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Chapter One



The antiquated brick towers of Williams-Peterson Academy rose above me like something out of another century, their weathered facades casting long shadows across the drive. I sat sulking in the backseat of my parents’ car, stewing over the injustice of it all. My so-called new school wasn’t truly a boarding school, not in the old sense. It was marketed as a “college preparatory semester,” but the truth was far more humiliating. It was a place where the children of wealthy families were sent when they hadn’t measured up—when their grades had slipped, or their test scores had fallen short of Ivy League expectations. We were here to be reformed, reshaped into acceptable young men and women, or so the glossy brochures claimed. Everyone knew it was more punishment than opportunity. We were being polished, like tarnished silver, because we had embarrassed our parents.

I had been accepted at other colleges—party schools with reputations for loose rules and endless beer—but that wasn’t good enough for Mom and Dad. They wanted a Harvard man, a Yale man, a son they could show off at cocktail parties. They also knew me too well: I’d be too much trouble left to my own devices at a party school. After nearly being expelled my senior year for various indiscretions, I had earned the label of “troublemaker.” Maybe I was, but I wasn’t the only deviant in high school. And I doubted I’d be the only one at Williams-Peterson either.

As the car slowed before the steps of the main hall, I pressed my forehead against the cool glass of the window and watched the students milling about. Uniforms were mandatory, but already I could see rebellion stitched into every detail. Ties were loosened to different degrees, blazers unbuttoned, collars popped. Skirts were rolled high at the waist to show off long legs, thigh-high socks slouched lazily around knees. Even the way some carried their books seemed like a challenge to the rules.

The sight was almost gratifying. At least my punishment wasn’t at a boys-only institution. There would be girls here—beautiful girls with glossy hair and smirks that hinted at mischief. Girls who seemed born to test the patience of faculty. Girls who looked like they could undo a boy with a glance. My parents wanted me to focus, to reform. How was I supposed to do that surrounded by temptation? The very air felt charged, and I already knew concentration would be impossible with them drifting through the halls like living distractions.

The boys, too, caught my eye, though in a different way. They were handsome in that particular, cultivated way that wealth produced—expensive haircuts, straight white teeth, skin untouched by stress or sunburn. You could always tell the rich apart, no matter how casually they tried to dress. They carried themselves with an ease that came from knowing they would never want for anything. I had always thought myself good-looking, but lean. It hadn’t mattered much in high school when everyone was still half-formed, but here, stepping out of my parents’ car and taking in the breadth of shoulders and sharpness of jaws around me, I felt smaller than I liked. Broader, stronger boys surrounded me, and though I shrugged it off with a practiced air of indifference, a stone of insecurity settled heavy in my stomach.

Check-in was swift. My parents handled the paperwork while I stood there, clutching my new schedule and the brass dorm-room key. “Be good, now,” my mother said, leaning in to kiss my forehead as though I were still a child. Heat flooded my face when I heard a few boys down the hall snickering at the sight. Perfect. Just the impression I wanted to make on my first day.

My father, as usual, had little to offer. He had been simmering with disappointment for months, ever since my grades had sealed my fate. Words had grown scarce between us. Still, I expected something more than silence.

“Don’t fuck up,” he muttered at last, already turning away.

I didn’t bother to respond. What could I have said? With a sigh, I hefted my duffel and climbed the broad wooden staircase toward the dormitories. The building was old, the wood dark and grooved by countless footsteps before mine. The air smelled faintly of polish and something sweeter, maybe perfume carried on the drafts from the girls’ wing. The housing was strictly divided—boys in one wing, girls in another—but that didn’t mean the temptation would stay neatly out of reach. We were under the same roof, after all. The corridors were long, the days were longer, and I already sensed there would be plenty of chances for rules to bend.

As I reached the final steps of the staircase, I slowed, my hand brushing the polished banister. Below, the communal living area stretched wide and impressive, outfitted with deep leather chairs and gleaming mahogany tables scattered with textbooks. Students lounged across the space as though they owned it. A girl sprawled on her stomach across one of the couches caught my attention, her skirt rucked up high enough that the curve of her ass was nearly bare. The sight jolted me with a sharp rush of heat. Maybe this place wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Room 214 waited halfway down the corridor. The heavy wooden door stood slightly ajar, a sliver of darkness between frame and hinge. I pushed gently. My fingers looked thin and pale against the dark wood, and for a moment I hated how small they seemed, how frail compared to the heft of the door. When it opened fully, I froze.

Inside, my new roommate reclined across his bed, broad shoulders stretching the seams of his T-shirt. His body looked effortless, powerful even when at rest. My cheeks burned hot, and I ducked my head instinctively, as though the angles of my narrow face could somehow be concealed. If only my whole body could disappear just as easily.

“Hey. You Brody?” His voice was casual, low, the sort of tone that belonged to someone who never had to prove himself.

“Yeah. Brody,” I managed, hovering awkwardly in the doorway. “Didn’t mean to interrupt your studying.”

He gave a short laugh and held up the book balanced on his chest. Between the pages, a tablet was wedged like a secret. “Not really studying,” he said. “See?”

I stepped closer, catching the glow of the screen. It wasn’t equations or lecture notes—nothing academic at all—but a cascade of photographs. A girl, impossibly sexy, filled the feed. Her poses were bold, teasing, with just enough fabric to keep the shots from crossing a line.

“Nice,” I said, a laugh of relief slipping out before I could stop it. At least he wasn’t scrutinizing me—my skinny frame, my slightness.

“You know what’s even nicer?” He tilted the tablet higher. “This is Jessie’s account. She goes here.”

My eyebrows shot up. “No shit?”

“No shit.” He grinned, the confidence of someone who had probably never once been told no.

For the first time all day, I let myself relax. I crossed the room and dropped my bag onto the unclaimed bed. The mattress sagged beneath me when I sat, thin and springy.

“They don’t exactly invest in comfort, do they?”

He shrugged. “Not for us. The girls’ side gets better stuff. They complain more, so they get nicer things.” He smirked, almost conspiratorial. “Not that I mind. I usually sneak over to their rooms at night.”

The words made my eyes widen. The thought of girls’ rooms—skirts left draped over chairs, perfume lingering in the air—set my imagination on fire.

“Yeah? And nobody catches you?” I asked, trying to sound casual though my voice betrayed my curiosity.

“It’s all timing,” he said, stretching back against his pillows with the relaxed arrogance of a boy who had mastered the system. Then, as though it were nothing at all: “You could come with me tonight, if you want.”

I blinked. “No shit?”

“No shit.”

A laugh caught in my throat as I lay back on the narrow bed, folding my hands behind my head. The pillow was thin, the springs creaked beneath me, but for the first time since arriving, I didn’t care. My first day and I already had an invitation to sneak into the girls’ wing. Maybe this place wasn’t hell after all. Maybe it was the opposite.


Chapter Two



The first week at Williams-Peterson was a kind of orientation limbo. No classes yet, but plenty of curated activities designed to break the ice and remind us that we were being shaped into something better—at least in the academy’s eyes. Micah and I drifted down the staircase one morning, scanning for some way to pass the hours. Outside, groups of students kicked soccer balls across the lawn and sprinted through scrimmages, all shouts and sweat. Inside, the faculty had arranged quieter pursuits: chess, debate circles, strategy games.

“Not much of a sports person,” Micah muttered, his lip curling at the sight of the soccer field.

Relief washed through me. I wasn’t athletic either, and the thought of stumbling through drills in front of strangers made my skin crawl. Micah didn’t strike me as the type to thrive under organized anything. Rebellion seemed stitched into his posture, the way he sauntered instead of walked. Whatever he chose, I already knew it wouldn’t involve a referee.

It didn’t surprise me, then, when we ended up in the chess room. But what did surprise me—what sent a hot flush down my spine—was seeing Jessie.

She sat at a table near the window, sunlight spilling over her like it had chosen her body in particular. I recognized her instantly from Micah’s tablet. Jessie, the girl whose Instagram feed had been filled with bare skin and teasing poses, was here in the flesh. She wasn’t half-naked now—her blouse was buttoned, her tie only slightly loosened—but her skirt had been rolled to a provocative length, and one long, slender leg stretched beneath the table as though it were meant to be admired. My teeth caught my bottom lip. Heat pressed against my groin, and I prayed she wouldn’t notice the betraying bulge that was starting to rise.

“Hey, Jessie,” Micah said smoothly, his voice dropping into something that sounded practiced, effortless.

She raised an eyebrow without looking up. “Checkmate!” she suddenly declared, slamming her piece into place. Only then did she twist toward him, eyes bright. “Oh—it’s you, Micah.” The way she said his name was like a secret shared between them.

Jealousy bit into me.

“This is Brody, my new roommate,” he said, gesturing lazily.

I extended my hand, forcing a smile. “Nice to meet you.”

Jessie’s gaze flicked over me, and confusion pulled at her features. “You’re tiny for a guy…”

Blood rushed to my cheeks. The words stung, cutting sharper than I expected, but beneath the sting was something stranger—something I didn’t want to name. At least she hadn’t noticed what was happening under the table. She slipped her hand into mine, and I nearly shivered at the feel of her skin: soft, silken, like sliding into something forbidden.

“Don’t mind her,” Micah said, his tone protective, as though he could sweep the humiliation away. “She’s like that with everyone.”

Jessie scoffed and crossed her arms, breasts pushing faintly against the fabric of her blouse. She turned away, but Micah leaned closer. “Come on, Jessie,” he coaxed. “We can still come over later, right?”

“Shhh,” she hissed, finger pressed to her lips. “You want the headmistress to hear?”

“The headmistress?” I asked, curiosity piqued.

“Mrs. Vivian Blackwood,” they said together, and the way they said it—half dread, half superstition—sent a tremor through me.

Jessie rolled her eyes. “It’s like she’s making up for being female by acting twice as tough. A real tyrant. You’ll see.”

“What happens if someone gets in trouble?” I asked, as though her reputation were some ghost story whispered in the dark.

“No one knows for sure,” Micah said, though even he couldn’t disguise the unease in his voice. “Kids who get in big trouble just…disappear.”

“That’s not how it is,” Jessie cut in. My heart lifted for a moment, thinking she might dispel the myth. But then she leaned forward, her voice dropping low. “She changes them.”

I blinked. “Changes them how?”

“Opposite sex,” Jessie whispered. “Cross-dressing, hormones, whatever her methods are. If you get caught, she remakes you and shoves you into the other wing like you were always meant to be there.”

“No way,” Micah scoffed, laughing to cover his nerves.

But Jessie didn’t laugh. “My sister went here. She swore it was true.”

Micah shook his head, brushing it off, and began steering me toward the door. Jessie’s eyes lingered, sharp as glass.

“Just don’t get caught,” she warned in a voice almost too low to hear. “Or you may not get to keep those precious cocks of yours.”

A cold shiver chased the heat in my belly as we stepped into the corridor. Surely it was nothing but rumor. Surely. And yet, I couldn’t shake the thought of her hand in mine, of how soft it had felt—of how soft I must have seemed in return.
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“Stay close to me, okay?” Micah whispered, one hand resting lightly on the knob. His voice was low, conspiratorial, and I nodded in the dark without trusting myself to answer. The heavy door creaked as he eased it open just enough to peer through the crack. When he decided the coast was clear, he slipped into the corridor with the speed of someone who had done this before.

I hurried after him, but his steps were silent, fluid, while mine seemed clumsy in comparison. He moved like a shadow, vanishing to the cover of a broad pillar at the end of the hallway before glancing back. “Come on,” he mouthed, gesturing urgently. I swallowed hard, gathered my nerve, and scurried forward until I pressed myself into the shelter of stone at his side.

Together, we crept down the wide staircase, our backs bent, our bodies hidden as much as possible behind the railing. The commons opened below us, vast and echoing in the hush of midnight. My pulse thundered in my ears, every footstep louder in my imagination than it was in reality.

Micah darted across the expanse without hesitation, cutting straight for the opposite wall. I followed close behind, lungs burning with the effort of holding my breath. At last, we reached the girls’ staircase. It loomed above us, promising danger and delight in equal measure.

Just as we placed our feet on the first step, a sound froze us in place—heels clicking softly across the tiles from the far side of the commons. Micah shoved himself against a marble column, pulling me flush against him in one swift movement. His chest was solid at my back, and his thigh pressed intimately into me. His cologne was sharp and overwhelming, thick enough to sting my throat, but the closeness of his body made my skin prickle with heat. Boys weren’t meant to press together like this, my ass snug against his lap, and yet the contact lit a spark low in my belly.

We waited, silent, until the footsteps faded. “That was Mrs. Blackwood,” Micah whispered, his lips brushing so near my ear that I shivered. “Come on.”

We slipped up the stairs, our breaths shallow, until at last we reached the girls’ hallway. Micah walked as though he owned the place, straight to Jessie’s door, and tapped lightly.

“Come in,” came a sultry voice from within.

Micah opened the door, letting a blade of light spill across the hall, and we stepped into another world. Jessie sat cross-legged on her bed, clad only in black lingerie. The bra was so sheer that her nipples stood out in pink relief, her phone poised in her hand mid-selfie.

For a second, I thought about rolling my eyes at the display, but desire struck too quickly. My mouth watered, and my cock stirred in my pants, stiffening helplessly. She was pure fantasy in the flesh.

Micah wasted no time. He bounded to her bed, looping his arms around her with possessive ease. Jessie dropped her phone without a care and welcomed his mouth with hers, their lips meeting in a heated tangle. His hand cupped her breast boldly, then slipped lower, sliding over the curve of her waist. I lingered by the door like an intruder, thumb grazing my knuckles as though I could find something to do with my hands.

“They’re always like this,” a soft voice murmured from the corner.

I turned, startled, and found another girl watching me with a knowing smile. She was smaller, her beauty quieter than Jessie’s, but no less compelling.

“I’m Sophie,” she said.

I gave an awkward little wave, my pulse still hammering. “They’re really going at it, aren’t they?” I asked with a nervous laugh.

Sophie smirked, her eyes glinting. “Always. Makes me sick,” she teased, though her gaze lingered with amusement.

Jessie didn’t defend herself—she couldn’t. Micah already had one hand inside her panties, his fingers clearly working between her thighs. Her moans filled the room, soft but unmistakable, and my cock hardened until it strained painfully against my pants.

“So,” Sophie murmured, her voice low and deliberate, as her fingers slipped to the buttons of her uniform blouse.

My breath hitched as one by one the fastenings gave way. When the fabric parted, she revealed the soft curve of her cleavage, contained only by a pale pink bra that looked more delicate than anything I had ever imagined touching. She shrugged the blouse from her shoulders and let it fall in a careless heap on the bed, her chest arching forward as though she were offering herself to me.

My mouth went dry. This was my first day. Was this really happening?

The thought barely registered before my body made the decision for me. I lunged toward her, my hands finding her slim waist, the satin-smooth line of her torso, and then rising to cup the heat of her breast. Our mouths met in a rush, lips colliding with desperate heat. She opened to me at once, tongue sliding forward, and mine met it with clumsy eagerness.

We twisted together, hips grinding, breath mingling. The heat of her skin seared into mine as she tugged my shirt up and over my head. I let it fall to the floor, shivering at the cool air against my bare skin. Our kiss turned hungrier, more urgent, as though both of us were chasing the same wild spark. My cock throbbed, straining against my pants, begging for release.

Her hand slid low, finding my belt buckle. My chest tightened in anticipation—then she pulled away abruptly.

“You brought a condom, didn’t you?” she asked, her voice sharp in the charged air.

“I… um… not exactly.” My words stumbled over themselves. What I wanted to say was that I hadn’t come here expecting to fuck, not on my first night, not while the risk of being caught was so high. At best, I thought there would be flirting, maybe a stolen kiss.

Sophie rolled her eyes and twisted toward the other bed where Micah and Jessie were a tangle of limbs and breath. “He didn’t bring a condom,” she announced with theatrical exasperation.

Heat burned my ears. I glanced toward Micah, silently pleading. “Dude—please. You’ve got one, right?”

Micah broke from Jessie with a heavy sigh, irritation etched across his face. “Dude. No. You’ll have to go back to our room. I’ve got a stash under my mattress.”

My stomach knotted. “What if I get caught?”

Micah smirked, his head cocked, expression twisted somewhere between mockery and annoyance. “Then you should’ve thought about that before. You’re ruining the vibe, Brody.”

Jessie giggled against his mouth. Humiliation twisted in my chest. I stumbled out of the room before I could say something stupid, adrenaline carrying me through the hallways faster than reason. My fear hadn’t caught up yet—only the need to fix what I’d ruined.

By the time I reached our dorm, my thoughts were a blur. I dove to Micah’s bed, fumbling beneath the mattress until my fingers brushed against a plastic roll. Condoms. Relief surged through me as I tore one free, clutching it tight as though it were treasure.

“Halfway there,” I muttered to myself, trying to steady the thundering in my chest.

The trip back was worse. The longer I moved through the empty corridors, the louder my fear became. My pulse quickened, every creak of the floorboards a gunshot in my ears. I mimicked Micah’s earlier stealth, hunching low, tiptoeing down the stairs. The commons stretched open and echoing, shadows shifting in the corners. Somehow, miraculously, I crossed without being seen.

Up the girls’ staircase again, breath ragged, heart hammering. My hand closed over Jessie’s doorknob. Almost safe. Almost—

A hand clamped around my bare shoulder, hot and firm, fingers digging into my skin.

I froze.

Turning slowly, I found myself staring into the face of Mrs. Vivian Blackwood. Her eyes were hard as obsidian, her mouth set in a scowl that made my blood turn cold. She shook her head once, deliberate, as though she were disappointed but not surprised.

Her grip was iron, not reprimanding but possessive, almost hungry. It wasn’t the disapproval of a teacher. It was something else. Something dangerous.

“New student?” she asked, her voice low, velvet stretched over steel.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Yes. Brody Adley.”

A thin smile crept across her face, unsettling in its restraint. “Come with me, Brody.”

Her hand tightened on my shoulder. The condom crinkled in my palm, a damning piece of evidence. My stomach plummeted. Something told me I wasn’t going to be returned to my room any time soon.


Chapter Three



I swallowed hard, the lump in my throat sliding down like a stone. Mrs. Blackwood turned on her heel without another word, her steps sharp and unyielding, the sound of her heels clicking against the old wood echoing through the stairwell. My head hung low as I followed, shame prickling my skin. How could I have been so careless? One moment of reckless excitement, one stupid mistake, and now I was about to learn exactly what punishments at Williams-Peterson entailed. I prayed they were simple. Humane. That all the rumors swirling through the halls—the whispers of disappearances, the impossible stories of transformations—were just that. Rumors.

Still, as I trailed behind her, my gaze betrayed me. I looked up through lowered lashes, and my eyes locked on the sway of her hips. They weren’t voluptuous, not exaggerated curves like the girls I fantasized about, but there was something about their shape—firm, almost androgynous—that made them no less alluring. Her breasts, however, were full, straining against the fabric of her blouse as if daring me not to notice. Some dark, unspoken part of me ached at the thought of a punishment that would turn physical. What man alive could resist her?

Her dark hair was drawn back tightly into a high ponytail, severe yet undeniably elegant. Each swing of it seemed deliberate, like a metronome designed to pull me deeper into her rhythm. The faint sconce lights above caught on the strands, making them shimmer black as ink. I felt unsteady, almost hypnotized, as though she had already begun to exert control over me.

We descended to the bottom floor, and she cut sharply down a long corridor. My pulse thudded louder with each step. The hall was narrow, the walls lined with portraits of grim-faced benefactors, and at the very end loomed her office door—a slab of dark wood that felt less like an entrance and more like the mouth of a tomb. A shiver worked through me. Somehow, I knew that the boy who walked in would not be the same boy who walked out.

She placed her palm flat against the door and pushed. The hinges groaned, the sound slow and deliberate, perfectly matching her. Methodical. Unrelenting. She moved straight to her desk without acknowledging me, then turned with practiced precision. “Close the door,” she said. And then, almost as an afterthought that made my stomach drop: “Lock it.”

The click of the lock echoed through the room, final and damning. When I turned back, she was already perched on the edge of her desk. One long leg crossed over the other, her skirt riding high enough to expose the sleek line of her thigh. The sharp staccato of her nails tapped against the polished wood, a rhythm that tightened my chest.

“I’m… I’m really sorry,” I stammered, my voice small, pathetic. I prayed she would accept contrition as enough.

Her eyebrow arched, lips curving in a knowing smirk. “Don’t think I don’t know what you were up to.” She folded her arms beneath her chest, pushing her breasts higher until a deep line of cleavage peeked from the neckline of her blouse. My eyes darted there before I could stop myself. “You were shirtless, in the girls’ wing, holding a condom.” Her voice hardened. “I’m not stupid, Brody.”

“No,” I said quickly. “Not at all.” I didn’t dare argue. She was right—I had been caught red-handed. All I wanted now was for this to end, for whatever punishment she had in mind to be swift.

But then she curled one finger toward herself, a silent command that made my pulse falter.

I moved slowly, each step thick with dread and something else—something hotter, heavier. Fear pulsed through me, but it mingled with a sharp edge of desire that I couldn’t suppress. The nearer I came, the stronger her presence felt, magnetic and inescapable.

When I stood before her, I could finally study her face up close. The lines of her jaw were strong, uncompromising, yet softened by full lips painted a lush, impossible red. A few rebellious strands of dark hair had slipped loose from her ponytail, brushing the edge of her cheek before she tucked them neatly behind her ear. Her lips glistened faintly in the lamplight, moist, pliant, as though aching to be kissed. And her breasts—God, her breasts—seemed to defy the buttons of her blouse, as though they were begging to be touched, seized, claimed.

But she was the one in control. I could feel it already.

I coughed, trying to suppress the storm of urges rising inside me. Desire clawed at my chest, but I knew I couldn’t act on it—shouldn’t act on it. If I tried anything, I could be expelled, or worse. And no one knew exactly what worse meant at Williams-Peterson. Still, as I inched closer, her dark eyes glittered with something that looked disturbingly like delight. She smirked, her lips curling to one side, the expression both playful and predatory.

When only a foot of space remained between us, Mrs. Blackwood reached out. Her nails dragged lightly down my torso, tracing the fragile line of my shirt until I shivered and released a long, unsteady breath. Her hands settled at my waist, her fingers grazing the loose buckle of my belt. She tugged once, deliberately, and the belt slipped free. My slacks sagged, and she pressed her palm firmly against the bulge beneath my briefs.

I nearly collapsed at the contact. Only a thin layer of cotton separated us, but it was enough to make me question reality. Was this really happening? Was the headmistress cupping my cock?

“Do you know what I do with boys who exhibit bad behavior?” she asked, her voice low, intimate.

I couldn’t speak. I could only shake my head, too afraid—and too aroused—to answer.

“They receive… a special kind of treatment.”

Her hand slipped inside my briefs, her fingers sliding against my stiffening shaft. I gasped, struggling to steady my breath.

“Wha—what kind of treatment?” I managed to stammer.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she leaned forward, closing the distance. Her lips pressed to mine, warm and commanding, and her tongue slipped past my parted lips with hungry precision. She tasted faintly of cherries, sharp at the edges, and her breath carried the richness of wine. My cock twitched violently against her hand, begging for more. If this was punishment, I wanted it endlessly.

Her hand caught mine and guided it upward to her chest. Without thinking, I squeezed, filling my palm with the weight of her breast. Her nipple stiffened through the thin fabric of her blouse, and my other hand moved instinctively, cupping and kneading her with growing urgency.

She pulled away, breaking the kiss and prying my hands free. Then, with unnerving grace, she slid off the desk. The movement was sinuous, serpentine, until she was on her knees before me. She looked up through her lashes, her expression unreadable, before glancing at my erection straining against my briefs.

“It’s on the smaller side, isn’t it?” she murmured.

Heat flamed in my cheeks. She wasn’t wrong. I tried to ignore the sting of humiliation, but my cock throbbed anyway, aching for her attention.

She didn’t wait for me to recover. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft, tugged my briefs down, and slid her lips over the head. My knees weakened as she drew me into the heat of her mouth, tongue swirling, lips sealing tight. I glanced wildly around the office as if to ground myself—the dim sconces, the wall of books looming behind her desk, the heavy curtains filtering the night. This was the office of an educated, disciplined mind. And yet here she was, devouring me like I was nothing more than prey.

Her head bobbed with a ruthless rhythm, tongue flicking along the underside of my cock, one hand rolling my balls while the other gripped my ass, pulling me deeper. My fingers tangled in her ponytail, clutching it tight, guiding her to the rhythm I liked best. The sounds of her sucking, the wet heat of her mouth, the pressure of her throat—everything spiraled until I couldn’t hold it back.

With a broken groan, I spilled into her. She swallowed greedily, her throat working around me, then pulled off with a smile glistening at the corners of her mouth.

“My turn,” she said simply, standing and perching herself back on the edge of her desk.

My head spun with disbelief, but my body obeyed. I moved to her, hands slipping beneath the hem of her skirt, tugging down the lace of her panties. I dropped to my knees, the fabric of her skirt bunched high on her hips.

And then I froze.

I gasped aloud, my breath catching hard in my chest. Because there, nestled between her thighs, wasn’t what I expected at all. Mrs. Blackwood had a cock. Thick, smooth, and undeniably real, it jutted toward me with arrogant pride.

The room tilted. My pulse thundered in my ears. I couldn’t tell if I was horrified, aroused, or both.

“What the hell?” I gasped, my voice breaking as my face twisted in shock. The sight before me scrambled every instinct I had. Mrs. Blackwood, statuesque and devastatingly feminine, stood above me with breasts that swelled against her blouse—and a cock rising proudly from between her thighs. The contradiction made my stomach clench. I was horrified, yet I couldn’t deny the magnetic pull of arousal threading through my veins.

“Welcome to your first punishment, Brody,” she said, her tone calm, deliberate, as though this revelation were nothing at all. She pushed her hips forward, bringing herself dangerously close. The air around her seemed charged, heavy with expectation. I felt cornered, yet I couldn’t look away. Curiosity and fear wrestled inside me. Surely I couldn’t go through with this. Surely—

Her cock hung inches from my lips, and to my disorientation, it carried a faintly sweet scent, almost perfumed, like it belonged to a woman’s body. My gaze flicked upward to her full breasts, then downward again, then back. Each shift only deepened my hunger. Against my better judgment, I reached out. My fingers curled slowly around her shaft, hot and rigid beneath my hand. My lips parted. I hesitated, heart pounding, and looked up at her.

“Suck me,” she commanded, her voice low, stern, impossible to refuse.

Terror gripped me. But desire was stronger. I leaned in, pressing my mouth to her tip, and drew her inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. The weight of her cock on my tongue, the way her head glided against the roof of my mouth and nudged the back of my throat—it unlocked something in me I hadn’t known existed. Every nerve seemed to ignite. This shouldn’t be happening, I told myself. This shouldn’t feel this good. And yet the forbidden nature of it only sharpened my hunger.

I moaned softly as I sucked, falling deeper into the confusion, into the thrill of the taboo. My hands rose of their own accord, seizing the fullness of her breasts through her blouse. They felt undeniably female beneath my palms, soft and heavy, nipples stiffening against my touch. The paradox made my cock harden painfully again: a woman in my hands, and a cock in my mouth. My mind reeled, blown apart by the collision of the two.

Mrs. Blackwood’s grip tightened in my hair, forcing me closer until her cock pushed deeper down my throat. I gagged, but the humiliation only made me harder. Her hips flexed, her rhythm insistent, until at last she held me firm against her. A sudden heat flooded my mouth as she spilled herself inside me.

I froze, shocked by the thick, salty flood. I had never tasted come before—hot, pungent, bitter in a way that was strangely intoxicating. It was wrong. It was forbidden. And yet I swallowed greedily, every last drop sliding down my throat. Shame and pleasure tangled together, and I realized with a shiver that I liked feeling used.

When she pulled free, she was smiling. “Good boy,” she purred.

I wiped my lips, chest heaving. “That was… amazing,” I admitted, my voice rough with awe. I wanted more—needed more.

“Good,” she said, rising with slow, deliberate grace. “Then you’ll love what I have for you next.”

My mind raced. Whips? Chains? Anal? The possibilities tumbled wildly, but her eyes told me none of my guesses were right.

“When I was your age,” she continued, her voice almost thoughtful, “I was a lot like you. A mischievous boy who thought the rules didn’t apply. One day, I got caught. Just as you have.”

I swallowed, hanging on her every word.

“That’s when I learned the true price of misconduct.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper that curled around me like smoke. “My punishment was what yours will be now. I was shamelessly feminized until I became what you see before you.”

My jaw fell open. My mind spun. “Wait. What?”

Her lips curved into a wicked smile. “If you like the girls’ wing so much, then you can live there. I’m going to turn you into a woman, Brody.”

The room seemed to tilt. My cock pulsed in my pants. Terror and desire collided so violently inside me that I couldn’t tell them apart.


Chapter Four



I glanced over my shoulder at the locked door. Escape wasn’t an option—where would I even go? If I bolted, I’d be caught within minutes. And what then? My parents would find out, of course. Expulsion from Williams-Peterson would mean only one thing: military school. I shuddered at the thought. I wasn’t cut out for drills, shouting sergeants, and endless punishment. But becoming a woman? I couldn’t even begin to imagine what that meant for me.

“Um… you’re kidding, right?” I asked, my voice cracking. I wanted desperately for her to laugh, to wave it off as some elaborate prank. But her eyes narrowed instead, glittering like shards of obsidian. She wasn’t joking. She was deadly serious. My stomach clenched. Shit.

She moved across the office, her heels clicking softly against the floorboards, and for the first time I noticed the tall armoire against the wall. It loomed there like a secret I wasn’t meant to see. She swung its doors open with deliberate grace, and my breath caught.

Inside was a spectrum of femininity—a rainbow of delicate fabrics and textures. Satin slips, sheer lingerie, dresses in every cut and color, stacked heels lined neatly on the bottom shelf, wigs hung on hooks like sleeping creatures. This wasn’t improvisation. This was routine. Mrs. Blackwood lived this transformation daily.

“I think you’d look good in a nice, fluffy pink,” she said, her voice casual, almost teasing. She reached inside and selected a set.

To my horror—and my shame—my cock stirred at the sight. Some part of me wanted this, even as my mind screamed in protest. She turned back toward me holding a pink silk lingerie set: a bra and panties trimmed with bows the color of rose petals, stockings draped over her arm. The silk gleamed in the low light, soft and deadly all at once.

I took the set from her, my hands trembling. “Won’t people know it’s me?”

She leaned in, her breath grazing my ear. “We can keep it our little secret, if you want, Brody.”

“How?” My words came out sharp, panicked. “I just showed up today. Everyone will know—”

“No,” she interrupted smoothly. “They’ll forget. Brooke will be your new name. You’ll move into the girls’ wing. As far as the academy is concerned, Brody was expelled and sent home. Everything will be handled.”

My pulse raced. “I’ll… room with one of the girls?”

Her lips curved into a sly smile. “Exactly.”

The idea ignited something in me—temptation so strong I nearly let myself enjoy it—until reality snapped back into focus. “Won’t she notice… that I’m not who I say I am?”

Mrs. Blackwood shrugged, as though the answer were obvious. “Don’t undress in front of her. Simple.”

“These girls, though,” I said, my voice dropping to a whisper. “They’re different. They’re… slutty.”

Her laugh was soft and cutting. “Then get creative.” She twirled a lock of loose hair around her finger, watching me squirm.

“I—I don’t know…”

“Do it!” she snapped, her voice cracking like a whip. The command echoed through me.

I flinched. I didn’t want to find out what would happen if I refused. My hands fumbled as I stripped out of my remaining clothes, kicking them into a pathetic pile on the floor. My heart pounded against my ribs, adrenaline coursing like fire through my veins.

Then I touched the silk.

The lingerie was impossibly soft beneath my fingers, pink and smooth like water made solid. My body trembled, and then—strangely—the panic began to fade. My heart slowed, the buzzing in my head quieted. It was as though the fabric itself soothed me, melting into my skin before I’d even put it on.

“That’s it,” Mrs. Blackwood said, her voice low, coaxing, victorious. “That’s a good boy.”

Except, in her mouth, the word boy already sounded like it didn’t quite belong to me anymore.

I slid the bra up my arms, the straps whispering over my skin, and let Mrs. Blackwood step behind me to fasten it. Her fingers worked with swift, practiced precision. Then she pressed silicone inserts into my hands, gesturing for me to slip them into the cups. When I did, my chest suddenly swelled into an unfamiliar, rounded fullness.

I looked down—and staggered. I have breasts.

My head spun as though I’d stepped out of my own body and into someone else’s. The sight was both intoxicating and alien. A thrill of desire cut through me, dizzying in its wrongness. My cock twitched and hardened as my fingers rose instinctively to cup the bra, squeezing the artificial softness.

Mrs. Blackwood’s eyes glinted. “Ah, ah,” she scolded, giving me a sharp spank across my ass. The sting made me jolt—but the reprimand only stoked my arousal further.

Next came the panties. I drew them up my slender legs, the silk sliding smoothly over my skin as if they belonged there all along. I had expected them to feel foreign, humiliating. Instead, the cool caress of fabric soothed me, made me shiver with unexpected comfort. With effort, I tucked myself inside, adjusting until the panties lay flat.

“What about the hair on my legs?” I asked, glancing nervously around the room, half-expecting her to pull out a razor, or worse.

“That’s what the thigh-highs are for, silly.” She smirked, tossing the stockings to me. “No one sees unless you want them to.”

Her confidence did little to ease the knot in my chest, but I obeyed. I slid the stockings up, feeling them tighten snugly around my calves before snapping into place above my knees. They covered nearly everything, though the thought of someone finding out still made panic flutter inside me.

“What if someone does?” I asked in a small voice.

“Then don’t let them,” she replied simply, her eyes sharp.

I swallowed hard. My throat was dry, but my cock still strained inside the panties.

From the rainbow spilling out of her armoire, I thought she might choose something extravagant. Instead, she handed me a girl’s school uniform. Of course. My punishment wasn’t fantasy—it was integration. I slid into the crisp white blouse, buttoning it clumsily over the false swell of my chest. Then I stepped into the pleated skirt, tugging it into place at my narrow waist.

When I looked down, I hardly recognized myself. The body in the uniform looked indisputably female. My heart jolted with a confusing mix of pride, shame, and something dangerously close to pleasure.

Mrs. Blackwood selected a wig from a stand, a cascade of blonde curls, and placed it over my head. She adjusted it carefully, arranging the strands over my shoulders until the transformation was startling. Her eyes swept over me with satisfaction. “Perfect,” she whispered.

At her desk, she pulled a drawer open and retrieved a handful of makeup items. I stood obediently while she worked, her fingers brushing softly across my skin as she demonstrated each product. “Foundation, powder, blush…” She spoke as if lecturing, though her tone was low, intimate. I tried to memorize every step, every detail, determined not to forget. The powders smelled faintly of strawberries, light and sweet. To my shock, I liked it. I liked all of it.

When she was done, she handed me a small bag. “A few things for you—pajamas, lingerie, a spare uniform.” Then, with a smile that was almost indulgent, she presented a final gift. “And your school shoes.”

The shoes were modest black heels with a single strap across the ankle, but to me they looked impossibly delicate, almost sacred. I took them from her as if they were bars of gold, cheeks flushing with heat.

“Thank you,” I murmured, genuine gratitude softening my voice despite my fear.

I slid my feet into the heels. The lift was immediate, a subtle tilt of my hips, a sway in my stance. My body seemed to change shape, becoming something else entirely. Something feminine. Something… beautiful.

I slung the bag over my shoulder, turned toward the door, and froze when Mrs. Blackwood’s voice cut through the silence.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

My lips parted, but no words came. Where could I go? It would make no sense for a new student to suddenly appear in the middle of the night. I couldn’t return to the boys’ wing, not looking like this.

I turned back to her and shrugged helplessly.

Her smile was slow, predatory. “You’ll stay here tonight.”


Chapter Five



I woke the next morning on one of the narrow sofas in Mrs. Blackwood’s office, stiff from the cramped space. She had two of them, one against each wall, their leather cushions cracked from years of use. Rubbing my eyes, I squinted against the harsh sunlight pouring through her tall office windows. My head pounded with grogginess, but what startled me most was the feel of fabric clinging to my body. I was still dressed in the lingerie and school uniform from the night before.

A strange unease shivered through me as I touched my face. The makeup had to be smudged after a night of restless sleep. So this is what it feels like to be a girl, I thought, letting out a short, awkward laugh—only to choke it back when the reality hit me. Today I wasn’t just wearing this. I would have to convince everyone I was a girl.

The door burst open a moment later. Mrs. Blackwood swept inside with her usual authority, looking crisp and commanding, as though she hadn’t lived through the same long night I had. “Oh my,” she said, taking one look at me. “We’ll have to clean you up a little.”

I frowned, embarrassed. I must have looked ridiculous—mascara smeared, foundation cracked.

She crouched in front of me, rummaging through the bag she had given me the night before. Her hands were brisk but not unkind as she pulled out a packet of facial cloths. With gentle pressure, she wiped away the night’s damage, erasing the mess I’d made of her careful work. Then, with practiced precision, she reapplied each step: the powder, the blush, the gloss. Her movements were economical, almost ritualistic, as though she’d done this hundreds of times.

“There,” she said finally, satisfaction lacing her voice. She held up a compact mirror so I could see.

It was the first time I had really looked at myself made up. I froze.

The reflection staring back at me wasn’t mine—or at least it didn’t feel like it. My face had been softened, reshaped, painted into something feminine and strangely alluring. My chest tightened as I took it in. I didn’t recognize myself, and yet I couldn’t deny what I saw: a girl. Worse—an attractive girl. Heat curled low in my stomach, dizzying me. The shock should have been horrifying, but instead it was intoxicating.

Mrs. Blackwood’s smile widened. “You’ll do just fine, Brooke.”

Brooke. The name echoed in my mind like a foreign word I’d need to memorize, a role I had no choice but to play.

I rose unsteadily to my feet, smoothing the pleats of my skirt. My stockings had slipped slightly in the night, so I tugged them higher before slipping back into the modest black heels she had given me. The moment I stood, my balance faltered, the tilt of the shoes forcing my hips to sway.

“How do you girls wear these things all the time?” I muttered.

“You’ll get used to them,” she said, resting a firm hand against the small of my back. The touch was guiding, but also proprietary. “Now, let’s go meet your new roommate.”

My pulse quickened. I was going to be rooming with a girl. The thought was absurd, impossible. I wasn’t really transgender, wasn’t even pretending to be by choice. I was a straight boy trapped under a skirt. And yet the thought of sharing a room with a girl, of watching her in private moments when she thought no men were watching—it electrified me. Shame and arousal tangled together until I could barely separate them.

We walked up the stairs, passing a few early risers already lingering in the halls. Every glance made me stiffen, terrified someone would see through me. My heels clicked lightly against the floor, and I forced myself to keep pace with Mrs. Blackwood’s confident stride.

At the far end of the girls’ hallway, she rapped her knuckles against a closed door.

“Come in!” called a light, airy voice.

Mrs. Blackwood opened the door, ushering me inside. My breath caught instantly.

Standing in the room was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. “Lindsay,” Mrs. Blackwood said smoothly, “this is your new roommate. Brooke.”

Lindsay turned with a smile that melted me on the spot. Her hair was a long sheet of dirty blonde threaded with platinum highlights, straight but thick, falling past the swell of her breasts. She wore the academy uniform, but the top buttons of her blouse were undone, offering a teasing glimpse of her cleavage.

“Nice to meet you,” she said, her voice gentle, her eyes lingering.

My cock stiffened under my skirt, straining against the silk panties. I prayed no one could see the telltale bulge.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, my voice dropping too deep before I caught myself. Mrs. Blackwood’s sharp elbow nudged into my ribs as a warning. Lindsay hadn’t seemed to notice, but I consciously raised my pitch the next time I spoke, testing how it sounded in my own ears.

“Well, I’ll let you two get settled,” Mrs. Blackwood announced, her tone smooth and final. With that, she left us, the click of the door closing sounding far too loud in the quiet room.

“Don’t be shy,” Lindsay said warmly, gesturing toward the bed. “Drop your things.”

I walked over and sat down, my bag sliding to the floor. The bed gave beneath me in a way the narrow dorm cots never had. I sank into the plush comforter, the softness pressing against the thin silk of my panties. My skirt spread around me like a curtain, and heat pooled in my groin. My cock stirred, hardening in betrayal of the role I was supposed to play.

“What’s your schedule like?” Lindsay asked. She crossed the room and perched gracefully beside me, her perfume drifting between us—a delicate floral that made my head swim. From this angle, I could see the deep line of her cleavage through her unfastened blouse. My imagination went feral: her breasts in my hands, my lips on her skin, my cock buried inside her.

But I couldn’t. I wasn’t supposed to want any of that—not now, not dressed like this, not while pretending to be a girl. The denial ached, but the ache itself was becoming strangely pleasurable, a form of torment I almost welcomed. Maybe I can make this work, I thought, shivering.

I started to pull my folded schedule from the bag before freezing. My boy’s name was printed right there in bold. If she saw it, the disguise would shatter instantly. Panic surged, but I forced a smile and recited a few classes I remembered from memory.

“Oh, cool,” she said easily. “I’ve got a couple of those too.”

Then her hand rested lightly on my thigh. Bare skin. Warmth spread from the point of contact, and my muscles went rigid.

“You’re really pretty, Brooke,” she whispered.

My mouth dried instantly. Was she… coming on to me? Was she into girls? “Uh, thanks,” I stammered, eyes darting away. I couldn’t believe it—I was awkwardly deflecting an advance from the most beautiful girl I’d ever met.

Her hand slid upward, slow and teasing, brushing over the faint hairs of my thigh as though they didn’t bother her. “Are you… a lesbian?” she asked, her tone feather-light but probing.

My body stiffened. I hadn’t realized just how reckless and horny the girls at this academy were, but maybe it made sense. Like me, they were deviants, punished for their indiscretions. Maybe that was why desire hung so thick in the air here.

Her fingers inched closer, and I squeezed my eyes shut. She was going to discover me, and I was terrified of what would happen next. But when her hand pressed against my groin, cupping my stiffening cock and balls through the silk, she didn’t recoil. She didn’t even pause.

She kissed my cheek instead. Her lips were warm, soft, almost affectionate. “I guess you’re not a lesbian after all,” she whispered, her palm moving against me in slow, deliberate strokes. Her hand slid inside the waistband of my panties and wrapped firmly around me.

A moan broke from my throat before I could stop it.

“I guess you’re another one of Mrs. Blackwood’s bad boys,” she murmured, stroking me with a steady rhythm.

My head snapped toward her, though my hips betrayed me by thrusting against her grip. “Wait… you know about that?”

“Of course I know,” she said with a sly smile, not slowing her hand for a second. “Everyone does. The boys pretend it’s just a rumor because they’re scared, but the girls? We always know when we’ve been given a new toy.”

Her words sent a shiver through me. “A… a new toy…” I gasped, barely able to form the words between ragged breaths.

“That’s part of your punishment,” she said, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Mrs. Blackwood doesn’t spell it out, but we all understand.”

Her tongue traced a wet path up my neck. She nibbled at my earlobe, teeth grazing me while her hand pumped faster, silk slipping over my cock. My abs clenched, my body curling forward helplessly.

The tension broke in a violent wave. I came hard in my new panties, my body shuddering as hot release spilled against her stroking hand.

“You’re a fun one,” Lindsay murmured after I finished, her tone half-amused, half-commanding. She knelt gracefully, tugging my panties down to mid-thigh with a teasing slowness. Holding the fabric up between two fingers, she showed me the dark, wet stain spreading across the silk.

“Lick them clean.”

My eyes widened. “What?”

Her gaze hardened, her voice snapping with authority. “You heard me. Lick them fucking clean.”

The sudden steel in her tone sent a chill through me. She sounded so much like Mrs. Blackwood that my resistance shriveled instantly. I didn’t want to say no to Lindsay any more than I had to her headmistress. With trembling fingers, I took the panties from her hand, pressed the damp fabric to my lips, and slid my tongue across them. The taste of myself—salty, forbidden—filled my mouth. I licked until every trace was gone, the silk warm from my breath.

“Good girl,” Lindsay purred, satisfaction curling in her voice. The words struck me deeper than I expected, leaving me flushed and conflicted.
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That night, Lindsay surprised me by inviting a few friends over. When Jessie and Sophie walked through the door, my heart skipped. Their eyes lit up the moment they saw me dressed as Brooke, and though they laughed, it wasn’t mocking. It was hungry.

“It’s a lesbian party,” Lindsay said with a wicked grin. “Tonight, you’re going to be one of the girls.”

My cock twitched at her words. I couldn’t argue. The idea of being allowed into such a circle, to witness what no other boy could, left me dizzy with anticipation.

The girls didn’t hesitate. Their clothes came off in a whirl of buttons and fabric until three flawless bodies stood before me—three pairs of breasts, three soft slits glistening in the dim lamplight. My jaw slackened. It was everything I had ever fantasized about and more.

“Now you,” Lindsay commanded. “But leave your lingerie on. The stockings. The heels. Keep it all.”

Nodding quickly, I slipped out of my school uniform and remained in the delicate pink lingerie she had chosen for me, the stockings hugging my thighs, the heels elongating my legs. The sight of myself like this would have horrified me days ago, but now it only tightened the ache in my cock. I sat obediently on the edge of the bed, waiting.

Jessie and Sophie didn’t keep me waiting long. Jessie leaned in first, capturing Sophie’s lips in a fierce kiss. Their mouths opened eagerly, tongues twisting together as Jessie’s hands roamed over Sophie’s breasts, pinching her nipples until Sophie gasped into her mouth. Sophie’s own hands gripped Jessie’s hips, pulling her closer. The room filled with the sound of breathy moans and wet, hungry kisses. Lindsay watched them with parted lips, eyes shining with lust.

“Sit back against the wall,” she told me. I scrambled into position, spine pressed to the headboard.

She climbed into my lap, straddling me with deliberate slowness until her weight settled on me. Her warmth radiated through the thin silk between us. She seized my wrists and guided my hands to her breasts, pressing them firmly into my palms. My cock swelled painfully beneath my panties, straining for release.

Across the room, Jessie and Sophie had shifted to the other bed. Sophie lay on her back while Jessie lowered herself in reverse, the two of them locked in a perfect tangle of mouths and thighs. They moaned into each other’s flesh, Jessie’s fingers sliding inside Sophie while Sophie’s tongue disappeared between Jessie’s slick folds.

My mouth watered. I had never seen anything so raw, so beautiful, and it made me throb with helpless need.

Lindsay removed my hands from her breasts and guided one downward. She spread her thighs, pressing my fingers against her slick entrance. I slid a finger inside, and the heat of her wetness nearly undid me. I wanted to thrust myself inside her so badly it hurt. But I stayed obedient, moving only as she directed.

She leaned forward, her grip on my jaw sudden and commanding. Her lips crushed against mine, tongue invading my mouth with greedy precision. When she pulled back, it wasn’t to release me—it was to replace her tongue with the swollen tip of her nipple.

“Open,” she whispered.

I did, and she pressed her breast to my mouth. I closed my lips around her, sucking eagerly. Her moans vibrated through me, her fingers stroking my wigged hair as though I really were one of the girls. My free hand worked inside her, fingers sliding in and out as she rocked her hips against me, riding the pleasure while her eyes stayed fixed on Jessie and Sophie’s naked, writhing bodies.

Jessie and Sophie began to shake and moan on the opposite bed, their bodies locked together in a frenzy of pleasure. They clutched at each other, breasts grazing against stomachs, thighs trembling as they cried into one another’s mouths. Their orgasms came in waves, raw and unrestrained, until they finally collapsed in a tangle of limbs.

When they rose again, they crossed the room to join us. My breath caught. Suddenly, I was surrounded—three naked women pressing close on every side, their skin glowing, their hair wild, their eyes sparkling with hunger. Even dressed in lingerie, stockings, and heels, I felt like the luckiest creature alive.

Lindsay guided my hands away from her pussy, arching her hips back invitingly. Jessie slid behind her and lowered her mouth to Lindsay’s slick slit. The instant her tongue touched, Lindsay’s eyes fluttered shut, her head tilting back in bliss. I teased her nipples, alternating between lips and fingers, while Jessie’s hands dug into Lindsay’s hips to hold her steady.

“Yes,” Lindsay gasped, her voice sharp and trembling. “Oh, Jessie—God—you really know how to eat a pussy.”

The command came next, firm and unrelenting. “Slide down.”

I obeyed, shifting lower on the bed. Sophie climbed over me, straddling my chest before lowering her bare pussy directly onto my mouth. From above, I could see her breasts swinging forward as she leaned into Lindsay, kissing her hungrily, their tongues twisting while their hands tugged and pinched at each other’s nipples.

My cock pulsed so hard it hurt. It felt like I might explode without ever being touched. But I shoved the frustration aside and focused on Sophie. I licked eagerly, tracing wet circles around her clit, then dipping my tongue inside her velvety walls. Her taste was intoxicating—warm, musky, and addictive. I slid a finger into her as my tongue worked her folds, coaxing out her moans, which only grew louder as she rocked against my face.

Beside us, Lindsay was already coming undone under Jessie’s expert tongue. Her thighs quivered, her nails dug into Sophie’s back, her voice rising in sharp cries of release. Watching her orgasm while Sophie writhed above me filled me with a desperate determination. I wanted—no, needed—to make Sophie come too.

My tongue ached, my jaw trembled, but I forced myself to keep working, flicking, circling, plunging. The muscles in Sophie’s hips tightened, her body tensed, and then she cried out. Her pussy clenched around my tongue, and a gush of wet heat spread across my mouth. She collapsed forward onto Lindsay as her orgasm tore through her.

By the time they finally eased off me, I was panting, my face wet, my cock so hard it throbbed painfully against the silk of my panties. I looked at the girls with pleading eyes, desperate for some kind of release. Jessie and Sophie, however, seemed sated. They were already gathering their clothes, slipping back into skirts and blouses with casual ease.

Lindsay, though, wasn’t finished. She slid down next to me, her hand pressing into my shoulder. “Roll onto your stomach.”

Confusion tightened my chest. “What for?”

Her voice dropped, commanding. “Just do as I say.”

I obeyed, pressing my chest to the mattress. My panties were tugged down, cool air rushing over my bare ass. A moment later, I felt the wet heat of her tongue—right against my most forbidden place.

I shivered violently, clutching the sheets. She licked me as though I were a woman, circling my hole, probing deeper until my moans broke loose. She licked me like I had a pussy, like I wasn’t a boy at all.

Her tongue slid inside, then fingers followed—one, then two, then three, pumping rhythmically while her lips teased my rim. The pleasure was overwhelming. My cock wept against the sheets, untouched, until I finally grabbed it myself, stroking in time with her thrusts. My other hand clawed at the bedding as my orgasm ripped through me. I came hard, shaking, spilling into my panties again.

“That was hot,” Jessie said from beside us. She was already dressed, but her eyes glittered as she watched. “Next time, I want her.”

Her words sent a flush racing to my cheeks. She had called me her. Pride bloomed strangely in my chest, mingling with humiliation. For the first time, I felt desirable not as a boy, but as a girl.

I was warming, dangerously, to the role.

Then Sophie spoke. “Now we have to send her to meet the guys.”

My eyes flew open, panic flooding me. Meet the guys? My body stiffened in terror. I prayed they were only teasing.

But deep down, I knew they weren’t.


Chapter Six



Despite my panic, the girls were gentle with me. They fussed over every detail, making sure I looked the part. Sophie smoothed down the flyaways in my wig, her fingers grazing my scalp in a way that made me shiver. Jessie reapplied my makeup with quick, practiced strokes, tilting my chin this way and that until my reflection in her compact looked fresh again, almost radiant. Lindsay adjusted my uniform, unbuttoning the blouse just enough to reveal the lace of my bra, rolling the waistband of my skirt higher so it flirted with the tops of my stockings.

By the time they were finished, I looked less like a boy in disguise and more like one of them—a girl ready to be shown off. I hated that I liked it.

But fear gnawed at me as they guided me toward the boys’ wing. What if the guys thought I was hot? What if they wanted more than looking? What if they wanted to fuck me? The questions spiraled. Was I allowed to say no? Did I even want to? That last thought chilled me more than any other. Because the truth was, I enjoyed feeling girly, and I was terrified of how far I might let myself go. What if I let one of them kiss me? What if I wanted more?

And yet—what if they realized I was still a boy? Would Mrs. Blackwood expel me? Would the girls laugh at me, disappointed in their so-called toy? Nothing felt safe, no rules were clear. A million thoughts tore through me as we crossed the hallway and descended into the place I once called mine.

“What if I don’t want to do this?” I blurted suddenly, my voice catching.

Lindsay squeezed my hand, her eyes softening. “Brooke, geez. We’re not going to let anything happen that makes you uncomfortable. You may be our toy, but you’re still ours. We want you safe.” She wrapped her arms around me, and for a fleeting moment, I felt warm, protected.

I let out a long breath. “Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s go meet the boys.”

We entered my old room. Four boys were already there—three I didn’t recognize and Micah, sprawled lazily on the bed as though he’d been waiting for me. Two of the strangers were already tangled with Jessie and Sophie, their mouths devouring each other hungrily. Lindsay went straight to the third, sliding onto his lap like she belonged there.

That left Micah.

He stood and crossed to me, extending his hand. “I’m Micah,” he said with a sly smile, though of course I already knew him.

I forced my voice higher. “I’m Brooke.” My hand trembled as I placed it in his.

His eyes raked over me, predatory, hungry. “You’re very sexy, Brooke.”

The way he said it sent a tremor through me. His voice was heavier than the others’, weighted with something more dangerous. His gaze didn’t see through me—it consumed me. I was desired. The shame made my cheeks burn, but the desire made me ache.

“Thank you,” I murmured, voice hot with nerves.

He patted the spot beside him on the bed. My legs carried me there before I had a chance to think. I expected small talk, a pause, a chance to breathe. Instead, his hand slid into the back of my wig, curling against my neck. He pulled me toward him and kissed me.

I didn’t pull away.

His lips were warm, commanding. His breath smelled faintly of cedar and smoke, and the press of his body against mine made my chest tighten. His other hand settled on my thigh, fingers spreading over my stockings. My pulse pounded so fast it felt like my ribs would split.

A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it. Micah deepened the kiss instantly, sliding his tongue into my mouth. I met him hesitantly, then eagerly, swirling my tongue against his. The difference struck me at once—kissing him wasn’t like kissing Lindsay, or any girl. His tongue was firmer, his mouth more insistent, his grip more forceful. He kissed like he owned me, and to my horror, I melted.

I melted like a damsel in his arms, like the girl I was supposed to be. For a dizzy, terrifying moment, I wanted him to take me. I wanted him to make me feel like a woman.

And that was when panic snapped me back. My whole body stiffened. I pulled away, breath ragged, eyes wide.

I couldn’t let him.

Not yet.

“What’s wrong?” Micah asked, his voice low, searching.

Across the room, Lindsay broke her kiss with one of the boys and glanced over, her brow furrowing. She was studying me, trying to decide if I was uncomfortable, if I needed saving. I forced a quick smile and waved her off, silently assuring her I was fine. She gave me a small nod, then turned back to her partner, climbing into his lap and straddling him. Her hips rolled against his, slow and insistent, and the sight made my chest ache. Not long ago, those same hips had been grinding against me.

My head spun. It was all so unreal. Just last night, I had still been a boy about to lose himself in the body of a girl. Now I was here—in panties, silk against my cock, kissing another boy. Everything felt like a dream I couldn’t explain, a fevered vision that defied logic. And yet I didn’t want it to end. However strange, however dangerous, it thrilled me.

“Nothing,” I whispered back to Micah. I kissed him again, though uncertainty gnawed at me. What if he found out who I really was? Maybe he already knew. The girls had, after all. Maybe that was the point. Maybe humiliation was the game. The thought should have sickened me. Instead, it lit a fire in my gut. The idea of Micah finding out only turned me on more.

I pressed my tongue deeper into his mouth, and his hand slid up to massage my breasts. The silicone inserts shifted against my skin, pressing into my nipples. For a dizzy moment, I imagined they were real—that I was real. Micah’s kiss made me believe I could be. He was going to make me into a woman, at least for tonight. And God help me, I wanted him to.

The room pulsed around us. Two of the couples had already rolled to the floor, clothes littering the corner in a growing pile. Groans and moans mixed with the slap of mouths and the rustle of fabric. Micah peeled his shirt off, tossing it aside to join the heap. His chest was thick, rugged, covered in a light dusting of hair. My fingers traced over his muscles, then gripped his biceps. My teeth worried my lip as I stared up at him.

He smirked at my expression, then rose to his feet and unfastened his pants. The denim slid down, revealing the straining bulge in his briefs. I gasped softly, heat blooming in my cheeks. He was huge. Long and thick, the outline of his cock pressed insistently against the fabric, eager to be freed. My mouth watered with questions I’d never dared ask myself before. What would it taste like? Would it be different from Mrs. Blackwood’s cock?

Micah caught my stare, grinning cockily. He tugged his briefs down and let himself spring free. “You like what you see?” he asked.

I nodded dumbly, licking my lips. Desire curled through me, alien but undeniable. I had never wanted to suck a man before. But something about the lingerie, the girls’ laughter, the silk clinging to my cock—it had rewired me. I wanted to be one of them, fully. I wanted to take a man the way they did.

I parted my lips and leaned in, wrapping them around his thick, bulbous head. The familiar pleasure washed over me instantly, that same strange, wrong sensation I had felt with Mrs. Blackwood—only stronger now, heavier, more real. My tense muscles melted as the weight of his cock slid along the roof of my mouth. It was fast becoming my favorite feeling.

I worked him deeper, sucking until he filled half my throat. Micah’s hand pressed firmly against the back of my head, pushing me farther, forcing me to gag on him. My eyes watered, but I didn’t stop. When he pulled back, then thrust again, the wet sounds of my mouth seemed to echo across the room.

I glanced around through my tears, and my stomach twisted. Everyone was watching us. The girls had slowed their movements to look. The boys groaned, stroking their partners harder as they took in the sight of me—Brooke—on my knees with Micah’s cock in my mouth. We were their entertainment, their inspiration, their dirty little secret. And the realization made my cock strain harder in its cage of silk.

Micah pumped into me a few more times, each thrust deeper, rougher. Then, abruptly, he pulled free. My lips glistened with spit, my chest heaving. He sat on the bed beside me, eyes never leaving my face, and reached for my blouse. His fingers unbuttoned it slowly, deliberately, stripping it from my shoulders.

I rose to my feet without thinking. He dropped to his knees, tugging my skirt down. Panic surged through me. My eyes shut tight. He’s going to see. He’s going to know.

“What the fuck?” His voice cracked sharp as a whip.

My eyes flew open. His face was twisted in shock, horror etched across his features.

“I’m sorry,” I stammered, shame washing over me in a hot wave.

“Is this some kind of joke?”

Around us, the room went still. The other couples froze. Lindsay turned, a wicked smile curving her lips.

“Remember your old roommate?” she said lightly. “Brody is now Brooke.”

The girls laughed, delighted. The boys gasped, some in shock, some in something darker. My whole body flushed crimson. I had never been so humiliated in my life. But my cock—my traitorous cock—throbbed harder against my panties.

Micah stared at me, his jaw tight. Then, slowly, his expression softened into something almost hungry. “How’d you get so hot?” he asked finally. “I mean… I know you’re a dude, but I still kind of want to fuck you.”

His words stunned me. My mind reeled back to Mrs. Blackwood. When I had discovered her secret, I hadn’t stopped wanting her either. I had wanted her even more.

Now Micah was looking at me the same way.

“Then fuck me,” I said. My voice rang with confidence, but inside I was trembling, my skin alive with nerves.

“Oh, I’m going to fuck you,” Micah growled, a gleam of hunger in his eyes. “You’re going to get the pounding of your life.”

A shiver rippled down my spine. Before I could prepare myself, he grabbed me and threw me onto the bed, face-down, my cheek pressed to the sheets. The springs squealed beneath us. He opened his nightstand drawer, pulling out a bottle of lube with a casualness that sent a thrill of dread through me. Around us, the room stilled. The other guys watched with curious, almost hungry expressions, while the girls leaned in, wide-eyed, as though they might come just from witnessing the scene.

Micah yanked my panties down in one swift motion, the silk snapping against my thighs before pooling at my knees. The air hit my bare skin, making me flush with shame and excitement. He squirted lube into his palm, the slick sound loud in the charged silence, then pressed his fingers between my cheeks.

The first wet finger slid into me, and I moaned despite myself. Thank God Lindsay had already loosened me a little—otherwise I might have cried out. My eyelids fluttered shut, blocking out the stares, and I let myself sink into the feeling of being opened, explored.

Then another finger slipped inside. Micah moved them slowly, tenderly, easing me into it with surprising patience. My body arched into the rhythm, though my mind whispered that he was only preparing me for something far bigger, far rougher.

A sudden tug at my chin forced my eyes open. A cock hovered inches from my face—thick, veined, swollen. One of the other boys had left Sophie to join in my punishment. His grin told me this wasn’t charity.

My lips parted instinctively. He pushed himself inside, the blunt head filling my mouth until it pressed against the roof. I groaned around his shaft, vibrating against him, already addicted to the sensation. This was quickly becoming my new favorite way to be used.

While I gagged and sucked, Micah pressed the slick head of his cock against my ass. The first push burned, splitting me open in sharp stabs of pain. I cried out, muffled by the cock in my throat. He paused, pulled back, then pressed forward again. Pain flared, then receded. He was careful—too careful. He was stretching me slowly, drawing out the anticipation.

Across the room, Jessie circled her clit furiously, her gaze locked on me. Sophie had a hand between her own thighs, her lips parted in fascination. Their moans blended with mine, the air thick with sex.

I slid a hand down my slim stomach and wrapped it around my own cock. Stroking distracted me from the ache as Micah pushed deeper. Inch by inch, he filled me until I was stretched around his thickness, my body quivering. What should have been humiliating became a dizzy rush of bliss. My mouth was full, my ass was full, my hand worked frantically. I was everyone’s entertainment—and their arousal only stoked mine.

Micah adjusted, sliding his legs higher on the bed to find his angle. I twisted slightly to open my throat more for the blond boy fucking my mouth. I didn’t even know his name, and somehow that made it hotter—like I was just a body, a toy for him to use.

Micah began to thrust harder, his breath coming in sharp grunts. The blond boy rocked his hips, pushing deep, groaning as my lips sealed around him. My throat spasmed as I gagged, my tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of his shaft.

The blond’s hands wrapped tight around my head, pulling me down on him with brutal rhythm. At the same time, Micah’s grip tightened on my hips as he slammed into me, harder, faster, driving me into the mattress.

The pain was gone. All that was left was fire. Pleasure consumed me—shameful, forbidden, irresistible. The more they used me, the more they owned me, the harder my cock grew. It was stone in my hand, straining, desperate. I gripped it as tightly as I could, chasing the inevitable.

When I glanced at the girls, Jessie was astride one of the men. Her body moved with wild, urgent rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of her slick, tight pussy. She pressed her palms against his chest for balance, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. But her eyes—her eyes were locked on me. She hardly blinked, as though watching me unravel was giving her as much pleasure as the cock inside her.

Her stare made my imagination spiral. I pictured my asshole transformed into a wet, greedy pussy like Jessie’s, imagined Micah fucking me as though I were the same kind of slut she was. The thought twisted my shame into heat, burning so hot I could barely think.

Through it all, one reckless idea gnawed at me: what if Mrs. Blackwood walked in right now? Would she scold us, punish us, turn the whole room into her stage? Or would she join, slipping that secret cock between my lips or into my ass, showing the others exactly what she had made of me? Did anyone else know about her truth, the way I did now? Or was it only our secret—hers and mine, bound together in a way no one else could understand?

Micah slammed into me harder, pulling me back to reality. His hands pressed into my back, his hips pounding me down into the mattress with raw, unrestrained force. Behind me, he grunted, sweat dripping onto my skin. In front, the blond boy held his cock deep in my throat. I gagged around him, eyes watering, my airway tight. But instead of resisting, I leaned into it. I liked being choked while my ass was stuffed, used, owned.

My head swam. My vision blurred at the edges. Bliss surged through me in rolling waves until I was lost to it completely. My hand worked my cock frantically, silk sliding against my palm. A sharp cry tore from my throat as I came, hot ropes spilling across my stomach. My body trembled, but my hunger didn’t abate—I was desperate for more.

Micah howled behind me, and a sudden rush of heat filled me as he unloaded inside my ass. The thick warmth spread through me, shocking in its intimacy. He hadn’t bothered with a condom, and I was glad. I loved the rawness, the claim of his bare cock inside me. It completed me in a way I couldn’t deny.

The blond boy followed, groaning as his cock jerked in my throat. His salty, pungent come flooded my mouth, thick and overwhelming. I swallowed greedily, desperate to take every drop. It was filthy, forbidden, perfect—and I loved it.

The men pulled out one by one, their chests heaving as they collapsed back into the tangle of bodies. Jessie’s cries echoed through the room as she rode her orgasm out, screaming as the boy beneath her slammed up into her. Lindsay and Sophie, unable to resist, had leaned in to lick at Jessie’s breasts, teasing her nipples with their tongues until she writhed and broke entirely.

I collapsed onto the bed, my body spent, my skin slick with sweat. My chest rose and fell in ragged breaths. As the high ebbed, I watched Jessie’s own climax ease, her shudders softening as she lay across the bed, hair plastered to her forehead, lips parted. The sight was almost beautiful.

I couldn’t stop thinking how grateful I was to the girls for bringing me here, for claiming me as theirs. Grateful even for Mrs. Blackwood catching me last night. If she hadn’t, none of this would have happened.

I wondered if she had planned it all—if she had known this wouldn’t feel like punishment to me at all. Maybe she had seen something in me that I hadn’t yet dared to see in myself. This was only my first day living as a crossdresser, but already I couldn’t imagine going back.

[image: ]


The semester blurred by once classes began. By then, everyone knew my secret, yet they chose to keep up the illusion. To them, I was Brooke. Even the teachers knew. A few of them looked at me strangely, their gazes lingering a little too long on the hem of my skirt, as if trying to catch a glimpse of the truth underneath. I didn’t mind. I loved the attention.

I had become the academy’s little toy, its private indulgence. Whenever anyone wanted something new, something daring, they called on me. And I gave myself to them willingly.

Still, some relationships grew deeper. Micah and I became close—closer than I ever expected. Lindsay too. They were the ones I saw most, the ones who touched me not just in groups but in private. Sometimes it was all three of us, tangled together in heat and laughter. Sometimes it was just Micah and me, sometimes only Lindsay. Micah even took me out on a proper date one night, walking hand in hand as though we were an ordinary couple. With Lindsay, I found quiet comfort—cuddling on her bed, watching movies, kissing softly until the world faded away.

Those nights, when it was just the two of them and me—no crowd, no performance—those were my favorite.

By then, I had learned to function outside these walls as Brooke. I convinced strangers everywhere I went, passing without question. Sometimes I wondered how I’d tell my parents—or if I even would. For now, it didn’t matter.

All I wanted was the swish of a short skirt against my thighs, the hug of silk panties, the weight of a wig brushing my shoulders. That was enough. The rest, I told myself, would work itself out.
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