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TEACHER’S PET

Jake is a bright, talented student, top of his class, and he knows it. He’s spent his entire academic career making his teachers’ and his professors’ lives a misery because he knows he can get away with it.

Nothing lasts forever though, and when Jake meets Mr Green, the handsome older teacher all the girls are crushing on, his decision to test his teacher’s patience backfires. Or maybe Jake is finally going to get what he’s needed all along...

Jake is coasting on his smarts.

He’s top of his class and he takes pride in knowing more than even his teachers, reminding them at every opportunity just how intelligent and knowledgeable he is. But then he meets his new teacher, the one all the girls seem to have a crush on.

Mr Green has heard all about Jake, and he knows just how to handle a student that’s determined to disrupt his class. When Jake finally shows his colours in one of Mr Green’s lectures, the handsome older teacher acts.

So begins Jake’s slow transformation from teacher’s nightmare, to teacher’s pet as Mr Green teaches the disruptive student that there are consequences for misbehaving and rewards for being a good girl.

Jake, stubborn to the end, resists at first, struggling against the corruption, the gradual feminization, but in the end, there is no resisting the lure of a life as his Teacher’s Pet…

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


One

Jake was well known amongst the teachers at his college for a number of reasons. The first was his academic ability. Jake was one of the most talented students they’d had in a long time, naturally gifted, smart and creative and adaptable. There was no subject he didn’t excel at. He was remarkable.

But he was also a delinquent. Which was the second thing he was well known for.

As smart and cunning and able as he was he rarely needed to work even a fraction as hard as his peers to exceed them, so he had become lazy. And that laziness had led to boredom.

Boredom along with a creative, intelligent mind had led to mischief, which had in turn led to trouble. And it was trouble that Jake was most well known for.

All of his teachers had respect for his remarkable abilities, and they all knew he could go far if he actually worked, but all of them had grown tired of his antics in their lessons. He was rude, surly, disruptive, and just generally awful to have around, but, as good as his marks were—and he was top in all his classes by quite a margin—it was impossible for them to kick him out.

And Jake knew it. He knew he was immune from the harshest punishments. So, since he was willing to put up with the complaints and grumbles from his teachers, cocky that he would at the next opportunity show just how smart and capable he was, he became worse. He was untouchable, brilliant, and bored, which was an awful combination, at least from his teachers' perspective.

From Jake’s perspective, life was just one long game, a game that he was winning, and everyone else… well, he didn’t really care about anyone else, since he was having a great time.

And as he started his final year in college, he was adamant he was going to have the best time yet, which was why he swaggered into his first lecture with a big grin on his face and an arrogant skip in his step. He’d never taken the class before and had never met the professor, but he was sure it was going to be just as easy as everything else in his life, and just as fun.

Mr Green was new, had started just that year, and Jake had heard he had quite a prestigious reputation. He was, apparently, very well regarded in his field, and his students all had excellent things to say about his teaching, but Jake figured it would just be another adult trying to tell him what to do, how to think, all the while getting frustrated that Jake was clearly smarter and more capable than him without even trying.

It was the story of his life. He was used to it. But he knew how to make it enjoyable.

So Jake wasn’t worried. He was determined. Determined to make his final year at college the best year yet. Even if it made his teachers’ years their worst ones ever.
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“Ah, Mr Cooper. Jake, right?”

Jake looked up at the mention of his name. He caught the eye of the young man sitting on the desk at the front of the room.

“Mr Green?” He said, smirking.

The man seemed comfortable, and confident. Jake had seen that look a dozen times before, teachers who thought they could tame him, teach him how to behave, who thought that if they could just engage his mind, keep him interested, that he’d cause fewer problems. He’d seen it dozens of times, from dozens of different teachers who’d tried dozens of different methods.

There had been only one constant. They had all failed. Each and every one of them had failed, just as Mr Green was going to fail.

“Indeed.” Mr Green said, still smiling. “I’d heard you were pretty smart and observant.”

Jake smirked. Mr Green was young for a professor with his reputation, so he obviously wasn’t an idiot, but he clearly wasn’t that smart. Yet, there was something about him that intrigued Jake.

He was tall, slim, dressed in dark grey trousers and a light blue shirt, the sleeves rolled up. He was well built, with obvious definition beneath his shirt, his chest broad, arms thick, and his exposed forearms almost rippled with muscle.

He clearly took good care of himself, which was more than most of his past professors, and he could almost be said to be good-looking, which is why Jake figured he was so confident. He probably had most of the female students, and maybe the odd male one too, fawning over him, desperate to get his attention.

But Jake wasn’t like that. For one, he didn’t fawn over anyone, ever, and for two, he just didn’t swing that way. Jake was a lady's man, or at least he was when he could catch a girl's eye, which was not as often as Jake liked.

“It’s really not that big of a leap in logic to assume the one unknown face in the room, sitting on the teacher's desk, is the new lecturer, so I wouldn’t say me guessing you were the new teacher was either that smart or that observant, but if you want to flatter me in the hopes I’ll be nice to you you’re welcome to try. You should know though that it won’t work. I’ll be treating you the same way I treat everyone. I’m very egalitarian like that.”

Jake’s smirk became a grin. He figured he’d put the new teacher in his place neatly and efficiently, but… Mr Green just kept smiling.

He looked completely unphased, his blue eyes sharp and bright and unnervingly confident, almost cocky. Jake could tell he was confident, but then given how annoyingly handsome he was, with his dashing features, good body, and his flowing shoulder-length chestnut brown hair, he was probably used to getting his own way.

That he was evidently smarter than average, as demonstrated by his reputation, had probably only added to his confidence. But Jake would soon show him who was in charge.

“Yes, I’d heard about your… attitude.” Mr Green’s smile widened. “And let’s just say I’ve been looking forward to meeting you and getting to know you. Now, care to take a seat so we can begin?”

Jake just scoffed, shaking his head. Mr Green could play at being in charge but Jake knew from experience that the cocky, arrogant, confident teachers were always the most fun to watch crumble, and were always the fastest to break, so he was sure of one thing. He was going to have fun with his new teacher.
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Over the next week, Jake had four lectures with Mr Green, and each went just like the first. Mr Green made a point to greet Jake, Jake was dismissive, even rude, and Mr Green ignored it, smiling his cocky, charming smile, while he set about teaching.

Jake, normally relatively ambivalent about his teachers, grew to hate the way Mr Green would greet him as though they were friends, the way he would ignore his taunts or remarks as though he were above them, and the way he’d look so utterly smug. And to make things worse, the rest of the class, many of whom Jake counted as friends, seemed to love their new teacher.

“He’s kind of cute.” Said one girl Jake had been trying to charm for a few months.

“Kind of? He’s hot! I keep asking for extra study sessions, to try to get my grade up, because you know how much I struggle, but he keeps saying he’s busy and that I don’t need them. It’s like he’s avoiding me!” Another girl, one Jake had had a crush on for almost a year, said.

“Well I can’t say about cute, but he’s a pretty good teacher.” One of Jake’s male friends said. “He knows the subject inside-out and backwards, and he’s pretty funny and engaging. Hell, if you paid attention Jake even you might learn something.”

His friends had all chuckled at that. Jake was well known as the smartest among them, and he was infamous for causing trouble and annoying their teachers, so to have them treat their new teacher with so much sudden awe and respect, over even him, made his temper flare.

It didn’t help that all of Jake’s attempts to cause problems or disrupt class had gone ignored. All his attempts to irritate or insult or mock, all his attempts to cause a distraction in class or get under his teacher’s skin had been overlooked, brushed to the side, and Mr Green seemed to treat Jake’s bad behaviour more like the annoying buzz of an insect beneath his notice, rather than something he needed to deal with.

And to make it all worse, under all his irritation and disdain, Jake couldn’t help but develop a begrudging respect for his new teacher. Watching him discuss the subject it was clear he really was quite intelligent and knowledgeable, and his teaching style was very engaging and entertaining, while also being informative and succinct.

And to top it off, he really was cute. Which was perhaps the thing that irritated Jake the most.

Mr Green was undeniably handsome. He was tall, and broad, toned without looking like an overly muscled gym bro, while his face was rugged enough to be dashing while soft enough to seem caring, sweet, and intelligent. The way he’d smile at Jake as he said hello at the start of every lesson, the sparkle in his eyes, was uttering vexing.

And Jake just poured all that vexation into his misbehaviour. As the lessons wore on Jake became more and more of a disruption. He became ruder, surlier, more irritating, louder, more brash.

But still Mr Green paid him no attention. He ignored him utterly, and instead just continued on with his lessons, not even attempting to discipline him or correct his behaviour. He carried on with his teaching, and it was like Jake wasn’t even there, but, finally Jake had enough. He wasn’t about to be defeated by some stuck-up teacher just because he was smarter and better looking than any of Jake’s other teachers, and Jake definitely wasn’t going to be ignored.

So, Jake came up with a plan.
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Over the weekend Jake did something he never did. He studied.

He poured over Mr Green’s published papers and books, and he devoured the reference material. He looked at the breakdown for the course he was on, and made a best guess for what components Mr Green would be teaching next, then he set about teaching himself everything he could learn. He prepared himself for battle.

So, by the time the first lesson of the next week came around, he was ready. He was going to put Mr Green firmly in his place. As he made his way into the lecture he smiled and greeted his teacher with a big smile and warm hello—and he was delighted to note a small look of surprise on Mr Green’s face.

Perhaps he thought Jake had been won over, that he was going to behave now. If he thought that though he was very mistaken.

As the lesson started Mr Green launched into an analysis of one of the areas Jake had guessed, and Jake’s smile widened. He’s spent a lot of time learning everything he could about this part of the subject, and he knew he was as prepared as he was ever going to be.

He waited for Mr Green to continue, grinning, and waited until just the right moment before putting his hand up to raise a question. Mr Green stopped, looked at Jake, and smiled—that same charming smile, those infuriatingly dazzling eyes.

“Yes Jake, you had a question?”

Jake smirked. He didn’t have a question. He had a correction. If it had been five years earlier what Mr Green was teaching would have been correct, but it wasn’t five years earlier. It was now, and the subject had clearly moved on from when he’d last done his research.

Jake spared no disdain or dismissal when he let him know. He made sure to go into excruciating detail about why and how Mr Green was wrong, including his sources. Mr Green though… just kept smiling.

“Yes, absolutely.” He said.

He seemed… unperturbed. Unbothered.

“Of course what Jake is saying is absolutely true. In fact, I actually was one of the interviewers for the viva for the PhD student whose work was referenced in the paper you were quoting. A lovely young woman. You’d get on well with her Jake.” Mr Green said. “However, we can’t always teach current understandings. Obviously, due to the time taken to correct syllabi and to update textbooks etcetera, we can’t always be on the cutting edge. One of the problems with teaching the subject at a basic level. However, nothing I have said is wrong per se, just… perhaps less right than it might be.”

Jake could feel his fury growing. How had Mr Green again turned this to his advantage?

“However, I applaud Jake’s work in going above and beyond just what is taught in the classroom. That’s the mark of an excellent and motivated student. I was told you were bright. If you’d be willing, I’d very much like to chat after class?”

Jake glared at his teacher. He shrugged.

“Jake? I want to see you after class. Understood?”

Mr Green’s voice was suddenly a lot less warm and friendly, an almost commanding tone. Jake realised he had won. He’d finally got under his teacher’s skin. He’d irritated Mr Green.

His professor might be doing his best not to show it, but Jake had won. Now all he had to do was go see him after class and bask in the reaction he’d earned.


Two

It was the end of the day when Jake arrived at Mr Green’s office. Part of him wanted to not bother, just to annoy his teacher further, but the other part, the part that won, wanted to see just how annoyed his professor was with him.

After a week of being ignored, Jake was willing to pretend to be obedient so that he could see he’d won. So, it was with a smile on his lips and a skip in his steps that he turned up at Mr Green’s door.

Jake stopped outside and thought for a moment about knocking, then decided against it, instead choosing to just push the door open and enter without even being invited. The door swung open easily, and Jake stepped in, delighting in the surprised reaction on his teacher’s face, the look of bewilderment and annoyance.

“You know it is customary to knock, don’t you?” Mr Green said.

“Maybe.” Jake said, smirking.

And then, without waiting to be asked, he sat in the chair opposite Mr Green. He could not stop smiling.

Yet he could feel the familiar sense of disdain rising up, annoyance and irritation. His teacher really was quite charming and intelligent, perhaps almost as smart as Jake, and he was also… attractive.

Or at least Jake had heard that others thought he was attractive. Jake certainly didn’t think he was attractive or cute. Just because he was all the things Jake wasn’t, that didn’t make him hot.

And therein was perhaps the greatest source of Jake's annoyance. Mr Green might be smart and charming and witty, but it was how he looked that irritated him most. How he looked was a reminder of what Jake wasn’t, what he could never be.

Mr Green was tall, broad, handsome, whereas Jake was none of those things. Jake might be smart, but he was also short, and thin, and very aware that he was lacking in traditional masculinity.

Seeing Mr Green, hearing the girls in his class fawn over him, hearing the boys admire him, was just a stark reminder. Jake might be smart, but he’d never be looked at the way people looked at men like Mr Green, and Jake hated it. He hated it, hated that small core of niggling insecurity, that doubt and worry, that sense of never fitting in, and in the end, all of that came out in how he behaved.

He knew it, he was smart enough to understand it, but that didn’t mean he was willing to face it or address it. Jake was more than happy to just vent his anger and dissatisfaction and unhappiness out on others through his behaviour.

And that was exactly what he was planning on doing.

“I was warned you were… a problem.” Mr Green said, managing to remain calm. “But I was hoping you might be sufficiently engaged in my classes to behave. I pride myself on being a patient, entertaining teacher, and I was happy to give you time to settle, but you seem adamant you want to cause trouble. Why is that Jake? You’re obviously smart, and talented, so why squander that ability?”

Jake’s smile widened. He felt that familiar spark of joy knowing he’d won. Here came the lecture about how he could achieve great things if only he put his mind to it, if only he behaved. But Jake was never going to behave.

Causing trouble and being a free, wild spirit was just too much fun.

“What can I say? I guess I’m just happy having fun and getting by with top marks without even trying, so… why bother?”

Jake watched his teacher closely, waiting for a reaction.

And Mr Green did react. Yet, it was the last reaction Jake expected. He looked almost… pleased.

“Very well. If you want to continue along this path I can’t say I didn’t try with you. Fortunately, I’m used to dealing with talented troublemakers, so I think I know just how to motivate you.”

Jake opened his mouth to speak but before he could Mr Green shushed him, and the gesture and the sound surprised Jake just enough that he did as he was told. Mr Green took advantage of that to reach out to pick up a manilla folder and toss it across the desk to Jake. Jake opened it and began to leaf through the contents.

There was so much in there that it took Jake a moment to mentally process what he was looking at. As realisation dawned he felt the fire drain out of him and his hands began to shake.

“You can’t… this is… this is all fake. I never…”

“Now Jake, this is no time to go around casting aspersions. Not with all the proof I have that you’ve been cheating this whole time you’ve been at this college.” Mr Green smiled.

Jake felt himself go cold. He looked up from the papers in his lap, the proof, and looked across the desk into Mr Green’s charming blue eyes. Only they seemed suddenly a lot less charming, and a lot more cunning. Had Jake underestimated his teacher?

“Now, as you can see, I have quite extensive proof that you’ve been cheating for at least the last few years, and who knows how much longer. I imagine your other teachers will be very interested to learn that their most disruptive student hasn’t been excelling in their subject due to natural ability or intellect, but by cheating. I shouldn’t wonder if they’d all be arguing to have your grades rescinded and you kicked out.”

Jake stared at Mr Green with wide eyes, in shock, stunned, unable to believe what he was hearing. But…

“I’ve never cheated.” Jake protested.

Mr Green just smiled.

“Semantics. The proof is all there.”

“You… you must have faked it.” Jake said.

“That’s quite the accusation. And one you’re free to make, of course. But who do you think people will believe? The teacher with the excellent reputation, or the petulant child who’s been causing problems for years? You’ve spent so long being a nuisance, relying on your natural ability, that you’ve forgone the task of developing a pleasant personality or a decent work ethic. I should think most teachers, and many of your peers, would only be too eager to believe me. It’d soothe their egos quite a bit to know that you weren’t smart, but merely a cheat.”

Jake shifted in his chair. It couldn’t be happening. His grades, his smarts, and his mind were what kept him safe, what kept him immune from punishment. If Mr Green made people think he was just average, and a cheat, then he’d lose… he'd lose everything.

“What do you want?” Jake said, speaking through gritted teeth. “Money? You want me to behave in your class? You want me to say sorry?”

Mr Green chuckled.

“Now you understand. However, I want nothing more than to help you Jake. I see your ability, and I think you are a remarkable young person. However, I think you could be better, and I’m going to help you realise your full potential.”

Jake was silent for a moment. He glared at his teacher, seething with rage and hate.

The whole situation was ridiculous. Jake didn’t need to be helped to be better, least of all by Mr Green.

Who did he think he was?

Jake was smart and capable, and he had a bright future ahead of him, probably. Or at least he did if Mr Green stayed out of his way.

“And how are you going to make me better?” Jake asked, his words almost a hiss.

Mr Green chuckled again.

“That there, is the fun part.”
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Jake arrived home and tossed the bag Mr Green had given him on the bed, then threw himself after it. He wanted to scream, wanted to rage, but he didn’t. He just needed to think…

In the end, the offer Mr Green had made was simple enough. He would either go to the school authorities with the proof that Jake had been cheating, or Jake could agree to behave himself. Jake had, reluctantly, agreed to behave, at least for now, until he could work out how he could demonstrate that Mr Green had faked his proof.

Mr Green had been delighted at that. Jake had expected a punishment or something. Instead Mr Green had just dismissed him, with the instruction to return tomorrow, and, as proof that he was willing to behave, was willing to be obedient, he needed to show that he could follow instruction.

Which was where the bag came in.

“Take this, take it home, and open it when you are alone. If you are going to learn to behave, you need to learn to follow orders. There are orders for you in that bag. Obey them to the letter.” Mr Green had said. “When you return tomorrow, your adherence to my instructions will be noted. If you fail any of the steps you’ll be reported. Do well, and you’ll be rewarded.”

Jake had tried to argue but Mr Green had been stoic, unwilling to hear any of what Jake had to say. The gentle, kind, sweet teacher was gone, replaced instead with a stern, intimidating disciplinarian who sent a shiver along Jake's spine as he spoke.

Mr Green held all the power and he knew it. Jake was not used to being so outmanoeuvred.

“You have a choice in all things Jake, even in this. The choice is obey me, or get found out as a cheat and a fraud. It’s really very simple. And if you choose to obey you obey me utterly. You do everything I say. I will add though, that I think this will be good for you. A wild, intelligent soul like you needs discipline and boundaries. You need to learn how to be polite, how to behave. I think this is just what you need, and if you stopped being so stubborn and truculent, you might even enjoy it.”

Jake had grumbled, but there was nothing he could do. So, he had taken the bag and returned home. And still… he had no idea what it was he’d committed himself to.

“Guess it’s time I found out what I’ve let myself in for.” Jake said.

And with that, he turned his attention to the bag.
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Jake was not prepared for what he found.

“It has to be a joke, a prank, right?” Jake said, his voice shaking with fear and anger and something… more.

He stared at the things he had found in the bag. He wasn’t sure what he’d been imagining but it wasn’t what he’d found. Jake could barely believe what he’d found.

And he’d assumed it was a mistake at first, until he read the instruction. They left no doubt that it was intended for him.

Was Mr Green mocking him? Was it because Jake was small and slim? Was it about more than punishing him? Was it about humiliating him too?

Jake knew he’d never been the most masculine of boys, and that he’d never be the most masculine of men, but still, to be faced with what he was being asked to do was an insult, a mockery, right? It had to be.

Mr Green was trying to prove that he was better than Jake, to show him that he was more of a man. Jake knew he was small and slim, that his features were, at best, androgynous, that his shoulders were narrow and his hands were small, but… this? This was all too much.

On the bed lay a pair of black satin and lace panties, a pair of black silk hold-up stockings, and a small metal device that looked almost like a puzzle. Beside that was a second, smaller bag, a wash bag like Jake might take on holiday, containing several bathroom products, products he would need if he were to follow the instructions.

But he couldn’t really follow the instructions, could he? To do that would be to admit defeat, and, worse than the defeat, was the strange sense of uncomfortable shame Jake was feeling, the fear, the anxiety at being faced with the objects on the bed.

Mr Green wanted Jake to shave his entire body, and then dress in panties, and stockings, and fit himself with the chastity cage. There was no way Jake could do that. There was no way he would do that.

But to not do it would mean… Jake took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“I suppose I can at least try it.” He said.

Even the thought chilled him. Shaving his body hair would mean stripping away one of the few obvious outward signs of his masculinity, and the idea of wearing panties and stockings was abhorrent to him, but if he didn’t do it he’d lose everything.

He needed to bide his time until he could work out how to do something about Mr Green and his proof. He needed to go along with it all, for now. But he didn’t know if he could.

Yet he knew the least he could do was try. He could always shave, and try the panties and stockings on. If they felt awful, if the thought of wearing them as punishment was so bad that losing everything was preferable then so be it, but…

“Maybe it won’t be so bad.” He said to himself.

And that be believed it, that part of him really wasn’t disgusted or put out by the idea of shaving his body, wearing girly panties, stocking, that part of him was almost curious was perhaps the thing that scared him most of all.
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Jake stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in just a towel, his whole body tingling in a way it never had before. It had taken almost an hour to get the job done, but he’d done it, and it hadn’t been as bad as he’d been expecting.

Mr Green had at least been thorough and had provided Jake with everything he needed to get the job done. Jake had used the hair removal cream to get most of his body smooth—his legs, arms, belly, armpits, chest, even his butt cheeks—and had then used the razor to shave his more delicate areas—his crotch, butt-crack.

After that, he had showered to clean up, and once done in the shower he’d dried off and used the body lotion he’d been given to moisturise, since his skin felt raw and tingly and sensitive. The lotion, to his annoyance, was perfumed with a particularly feminine scent, flowers and musk and sweet fruit.

And yet the whole experience had not been as bad as Jake had been expecting. It was true that losing his body hair had made a significant difference to how he looked, and to how he felt, but it wasn’t as humiliating as he’d feared. If anything, it was oddly thrilling.

“Now for the underwear.” Jake said.

With that Jake moved to the bed and picked up the panties that lay there, feeling them in his hand for a moment. They were so small and delicate, and so soft, undeniably feminine, girly. It really would be humiliating to wear something like that as punishment.

Mr Green knew that though. That was why he was doing it Jake figured. But Jake had little choice, so he gritted his teeth and slipped them on, shivering as the soft silk caressed up his calves and thighs, tugging them snugly into place over his butt. They felt better than he expected, oddly comfortable and sensual. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. If he refused to be embarrassed and ashamed then Mr Green’s punishment would have lost quite a lot of its power.

With that in mind, Jake picked up the stockings. They were even more sheer and delicate than the panties.

Jake sat to put them on, bunching them up and then slipping the first stocking over his foot. As he pulled it up, unrolling it, the silk clung to his smooth skin. He felt a shiver run up his spine, a throbbing in his crotch.

The whole experience was so much more sensual and exciting than he had expected. The silk clung to his legs, tight, caressing, and he could feel his skin prickle, a dizziness as he pulled the first stocking on.

Once it was pulled up and into the place he adjusted the lacy top, the tacky material inside adhering to his skin to hold it in place. Compared to his bare leg his stocking-clad leg looked shapely and sexy and feminine, and it felt… almost pleasant.

Grinning, cheeks aching, unable to stop himself from smiling, Jake pulled on the second stocking, and again the sensation of it unfurling over his smooth skin was a delight. Once he was done he took a deep breath to calm himself down, his cock aching, growing slightly hard in his pretty panties.

“That’s… not so bad.” He said to himself.

It really wasn’t as bad as he’d feared. It felt almost pleasant in some ways, and really it was much better than having his whole life ruined by a teacher who had a vendetta against him. Yet, still, he knew it wasn’t over.

There was still the last thing in the bag. The small metal device that lay on the bed next to him. The chastity cage.

Jake took another deep breath to prepare himself, then reached out to pick it up. It was heavier than it looked, cool to touch, small, the mechanism more complicated than it had initially appeared though after some study he worked out how it was supposed to be fitted.

And that thought chilled him. It was supposed to be fitted over his cock and balls, caging him so his cock was useless. The cage was tiny. Clearly Mr Green was doing this to mock him.

But Jake was not going to let him win. He was going to do everything it took to bide his time and then, when he’d worked out how he’d faked that proof, he was going to ruin him. But first… he needed to fit the cage.

That, however, was going to be a problem, because shaving, showering, and then slipping on the silky, sensual, feminine underwear, had got his cock hard.
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Jake stood looking at himself in the mirror. His head was spinning. Why was he even doing this? Was this really going to help him normalise his situation?

Yet Jake knew if he was going to do this, if he was going to go along with Mr Green’s demands, for now at least, then he needed to face the mirror, face the reality of it all, and accept it. He needed to own how he looked.

And in the end, that turned out to be easier than Jake thought.

Without his body hair, he looked, if anything, smaller, daintier, almost petite, and he felt oddly sensitive, which was actually quite pleasant, but it was the way the lack of hair forced him to really see himself for the first time in years that really shook Jake.

As he stared at himself in the mirror he realised he really wasn’t as unattractive as he thought. Sure, he might not be the traditional man, but his body was lean, toned.

In the panties and stockings, his lean figure looked almost… hot, though in a particularly feminine, girly way, with his ass looking toned and peachy, his legs long and lean and smooth. Even his chest, hairless, looked cute, small pink nipples, narrow shoulders, lean arms.

Without thinking Jake shifted, wiggling his hips, and he couldn’t help but giggle. Looking in the mirror never felt good, but today he actually didn’t hate his reflection. True, it wasn’t him, was instead another human, a prettier, cuter, sexier human, one who was smooth and alluring, in lingerie—and Jake didn’t wear lingerie because he was a boy, a man, and was only doing it because he had no other choice—but that human was still hot.

As he shifted, wiggling his ass and hips, he giggled, blushing. It really wasn’t that bad, and it was, oddly, not humiliating in the slightest.

Jake could feel the shame in him, that bubbling unpleasantness in his belly at knowing that what he was doing was wrong, but he found he was actually quite liking how the lingerie felt, how the panties and stocking felt, especially over his smooth, sensitive skin. And he’d never been someone who believed in just doing things because you were told you were supposed to do them. He’d always been too smart and wilful and devious for his own good, so he was used to breaking rules.

Yet, for some reason breaking this rule seemed worse, like it was gnawing at his core, at something deep inside of him. Still, the fact that he had no choice, that he was being forced, made it easier to bear.

He just needed to get on with trying on the final part of his punishment. The cage.

And to do that he needed to get rid of his hard-on. The hard-on he’d had since slipping on the panties and the stockings.

Jake was not ready to even think about why wearing girly panties and stockings was turning him on so much. He had far bigger things to worry about.

So, watching himself, feeling oddly liberated and bold, he shifted his panties to the side and slipped his cock out. Shaved, in panties, it looked both larger and smaller than it did normally, prettier, more feminine—Jake pondered at the thought of a cock looking feminine, but the proof was right in front of him, was right there in his hand.

As he stared at the pretty human in the mirror, smooth and sexy and cute, he began to stroke. Working his hand at an easy rhythm he soon found what felt good, and he began to work his hips in time with the stroking of his hand.

The pleasure was intense, and was only made more intense by the sensitivity of his body and the pretty lingerie he was wearing. That, combined with the image of the pretty human in the mirror masturbating was doing things to Jake.

His head felt fuzzy, and his heart beat fast. He stroked harder, faster, and his cock throbbed, swelling. Pleasure rose up. Jake Kept going, working his cute cock, pressing his stocking-clad thighs together, squirming. It felt even better than usual, and he knew it wouldn’t be long before he was cumming.

And it wasn’t.

Stroking his cock firmly Jake felt the pleasure rising up, a deep sense of bliss, cock throbbing, getting larger, harder, fatter, and he felt his balls tighten. He kept his eyes on the human in the mirror, so cute and pretty in lingerie, so smooth and sexy, masturbating.

Knowing that the reflection was him was enough to send him crashing over the edge. His whole body tensed, shivered, and his cock throbbed, hard, and then…

Jake was cumming, cumming hard, over and over, a climax more intense than any he’d had recently. He gasped, shaking, working his hips as he stroked his cock, watching himself cum.

Then as his pleasure subsided, he giggled.

“Fuck… that was… interesting.”

Jake blushed pink, then set about cleaning up his mess, using his old underwear to wipe his hand. He was breathing hard. As his cock began to soften he looked over to the bed, to the small silver device sat there, like an omen.

Jake sighed.

“I guess it won’t hurt to try it on.” He said.

Only Jake was very wrong.


Three

It was again the end of the day when Jake arrived at the door to Mr Green’s office. He was in an awful mood, irritable and on edge and very, very aware of his situation.

The night before, having just cum, his cock soft, he’d decided to try on the cage, to see if it was worth going along with Mr Green’s demands or if it was too much. He’d been giddy from cumming so hard, so fitting the cage had taken some focus and fiddling, but he had, in the end, managed it.

It was small, cramped, and almost painful, squashing his cock flat. He’d put the hard, metal part on, and had taken great pains to make sure no skin got caught and that everything was as it was supposed to be. Then he’d fitted the parts together, and he’d heard a click. A very ominous click.

The cage had locked. In his fuzzy-headed state, he hadn’t realised it had an inbuilt lock, that it would seal itself shut. Almost immediately Jake felt his heart begin to race, and as though in protest, his cock throbbed, despite having just cum, and there was a dull ache in Jake's belly as it tried, and failed, to harden.

In his panic, Jake felt the room heave, and he rushed over to the bed to search for a key, but he found none. He then turned his attention to the bag, but again came up empty-handed. There was no key.

There was no way to unlock the cage. There was no way to free himself.

He’d put it on just to try it on, not even sure if he was going to go along with his teacher’s demands, but in the end, he’d trapped himself. With the cage locked on, there was no way he could do anything but go along with Mr Green if he wanted to get the cage off.

And if he wanted the cage off he knew he was going to have to behave, which meant doing what he’d been told. Which meant… wearing the lingerie along with the cage.

Jake didn’t want to do it, but he had no choice, and he’d already shaved himself, so, with his cage locked on, it was an easy choice to wear the lingerie, especially since it did feel oddly comfortable and sensual against his smooth skin—but he wasn’t about to let Mr Green know that. So it was that Jake had spent the entire day with panties and stockings on under his usual clothes, his body smooth and pretty and sensitive, and with his caged cock locked away.

It had been very distracting, so distracting that he’d spent the day oddly quiet and reserved, not causing any trouble in his classes, instead contenting himself just to listen to what his teachers were saying for a change. Mr Green particularly seemed not notice this and just gave Jake a smug smile and a wink, as though he could tell that he’d agree to obey him, to behave.

But Jake was only agreeing for now. He wasn’t giving in. He wasn’t done yet. Not by a mile.

He was only obeying on the surface. Underneath, he was plotting. He just needed to get the cage off, and to do that he needed to behave until he could get the key.

And so Jake stopped outside Mr Green’s office door and paused. Normally he would have just pushed the door open and entered to prove a point, but this time he caught himself. Sighing, Jake admitted a temporary defeat.

He raised his hand and knocked. He waited for a moment.

“Come in Jake.” Mr Green said.

Jake chafed at his professor’s smug voice, his surety in assuming, correctly, that it was Jake, but he suppressed his snark and his annoyance. He fixed a smile, a cheery attitude, and pushed the door open and entered.
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“Good afternoon Jake. Have you had a comfortable day?” Mr Green asked, grinning.

Jake, despite his best attempts to stay calm, felt himself blushing. His cheeks turned first pink, then rosy red, blood rushing to his face. Mr Green, seeing this, just kept smiling.

“It was… fine.” Jake said through a grimace.

He was doing his best to scowl, but it was hard to scowl when you were flustered and blushing, and the fact that Mr Green knew he was caged, smooth, in panties and stockings, just made it all worse. Jake could feel his body throb, heart racing, his cage becoming painful as his cock twitched.

As he shifted, doing his best to act nonplussed, Mr Green chuckled. There was something different about the way Jake was moving his hips.

“I assume from the way you’re blushing and wiggling and squirming that you’ve decided that you want to behave, but… I’m afraid I’m going to need more proof than just you standing there looking cute.”

Jake felt his chest tighten at his teacher’s words. He had known he’d need to show Mr Green that he was obeying his orders, that he’d shaved, worn the panties and the stockings, and that he’d caged himself, but in the moment it felt so much worse than he’d imagined. There was shame, embarrassment, and… something more.

And why had Mr Green called him cute? Was he mocking him? Was that what this was all about?

The thought stung, a sharp pang, but Jake was not about to let his professor see how much he’d wounded him. He was not about to show weakness.

“What… what do you want me to do?” Jake said, struggling to keep his voice level and stern.

His head was spinning, heart thundering, and, worst of all, he could feel the storm of emotions raging in his belly, all of it fuelling the deep sense of arousal that was blending with his shame, embarrassment, fear, anxiety, and… joy?

He still couldn’t understand that warm, hot, kernel of pleasure and happiness that was unfurling inside him. It had started the day before, but had grown, and the way it was unravelling, spreading, roots sinking deep while it began to blossom, almost frightened him.

“Well, for a start, how about you strip.” Mr Green said. “So I can make sure you’re behaving yourself.”

The way he said it, the look in his eyes, made it clear he was serious. Jake felt a surge of rebelliousness, the desire to act out, but locked away as he was he knew he needed to go along with his teacher, for now. At least until he got the key to his cage.

So, he took a deep breath and nodded.

“Fine.” He said, keeping his voice as neutral as he could.

And then, without another word, without ceremony, trying to seem as impassive and stoic as possible, unwilling to show emotion or weakness in the hopes it would lessen his professor's pleasure in watching him suffer, Jake began to strip. He was almost successful in hiding his emotion, but he just couldn’t stop his hands from shaking.
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Jake slipped his shoes and socks off first, then pulled his shirt up over his head and off, before finally turning his attention to his trousers. He undid his belt, his buttons, his zipper, then slipped them down. They slid off his legs easily, gliding over the sheer silk of his stockings.

Jake kicked them off and stood, naked except for the small black satin panties and black silk stockings, in front of Mr Green. He glared at his teacher, trying to put as much venom and hate into his stare as he could muster, but in the end that was not much.

Shaved as he was, in panties, stockings, caged, he felt too exposed, too vulnerable, too soft and pretty. He was just waiting for the laughter to begin, the mocking, the insults, the humiliation. He just hoped he could hold himself together long enough that Mr Green wouldn’t see how it would hurt him.

There was silence. Jake could hear his heart drumming. Mr Green looked at him, smiling, nodding.

“You look stunning.” Mr Green said. “Absolutely beautiful. Have you ever worn panties and stockings before?”

Jake blinked. He was… he was complimenting him?

Yet the compliments felt almost barbed. Boys weren’t supposed to be stunning. Men weren’t supposed to be beautiful. Yet, dressed as he was, shaved, caged, the words felt almost like a blessing, and Mr Green’s tone and expression seemed genuine.

Did he really mean it? And… why did that thought feel good?

“I… no, of course not. Why would I have worn panties or stockings?” Jake said, his tone dismissive.

Mr Green sighed, shaking his head.

“I was just curious. You have the figure for them, and you wear them so well, so naturally, I was curious. I imagine that means you’ve never shaved before either?”

Jake shook his head.

“Of course not.”

Mr Green nodded. Jake wondered why the questions, wondered when the insults were going to come, when the punishment was going to begin. He was aware he’d still not shown his teacher that he was wearing the cage.

“Well then, I suppose I should ask how you find it? How does it make feel? What do you think about how you look?”

There was quiet. Jake's head spun.

He’d actually found the experience of being smooth oddly invigorating, and the panties and stockings were almost pleasant, the way the silky, sheer material clung to his body, teasing over his sensitive skin, making even the smallest movement an oddly sensual experience. And he’d liked the way he looked too, had enjoyed the discovery that in the lingerie, smooth, he was cute and sexy, pretty, even if he did look kind of feminine.

The memory of the night before was still hot, staring at that cute human in the mirror, knowing it was him, looking alluring and adorable, feeling attractive in a way he’d never felt before, touching himself. It had made his orgasm all the more intense. He could still remember the sense of blissful release.

And with that, his cock throbbed, a dull ache in his cage. He squirmed, unable to stop himself, aware of the fact that Mr Green was watching him closely—for some reason that made his body flush even hotter, the sense of being seen, having been called beautiful, the way Mr Green was eyeing him. Even the cage wasn’t that bad, and in some ways, it was oddly hot, the sense of denial nurturing a warm coal of desire and lust in his belly.

Yet, Jake knew he couldn’t tell Mr Green any of that. He’d think he was some kind of pervert. He’d mock him for it, would humiliate him as part of the punishment. He refused to let his teacher know the punishment was having any effect on him.

“It’s fine. It’s just hair and clothes. I’m not quite sure how you think this is going to help me learn to behave. If anything I’m just kind of bored.” Jake said, doing his best to sound unamused.

Mr Green chuckled.

“Well, you’re quite the stubborn one. Luckily for you, I can fix that too. I see you’re wearing the cage I included in the bag, so I’m sure soon enough you’ll learn to be more honest.” Mr Green said.

Jake blushed.

“I… it was included in the bag so I wore it. That’s all. And I’m only doing it because you’re making me.”

Mr Green nodded.

“Of course. Of course. I’m forcing you. You were given a choice Jake, and you chose this over the alternative, which fascinates me and delights me. But if you’re curious about how this will help me encourage you to behave you’ll need to be patient. I’m not about to reveal all of my secrets, not right away.”

Jake shifted, squirming. The way Mr Green was staring at him, staring at his legs, hips, ass, torso, made him feel worse than naked. Dressed as he was, in lingerie, shaved smooth, he was aware of how pretty and feminine he looked, and he could almost see a flicker of desire in his teacher’s eyes.

That should have made him angry, disgusted him, but to his annoyance and despair… it didn’t. He needed to find a way to escape his professor's plan, and the first step of that was…

“So, are you satisfied I’ve done what you wanted?” Jake asked.

Mr Green nodded.

“Very satisfied. You’ve exceeded my expectations.”

Jake tried to remain calm, but the way his teacher said that combined with the way he looked at him made him feel flustered, his blush deepening.

“Well… good. So I can have the key then? You forgot to put it in the bag so when I put the cage on it locked itself and now I can’t get it off.”

Jake tried to sound calm, tried to sound neutral, tried to keep the note of desperation out of his voice. He was not sure he succeeded.

Mr Green’s smile widened, then he chuckled.

“No.” He said.

Jake blinked.

“No key. Not until you learn how to behave. You need to work on your attitude, need to learn how to be polite. I suggest you take some time to think about how you could be better, and when you’re ready to show me you can behave then you can come back and show me the improvements to your personality. But in the meantime, the cage stays on. Consider it motivation to learn quickly.”

Jake was silent.

“But… I…”

Mr Green held up his hand to silence Jake. For the first time in his life, he went quiet on command.

“You are smart, and intelligent. You’ll learn quickly. Or at least I hope you will, because otherwise you’re going to end up very frustrated.” Mr Green chuckled again. “Now, how about you get dressed and head home? You can come back to see me when you’re ready to prove to me you’ve learned how to be polite.”

Jake blinked, head spinning. He was going to have to stay caged. He wasn’t going to get the key.

Worse, Mr Green was just dismissing him, telling him to return when he’d learned to behave, when he’d learned to be polite. What did that even mean?

“But…”

“No buts Jake. You can get dressed and leave. I’m satisfied, so far, with your improvements, but you’ve got a long way to go before I’m fully satisfied you’ve reformed. Return when you’re ready to show me that you’re better.”

Jake felt his temper flare, felt a swell of shame. He had no idea what the better was Mr Green was even asking for, and the thought that he had to remain caged for the entire time was…

“Oh, and one more thing.” Mr Green said, grin widening. “I expect you to stay smooth, and there’s a bag of spare panties and stockings by the door. You’ll be needing them, because I expect you to keep wearing pretty underwear for me.”

A shiver ran down Jake’s spine. His caged cock throbbed. He took a deep breath and swallowed his desire to argue or rage. Instead, he dressed, and left, snatching the bag up as he exited, doing his best not to let Mr Green get the pleasure of seeing him flustered.


Four

Jake considered not bothering to obey his professor. It would be easy to forgo shaving, to wear his old underwear, but then he realised that there was the chance Mr Green might check on him while at college, and Jake was not willing to risk having more added to his punishment, no matter how small the chance.

As it was, his current punishment was bad enough. Keeping himself shaved smooth, and being forced to wear panties and stockings, was proving very distracting, and would have been bad enough, but the cage he was locked in made it all almost unbearable.

Jake was forced to spend all day every day being teased by the feminine, sexy lingerie he was being made to wear, skimpy pairs of panties—thongs, g-strings, Brazilian cut briefs, and more—in black and pink and white and red, along with stockings, black silks, sheer, seams up the back, others in pink, or white, or tan, even some tight meshed fishnet stockings, and he was unable to deny the effect it all had on him. As smooth and sensitive as he kept himself, the silky, sheer, sensual underwear was almost like being constantly caressed.

If he’d been able to masturbate, to cum, he might have been able to cope with it all. But he couldn’t.

With his cock locked away in its small metal cage he could do nothing to lessen his growing frustration, the pit of lust and desire and need that was expanding inside of him. He was constantly distracted, squirmy, and when he was out, at college or with friends, he was quiet and withdrawn and almost nervous, worried someone might notice him fidgeting, blushing, and discern his secret.

To those around him, it looked like Jake had turned over a new leaf, that he’d suddenly decided to behave, but he knew the truth, and so did Mr Green. And every time Jake saw Mr Green, in the cafeteria at college, in the hall, or in class, he could see Mr Green smile at him, and Jake would blush.

Still, Jake was stubborn and resourceful. He refused to be beaten.

In the beginning, he tried resisting, taking cold showers, meditating, exercising, but still his lust and need kept growing, his body almost becoming more sensitive over time. He then thought about trying to escape his cage, watching videos on how to pick locks, using those techniques on his chastity cage, but to no avail, and after a terrifying moment when Jake thought he might have got the improvised lock pick stuck in the mechanism—managing in the end to wiggle it free much to his relief—he gave that up.

Which left him with only one choice. Give in.

Jake hated that idea. He hated that almost as much as he hated the fact that he was starting to enjoy the feeling of being smooth, the ritual of shaving his legs, his body, pulling on his panties and stockings, the moment he got to look in the mirror and see himself looking cute and pretty and feminine. He hated that he liked how he looked in the lingerie.

He hated how confused he was. He hated the swelling sense of joy he got at rubbing his thighs together, the way he smiled as he looked at his reflection, wiggling his hips and ass.

And most of all he hated Mr Green for putting him through it all.

Once the cage was off and this was all over he was adamant he was going to have his revenge. But first, he had to get the cage off, and that meant behaving.
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It took over a week for Jake to return to Mr Green’s office. A whole week and two days of Jake shaving every day just in case Mr Green checked on him, nine whole days of wearing panties and stockings. Ten days in total of having his cock locked away.

Jake had tried everything, and nothing had worked. He was, almost, ready to give in. But he was just going to act like he was giving in. He was just going to behave on the surface.

Underneath he was still seething. As soon as the cage was off he was going to set about getting his revenge—though he wasn’t quite sure what that revenge would be yet, being pent up and frustrated while constantly feeling teased by feminine underwear and a smooth body was making it very difficult for Jake to think clearly.

So, Jake stepped to Mr Green’s door after a long day of lectures and he paused to compose himself. He took a deep breath. He was going to be polite. He was going to behave. He was going to do whatever he took to get the cage off, even if it chafed against his rebellious, wild spirit.

He was going to do whatever it took, no matter what. He could do that, right?

Jake fixed a smile. He raised his hand and knocked. There was a moment of quiet.

“Come in.” Mr Green called out.

Jake could feel himself almost shaking, but he didn’t want his teacher to know how nervous or desperate he was. He might be willing to comply, for now, but he was not about to let Mr Green think he’d beaten him completely. He was not going to give his professor that satisfaction.

As Jake pushed the door open, entering, Mr Green looked up. The moment he saw Jake he broke into a broad, charming, handsome smile.

“Ah, my favourite delinquent. I was wondering when I’d see you again. It’s been over a week. I’m almost impressed. You really are a stubborn one. But, I assume your presence here means you’re ready to give in?” Mr Green said.

Jake stood there, struggling to keep calm. Over the week he’d become more and more frustrated and introverted, quieted, better behaved, but he certainly had not given in. He was just distracted.

After over a week of not being able to cum, he was finding distraction everywhere. All the girls around him, his female teachers, hell… even some of the boy and male teachers were starting to look almost good, including, annoyingly enough, Mr Green. Those eyes and that smile. After over a week of being caged, Jake was starting to see what the other girls talked about.

He was so confident and charming, and the way he always singled Jake out in class for special attention, saying hello, grinning at him, watching him, Jake was never able to relax. And it was made all the worse because Mr Green was the only other person who knew about his situation, who knew that he was shaved, smooth, and that he was always now dressed in panties and stockings, that he was caged.

Mr Green knowing was bad enough. The thought of anyone else finding out was abhorrent. So, as Jake had become more and more distracted, as he’d found it harder and harder to avoid squirming, fidgeting, pressing his smooth thighs together, his cock throbbing constantly, a dull ache that was always at the back of his mind, the thought of release constantly at the back of his mind, he withdrew.

He’d become well-behaved. He became quiet and docile and meek. Not only was he unbelievably horny but he was very aware that the more attention people paid to him, the greater the chance that they’d notice the change, that they’d notice something, and then…

Just the thought of his secret coming out made him burn with shame and embarrassment. Yet he didn’t have a choice, did he? He was doing this because he’d been tricked into caging himself, and now he needed the key.

That the smooth body, the panties, and the stockings were starting to almost feel good, feel comfortable, was beside the point. He was only wearing them because he needed to get that key. He wasn’t doing it because he wanted to.

But he knew he’d never be able to explain that to his friends or his peers or the other teachers. So he’d become nice. His other teachers had noticed the change, his friends had noticed the change, his classmates had noticed the change, and they’d all been curious, many even complimentary and enthusiastic about his change in behaviour, telling him that they liked the new Jake better.

That only made it worse. Because it made it seem like Mr Green was winning, that his plan was working. It wasn’t though.

He might look like he was behaving, but that was only on the surface. Underneath he was plotting, planning. Underneath he was the same old Jake. He was just pretending, and he just needed to keep pretending until he could get that key.

So, Jake took a deep breath and smiled his nicest, politest, kindest smile. He wanted to snap, to insult his teacher, but he didn’t. Instead, he was nice.

“Yes. I… I’m ready to give in.” Jake said.

Just saying it almost hurt. It was a lie of course. Jake was never going to give in, yet he knew it was what his professor wanted to hear.

Mr Green’s grin spread. His handsome, charming, dazzling grin. He really did have amazing eyes. Bright and kind and intelligent, with just a hint of mischief and authority, that left Jake, in his pent-up state, very flustered and confused.

“Good. I have noticed your improvements over the last week or so, and I’ve heard wonderful things from your other teachers too. I’m glad that you’ve decided to turn over a new leaf, even if I did have to use rather… unconventional methods to motivate you. But having spent the last week watching you very closely, I think these methods are starting to grow on you. Am I right?”

Jake opened his mouth to deny his teacher's accusation, but before words could form he felt himself blush, his body reacting on its own. He was starting to find an odd pleasure in it all, how sensitive his body was without hair, how hot he looked in panties and stockings, how it felt to have his desire build and build and build, the fluttery squirmy feeling in his belly, the dull ache driving him wild. It was… fun. Still, he wasn’t about to admit that to Mr Green, his tormentor.

“I… I’m simply doing what I need to in order to get this over and done with.” Jake said.

He did his best to sound stoic and stern, but he could hear the crack in his voice, the waver, and he hated it. He knew from the way Mr Green smirked that he heard it too.

“Very well, deny it if it makes it easier for you, but I can see the truth. And, just so you know, I think the new you suits you much better than the old one.”

Jake’s blush deepened. There was a note to Mr Green’s voice, like… was he flirting with him? And why did that thought make his caged cock throb?

“Yeah, well… it won’t last forever. It’s just until this is over with.” Jake said.

Mr Green nodded, refused to argue.

“If you say so. I think you’ll find though that if you just lean into my methods you’ll find behaving has many rewards.”

“I’ve been behaving.” Jake said. “Which is why I’m here. I… I was hoping I could show you I’ve learned my lesson so I could get the key.”

Mr Green nodded.

“I’m afraid the key will require a lot more than just being quiet and nice, Jake. But… I think I have the perfect way for you to show me you’re willing to do more. Are you willing to show me you can do more?”

Jake took a deep breath. He had no idea what more was, but he was willing to try. He was willing to try almost anything to get the key to his cage.

“I’m willing.”

“Good.” Mr Green said.

And with that, he turned to rummage in a drawer in his desk. Jake felt a pit in his stomach at the thought of what his professor might have in store for him.
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“You’re joking?” Jake asked.

Mr Green chuckled, but shook his head. The look on his face made it clear he was not joking.

Jake tried to keep calm, neutral, but his heart was racing and his face felt like it was on fire. He knew he should turn and storm out, walk out and never come back, but if he did that he’d need to find some way to get the cage off—the thought of going to the emergency room to have it cut off, having to admit what he was wearing, chilled him—and even then he’d still face the chance Mr Green would release his proof that Jake had been cheating.

So, instead, he just stood there and stared at what his teacher had laid out on his desk. He knew he couldn’t, that he daren’t, but… he didn’t have a choice.

“I am not joking Jake. I want you to take all this into my private bathroom and get changed. I want you to put this on, make yourself ready, and emerge so I can instruct you on how good girls behave in the hopes that will help you learn to be better.”

Mr Green’s smile was charming and stern and lecherous all at the same time. It made Jake squirm.

“I… I can’t… that’s… it’s too much.” Jake said.

Mr Green just smiled.

“It is what it is Jake. Your choice is to do it now, or wait another ten days and do it then. It’s up to you. But you will learn how to behave like a good girl.” He said.

Jake’s belly fluttered at the words. Why was Mr Green calling him a good girl? Was it to mock him, humiliate him?

But… the way he said it contained no trace of scorn or malice. And the words stirred something in him, something hot and vibrant and dangerous that frightened him. Jake knew he should refuse, he should turn and turn and run, but… he couldn’t.

Not only was he at Mr Green’s mercy, caged—the thought of another ten days without release, having to return again, even more frustrated, only to be given the same task and to have to give in because he couldn’t take any more made him weak—but there was something about it all that drew him in. There was some part of him that was curious.

“It’s up to you Jake. No one is forcing you to do anything, but I think if you just give in you’ll find life can be a lot more… fun if you behave.” Mr Green said.

Jake felt his resolve crumbling. He stared at the items on the desk, trying not to shake.

Mr Green had laid out a school uniform. A schoolgirl’s uniform.

Thigh-length white socks, white panties, a plaid pleated skirt, a white blouse, patent black leather heels, and there was even a wig and a makeup bag. He had assembled everything Jake would need to dress up like a schoolgirl, and he expected Jake to just go along with it.

There was even a white bra to match the panties, a white padded bra. Jake couldn’t. He just couldn’t. Yet…

He didn’t have a choice. He was trapped. And worse, he was curious.

Jake breathed in deep, exhaled a slow sigh. He nodded.

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”


Five

With the door locked Jake began to get undressed. All the items Mr Green had given him laid out ready for him, and he could feel his heart skip and his belly flutter at just the sight of them.

He was willing to go along with Mr Green’s demands, but he was not willing to give up or give in. Whatever it was his teacher had planned, Jake was only willing to go along with it as far as he needed to. He was not going to go all the way.

He smirked as he felt the core of rebellion still in him, the stubbornness. He’d give in just enough to let Mr Green think he was learning how to behave, but not enough that his professor would be able to think he’d won. Jake was not giving in. He was just biding his time.

So, Jake undressed, taking his trousers and shirt off, stripping off his stockings and his panties, and he set about getting dressed. He slipped the panties and the bra on first.

The white cotton panties were quite plain and cute and innocent compared to the skimpy panties he’d been wearing recently, and he couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed with how they lacked that certain sexiness that he’d gotten used to. Yet, he felt even more embarrassed and shy with them on. Something about the extra coverage and the innocence of them made him feel small and vulnerable and meek.

The bra took a while to fit, Jake struggling with how to put it on, but he was smart and he soon figured it out. As he pulled it up into place he blushed, realising that the combination of padding and lift was giving him small, cute, barely-there tits.

With just the bra and panties on he looked… undeniably feminine and girly. How would he look with the rest of the outfit on?

Jake knew it was a punishment meant to humiliate him and shame him, that Mr Green was being cruel, but in that moment he felt no shame, no embarrassment, but instead just a strange, unnerving joy and curiosity. His caged cock throbbed, and he was smiling.

He knew he shouldn’t be, but he was. He was smiling, and he felt… excited.

Jake pushed those emotions away. He was never going to let Mr Green know that some part of him was starting to like the sexy panties and the stockings, being smooth, that some part of him was curious about the skirt and the thigh-high socks, and the blouse, that the padded bra felt almost… pleasant. He was not going to show any weakness.

This was all about biding his time. That was all.

It was with that thought in mind, like armour, that Jake continued to get dressed. He slipped on the thigh-high socks, rolling them up over his smooth, soft legs, then slipped on the skirt, tugging it up around his waist. He then put on the blouse, even wearing the small school tie that he’d been given. Finally, he slipped on the heels.

Dressed, he felt… lighter. His cheeks ached from smiling so much. He needed to get control of himself.

Why was he so happy? What was wrong with him? Why was he smiling?

Trying to concentrate Jake turned to face the mirror to look himself over. He’d not put the wig on, nor the makeup—he was going to retain some dignity, and was not going to give in completely—but he still looked so feminine. Just the clothes were enough to transform him.

Jake had thought without the wig and the makeup he’d be able to get away with still being himself, feeling like himself, as he’d already gone too far. He figured Mr Green would need to just accept that Jake had done enough. He’d figured the outfit would be enough, and he’d still look enough like himself that he’d not be too embarrassed, but he was wrong.

Just the outfit was enough to change how he looked completely. Dressed like a schoolgirl he looked… cute, pretty and feminine and girly and sexy. The way the skirt and long socks fit made him look like he had hips, thick thighs, and a cute, perky ass. The heels too had changed the way he stood, shifting his posture slightly so he stood with his butt sticking out in his short skirt—any wrong move, any bending over, or even sitting down indelicately would mean flashing his panties.

With the padded bra under his blouse, he looked like he had tits. Standing as he had to in his heels also meant his back was straighter, shoulders back, so his chest was sticking out, making his tits seem bigger. And… even his face looked softer.

Jake knew he’d never been that masculine or manly, but seeing himself in the mirror, dressed up, without makeup or a wig, looking so obviously adorable and hot, was shattering. He was never going to be masculine, or manly, but apparently it was easy for him to look feminine and cute and sexy.

And he was smiling. He was smiling and his heart was racing and he was happy. What was wrong with him?

And, worse… Jake realised for the first time he was almost glad to be wearing his cage. With how hard his cock was throbbing, with the firm, dull ache in his crotch, after so long without release, he knew that without the cage he’d have been hard. He’d have been hard, in panties, dressed like a pretty, sexy schoolgirl.

He shook his head, turned to the sink and splashed his face with cold water. He needed to focus. This was just to get the punishment over with, to get the key, to get the cage off. That was all. He could deal with his existential crisis later. For now, he needed to focus.

With a little more calm and resolve—but not much more—he turned to the door and prepared himself. Mr Green would just have to accept the effort he’d made. He’d just need to accept that it was good enough and that Jake was not willing to give in completely. He’d just need to accept that this was enough.

But… would he?
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As Jake stepped out Mr Green looked up from the stack of papers he was marking. The smile on his face vanished the moment he saw Jake.

“What is that?” Mr Green snapped.

From the tone in his voice and the look in his eyes, Jake knew he’d made a mistake. His teacher, for the first time, looked almost… angry.

Before Jake could say anything Mr Green was up and on his feet. He stormed across the room and stood, looming over Jake even with Jake in his heels. It took all Jake’s will not to quail.

“Why are you not dressed as I told you to be Jake? How do you expect to improve if you will not follow even the most basic of instruction? Outfit, wig, makeup. Do you think me so unobservant that I wouldn’t be able to tell you weren’t fully dressed? Did you think you looked so alluring and cute in your outfit that you could distract me and convince me to be lenient?”

Mr Green did not shout or raise his voice, but it was clear he was not happy. The fury in him was enough to make Jake wonder if maybe he should have done as he was told. But then Jake remembered how ridiculous the whole situation was.

Why should he give in? What was Mr Green going to do that was worse than what he’d already done?

Jake had spent his whole life being outspoken and truculent and stubborn, and he was not about to let the now upstart teacher break him. Jake fixed a smile and swallowed down the desire to submit and apologise.

“I just… you said you wanted to teach me how to behave and I really don’t see how makeup or a wig is going to help me learn how to behave. In fact… I don’t really see how any of this helps. This is all… I don’t know what this is, but it’s not helping me learn how to be polite or good or obedient. It’s just… it’s just some dumb arbitrary punishment meant to shame and humiliate me for your amusement. It’s just you… you being weird and creepy and trying to make me suffer.”

The words came tumbling out. Jake’s old instinct to speak up, speak out, rising to the surface. He knew he should stop as soon as he started, but he couldn’t.

In his situation, caged, with Mr Green holding proof of his cheating, dressed like a cute schoolgirl, he knew he should have been behaving, that he should at least be trying to be obedient and good, but he couldn’t help himself. Jake felt his heart thundering as he realised his mistake had just gotten worse.

And then… Mr Green laughed. He laughed, as though amused.

He laughed, and Jake smiled, relaxing, the laughter warm and almost kind.

“You think this is punishment?” Mr Green asked.

Jake nodded.

“I mean… it feels like punishment and…”

“Does it really?” Mr Green said, tone sharp. “Does it really feel like punishment? Does it feel bad? Or… is there maybe some part of you enjoying this?”

Jake felt his cheeks blush. He couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. It was as though his teacher was reading his mind. How could he know?

“This isn’t meant to punish you, Jake. It’s certainly not meant to shame or humiliate you. How could you ever feel shamed or humiliated by looking so… stunning? You are gorgeous Jake, and there is nothing shameful or humiliating about how you look, about how you are dressed. That you feel shame, that you feel humiliated, that is internal, and not my intention.”

Jake blinked.

“You really… you really think I look… that I look good, like this?” He asked.

Mr Green nodded.

“You look radiant.” He said, smiling.

Jake felt himself smile, a softening. Then it really wasn’t a punishment, it really wasn’t intended to embarrass or shame or humiliate him. So… what was it?

“I don’t understand.” Jake said.

“I really do want to help you, Jake. And I think, if you’ll just let me, you’ll come to see how this can help you.”

Jake bit his bottom lip.

“I… I don’t understand.”

“It’s about discipline and motivation. I find a way to reward you and a way to discipline you, and then I can help you learn to focus your talents, and I can help you learn how to be a good girl.”

There was that phrase again. Good girl. Why did it make Jake’s belly flutter? His heart was racing. His head was spinning. It was all so different to what he’d been expecting when he’d returned to his teacher’s office.

“I… what do I need to do?” Jake said.

“Well, first, since you failed to follow instruction, I’ll show you discipline. After that, if you behave, I’ll show you reward.” Mr Green said.

Jake felt his chest tighten. The way his professor said reward made him throb, hot, eager, but the way he said discipline made him shiver.

“Ready, Jake?” Mr Green said.

Jake nodded, slowly. And then Mr Green grabbed Jake by his hair.
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Jake barely had a moment to process what was going on before his teacher was dragging him across the room to his desk. Jake stumbled once or twice in his heels, still clumsy in them, but Mr Green’s grip in his hair was so firm that he managed to keep his footing.

Once at the desk, Mr Green pushed Jake forwards, letting go. Jake stumbled until his butt hit the table. The way his teacher loomed over him both frightened and excited him.

“Turn around and bend over the desk. It’s time I show you what happens to girls who just won’t listen. It’s time I showed you there were consequences for not behaving.”

Part of Jake wanted to rebel, to refuse, but another part, the part that was enjoying being smooth, wearing panties, that found a thrill in looking cute, was curious. And that part won out.

Slowly, blushing, heart racing, Jake turned to face the desk. He bent slowly, at the waist, keeping his legs only slightly bent, lowering himself until his chest was on the desk, the wood hard and cold.

He could feel his skirt rising up, baring his thighs and ass, his panties. Without thinking Jake curved his back and spread his legs to show more of his ass.

“A natural gift of submission. I love that you already know the proper position.” Mr Green said.

Jake’s blush deepened, but there was something in his tone, in the compliment, that made his belly flutter. Jake shifted slightly, wiggling his hips, and the thought that his teacher was watching him, staring at his ass, admiring the view, made his caged cock throb.

“Now, I want you to keep count for me. We’ll start at twenty.” Mr Green said.

Jake puzzled at that, opened his mouth to ask what it was he was supposed to count, but before words could leave his lips, he felt it. Mr Green’s hand on his ass. His palm slapping his panty-clad butt. His teacher was spanking him.

“Count, Jake.” Mr Green said.

Jake took a deep breath. His brain floated, shock and surprise, pain, stinging, and… pleasure. His body felt hot with a surge of lust and desire and delight.

“I…” Jake’s head swam, the room spinning. “One.”

He was already breathing hard, short sharp gasps. His whole body felt alive.

“Good girl.” My Green said.

And then he hit him again. His hand spank Jake’s other butt cheek.

“Two.” Jake said.

His caged cock throbbed harder. His legs began to shake. His body was burning.
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“Eighteen.” Jake said, voice quivering.

He was breathing hard, sweating, shaking, his ass burning. Mr Green paused, put his hand on Jake’s peachy butt and stroked, gently, caressing.

“Good girl.” He said. “You’re doing so well. Only two more, and then… reward.”

With that word Mr Green squeezed harder, groping. Jake gasped in pain and pleasure at the firm grip of his teacher on his spanked butt. As Mr Green lifted his hand Jake prepared himself.

Mr Green’s hand fell, a hard slap across his left butt cheek. The sting was sharp, hard, pulses of stinging pleasure and radiant pain. Or was it the other way around? Jake’s mind was too foggy to focus.

“Nineteen.” Jake said.

“Good girl.” Mr Green said. “Now, last one. Ready?”

Jake nodded. He was ready. The punishment had been both worse and better than he had been expecting. The pain was agony, a searing stinging heat in Jake's ass, but then there was the unexpected thrill of realising he liked getting spanked.

Being caged for so long, being smooth, dressed like a naughty schoolgirl, the act of getting spanked had been unexpectedly thrilling. If it hadn’t been for his cage Jake knew he’d be harder than he’d ever been before.

And yet… he was still anxious. Did Mr Green know? Had he realised Jake was a pervert? Was that why he was doing this, to take advantage of him?

But his mind would not linger on that, because there was something else occupying his thoughts. What came next. The reward.

Jake kept still, bent over the desk, and he waited for Mr Green to tell him what to do. For the first time in his life, he was being truly obedient and well-behaved, and when he felt his teacher’s hands on his ass, groping, squeezing, molesting, he whimpered, acting on instinct to press his ass back into Mr Green’s grip.

“Such a good girl now. So well-behaved. Does someone want their reward?” Mr Green said.

Jake’s head was fuzzy, light, giddy. His body was fevered, pent-up, desperate for release. His teacher's hands felt so good after the spanking, and dressed as he was he felt sexy, desirable, pretty and cute and feminine and beautiful. He was… he was a good girl and he really wanted his reward.

“Please.” Jake said, voice breathy. “Please, reward me.”

He wiggled his hips, relishing the light touch of his teacher’s hands. Jake had been with a few girls before, but never anything serious or heavy, little more than groping in the back of a car or on the sofa, and he’d certainly never done anything with another boy or a man. But in that moment, bent over, it felt… right.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…” Mr Green said.

And with that, he shifted his hands, and Jake felt fingers tease along his ass crack.
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Fingertips pressed at Jake’s hole, his ass, the virgin rosebud of his entrance, and the touch was electric. A shiver of pleasure ran up his spine and without thinking Jake pressed back, wanting to feel more.

Mr Green was only too happy to oblige. He pressed the tip of his finger at the entrance to Jake’s virgin hole and teased.

“Fuck… what are you… what are you doing? You can’t… that’s…” Jake’s voice was soft, weak, his protests feeble.

His mind was struggling with what was happening, but his body wanted it. His body was acting to take what it needed.

Jake might have been trying to voice resistance, his hips were moving on their own, wiggling, ass grinding back, pressing down, the tip of his teacher’s finger entering his ass.

“You can’t…” Jake said.

“If you don’t want your reward, Jake, stand up and leave. I won’t stop you, and I certainly won’t punish you.” Mr Green said. “However, if you want your reward, then you’ll stay, and I think you’ll enjoy it.”

Jake was still for a moment. He was panting, gasping, and he waited, but his professor’s finger stayed where it was, remained still, just barely teasing him. Jake whined. He wanted more.

His caged cock throbbed, aching. He knew he should get up and leave, that he should refuse the reward, but his body wouldn’t let him. He ached for it, yearned for release, pleasure. After being smooth, getting caged, being made to dress like a pretty schoolgirl, getting punished, getting spanked, Jake needed to cum. Maybe… maybe Mr Green would be generous with his reward.

It just needed to be the once, to help tide him over until he got the key. It didn’t have to mean anything. He could give in, just the once, right?

“Please…” Jake whined. “Reward me.”

Jake shifted, pressed back, working his hips, working his ass down onto his teacher's finger. His ass stretched, pressure, a twinge of pain, but mostly pleasure.

“Fuck… pleasure. Please reward me.” Jake whimpered. “Please.”

Mr Green smiled.

“So polite. Since you’re being a good girl how could I deny your pretty request?”

And with that, he pressed his finger in.

Jake moaned as he felt the pressure increase, his ass stretching wider. He worked his hips back, not quite able to believe what he was doing but unable to stop himself.

The pain swelled, as too did the pleasure. And then… Jake felt his ass open. As he wiggled his hips, pressing his ass back, spreading his legs wider, he felt Mr Green’s fat finger slip deep.

“Fuck…”

The pleasure was more than anything Jake had felt before. His teacher was fucking him in the ass with his finger while he was dressed as a school girl, bent over the desk after being spanked, smooth, caged, in panties, and it felt…

“So good. More… please.” Jake whimpered.

Mr Green obliged. He worked his finger deeper, twisting it, curling it round to press on a knot of pleasure inside Jake’s ass that caused his caged cock to throb and leak. Pleasure swelled, hot, urgent, bright.

As rewards went, this was definitely good motivation.

“Fuck… please… don’t stop.” Jake said.

Mr Green worked his finger, deep, fucking it in and out, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside Jake’s ass. Jake worked his hips, fucking back, enjoying the bliss, the newfound delight.

“Do you promise to behave? Do you promise to be a good girl? Remember, bad behaviour gets punished, but good behaviour will get rewarded.”

Jake nodded. Rewards like this would definitely get him to behave but… it was just the once, right? It was just to get release, just the one time, right?

“Yes.” Jake said. “Please.”

And Mr Green gave Jake what he wanted. He fucked his finger deep, hard, pressing on the knot of pleasure while Jake fucked back, working his ass and hips, chasing the sensations crashing over him, body acting on instinct.

The pleasure swelled, hot, urgent. It had been so long since he’d cum. His cock was caged, kept limp, but it was throbbing, drooling precum, so close. And then…

Jake was cumming, cumming hard, cumming harder than he’d ever cum before. He moaned, legs shaking as his ass clamped down on Mr Green’s finger. Mr Green pressed it on exactly the right spot to make the waves of pleasure intensify.

“Fuck!” Jake moaned, loudly, the pleasure making him dumb.

“Such a good girl.” Mr Green said. “I look forward to seeing you behave, so I can give you even more reward.”

Jake was still shaking, still cumming. His head spun. Was he really willing to behave for such potent rewards?


Six

Jake left Mr Green’s office on shaky legs, head spinning with what had happened. He’d been made to dress like a schoolgirl, had been punished, spanked, and then… then he’d been rewarded.

After being caged for so long Jake had been pent up, desperate for release, and Mr Green had used that against him. He’d used pleasure to reward Jake, to make him promise to behave. He’d fingered Jake’s virgin ass, had made Jake cum, in order to demonstrate to Jake what he could have if he was a good girl.

And it had felt amazing. The pleasure had been more intense than anything Jake had felt before.

Yet, the further Jake got from his teacher’s office, the clearer his head became, the more the old Jake returned. The stubborn, disobedient, fiery Jake who refused to do what he was told.

Sure, the experience had been fun, and even just thinking about bending over his professor’s desk made his body throb, weak, hot, aching, but he was not about to suddenly become well-behaved just because someone made him cum. Was he?

As he headed home he considered what all the recent discoveries meant. There was no more denying that he enjoyed being smooth, wearing panties, stockings, even dressing like a cute girl, but that wasn’t that strange. He was smart enough and young enough to understand that gender was a social construct, that it was fluid, and that maybe he wasn’t the man he always thought he was. Maybe there was more to him than he’d been taught, than he’d always assumed?

And what about the fact that he was undeniably attracted to his teacher? He’d never really thought about men sexually before, but he couldn’t deny there was something about Mr Green that interested him, and after his experience in the office, the way he’d disciplined and rewarded him, he couldn’t pretend any more that he wasn’t hot.

Or was the hotness of his teacher a factor of how annoying he was, how he’d managed to take control of Jake, how he’d managed to get him to do what he was told? Jake had always been a rebel, a delinquent, but now… he was beginning to enjoy being forced to do what his teacher wanted. There was something so primal and fun about being made to submit.

Even as Jake thought about it his cock throbbed, a dull ache in his cage. The cage he was still being made to wear.

Even after all that Jake still hadn’t been given the key. He needed to show he could behave, apparently, before he would earn the key.

“If you need release though, you know what to do. Show me you can be a good girl, and I’ll reward you.” Mr Green had said.

The words had sent a shiver up Jake’s spine. The thought of more rewards. Yet… to earn them he’d need to behave. And now Jake was beginning to wonder if behaving was just too much effort.

If the only thing Mr Green had to motivate him was the cage, and the pleasure, then maybe Jake could solve that problem on his own. He knew how he could have release now. He knew what his body liked. He had experienced an intense pleasure that was new and bright and hot.

Though the thought of it made him squirm and blush, he knew how he could cum if he needed to. If he needed release, even if he was still caged, he could get it. He just needed to play with his ass.

And that was the foundation of his plan. With a clear head and distance between him and his teacher, Jake was again feeling less than obedient. He would do just enough to avoid getting punished, but he was not about to be anyone’s good girl—even if the thought did excite him. He was free and wild and he was better than Mr Green.

So, in his black panties, sheer stockings, caged, body still warm and tingling after his recent experience, ass sore after his spanking, Jake made his way home. Only… he made a small detour on the way.
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Over the days that followed Jake did just enough to avoid drawing too much attention to himself, but he was definitely not what his teacher considered polite. Having got some release his mind was clearer, and he was back to being bored in class, so he was back to being disruptive and troublesome. He could see his teachers’ exasperation that the old Jake was back, and he could see Mr Green’s frustration that Jake was not willing to comply.

Yet, since Jake was careful in how disruptive he was, Mr Green never seemed to have the energy to call him in to discipline him. Jake figured maybe he was nervous now, since Jake had his edge back. Maybe he was worried Jake might get him into trouble?

That thought had occurred to Jake, but he was too amused by the new game he had to play, was enjoying himself too much, was enjoying teasing his teacher too much, watching Mr Green get annoyed with him, grinning at his professor, winking, giving a subtle wiggle as he left class to tease him.

And the way Mr Green stared at him, watched him, it made Jake’s body ache, made his caged cock throb. Just the sight of his teacher’s hands, his fingers, made Jake’s heart race, made his ass clench, and his caged dick flutter.

But he refused to be beaten. And he had a plan.

Yet the plan was not working out as he had hoped…

On his way home after his reward, feeling brave and daring, Jake had visited an adult store. He’d almost baulked when he’d got there, but he’d taken a deep breath and had gone in, feeling flustered and almost timid, but in the end, it had been almost… ordinary, and had been disappointingly anticlimactic. It was just like any other store really, except what they sold was adult.

There was porn, obviously, and fetish clothing—latex and leather, skimpy outfits, racy lingerie, and several of the slutty dresses and a few pieces of lacy underwear caught Jake’s attention—but there were also toys. And it was the toys Jake was interested in.

More specifically, it was the dildos. The fake cocks. The lifelike replicas of girthy pricks.

If Jake could get relief from being fingered by his teacher, then it made sense that he should be able to get release from playing with himself with a toy in his ass, right? And if he could do that then Mr Green’s rewards would lose their potency.

He could beat his teacher at his own game. If Jake could make himself cum by playing with his ass, by fucking his hole with a toy, then being caged wouldn’t matter, and in a way, he would have escaped.

The thought of defeating Mr Green made him smile and was motivation enough to push himself to go browse the toy cocks even though he was feeling very nervous and shy and timid. There were so many, in a multitude of shapes and sizes and colours, some more lifelike, others in strange shapes, from bestial to mythical to abstract.

In the end, he’d chosen one that wasn’t too large, an average size according to the packaging, one that was vaguely human in shape, but not too lifelike as Jake wasn’t sure he was ready for that just yet. Just picking the package up made his body throb, his caged cock aching.

He was going to use that toy to fuck himself in the ass, to make himself cum. He struggled to keep his hands steady.

On his way to the checkout Jake made sure to pick up lube too, and, on a whim, several other items—he just couldn’t resist. He tried his best to look calm as he took them up to the checkout, acting as though he was buying them all for a fictional girlfriend, but he was sure the pretty young woman working could tell they were from him given the way he was blushing and struggling to maintain eye contact.

And the way she smiled at him only served to reinforce that suspicion. Then, as he paid…

“I hope you enjoy your purchases.”

The way she said it, the way she winked…

Jake’s blush blazed, and it was all he could do to run out of the store. But in the end, he had been too focused on getting home and trying out his toy to dwell on it.

And… there was something kind of hot about being teased.
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In the end, though Jake's plan had not worked out as he’d hoped. He’d got home from the store and he’d taken his toy out of the packaging and washed it, then had hurried to his room.

He’d stripped in a hurry, but kept his stockings on, then had settled down on his bed to test out. It was just a test Jake told himself. That was all. Just a test to see if his plan would work. It wasn’t because he was already craving more of what he’d experienced in his teacher’s office…

And yet he could feel his heart racing as lubed up his toy and his hole. He could feel his belly fluttering, his caged cock throbbing.

And as he pressed the tip to his hole he shivered, spreading his legs wide. Pleasure pulsed.

Jake teased himself for a while, the head of his toy working up and down his ass crack, slipping over his entrance, making him whimper, and it was only when he couldn’t take any more that he pressed the tip in.

The feeling of it popping past his outer entrance was bliss, and the sense of it slipping deep made him moan out loud. As he began to work it in and out, fucking himself, he couldn’t resist any more.

Jake fucked his toy in and out, fucking his ass, and his hips began to move on their own, fucking up and down, riding his toy. The thrusting in and out, the grinding of his hips, the clenching of his ass… it was all so intense and good.

As the slippery toy worked in and out of Jake’s ass he could feel it pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside his hole, teasing him to higher and higher states of pleasure. Yet… it was never quite enough. His caged cock was throbbing, leaking, but it was never quite enough to get him to cum.

Jake worked for it though, trying to find just the right spot, the right way of fucking his hole with his toy, but it was never quite right. It was never quite the same as Mr Green’s finger. He fucked his hole until he was sweaty and exhausted, but he ended up just more frustrated than when he’d begun.

“Maybe I need to wait a while, so I’m really horny again?” Jake said. “I mean… I did cum only recently.”

Just saying it made him blush again, but it was true. He’d cum only hours before, but that had been after days and days after no release. Maybe he just needed to wait a while for his plan to work.

And it had been fun regardless, so it wasn’t a complete failure, even if it had just made Jake a horny, sweaty, frustrated mess. As he slipped his toy out of his ass he whimpered. It felt so sensitive and tingly.

Maybe his plan would work. Maybe it just needed time and practice?
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So, Jake leaned into the time, and made sure to get lots of practice. As the days passed he made sure to play with the toy at least twice a day, testing just how long it would take before he’d be able to get release, working out just how horny he needed to be before he could make himself cum with his ass, by fucking himself in his ass with a fake cock.

He tried different positions—on all fours, kneeling, on his back, on his belly, standing—and he tried different speeds, depths, rhythms. He even tried sticking the cock to the wall of his shower and thrusting back against it as though he were fucking someone else.

Though each method felt amazing, each different style of play hot in its own way, none of them were enough. Jake just couldn’t cum.

He fucked himself over and over and over, working the toy in and out of his ass, using his fingers, riding the cock, teasing his hole, but it was never enough to make him cum. He could feel his ass becoming more sensitive, more willing and eager, becoming a wanton fuck-hole, but still it wasn’t enough.

Jake looked up guides online, and tried different things, learned about his prostate, his g-spot, and worked that, and though it brought new intensities to his play, his caged cock leaking copious amounts of precum, it still wasn’t good enough. He teased himself, played with himself, fucked himself, but if anything, it was just making it all worse.

Now instead of being just horny in the regular sense, he was horny in his ass too. His hole, fucked and teased daily, was becoming hungry for pleasure, and his caged cock was becoming a source of agonising fur station.

And yet, the hornier Jake became, the more he played with his ass, and the more he played with his ass, fucking himself, the hornier he got.

It was a positive reinforcement cycle that was corrupting him, defeating him, and he couldn’t stop himself. Now he’d discovered the joy of getting fucked in his ass he couldn't resist. With his cage on, unable to get release, he was weak to the pleasure, and it was all becoming too much.

All too quickly Jake found himself frustrated and pent-up again, a horny mess, and he noticed that his initial rebellion after Mr Green made him cum began to fade. With the added frustration of having his ass teased by regular play, feeling it become more and more sensitive and eager, he found himself all too quickly becoming quiet and demure and obedient. It was like he’d fallen into a trap, and he was making himself into more of a good girl than he’d ever realised possible.

And yet… Jake was beginning to embrace it.
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After six days of frustration, six days of not cumming, six days since his professor had made him cum, six days of teasing his ass with his new toy, Jake was ready to admit defeat. He’d had enough. He had tried everything to make himself cum, to escape Mr Green’s plan, but nothing had worked. Instead, it had just made things worse.

Keeping himself smooth, wearing panties, stockings, teasing his hole, being kept caged, fucking himself multiple times a day, Jake could no longer deny the change. He was a horny, distracted, frustrated mess, and…

He wanted his teacher to reward him. He needed Mr Green to reward him.

If he had to obey, to submit, if he had to get punished, then so be it. He’d do anything for more of that reward. So, at the end of a long day, Jake found himself again outside his teacher’s door.

He paused, took a deep breath, his heart racing, caged cock throbbing, ass quivering, and knocked. There was silence for a moment. Jake panicked. What if Mr Green was out of office? What if he was on holiday? How long would he have to wait?

What if he’d quit? How would he ever…

“Come in.”

The sound of his teacher’s voice was immediately soothing, yet, at the same time, hearing it sent a shiver down Jake's spine and he couldn’t help but smile. Slowly he pushed open the door and he entered, taking care to put just a little wiggle and strut into his walk in the hopes of enticing his teacher to reward him.

Mr Green smiled as he saw Jake, chuckled.

“Back already. And so soon. I thought given your recent behaviours, your reversion to type, that it might be a while before I saw you again.” Mr Green said.

“I… I’m sorry. I think it’s just hard for me to break bad habits.” Jake said. “I… I’m willing to accept punishment if you think I need one.”

Jake could feel his cheeks burning, blushing. He stopped just in front of Mr Green’s desk and as he stood there he couldn’t help but wiggle his hips, squirming. The way his professor watched him made his belly flutter.

“Hmmm… perhaps you are just too unruly and I should just wash my hands of you? I was willing to work with you, but you’ve been so ungrateful. Maybe I should just give you the key to your cage and let you go. You can continue wasting your extraordinary talents and I can get on trying to help those who will be more grateful.”

Mr Green’s voice was stern, but he was smiling. Jake was flustered, unsure if he meant it or if he was teasing. Either way, Jake knew he needed to be nice to get what he wanted.

As Jake shifted he felt his heart skip. There was something so thrilling about how his teacher was treating him, something so exciting about how he made him feel.

Slowly, Jake fell to his knees, blushing, grinning. He knew what he needed to do.

“Please, I need your help.” Jake said. “I… I need you to help me, to train me, to punish me and reward me. I… I want to be a good girl for you. Please… let me show you how sorry I am.”

Jake needed pleasure. He needed to cum. He needed his ass played with. And he needed his teacher to do it.

He’d do anything to get it.

And yet… there was something so thrilling about how Mr Green had led him towards submission. Falling to his knees, begging, pleading felt so wrong, and yet so right. He wanted more.

He ached to be his teacher’s good girl. He wanted to be pretty and cute and sexy. He wanted to be disciplined. And he wanted to be rewarded.

Mr Green was still for a moment, a soft smile, then he nodded, a small movement of his head. Jake felt the spark of hope.

“How would you say sorry?” Mr Green asked. “How would you show me you are worth my time and effort.”

Jake’s smile widened. He might be willing to submit, might be willing to admit that he needed his teacher’s attention, but he was still smart and cunning. He knew just how to apologise.

“I… I have something I want to show you.” Jake said. “If you’ll let me. I think when you see it you’ll know just how sorry I am, just how willing I am to obey you.” Jake's voice was soft, sweet.

As he spoke he fluttered his eyelashes, looking cute. He could tell from Mr Green’s face that his words were having an effect, that his performance was having an effect. Jake wiggled his hips and he was delighted by the way his professor watched him, the look of desire and lust in his eyes.

There was no denying now how drawn to Mr Green Jake was. His teacher was hot and Jake wanted his attention and more. He wanted his teacher to lust after him.

“Please…” Jake said.

Mr Green nodded.

“Fine. But you need to impress me, Jake, because…”

“I promise… you’ll love my surprise.”

And Jake was very, very confident.
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Jake took himself and his bag into Mr Green’s private bathroom and set about getting ready. He’d shaved especially that morning to make sure he was extra smooth and soft, but he knew it was going to take a while to get his surprise in order.

He stripped off, down to just his underwear—black skimpy panties and black stockings—then set about doing his makeup, doing his best to stop his hands from shaking.

Jake had bought the makeup kit a few days earlier, when he’d begun planning how to say sorry to his teacher, and since then he’d been practising every night, working on getting the basic skills down. It had not been as easy as he hoped, but he’d studied videos and guides, and soon he had a method he liked.

He applied eyeshadow first, sparkly pink and purple and black, then eyeliner, thick, heavy, black, winged, and then finally mascara. After that, he added some highlights to his cheeks, and lipstick. With his makeup finished he looked himself over, fluttering his thick, black lashes.

His eyes were big and bright, dazzling, sultry, and his lips were full and wet and pouty. He looked cute, pretty, sexy, and he still couldn't get over how utterly transformed he looked with just a bit of makeup. He looked… he looked like a hot girl.

And he liked how he looked. He really liked how he looked. But he wasn’t finished yet.

After the makeup, Jake set about doing his hair. He’d bought a wig, a good wig, a deep copper, long curls, bold and bright and sexy. Jake fitted it over his own hair, pinning his hair up and then clipping the wig to his scalp with a series of pins so that it would stay in place—and with the added benefit that the wig felt almost connected to his scalp so that it felt like his own hair.

Finally, with hair and makeup done, Jake turned to get dressed, and just thinking about that made his chest feel tight as his heart skipped. He could feel his belly fizzing with nerves and excitement.

He’d bought the outfit when he’d bought his toy, what felt like aeons ago, and he’d yet to wear it. He wasn’t even sure why he’d bought it at the time, and had just known that he couldn’t not buy it. Now he knew though.

He’d bought it to wear, because wearing it would make him feel good, and he’d look hot in it. Jake couldn’t stop smiling as she changed his underwear.

He slipped off his panties and stockings, changed into an even skimpier pair of black panties and slipped on a set of black fishnet pantyhose—the way the mesh showed off his skin, clinging to his smooth body, made his cock throb in its cage and he could feel his ass twitching in hunger. Lastly came his black bra, padded enough that it would give him small, subtle tits, just enough to fill out his top and make him look even cuter and more feminine.

He then set about putting his outfit on.

The outfit was simple enough, a cheerleader's costume, albeit one a real cheerleader would never wear. For one, the outfit was far too revealing, the black skirt far too short, and the top too tiny, and for two, it had the words CUM SLUT written across the front in big bold letters, the words stretched over his chest.

He’d not worn it before, but once it was on he could not stop grinning. The skirt was short, so short that even standing still with his legs together it didn’t fully cover his ass, and his panties and butt cheeks were on display, yet it flared out to twirl with each movement, swaying, making his hips and ass look wider, rounder, and the top was just as small, and tight, leaving his shoulders and arms bare, his belly on display.

In the outfit, his body was exposed, long legs, lean figure, hips and ass and tits, and the words across his chest made him look like a slut. He looked…

“Hot!” Jake said, smiling, blushing.

He really did look hot. He just had to hope Mr Green would accept his apology.

As ready as he was ever going to be, he moved to the door to the bathroom. Taking a deep breath he steadied his nerves. Was he really going to offer himself up to his teacher? Was he really…

And then he giggled. The answer was obvious.

YES!

And with that, Jake unlocked the door and stepped out.


Seven

“Well, I really am impressed.” Mr Green said.

His voice was calm, neutral, but his face… his face told Jake everything he needed to know. The way his teacher was looking at him made it clear how hot he thought Jake was.

Grinning, Jake couldn’t resist the urge to wiggle his hips and shake his butt, strutting in his heels to show off his body. The way his skirt flared out flashed his panties, his fishnet-clad butt, his ass cheeks, even the small bulge of his caged cock, filled him with a sense of joy that was bright and intense and addictive. Jake really, really liked being pretty.

“You like? Is this enough of an apology? Does this convince you I really am sorry and that I’m willing to be a good girl for you? Are you impressed?” Jake said.

His words thrilled him, the way he was flirting with the older man, the implication of what he was saying, and yet, through it all, was the heat of lust, his need and his desire. He wanted so badly for his hot, older, handsome professor to play with his ass and make him cum. He would do anything…

“I think perhaps it is a good start.” Mr Green said, rising to his feet. “But I’m going to need more than just a pretty face and a sexy outfit. You look utterly stunning Jake, but I’m going to need you to do more than just look like a good girl. I’m going to need you to act like one.”

Jake felt heat in his cheeks as Mr Green spoke to him, the threat and the implication of his words. Jake bit his bottom lips, squirming, fluttering his eyelashes. He couldn’t get over how much fun it was to feel sexy.

“What… what do I need to do to show you I’m willing to be a good girl for you?” Jake said. “I… I’m not sure how good girls act. Would you show me?”

Mr Green smiled.

“Come here.” Mr Green said.

As he spoke he moved around the desk. Jake did as he was told, strutting towards his teacher, swaying his hips and ass. He felt so small and pretty and feminine, his professor so tall and broad and strong.

He’d never felt anything like it before, and yet… it was right. It was utterly right.

With his ass wiggling Jake felt his hole ache, so sensitive after days of regular play, practice. It was eager, sensitive, and hungry. He wanted to cum so badly it made it difficult to focus.

Jake moved to stand in front of his teacher, Mr Green looming over him even with his heels on. His eyes were bright, stern, full of lust, his body powerful. Jake waited, trembling.

“You want me to show you how good girls act do you, Jake? You want me to instruct you?”

Jake nodded.

“Please.” He whimpered.

Mr Green smiled, looking down at him. And then… he pounced.

Before Jake had a chance to react, to move, Mr Green was on him, his arms wrapping around him, one hand on Jake’s back, the other on his ass, and then his teacher’s lips were on his. Mr Green was kissing him, kissing him hard, deep, while one of his hands held him close, groping his ass, pulling Jake into him.

Jake was frozen for a moment, but only for a moment. Without even thinking he kissed back, pressing his body into his teacher, throbbing, trembling. His lips parted and he tasted his professor’s tongue, wet and hot and eager.

Jake moaned, squirming, Mr Green’s hand groping his ass, squeezing hard. It felt good, and he pressed his butt back even as he squirmed against his teacher’s body.

He kissed back, kissed hard, deep, and it was unlike any kiss he’d experienced before. The kiss was ferocious, hungry, ravenous, and Jake melted in the fire of Mr Green’s lust.

As he shifted he felt… his chest tightened. He could feel something hard, thick, long, throbbing against his belly. He pressed his body forward, letting his professor molest his butt under his skirt, and he squirmed against the hardness, feeling it…

Mr Green was hard. His cock was hard. His cock was hard for him, and it was massive. The thought, the implication, the threat of it made Jake’s head spin.

If his fingers had felt good, had made him cum, then how would his cock feel? How would it feel to…

And then the kiss ended. The kiss ended and Mr Green pulled back, still keeping a firm hold of Jake’s ass while the other hand slipped up to the back of Jake’s neck, gripping him firmly.

“That’s a good start, but a good girl needs to know how to do more than kiss. Plus, I feel that with your outfit making such bold declarations, I need to see if you’re telling the truth.”

Jake blinked, head too fuzzy to think clearly. Mr Green seemed to sense Jake’s confusion. He smiled.

“I want to know if you really are a cum slut Jake.” He said. “Now, on your knees.”

And with that, he let go of Jake’s ass and began with his grip on Jake’s neck to force him down to his knees. Jake, willing, eager, desperate, did not resist.
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Jake knew what was expected of him. He knew what his teacher wanted. And… he was slightly surprised to find he wanted it too.

He had thought his return to Mr Green’s office would mean possibly more punishment, but then more reward. He had hoped his outfit, his sexy new look, would entice the handsome older man to finger his ass again, make him cum as he so desperately needed to cum, but in the end, he was getting so much more. Mr Green was going to reward him, but it was going to be a lot more than just his fingers.

But first…

“Well, are you going to show me you’re a good girl, or not?” Mr Green asked.

Jake, on his knees, looked up at his teacher, biting his lip, fluttering his eyelashes, blushing. He nodded.

“Yes Sir.” He said, voice soft.

And with that, he looked down, to his teacher's trousers, the bulge there, the fat, long, throbbing hardness of his cock—the cock that was hard for Jake, that was hard because Mr Green thought he was hot, sexy—and he reached out to begin undoing his professor’s belt, button, fly.

Jake’s belly fluttered at the realisation of what he was doing. His caged dick throbbed. His mouth watered. Slowly he pulled Mr Green’s trousers down.

His head was spinning. He was so horny he could barely think. Dressed as he was, as a slutty cheerleader, with makeup, a wig, smooth, in panties, heels, fishnets, he felt… free. He felt free to embrace what it was he wanted, and he wanted… he wanted his teacher to make him cum like he’d made him cum before.

Jake wanted to earn release, pleasure. He wanted to show the older, handsome man in front of him, the man who had taken such firm control of him, that he was a good girl, a cum slut, that he could behave.

He wanted to feel his cock. He wanted to feel his teacher’s desire for him, wanted to stroke it, taste it, suck it. And then he wanted his teacher to fuck him.

Jake wanted his teacher to fuck him, in his ass, just like Jake had been doing with his toy, only better. He wanted Mr Green to treat him like his good girl, his cum slut, his naughty cheerleader, and bend him over his desk and fuck him. But first…

Jake pulled down his teacher's trousers, his underwear, and Jake’s eyes went wide when Mr Green’s cock popped free, swaying in front of him. It was massive, thick and long, throbbing, and it was beautiful.

Without needing to be told Jake reached out to wrap his fingers around his professor’s girth, the size almost seeming larger for how small and delicate Jake’s hands were. As Jake held his teacher’s cock he stroked, and Jake felt his belly flutter and Mr Green thrust into his grip, moaning softly.

“Fuck your hands feel good. But I think your mouth will feel even better.” Mr Green said.

Jake smiled. He stroked, gently, delighting in how his teacher’s cock swelled, throbbed, the slit oozing precum. His mouth was wet, lips tingling. And without another thought, he leaned forward to kiss the tip of the cock in front of him.
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The kiss alone sent a shiver along Jake’s spine. Without thinking he parted his lips slightly and pressed forwards. His mouth formed a seal, lips pursed, wet, and slowly Jake forced his head down even as his teacher thrust forward.

The girth of Mr Green’s cock forced his lips wider, splitting his mouth open. The tip of his cock slipped in, slipped deeper, and Jake began to work his tongue, sucking, sealing his lips around the thickness of the throbbing, perfect cock in his mouth.

Jake sucked, hard, and worked his lips down, tonguing. He moaned in giddy pleasure. He was sucking a cock. He was sucking his teacher’s cock. He was on his knees, dressed as a slutty cheerleader, made-up like a pretty girl, sucking the cock of the teacher that had disciplined him, caged him, spanked him, and… he was enjoying it.

Jake moaned in delight as Mr Green thrust his cock deeper. A hand came to rest on the back of his head, gripping his hair, Mr Green taking control of him, and, slowly, his professor began to work his hips, thrusting deeper, pulling his cock back. Jake relaxed into it, sucking gently, lips sealed, mouth hot and wet and buzzing. He let the older man fuck his mouth with long, slow, gentle thrusts.

Jake’s caged cock throbbed. If having his mouth fucked felt this good then… then what would it feel like to have his ass fucked? Jake giggled, the sound muffled by cock, as he realised he might not have to wait long to find out.

“Fuck your mouth is so good. You make such a pretty cum slut Jake. You look so good on your knees with my cock in your mouth, behaving yourself. You make such a hot good girl.” Mr Green said.

Jake thrummed with joy at the compliment. He was pretty. He was hot. He was… he was a good girl. That meant… was he going to get to cum?

Wanting to impress, wanting to show his teacher he really was sorry, wanting to show Mr Green that he would behave, so he could earn his reward, desperate to cum. And the thought of what that reward might be, after the days of constantly teasing and training his ass, make Jake quiver.

Jake sucked harder, pressing his head down, taking his teacher’s cock deeper. He worked his tongue, lips tight, drooling spit. Mr Green thrust, deep, then pulled his cock back until just the tip was between Jake’s lips, then thrust again.

He fucked Jake’s mouth, gripping his hair, using him like his pretty cum slut and… Jake loved it. He loved how the older man was taking control of him, the thrill of submitting, the joy of being pretty, sexy, and getting used.

He felt Mr Green’s cock throbbing harder, getting fatter, thicker. He was… he was going to cum? He was going to cum in Jake’s mouth?

Jake had wanted more but in that moment he was suddenly eager for it, desperate. He wanted to be a good girl, a cum slut, and he wanted to taste and swallow his professor’s cum. He sucked harder, deeper, faster, but Mr Green gripped his hair tight and pulled his cock back, pulled his cock out of Jake’s mouth, the head leaving his lips with an audible pop.

“Fuck you’re a natural. Have you done that before?” Mr Green asked.

Jake blushed, shook his head. He was oddly thrilled and embarrassed that he was so talented at sucking cock that his teacher wondered if he’d been practising.

“No I… I’ve never done anything like this before. I just… I just did what felt right, and what felt good for me and what I thought would feel good for you. I… I wanted you to enjoy your good girl.” Jake said, voice soft, flirty.

“Well, I did. I enjoyed you and your mouth so much I was almost tempted to cum. But… I think we can save that for later. Right now I think someone needs a reward, and relief. Don’t you?”

Jake smiled, nodded. He could feel his caged cock drooling, and his ass was practically quivering with hunger.

“Please.” Jake whimpered.

“Since you asked so nicely… up on your feet and bend over my desk, legs spread.”

Jake, grinning, couldn’t move fast enough.


Eight

Jake tottered in his heels, strutting, wiggling his hips and ass, and when he reached Mr Green’s desk he made a show of bending over slowly, hand down flat, bending at his waist, curving his back to lift his ass up. He could feel his skirt rising up, flashing his fishnet-clad legs, his ass, his skimpy pants.

His heart was in his mouth, short breaths. He was trembling, so excited it hurt. He’d never done anything like this before. Jake had always been into girls, yet in that moment he wanted it more than anything. He wanted to be his teacher’s good girl. He wanted to be Mr Green’s cum slut.

Slowly, ass up, face down, Jake spread his legs.

“Fuck you are hot.” Mr Green said. “I’m going to enjoy helping you reach your full potential Jake.”

“I… I look forward to you disciplining and rewarding me, Sir.” He said.

Jake’s face was blazing, a deep blush, and he could feel his hole twitching. He’d spent so many days playing with himself, fucking his hole with his fake cock, and all of it had let him to this moment. He’d been accidentally training himself for his teacher, training his whole for the thick, long, throbbing cock of his professor.

He was going to get fucked. He was going to get fucked over his teacher’s desk by a real flesh and blood cock, by a man, by Mr Green, the handsome older teacher that all the girls were crushing on. He was going to become his good girl.

“Such pretty words.” Mr Green said. “How could I resist you? As cute as you are, as smart as you are, as sexy as you are, it was like you were put here to tempt me. Now, tell me, Jake, are you ready for your reward? Are you ready for me to show you how I treat a good girl?”

Jake trembled at the words, aware of what they meant. He nodded, shaking his hips and ass.

“Yes… please… show me, take me, reward me.”

Jake heard footsteps, and then… he felt hands on his ass, his hips, stroking, groping, molesting. His teacher's grip was firm, hungry, and the way his teacher’s hands roamed over his lower body only served to further provoke Jake’s lust and need.

Jake pressed back into Mr Green’s grip, wiggling his ass. Fingers stroked, teased, caressed, groped. Jake moaned, head spinning, and then… he felt fingers snag in the mesh of his fishnets, snag and pull.

There was tension and then the round of ripping. His professor was ripping his fishnets off him, ripping them open to expose his ass, his butt, his panties, and beneath the silk… his hole.

“Fuck… oh god… please… take me.” Jake moaned.

There was something so intoxicating about the raw masculine power of his teacher, the way he was handling him, the strength and fire and lust in him. It made Jake feel small and weak and pretty, it made Jake feel wanted, sexy, lusted after. It made Jake feel submissive.

“Take me… fuck me… please… I’m your good girl.”

As Jake whimpered, Mr Green acted. With his fishnets ripped, that left only his panties covering his hole. Mr Green gripped them and pulled them roughly to the side. Jake was shaking, overcome with lust and delight and joy, weak and small and pretty, just a toy for the older man to use.

There was a pause, a moment, and then… something cool and wet dribbled down Jake’s crack, dripped over his butt. It took him a moment to process the sensation and then he realised… it was lube. Mr Green was getting him ready. He shivered.

A finger teased along his crack, teased over his hole, pressed gently, just barely entering him. Jake moaned, wiggling his hips and pressing back. It felt even better than before. With all the play he’d been doing with his toy, teasing himself, his hole had become eager and sensitive and hungry. His teacher’s touch was electric.

“Fuck… had you… have you been playing with yourself, Jake? Have you been teasing your tight hole in an attempt to make yourself cum?”

Jake blushed. How did Mr Green know? Was it that obvious? Had all the playing with his ass with his new toy really changed his asshole that much?

The thought that he’d turned his ass from a normal hole into a fuck-hole, that his professor could tell what a slut he’d been, both thrilled and horrified him. Yet… he nodded.

“I… yes. I was so horny and I thought if I could make myself cum then I wouldn’t need to see you any more, that I wouldn’t have to behave, so… I bought myself a dildo, and I’ve been playing with myself.”

“I can tell.” Mr Green said. “Your hole is so pretty and willing and eager now. And the way you’re reacting is so lovely.”

Mr Green teased with his finger, pressing the tip in, just barely fucking Jake, but the sensations were bright and overwhelming and Jake could not help but grind his hips and ass, fucking back. He was moaning, breathing hard, gasping.

“So… if you’ve been playing with yourself, why are you back here, being such a good girl?” Mr Green said.

From his tone, Jake knew he knew the answer. Jake blushed, shamed and excited at the same time, thrilled at the power his teacher had over him. As Mr Green teased him with his finger, the tips just barely working in and out of his well-lubed, eager ass, Jake whimpered.

“I… I played with myself but it was never enough. I tried so many things, different positions, angles, hard and soft, but… it was never enough. I just ended up more frustrated.”

Jake was moaning and his teacher fucked his finger just slightly deeper, the pleasure brighter and more intense than anything he’d known before. He worked his hips and ass to feel as much as he could. If just Mr Green’s finger felt that good then what would more feel like?

“But… I could never make myself cum. It was never enough. I just ended up more frustrated. I… I need you to help me. Please. I need you to make me cum. I want you to play with my ass and make me cum again like you did before.”

Jake was moaning, whining, begging. Mr Green responded by pressing his finger deeper.

“Well… this is interesting. But I’m afraid I’m not going to make you cum like I did before.”

Jake froze. Mr Green stopped moving his finger and slowly pulled it out, leaving Jake’s ass suddenly empty. He was desperate, his ass an eager fuck hole that needed to be used. He needed to cum. He needed…

“Instead, I’m going to give you something better.” Mr Green said.

And with that, Jake felt his teacher move closer, and something thick, hard, hot, slippery pressed at his ass. It was so much larger than Mr Green’s finger, so much thicker than his toy.

Cock. Mr Green’s prick.

A fat, hard, throbbing prick was pressing at his lubed, willing, eager, aching ass. His teacher was going to fuck him.

The hot, sexy, older, domineering man was going to fuck him in his ass while he was bent over his desk dressed as a slutty cheerleader. His teacher was going to claim his virginity and fuck him and make him cum.

Jake moaned in giddy delight and then, as Mr Green pressed his hips forward, Jake worked his hips and ass back, and the tip slipped just barely into his lubed ass. It was better than anything he’d felt before.
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“Fuck!”

Jake moaned softly, overcome with pleasure and lust. His ass was stretched, gaped, pressure, pain, bliss. He could feel his teacher’s cock throbbing, pulsing with the drumming of his heart. It was so hard, so hot, so thick and long and perfect, and…

It was going to be inside him. Mr Green was going to bury his cock in Jake’s ass. His professor was going to fuck him and make him a good girl.

Jake pressed back, wanting more than just the tip. If just the barest amount of cock in his ass felt so amazing, then what would more feel like? What would all of it feel like? What would it feel like to have the hot, domineering older man fucking his fat cock in and out of his ass feel like?

Jake, beaming, eager to find out, pressed back harder, wiggling his hips, spreading his legs. Mr Green’s hands roamed over his pert ass, roamed up to his hips, gripped tight and then… he thrust forward even as he pulled Jake back onto his cock.

The pressure built. Jake’s ass, lubed up, slippery, well trained after all the play, opened. The head of Mr Green’s fat cock popped past his outer ring and it sank deep, slipping into Jake’s tight, hot hole in one long slow smooth motion.

Jake clenched down, delighting in how the girth of Mr Green’s cock pressed on the bright, sensitive spot inside him. It was so much thicker and longer than his toy, warm, throbbing. A real flesh and blood cock. His teacher’s cock.

Jake was no longer a virgin. There was a cock in his ass. Mr Green’s cock.

He was dressed up like a cheerleader, smooth, made-up, caged, bent over his desk, legs spread, and he was getting fucked. And… he loved it.

Jake moaned and surrendered to the tide of sensation. He could no longer deny it. He wanted it. He wanted the pleasure, wanted his teacher to fuck him, use him, make him cum. He wanted to be Mr Green’s good girl.

“Fuck… more… please… don’t stop.”

Jake was whimpering, desperate. It had been so long since he’d last cum and the pleasure was unlike anything he’d felt before. It was better than his toy. It was better than Mr Green’s finger. It was…

“So fucking good…” Jake moaned.

Mr Green thrust deep, burying the entirety of his fat prick in Jake’s tight, eager ass, and then pulled back, slipped almost his entire cock out, only the tip barely inside, then slammed his hips forward again. Jake’s mind was fuzzy, drunk on the just of being his teacher’s good girl.

He surrendered, submitted, gave himself over to the joy of being a cum slut for his teacher. It was a pleasure beyond anything he had imagined before. He was pretty, cute, sexy. He was lusted after. And… getting fucked in the ass was amazing.

“Harder, fuck me harder, use me. Fuck me hard and make me cum. Cum inside me. Make me cum as you cum inside me. Please. I’ll be your good girl. I’ll behave. I’ll obey you. Just… fuck me.”

The words came tumbling out but Jake meant all of them. It was like the deepest, most secret wants and needs in him had been unlocked and he knew now that there was no going back to who he’d been before.

He wanted to be a good girl.

“Fuck…”

Mr Green worked his cock in and out of Jake’s ass, fucking him deep, hard, fast. He gripped Jake’s waist tight, pulling him back into him as he thrust his hips forward, his thighs slapping against Jake’s ass. Jake wiggled, working his ass, giving in to new instincts, chasing the pleasure that was unfolding within him

He could feel Mr Green’s cock throbbing harder, getting fatter. He could hear his teacher breathing hard, the pleasure in his moans. The thought that he was turning his teacher on, that he was so cute and hot that he couldn’t control himself, that he felt so good that he was going to cum inside him, made Jake shudder.

It was as though he were blossoming, becoming someone new, someone brighter and happier. He was a cum slut, a sexy cheerleader, bent over his teacher’s desk getting fucked.

His caged cock throbbed a delightful agony, drooling precum. With each thrust of Mr Green’s cock Jake felt the bright spot of pleasure inside him teased, becoming more and more sensitive, a wellspring of sensations rising up, pleasure and joy and bliss.

He clenched his hole, ground his hips, thrust back to feel more. He was close. He was so close it hurt. Just a little more…

Mr Green thrust deep, cock throbbing, and Jake felt it swell even larger, becoming fat and girthy. His teacher fucker harder, deeper, and Jake knew he was close. He could feel it in how hard Mr Green gripped his hips, how roughly he fucked him.

Jake, eager to please his professor, eager to cum, spread his legs as wide as they would go, curved his back, lifted his ass high, and he fucked back, hard. Jake rode his teacher’s cock, feeling it thrust in and out of his eager, wet hole, tight and hot, pleasure swelling, waves of bliss crashing over him. Mr Green thrust into him, fucking him, and he felt it…

“So close… don’t stop… please don’t stop.” Jake whimpered.

And Mr Green didn’t. He fucked harder, deeper, pounding Jake’s ass. Jake clenched, and then…

his professor, the hot, sexy, older man that all the girls lusted after fucked deep into Jake’s ass. He fucked deep, hard, and sheathed his cock utterly, gripping Jake’s hips tighter than ever.

“Fuck… you feel so good.”

Jake felt Mr Green’s cock throb harder than ever, swelling. He clenched down, grinding his ass, and then… he felt it. He felt his teacher cumming. His teacher was cumming inside his ass, was claiming him, breeding him, marking him as a good girl.

“Fuccckkkk…”

Jake was delirious with pleasure. He could feel his teacher cumming inside him and it was enough… with Mr Green’s cock pressing on the bright, sensitive spot inside him Jake ground down, feeling his hole filled with hot, thick, sticky cum, and he came. He came from getting fucked, from having his professor, the hot older man, cumming inside him.

The pair rutted, cumming together, breathing hard. Mr Green’s cock throbbed, filling Jake’s ass with his seed, while Jake squirmed, cumming from being fucked, having his ass filled with cum, belly fluttering, clenching his hole to milk his teacher’s cock, grinding his ass back to feel more, to experience the most pleasure.

The pleasure was addictive, corrupting him. He knew then that his professor had the perfect reward to motivate him to behave and he didn’t care. He just wanted more.

“Fuck you are good.” Mr Green said. “I’m going to enjoy teaching you how to behave.”

“Mmmm… and I’m going to look forward to you rewarding and disciplining me. I’m going to enjoy being your good girl.” Jake said.

And then he giggled, wiggling his hips to milk the last drops of cum from his teacher’s cock. His body thrummed with pleasure.

“What’s so funny?” Mr Green asked.

His hands moved to caress Jake’s ass, squeezing as his climax subsided.

Jake blushed, basking in the aftermath of his most intense orgasm ever. It was like he had been made aware of a whole new realm of experiences and pleasure that he had never known existed before, and he could not wait to get more.

“I just… I had an idea.” Jake said.

Mr Green smiled.

“Want to share?”

Jake blushed, squirming.

“Well… if you do convince me to behave, if you do make me into your good girl, would that make me a teacher’s pet? And if so… do I get to wear a cute tail and some fluffy ears? And… maybe a collar?”

Just the thought of it was making Jake’s belly flutter. It was like he’d discovered a whole new side to himself. A side he liked.

“I think that can definitely be arranged. If you behave.”

“And if I don’t?” Jake asked.

“Then you’ll get punished.”

And to prove his point, Mr Green spanked Jake’s ass, lightly, making him yelp and wiggle, his ass clenching down on his teacher’s slowly softening prick. Jake moaned, giddy, still glowing from having been fucked.

His head spun. He wasn’t sure which one he wanted more, the punishment or the reward. Fortunately, Jake knew that he could get both.

“So, are you going to behave for me?” Mr Green asked.

Jake giggled again, looked back over his shoulder at the hot older man who had tamed him.

“Maybe.” He said.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

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

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

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Or will Aaron go from Sinner to Saint?


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


TWO BRATTY FEMBOYS




[image: ]

Daniel and Josh are weeks away from graduating. There’s just one problem… they need a passing grade in gym, only they’ve been skipping gym for the last two years.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only Mr Bell isn’t so easily persuaded, and the two bratty femboys might just end up earning their passing grade the hard way… only they won’t be running laps.


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

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

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

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

But then Malcolm messes up.

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

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

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

What Choice does Malcolm have?

So begins a journey of feminization and dollification that sees Malcolm becoming so much more than just a high-tech display model. When Malcolm performs well as Clare’s Executive Doll she has an offer for him. One he might find very hard to refuse...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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