

Despite generating an unforgettable memory for each other as I had hope to do, I still worried greatly about the last thought. After living together for a year we would now be living hundreds of miles away from each other for months. What if he forgot me? What if he found someone else to fill my role? What if he decided not to come back to school?

I knew I couldn’t control any of these concerns which only made me more anxious. I also worried that if I tried too hard then I could scare him away. So I decided I would play it cool. I would try not to mention what we did, dressing up, or ask him any pressing questions about our future. Ultimately, I wanted us to stay close and didn’t want to risk losing what we had formed together.

✽✽✽

As the summer went by, I filled my time by getting a job at a local bookstore. It helped distract myself from my endless thoughts and fantasies about that last fateful night with Drew. I told myself that I would wait for him to broach the subjects. And wait I did.

We stayed in close contact, texting each other on most days about how our summer break was going and anything else fun that we came across during our day. But we never talked about what happened between us. We never even discussed how we had dressed up as school girls or Drew’s large collection of women’s clothing.

I was dying to know more about his wardrobe and how often he dressed up in the clothes inside. I was also curious as to how other women’s clothing would feel. Often I found myself checking out women, but these days instead of ogling their breasts and ass, I was admiring their clothing. I would look at their panty lines and wonder how it would feel to wear panties just as they did.

There were countless nights when I would come home from work feeling excessively horny after seeing so many sexy outfits on the women who stopped by. I wondered how it would feel to wear flowing summer dresses and tight body con dresses, skater skirts and pencil skirts, tube tops and bodysuits. The possibilities were endlessly erotic.

Luckily, Drew had allowed me to keep the outfit I wore for him. So on these days, or rather on most days, late at night when everyone else was asleep I would dress up in my tiny little school girl outfit and jerk off as I daydreamed about wearing different clothes with Drew.

I also continued to fantasize about us wearing our school girl costumes. We would be sitting at the table with our school books open in front of us. We would read to each other while our pig tails dangled playfully from side to side. We would tease each other when we got a question wrong or mispronounced a word.

Teasing lead to us touching. Touching lead to us kissing. Kissing lead to Drew taking my hand and taking me back to his room once more.

Wearing the clothes he gave me made me feel closer to him. I knew that they were once his and at one point he, too, had worn them. And of course I had worn these same clothes, these same panties, when he had in fact taken me into his room and rubbed me to completion in his bed.

I really hoped that at least a sliver of these fantasies might come true once we returned to school and became roommates again. I even continued to shave my body in hope that seeing my hairless legs might remind Drew what we had done together. I had no idea if he was doing the same thing, but that didn’t matter. I enjoyed my smooth and feminine legs.

As the summer came to an end I was excited to return to school and the dorms. After three months away from Drew I couldn’t wait to reconnect and discover how things would be between us.

Luckily, today was that day.


Chapter 2

Returning

I arrived to our new dorm first and claimed my room. Just like our old dorm, it was a small apartment with two rooms and a cramped common area. Walking around the empty space, I couldn’t help but wonder how it would be once it was filled with Drew and his exuberance.

As I started unpacking my belongings I stumbled upon my school girl outfit. I started putting away my little plaid mini skirt and white blouse when I got the sudden urge to put them on.

Would it be crazy to surprise Drew by already wearing this when he arrived? Would that be coming on too strong?

I set the skirt down in a drawer, but couldn’t take my eyes off of it. I ran my fingers down its pleats, feeling the soft fabric along my finger tips. I couldn’t resist its allure.

Quickly, I stripped out of my clothes and slipped on the little black thong that Drew had given me. Already I was feeling better and more satisfied. But not enough.

My dick was starting to swell up beneath my tiny panties and I knew I needed to feel more of the clothes on me. I put on my bra, attaching the hooks in the back like a seasoned professional, and then put on the skirt and blouse. I tied the blouse in a knot below my chest, just as Drew had done for me the first time, and then I felt fully satisfied.

Between my legs my dick was pushing against my thong, enjoying the sexy feeling of the school girl outfit I wore. I was quickly growing ever more excited to see Drew and surprise him with my look. I knew it was silly and that it might come off as desperate. I knew it could shake the foundation of our second year at college together. I didn’t care. I needed to find out what he thought of me.

But for now I would have to keep waiting until he arrived.

I checked my phone and saw no new messages so I decided to send him a text asking what his estimated time of arrival was. If I had some idea how far away he was then I might be able to at least hold back my urge to pleasure myself before he arrived.

Minutes continued to pass by, however, and finally I set my phone down and got back to work unpacking my boxes. Feeling the short skirt tickle my shaved butt as I moved sent shivers of pleasure through me. Once again I felt naughty as I pranced around my room. It was exhilarating knowing that Drew could come and see me at any moment.

When I finally heard the front door open I gasped and started shaking with a nervous yet excited energy. Drew was here at last.

“Not a bad little place you have here, Andrew,” a man’s voice said.

That’s not Drew… who is that?

“Do you think you will need any help unpacking, dear?” a woman’s voice added.

The second voice briefly filled me with relief as I realized that the two voices belonged to his parents. But then I felt overcome with panic as it dawned on me that I was dressed up as a school girl around Drew’s parents.

I heard footsteps approaching and I jumped toward my bedroom door, quickly slamming it closed.

Shit! I need to get changed!

Hastily, I started ripping off my school girl outfit. My fingers fumbled with my blouse’s knot, the hooks of the bra, and the tiny zipper on my skirt. What should have taken seconds seemed to take an eternity as I panicked. In my rush, I forgot to remove my thong; wearing it had become so second nature to me.

There was muffled talking outside my door and my face started heating up in embarrassment and frustration. When I finally pulled up my jeans and put on a fresh shirt, I felt a tinge of relief, but not enough to soothe the emotions burning inside me. I walked to my door and took a few deep breaths to calm myself. When I felt better, I finally opened the door to great the arrivals.

“Uhh, hey, everyone,” I said awkwardly as I stepped out. “Sorry about that. I got sweaty from carrying up my stuff and was changing my clothes.” I felt bad about lying, but it was at least half true.

“Hey, Robby,” Drew smiled at me. The way he looked at me filled me with delight. And hope.

“Good to see you again, Rob,” his dad said as he extended his hand for me to shake.

I gave it a firm shake and replied, “You, too.”

I turned back towards Drew, but now it was his mom’s turn. She had her arms extended wide as she came in for a big hug. “Thank you for taking care of my Andrew last year. I feel so much better knowing that he as a good friend looking after him while he’s away from home,” she said. Her hug was so tight that I couldn’t get my arms free to hug her back.

“Of course. Drew has become a great friend to me, too, and we like to take care of each other,” I replied as I smiled at him.

His mom let go and stepped back. “Andrew couldn’t wait to get back here all summer. It was a little heartbreaking that he wanted to leave home so badly, but he was just so excited to see you again,” she added.

The warm feeling was beginning to return to my cheeks as I felt flush with emotions.

“Yeah, he was as giddy as a school girl this morning when we were packing the car,” Drew’s dad left.

I could see Drew’s face turning bright red and the look on his face made me laugh out loud. “That must have been quite the sight!” I joked.

“Speaking of packing,” Drew interrupted. “We should probably unpack the car so you two can get going. I’m sure Robby has some unpacking left to do, too.”

“Yeah, but I can help you if you need,” I tried to insist.

He glanced at me and shook his head, telling me no in multiple ways. “Thanks for offering, but why don’t we catch up later.”

“Yeah, sure.” There was a little awkwardness that hung between us before we split up to finish our individual tasks, but that didn’t diminish the glee I had from both seeing him again and hearing how excited he was to return to me.

Now I would just have to wait until his parents left so I could be with him again.


Chapter 3

The Talk

After a while Drew’s parents finally gave him a heartfelt goodbye and left us alone. I found myself bouncing on my heels as Drew closed the door behind them. But as he turned around to face me, his normal boyish smile was gone. Instead his face read of pain and discomfort. He looked like he had something to say and he knew I wasn’t going to like it.

“Hi there,” I said, trying to ignore my concerns and start the day fresh with him.

“Hey…” he let out slowly as he scratched the back of his head.

My stomach churned as I now knew for sure something was wrong. But what? After all this time apart without once discussing what we had done together, what could possibly be wrong?

“Is something up?” I asked apprehensively. I really didn’t want to know, but at the same time I had to. I had to know what why he was acting so weird.

“Yeah. I guess I have something I need to get off my chest. Do you want to sit down and talk?” Drew gestured towards the table and I moved to sit down in one of the chairs. He followed suit.

The wooden chair felt stiff and boney. I wasn’t sure if I was feeling more uncomfortable from it or the atmosphere in the room — or perhaps they were both amplifying each other.

“So…” Drew began once he was settled. “About what happened at the end of last year…”

He paused for an unseemly amount of time, long enough to get my heart racing with anxiety and long enough to start expecting him to say something that I wouldn’t like.

“Yes?” I said to prod him into continuing.

He let out a sigh and hung his head. “That night was amazing. It satisfied so many pent up sexual desires and questions that had been trapped inside me for so long,” he let out. “I will truly never forget that night with you.”

His words hit me in all the right spots, making me feel special and wanted. But there was clearly something he wasn’t saying.

“But…?” I croaked out.

“But it can’t happen again. I’m sorry if I lead you on or made you believe otherwise, but that was just a one time thing,” he answered.

I felt my heart shatter as he told me exactly what I didn’t want to hear. While I still had my own conflicting feelings about what had happened, I was in the midst of learning more about myself and about the desires that had overtaken me that night. I desperately wanted him to be the one to help me explore these feelings.

“Oh,” I breathed out heavily.

“I really value our friendship together and I don’t want to lose it. That’s why I wanted to tell you up front and first thing, before anything could happen again.”

For some reason that made me chuckle. “Were you worried that you might not be able to resist making a move on me?”

Drew’s cheeks turned bright red. “Well, I was mostly worried that I would show up and find you waiting for me wearing women’s clothing,” he answered coyly.

Now it was my turn to blush. “I’m not going to lie, I had been looking forward to dressing up with you more. I even shaved my legs ahead of time hoping that we would take a deeper peek into your wardrobe. That is if you even brought it with you…” As I spoke, I pulled up the leg of my pants to show off my hairless leg.

Drew opened his mouth to speak, but his eyes were fixed on my smooth legs. I could tell that seeing them was stirring some emotions within. “Oh. I mean, yeah. I did bring my collection. But… but…” he stammered.

There was a sudden shift in power. I hiked my pants up higher, showing my calves and stealing more of his attention and awe. “Would it really be that bad if we both dressed up again? It’s just clothes after all,” I said softly. “And to admit something else… I’m already wearing panties. The same ones that you gave me last semester.”

I could see Drew’s chest heaving with desire. It was clear that he wanted to be wearing panties, too. I nearly had him.

“I felt so sexy wearing that school girl outfit, but I bet you have some even sexier clothes in that box of yours. Lingerie and dresses that would put those tiny plaid skirts to shame.”

“I-I do,” he replied.

“If you don’t feel right dressing up then maybe you could just pick out something for me to try on? Ever since you showed me the pleasure of wearing women’s clothing I’ve just been dying to wear more. Can I please wear more? For you?”

His eyes finally broke free from my legs and met my eyes. There was a fire burning inside of them; they were filled with lust. I understood how he felt, I felt a fire inside myself, too. A fire burning with the seductive power I seemed to have over him.

“Y-yeah. I think that would be alright.”

I couldn’t resist giggling at him caving in.

I guess men are pretty easy to manipulate with their desires. I’ll have to remember that.

“So, how are you going to dress me up? Am I going to wear something lacy? Something skimpy and revealing? Something that I’ll never want to take off?”

Drew looked at me and smiled. “All of the above,” he grinned. “Follow me.”


Chapter 4

Dress Up

Drew offered me his hand and just like our last day together, he once again led me down the hall to his bedroom. My heart was thumping with excitement as I entered the doorway leading to his small room.

His room was still filled with his unpacked boxes and suitcases, but the pending work didn’t phase him. Drew moved things around until he found a large cardboard box. In the corner I noticed a small hand drawn heart, his label for his special wardrobe. He ripped off the tape and opened the top while I shook in anticipation, waiting to find out what I would soon be wearing.

But before he reached inside he stopped and looked at me. “Are you wearing your bra, too? Or just your panties?” he asked me.

“Just my little black thong,” I answered.

He briefly considered my response and then hastily dug inside his box. When he found what he was looking for, he pulled it out and extended it towards me. It was a pair of lacy pink panties. “You should wear these instead and put your bra on. Sorry, I don’t have a matching set.”

Without thinking I snatched the panties from his hand and hurried back to my room to get my bra. I was ripping off my clothes off before I even made it inside. I greedily slipped on the new pink panties and pulled them all the way up until they fit perfectly snug with my ass. I tucked my dick down as I had become used to doing and felt even sexier when I looked down at the smooth panties on my hairless body.

With the panties in place, I found my black bra and put it on. Already I was feeling so naughty knowing that I would be dressed this way around Drew. Even more so knowing that he was about to give me something special to wear.

Back in Drew’s room I found him sitting on his bed waiting for me. Next to him was a bright pink dress. He smiled at me and then glanced at the outfit beside him. “I think you will look nice in this,” he said kindly.

I felt a rush of emotions as I scampered over to pick it up. None of them were embarrassment or shame for letting my roommate see me dressed as I was. Drew was unfazed by the sight as well.

I held out the dress in front of me to get a better look at it. It was a short, sleeveless dress with thin straps that went over the shoulder. Small cute ribbons were tied around the straps just above the neckline. It was a bubblegum shade of pink that looked both feminine and posh. I couldn’t wait to try it on.

I unzipped the back then stepped my feet into the dress and pulled it up. The dress was soft and silky on my recently shaved body. My arms slipped nicely under the shoulder straps as the dress settled against my body. Before I could attempt to zip the dress up, Drew stood up to help me.

“Do you like it?” he asked as he ran the zipper up my back. I could feel his warm breath against my neck. I shivered at the thought of him behind me, checking me out while I wore his dress.

I spun around to face him. We stood inches apart and I could see his fingers fidgeting as if they wanted to reach out and hold me. “I think the better question is do you like me in it?” I replied.

From the look in his eyes, I could tell that he did. I could tell that he felt just as he had those few months ago in his old dorm room. I felt it, too.

His hands were suddenly on my hips while his eyes scanned my body. Feeling his touch made my dick throb in my panties. “You first,” he breathed out. “Do you really like dressing like this?”

I smiled at him as his eyes locked back on mine. “For you I do,” I whispered. “Now you. Do you like me being dressed up for you?”

Drew’s fingers tightened around my hips while his thumbs started rubbing me. He was clearly repressing something. Something that I needed to pull out of him.

“I-I do,” he finally answered.

I took a step forward so that our bodies touched. Our lips were an inch apart, cracked open and ready to kiss. I didn’t know what I was doing, but I knew that I couldn’t stop. “Then why don’t you dress up, too, and we can have some more fun together. Maybe this time I’ll return the favor,” I said sensually.

Drew let out a deep breath and started squirming awkwardly. It was then that I realized that my hand was rubbing his hard cock through his pants. I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but I couldn’t get enough.

“Put on your sexiest dress and then slip into bed with me. You know you want to,” I teased him. I thought I had him exactly where I wanted him. I thought he was all mine once again. But I was wrong.

Drew let out a sad whimper as he stepped back. He hung his head low and shook it as his hands covered his face. “No! I can’t. I told you I can’t do this again,” he cried out.

I stumbled back in shock at his sudden change and stared at him in confusion, needing an answer. “Why not?”

He looked up at me and I could tell his eyes were watering. “Because… because I have a girlfriend,” he forced out.

His answer robbed me of my soul. I was heartbroken. “When? How?”

He shrugged awkwardly. “I met her back home over the summer. She goes to school out of state, but we still talk and video chat when we can. She’s really cool. I think you would like her.”

I’m pretty sure I hate her for stealing you.

“Oh, you never mentioned her…”

“I thought it was just a little summer romance so I wasn’t going to tell anyone about it, but when she left she said she wanted to try dating long distance. So I guess we’re a couple now.”

I could feel my dick deflating as I suddenly felt silly dressed in my little pink dress. After an awkward pause, I decided that I needed to escape. “I guess I should probably go change then,” I said, unable to hide the sorrow in my voice.

“You can keep that outfit if you want. It looks much better on you anyways.”

“Thanks,” I said with a forced smile. I waited for a second and then turned and walked away.


Chapter 5

Studying

After everything that happened, the beginning of the semester went by slowly. I had hoped that it would go by in a blur, filled with fun and excitement spent with Drew, but instead it was awkward and sad. Instead of spending time together, we spent most of our time apart. When he wasn’t in class, Drew was typically locked in his bedroom talking to his girlfriend, leaving me alone.

I tried to use my time to focus on studying, but the tension in our dorm was thick and made it hard to focus. It was especially hard when I could hear Drew laughing and talking through the thin walls. I wanted to be having those conversations with him, not hearing them happen with somebody else.

On occasion we still got together to study, though the sessions were always strictly about sharing knowledge and nothing extracurricular. I still fantasized about the two of us dressing up as school girls to study together, but the chances of that happening again seemed slim. At least that’s what I thought until one fateful day weeks later…

✽✽✽

One night before our midterms, we decided to get together to help each other study. While I had grown accustomed to mostly studying alone these days, Drew still had insights that I always found helpful. This night, however, Drew seemed exceptionally quiet and distant with me. There was a strain blooming between us that I wasn’t in the mood to deal with.

“Maybe we should just go study alone tonight. You don’t seem very into this,” I let out, annoyed by the coldness I was feeling from him.

He looked at me with sad eyes, there was a hurt in them that I was surprised to see. “Please don’t go. I’m sorry if I seem a little out of it, but I appreciate your company right now,” he replied.

I was surprised by his response and the sound of sorrow in his voice. “Is everything okay?”

He shook his head gloomily. “Beth broke up with me…”

I knew I should feel bad for him, but I didn’t. Secretly I was overjoyed. No longer was there an obstacle in my way. But as much as I wanted to smile and jump for joy, this was not the time for that. I knew I needed to support him through this.

“I’m so sorry, Drew. What happened?” I said with a feigned empathy.

“She said she couldn’t do a long distance relationship anymore. She needed more than just talking on the phone. She needed to be physical with someone.”

I completely understand her point of view… I feel the need to be physical with him, too.

“If that’s what she needed then why did she string you along with the whole idea of the long distance relationship to begin with?”

“She said she thought that she would be okay with it, but then she went back to college and starting seeing all her friends with guys all over them. She kept getting jealous. She wanted what they had. She needed intimacy.”

I could tell that he was holding back tears. Seeing him this way started to make me feel genuinely bad for him. He thought he had met someone who liked him, but then they just discarded him in search for closer dick.

“That’s terrible. I’m sorry she did that to you,” I said as I reached over the table and grabbed his hand gently. I could tell that he was responding to my touch and I took that as an in for more. I slowly stood up and walked to him. He smiled at me as I started rubbing his back.

At first I could feel how tense he was, but once I got my second hand working along his tight muscles, the tension began to disappear. He elongated his neck, stretching it out as if asking for me to move my hands there. I wished I could instead use my lips on his supple neck, but I took his cue and rubbed it with my fingers.

“That feels so nice,” Drew breathed out.

I continued working his back and I could tell he was beginning to enjoy it. I was, too. A little too much. The more I touched him the harder my dick grew and the more I wanted to do to him. I longed to wrap my arms around him and feel his firm pectorals, to spin him around and feel his plump lips on mine, to grab his cock and tell him that he didn’t need a girlfriend. Not as long as he had me.

I nearly choked as I gasped at my last thought. It was so naughty. So sexy. So right. I bit my lip as I wondered how saying that to Drew would play out.

I wasn’t sure if I had the nerve to say such a thing, but I did feel like I should say something. Without thinking I said, “She sounded all wrong for you.”

“She did? Why do you say that?” Drew asked me as he watched me over his shoulder.

“It sounds like all she was interested in was cock. She wasn’t interested in a real relationship. If she was, then she would have stayed with you. You’re amazing.”

He smiled and grabbed my hand on his shoulder with a tender squeeze. “Thanks, Robby. You’re amazing, too.”

His touch made my dick strain harder. I was dying to feel more of him. Any little piece would do.

“I still don’t understand why you would want a long distance relationship though. Why would you date a girl out of state when you could have one so close to you?” I wasn’t sure what I was saying, but I couldn’t stop the words from coming out. My heart felt like it was about to beat itself out of my chest.

Drew turned in his chair to look at me. “What do you mean?” he asked thoughtfully.

I grabbed his chin and focused his eyes on mine. I wanted him to see the truth in them. “I mean that I could be your girl.”


Chapter 6

His Girl

Without thinking my hand reached down and grabbed Drew’s shorts. I found exactly what I was expecting, his rock hard cock. He was just as into this as I was.

“What are you doing?” he let out lamely, not putting an ounce of effort into stopping me.

“I’m giving you want you really need. What you really want,” I breathed out softly. “Just say the word and I’m all yours. I’ll be your girl.”

“What… what does that mean?” he asked me. His tone was hesitant, but I could sense the curiosity and lust mixed in.

I smirked at him. “Say yes and you’ll find out.”

He opened his mouth to reply, but no words came out. He paused briefly and then smiled. “Yes.”

“Wait here,” I said with a wink as I hurried back to my room. I still didn’t quite know what I was doing, but my body knew and I was letting it lead.

Back in my bedroom I quickly got undressed and pulled out the little pink dress that Drew had given me.

This is perfect.

I slipped on the matching pink panties and then put on my black bra. The dress still fit nicely and I had learned how to zip it up by myself after several practices. Finally, I put on my wig. I let down the pig tails and brushed the hair with my fingers so that it was long and smooth. I felt so hot, so sexy. I felt like a woman on the prowl. And that’s exactly what I was.

Strutting back into the common area, I found Drew anxiously waiting for me. His eyes exploded open when he saw me. His mouth dropped in awe.

“Like what you see?” I asked cooly as I did a little twirl on my way towards him.

“Y-yeah,” he stammered.

“Me, too,” I giggled. I returned to my previous position behind him and resumed rubbing his back. I could feel him tense again as if he was holding himself back. “Relax,” I whispered into his ear.

I heard a breathy moan escape him as goosebumps covered his flesh. That was my sign that he wanted more. I could finally do as I pleased. My lips moved to his neck and slowly kissed his warm skin, moving from his shoulder up to his chin.

“Wouldn’t studying be so much more fun if we dressed up a little? Wouldn’t you like to be dressed up, too?” I asked him.

His head quickly turned around and he looked at me with lust filled eyes. “I don’t think we would get much studying done if we did that,” he answered.

I chuckled. “I think the time for studying is over, Drew. At least for me.”

I stepped around and kicked my leg over him, lowering myself down onto his lap so I could look at him face to face. He looked nervous and unsure. But I knew that I could get him to open up.

“What are you doing, Robby?” he asked me.

“I’m not Robby. Call me Robin, baby. Tonight I’m your girl and I’m here to make you feel better. How can I make you feel better?” I felt his cock press against my ass through his pants and I knew I had him. I scooted my ass back so I could get my hands on his hard dick and start rubbing it. “Can I please be a good girl and make you feel better?”

He opened his mouth but only heavy breaths came out. His eyes were shut and it looked like he was lost in the pleasure of my touch. I was enjoying pleasing him, but I needed more.

My lips leaned forward and pressed against his. Part of me worried that my kiss would snap him out of his trance and would reject me. But he didn’t. His mouth opened and accepted my kiss.

We started slowly, as if remembering how each other tasted and how each other kissed. Soon our kisses grew more passionate, more heated, and more primal. Now my fingers were fumbling with his zipper, trying to rip his pants off. He helped me get them off while greedily keeping our kissing alive. I wanted to continue, too, but I also wanted to see what was now standing tall and erect before me.

My eyes opened and I forced my lips away from his. I looked down to see his large, hard cock staring at me. It gave me a sudden hunger that I needed to satisfy.

I couldn’t resist.

I slid back off of his legs and onto the ground. My hands grabbed his knees and spread his legs open so that his meaty cock was within my reach. My fingers trickled up his hot thighs as my gaping mouth eased forward.

I briefly questioned what I was about to do, but that question quickly disappeared at the first taste of his flesh. My lips surged forward until my throat felt Drew’s manhood deep inside.

My mouth closed around his cock as I worked my head back. I could feel every bump and every vein of his throbbing dick. And I wanted more.

I continued moving my mouth back and forth. I didn’t know what I was doing, but at the same time I knew exactly what to do. The sounds of Drew’s moans guided me and showed me the power of my lustful sucks.

The more I sucked, the more heated I grew. My breathing was becoming hot and heavy. My mouth was salivating and drooling. My penis was hard and begging for more.

Drew wanted more, too. His hand grabbed the back of my head and started pushing my head down fast yet hard. My lips moved under his control while my tongue tried to lick his cock feverishly with every pass.

He pushed my head all the way down until I gagged then he continued to hold it down. “If you’re going to be my girl then you better improve your gag reflex,” he grunted as he let go of my hair.

I pulled my mouth away and wiped the drool from my lips. “Yes, baby,” I said in a girly voice.

“And you better finish me.”

“Of course, baby.”

I didn’t need his order, but hearing it made my dick pulse in my panties. My mouth lunged for more of his cock and started sucking it passionately. His cock started growing harder. Its head was getting bigger. The reactions only enticed me more.

Soon I felt a surge ripple from base to head until his cock exploded deep in my throat. It continued to pulse and pump as semen filled my mouth. I started stroking his dick, trying to get every last drop of goodness out.

When it stopped, Drew leaned back and let his dick pop out of my mouth. My lips were puffed out and my mouth filled with his seed. I didn’t know what to do at first, but once I felt it dripping down my throat, I knew exactly what to do. I swallowed.

I wiped my lips clean as I looked up at Drew. He had a shit eating grin on his face. His hands patted his thigh, beckoning me to sit on his lap. I did as I was told, wrapping my arms around him to hold myself up.

“Are you feeling better?” I asked him.

“You could say that,” he laughed out loud. “But this is crazy. I never thought that a silly little bet would change you so much. Are you sure you weren’t into all of this before our bet?”

I shook my head in response. “No. I swear. I had never dressed up or tasted a man before that day.”

A fire suddenly ignited in his eyes. “And you’ll never taste another man again,” he said sternly.

I gasped in shock at his response.

“Because from now on, you’re all mine.”

His lips lunged forward and locked on to mine. As we kissed my whole body melted into his arms. I was now in uncharted territories, both sexually and with my relationship with Drew.

And I couldn’t wait to explore them both.


Part 3

Sissy Shopping Spree
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Chapter 1

Us

For the rest of the semester, I was Drew’s and he was mine. Inside our small dorm apartment was like our own world, our own paradise of pleasure. Day after day when I would return home from class, I would quickly strip out of my man clothes and rush into something slinky and sexy.

And I wasn’t the only one. Drew was discovering the freedom of being able to dress up as he pleased, wearing sexy lingerie and assortments of dresses, skirts, and tops from his expansive wardrobe. I could tell he felt liberated to finally be able to dress up around someone else and not feel the shame or embarrassment of doing so.

Drew introduced me to all the clothes in his collection, allowing me to try on whatever I pleased. Quickly it went from being his personal stash to our shared stash. He enjoyed picking out outfits for me to wear and I loved being dressed up like his doll.

Sometimes only I would dress up and play the roll of his girl, just as I had when I had won him back over. He told me that while he enjoyed wearing women’s clothing, sometimes he still liked to be himself, to be a man. It was those times when he like me to dress up extra sensually for him and even use a feminine voice when I spoke to him.

I loved being his girl and everything it included. I loved dressing up in ways that turned him on. I loved working on my voice, strut, and demeanor to come off as more feminine. I loved when Drew called me Robin and referred to me as his. And I loved pleasuring him in ways that a woman would.

Since that first night when I had surprised both him and myself by pulling down his pants and sucking his cock, I had developed a voracious appetite. These feelings were still new to me, but that made me want to explore them more. There was no longer any denying that I had a proclivity towards men, especially while I was dressed up, and I felt no shame in those feelings. Drew helped me fully embrace my new self — especially when I wanted to further explore his cock.

On the other hand, Drew was still hesitant towards embracing this side. He had still yet to taste my dick or even touch it that much, but he loved making out with me and occasionally he would get worked up enough to give me a hand job. There were definitely times when I wanted more and longed for him to pleasure me, but I was finding new ways to release my sexual energy and find the relief that I needed.

I knew that we were both in uncharted territory together. Neither of us had known that we were interested in men before, but now neither of us could deny the attraction we had for one another. Even still, I understood that we were progressing at different speeds and that was okay. Drew had just been dating a woman so this was a big change for him. When they had broken up I pounced on him like a hungry lion and gave him little time to cope with his feelings. It did make me worried that he would reconsider how he felt, but overall his actions made me believe he wouldn’t.

While we were dressed we opened up more and he told me that he had been building his collection of women’s clothing for years. As soon as he was able to get his first job, he saved his money and slowly added to his collection. He told me how nerve wracking it was to buy his first pieces in person at a store. His heart was pounding and his hands shaking as he extended his money to the cashier. Even after several trips to different stores, he said that he still grew nervous when buying new pieces.

I couldn’t blame him. Despite my comfort wearing the clothes, the thought of going out to buy it was scary which was why I hadn’t done it myself yet. But the more I thought about it, the more exhilarating it sounded.

That’s why I had thought of a special outing for the two of us, a date if you will. I wanted to take Drew out shopping to buy some alluring new clothes for us to wear.

When I approached him with the topic, he was uneasy about it, but I had a feeling that I could convince him. “Come on, Drew,” I said in my feminine voice. “Wouldn’t it be nice to get some new, fresh clothes for our wardrobe? I’ve been dying to at least get some new panties. Maybe you could pick some out for me.”

“You know how stressful that is for me. All the eyes staring at me… All the people wondering if I’m buying it for myself…” Drew said apprehensively.

I wanted to tell him not to care about what strangers think, to tell him that he will never see these people again, but I didn’t want to belittle his feelings. I knew he needed my support more than anything. “I’ll be right there with you. I’ll even buy everything for you if you need.”

“You? Or Robin?”

I smirked at his question. He knew me too well. He knew that I was gearing up to suggest that we go out dressed as women. “Wouldn’t it be fun to have our first outing as Robin and Daisy?”

He rolled his eyes vigorously at me. “You’re crazy. This has always been my dirty little secret. Just because I let you know about it doesn’t mean that I’m ready to show the world!”

“Why not?” I shrugged. “Do you really think that another day will make you any more ready? Why not just rip off the bandaid and reveal your true self?”

Drew rolled his head back and groaned, clearly struggling to find a counter argument.

“Well I’m going out as Robin. You can surprise me as Drew or Daisy, but either way we’re going out and that’s that,” I added.

“Damnit, Robby…” he let out.

I plied him with a big smile that I knew he couldn’t resist. “You know you want to. Stop fighting it and just agree.”

“You’re incorrigible, you know what?” he sighed. “Fine, I’ll go with you.”


Chapter 2

Getting Ready

“Are you really going out as Robin?” Drew asked me as I made my way towards our rooms.

“Why not? I think it will be pretty sexy going out dressed up,” I replied.

I could tell he agreed, but was still hesitant. I stopped just before my door and smiled back at him. “We don’t have to dress up in something scandalous or skimpy. We could just wear some leggings and a baggy top, put on our wigs, and apply just a dash of makeup, and no one would be the wiser.”

Drew’s hesitation flushed from his face as he considered my words. “Huh. Maybe… wait, did you say makeup? Since when did you use makeup?”

I grinned at him and replied, “I may have stolen a few things from my sister the last time I was home.” Before he could ask more, I disappeared into his room and made my way to his closet where his wardrobe was hung. I picked out a pair of black leggings and started towards my room.

Drew was waiting for me in the hall. “What kind of makeup?”

He’s so easy to convince.

I walked passed him and started getting undressed, emphasizing my movements and sticking out my ass while he watched from my doorway. “A little foundation, a little blush, and some mascara,” I answered as I pulled on the leggings over the little black thong I was already wearing. “Just enough to look convincing enough.”

I continued getting dress, putting on my black bra and looking for something to wear on top while Drew stood quietly, his eyes looking into the distance. In my closet I found an old pink sweater that I hadn’t worn in years. I was always uneasy about wearing pink in the past, but now it looked perfect.

Once I was dressed I returned my focus to Drew who was now staring at the floor. “So what are you going to do?” I asked him as I put my hand on his shoulder.

He snapped out of his haze and shook his head as he saw me dressed up. “Damnit, Robin. Why do you have to be like this?”

“I’m just the way you made me,” I giggled. “That very first time you made me dress up you had me running through the halls. I guess I just got a taste for it. You don’t regret that now, do you?”

He rolled his eyes as he wrapped his arms around me and grabbed my ass. I always loved how my ass perked up in leggings, I loved it even more when he grabbed it.

“Of course, I don’t regret it,” he said. He pulled me closer and gave me a soft kiss. Our lips smacked sensually, sticking together with each kiss. “But that doesn’t mean I appreciate how bold you’ve become with your new passion.”

I tossed my hands up playfully as I backed up towards my desk. Setting my phone on selfie mode, I propped it up so I could see myself as I sat down. In my top drawer was my little stash of makeup which I pulled out and set out neatly.

“I still think it’s your fault and you should have to deal with the consequences. You should have to dress up with me,” I said as I started applying some foundation. “But if you want to wuss out and go as your boring old self, you can.”

He threw his head back and groaned, “Damn you…” With that he stormed out of my room.

I shrugged and continued working on my new look. While I was putting on a brave face, inside I was beyond scared. Other than that first time dressing up and running down our empty dorm hallway, I had never gone out wearing anything more than some panties. Never before had I worn something so noticeable let alone being completely dressed up as a woman. That’s why I was really hoping that Drew would dress up, too. I needed the support of a shared experience.

Luckily, by the time I was done with my makeup and putting on my wig, I turned around to see Drew standing at my doorway. But it wasn’t Drew, it was Daisy.

Daisy was wearing dark purple leggings with a black sweater. I could tell there was a bra beneath from the impressions in the sweater between the dirty blonde locks of hair from his wig. Knowing Drew and how he loved to match, I was certain that Daisy would be wearing his purple panties underneath.

“I can’t believe you guilted me into this,” he said.

I smiled as I brushed my long hair out of my face and let him see my new look. “Don’t pretend like you don’t love this idea,” I teased him.

He opened his mouth to argue, but he stopped when he saw me. “Fuck. You look hot.”

I felt a swelling of pride and couldn’t resist wiggling with delight as I stood up and stepped away from my desk. “Why don’t you come sit down and I’ll doll you up a little bit.”

“You better make me look as good as you,” he said as he took my seat.

I sat on my bed and got to work on his face. It was different applying makeup to someone else, it was like I was painting over an already finished picture. I added the foundation and blush to make his skin look more feminine then finished with the mascara to make his lashes long and sexy.

“One last touch,” I said as I reached back into my desk drawer. From inside I pulled out a small tube of bubblegum pink lipgloss.

I ran the brush over Daisy’s lips and then mine. We both rubbed our lips together to spread it around and then smiled pink smiles.

“How do I look?” Daisy asked me.

“If I didn’t want you to take me out so badly, I would eat you up right now.”

Daisy smiled as I took her hand and pulled her up and out of my room, just as Drew had that first night.

“Come on,” I added. “It’s time to introduce the world to our new selves.”


Chapter 3

Going Out

We held hands as we made our way through our dormitory, our arms shaking nervously as we entered the world as Robin and Daisy for the first time.

It was obvious that people were staring. Their voices amplified in my ears as if their whispers were spoken into a megaphone. I knew that they weren’t all talking about us, but it felt that way nonetheless. By the time we made it to my car, I could feel sweat beading on my forehead. My body relaxed and let out a large exhale as I shut my door.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” I said to Daisy, trying to sound convincing.

Daisy stared back at me with wide eyes. “That was terrifying. You owe me big time for making me do this.”

“I didn’t make you do anything,” I giggled. “I gave you to choice of how to dress.”

She glared at me, looking annoyed. “You know what you did and you owe me,” she growled.

“Fine! If you’re a good girl for me today then when we get home we can do anything you want.” I poked my tongue out and licked my lip just slightly to give her an idea of what I meant. After being dressed like this in public, I had a feeling that I was going to be extra horny and willing tonight.

“Anything?” she repeated. “I think I know exactly what I’m going to do to you.”

Her tone and innuendo made my dick pulse in my panties as today sudden became even better. I would get to go shopping for women’s clothes as Robin and then have cock ready and waiting for me tonight.

I smiled at Daisy and then turned on the car. “Then let’s get started.”

✽✽✽

We argued a bit about where to shop and ended up deciding on a large department store outside of the mall. Ultimately we both wanted somewhere with variety, but Daisy argued that she didn’t want something as crowded as actually going to the mall. I decided that baby steps would be appropriate for her so I accepted her idea.

When I parked the car in the large, full parking lot, it suddenly became real what we would be doing.

“Ready to shop ’til you drop?” I asked, trying to build the excitement.

“Not in the least,” Daisy answered. “But I’m not backing out now. I’m too excited for what’s to come tonight.”

“And what exactly is happening tonight?”

She smirked at me. “You will have to wait to find out.”

I squinted at her, wondering what she was trying to tease but it was to no avail.

Does she have something in mind other than a blowjob? I thought she loved my blowjobs…

“Let’s go earn that surprise then,” I said as I opened the car door. Stepping my foot down on the ground sent trembles through my body. My heart started beating quickly as I closed the door behind me, discarding my last bastion of safety.

I took a deep breath and let out it out as I stepped away and reached out for Daisy’s hand. We walked hand in hand through the crowded parking lot and into the store, our fingers squeezed tightly for support. Inside we made our way for the women’s department and then stared in awe at the vast collections of clothes.

“Where do we start?” Daisy let out.

“Panties!” I squealed in excitement as I ran towards them. My eyes exploded at the varieties laid out before me. “I’ve decided that I want to wear panties all the time. Every day, even when I’m not Robin.”

“That’s pretty sexy,” Daisy said when she caught up to me. “Didn’t you say that you wanted me to pick them out for you?”

“Mmm, yeah. Please do.”

Daisy began picking out panties for me while I browsed the rest of the lingerie. The teddies caught my eye, especially a particular one that was a lacy thong bodysuit. It had a floral pattern and large padded cups. It came in white, black, red, and pink. I was tempted to go extra girly with the pink, but in the end I just had to have the black one.

I continued looking around and found several negligees that I thought would be nice to wear casually around our dorms. I also found some slinky dresses that made my dick swell up by just thinking of wearing them. I brought them back to Daisy who had a handful of panties.

“You’re going to love these,” she said.

I held up my arms holding the hangers of all the clothes I found. “And you’re going to love these,” I replied cooly. “But I think we should probably go try them on.”

Panic filled Daisy’s eyes. “You want to go try them on here? In the dressing room?”

“Where else? And how else will I know if they fit?” I replied in confusion.

“You go ahead. I’ll let you surprise me with your favorite outfit tonight.”

I could tell now that she was definitely scared and I supposed it made sense as to why, but I wasn’t thrilled by her sudden aversion. I did like the idea of surprising her in something special tonight though.

“Fine, but I’m going to remember that you chickened out of this,” I pouted as I stomped away. I half expected her to follow me in guilt, but she stayed put, her hands still full of the panties she picked out for me. When it was clear that she wasn’t coming with me I stopped and spun around. “Maybe you should find something special for tonight then, too.”

A grin grew across Daisy’s face as she approved of my idea. “That’s a great idea. Then we can have an extra memorable night together.”

I still wasn’t sure what her idea for tonight was, but if it involved the two of us wearing new lingerie and dresses, then I was onboard. I suddenly felt extra excited to get back home.


Chapter 4

Dressing Up

On my way to the dressing room something else caught my eye. There was a leggy mannequin covered with sheer black thigh highs. I ran my fingers down the mannequin’s legs, feeling the smooth fabric on the stockings and shivering as I considered how they would feel on me. I pictured myself wearing them with the sexy teddy in my hands and instantly knew I needed to have them. I picked out a pair of black thigh highs and tucked them under my full arms.

I could feel my nerves firing faster as I approached the fitting room attendant. I wondered if they would see through me, I wondered if they would let me into the women’s side or put me with the men. Luckily, the young attendant didn’t give me much consideration as she showed me to a room among the women.

As the door closed behind me I felt my dick start swelling up. The thought of trying on women’s clothing and lingerie in public was so arousing. I couldn’t wait to get started.

I slowly pulled off my leggings and removed my sweater so that I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties. Looking at all the clothes I had hanging up, I didn’t know what to try first. My dick was straining in my panties with arousal at all the possibilities. Finally, I decided on the piece that had most captured my attention, the teddy.

I took off my bra because the teddy had built in cups and then slowly pulled on the lacy lingerie. The thong strap slipped into my ass crack as I put my arms through the thin shoulder straps. Connecting the hooks in the back helped tighten the teddy around me, making it fit perfectly.

My hands ran down the soft fabric, all the way to my tucked dick. I rubbed it a few times, feeling it throb hungrily. I knew I could jerk off easily right now with how turn on I was. I wanted to do it badly, but I also wanted to save myself for Daisy later tonight. My arousal made me long for our soon to be encounter all the more.

The teddy was so enticing that I couldn’t take it off. I continued to try on the rest of my clothes while still wearing it. Dress after dress, nighty after nighty, I tried on the clothes I had picked out. When I was done I had the problem of wanting too much. I had to cut down my options more so I could afford my final selection. It pained me to take off the teddy, but I forced myself to do so as I got dressed back in the clothes I arrived in.

Finished, I left the fitting room and found Daisy waiting for me by the entrance. “Find something nice for tonight?” I asked her.

She smiled at me and held up a bundle of clothes. “You could say that,” she answered.

I couldn’t explicitly tell what she was holding, but the fact that she had something picked out made my dick pulse harder. “Fuck, I can’t want to get you home,” I let out.

“Me, too,” she said softly. “So why don’t we stop wasting time here and get home. Then we can have a little sexy show and tell.”

My dick throbbed. “It can’t happen soon enough.”

We started towards the checkout counter and I found myself shaking. But they weren’t shakes of nerves, they were trembles of desire. I was so turned on, so pent up. I was tempted to let Daisy drive so I could go down on her before we even made it home. The fantasy of sucking her cock in public made me tremble more.

I seriously don’t know if I’m going to make it home. I might cream my panties before we make it. I just need to think of something else and not be too touchy with Daisy.

We bought our new clothes and finally made our way back home.

✽✽✽

We rushed from our car back to our room, partially scared that someone we knew might see us, but mostly because we were so excited. Without speaking, we both hurried to our rooms, shopping bags in hand, to get dressed in our new outfits.

I stripped out of all of my clothes and quickly put on my new teddy. I couldn’t believe I now owned something so sexy, so erotic, so feminine. It was the first piece that I had bought myself. It was truly mine and I treasured it.

I thought about putting on one of my new dresses over it, but I wanted to let my new lingerie shine. Instead, I tried on my new thigh highs for the first time, knowing that they would complete my outfit perfectly.

The silky stockings slid up my legs sensually. My skin shivered at the touch of the soft fabric. I pulled each up to my upper thigh and then ran my hands down each leg. The feeling of them against my smooth skin made my dick start swelling back up. The sensations beneath my thonged teddy told me that I was ready for what was to come, whatever that was.

I found myself salivating at the thought of tasting Daisy again, her mouth, her neck, her cock. Ultimately it would be her decision if she wanted my oral pleasures based on the deal we had made, but she had never turned me down before. I giggled as I wondered who it would please the most.

Yearning to begin, I found myself touching my body, feeling my hand squeeze the cups of my teddy while the other rubbed my tucked dick through the lacy fabric. Just when I thought I couldn’t wait any longer there was a knock on the door.

Our fun was about to begin.


Chapter 5

Earning Your Desires

I opened the door to find Daisy. She was wearing a short black pencil skirt matched with a long sleeved black crop top. The top was twisted in the middle as if simulating the tie that she liked to put in the shirt of her school girl outfit. She looked sexy yet powerful.

“Mmm, that looks so you,” I let out as I watched her strut into my room.

She quickly turned around, her hair whipping in her face before settling around her shoulders as she grinned at me. Her eyes scanned my body, soaking in my lack of clothing. “And I see you’re not being subtle about what you want tonight,” she teased.

I blushed and suddenly felt a little exposed, but I liked that feeling. I liked that she could tell that I was ready and eager for what was to come. “What? You don’t like it?”

“I’m not sure yet. Why don’t you give me a little twirl?”

I did as she requested, spinning in a circle while she watched. Just as I was half way around, she quickly grabbed my bare ass and squeezed it hard. I jumped at the sensation and she used my surprise as her opportunity to grab me and bend me over the bed.

One hand pushed me down while the other pulled me back against her crotch. She started grinding against my ass and I could feel her cock swelling up as it slid up and down my crack. I wasn’t sure what she was doing, but I knew I liked it.

But before she could get any further with her plans I needed to stop her. I leaped forward in the bed and rolled over to face her. “Do you really think you were good enough today to complete our deal?” I asked her.
Daisy started climbing onto the bed, crawling after me as I pushed myself back. “I dressed up, I went shopping with you, I bought new clothes, and I faced my fears for you. So yes, I do think I’ve earned what I’m about to do to you,” she said sternly as her eyes pierced my soul.

I wanted to give in and let her have me. I wanted to let her do with me as she pleased. But I also wanted to get a little something of my own first. “But you chickened out of trying clothes on with me,” I said flatly as I gave her a disappointed look. “I think that means our deal is void.”

Her head jolted back in surprise as a concerned look filled her eyes. She leaned back on her knees and groaned, “What? Seriously?”

I smirked playfully as I regained the power. My eyes stayed locked onto Daisy’s as my hands drifted down my teddy and slowly pulled my hard cock out from beneath. “Yes. But I know a way you can earn what you desire,” I breathed out as I started stroking my dick.

Daisy glanced down at my penis and then back at me. “You want me to suck it, don’t you?”

I grinned wickedly as I nodded. “I think it’s time for you to try it. You don’t have to go all the way, just get a good taste.”

Her eyes squinted as she considered my offer. I wasn’t surprised to she her hesitance as I had dealt with it for months. This time, however, I thought I finally had her.

“But what if I want to stay as the man in this relationship? What if I want you to keep being my girl and serving me instead?”

I scoffed at her thinking. “Baby, I don’t see a man anywhere. All I see is a sexy slut in front of me. Now why don’t you pucker up those cute little lips of yours and suck my cock like a good girl?”

Being dominating was exhilarating and I could tell that Daisy liked this side of me, too. She was squirming as her body’s desires fought with her mind. While she might be wary about sucking a cock for the first time, it seemed obvious that something inside her wanted it badly.

Without saying a word, she suddenly let out a deep breath and lunged forward. Her mouth opened just in time to accept my hard cock inside. The feeling of her moist mouth around my penis made me quiver with passion.

She began moving her lips up and down my dick, moaning each time she filled her mouth. Her eyes looked up at mine and I nodded my approval and encouraged her to continue. “That’s a good girl. Don’t you like sucking cock?”

She mumbled something through her full mouth that sounded like agreement and I grinned my satisfaction. I loved watching her cheeks puff out with my cock and hearing her strained breathing as she worked on pleasuring me. After all these months as being the more submissive and willing to play the sexual role of the woman, it felt nice to have the tables turned.

The more she sucked, the more she seemed to get into it and the better it felt. I had a feeling that it wouldn’t take much more until I would orgasm in her mouth. I wondered if she would swallow like a good girl. Like I did.

But before I could find out she stopped. Her lips popped off and she crawled up and over me. She stared at me with hungry eyes and sloppy lips as she approached. “You said I didn’t have to finish so I didn’t. I need you built up and excited for my turn,” she let out.

My dick was throbbing and yearning for more. Just a little more and I would have orgasmed. I was tempted to reach down and finish the job, but Daisy’s words were too enticing. “What do you plan on doing to me?” I breathed out.

“I’m going to fuck you.”


Chapter 6

Unlocking Desires

The fire in Daisy’s eyes told me she wasn’t joking. She meant it. She wanted to fuck me.

The thought of having cock inside me was far from foreign, but that was always in my mouth. I had never considered the other end. The more I thought about it, however, the more the idea sounded right. I couldn’t deny that I had been longing for more lately. I had been needing a new source of pleasure to help me quench my desires. Could this be it? Could this be what I had been longing for?

“You want to fuck me?” I repeated in disbelief.

Daisy grabbed my wrists and pinned them back as she grinned at me. “That’s right. You said we would do anything I wanted tonight if I did what you wanted today. Well, I want to fuck you.”

I did say that and a deal is a deal… but this is so different, so new. She can’t expect me to accept it so easily can she?

“I-I don’t know,” I squeaked out nervously.

“Come on, Robin. Don’t you want to try something new and exciting? Something that you will remember forever? Don’t you want to feel extra feminine? What’s more womanly than getting fucked?”

My dick was throbbing with desire as Daisy’s words reverberated in my mind. She was making too much sense. She knew exactly what to say to make me want what she was offering.

“Will you be gentle?”

She considered briefly and then laughed. “I’ll try, but no promises.”

I was terrified by the idea of having my ass penetrated, but also so enticed. Just thinking about it made my asshole quiver with lust. I knew I couldn’t resist.

“Okay,” I said softly.

Daisy leaned down and gave me a kiss before crawling back off the bed. I watched as she hiked up her short pencil skirt to expose her hungry cock. Knowing what it was about to do, it suddenly looked so big. Could it really fit inside me?

Daisy beckoned me closer with her finger and a devilish smile. I slid down the bed until my legs touched the floor in front of her. My heart was beating heavily as I stared into her lust filled eyes.

“Get on your hands and knees,” she ordered me.

Without thinking I did as I was told, rolling over until I was on all fours in my bed. Daisy’s hands grabbed my ass and squeezed my cheeks firmly. In that moment I felt like I was truly hers for her to do with as she pleased.

A finger slipped beneath the thong strap of my teddy and started running up and down my hairless butt. I quivered at the delicate touch and then shuddered as Daisy pulled the strap to the side to expose my asshole to her.

“Do you have any lube?” she asked me. “I have a feeling I’m going to need it for your tight pussy.”

“Top right drawer in my dresser,” I breathed out.

She walked over to get the lube, leaving me in position on the bed. I knew I could relax for a moment, but I couldn’t. I liked feeling like her property and I wanted to remain ready for her. When she returned she was generously rubbing lube over her erect cock.

Seeing the glistening dick told me that this was real. This was about to happen. She would be fucking me. My asshole clenched at the realization as my body trembled.

I flinched as Daisy returned her cool hands to my bare skin and gently spread open my butt cheeks. Her dick slowly ran up and down my crack, softly teasing me and building up my desire.

And then finally, I felt it push against me.

Her large cock head pressed against my asshole until it burst inside, making me gasp loudly as it penetrated me for the first time. My fingers gripped the bedding as Daisy plunged her dick further inside.

“See? Doesn’t that feel nice?” she grunted as she slowly pulled her cock back.

I gasped again as she pushed it in again. “I-I’m not sure,” I stammered.

I wasn’t sure how it felt yet. It felt so strange and different. I needed more to find out. Luckily, Daisy wasn’t about to stop.

She continued rhythmically, pushing and pulling her cock in and out of me, occasionally speeding up and moving a little deeper. With each thrust my dick swung between my legs, still plump with arousal. With each thrust my breath was growing heavier. With each thrust I was beginning to like it more.

“Maybe you just need it deeper,” Daisy growled. Her hands wrapped around my hips forcefully. They pulled me back hard against her throbbing cock making me want to scream at the feeling of her cock head pounding deep inside me. She did it again, harder. My mouth dropped open, but nothing but air managed out.

She continued to pound my ass with her big dick. Over and over, continuing to leave me breathless. My fingers grabbed the blanket fiercer. My ass slapped loudly against her crotch. My eyes squeezed tightly shut. The feeling was so intense. So powerful. So amazing.

When Daisy let up and went back to her slow, long thrusts, I finally caught my breath. “Holy fuck,” I breathed out.

“Mmm, yeah. Your tight pussy feels so good, baby,” Daisy grunted. “It won’t be tight for long though. Not if I keep having my way with you.”

Between her words and her heaving cock, my arousal was hitting a new peak. I needed more pleasure.

I lowered myself onto a forearm while my other arm reached back. My hand grabbed my throbbing dick and began stroking it vigorously.

“Mmm, that’s right. Touch your naughty self. You just can’t get enough cock, can you?”

“No…” I groaned. “Keep fucking me. Harder! Faster! I need more!”

Daisy’s cock drove hard into my ass, making me squeal. Her hands were forcing my hips back angrily as she aggressively attacked my asshole. “I never realized what a good girl you would make before, but you’re more feminine than any of the other girls I’ve dated. You’re definitely more cock hungry than them, too.”

I started stroking my dick faster. The feelings were so amazing. I felt so naughty. So turned on. So womanly.

Everything felt so right.

Daisy let out a bellowing groan as her cock suddenly stopped deep within me. I felt her cock pulsing and pumping, filling me with her seed. The feeling was so hot. My own dick was convulsing as I tugged it.

And then I came, too.

My mouth dropped open as I cried out in pleasure. Daisy was done, but I was just beginning. My cum shot out and hit me in the face before dribbling onto my bed.

“Wow,” Daisy breathed out as she pulled her emptied dick out of me.

I caught a few breaths and then rolled over to see her. She was holding her dick while smiling down at me. “I can’t believe I just let you do that to me,” I laughed.

Daisy’s smile grew wider. “I can,” she grinned. “And now I can’t wait for you to beg me for more.”

I wasn’t sure if she was joking or if she meant it, but I had a feeling she was right. It wouldn’t be long until I wanted more. I felt like she had just unlocked me. Unlocked me and unleashed my hidden desires.

I knew that there was no going back.


Part 4

Earning Extra Credit
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Chapter 1

Struggles

Over the next few weeks the passion between Drew and I intensified. After feeling his hard cock explode inside me, filling my ass with cum, I knew I was his. Now and forever. I also knew that my final wall towards achieving complete femininity had been broken down. I was now more Robin than Robby and I preferred it that way.

Drew still went back and forth between being himself and Daisy depending on his mood and horniness. To him dressing up in women’s clothing was more a turn on and a kink while to me it had become a new lifestyle. I didn’t fault him for how he felt and I didn’t care how he decided to dress on any given day. I liked him for whoever he was, just as he did me.

We now spent our days together much more than we did at the start of the year when he still had a girlfriend. These days we were always in the same room studying together on one of our beds. We would lay side by side reading our books or doing our homework, me dressed as Robin and Drew dressed as he pleased. Occasionally we would make plans to have special nights when we would dress up in our original school girl outfits to reflect on the evolution of our relationship and recreate the pleasure of our first encounter.

On other days, I always knew when he was feeling hornier by how provocative he dressed. Those were always my favorite days. But while I liked when he dressed erotically in women’s clothing, I did find it sexier when we were intimate while he was Drew. Especially when he wanted to fuck me.

While I loved seeing him dressed up as Daisy, having him take me as a man made me feel far more feminine and womanly. When he was a man he was more brutish. He would throw me down on the bed and take me from behind with a primal lust and passion. His cock felt bigger and harder. His thrusts faster and more powerful. His hands rougher as he manhandled me and made me his.

Lying in our bed of lust was like nothing else. It made me feel like we were one. We were together. Never had I felt so close to someone and never had I felt so grateful for someone. Drew had opened up this new world for me. Not only had he introduced me to the pleasures of being a woman, but he had expanded that and found ways to further my experience, to truly make me feel like a woman.

I loved how he made me feel and in return I loved showing him my appreciation for what he had done for me. We were entranced in a sexy spiral of pleasure that I never wanted to leave. So much so that these days I never wanted to be Robby any more.

Unfortunately to my school I was still Robby so I had to continue playing the part to class everyday. Returning to the dorms afterwards so I could once again return to being Robin was the highlight of each day, other than when Drew came home. I felt an overwhelming joy when I was back in my comfortable dorm room and could freely be my true self. But it was that feeling that was starting to cause trouble.

On days when I had later classes, I found it hard not to dress up fully as Robin before. I would get so comfortable in my sexy, perfectly fitting clothes that I didn’t want to leave. I didn’t want to remove my clothes to put on my man costume.

It was because of this that I started missing classes and my grades began to fall. Towards the end of the semester there was one class in particular in which I was especially hurting, Calculus. It was a class that was required for my major, but it was also one that I had little interest in. It was the class that I had missed the most and it was the class that had my lowest grade in. In fact, I was close to failing.

I knew I needed to do something about it, I knew I needed to get my act together, but it was difficult. I wanted to be Robin. I needed to be Robin.

At this point I wasn’t even sure if it was worth trying because my grade was so low. I might be able to just get a passing grade if I aced the final exam, but with how much I had skipped learning, it was a long shot.

I knew this would be a learning experience and I knew it would make me have to consider fully coming out as Robin to my family and school by the start of next semester, but that seemed like an even bigger obstacle. For now I just needed to deal with this semester and this class specifically.

I dwelled on my issues for days, wracking my brain for ways to fix my grade. I started forcing myself to go to class more, wearing a bra and panties underneath my clothes to still feel like Robin, but with each class I felt more lost. I tried studying the content that I had missed and re-doing old homework assignments, but learning on my own was difficult, especially when I had a horny study buddy begging for attention.

In the end I finally landed on an idea. I needed to talk to my professor. I needed to explain to him the reason for my struggles. I needed to convince him to help me.

But first I would have to talk to Drew. I would need to tell him my full plan for fixing my grade.


Chapter 2

The Plan

It was now the afternoon, just hours before my next Calculus class. The final exam was coming up in just a few weeks and I was desperate to turn my grade around. So desperate that I had come up with a crazy plan. A plan so crazy that I knew Drew might disapprove.

It was for that reason that I knew I should be open and honest with him before committing to my idea. Today I would do just that. But to do so I would need to prepare, both for my plan and for Drew.

It always felt nice donning my old school girl outfit. The red plaid pleated miniskirt still made me shiver when it tickled my hairless ass. The tied up white blouse made me feel sexy and naughty, just like a promiscuous school girl would. And that’s what I would need to be.

I completed my look by adding my wig and tying it up into pig tails, just as Drew had done for me the first time I dressed up. I hoped he wouldn’t he pissed by what I was about to suggest. I hoped he would understand my desperation and accept what needed to be done. I hoped dressing like this would warm his heart just enough.

He was sitting at the small table in our common area when I went to talk to him. His eyebrow raised curiously when he saw me. “School girl outfit? Is today a special occasion?” he asked.

I smiled awkwardly as I sat down across from him at the table. I wasn’t sure how I was going to broach this topic or if I could even manage to speak the words I needed to, but I had to try.

“Kind of…” I let out anxiously as I scratched my arm. There was a tense build up as Drew waited for me to continue. “This is a bit difficult to admit, but I’ve been… I’ve been a bad girl.”

I tried to remain serious but seeing him made me revert into full naughty school girl character. While I was pissed at myself for what I had said, Drew had definitely been hooked on the conversation.

“Oh?” he said curiously.

I felt more even more nervous after setting up a false narrative. I needed to be honest. I had to get the truth out. “I’m failing Calculus. I’ve been skipping class and got way too far behind. I-I’m not sure I’m going to be able to do enough to pass the class,” I finally forced out.

Drew leaned back in his chair as he soaked in my words. “Damn. That sucks. Are you sure it’s as bad as that? Aren’t those classes usually on a sharp curve?”

My head hung down pathetically as I shook my head. “It’s that bad. I’ve put being Robin ahead of my school work and this one took a particularly big hit. More specifically, I didn’t want to change back into my Robby clothes so I have been missing classes.”

“Have you talked to the teacher? Maybe there’s something extra you can do to raise your grade?”

My cheeks started to heat up in embarrassment. He was so close to knowing my plan, but he would never guess it fully. “Not yet… I’m going to do that today after class,” I said meekly.

“Sounds like you’re at least taking the needed first step. That’s good.”

There was another awkward pause building. Drew didn’t know what else to say and it was once again my turn to divulge more hard truths.

I let out a deep sigh and then admitted my idea. “I’m going to tell him the truth. I’m going to tell him about Robin and why I’ve been missing classes. I have to hope that he understands what I’m going through and cuts me some slack.”

Drew’s eyes lit up. “You’re going to tell someone else your secret? You are going to out yourself? Do you really think it will help?”

I shrugged. I had no idea if it would help, but I felt that it was the best way to get some sympathy from my professor. “I have no idea. But if he knew that I was struggling with my identity, then maybe he would go a little easier on me. Or at least maybe give me a way to catch up and get some extra credit.”

Drew nodded as he followed along with my crazy scheme, but I could see the doubt in his eyes. “I don’t know, babe. These professors are pretty heartless. He will probably just tell you to take it as a learning experience or tell you that your personal life isn’t his problem.”

I knew he was right, but he also didn’t know the second tier of my plan.

“Well, I plan on going to him dressed like this,” I said as I stood up and gestured to my skimpy outfit.

Drew’s jaw dropped in disbelief. “You plan on going to class and then talking to your college professor dressed as a slutty school girl?”

I gave an over exaggerated smile as I sat back down. “Yes… But I’m going to have it covered up during class.”

“I mean, if you think it will help then go for it. But you might just make a giant fool out of yourself in front of your professor. Are you really sure you want to come out to someone for the first time like this?” Drew’s expression told me that I was crazy. It told me that he still didn’t understand my plan.

I felt my body trembling as my response filled my throat. I couldn’t believe I was about to say this to anyone let alone Drew. “This isn’t just how I plan to tell him, baby,” I started. I paused and looked away briefly while I built up the final courage that I needed. “This is how I plan to seduce him.”


Chapter 3

Getting in the Mood

The room went quiet as Drew stared at me with stunned eyes. I understood how he felt, even I was surprised hearing myself speak the words out loud for the first time.

“Wait… So that’s your plan? You think you can suck an A out of your professor’s dick?” he finally managed to respond.

My cheeks were burning with feelings. I was starting to wish I had never told him. It was a stupid plan and I had probably just ruined our relationship.

“No… that’s stupid. Forget I said anything,” I whimpered in shame.

“I don’t think I can ever forget that,” Drew said sharply. “Did you tell me to get approval? Are you asking me if you can fuck your professor to pass your class?”

The conversation was making me squirm in my skin. I felt so ashamed. “I-I don’t know. I wasn’t thinking right. I was just feeling desperate.”

“Is failing a class that bad? You can just retake it next semester!”

I shook my head. “My parents are going to be pissed when they see my grades. To be honest, I think there’s a chance they may pull me out of school when they see them. My dad will probably tell me that I’m not responsible enough to be on my own and that I was clearly too distracted by the glamour of the big city. My mom will just agree so I have to live back home with her.”

The surprise on Drew’s face wore off. “Yeah, I understand that. My parents would probably do the same thing,” he let out. “Do you really think they would stop you from coming back if you failed a class?”

“My dad was pissed that I got a B- last year. He will flip if he sees an F.”

Drew looked at me for a while, considering what to say. I could see the wheels turning in his eyes. When they stopped turning he smiled and stood up. “Stand up, let me see you.”

I did what I was told, standing in front of him. He reached out and touched me, his cool hands making my bare skin shiver. He ran his fingers along my flesh as he walked around me. “I see you got a fresh shave this morning. That’s good,” he said as he lifted up the back of my skirt. “And you’re wearing your favorite lacy black thong, too. Wow, you really are ready to do whatever it takes.”

I was quivering from his touch. I wanted more. I wanted him to take me and make me his once again. “Yes,” I breathed out.

His hands grabbed my hips and spun me around. I bit my lip at the sight of his handsome face, holding myself back from jumping him.

“You’re ridiculous, you know that right?”

I smiled at his tease. It meant he wasn’t mad at me. “I know,” I answered bashfully.

His hands slipped down my backside until they encompassed my ass. He grabbed it tightly and pulled me against him. Feeling his body against mine, I couldn’t resist any more. My lips surged forward and attacked his. We began to kiss sloppily. There was no denying the hunger between both of us.

I was relieved that he wasn’t pissed at me, that he wasn’t furious for telling him my crazy idea. I hadn’t thought about how shocking and upsetting it might be to him. As we continued to kiss, it made me all the more grateful for him. So grateful and so hot for him.

My hand slipped down and grabbed his cock through his pants. It was already getting hard and I reveled in feeling the power of my lips. But kissing him wasn’t all that my lips were good for.

I broke them free from his and started creeping down to the floor. My eyes stayed locked on his as my knees hit the floor and my hands started fumbling with his zipper. He let me pull off his pants and moaned as my mouth swallowed his now very hard cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed out as I licked his cock head, just like he loved.

A surge of pleasure consumed me and made me thirst for more. Drew wanted more, too. He grabbed the back of my head and started forcing my mouth back and forth over my dick. I loved when he manhandled me like this. I felt like his little slut.

His cock’s head was enlarging, its shaft bulging with veins. I could tell he was getting close. Then he suddenly stopped me.

He pulled my head back and then all the way off. I looked up at him with pleading eyes, eyes that wanted more. But he shook his head, telling me no.

He beckoned me up with his finger and then looked me calmly in the eyes. “You need to save your energy for later,” he said with a smirk. “If you suck your professor as well as you just sucked me, you should at least earn a solid B.”

I gasped and slapped him playfully. “Only a B?!”

“I guess my dick has grown more used to other pleasures lately,” he said as he grabbed my ass again.

My cheeks blushed as my asshole trembled in desire. “Wait… are you saying that you think I should actually do this? You think I should seduce my teacher?”

He shrugged. “If that’s what it takes to keep my girl around then I think you should do it. In fact, I demand that you do it.”

I was stunned. “You do? But I thought I was your girl?”

“You are, but in order to be that I need you around. That means you need to pass your class. If you fail then you’re no longer any good to me. You need to solve your problem. Go suck off your professor for me, babe.”

My heart fluttered and my dick swelled up firmly. I was in awe and so turned on. “Yes, baby,” I let out between heavy breaths. “I won’t disappoint you.”


Chapter 4

Coming Out

Before I left for class I put on a baggy sweater and an oversized pair of pants to hide the school girl outfit I wore beneath. The idea of going out in public wearing my naughty uniform was nerve wracking. I had once gone shopping completely dressed in women’s clothes, but that was around strangers and this would be around my classmates and professor.

On my way out I gave Drew a kiss goodbye and lingered, hoping that he would change his mind. That he would tell me that I was his and no one else’s. That he would forbid me to do what I was about to do. But he didn’t. Instead he slapped my ass and told me not to be late.

I hurried to class with my secret clothes tingling my skin. In the classroom, I sat in the far back in hopes that no one would look at me or notice any signs of what I wore. I would only have to survive an hour of class until I could begin my plan.

When the Professor Reed arrived, I felt my throat tighten as I swallowed nervously. For a math professor, he was considerably young. He had a large, bushy beard that was groomed perfectly and blended neatly into his stylish haircut. He wore thin rimmed glasses that complemented his light grey dress shirt, and on top of that he wore a navy blue blazer. He was actually rather handsome, especially compared to my other teachers.

I tried to pay attention throughout class, but I found it difficult. My eyes were locked on him and I couldn’t resist stealing glances of his pants whenever I could, looking for any hints of a bulge to find out how well endowed he was. By the end of class, I had worked myself up into a horny frenzy and was ready to jump my charming, good looking professor.

Instead, I remained in my seat, waiting until the room was empty of students. When it was just the two of us left, I slowly packed my backpack while I kept my eyes on my prey. He was just about to leave when I finally pounced.

“Excuse me, Professor Reed?” I blurted out as he made his way for the exit.

He stopped dead in his tracks and turned to face me. “Ah, Mr. Stewart. There’s a face I don’t see much of,” he said flatly. “So glad you could make it to class today.”

I blushed at his recognition of me and his calling out my poor attendance. Nervously, I scratched the back of my head while my legs fidgeted awkwardly. “Heh, yeah… I was actually hoping to talk to you about that,” I squeaked out.

He checked his watch and then gave me an annoyed look which caught me off guard. In person he was coming off as much different than he did in front of the class. “Fine. Walk with me to my office. I can spare a few minutes,” he said as he opened the door to the hall and gestured for me to go. “But I must warn you. There are very few things that I loathe more than a slacking student begging for sympathy.”

My stomach churned at his words. He already knew what I was about to do and he had all but shot me down already.

Do I really want to go through with this? Am I just going to make a fool of myself like Drew warned me?

I followed him down the hall to his office, trying to think of what I could say to turn the tide of this conversation. I wished I had come up with a script of what to say before, but I wasn’t expecting such aggression from him from the start.

“Well? What did you want to talk about?” he said impatiently as we continued down the hall.

There were so many people passing us in the crowded walkway, I wasn’t ready to speak yet. “Can we wait until we’re in your office?” I pleaded.

He let out a huff and agreed, “Fine.”

When we finally arrived, he unlocked his door and dropped his books on his desk. He sat down and leaned back, arms crossed while he stared at me.

I felt so unwelcome and even more ashamed of my failures in my studies. But I was here on a mission, my own and Drew’s, and I needed to fulfill it.

“So I’m sure you realize what I’m about to say, but I hope you please consider it with an open mind,” I began. I continued to tell him about the last year, about how I’ve been discovering and exploring my sexuality and my true identity. He seemed to be understanding. He paid close attention and nodded as I explained myself and my absences. He let me speak my full truth as I shook nervously at outing myself for the first time.

When I was done, he took a moment and then responded. “I appreciate your honesty and openness. While I can’t directly comprehend what you are going through, I do understand that it can be a life changing event that can uproot your daily routine if not your whole life,” he started. But then he let out a sigh and shook his head. “But that’s on you. You’re an adult now and you’re in college. You have responsibilities to adhere to and they are all yours. If this happened to you when you were older and had a career, do you think your employer would just let you stop showing up or doing your work?”

I cringed at his response as a pit formed in my stomach. He made a great point and I was at a loss for words. “I… I guess you’re right,” I let out pathetically, my head hanging low in disappointment.

“Not to mention that I have no way of verifying your excuse. Normally people show up with doctor’s notes or some form of proof for their excuses. You just have a sad story.”

My eyes bulged open as I saw the way into the next phase of my plan. My heart started pounding at the thought of initiating it. Part of me was still resisting, but the other part knew it was my last option. My Hail Mary pass at the last second. I closed my eyes as I stood up before him.

“Then let me prove it to you.”


Chapter 5

Exposing My Truth

I unzipped my pants and kicked them off as I threw down my backpack and pulled my sweater over my head. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it, but I was. I had just stripped down in front of my professor. I was now wearing nothing but my tiny school girl outfit.

“How’s this for proof?” I said. I tried to speak with strength and confidence, but voice was shaky.

Professor Reed stared at me dumbfounded. His eyes were wide, his jaw slack. “I, uhh… I can’t say I’ve seen a display like this before,” he let out. “If you are lying then you certainly are devoted to your story.”

I shook my head defiantly. “I’m not lying. This is the new me. This is the me that I’ve discovered lately. This is the me that I haven’t been able to let go of in order to go to your class.”

He nodded as he took in my words, his face plain, not revealing any opinion. “I would like to believe you, but this whole school girl thing is a little derivative… and goofy. Is this some sort of prank? Did Professor Velazquez put you up to this?”

Shit! He’s right. Why did I dress like this? I should have worn something else, something less gimmicky, something sexier like my favorite teddy.

Then I remembered exactly why I had worn this outfit. It was for him.

“I have a whole closet full of outfits that I could have worn today, but I chose this one specifically for you,” I said sensually.

“For me?” he scoffed. “Why? What can you possibly know about me?”

I need to step it up. This is my moment to shine!

I kneeled down and opened my backpack. Digging through it, I pulled out my small vial of pink lipgloss and applied it. Next, I took out my dirty blonde wig and the latest addition to my wardrobe, a pair of satin black high heels. I set the heels on the ground then stood up before stepping my feet inside and placing the wig over my head.

Finally fully dressed, I felt more complete. More whole. My dick swelled up under my tiny thong and I felt a surge of energy course through me. I looked back at Professor Reed who was looking highly amused.

This is it. This is when I win him over.

“Let me tell you what I know about you,” I started as I stepped forward, my heels clacking loudly against the tile floors. “I know that you’re a man.”

“Obviously.”

I sat down on the edge of his desk. “I know that you’re a teacher.”

“Two for two. Though still obvious.”

I kicked my legs around and onto his desk top. “I know that you’re unmarried. Probably single, too.”

He flashed his ringless finger at me. “Also true.”
I took a deep breath and then quickly pushed myself up. All the way up until I was standing tall above him. “And I know that as a male teacher, you likely have a not-so-secret school girl fetish,” I growled as I posed myself, legs spread in front of him.

He crossed his arms and smirked up at me. “And what if I do?”

I grinned in return and then slowly bent over, keeping my legs straight as I reached all the way down to his desk. My fingers wrapped around his long, narrow pointer stick and ran the tip up my hairless legs as I stood back up. I smacked it against my leg sharply, making him jump in surprise as I stared back down at him. “And I know that you’re going to give me an A.”

With that he let out a boisterous laugh. “And that’s where your trivia finds its first flaw. Why on earth do you think I would possibly give you an A? You’re going to be lucky to earn a D in my class.”
“Isn’t it obvious?” I chuckled.

He stared at me in confusion, confirming that I would have to show him. Quickly, I hopped down so that I was seated on the edge of his desk. My legs were spread open with him sitting between them. My plaid miniskirt dangled just enough to cover up the growing erection in my panties.

I pressed the pointer against his chest and started running it down his body. His breathing slowed as he watched the pointer move down, past his chest, past his abs and past his hips. All the way to his dick. He let out a small gasp at the touch and while he was off guard I pushed myself off the desk and into his lap.

My hands wrapped over his shoulders as I gazed into his eyes tenderly. He had a fear and uncertainty in them, but it wasn’t anything that I couldn’t break through. The longer he allowed me to sit on him, the more I knew he was mine.

Then I felt his hands on my ass.

“Mmm,” I moaned out as his large fingers gripped my bare skin. “See? Wouldn’t you agree that I know you pretty well? I bet I even know exactly what you would like me to do to you.”

I felt something stirring in his pants and I knew it was his cock growing in excitement. I started grinding my ass over his lap while my eyes stayed locked on his.

Professor Reed groaned in pleasure at my sensual movements and tightened his grip of my ass, pulling me closer. He closed his eyes and started thrusting his crotch against my ass, grunting with each push.

This is it. This is my time to earn my A.

I nuzzled my mouth against his neck and gave him soft kisses up to his ear. “What do you think? Can I earn a little extra credit, Professor?” I whispered softly.

“Yes,” he whimpered. “Yes, you can.”


Chapter 6

Earning an A

It was actually working. Despite his initial resistance to my pleas, my plan now seemed to be succeeding. But I wasn’t done yet. I was just getting started.

I slipped down, off of Professor Reed’s lap and onto the ground between his legs where I started pulling off his pants. He helped me with his belt and zipper and then I greedily yanked the rest off until his meaty cock was standing tall before me.

His dick was hefty, long and thick, and far more hairy than Drew’s normally shaved dick. But I was okay with that; the hair made it look more masculine. It reminded me that I was about to pleasure a man, a real man, and that only excited me more. My mouth opened as I leaned forward and took his cock inside me.

“Oooh, yeah,” he moaned. “That feels nice.”

I started moving my lips up and down his hard cock, tasting his full manhood, or at least as much as I could fit.

It felt different pleasuring someone other than Drew. There was a certain wrongness to it, like I shouldn’t be sucking another man’s cock. Like I should reserve my mouth and ass for Drew and Drew alone. But then I remembered that he had ordered me to pleasure my teacher. He had demanded that I do whatever it took to improve my grade.

Remembering Drew’s words encouraged me and built up my drive. I started swallowing the dick faster and more passionately. My head was turning with each inhale and taking it in all the way until I felt the urge to gag.

Just as I was getting into a rhythmic fervor, there was suddenly a knock at the door.

“Professor Reed? Are you in there?” a woman’s voice shouted from outside the door.

My eyes popped open and I froze, mouth still full of cock.

“Shit! That’s Dr. Martinez, the Dean of the math department!” Professor Reed hissed at me. “Quick, hide under the desk and don’t make a sound!”

He scooted his chair under his desk, pushing me with him until I was pressed against the back of the desk. It was dark and cramped and his sense of panic was beginning to scare me. What would happen if we got caught?

Before I had time to consider, Professor Reed shouted back, “Come in!”

His office door opened and I heard the clicking of high heels approach us. I tried to still myself and stay quiet.

“Good evening, Professor,” Dr. Martinez greeted him.

“Good evening, Doctor,” he replied. “How can I help you?”

They began to discuss academics that were over my head. I also didn’t have the nerve to pay that close of attention. I was too busy focusing on staying quiet.

But the longer their conversation went, the more the atmosphere shifted. Professor Reed started bouncing his legs nervously and I saw him occasionally stealing glances down at me. All the while, his dick never went limp. As nervous as he was, he was still very turned on by the situation with me hiding under his desk.

Seeing his throbbing dick made my own start growing. It made my mouth hunger for more. They were still in the midst of conversation, but I wasn’t sure that I could resist any more. I tried to hold back, I tried to be good, but I couldn’t. I had to taste him again.

I gently placed my hands on his knees and spread them wide. He squirmed awkwardly at my touch as if trying to tell me to stop. But I couldn’t. I crept into position and then eagerly took his cock in my mouth.

Professor Reed started moaning, but coughed to cover it up. He shifted his legs around, trying to force me off, but my drive was too high, I couldn’t be dismissed.

He placed his hand on my head and grabbed my hair, trying to pull me away. I grabbed his hand and helped him force my mouth deeper over his cock, holding it into place so that I started gagging.

He started talking louder to cover up the noises, his voice cracking and squeaking as I licked his stiff shaft. I let go of his hand to pull my head back, but he kept his grip on my hair and started forcing me back down, over and over. He was into it again, just as much as I was.

“Are you okay? You seem to be acting a little strange, Professor,” I heard Dr. Martinez say.

“Yes, yes. Just a little congested today,” he answered as he let out another little cough.

Hearing us almost get caught turned me on even more. My chest heaved with lust and desire. My lips dripped with saliva. My asshole begged for its turn. If I had more room under his small desk, I might have tried to turn around and position myself so I could use my ass instead of my mouth, but for now I would just have to imagine it. Perhaps there would be opportunity for more later.

I tried to remain quiet, but my breath was growing heavy after gagging on his cock. I could tell that Professor Reed was desperately trying to end his conversation, but the Dean wasn’t picking up on his cues. I was, however, and from the movements of his dick, I could tell that he was getting close to orgasm.

“Well, I should really get back to grading this papers, Dr. Martinez, but I wish you luck on your research. Please keep me updated on your progress and let me know if I can be of further assistance,” I heard him say, panic resonating in his voice.

“Yes, of course. Thank you for your time, Professor,” the woman’s voice said.

Her heels turned and started clicking away. Hearing them again amplified my sensations. I felt like his secret slut hiding under his desk.

I was his secret slut.

My dick was pulsing in my panties and I finally let loose as I heard the door shut behind her. Professor Reed let out a loud cry as he leaned back in his chair and his cock strained in my mouth.

Then it burst deep in my throat. I felt his dick pumping as it continued to unload semen, and fill my mouth. It felt so satisfying being able to please another man, as if proving that I was a capable cock whore. To further prove the point, I swallowed his large load.

Professor Reed rolled back his chair, pulling his cock back and out of my mouth with him. He stared down at me with a relaxed and amused face. “I guess you weren’t lying after all,” he said between heavy breaths.

I smiled and licked my drool covered lips as I shook my head. “No,” I let out. I crawled out from beneath his desk and climbed back onto his lap. I stared back into his eyes and asked him the question that I was burning to get an answer to. “So, did I earn my extra credit? Will you help me with my grade?”

His hands wrapped around my bare stomach and slowly caressed me. He considered me and my body and then finally nodded. “For that I can give you C-,” he said.

“C-? That’s it?” I couldn’t refrain from shouting.

“Quiet!” he growled in a hushed yet serious tone. He placed his finger over my lips to further silence me and then whispered, “If you want a better grade then you will have to keep coming to class. And you will have to keep joining me in my office for private tutoring afterwards.”

My dick convulsed between my legs at his innuendo. Not only did he like my effort to please him, but he wanted more.

“I suppose I could do that,” I replied bashfully.

“Then I suppose you have the potential to earn an A after all. If you’re extra good then maybe I will even take you on as my aide for next semester.”

My penis strained harder. He didn’t just want more, he didn’t want to lose me.

“Maybe if you’re good then I’ll accept.”

He grinned at me naughtily which filled my heart with satisfaction. Being able to pass this class meant that I would be allowed to stay in school. It meant that I would be allowed to stay with Drew.

Not only that; pleasing my professor also meant that I might have even more avenues of pleasure and purpose open up to me as well. Life was beginning to go so well for Robin.

I might just have to stay as her. Forever.
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