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Chapter 1

Devan Strauss stood nonchalantly before headmistress Annie as she read the report the troubled student’s teachers had prepared. The report contained numerous instances of the young man’s poor behavior throughout the school year, and the headmistress couldn’t help but shake her head as she looked at how the boy still smiled.

“Mr.Strauss,” she said. “You realize that Saint Claire’s has a very strict stance on cheating. And this is the third time you’ve been caught trying to copy the answers off of another student's paper this year.”

Saint Claire’s was a private school. And one of the best in the country. It accepted only the most brilliant students, or, the ones with the wealthiest parents. Devan Strauss was one of the latter. The boy was nineteen years of age, and if not for his father’s connections and wealth, he would have been kicked out a long time ago.

Devan only shrugged. Even in the face of the much-feared headmistress, he knew he wouldn’t ever get in any serious trouble. The most they would do is put him in detention, and even then most of the teachers at the school would let him off the hook sooner or later.

“Do you not take any of this seriously, young man?” The headmistress, who was now in her mid-forties, let some anger leak into her voice. She had been with the school for the better part of twenty years now and had always been an especially feared member of the faculty. She did not like the idea of this boy, no matter how rich or powerful his father might be, making light of her.

“No, headmistress,” Devan smirked at Annie, who scowled back at him. “I take your words very seriously. I’m sorry for my behavior. I promise it won’t happen again.”

Again, headmistress Annie felt a thread of anger make its way up her spine. Devan Strauss was an especially infuriating student. He had blonde hair that he kept longer than the school uniform code allowed. He wasn’t particularly tall, and he was frail of build, with delicate features that would look better on a woman than on a man. And yet, despite his rather unmasculine figure, no one in the entire school dared to mess with him.

“You’ve said the same thing at least half a dozen times to me this year alone,” she said, picking up a pencil and twirling it around in her hands. “And yet every other week you’re back here with another problem. Don’t you think we ought to find a permanent solution for this?”

Devan only shrugged. He knew he was untouchable, and he didn’t mind letting everyone know.

Annie, however, had had enough.

The headmistress gently put the pencil on the table and rose from her chair. Devan’s eyes wandered a hint of perverse curiosity in them, down her long torso. The headmistress was tall, taller even than most of the boys at the school. Despite being in her forties, she had an extremely toned figure. The size of her breasts was visible even through the wool blazer draped across her body, and the pencil skirt she had on did little to hide the plumpness of her buttocks.

If not for the terror she commanded she would have been an object of desire for many students.

“Come with me,” she said and started walking even before Devan had a chance to answer.

After a moment of hesitation, he started following the headmistress.

“Where are we going?” He asked as they exited the tiny building that housed her office.

“To administer your punishment.”

“What?” Devan asked, clearly surprised for the first time. “No detention?” Every time before this, the headmistress had written a note recommending a week’s worth of detention for Devan, and Devan had breezed by it without much trouble every time. It was odd for her to see to the punishment herself.

“What is my punishment?” Devan asked, plainly rattled by whatever the headmistress had planned.

“You will see.” Headmistress Annie kept walking towards her car which was parked beneath a large oak tree by the road. The school was built on a massive private estate. It was big enough that teachers often needed cars to get from one end to the other.

The headmistress walked, her sharp heels crunching the autumn leaves underneath, until she reached her car and opened the door. She looked back at Devan and signaled with her hand towards the passenger door. “Get in,” she said, and then promptly took the driver’s seat.

With some slight hesitation, Devan got into the car.

Annie fired up the engine and put the car in drive even before the young man had gotten a chance to buckle his seatbelt.

“Where are we going?” He asked, looking at the stern-faced headmistress.

“To the old building.”

The ‘old building’ was a set of structures that had been abandoned long ago. A few decades ago they used to hold classes there, but a fire had rendered them useless. The school had built new buildings on this side of the estate, and the only use for the ‘old building’ was when students would sometimes sneak away there to have parties that involved the use of alcohol or marijuana.

“Why are we going there?” Devan asked.

And this time Annie took a few seconds before replying.

“The groundsman we had taking care of that area has been out sick for the better part of a month. There are leaves everywhere, and we need someone to pick them up.” She looked at him now, dead in the eye. “That is where you come in, Devan Strauss. Some manual labor ought to teach you some responsibility.”

Devan felt his heart sink at the revelation, and not only because he would have to do hard work. The truth was, that Devan had been feeling the need to pee for a very long time now, long before he’d even been brought to the headmistress’ office. The need had gotten much more urgent now, and he knew for a fact that the old building didn’t have any working toilets.


Chapter 2

Headmistress Annie stood under a tall Fir tree, her lips curled in satisfaction, as she watched the infuriatingly delinquent Devan Strauss stab leaf after leaf before tossing them in the bag on his back. Even though this punishment was only supposed to teach him a lesson about responsibility, Annie couldn’t help but feel delighted at how the young man was struggling.

The entire area was covered with leaves, and she knew for a fact that it would take at least two weeks before he even got close to finishing this task. She watched, and took great pleasure in the act, as Devan bent over again and again, grunting in frustration every now and then when his leaf picker would fail to trap some tattered old leaf that was too far along the decay process.

But the more Annie watched the young man, the more she came to realize that the faulty leaf picker wasn’t the only source of his frustration.

She narrowed her eyes on the young man’s body. He was dressed in the school’s standard winter uniform: wearing a pair of black woolen trousers, a white button-down shirt, and a black blazer with the Saint Claire emblem embroidered onto the pocket.

All of that was normal and ordinary.

What wasn’t ordinary, was the fact that Devan would bend over more than was required every time he went down to pick up the leaves. It wasn’t normal that he was fidgeting so much despite the pleasant weather, and it definitely wasn’t normal that he kept bringing his thighs close together every few seconds.

The dots connected themselves, and Annie couldn’t help but smile to herself as the realization sunk in.

Devan Strauss, the boy who no teacher could ever bring to heel, was desperate for the toilet. Despite the many responsibilities that awaited her back at her office, Annie’s only interest right now was to watch this scene unfold in front of her eyes.

Devan bent over and grunted as he felt a particularly strong twinge from his bladder. He was regretting the two cups of coffee he’d had this morning with every passing second. He cursed, under his breath, first his teacher, then then headmistress, and then, finally, himself, for the situation that he now found himself in.

Despite his best efforts to keep things under control, Devan had continued to grow more desperate with every passing moment. He glanced over his shoulder at the headmistress, who even now stood leaning against the tall tree as she watched him work hard. He felt anger bubble up inside him at the smirk on her face, but before he could stray too far down that path of thinking, another spasm from his bladder jolted him to his current situation.

He pressed his thighs close together and straightened himself. The dam was near to bursting now, and the discomfort from his overfull bladder made it impossible for him to focus on his work. Had he been alone, he could have wandered behind any of these trees and relieved himself, but he could hardly do that in the presence of his headmistress.

His bladder kept ballooning to bigger and bigger sizes, making it hard to even stand still. His sphincter muscles begged for relief, and he could feel his entire body tingling with the exertion of having to hold back this flood.

Out of options, he made his way back to where the headmistress was standing.

“You’re nowhere near done, Mr.Strauss,” she said, as she saw her student approaching.

“Do you expect me to complete all of this today?” he asked, crossing his legs and crushing his thighs against each other to help hold it.

“I expect you to do more than this,” Annie replied, relishing the sight of the young boy squirming in front of her eyes. “You’ve barely gotten started. At this pace, you won’t finish for another two months.”

Devan put his hands behind his back and lowered his head to hide the color that was rising up his neck. “It’s just that…” he was struggling to get the words out. After all, it was hard to admit as a nineteen-year-old boy that he was struggling to hold back his piss.

“What is it?” Headmistress Annie crossed her arms under her breasts and narrowed her eyes on Devan. Even if she knew full well what was going on, she wanted to hear the troublesome student say it with his own tongue.

“It’s just that I have to go to the toilet.” Devan blushed hard as he said this, and couldn’t bring himself to meet the headmistress’ eyes.

“Surely you can wait until we’re done here. You’re not a little boy anymore.” Annie was having way too much fun in this. Something about humiliating Devan was making her hot between her thighs.

Devan hesitated for a few more seconds, before speaking up again. “It’s quite urgent actually,” he said, his face going even redder.

“How urgent?” She asked

Devan grew redder still.

“If you just take me to the toilet, headmistress, I promise I’ll come back here and complete my punishment. I swear I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t an emergency.”

Annie considered his words for a few seconds. The boy, who was usually so sure of himself, now grumbled in front of her as he squirmed his legs. The very sight made Annie’s panties slick with arousal.

“Alright,” she said, and she watched his face quirk up. “Get in the car.”

“Thank you,” he said and bolted off towards the car. He was in the passenger seat even before Annie had reached the vehicle.

She took her sweet time getting in, delighted at how Devan squirmed in the seat of her car. Once inside, she looked at him sternly. “Put your seatbelt on,” she said.

Devan did as he was told, even though the belt cut into his abdomen, pressing against his bladder and worsening his condition. He was muttering silent prayers under his breath, his thighs all but crushed against each other as he watched the headmistress put the key in the ignition.

He calculated that it would take just two or three minutes for the drive back to the main wing, where he could use any of the toilets on the ground floor of the campus. As bad as his condition was, he was sure he could hold it for that long.

He watched eagerly as the key slid into the keyhole, and he held his breath as the headmistress turned it. The car, the raggedy old thing that it was, made a few subdued noises –  like the coughing of a machine that was way past its time. She turned the key again, and again the car made the same noises.

She did it a third time, and only now did Devan realize, with great distress, that the car was refusing to start.

Annie looked at him, an animated pout on her lips. “The engine’s gone cold I think,” she said, a hint of mockery to her tone. “We might have to wait a few minutes before I can try again. It usually starts up on the second or third try.”

Devan’s heart sank all the way to the floor. He couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Can’t you try again,” he said, jamming both hands between his legs now. He had dropped all pretense and was holding himself rather shamelessly. “I can’t wait that long.”

“It’ll just be a few minutes, Devan,” she said. “Just sit tight.”

But he couldn’t sit tight. Devan had already been on the edge of disaster when they’d gotten in the car, and now with the added shock of the car refusing to start, the young man’s defenses started to crumble.

“I can’t,” he whimpered under his breath, his bladder sending one last –  extremely desperate –  signal. “I can’t wait anymore.” His eyes welled up with tears. His entire body flamed with shame, as his bladder forced its contents outwards. A small moan escaped the young man’s lips as heat bloomed between his thighs. Despite his hands clamping down on his cock, wet shame spurted out and stained his boxers.

He whimpered as he lost control, flooding his boxers, his trousers, and then the seat underneath with his urine. He went hot in the face as headmistress Annie gasped at what he’d done. He kept peeing for half a minute, and by the time he was finally done, the bum of his pants was soaked with his own shame.

It took a few more seconds before the headmistress spoke.

“Mr.Strauss,” she said. “Did you just wee yourself in my car? At your age?”

Devan couldn’t even meet her eyes.


Chapter 3

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” Contrary to the apparent ire on her face, Annie was delighted inwardly to see Devan in this state. He cut a sorry figure right now, sitting in a puddle of his own making as he stared at his soaking wet crotch with flaming red cheeks. “Surely you are too old to be wetting yourself like a baby.”

“I… I’m sorry,” he said. “I just had to go really badly.” He paused to sniffle. “ I tried, but I couldn’t hold it anymore.”

Annie scowled at the young man and shook her head from side to side to make apparent her displeasure with the situation. “This is simply unacceptable, Mr.Strauss. I can’t wait to see what your father has to say when I tell him that his nineteen-year-old son wet my car seats with his wee.”

Devan’s head jerked upwards now. He hadn’t even considered the kind of fallout this thing might have. “Please headmistress,” he pleaded. “You can’t tell him. You can’t tell anyone.”

“And why is that?” She crossed her arms under her breasts again, lifting her chin up high and doing a little ‘hmpfh’ sound. “I would very much like to tell the world that Devan Strauss still has trouble keeping his boxers dry.”

Devan’s heart skipped a beat as he imagined how that would play out. He pictured in his mind how everyone would laugh at him, how his own parents would look at him with pity. There was no way he would let that happen.

“Please,” he begged again. “I’ll do anything you ask me to, headmistress. Please keep this a secret from everyone.” He clasped his hands as if to pray, and looked up at the headmistress with tears in his eyes.

“Even if I agree,” she said. “Everyone will know the truth when you walk through the front doors of your dormitory in those soaking wet trousers. One look at your wet tush and they’ll know what you’ve done.

Devan hadn’t considered that. He didn’t have any spare clothes either, and even though he had a room all to himself, he would still have to walk through the lobby with wet trousers that sagged under the weight of his urine.

He was completely and utterly fucked.

Once more, he looked towards the headmistress for aid.

“If you could go and get me some clean trousers from my dorm room,” he said. “I could change in the car and no one would have to know. I swear I’ll pay to have your seats cleaned. And I’ll do the groundskeeping here for the entire year.”

“I am not your errand boy, Mr.Strauss,” Annie said, letting a hint of ice seep back into her voice. “If you want me to help you, it will be on my terms. Otherwise, you are free to walk back to the campus and show everyone what you’ve done.”

“Anything,” he said. “I’ll do anything, headmistress.”

“Alright,” she said. “For starters, you will get out of the car, and dry the car seat as best as you can. Tomorrow, you will pay to have it cleaned properly.”

“Alright,” he said and jumped out of the seat. He blushed beet red once more as he saw the size of the stain he’d left underneath, but he didn’t say anything.

“There’s a towel in the trunk,” Annie said, popping open the trunk. “Grab it. And while you’re at it, also get the bag that’s in there. I might have some spare clothes that you can wear.”

Devan did as he was told. He got the towel and the bag and set to clean up the seat as best as he could. The constant wetness near his crotch and his bum was making him uncomfortable, but he didn’t have a lot of options right now.

“You can stop now,” Annie said. “I don’t think you’re going to get the seat much drier than that.”

Devan took a step back and eyed his feet sheepishly as he waited for the headmistress to get out of the car and make her way over to him. “Now,” she said when she’d reached him. “There is the issue of your wetness.”

Devan blushed as he nodded. It was very humiliating to hear the headmistress say words like ‘wetness’ when she was referring to his accident. It was almost as if she was trying to humiliate him as much as possible.

She grabbed the bag that Devan had gotten from the trunk and put it on the roof of the car. She slipped open the zipper and pulled out a pair of black trousers similar to the ones that Devan was wearing –  only these ones were clearly designed to be worn by a woman.

“I can’t wear that,” Devan said, the instant he saw those trousers. Despite being similar in color, there was no way he’d be able to hide the fact that he was wearing women’s pants.

“Then you are free to go,” Annie said. “If you want to change out of your wet clothes, this is the best you’re going to get. Otherwise, you can try your luck with sneaking back into your room with wee running down the insides of your legs. The choice is yours.”

Begrudgingly, and with his hands balled up into fists by his side, Devan agreed once more. “Fine,” he said, holding out his hand. “Give them to me.”

“I’m afraid I won’t do that,” Annie replied.

“Why?” Devan asked, a look of genuine puzzlement crossing his face.

“Because,” Annie said. “I’m going to put them on you myself.”

Now the alarm bells started to go off inside Devan’s head. Why would the headmistress insist on something like that? Was this just some ploy of hers to humiliate him even further? To show him that he wasn’t a man, but rather a child.

“I’m fully capable of putting a pair of trousers on myself,” Devan replied. “I don’t need your help with that.”

“That might be,” Annie said. “But my pants, my rules. So hurry up and slip out of those wet things. I don’t have all day.”

Devan, as was the theme for today, was powerless to do anything at all.

He briefly considered walking away and making his way back in the wet pants, but he wouldn’t ever be able to live down the humiliation of wetting his pants as an adult. Besides, he’d be lying if he said he’d never ever considered a scenario where he’d be with headmistress Annie with his pants off.

Only none of those scenarios ever involved him having pissed himself.

She was a very attractive woman, after all, and even though it would be embarrassing, there would be worse people to be naked in front of.

“Alright,” he said, letting out a breath that he’d held in for far too long. “Let’s just get this over with quickly.”

He undid his trousers, and slipped them down his legs, bending over and stepping out of them before straightening back up again, the soaking wet pants bunched up in his right hand.

“The underwear too,” Annie said, tapping her foot on the ground to show her impatience.

“Is that really necessary?” Devan asked.

“Absolutely,” Annie replied. “I can’t have your dirty wee staining my pants. I want to be able to wear them again.”

Once more Devan sighed, and once more he did as the headmistress had asked of him. He bent over, pulling his soaking-wet underwear down his legs until he was able to step out of them. Annie’s eyes lit up at the sight unfolding in front of her. The young man’s lower body looked exactly like she’d expected it to look.

There was hardly a trace of hair down there. Even at nineteen years of age, Devan Strauss was completely smooth from the waist down. His shirt hung low enough to hide his cock from view, but as he’d been bending down Annie had managed to get a good look at the shy little thing. It was a tiny cock, by all standards, but somehow that made it all the more attractive to Annie.

He stood back up and eyed the headmistress. “Now?” He asked, his smooth hairless cheeks tinged red.

“Almost,” Annie said and then grabbed the same towel that she had made Devan use to clean up the seat. “First we clean you up, and then we put you in some dry pants.”

“I can clean myself up,” Devan said, but before he could protest any further a stern look from the headmistress shut him up.

Annie beckoned Devan over with a finger, and Devan took a few steps to close the distance between them.

“You can put your wet things on the ground,” she told him, and he did as directed.

Annie grabbed the towel and fell to a squat in front of Devan’s crotch. The boy blushed a bright red as she surveyed the wetness on his thighs. “You’ve really made a mess down here, haven’t you?” she said.

And of course, Devan didn’t have an answer other than a nervous fidget.

She started with his thighs, using the dry end of the towel to scrub away the wetness clinging there. The boy had covered up his cock with his hands, and for some reason, Annie found that both amusing and erotic. She hummed to herself as she made her way downwards, cleaning up his thighs and the insides of his legs before she looked up at him.

“Turn around,” she said, and Devan blushed harder than he had all day.

Even still, he did as he was told, and shuffled around until his bum was facing the squatting headmistress. She took the towel to his plump cheeks, cleaning out the wetness that had stuck to them.

She couldn’t help but admire Devan’s tush. Even as a boy, he had a perky backside that was plump enough to rival many of the hottest women she’d seen over the course of her life. It also helped that the cheeks were burning red much the same as the cheeks on his face.

Once she was satisfied with the results of her cleaning, she turned him around again. “We’ll have to clean this part up too,” she said, pointing at his cock with her eyes.

His cheeks flamed once more as he realized that he’d have to take his hands off. To his credit, Devan didn’t protest this time. Perhaps it was because he knew there was no point, or perhaps it was because he had started to enjoy the proceedings.

A little shyly, Devan took his hands off of his tiny little cock, and Annie’s eyes lit up with the sight that awaited her. It looked even cuter close-up, and for a moment Annie wanted to wrap her palm around it and squeeze it.

But she couldn’t very well do that, could she?

So she stuck to drying it off with her towel, and then she rose to her feet once more. She opened her bag again and pulled out another article of clothing. One that made Devan’s jaw drop the moment he saw it.

“No way,” he said. “There’s no need for that.”

What headmistress Annie held between her hands right now was a pair of pink French-cut panties. “I think there is a need,” she said. “I don’t want your dirty bits flopping around in my trousers. You either wear the panties first or you can put your wet clothes back on.”

“But…”
 

“No buts,” the headmistress said sternly. “I already told you, if you want my help it will be on my terms. Besides, you shouldn’t complain so much after what you’ve just done.”

Once more, Devan hung his head in shame. He was in no position to argue, so he just sighed and stepped closer to the headmistress.

Annie squatted down again, one end of the panties held between the thumb and forefinger of each hand. “Lift up your right leg,” she said, and when he did she slipped the panties up. “And now your left.” He obeyed again, and then she rose with the panties, the light cotton breezing up his smooth legs until it reached his bum.

He couldn’t quite explain why, but Devan felt a rush of blood as soon as the base of the panties made contact with his balls, and he couldn’t help but feel a tingle of arousal as the panties snapped into place near his waist, his tiny cock resting snugly against the crotch.

“There,” Annie said, looking down at his crotch once more. “It fits you perfectly.” She was delighted by what she was seeing. The sight of this nineteen-year-old boy in her pink panties was making her wetter by the second.

“Now the pants,” she fell to a squat again and repeated the entire process once more.

By the time she was done, Devan Strauss stood in front of her with his head hung in shame. His cheeks were the brightest shade of red, but he looked incredible inside her tight-fitting pants. Now that he was in the more feminine trousers, his figure became really prominent. Annie saw the narrow gap in his thighs and the plump curves of his bum.

It was harder to see in his own pants, but she was 100% sure that he had a better ass than she did. And the young man seemed to be enjoying this situation as well because to the delight of Annie’s eager eyes, his tiny little cock was stiff inside those panties.

She looked her student straight in the eye and asked him plainly. “What’s the meaning of this, Mr.Strauss?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t answer.

“Are you hard inside my panties? Are you erect in front of your headmistress?”

He continued to stare at his feet.

“At least tell me this,” she asked, walking up close to him. Close enough that her breasts were inches from his face. Until her mouth was right next to his ear. She dropped her voice to a whisper for what she said next. “Do you need help with that?”

She saw the bulge in his pants –  well, her pants –  get bigger when he heard what she’d said, and a moment later he nodded his head.

That was all the encouragement she needed, and less than a second later Annie’s hands were diving for his cock. 


Chapter 4

What happened next was long in the making.

Both Annie and Devan had known, on some subconscious level at least, that it was inevitable.

The forty-something headmistress dove in, planting her lips on Devan's, her tongue forcing apart his delicate lips and slipping inside. The boy moaned at the heat and force in the older woman’s kiss, and he grew harder still inside those tiny pink panties she’d just put on him.

He felt a rush unlike anything he’d ever felt in life up until that point, and despite the taboo nature of what they were doing, he wanted very desperately to carry on.

He surrendered all control to the headmistress, leaning back as Annie’s hands fell to his back. Her tongue still inside his mouth, she grabbed him by the small of his back, both hands clasping just above the curve of his plump bottom as she pushed her knee between his legs.

He moaned once more from the stimulation and felt the tiniest bit of precum ooze out to stain the crotch of his boxers. Annie pushed her body closer to the boy, pressing her sizable breasts into his chest as she braced his body with her right arm. His cock throbbed violently inside those panties as she wandered lower, cupping his bum within the palm of her hands.

She squeezed him back there, and the boy shuddered in her grip, another sensual moan spilling from his lips.

He could have never imagined that he’d be making out with headmistress Annie while she groped his bottom. He could have never imagined that he’d be in her panties. And he could have never ever imagined that he’d be liking it so much.

Her hands rose once again, finding the waist of Devan’s pants. The boy moaned sweetly into her mouth to let her know that he approved, and a moment later she was slipping her hands inside, her fingers making sweet contact with the plump flesh of his bum. She cupped a cheek each in one hand, the fingers digging into the naked flesh.

The boy shuddered, an almost electric jolt of pleasure coursing through his body as the headmistress squeezed his backside.

“Headmistress,” he moaned into her mouth.

“Sshh,” Annie said. “No talking.”

And then she pulled apart his cheeks, spreading open his tush until his hole all but gaped behind him. Although neither could see it, his asshole twitched at the thought of what was to come, and his tiny cock pulsed hotly inside the panties, oozing out even more precum as she pushed her knee deeper into his crotch.

“Do you like this?” She whispered, removing her lips from his for a second.

“Yes,” he replied, his cheeks flaming with heat, his eyes downcast with both pleasure and shame.

“What do you like about it?”

“Everything,” he said.

“Tell me,” she said, pulling his body closer and squeezing his bottom once more. “I want to hear it from your lips. Tell me exactly what you like about all of this?”
 

The boy hesitated for a few seconds.

“I… I like your tongue inside my mouth,” he stuttered.

Annie smiled at him and moved the forefinger of her right hand inside his crack. He squirmed when he felt her touch. “What else?” She asked.

“I like your tits,” he said. “And the way you touch me… back there?”

He blushed extra hard when he said this, and Annie couldn’t help but giggle at his shyness. “Whatever do you mean, Devan Strauss? Touch you where?”

Annie started to move her finger up and down his crack in a slow, controlled motion. She loved watching him squirm.

“My… bum,” he said. “I love it when you touch my bum. It makes me harder than anything ever has.”

“What part of your bum?” She had moved closer now, whispering directly against his lips. “Just the cheeks?”

“No,” the boy said, his hips already bucking to the motion of Annie’s finger. “Not just the cheeks. I love it when you put your finger inside my crack. And I can’t wait until you put it inside my hole.”

That did it. Annie couldn’t wait any longer.

She kissed him again, with more force than she had ever kissed anyone in her life, and then she slipped a single finger inside the young man’s hole. Devan’s entire body convulsed against the alien touch. He had never been taken that way before, but even so, he swayed his hips and moaned in the most slutty way when he felt the finger invade him. Annie’s tongue worked its way deeper into him, reaching almost to his throat, and her finger did much of the same, rising up into him until it was all the way inside.

She pushed her knee against his cock one last time and squeezed his bum with her free hand.

This was, in the end, all the stimulation the poor boy could handle.

The sensation of a tongue inside his mouth, a hand squeezing his bottom, and a finger inside his hole was too much for Devan Strauss. He moaned into the headmistress’ mouth like a little sissy slut as an extremely overpowering wave of pleasure racked his body.

“MMmhmm,” he continued to moan into his headmistress’s mouth, a slew of sensations overpowering him as his skin tingled with warm ecstasy. He shuddered, and he squirmed inside her grip as he came, his cock exploding inside the borrowed panties, creaming them until they were filled with his sticky offering.

His entire body went limp as soon as he had finished, but the headmistress kept going for a few seconds more. She hadn’t had her fill yet, so she continued to finger his hole and tongue his mouth until she was satisfied.

When she finally pulled away from him, he stood there unevenly, the strength drained out of his legs. The headmistress took a step back and smoothened her skirt down. Then she adjusted her hair and crossed her arms under her breasts once more.

“Mr.Strauss,” she said, cupping the sticky wet mess in his crotch with the palm of her hands. “You seem to have had another accident, but unfortunately that was the only pair of spare panties I had.” 


Chapter 5

Devan stood facing the mirror in his bathroom fully naked. In his right hand, he held the pair of panties headmistress Annie had put on him last evening. The same pink panties that he had gotten hard as a rock in. The same pink panties that he’d creamed when she’d snuck her hand down his bottom.

Just recalling that incident was making him hard once more.

The panties weren’t soiled now. He’d snuck into his dormitory late, and even though he’d been wearing women’s pants, no one had been able to tell before he’d entered the safety of his room. He’d taken the pants, and the panties, off and rinsed them off in the sink.

After all, he couldn’t risk putting a pair of panties in the laundry basket.

He stared at the panties again, his cheeks flaming with the memory of yesterday, and then he looked back at his naked reflection in the mirror. The man who stared back at him now was almost unrecognizable.

He looked the same as he had yesterday, but something was different now. Something inside of him rebelled against his apparently masculine nature. He stared at his hips and his thighs, and a voice called out from inside him, urging him to slip on those panties again. Devan gulped down the tight knot in his throat, hung the panties on a hook, and picked up his shaving razor. He’d never had much reason to shave his body before, but even with as little body hair as he had, he now felt compelled to remove all of it.

Something had changed inside of him when the headmistress had slipped those panties up his bum yesterday, and he wanted to see the feelings that sprung up from inside him through to their end.

Devan set his razor to work, lathering parts of his body up with a diluted mixture of shaving cream and then gliding his razor across that part of his skin. He wasn’t very skilled at this, and although progress came slowly, he was able to get a hang of it pretty soon. As more and more of his hair fell off his body, his eyes started to like what they saw.

By the time he was finally done, Devan could hardly recognize the person who stared back at him from the mirror. With the hair gone, his curving hips now stood out starkly against his narrow waist. His thighs looked deliciously supple, and his smooth belly was very appealing to the eyes.

Devan twisted at the hips to bring his buttocks into view, and his lips parted as he saw the lushness of his bum. His ass was perky and athletic and pillowy at the same time. He ran a hand across the soft skin, cupping his cheeks at the bottom and holding them firmly.

He noticed, with a start, as he did this, that his nipples had sprung to attention whilst he’d looked at himself. Devan had never had an especially masculine chest. He didn’t have manboobs either, it’s just that the entire thing was rather flat.

Except for his nipples of course. Those were red and perky and now stood stiff at attention as he eyed his reflection and squeezed his bum. Lips still slightly parted, Devan slid both hands up his body, letting the fingertips feel every inch of his smooth skin until he reached his nipples. He felt himself up there, an almost electric sensation rippling through his body as he played with his red nubs.

It seemed wrong. But it felt so good.

He rolled his nipples around in his fingers, a small moan escaping his lips as he squeezed with some increased pressure. As much fun as Devan was having, he knew something was still missing. So he reached out and grabbed the panties off the hook. He bent over and slipped them up his now smooth legs, securing them around his bum, his half-erect cock settling against the cool crotch of the fabric.

He looked back at the mirror now, and his eyes lit up with what he saw. The panties made him look even hotter, the curves of his hips, the plumpness of his thighs, and the perkiness of his bum made all the more apparent in the tiny pink fabric. He turned around again and was delighted to see how much better his ass looked.

His nipples grew harder as he played with them again, and his cock stood fully at attention while he eyed himself in the mirror. If not for his first class starting in 15 minutes, Devan would have spent the entire day like this, fondling himself and enjoying the view.

As it stood, he made his way back into his room and slipped on his uniform trousers and shirt. Put on a tie, and then a blazer, before making his way out of his room and towards the main building that held the classes.

Everyone who passed him must have admired how immaculately the boy was dressed, but neither of them would know that he had a dark little secret underneath all of these clothes. 


Chapter 6

Annie had been conflicted ever since the events of last evening. Devan, no matter how insufferable he might be, was still a student at Saint Claire's. And Annie had a responsibility towards all her students.

There was definitely a moral quandary here, but that was not the main reason that Annie found it hard to sleep that night. The main reason was the fact that she kept thinking about Devan’s tight little body and how it had writhed as she’d put her hands on him.

Whilst Annie lay in bed that night, she closed her eyes and let her mind replay the events from the day. She pictured the young man squirming in her grip as she kissed him, her knee driving into his crotch as she let her hand slide down his back.

Annie’s pussy slickened with desire as she recalled how Devan had moaned into her mouth, how he’d shuddered and creamed himself whilst Annie fingered him from behind. Now, in the safety of her own bed, Annie did a little fingering of her own. She brought herself to an orgasm as she thought about Devan, and even after she’d fallen asleep she dreamt of him.

She had thought that perhaps a round of masturbation would cure her of the desires plaguing her mind, but one look at the delinquent student walking down the hallway disillusioned her of this notion.

He refused to meet her eyes as he passed her in the hallway, his gaze downcast as his cheeks reddened. Annie’s panties grew slick once more as she saw those red cheeks, and she knew right there and then that the thing that had begun between her and Devan would not end so soon –  if ever.

“Mr.Strauss,” she called to him, making the young man stop in his tracks. He hesitated for a few seconds before turning around and making his way to the headmistress.

Eyes still glued to his feet, he said, “Yes, headmistress.”

“Where are you going?” She asked him.

“To class,” he said.

“Your teachers tell me you’re late to class almost every day.” Annie tapped her foot on the ground as she eyed the boy from head to toe. He stood almost as if he was folded in on himself. His head was hung, his arms crossed across his torso, and his legs very close together. It was hard to believe someone’s posture could change that dramatically in only a day.

“I’m trying to be better, headmistress,” he replied, squirming where he stood.

A dull ache formed between Annie’s thighs as she watched how the boy acted in her presence. Something about this subservience was very appealing to her.

“Does that mean my punishment is working?” She asked him.

The boy didn’t have an answer.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said. “But don’t think that you’re off the hook. I will oversee your punishment today as well, and there is also the other matter.”

This time, his head quirked up. “What other matter,” he asked, his eyes nervous and his cheeks red.

Annie’s lips curved up into a smile. “The thing about you wetting your pants in my car,” she said.

The boy went fully red in the face. “Headmistress,” he pleaded, squirming once again where he stood. “You promised you wouldn’t tell anyone. I’ll pay to have it cleaned today.”

Annie shrugged. “Firstly, I never promised,” she said. “But if you behave for the rest of the school year, I won’t have any reason to expose your embarrassing little secret.”

“You won’t get another complaint from me,” Devan said. “I promise.”

“Good,” she said. “Now off to class you go. Meet me by my car after you’re done with classes for the day. I’ll be waiting.”

“Alright, headmistress,” he said and began to walk away.

“One last thing,” Annie said, making the boy stop dead in his tracks. She walked a few paces until she was right behind him, and then bent over so that her mouth was right next to his ear. “Are you wearing my panties again,” she whispered directly into the boy’s ear, and when she watched how he squirmed at the question, she slapped his ass tightly. “I knew it,” she said, before straightening back up and walking in the other direction, leaving Devan Strauss to stand in the middle of the hallway with red cheeks and a stiff cock.


Chapter 7

Despite his best efforts to focus on his studies, Devan found his mind wandering for most of the day. How had the headmistress known that he’d been wearing the panties? Was he really that readable? Would anyone else be able to tell?

The thoughts kept swirling around in his mind.

He kept mostly to himself for the entire day, keenly aware of how the panties played against his skin whenever he moved about. He was scared of the possibility that he might bend forward too much and flash the student behind him, or that his shirt could come untucked and someone would be able to spot the hem of the panties. Even when he went to the men’s room during recess, he chose to go into a stall even though he only had to pee.

The risk of anyone finding out about his secret was too great.

Fortunately, the day passed by without anyone having been the wiser, and when the final bell rang Devan found his heart beating faster and faster in his chest. A few of his friends invited him for a game of soccer, but he excused himself citing detention as a reason.

With a slew of emotions raging inside him, and his heart beating loudly in his chest, Devan made his way down the same hallway where he’d run into the headmistress this morning. He was half-hoping that the headmistress might have been called away on important business, but when he saw her leaning on her car, her arms crossed under her chest, he was anything but disappointed.

Suddenly, Devan’s mind was open to, and excited about, the possibilities that awaited him today. Yesterday the headmistress had put him in panties and fingered his bum, surely today she would find some way to build on that? His cock sprang to life inside his panties at just the thought, and even though his pulse didn’t normalize, there was a definite spring in his step as he reached her car.

“Get in,” she said, and when Devan hesitated she grinned at him. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I had the seats cleaned this morning, you don’t have to worry about getting any wee on your bum.”

“I wasn’t thinking that,” he said, blushing, and when the headmistress let out a little giggle he got into the car without further protest.

“I hope we won’t have any problems,” Annie said, as she drove the car towards the old building. “Like yesterday.” There was a devious grin plastered on her face. She loved reminding Devan of what he’d done yesterday. Loved watching him squirm as he recalled the humiliating ordeal.

“We won’t,” he replied, staring at his crotch.

“And how can you be so sure of that, Mr.Strauss?”

He hesitated for a few seconds before answering. “Because I made sure to visit the toilet today.”

“Good boy,” she patted his head with her free hand, embarrassing him even further. “But do tell me if you’re about to wee yourself, I don’t want a repeat of last evening.”

Devan just nodded.

They reached their destination, got out of the car, and set to their respective tasks once more. Devan, with his rake and leaf picker doing the hard labor, and Annie, who had had the good sense to bring along a foldable chair and a book to read, supervising the entire operation.

She watched, and on occasion gave instruction to, the boy as he went about his work. He did a much better job today –  probably because he wasn’t on the verge of wetting his pants. Devan made more than three times the progress he had yesterday by the time that the sun started to go down. Even though he’d looked very composed when they’d started this whole thing, by the end of it he seemed rather disheveled.

His shirt was untucked, there was sweat and dirt coating his body, and his blazer lay on the ground a few feet from him.

“That’s enough for today,” Annie said, getting up from her chair before folding it. “We’ll pick up from here tomorrow.”

Devan wiped the sweat off his forehead using the back of his arm, picked his blazer off the ground, and then made his way over to the headmistress’ car once again. They got in, and Annie fired up the engine.

Neither said a word until they had driven for about five minutes, and even then it was Devan who broke the silence. “Aren’t we going in the wrong direction, headmistress?” He asked, realizing that their car had turned away from the student dormitories.

“It’s just that you did such great work today,” Annie replied. “I thought I’d take you back to my place and treat you to some lemonade and a slice of chocolate cake.”

Devan hadn't paid attention to any of the words that Annie had said after ‘my place’. His mind was awash with the possibilities of what the future might hold for him, and his cock was already hardening inside his borrowed panties.

This day was about to get a lot more exciting. 


Chapter 8

Devan now sat in the tiny living room inside the headmistress’ living quarters. Here, in the teacher’s housing wing of the Saint Claire’s estate, every building was built identically. All single-story cottages that had two bedrooms, one living room, a single bathroom, and a small kitchen. But although each house was built the same, the headmistress’ quarters were situated at a small distance from the rest of the cottages, allowing some privacy to the head of the school.

Privacy that would now be put to good use.

Both of them sat in silence, Devan sipping his lemonade nervously whilst the headmistress looked at him from across the coffee table that separated them. She had her right leg crossed over her left, accentuating the plumpness of her thighs. Her tiny little skirt, which was already very tight around her bum, rode up significantly in her current sitting position. And no matter how hard young Devan tried to keep his eyes to himself, he couldn’t help but steal a few glances when he thought the headmistress wasn’t paying attention.

“So,” Annie said when Devan had downed almost the entire glass. “I take it my latest punishment has had its intended effect in curtailing your troublesome behavior.”

Devan nodded slowly. “Yes,” he said, before downing the last of his lemonade. “And I’m very sorry about how I’ve acted throughout the year, headmistress. You might not believe it right now, but I’m very ashamed of the kind of behavior I’ve displayed.”

“That’s good to hear,” she replied. “But there is still the matter of Saint Claire’s uniform code.”

“What?” Devan asked, raising his eyebrows.

“The uniform code,” she repeated. “Students are only allowed to dress a certain way, and I’m afraid boys wearing panties is generally a no-go.”

Devan’s cheeks flamed as he heard the words come out of the headmistress’ mouth, but Annie only smiled at the young man. “I’m joking,” she said. “There’s nothing in the rulebook about underwear.” She uncrossed her legs, put her hands on her ample thighs, and leaned in a little closer over the table. “But even if there was, I wouldn’t want pretty little boys like you to stop wearing panties.”

Devan blushed even harder, and this time Annie couldn’t stop herself from laughing at his expense.

“I’m only teasing,” she said, leaning back in her seat once more. “But I do want the panties back. I take it you’ve washed them after yesterday’s incident.”

“I have,” Devan replied, still red in the face. “I’ll bring them back for you tomorrow.”

“That doesn’t work for me,” Annie said. “I want them right now.”

“Right now?” Devan said, a nervous tinge to his voice. “But they’re back in my room. I can go fetch them if you give me some time.”

“You can drop the act, Devan,” Annie said, her lips curling into a slight smile. “I know you have them on right now.” She pointed at his crotch, and even though Devan was fully dressed he felt her gaze undressing him.

“I –  I don’t kno–” Devan began, but Annie cut the boy off with a curtly raised hand.

“There’s no point in lying,” the headmistress said. “We both know you’re wearing my panties underneath your clothes. And I’d very much like for you to return them to me.”

This time Devan didn’t protest.

“Could you show me to the bathroom,” he said, after a brief pause.

“Why?” She asked. “You can take them off right here, it’s not like I haven’t seen your naughty bits before.”

Devan’s mind reeled with the memories of yesterday. His soaking wet trousers, the headmistress squatting in front of him to help clean him up, the panties sliding up his legs, and the hand slipping down his bum.

Even still, Devan couldn’t quite bring himself to agree with this particular request.

“I need to use the restroom,” he said. “I’ll return the panties after that.”

“Oh,” Annie said, tapping her cheek with the index finger of her right hand. “In that case, we better get you to the bathroom quickly, we don’t want a repeat of yesterday, do we?”

Again, Devan went hot in the face at the headmistress’ quip, but he followed after her when she got up from her chair and led him to the bathroom.

“This way,” she said, gesturing with her hand to guide Devan. “One more thing,” she said, narrowing her eyes on the young man’s body.

“What?” Devan asked.

“While you’re in there,” she said. “You might as well take a shower. You must have worked up quite a sweat working so hard today.”

“Oh,” Devan said. “There really isn’t any need for that. I’ll shower when I get back to my dorm.”

“I insist,” Annie said, already moving across the living room towards her bedroom. “I’m well aware of the hot water problems you boys have back at the dorms. It would be simpler to just shower here. I’ll grab you a towel.”

Any subsequent protests died on Devan’s lips. A few short seconds later the headmistress returned with a fresh towel and a fresher smile. “Here you go,” she said, handing Devan the towel. “Don’t be shy about using any of the soaps or shampoos I have in there. You look like the kind of guy who takes good care of his hygiene.”

Devan just stared at her blankly for a few seconds, muttered a muted ‘thank you’, and made his way into the bathroom. He realized after he’d hung up the towel that there was no lock on the door, meaning that anyone could get inside if they so wanted to. Was this why the headmistress had intended on having him shower here? She was clearly into him, even if it was in some weird and perverse way. Was she planning something now? Something that involved walking in on him whilst he was fully naked.

Even though the idea scared him a little bit, it excited him even more. He felt his cock harden at just the thought. But he didn’t let that line of thinking go too far.

Devan undid his pants and slid them down his legs. He’d already left his blazer outside in the living room so when he was done with his pants he found himself standing in the headmistress’ bathroom with nothing but a pair of panties on his body.

Despite the hard work he’d put in today, Devan quite liked the reflection that stared back at him from the mirror. His body hadn’t ever been overly masculine, but it had been looking especially feminine since the events that took place yesterday. He couldn’t believe that he could look this good in just a pair of panties.

With a little hesitation, Devan slipped out of the panties as well, and then he walked until he was underneath the showerhead. Devan turned on the hot water and let the warmth wash over him. The headmistress had some very nice scented shampoo that he used for his hair, the bodywash was equally pleasant, and her conditioner left his hair feeling smoother than it ever had.

By the time he’d cleaned all the dirt and grime off of himself, Devan’s mind was a lot clearer than it had been before. He looked at his naked body in the mirror again, admiring his many curves as he watched the water drip off of his smooth skin.

Despite the contradictions in his mind, Devan felt incredibly confident about his body right now. He loved his curving hips, his plump bottom, and the red nipples in the middle of his chest. If he covered his modestly sized cock with his hands and stood with his legs close together, he could very well pass off for a short-haired, flat-chested woman.

The more he eyed himself in the mirror –  trying different poses to accentuate different curves of his body –  the more his confidence grew.

Devan looked at the dirty clothes he’d walked into the bathroom with and decided that he didn’t want to wear them again. With how pretty he was looking today, he deserved to put on something better. Something fancier.

Surely headmistress Annie would have something he could wear. After all, she’d been so excited about the idea of him wearing her panties. There was no way she’d mind if he asked to borrow some more of her clothes.

His mind made up, Devan wrapped the towel the headmistress Annie had given him around his body.

But he didn’t wrap it like he normally would by tying it around his waist. This time Devan tied it around his chest, the towel covering his entire torso starting from just above his nipples to just below his cock, leaving his shoulders, and his legs naked.

He looked at himself in the mirror, steeled his nerves, and exited the bathroom door.

Outside, the headmistress waited with a wide smile on her face. “Your legs look great,” she said. 


Chapter 9

“I was wondering,” Devan said, his hands tied behind his back. “If I could borrow some clean clothes from you.” He looked down at the floor and moved his right foot around in a half circle.

Annie tapped her chin with her finger as if she was thinking about it. “Okay,” she said, after a few seconds of waiting. “But only because you asked so nicely.” She smiled widely at Devan, grabbed him by the hand, and led him to her bedroom.

Devan had never in his life imagined that he would be inside the headmistress’ bedroom wearing nothing but a towel. But here he was, standing in a room that, although small, was more spacious than the one he lived in in the boys' dormitory.

The inside of the room was decorated rather uncharacteristically. The headmistress was known to wear black skirts and white tops, yet here was her room draped in all shades of red and pink. He should have seen it coming though, since the panties she gave him yesterday had been equally pink.

But there had been other things going through his mind at that time.

“Take a seat here,” she led him to the vanity at the corner of the room and made him sit down there. Then she went to the other side of the room, threw open the cupboard window, and started going through the many articles of clothing that she had in there.

Devan just stared blankly at the mirror until the headmistress returned with bundles of clothes in each hand. She tossed them all on the bed behind them and then put her hands on Devan’s shoulders. She leaned in until her mouth was right next to his ear and whispered lightly to him. “Would you be more comfortable in a skirt or a pair of trousers?” She asked him, and even though it was a fairly innocent question, the way she said it made the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

Devan felt some color rise to his cheeks. He hesitated for a few seconds before answering. “S–  skirt,” he stumbled with the words.

Annie smiled, leaned in even closer, and kissed him lightly on the cheek. “Good girl,” she said, and even though Devan had always thought of himself as a boy, something about the phrase ‘good girl’ made him feel warm in his belly.

“On your feet then,” Annie said, pulling the young man to his feet. “And turn around.” She used her hands to guide him until he was staring her directly in the eye. Standing like this, the difference in their heights was even more apparent. Despite being a woman, the headmistress was a few inches taller than Devan, and even wider in the shoulders and hips. It was clear to see who the dominating party in this relationship was.

“Now,” she said. “Take that towel off so I can see what we’re working with.”

Devan blushed once more.

“There’s no point in being shy now,” Annie giggled. “I saw plenty of you last evening.”

Even though it was embarrassing, he had to accept that she was right. So Devan steeled his nerves, took in a deep breath, and undid the knot by his chest. He closed his eyes as the towel unraveled around his body, falling to the ground.

“Oooh,” Annie said, putting her hand on his chest and feeling the soft flesh there. “You shaved. I like that.” She walked around him in a circle, keeping one hand on his body as she surveyed every last inch of the boy’s skin. “This is good,” she said. “Very good. You can definitely pass for a girl.” She slapped his ass then, making him jump where he stood. “And a very hot one at that.”

Devan didn’t have a reply other than covering his cock with his hands.

“And it's good that you’re shy,” she said, having completed her circle around him. “A good girl is always shy.” She smiled at him. When Devan didn’t say anything she resumed speaking. “Let’s get on with it, shall we? I don’t want you to catch a cold standing there without any clothes.”

This time, Devan nodded his approval.

Annie retrieved a pair of panties from the bed, and Devan’s heart skipped a beat when he saw this fresh pair. Whilst yesterday’s panties had been very basic and tailored for utility, these new ones that the headmistress held between her hands looked like they were geared towards other avenues.

It was a black pair made out of lacy, breathable material. The seam going up the back was extremely thin, meaning that the panties would expose a fair bit of the young man’s buttocks from behind if his skirt were to fly up.

Just the thought was getting Devan excited.

“Do you like these?” Annie asked, and once more Devan nodded his head in agreement.

“Great,” she said, falling to a squat in much the same way that she had yesterday. “Now lift up your feet, one after the other.” She repeated the process from last time, and Devan felt the familiar tingle in his cock as the panties rode up his legs once more. The pair fit him snugly, holding together all his bits as the waistband snapped into position. Annie turned Devan around so that he was facing the mirror, and put her chin on his neck. “You look great,” she said, cupping his exposed cheeks from behind and making him squirm. “You have such a great bum.” She slapped his ass tightly, making him jump once more.

And Devan had to agree. Standing there in those panties he looked smoking hot. He twisted his torso to get a good look at his bum and he was pleasantly surprised to see that these particular panties helped perk up his cheeks even more.

Annie had already retreated to the bed and was ruffling through the clothes again. She came back a few seconds later with a padded bra in her hands. She looped her arms around him and held the bra against his chest as she stood behind him. “You don’t have much going on in this department,” she said, before squeezing one of his nipples and making the boy moan. “Except for these excellent nipples.” She giggled. “So we’ll have to use some padding for now. Would you like that?”

The boy, his skin already hot and bothered, just nodded his head. Annie gave him another kiss on the cheeks and then she helped put the bra on him. By the time she was done, he couldn’t believe what he saw in the mirror.

The padded bra made it appear that he really had tits. Add to that his already long hair, the lack of body hair, and the panties around his bum, Devan looked completely like a woman. “Do you like what you see?” Annie asked, spinning him in a slow circle in front of the mirror.

“Yes,” Devan replied. “I like it very much.” And he wasn’t lying.

“Good,” she said, now let's find something sexy to put you in. Annie returned with a white button-down blouse and a tiny red checkered skirt. Devan loved how the clothes looked even when they were just in the headmistress’ hands, but he loved them even more when she put them on him.

“Viola,” she said, as she finished putting the final touches of makeup on him. “All done.” She smiled warmly from behind Devan who sat facing the vanity mirror. His lips parted slightly as he got to his feet once more.

Devan looked extremely sexy in that tiny skirt and that tight blouse. He already had a narrow waist and plump thighs, the padding in the bra just gave him the illusion of a petite girl with medium-sized breasts. The makeup and the hairstyling that the headmistress had done on him left him completely unrecognizable, making his face appear rounder and more feminine.

“Thank you.” That was all Devan could say to the headmistress as she pulled him close. He couldn't quite put into words what he was thankful for yet, but he knew for a fact that the headmistress had changed his –  or her, he wasn’t really sure yet –  life forever. “Thank you so much, headmistress.” There were tears in his eyes as he looked at Annie.

“You’re not the one that needs to thank me,” Annie said, holding Devan by the waist and pulling him in close. “I’m the one that needs to thank you.” She planted her lips on his, and they found themselves lost in a passionate kiss.


Chapter 10

Devan’s cock grew hard as his tongue mingled with Annie’s. There wasn’t even an inch between their bodies as they writhed against each other, releasing the sexual energy that had been building up between them all day.

Annie’s hands moved down his back once more, finding their way under his skirt until she could cup his cheeks. The boy moaned into her mouth as she ran a finger up his crack, and all that moan did was turn her on even more.

Annie put both hands on Devan’s buttocks and lifted him up. The young man was surprised by the headmistress’ strength, but he quite enjoyed the feeling of being lifted up like this. Devan wrapped his legs around her torso, his cock growing even harder, as they continued to kiss.

The headmistress moved towards the bed and then threw Devan down on the mattress before climbing up herself. Devan propped himself up using his elbows as the headmistress neared him, but before he could get a chance to reorient himself she dove in for a kiss again. She spread his legs with her knees and ran her hands up his thighs, making the boy quiver as she let her fingers dig into the sensitive flesh.

“From now on,” she said. “Your name won’t be Devan.” She cupped Devan’s crotch with one hand and his ass with the other. “You’ll be Deviene.” She took her hands from his bottom and started undoing the buttons of Devan’s shirt. “That’ll be your girl name. And you’ll be a good sissy girl for me, ok?”

Devan –  no, Deviene –  simply nodded as the headmistress continued unbuttoning the shirt that she’d just buttoned up less than five minutes ago. The young girl squirmed underneath the headmistress until all the buttons were undone. Then the headmistress made Deviene sit up and pulled the shirt off completely. The bra came off next and without wasting a single second the headmistress dove in for her prize.

Deviene’s back arched, a moan spilling from her lips as the headmistress began to suck on her nipples. She used her mouth on one side, and her hand on the other, making the sissy girl squeal with pleasure.

“You like that,” Annie said, a grin on her face as she looked up at Deviene.

“Yes,” Deviene replied.

“Good.” And she dove in again. Deviene’s cock thrashed within its cotton confines, raging against the fabric of the panties as the headmistress’ tongue swirled around her nipples. As Devan, this sort of pleasure had been unthinkable, but as Deviene, it came as second nature.


“Headmistress,” Deviene moaned, her hips already squirming. “I need you,” she said. “I need you to help me.”

The headmistress removed her mouth from Deviene’s nipples and looked up at the sissy that she’d created. “What do you need my help with?” The headmistress asked, her voice low and full of passion.

“That.” Deviene pointed towards her crotch with her eyes. Her cheeks were burning the deepest shade of red as her chest rose and fell with her quickened breaths.

“This?” Annie wrapped her hand around the bulge in Deviene’s panties.

“Yes,” Deviene replied, another slutty moan spilling from her lips. “I want you to help me with my girl cock.”

Annie smiled widely at her student. “Well,” she said, putting her hands on Deviene’s hips. “Since you’ve asked so nicely.” Using her impressive upper body strength once more, the headmistress flipped Deviene over so that she was face down on the mattress. “I hope you washed up nicely,” the headmistress said, flipping up the young sissy’s skirt and pulling down her panties.

Before Deviene knew it the headmistress’ hand was running up and down her crack. Her tiny little girl cock was wedged between her delicate body and the mattress. The headmistress pried apart Deviene’s cheeks with her fingers and leaned in. The young girl shuddered as the older woman’s tongue made hot contact with her hole, a whimper sounding from her throat as the wet tongue swirled its way inside.

“Your boy pussy tastes good,” the headmistress said, her head hovering inches from Deviene’s parted cheeks. The sissy girl just buried her head in the mattress, too embarrassed to reply.

The headmistress dove in again, and this time she applied more pressure than before, her tongue making inroads into the young sissy’s hole. 
 

“Fuck,” Deviene screamed, realizing with a brief pause that her voice had come out sounding very feminine. She tried to wedge her hands between herself and the mattresses to hold her shy little girl cock, but the headmistress wasn’t having any of it. She pushed Deviene down further, tonguing her asshole until the sissy’s hips were firing away into the bed.

“Headmistress,” Deviene screamed. “Keep going. Please… I’m close.”

Music to Annie’s ears.

The headmistress pushed in even further, reaching depths inside Deviene’s boy pussy that were previously unexplored. The girl screamed as she felt the headmistress’ tongue lash against something extra sensitive, and when Annie’s tongue pushed into that same hotspot again, Deviene couldn’t hold back anymore.

She thrashed on that bed, the headmistress’ tongue deep inside her asshole as her hips fired one last time. She moaned at the top of her lungs as she came, staining the sheets with her sticky come. Heat, pleasure, and ecstasy washed through her body in powerful waves as she orgasmed harder than she ever had as a boy.

By the time she was finally back in her senses, Deviene noticed two things. One, that the headmistress had flipped her back over, and two, that the headmistress had also removed her own skirt and panties. She sat on the bed with her legs spread wide, her beautifully smooth cunt staring out at Deviene.

Annie beckoned Deviene over with a crooked finger. “My turn now,” she said. “Be a good girl and lick my cunt.”

So Deviene did as told. She crawled in between the headmistress’ legs, put her head between her thighs, and put her tongue to good use. There was more moaning and more screaming and more thrashing on that bed, but Deviene and Annie’s story was still far from over. 


Chapter 11

Deviene stepped out of the shower and inspected her naked body in the bathroom mirror. She had been taking the pills headmistress Annie had given her for a couple of weeks now, and she was already starting to see the effects they were having on her body.

Where she had been fully flat-chested before, now she had small budding breasts that perked outwards. Her nipples were as red as ever, and her hips curved out a little more than they did a few weeks ago.

She turned around and inspected her magnificent bottom.

In addition to the hormone pills, Deviene had started doing a lot of glute-focused exercises to grow her backside. She knew that her breasts might take a long time to form, so she had to focus on her buttocks to make herself look sexier.

She wiped down her wet body with a towel and stepped into her bedroom. A quick glance at the wall clock revealed that it was half past eight, which meant that headmistress Annie would be here to pick her up anytime now. After all, they had big plans for the day.

Deviene felt a hot stirring in her backside as she imagined how this day might play out, but she did not have time for too much daydreaming. She made her way to the small wooden cupboard in the corner of her room and opened the doors. Inside, mixed in with Devan’s clothes, were some of the articles of clothing that Annie had given her over the past few weeks. Deviene pulled out a black thong and slipped it on, tucking the dangerously thin strip up her crack. She twisted her hips to get a better look at her backside and couldn’t help but smile when she saw just how good her bum looked.

Next, she put on a matching black bra that had the tiniest bit of padding, adding her to freshly developed breasts. Deciding on a dress was more difficult today since it was a big occasion, but headmistress Annie had seen to that. Deviene pulled out the red, form-fitting cocktail dress that the headmistress had given her a couple of days ago. Slipping into the thing wasn’t exactly easy, but the results were magnificent. One look at the reflection in the mirror revealed that the dress hugged her curves beautifully, sticking close to her curving hips before flowing out to the sides. It tapered off just above the knee and there was a slit down the middle that left a lot of her legs exposed and naked.

She spread her legs a little and couldn’t help but smile when she realized that anyone watching her tonight would get a good view of her plump thighs.

Deviene glanced at the clock again and realized that there wasn’t much time left. She sat down to do her makeup, her hands working fast even with her relative inexperience in this field. Although Annie had taught her a few different ways to do her makeup, Deviene preferred a minimalist style, accentuating her best features while she left most of her face natural. Once satisfied with her makeup, Deviene put on a blonde wig that fell to just above her shoulders.

She did one final twirl in the mirror to check if everything was alright, slipped on her heels, and then, when she was finally confident with how everything looked, Deviene looked out the window.

The headmistress’ car was standing on the backside of the building waiting for her. Deviene slipped on a long coat that covered her entire body, and then, after checking that no one was around, opened the window of her door to step out.

After all, she couldn’t be seen going through the main hallway of the boys' dormitory. Not without raising some serious questions at least.

It only took about ten seconds to get from the window to the car. Deviene’s heart thumped loudly in her chest with every step, the constant fear of being found out pushing down on her with immense pressure.

But that pressure, and the thumping that accompanied it, only lasted until she had swung open the door and sat herself down inside the car. Because once she was on the seat next to headmistress Annie, all her fears and anxieties melted away.

Deviene slipped out of her oversized coat and looked the headmistress in the eyes. Annie, much like Deviene herself, was dressed for the occasion. The headmistress whom one would usually find wearing pencil skirts and button-down blouses was dressed in a white body-con dress today. The fabric hugged her curves perfectly, hemming off well above the knees to leave almost all of her plump thighs naked and on display. The dress also had a very deep neck, meaning that a fair bit of the older woman’s cleavage was visible.

“You look great,” Deviene said, putting her hand on one of Annie’s naked thighs.

“Not as good as you,” the headmistress put her hand on the young sissy’s leg and slipped it up until it was on her breast. The headmistress squeezed there, making the young sissy moan. “These are coming along nicely,” the headmistress said, giving Deviene a devious grin that made the young sissy blush. 
 

“The pills are working,” Deviene said, looking at her lap while the headmistress continued to fondle her breast. “Thank you.”

“How many times do I have to tell you,” Annie said, leaning in and cupping Deviene’s chin in her hand. “You don’t have to thank me. If there’s anyone here who has to do the thanking, it's me.” And with that, she put her lips on Deviene.

The young sissy shuddered as she felt the headmistress’ tongue swirl inside her mouth. Her tiny little girl-cock stiffened within her thong as Annie’s hand slipped down the neck of her dress and inside her bra. Deviene squirmed where she sat as the headmistress tweaked her over-sensitive nipples.

Devine kissed back with as much passion as she could muster, slipping her own hand into the warmth that lay between Annie’s thighs. Her fingers made contact with the crotch of the headmistress’ panties to find them already wet.

Annie’s other hand snaked past Deviene’s back and down to her bum, where she squeezed the young sissy’s plump backside. The two of them would have continued to make out for as long as it took one of them to orgasmed if time wasn’t an issue.

But sadly, it was.

Eventually, the headmistress pulled away from Deviene and put her hands on the steering wheel. “Let’s save some of the fun for later,” she said, putting the car in drive. “The night is still young.” And with that, the headmistress started driving towards the school’s front gate. 


Chapter 12

They drove until they were outside the school premises, and then they drove some more.

The road was flanked by trees on either side, and the sky above was dark save for a full moon. Headmistress Annie’s car barreled down the weathered single-lane road, her old car struggling occasionally when the road sloped upwards.

“Here we are,” Annie said, rolling the car to a stop in front of a single-story building with two windows on the front side. Even from within the car, Deviene could hear the soft sounds of music trailing out of the building.

“What is this place?” Deviene asked, looking at the headmistress who was already halfway out of the car.

“Somewhere to have fun.” Annie shrugged, stepping out onto the concrete before bending over to smoothen her dress. Deviene’s heart skipped a couple of beats as she saw the headmistress’ buttocks bulge behind her.

That dress was doing a lot of work.

Deviene followed the headmistress out of the car. They made their way to the front door, which was uncharacteristically tall for a building of such modest dimensions. “Don’t say anything until we’re inside,” Annie warned, before knocking on the front door with the back of her knuckles.

She knocked thrice, and it took about three seconds before someone spoke up from inside.

“Who is it?” A woman’s voice asked.

“Brandy,” The headmistress replied. “And I have a friend with me. Her name’s Dev.”

Brandy? What sort of place was this where the headmistress was reluctant to use her real name?

There was a brief pause before the doorknob clicked and the door opened. The woman, who had been speaking from inside, looked like she was in her mid-forties. She had blonde hair, a stern face, and a plump figure. She looked first at the headmistress, and then at Deviene before signaling with a jerk of her head to let them know that they could go in.

“Much obliged.” The headmistress smiled at the lady before walking across the threshold. Deviene did the same. The woman just stared at them with the same blank expression she’d had when she first opened the door.

The inside of the building was filled with warmth and music and waiters carrying trays of champagne as they walked around the hall. Deviene was stunned by what she saw. She’d been expecting a party, that much was obvious from how the headmistress had asked her to dress, but she definitely hadn’t expected this.

The main hall –  the place they were standing in right now –  was furnished almost entirely with long couches and love seats. Almost every couch had a couple –  and sometimes a throuple –  on it, in varying stages of undress. Men straddling men, women going down on other women, and some configurations that were entirely alien to young Deviene.

She only realized that she’d frozen when the headmistress looked back at her. “Are you scared?” Annie asked.

Deviene nodded.

Annie considered her answer for a few seconds. “Do you want to go back? We can leave if you aren’t comfortable.”

“No,” Deviene replied. “That would mean I got all dolled up for nothing.”

The headmistress smiled at Deviene. “Good,” she said, before leaning in close and kissing her warmly on the lips. “Now,” she went on. “I’m not going to babysit you tonight. I have my own reasons for being here. But be assured that there is nothing to be scared of. This is a place without judgment. A place where you can be yourself. Just find someone you like –  or wait for them to find you.” The headmistress put her hand between Deviene’s legs, caressing her tiny girlcock over her panties. “The rest should take care of itself.” She winked at her student then and turned around to walk into the party.

Deviene watched the headmistress’ lush buttocks sway as she walked across the floor. She watched many men, and even women, stare at those very same buttocks. And it wasn’t long before a tall, broad-shouldered man had his hands on them.

Looking at the size of that man, Deviene was sure that the headmistress would not go wanting tonight.

But what about Deviene herself?

She looked around, and all she saw were men and women with their bodies wrapped around each other. From the looks of things, there wasn’t a single person who was available.

But Deviene was here now, and there was already a warm stirring in her backside that spurred her on. She walked, remembering the feeling of headmistress Annie’s hand sliding down her back, her long fingers making inroads into Deviene’s body. She thought of the headmistress’ tongue, and how it slid into her hole and made her squirm.

But as great as the headmistress had been, she lacked a certain appendage that Deviene’s body now craved. Her hole squirmed and pulsed in anticipation as she passed through the busy throngs of that hall, sweaty sex, and loud moans flanking her from either side.

The more she walked the more her hole warmed, and when she felt a big, strong hand on her shoulder she realized that it was inevitable.

“Hello,” a voice said from behind her. A man’s voice. A deep voice.

She turned around to find the source of that voice. Her lips parted ever so slightly. The man who smiled down at her was over six feet tall. He had a defined jaw, a slight stubble, and eyes that seemed to stare directly into Deviene’s soul.

“Sam,” he said, introducing himself. “I haven’t seen you here before.”

Deviene’s heart skipped a couple of beats as she saw this absolute beast of a man smile down at her. “Dev,” she said, a little nervously, her knees already feeling weak. “This is my first time here.”

“Is that so?” The man’s lips curled into an eager smile. “Would you mind giving me some company then, Dev? A pretty girl like you shouldn’t be hanging out here all alone.”

“I would love to,” Deviene replied, pushing herself closer to the man. Close enough that her torso was pressed against his. She slipped a hand between his legs, and let her fingers stretch over the bulge of his cock. “I should warn you,” she said. “That there is more to me than meets the eye.”

Sam stared at her for a few seconds, only until Deviene’s girl cock made contact with his thigh through the fabric. His eyes widened, and for a second Deviene thought that he might just walk away, but a few more seconds and his lips curled into a smile once again.

“Good,” he said, putting his hand around her waist and pulling her in even closer. “I was feeling a little adventurous today.” And then he leaned in to kiss her, putting his lips against hers as he slipped his tongue inside her mouth.


Chapter 13

For the first few seconds, Deviene felt nothing but the warmth of that kiss.

Over the last few weeks she had kissed the headmistress plenty of times, but as fun as those makeout sessions had been, this was in a league of its own. The feeling of a man’s tongue forcing her lips apart and sneaking inside was unlike anything she had ever experienced.

When she’d first walked into this room, she’d balked at the idea of doing anything intimate in such a crowded place, yet here she was, lost in the hottest kiss of her life while dozens of other people did much the same around her.

Deviene pushed herself closer onto her mystery lover, her still-budding breasts pressing into his chest as he let his knee push into her crotch. She moaned, a shudder running up her body as her shy little girl-cock pulsed against his knee. His hand dropped from its place on her back and found the curve of her bum.

Once more, she whimpered into his mouth as he squeezed her down there, his knee pushing her thighs even further apart. His other hand flew up her torso, cupping her tiny breasts and squeezing them as if he intended to get some juice out of them.

He pulled his lips off of hers and pushed her against a wall. Deviene threw her head back as he dove in for her neck, his tongue sliding across the sensitive flesh as he kissed her there.

“Fuck,” she moaned, tingles running down her neck as he kissed her again and again. Each kiss sent out tingling waves of hot euphoria. Each made her cock harder. And each made her hole hotter.

His hands had found their way to the hem of her dress now. He didn’t bother looking up, his mouth still on her neck, as he began to roll up her dress. Deviene felt another rush as she felt the warm air of the room directly against her skin. The thong she had chosen to wear today would do little to shield her body from the onlookers’ eyes, but judging from the looks of things, they did not care.

Neither did she.

He put his hands directly on the flesh of her buttocks, his fingers digging deep as he continued to gnaw away at her neck. He was good at this. Very good. He was doing things with his lips and his tongue that Deviene did not think were possible. He would alternate between kissing and licking and even the occasional biting.

She knew he’d leave a lot of marks after he was done, but again, she was too far gone to care.

Deviene shuddered as she felt his fingers making their way into her crack. The only person who’d ever touched her down there had been the headmistress, and where the headmistress’ fingers had been slight and womanly, these were anything but.

She moaned, squirming her legs as he pulled the thong string from her crack, slipping one finger onto her needy hole.

“Ahh,” she moaned, pushing her back to the wall and straightening up.

“What is it, love?” The man asked her, perhaps worried that he’d done something to make her uncomfortable.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No.” She said quickly. “God, no. I want you to keep going.”


“Good,” he said, staring her in the eye as he smiled at her. He put his finger on her hole again, and this time when she squirmed he kept on going, moving his finger around in a circle over her gaping hole as she began to move her hips. 

“Do you like this?” He asked.

“Mmhm,” she nodded. From the look of things, she was too far gone to speak now.

“Good, good.” His finger had started moving around faster now. Deviene’s hips had picked up the pace as well. “How do you want this to go?” He continued. “Should I just bend you over right here? Pull down your panties and fuck you from behind?” The fingers were moving faster and faster. Deviene’s cock was hard at attention inside her panties.

“Yes,” she whispered through labored breaths, nodding her head with her eyes still closed.

“Right now?” He asked.

“Yes,” she said again, the words leaving her mouth even faster this time around.

“I don’t think so,” The man said, suddenly pulling away his hand from her bottom.

“What?” Deviene was about to protest, but the words died on her lips as he scooped her up into his arms and started walking in the other direction. “We can’t just make it that easy, can we?” He said. “I haven’t had my fun yet.” The hallway flashed past Deviene’s eyes as he carried her to a door. With his arms still around her body, he pushed the door open with a shove from his shoulder.

Inside was an empty room with a large bed in the middle. “I would like some privacy with this next part,” he said, throwing her down onto the bed and then climbing on after her. Deviene had barely enough time to re-orient herself before he was on her again.

He dove in, pinning her hands to the bed and laying on top of her, his lips making hot contact with her’s once more. She moaned as she felt the weight and heat of his body against hers, her hole crying out with desperate need.

This makeout session didn’t last as long as the last one, perhaps because of the growing impatience in both the involved parties.

Sam took his hands to the hem of her dress once more and rolled the fabric all the way over her body until it was off her. Next, he took one hand behind her back to unclasp her bra, revealing her tiny little tits to the dim light of the room.

“Delicious,” Sam said, cupping both breasts with his palms and rolling the nipples around in his fingers. “And I can tell that they’re real too.” He squeezed her right nipple, and she let out the cutest little yelp as she jumped where she sat.

“Do you mind if I have a taste?” He asked, looking at her face, her cheeks flaming red with both arousal and embarrassment.

She shook her head from side to side.

Without wasting another moment, Sam dove in.

Once more, Deviene couldn’t help but squirm as he cupped his lips around her right tit, his tongue lashing against her nipple. She threw her head back, clawing at the sheets, her glutes flexing and her thighs jiggling, as he began to suck on her. The sounds that came from her mouth were as varied as they were slutty. She moaned and whimpered and thrashed where she sat as he continued to suckle.

Her hole pulsed with great need, and her cock thrashed about in its cotton prison as she got her tits sucked.

Sam was good at this, much better than the headmistress had ever been.

“I want you,” Deviene said finally. “I want you inside me.”

Sam raised his head to look into her eyes. “Say it clearly,” he replied. “Tell me exactly what you want me to do. Word for word. I want to hear all of it.”

“I –” She was having a hard time forming words.

“Yes?” Same encouraged her, putting his hand on the bulge in her panties and giving her a light squeeze.

“I –  I want you to bend me over. I want you to tear off my panties and I want you to fuck my sissy hole until I’m screaming.” The words came out rushed, and her cheeks were redder than they had ever been. And yet, there was a wild smile on Sam’s face.

“Of course,” he said. “Of course.”

He propped himself up on his knees, flipped Deviene over, and pushed her face down on the mattress. She heard him unbuckling his belt behind her, and then she felt him pulling down her panties.

There was no need for further foreplay. The only thing that remained was to do the deed.

“Have you ever been fucked before?” Sam asked, putting his hands on her hips and leaning down so that his cock was pressing between her soft cheeks. She felt the heat of his manhood throbbing inches from her hole.

“No,” she replied. “This will be my first time.”

“Then,” he said. “I will be sure to make it memorable.”

And then he slammed into her, stretching the walls of her boy-pussy as he let his cock sink deep into her warm, wet depths. Deviene screamed, clawing at the sheets as she felt heat and pleasure ring throughout her body.

This was nothing like the headmistress’ finger. Nothing like her tongue. This was a real cock –  and a big one at that –  inside her hole. It throbbed against her walls, pulsed deep inside her, and hit spots within her body that she never knew existed.

He pushed until he was all the way in. Until his throbbing tip was so far inside of her that she half feared that it might never come out. “Now,” he said. “I’m not going to be gentle. I want you to know that.”

“Mmhm,” Deviene said in the way of acknowledgment.

“Good girl.” He pulled out of her slowly, his cock leaving behind a trail of heat through the walls of her hole. He went slow until he was all the way out, and then he paused, making Deviene wonder what the holdup was.

That thought, and every other thought, leaked out of her mind when he slammed back into her. He went fast and hard, his pelvis slamming into her ass cheeks as he began fucking her in earnest.

“Fuuuuck,” Deviene said, her back arching and her legs shuddering. She clawed into the sheets even harder, moan after moan slipping from her mouth as he pounded away behind her. The feeling of his hands on her hips, his cock deep inside her, and his pelvis slapping her lush cheeks was too much.

Deviene lasted all of thirty seconds. Her tiny little cock sputtered one final time before spilling its contents into the bedsheets below her. A searing hot orgasm ripped through her body, leaving her thrashing on the bed as Sam continued to go at it.

Her screams, moans, and thrashes did nothing to slow his pace. He kept on fucking her until he, too, was close to the edge. He grabbed extra hard onto her hips and pushed into her one final time. Deviene, even though this was her first time getting fucked in the ass, knew exactly what was about to happen.

She squeezed down on his shaft extra hard as he pushed in, and that was enough to tip him past the edge.

Sam let out a guttural groan as his cock exploded inside her, filling her boy-pussy with rope after rope after rope of his sticky cum. He came enough to fill her up –  no, that’s wrong –  he came enough that there was plenty left after she’d been filled up, and when he flipped her over to kiss her on the lips once more, the remaining cum leaked out of her freshly-pounded hole to join the earlier stain on the bed.

The stain that Deviene herself had left.

The end
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