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Caleb loved math class, but not because he loved math. The girl of Caleb’s dream sat in front of him in math class and for a boy of eighteen, that’s more than enough to make any subject his favorite subject. Of course, she doesn’t seem to notice him at all, but that is fine with Caleb as dreams are more than enough to get him through the school day. Dreams are safe, trying to make your dreams come true can get a bit scary, after all.

His little safe world of dreaming held true for all his school days until today. Today math class has a substitute teacher. She is your typical substitute in that she doesn’t understand the school dress code, she doesn’t care about the subject she is pretending to teach, and has filled the class’s time with busy work. Thus, there was no reason to believe this substitute was going to be the woman that turns Caleb into a real man. Well, maybe not a man, but he does come out of his safe little shell. When Caleb has to stay after class, the substitute doesn’t have punishment on her mind. It turns out, getting turned out as a girl helps Caleb discover his dreams. Sometimes it takes the firm hand of the right teacher to teach a man what he really needs to learn.


Chapter 1

Math was Caleb’s favorite subject. Not because he was incredibly good at math. He knew his one from his two and could add and subtract with the best of them, but if push came to shove, he would have to confess that math class had other considerations going for it that went beyond the numbers. There were definitely numbers involved in that class, but the number that mattered most to Caleb was the number ten. That was because Jennifer Milton was a ten going on eleven and she sat directing in front of him in math class. He liked all the numbers involved in the measurements of Jennifer and he knew her measurements by heart. If there was anything else to like about math class, he never noticed it. His mind was completely occupied with thoughts of Jennifer from the start of class until the time the bell rang again.

It was just another day in the school Calander and Caleb entered the classroom and shuffled his feet toward his desk. He was always among the first to arrive in class. It paid to get to class early so he could leer at Jennifer from the time she entered the class until the time she left.

Today turned out not to be just another day. His regular teacher wasn’t in the classroom. That was odd as an old fusspot like Mrs. Appledale had nothing to do between classes. She always stood in the front of class watching the student stream in. She was always muttering numbers to herself. Caleb assumed she was counting the minutes until she got to go home. Mrs. Appledale was the type of teacher that made math feel more boring than it was. Yeah, she was ticking out the clock until retirement or death, whichever came first, figured Caleb.

He found his seat and examined it. Seeing that it was high school it never paid to sit down right away. A lot of jokers stuck gum on your seat or worse. His seat today looked normal and so he occupied his position. The only thing left to do was wait. His attention turned to the room’s door. He knew she would eventually walk through it. Caleb’s school didn’t have a dress code. That meant girls were allowed to wear whatever they wanted to wear, within reason. Reason in this case was very liberal these days and that usually meant that girls were allowed to not wear whatever they wanted to not wear as well. It was enough to make an eighteen-year-old like Caleb a touch over eager. Not that his eagerness got rewarded. Nah, girls these days could dress to make boys horny as hell, but boys like Caleb went home from school blue balled and unfulfilled. About the only option left to a boy Caleb’s age was to jerk out your great expectations. Caleb didn’t like to brag, but he was an expert at it. He figured most teenage boys were as well.

At last, Jennifer, his dream girl, came through the classroom door. She walked in slow motion and Caleb absorbed every bounce in her step. Girls jiggled as they walked, and the best ones were both tight as all hell and yet jiggled in the correct places all the same. Jennifer was wearing black leggings that were basically glued on her. The camel toe she sported indicated she wasn’t wearing panties today. She rarely did. She must like the feel of those leggings up her crack. Caleb would trade places with those legging anywhere, anytime. Only there was a fat chance of that. Rumor had it she only dated college students. She had no time or emotions for mere boys. That didn’t stop her from giving off a good show. Today’s show was exceptional. Besides her pants, her top was low cut and her perky teen breasts were squeezed together by a bra. How a girl could be hot top to bottom like Jennifer didn’t feel fair.

She didn’t notice Caleb as she sat at her desk. She never did. She reminded Caleb of the fact, as she tossed her silky braided hair side to side as she checked her emails on her cell phone. Her braid naturally smacked Caleb in the face. She obviously didn’t apologize at all. She wasn’t sorry.

Students were allowed to check their phones right up until the bell sounded. Caleb never bothered to check his. Who would text him? No one was the answer. Jennifer, though, was popular with boys, girls, and one of the English teachers if you went by school rumors. Caleb never believed school rumors. His Jennifer wouldn’t blow a forty-year-old teacher just for an A. He was pretty sure about that even if he believed she was only into older guys. She had the type of fat lips that looked like they would be good at blowing, however. The bell sounded and Caleb sighed. He only got one class a day sitting so close to his idea of perfection. It wasn’t enough.

The classroom door slammed shut. Caleb’s attention was drawn from his dreams of Jennifer to someone new standing by the door. She looked to be mid-thirties and wearing leggings that made Jennifer’s feel like Jennifer actually dressed modestly. Her shirt was too small for her bouncing obviously fake breasts. She had black horn-rimmed glasses and platinum blonde hair that had to come from a bottle. Her high heels must have been five inches in height, maybe more. They hurt Caleb’s feet just to look at them. She carried a yardstick like she knew how to use it. No one ever carried a meter stick like that. Caleb figured that was because the metric system never scared anyone. That is why his country would never adopt it.

Caleb wondered who the hell she was. She couldn’t be a teacher. They had strict dress codes that were much stricter than the students.

“Good afternoon class, I am Miss Balzac, your substitute teacher,” she announced.

Caleb guessed, maybe she didn’t get the memo on how teachers needed to dress. The common core made everything more common including the teachers’ dress code, apparently. The class murmured in excitement over the news. Everyone knew a substitute teacher only did two things, Jack and shit. Most didn’t even do the Jack part. This teacher looked like a bimbo for sure. No way she was about to teach math. It sounded like an easy day in math class. Caleb was already planning to make the best of it fantasizing heavily about Jennifer.

The murmurs ended as Miss Balzac slapped the yardstick into her hand making a crack that could be heard around the world. She explained, “I am known for two things, busting balls and homework.”

“That’s not fair, the girls don’t have balls,” said a student in the front row. The class laughed. Miss Balzac displayed a sour mood.

“Stand up,” she ordered the student.

The student stood up. That yardstick smacked quickly against his two best friends. Caleb winced in pain just seeing that happen to another young man. The young woman in the class didn’t share the pain. They all burst out laughing. Even Jennifer, whom might have laughed the loudest.

The poor student staggard to his seat. It probably hurt to sit down with balls aching like his must have. Miss Balzac didn’t seem to give a shit. She asked, “Any other comments?”

The class groaned at the question. Miss Balzac took no notice of the new groans. Instead, she handed out packets of busy work. There went the easy class. The kids sitting at the desks in front of Caleb passed the packets toward him. Caleb liked that fact just fine. It meant Jennifer would turn around and hand him a packet. She did just that. He stared into her deep blue eyes. They were ocean blue, but the hue of the blue the ocean only gets in the tropics. He could sail in those eyes for days.

“Here, take it,” said Jennifer, obviously annoyed he was more into staring at her eyes than taking the busy work from her.

“Thank you,” replied Caleb. She didn’t care about his thank you. She turned around immediately after being relieved of the busy work. She flicked her hair as she turned. Caleb would love to grab that hair from behind and . . . Well, do things to her you couldn’t do in math class. Not that she would let him. She didn’t even know his name. Yeah, to Jennifer Caleb’s number was less than zero. Her loved her anyways. That’s how love worked.

“Class, get to work. And might I add, the first one to finish their very important homework gets a reward after class,” instructed Miss Balzac. The sarcastic student in the front row gave out a groan, no doubt because his balls still hurt. Miss Balzac shot him the evil eye and he shut up and got to work.

Wow, the first done would get to dip into the prize box, thought Caleb. That was a reward that worked when Caleb was like seven years old. This teacher must be used to subbing for grade school kids.He doubted it would motivate the class to work too hard at their age. This substitute might be hell with a stick, but she didn’t know a lot about motivating students to learn. Caleb knew this wasn’t homework, because homework you did at home. The busy work wouldn’t involve much learning even if the students did it.

Not that Caleb was about to let someone else beat him to a reward. He was as competitive as the next man in this class. Heck, maybe if he finished first, he would impress Jennifer with how smart he was. Girls liked smart boys, right? The thought was idiotic. Women like Jennifer didn’t care about math. They didn’t have to. They would make their money by eventually marrying, not by getting a job. The old Mrs. Degree as Caleb’s dad called it. His old man always said women had it easy. The better looking they were the easier they had it, so long as they made sure to be modestly easy in other ways. Yeah, a prude ended up stuffing bags at Walmart. Dad was a bit misogynistic, but all men in his day were. They weren’t like Caleb’s generation. Yeah, these days young men were softer on those feminine ideas. Caleb was sensitive as all fuck to a woman’s needs. He was sure of it. Not one of them noticed the fact, but he tried his best to show them how sensitive he was.

He took out his number two pencil and got to work. The math answers weren’t really as important to accurately answer as it was important to fill in all the ovals. Yeah, substitutes didn’t give a fuck if you were correct with your answers, so long as you looked busy. Caleb filled in ovals with his number two pencil as fast as he could.

He burned through the busy work packet in no time flat. He might have even answered a question or two correctly. Not that he cared. He got out his desk and approached the front of the room. Miss Balzac was filing her nails and didn’t even notice him coming her way. He cleared his throat. “Mrs. Balzac, I’m finished.”

She looked up from her nail filing. She didn’t appear pleased to see that he had finished so quickly. She merely replied, “Very well. Your reward will come after class. For now, sit the fuck down and shut the fuck up.”

Well, that was language you didn’t hear outside the teacher’s lounge. Caleb shrugged and headed back to his seat. He walked by Jennifer. She had daggers in her eyes. Clearly, she was pissed he had finished so easily. He didn’t want to explain to her that pointless busywork was easier for you to do, because no one cared about it.

He sat down. He noticed Miss Balzac hadn’t touched his packet yet. Yeah, she didn’t give a fuck about it. He felt pretty smug about it. He opened his notebook and began to draw. He was quite good at drawing. He was skilled mostly with pen and ink. There was only one thing he would want to draw and she was sitting right in front of him. He was pretty good at sketching Jennifer. He didn’t really need her to model for him anymore. He could draw her from memory. He loved dressing her up in different outfits. He loved putting ribbons in her hair, stockings on her legs, and earrings in her ears. There was something erotic about being in complete control. In real life, Jennifer didn’t give a shit about him. In his drawings, she was his to do what he wanted with her. That included some rather naughty things. He added a little whip so she could spank him from behind. Yeah, he was a bad boy who deserved a spanking. He would spank her right back in a heartbeat. Who wouldn’t want to spank and ass like that?

The bell finally rang. He closed his notebook and stood up. He couldn’t help noticing, no one else completed their math assignment during class. That was the other way to handle it. Don’t bother with it at all because no one would care tomorrow when the real teacher was back. Of course, you didn’t get a prize that way. The students shuffled out as Caleb headed for the front desk. He said, “Miss Balzac, may I have my reward now?”


Chapter 2

The answer was yes, she looked more than ready to give him a reward. She stood up from the teacher’s desk. He hadn’t realized that she was so tall. In fact, she towered over him by five or six inches. Those shoes of hers only added to the extra height. There was something intimidating about a woman over six foot tall. If you put double Ds on that thick athletic frame of hers, then it became even more intimidating. Caleb swallowed hard. He was regretting trying to get a reward now.

She put her hand under his chin and asked, “You sure you want a reward?”

“I . . . I suppose so. You did say there was one for finishing the assignment first.”

“Did I really say that?”

“Yes.”

“Very well. I will need a little inspiration on what reward you deserve,” she explained. Then she snatched Caleb’s notebook from him.

“Hey, that is private!”

She ignored him. Given her size, he sort of gave in easily. She leafed through it. There weren’t many notes, but there were a lot of drawings. The class had all filed out the door by now. Caleb was feeling uncomfortably being alone with Miss Balzac. Which was silly, what could she possibly do to him?

“I am getting a good idea of what reward to give you.”

“Oh?”

She displayed a picture of Jennifer that he had drawn. She asked him, “This is the girl that sits in front of you, isn’t it?”

“Sort of,” his voice squeaked as he said that. He was beyond embarrassed to have his crush found out by a teacher.

“Lovely lines, nice ass. Very tight. You like to draw her, don’t you? You like to dress her and make her pretty?”

“I . . . I like art,” he said. It was a lame answer, but you couldn’t tell a teacher you got off to drawing Jennifer, right?

She held up today’s picture with Jennifer ready to smack a few behinds. That drawing probably gave it away that his art was more than art for art’s sake. “To mold someone into the naughty girl you know they want to be is exciting, isn’t it?” she asked him. He hoped that was yet another rhetorical question. “Yes, I think you deserve to understand how reality can be shaped by art.”

“I don’t understand?” he confessed.

“Eventually, if you learn to play ball with Miss Balzac, you will understand the urges inside you that want to draw pretty women. Yes, we will make sure those urges are completely satisfied.” She turned and headed for the door. She closed it and then locked it. Caleb couldn’t help but think that with all the other students gone, this act was beyond inappropriate. He tugged at his shirt collar.

He explained, “I have a class after this so . . .”

“Today it has been canceled,” informed Miss Balzac.

“Miss Balzac, I don’t think that’s how this school works,” he tried to explain to her.

She headed back to him. She pulled her blouse off as she walked. Then she unhooked her bra. Those double Ds flowed out. A boy could motorboat between those two round orbs for hours. Suddenly, he felt like he could stay after class a bit longer. He was eighteen, so she wouldn’t go to jail for this . . . probably. He wouldn’t, so there was that. He was only missing history class, and it felt like he was about to make history. Between learning history and making it, making it felt way more important. She replied, “It is pronounced Ballsack for you.”

“Oh, okay. Miss . . .”

She put her finger to her lips and went, “Shhh.” Then she asked him, “Are you a good little brown noser?”

“I don’t really see myself as a brown noser,” he explained, feeling the term insulting.

“I disagree. Indeed, I want to see how brown we can make that nose of yours by the end of the school day!”

Caleb was nervous. Clearly, she was asking for it from him. This was a situation that only occurred in poorly plotted porn. Well okay, poor porn had no plot at all these days. It just had two people, or more, grinding away at each other from the get go. Not that Caleb watched porn. Well, not anymore porn than the average eighteen-year-old school boy. Miss Balzac, no matter how you pronounced her name, looked like a porn star. Did she know how inexperienced he was? He got cold feet. An older woman like this, it would be too embarrassing if he tried to fuck her. She had experience and he lacked it. And yet, she appeared to want him. He was struck by fear. It was a weird horny fear, but he knew he was not up to satisfying Miss Ballzac not matter what she wanted. He tried to escape. “I’m confused, is there or isn’t there a reward because if there isn’t, I need to get to my next class now.”

He started for the door. He had his back toward Miss Balzac. It was a mistake. She cracked that yardstick across his behind. He jumped in the air, partly out of shock, partly out of pain. He shouted, “Ouch!”

“I thought from your drawing that you liked a little ass play, or is your art a lie?” she asked.

“I . . .” He froze mid-sentence. That was because she pulled her leggings down and kicked her long legs out of them. That confirmed to him she didn’t wear panties. Caleb stood there frozen still. This situation was real as fuck. And then things got a whole lot more real because he noticed it. It being something no one in his situation was prepared for. She should definitely not have a thick cock dangling between her legs nor those perfectly shaved meaty balls. Yeah, Miss Balzac had two of the largest balls ever to occupy a ball sack. They were hypnotizing the way they swayed back and forth as she moved. Caleb’s eyes watched them in terror. Most of the terror derived from the fact he had a real desire to watch them. He almost felt like he wanted to touch them. He didn’t watch that type of porn. No, it disgusted him. It . . . It wasn’t so bad to see in real life, now that he thought about it. But it was hard to fuck Miss Balzac with that cock in the way. What could she want to do with him instead? “I think this might be inappropriate, I mean our parts don’t line up,” he explained.

“That is the general idea,” she replied.

“I don’t understand.”

“The most important aspect of teaching is finding a student in need of learning. You have such a need, and I have all the knowledge.”

“I think my brain might be full already.”

She smirked. “Yes, filling a student long and hard with deep-salty knowledge is the most satisfying part of my job. Let’s start our lesson with the butt.  Do you want to brown nose my ass first or shall I brown nose yours?”

It was hard question for Caleb answer a question because what the fuck did she mean? He didn’t want to know. Indeed, he had learned way more about Miss Balzac than he ever wanted to know. He went with what should have been the safe answer, “Sorry, but I’m not gay.”

“Good, I hate little fag boys. Boys like you are so much better,” she replied.

“Boys like me,” his voice squeaked out.

Then she spun him around like a top. She was as strong as an ox. She then reached around and unbuttoned his blue jeans. They dropped to the floor. She clicked her tongue. “Boxers, I hate young men in boxers. Remove them. They don’t suit you at all.”

“I rather think I shouldn’t.”

“Not one sketch in your notebook with a subject wearing boxers, your mouth says one thing, but your art betrays you. Off they go!” she ordered. That statement was followed by a yardstick cracking against his behind.

Her punishment hurt, and yet it felt strangely good. He liked a little ass play. He quickly removed the offending boxers. “There, they’re off. Don’t hit me again,” he begged.

“Good boy, soon to be so much a better boy. Do you know what a femboy is?” she asked.

“No,” he replied.

“Emos and femboys, they were all the rage in my high school. But I guess, they’re all just transgender girls these days. Do you like trans-girls?”

“I don’t know any, but I am sure they’re really nice people.”

“Well, let us help you get to know one,” she replied. She went back behind her desk. He eyed the door. He had a chance to make a break for it. Only what was he going to do, run down the hallway bare-ass naked? He would never live that down. Thus, he stood there as she pulled out something from her desk. She approached him again. She held a pair of panties in each hand. She asked, “Do we want white or pink panties?”

“For you to wear?” he asked. She shook her head. He swallowed hard. “I prefer neither.”

“Liar, now choose!”

He swallowed hard again. He went with the less gay option. He said, “White?”

She tossed the pink pair on the desk. Then she ordered, “Open wide.” He opened his mouth. She balled up the panties and shoved them inside his mouth. She ordered, “Clench your teeth, please.” Caleb bit down. “Come now, we can clench harder than that. Let me show you just how hard you can clench.”


Chapter 3

She twirled her finger in a circle as a signal to him as to what she wanted him to do. He got the distinct impression she wanted direct access to his behind. Given how erect her cock was right now, that was a position he was reluctant to take. Her cock was thick and long. Really, it put his own cock to shame. This didn’t feel real. This didn’t feel real at all. He longed to wake up, find himself in bed, and realize he had only been dreaming. Only, who dreams about something like this? He didn’t dream of these things before. He only drew pictures of women because he was attracted to them. Not because he imagined himself being treated like one, right? It had to be right. The alternative was too scary to confess to.

“Miss Balzac, this is all against school regulations,” he said, feeling completely stupid for having said it.

“I can’t understand you with your mouth full, darling.” He remembered he was mumbling through panties soaked in his own saliva and went to pull them out so he could explain that he wasn’t this type of girl . . . Boy, he meant boy. It was too late. She grabbed his shoulders and spun him around. He gave almost no resistance. Oh crap, he was interested. Why was he so interested?

She laid him across the front desk with his bare ass up in the air for all to see. Only it was just Miss Balzac seeing it. He didn’t like this position at all. He thought about struggling free from her grip, but that yardstick cracked against his bare ass just at that moment. It felt good to be spanked like that. Oh no, he liked it! She whispered in his ear, “Don’t worry, my darling, compared to the regulations we are about to violate, this will seem harmless in comparison.” She spanked him with her bare hand. One cheek, then the other. He knew his cheeks must have been getting red. They started to burn like the sun. But his dick was erect and wanted more. Oh, this was strangely pleasing.

The spanking stopped, and she reached into his mouth and hooked the panties. Then she pulled them and used the panties like a bridle. Only, he was no horse. Then again, he felt her presence poking him in his ass. It slapped his submissive rear. Oh no, he was about to get ridden! He felt her snake press against his anal rim. He wanted his behind to fight against it. Don’t give in, don’t give in, he mentally begged. But his bottom betrayed him. It started to yield. His bare bottom had liked being spanked. It wanted more spanking. She used those panties for leverage and forced her way inside his backdoor. He clenched on those panties inside his mouth just like she promised he would. Her member hit a spot inside him. It was a spot he never knew he had. Suddenly, he felt wonderful.

“Oh!” he exclaimed, in sexual excitement.

She explained, “That is your g-spot. Most men never let it get touched their whole pathetic lives, because they’re not man enough to try the best sex they could ever have. The male prostate has more nerve endings involved in it than just their typically disappointing prick. The combination of the two being stimulated together is irresistible, isn’t it?”

He slowly nodded. He liked it. He wanted more of it. She gave him more. She gave him all of it. His bottom gave up the battle. Her snake went all in. He felt those giant shaved balls of hers slap against him. Then she partially pulled out, and then she slapped her member right back in. To be taken like this, it felt so natural. It felt so good. Why did it have to feel so good? He started pushing back. It made it feel better when he helped out. He liked being spanked this way. It was better than being spanked by a hand. He wanted to be fucked. He liked cock now. No, that wasn’t true. He loved it. Miss Balzac pulled hard on those panties stuck in his mouth. Suddenly, the rider and the horse became one. They rode together as one great beast. It was perfect. Then Miss Balzac stopped. She was deep inside him when a warmth overcame his backside. He knew that she had just arrived inside him.

She let go of those panties and pulled out of him. He was desperate for more. He hadn’t orgasmed himself. It wasn’t fair. He had been so close. She slapped his ass one last time with her hand. She said, “Good boy. A very good boy, but you know, I like you better playing the role of a good girl. Would you like to be a good girl from now on; would you like to be my good little girl?”

He pulled the panties out of his mouth. He said, “I don’t think I want to be a girl.”

She giggled at the response. She petted him on the head. Did she sense he was lying? He was lying, wasn’t he” Oh, he was lying! This was awful. He really did consider the prospects as being great, if he would be the bottom from now on. Maybe he was just gay. Just being gay was okay. It was better than being a girl, right?

She reached and took the panties away from him. His heart sank. He liked panties now. He missed them already. Then she said, “Don’t be worried about being a girl. You already are. You were born a girl. I’m just helping you find that fact out. After taking cock like that, you can’t go back to being a boy. Trust me, no boy takes cock like that.”

“I didn’t like it!” he exclaimed.

“Of course not, we both know that you loved it.”

“I . . .”

She interrupted him. “You will now brown nose me. Not with your pathetic penis that is hardly fit for a girl and certainly not fit for a man. You will eat my ass out. You may while you do it, rub that tiny cock against my silk stockings. But only if you put pretty pink panties on first.

He picked up the pink panties from the desk. He slowly stepped inside those panties and pulled them up. He didn’t want to do it, but somehow, he knew he needed to do it. He needed to do it so badly. Why did he need to do it? He wasn’t a girl now, was he? That seemed crazy. He still liked girls. He still crushed hard for Jennifer. If only she were as gifted down below as Miss Balzac. Yeah, if Miss Balzac and Jennifer were alike, how wonderful would that be? It was crazy thinking. Jennifer was a real girl. Then he had another thought. Jennifer was a real girl, just like him. Oh no, somehow Miss Balzac had taken his manhood away. The worst part of it was that he didn’t miss it. He didn’t miss it at all. He was a girl now and he liked it!

Miss Balzac leaned against the teacher’s desk and presented that thick, juicy bottom of hers. Caleb couldn’t resist it. He spread her butt cheeks and went all in. He went after her pink treats with his tongue. Then he got more adventurous. He plunged his pink tongue inside her. He only wished his tongue was longer, so he could probe as far as he wanted. He noticed those large, shaved balls dangling. It felt like a shame to ignore them. He fondled those beauties. He liked the taste of ass and balls. He saw her spent cock was dribbling a bit. The last of her cum tempted him. He snuck her member inside his mouth and sucked. It tasted good. He made sure it had no more to offer before letting it go. Then he went back at her bottom. He was a brown noser now for sure.

He remembered that he was supposed to be stimulating himself while he was eating ass. His tiny prick was more than ready for aggressive stimulation. He rubbed his pelvic region against her silky legs. Those panties massaging his cock felt good. He loved the feel of those stockings. He imagined what they would feel like against his own legs from his feet to all the way up. His prick was rock hard. It wasn’t big enough. After experiencing Miss Balzac’s member, he knew his cock wasn’t big enough to satisfy a girl. It was just there to receive passive pleasure. He had a true girl cock. He rubbed it harder and harder against her silk stockings as he ate her ass out. This was a form of sex so much better than any form he imagined.

He stopped licking. The stimulation had reached breaking point. He ejaculated all over Miss Balzac’s high heels. He knew that wasn’t going to be a good thing to have done. Someone needed to clean that mess up.

“Oh dear, what a mess,” she said.

“Can I clean it up for you,” he begged.

“Oh course,” she replied.

He was just glad he was that someone that did the cleaning up. He bent low and licked her high heels. He cleaned them until they shined. It didn’t hurt that he loved the taste of it by now. He was only disappointed there wasn’t more to clean up.

She petted him on the head. “That was a good job. Now get dressed, we are done with our lessons for today. Do we feel enlightened?”

“I feel different,” he confessed.

He stood up and started to take his panties off. That yardstick went across his ass. “We leave our panties on. We will never wear anything but panties ever again because we deserve them.”

“But if the other students found out!” he balked.

“Screw them. Don’t let them get between you and what you deserve. Anyways, most boys I find secretly want the femboy. They might tease you in public, but they’ll fuck the shit out of you in private.”

He swallowed hard. He had a feeling she was right. Look how fast he went from straight to . . . To whatever it was he was now. When something felt so natural it had to be okay. He almost warmed up to the idea he was just a girl now. Only mom and dad, what would they say? “Won’t my parents think I’m queer”

“I wonder where they would get that impression?”

“I . . .”

“Be a good girl and wear your panties. Come, come we both know we want to. And remember, draw some lovely pictures of girls tonight. Particularly, lovely pictures of you as a girl. That should set your parents’ minds at ease.”

“That might be interesting to draw,’ he said. It owuldn’t ease his parents one bit, but he knew he would love it.

“I assumed you would find it interesting.”

He slid his blue jeans over his new panties. That way no one would know. It was his little secret. He could still look like a boy on the outside, so it was okay. Then he put his shirt on. Miss Balzac handed him another pair of fresh panties. She added, “Put them in your pocket for tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“If you are a good girl, Miss Balzac will keep you after class tomorrow to learn a second valuable lesson. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” he replied.

“Until then,” she kissed him on the lips. She forced her tongue into his mouth. He yielded. Their tongues danced together and then they separated. “And don’t forget your notebook and remember to draw me lots of pictures of you as you dream you could look tomorrow. The girl of your dreams is within your reach. Indeed, she is practically yours.”

He nodded his head. He was beginning to believe. He then mechanically picked up the notebook. It was opened to a picture he had drawn of Jennifer. Jennifer, his precious Jennifer, what would she think about him now? It didn’t matter what happened because Jennifer didn’t care about him at all anyway. But if she knew, would it turn her off or on? It was too scary a thought that she would ever know the truth, so he would never get an answer. No one must ever know. No one, but Miss Balzac, the best teacher ever.

He left the classroom with his head filled with one thought, what would Miss Balzac do to him tomorrow, and would he love it as much as what she did to him today? It felt very likely she would destroy his ass again, and he’d love it.


Chapter 4

Caleb had slept like a baby last night. There was something calming about wearing panties and a comfortable t-shirt to bed. A lot of girls go to sleep wearing nothing but their man’s shirt and a nice pair of panties. There was something calming about wearing panties in general. It was funny to think he might ever worry about wearing panties. Yes, he was much more worried now that he had wasted too much of his life not wearing panties. That was stupid, though. He was only eighteen years old, so there were plenty of panty wearing years to come. Most girls were lucky and were just girls ever since birth. Unlucky girls like Caleb discovered it much later on. But it was better late than never.

Of course, there was that if involved. If he kept wearing them panties at all, that is. This turned into a girl might just be a phase. There were expert people on the Internet that insisted gender things were just phases. It that was true it was a wonderful life opening phase he just had entered. It sort of felt doubtful he could ever go from loving it, to being the old Caleb again. Some experts were full of complete shit. Okay, he was probably wearing panties from now on based on all the facts. It was a fact that he was perfectly comfortable with that idea. Sure, it might have worried the old Caleb of just two days ago. That Caleb hadn’t been turned out by Miss Balzac yet. Only turned out wasn’t the correct term, right? Straight girls were turned out by lesbians. He was no lesbian.  Although with the right girl, he could be a lesbian. He would need to be a girl first, though, for that to be true. There was a lot of gap between wearing panties and being a real girl. The thing that might fill that gap was hanging between Miss Balzac’s legs. Okay, he liked more than just panties now. He sort of liked cock too. Not a boring boy cock, but a delicious girl cock was what he needed. Maybe he was sort of a lesbian. The idea lingered in his head as he walked the halls of high school.

He had drawn pictures all night. He made the perfect picture of himself as a girl. Well, not exactly him. He had drawn Jennifer and then erased her head and drawn in his own. Only he feminized his features a little. Jennifer, she was still perfect as a woman. It was just now that he wondered how near to that perfection he could get himself.

He arrived at math class. He longed for the start of this class all day. Only, the truth was he longed for it to end, because he needed to stay after class again. Yeah, he couldn’t wait to stay after school and do a little more brown nosing with Miss Balzac. Inside her ball sack was the stuff that dreams were made of. It was odd that no one else noticed she was packing wood. She was, though. She had so much wood a beaver couldn’t eat it all. But a beaver like Caleb could try and trying was the best part about being a beaver.

He walked through the classroom door. Miss Balzac was standing by her desk smacking a yardstick in her hand. She was wearing a one-piece black leather catsuit and five-inch-high heels. That outfit was about as professional as banging your student’s ass was. Somehow, Caleb didn’t mind the lack of professionalism on both counts. He walked by her as if he never had her cock up his asshole. He paused by her desk, rubbed an apple on his chest, and left the shiny red apple on her desk. Then he proceeded to his own desk. When you’re brown nosing, it is best to go all in. He had learned that from experience. The taste of Miss Balzac’s ass still lingered in his mouth. He had better get to taste it again, was a thought weighing heavily on his mind. When it came to ass, he was pretty sure it was like a bag of chips, he couldn’t just eat one.

He sat down and watched Miss Balzac. She was the world to him now. She had taught him about panties, being submissive, and everything that went along with it. They say you never forget your first time, and Caleb didn’t doubt it. He wanted more lessons. He wanted to learn everything she had to offer. He was a good student, she had to know that.

Jennifer entered the classroom. Caleb didn’t notice her the way he used to even though she swayed her ass side to side as she rocked a black mini-skirt that was so short the curve of her ass cheeks were exposed. She walked up to her assigned seat. Flashed her bottom in Caleb’s direction and . . . And she didn’t sit down. She stared at Caleb with a puzzled look. Caleb didn’t notice any of this the way he normally did. He was too busy studying the curves of Miss Balzac in that catsuit as if those curves were going to be on the next math test. They wouldn’t be because the most critical course material was never on the standardized testing. No wonder America was about so many other nations in education.

“I am sitting down now,” announced Jennifer.

“Huh, huh,” murmured Caleb.

She gave him another puzzled look, frowned, and sat down. Instead of her normal routine of checking her cell phone, she turned her head to watch Caleb. Caleb shifted his head, so she didn’t block his view of Miss Balzac.

Jennifer said to him. “This new sub is a bit weird, huh?”

“Submitting yourself is a bit weird at first,” agreed Caleb, having not really listened to Jennifer.

Her eyes were fixed on his now. “Right,” replied Jennifer. She gave Caleb an odd look and then turned around. Caleb was oblivious that the girl of his dreams had talked to him. What a difference a day made.

The bell sounded. Caleb’s heart raced. It meant one class left to suffer through until he and Miss Balzac reunited. She would make him feel so good. He just needed her to make him stay after class. He figured she would. She knew he was very responsive to her needs.

“Silence!” ordered Miss Balzac. The class noise died down. She then added, “If you have forgotten, your regular teacher is still absent, and my name is Miss Balzac. For the next forty minutes your little bottoms are mine. Now who can tell me Pythagoras’s theorem?”

The class grew as silent as a tomb. Caleb shot up his hand. Miss Balzac ignored his hand. He wanted to brown nose so badly, why was she ignoring him?

Miss Balzac pointed her yardstick at Jennifer, “You, Jennifer, tell me the answer.”

“I don’t know,” answered Jennifer.

Miss Balzac frowned. She ordered, “Come here!”

“Pardon?” replied Jennifer.

“I said get your nearly exposed ass front in center of the class, now!”

Jennifer looked reluctant to stand up in front of the class. She didn’t disobey, though. She slowly walked up to the front of the class.

“Turn around and face the class!” ordered Miss Balzac.

Jennifer did as told. Then that yardstick cracked on Jennifer’s bottom. It wasn’t just one smack. Miss Balzac hit her two or three times. Jennifer winced in pain. Then she turned beet red. Miss Balzac leaned in and whispered in her ear, “What is the matter, Jennifer, did we just wet our little panties from a spanking?” Jennifer shrank inside because she had. “Back to your seat! As you can see, class, the most important part of Pythagoras’s theorem was the ass.” The classroom roared in laughter as Jennifer shrank further inside. It was cruel to humiliate her like that. Caleb was so turned on by it. Miss Balzac was so good at humiliation. “Class, is Jennifer a dunce?”

“Yes, Miss Balzac,” the class replied.

Jennifer did the walk of shame back to her desk. She rubbed her sore bottom the whole way. Caleb was so jealous of her. He wished it had been his bottom. No one mistreated a bottom like Miss Balzac. Jennifer probably didn’t appreciate that before, and now he wondered if she had liked it as much as he did. They shared a secret bond now. 

“We have a lot of naughty children in this class. Naughty children, like Jennifer, will stay after class,” announced Miss Balzac.

“It isn’t fair, I didn’t do anything wrong,” protested Jennifer.

“That is the problem. We have too many eighteen-year-olds in this class who think they’re innocent when Miss Balzac knows better. I will pass out a packet of math work. I expect it to be completed before the bell rings again or else!” The class groaned. She cracked that yardstick in her hand. The class went dead silent.

Miss Balzac handed out the packet. Jennifer quietly sobbed at her desk. Caleb was envious of her. He wanted to stay after class too. The method to stay after was easy enough. He would completely ignore the math packet like a bad boy. Bad boys got punished and Miss Balzac’s brand of punishment was so good. Instead of math work, he drew a picture of Miss Balzac spanking him instead. He made sure to get the details as accurate as possible.

Jennifer turned around and looked at his artwork. Suddenly, he froze. He hadn’t expected that. She said, “You’re not drawing me for once.”

“Obviously,” he replied.

“But you always draw me. You have a crush on me.”

“Wait, you know about that?”

“Of course. It was sort of stalker creepy, but also stalker flattering too. Is that a picture of Miss Balzac?”

“Yup.”

“Is she . . .”

“Spanking a naughty student,” he finished.

“That student looks like me, but with your head,” she said.

Jennifer was correct. He used her body as the model. He didn’t know what he looked like as a girl. But he knew he wanted to be spanked by Miss Balzac as one. He desperately wanted that. He said, “You have ignored me for months, suddenly you want to talk to me, why?”

“When you didn’t leer at me as I came into class, it felt wrong. You always do that. Miss Balzac, she isn’t normal. She . . .”

“No, talking in class!” ordered Miss Balzac.

Jennifer clammed up. Caleb was a little puzzled. Why did Jennifer suddenly want to talk to him? She didn’t know he existed. Only she seemed to know that he existed. She seemed to have known the whole time. She knew he drew her. She knew he leered at her. Maybe she liked the attention. It was just like life to find out the girl you lusted after was into your attention right after your orientation took a sharp turn toward other things.

Caleb shifted in his pretty panties. He wished class would be over so Miss Balzac could do more wonderful things to him. She was the teacher that he always had needed. And she was so nice to him, in her own way. If Jennifer let Miss Balzac be nice to her after class, then Jennifer would understand too. It was clear Jennifer liked being spanked. Who didn’t? He hoped Jennifer had been naughty enough to stay after class for a good reason. One and one is fun, but three is a magic number.

Caleb heard high heels clicking his way. He looked up. Miss Balzac was towering over Caleb. Oh goody, he thought. Her yardstick smacked across his desk. “What do we have here?” she asked Caleb. The class grew silent, and all eyes fell on him.

“I wasn’t doing nothing,” he replied.

“Which is a double negative, so you must be doing something. And you will be, after class with me,” scolded Miss Balzac. Oh boy! It was just what Caleb wanted to hear. Miss Balzac added, “Don’t get your panties as wet as Jennifer’s thinking about it.”

The whole class erupted into laughter. Shit, she told everyone he was wearing panties. That wasn’t right. It was their secret. Maybe, they would think it was a joke. Yeah, no one knew the truth. The truth was that Miss Balzac had stolen some of Caleb’s manhood and replaced it with something more wonderful. There wasn’t a boy in class that wouldn’t change places with him if they knew what he knew. It felt so good to submit to Miss Balzac. She had the means to make men feel wonderful things.

Miss Balzac wasn’t finished shaking things up. She moved one desk down. Her yardstick landed on Jennifer’s desk. “There is something about profoundly stupid girls that makes me very angry.”

“I am not stupid,” replied Jennifer.

“You have spunk, but that’s about it. You will stay after class and possibly I can teach you something.”

“Please, don’t make me stay after. I didn’t do anything wrong,” pleaded Jennifer.

“And that was your biggest mistake. But we’ll fix that together.”

Jennifer’s pleas fell on deaf ears. Caleb and Jennifer were destined to be together after class. It was his dream come true. Only, things felt like they may end up a little different than what he used to dream about. That was okay too. As long as the new dreams were just as wet as the old dreams, the content didn’t matter.


Chapter 5

Staying after class in detention never felt so fun. He was there with the girl of his dreams and the woman that made dreams come true. It felt unbelievable that it was happening. Jennifer and Caleb sat in the front row next to each other. Jennifer looked uncomfortable. It was funny that for someone that looked like trouble, like Jennifer, that she didn’t appear comfortable to be in trouble. Caleb wanted to tell her everything would be alright. Only she would find that out for herself. Miss Balzac seemed harsh, but her lessons were so worth learning. She made everything okay.

Miss Balzac was pacing the floor until the last student left. Jennifer lamented, “I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“It will be okay,” assured Caleb.

“It is your fault I am here, I’m sure of it,” replied Jennifer. She didn’t know how much Caleb hoped that statement was true.

Miss Balzac locked the door after the last good student left. Now only the naughty students remained. That meant things were likely to get Miss Balzac level of naughty. It was a level of naughty Caleb was ready for. He was beyond ready for it. She headed back to them with the look of mischief on her mind. Caleb was so giddy with excitement.

Miss Balzac announced, “All the good students have left ,and my two very naughty students remain.”

“But I am not naughty, ask, ah, what’s his name here,” protested Jennifer.

Caleb corrected her. “My name is C . . .”

“Crystal,” finished Miss Balzac. Caleb knew better than to correct her. Miss Balzac was always correct. He had a feeling where this was going and he was so willing to go there.

“His name isn’t Crystal,” said Jennifer.

The yardstick pointed at Jennifer. Miss Balzac ordered her, “Insubordination is not permitted in my class. Stand up. We must teach you discipline.”

“You can’t hit me. It is against the law!” insisted Jennifer.

Miss Balzac smiled a wicked smile. “Does one want a good spanking or not?”

Jennifer shrank a little and looked over at Caleb. Caleb knew in that instant that she wanted it. She wanted to be spanked like a bad girl. Jennifer obeyed. No sooner was she out of her seat than that yardstick went across her ass. She shouted out in pain. Miss Balzac added, “If we didn’t want to be spanked on our ass, we shouldn’t have worn spank-me-bitch clothes. But you want it, you crave it, you need it, you’re a good girl at being a bad girl. I like your potential.” She followed that statement with several more cracks to the behind. Caleb . . . Crystal was getting jealous. Crystal wanted to be spanked too. Crystal was sure he had been much more naughty than Jennifer.

Jennifer was sobbing. She begged, “No more, please.”

“Because if I keep spanking you, then you will cream in your pretty little panties?” asked Miss Balzac. Jennifer shook her head. Miss Balzac lifted her skirt. The wet spot on her panties was obvious. Miss Balzac asked Crystal, “Is our dear Jennifer a liar?” Crystal nodded his head. The yardstick cracks came faster. Jennifer stood there and took it. She could have run, she could have begged for her to stop. The redder her ass cheeks got the wider the grin on her face got. She liked it. Then she squealed and Crystal knew how much she had loved it. Only she loved it in a way Crystal wasn’t prepared for. A stream of liquid flowed out from under her mini-skirt. She had completely soaked her panties in the process. Her flow had splattered on the floor. Now Jennifer’s face was as red as her behind.

“It looks like our Jennifer here is a squirter,” announced Miss Balzac. “I do love an eighteen-year-old squirter.”

“No one was ever supposed to know my secret shame,” lamented Jennifer.

“No one died from a golden shower, girl,” said Miss Balzac.

“But it is gross,” said Jennifer.

“Only prudes think that and I don’t associate with prudes,” assured Miss Balzac.

It was then that the pelvic region of Miss Balzac grew wet. There was more dampness that her catsuit could contain. Soon, sweet-water rained down her legs. When she was done, she turned to Jennifer and said, “See, it is perfectly natural to love it. Crystal, show Jennifer you understand.”

Crystal was worried. She didn’t want to soil those pretty panties of hers. But Crystal couldn’t disappoint Miss Balzac. Her teacher knew best. She had taught him so much already. He would learn everything he could while she was here. Substitutes did come and go, so one needed to make the best of them while they were around. Crystal stood up. He moved in front of Jennifer.

“Take those blue jeans off first,” ordered Miss Balzac. Crystal unzipped and pulled them down.

“He really is wearing panties!” exclaimed Jennifer.

“Of course, Miss Balzac never lies,” said Miss Balzac.

Crystal took a deep breath. He imagined he was in the boys’ bathroom. Only that didn’t feel right. He had panties on, so he should be in the girls’ bathroom. He relaxed, and his bladder let go. He freely urinated through his clothing and onto the floor. His hot flow mixed with Miss Balzac’s and Jennifer’s hot mess until it was one warm golden puddle of shared love.

“That was sort of weird and yet erotic. I guess I shouldn’t feel ashamed of being a squirter,” said Jennifer, she had excitement in her voice. If there had been inhibitions before, their sharing a moment had ended them.

Miss Balzac petted Jennifer on the head. “See, Miss Balzac knows what makes girls feel good.”

“We are girls, but Crystal is a boy,” pointed out Jennifer.

“We should change that permanently, shouldn’t we?” replied Miss Balzac.

“How?” asked Jennifer.

Miss Balzac slapped that yardstick across Crystal’s bottom. It hurt so good. Miss Balzac ordered, “Strip down, Crystal.” Crystal removed his . . . Her clothes. It was weird to be naked in front of Jennifer, but not totally weird. It was weirder to be thought of as a girl. Only Crystal worried the next step would be for him to be just that. Yeah, last night was just art, today would be art becoming life. He was no longer just going to draw himself as a woman, he was going to be a woman. His manhood never felt so far away. Maybe it never existed at all. He was okay with that.

It was like being naked in a locker room. You didn’t think much about it. Normally Caleb would be in the boys’ locker room. That pegging he received yesterday had set his orientation spinning. Caleb was gone, now he was Crystal. Crystal was clearly destined to be a girl. Yes, he had a feeling his gender was about to settle on once and for all. It would not be as a boy. It could never be that old boring boy stuff again. It was better this way. Miss Balzac knew best for him.

Miss Balzac pulled a duffle bag out from behind the teacher’s desk. She unzipped it and showed the contents to Jennifer. Jennifer appeared slightly puzzled. Jennifer asked, “You want me to play dress up?” Miss Balzac shook her head. Then she smiled a wicked smile back at Jennifer as she pointed toward Crystal. Jennifer’s eyes grew bigger. Crystal could sense the girl’s excitement. It felt so strange that Jennifer could be so eager toward Crystal. Jennifer said, “You want to dress up Crystal like a girl.”

“No, Crystal isn’t like a girl. She is a girl now. She is our girl to dress as we please. And she will like it so much. She will reward us in the end,” explained Miss Balzac.

“It will be kind of fun, won’t it?” said Jennifer.

“It will be just like playing with your dolls as a kid. Only this doll is anatomically correct, in a way. It will be fun. But first, Crystal needs more feminization. Clothing this nice is wasted on someone that appears too much like a boy,” explained Miss Balzac. It wasn’t hard to know what the comment meant, given she had one of those tiny girl razors in her hand. She handed it and the shaving gel over to Jennifer.

Jennifer didn’t need to be told what to do. She went at Crystal’s body hair with that razor. Not a hair on his body was safe. Crystal wasn’t too hairy on the chest, but his armpits needed work. And then there were his legs that needed to be smooth. Lastly, there were his pubes. Jennifer shaved him smooth down below, and that included his two best friends hanging out between his legs. They were to be girl balls from now on, smooth and silky just like a girl. Those panties would feel better now that he was shaved. When she was done, she applied skin moisturizer to help with the razor burn. That was shaving 101, no one wants their nads to burn post-shave. Crystal wanted shaved nads all the time now, though, and she would take a little razor burn to have them. After the shave, he never wanted those two boys down there any other way. Bald was beautiful, so they say. The moisturizer made them glisten in the room lights.

“That is a good start,” said Miss Balzac, inspecting Crystal.

“But his face is still too masculine in my opinion,” said Jennifer.

“It is a wonder what one can do with makeup to fix that fact,” said Miss Balzac. She went back to her desk. She opened a drawer and took out a large box. She placed it on the teacher’s desk. She opened it to reveal that it was filled with makeup supplies. She explained, “Women tend to have fuller lips, a smaller, rounder chin, fuller cheeks, thinner noses, smoother eyebrow ridge, lower hairline, and long, lustrous eyelashes.”

“Can we do all that with only makeup?” asked Jennifer.

“Makeup and a good wig. I have both. We can give our Crystal the illusion of such things, which is one of the tricks all women play. It isn’t cheating to use makeup, it is the way of the feminine world,” replied Miss Balzac. Miss Balzac pointed to a seat. She instructed Crystal, “Sit down, hold still while we make you look pretty.”

Crystal did as told because Crystal wanted to be pretty. He could be a pretty she, but he needed help to be the girl that he needed to be. It could happen, he knew it could. Did he want complete surrender of his last bit of manhood? It was a silly question at this point. His manhood was giving up without a fight. It knew Crystal was a girl now. Maybe she was always a good little girl. That is why she loved to draw girls. If she was really a good girl, she wouldn’t need to draw on paper, but with makeup on her own face from now on. That idea excited Crystal. She was the perfect canvas to experiment on.

Jennifer asked, “Are all boys so obedient?”

“Yes, inside every boy is a girl dying to come out. Most never learn the truth. Most are too afraid to let her out. They hide her behind false macho bullshit. It is all a disguise. Inside, they fear the truth. The truth is that every one of them is a little girl inside. The true men learn how to surrender and be the girl women want them to be.”

“All boys?” questioned Jennifer.

“All boys, to some degree. Crystal here is an extreme case. The perfect case for a young woman like yourself.”

“Why me?”

“You were born to dominate a man, and Crystal here was born to be very obedient. You are the perfect match. The perfect couple, with a little training.”

“I want him to be a woman?” questioned Jennifer.

“Who is more fun to hang out at the mall with, a man or another woman? Who is more fun to talk on the phone with? Who is more supportive? Who is . . .”

“I get it,” interrupted Jennifer. “Men really are just a penis we tolerate hanging around us.”

“And a cock is an easy thing to replace with better stimulation,” reminded Miss Balzac.

Jennifer picked up eyeliner. She went to work on Crystal. Crystal wanted to be pretty. He understood Miss Balzac completely. He understood he was being brave. He would be so brave and show everyone how good a girl he could be. He knew Jennifer knew how to make herself pretty. She would do the same for him. He was sure about it. All he had to do was sit still and let it happen. That was his new role in life. Miss Balzac taught him that. If he just let it happen, wonderful things would come to him. If he became a pretty girl he would be gone. He would be a she from then on. Pronouns were such a funny thing. All it just took was a he and add an s in the beginning to rob him of his he and become a she. That was pronouns, real life was harder. It took hard work for him to become her. But he would put in the work. She was so much better a thing to be. She longed to be one of the girls. Particularly if the girls included Miss Balzac and Jennifer. They were so much fun to play with.


Chapter 6

The makeup was finished. Miss Balzac asked Crystal, “Do you think you deserve to see yourself in a mirror?”

“Yes, please show me how I look,” begged Crystal.

“I think not,” said Moss Balzac.

“Yes, the makeup alone means nothing until she is properly dressed,” added Jennifer.

The statement pleased Miss Balzac. She petted Jennifer and said, “Yes, you are so wise for someone so pretty and young.”

Miss Balzac said, “I have a few items to dress Crystal up in.” Jennifer rushed over to look inside. Miss Balzac proudly showed Jennifer the contents of her clothing stash. For a substitute, Miss Balzac sure came prepared. Crystal wondered if she went around school to school teaching young men how to be proper young girls. Jennifer’s eyes lit up. The girls leafed through the outfits together. It didn’t feel right that Crystal didn’t get to pick out her own outfit. But girls did know best what other girls should wear. Those lit-up eyes of Jennifer meant that what was inside the suitcase must be nice and appropriate, it must be really feminine. Jennifer dressed so well. Whatever she liked, Crystal knew that she would like it too. She was sure of it. Crystal just sat there like the good girl that she was in anticipation of how girly those wonderful clothes would make her feel once she got to wear them.

“I am thinking pink panties, pink stockings, pink shoes, frilly pink dress, pink headband, and pink ribbons in her hair,” suggested Jennifer.

“There is such a thing as too much pink when it comes to a girl’s outfit,” said Miss Balzac.

“Maybe for a girl like me, but not a femboy like Crystal. She can be over the top girly-girl, because she is going to be the ultimate bottom, right?”

Miss Balzac petted Jennifer on the head. “I knew I picked the correct girlfriend for my little Crystal. Yes, Crystal is a very good bottom already. With practice, I think we could make her the ultimate bottom. The sounds interesting, Crystal, doesn’t it?”

“I will do everything it takes to be the bottom I deserve to be,” assured Crystal.

“I am sure you will,” replied Miss Balzac.

“I never fucked a girl before,” said Jennifer.

“Don’t worry, a girl like Crystal pegs so easily. Girls like Crystal are just like a pincushion with lips. Any hole, they welcome a good poke into,” explained Miss Balzac, after which both girls laughed. Crystal wished the statement wasn’t true. But the truth was, just waiting to be pegged was killing her. She needed Miss Balzac’s proud womanhood deep inside him, and she needed it soon. Crystal sat there hoping they would please dress her up pretty before they destroyed her willing bottom. She deserved to be pretty first. It just wouldn’t be the same without dressing up first.

They carried the chosen outfit over to Crystal. Jennifer displayed each piece separately for her. Miss Balzac explained, “There comes a point when a boy just can’t be a boy anymore. Once we dress you up, you are going to love it so much, male clothing just won’t do anymore. You understand, the last step in your transformation would mean never going back.”

Crystal replied, “Please Miss Balzac, make sure I can never go back. I am so much happier this way.”

“Silly little slut, I don’t care about your happiness. Your role now is only to make other people happy,” explained Miss Balzac.

“I can do it. I can make anyone happy if you let me please them,” said Crystal.

“Crystal is such a doormat. I’m almost ashamed to call her a proper woman,” said Jennifer.”

“I know, isn’t she just perfect,” complimented Miss Balzac.

“No, but she is about to be,” added Jennifer.

They put Crystal’s panties on first. Then they hooked her up in a bra. This one had more padding than yesterday. It would give Crystal extra curves. Women looked better with curves. They paused. Miss Balzac said, “I have an idea. Crystal here needs more of an hourglass figure.”

“She would need a corset to make her figure curve more properly,” suggested Jennifer.

Miss Balzac petted her on the head. “Great minds think alike.” She returned to the desk. She opened a drawer and out came a lavender corset. They placed it around Crystal. Then they pulled and tied the strings one by one. Breathing became harder and harder as each string became tighter. It was true what they said that fashion was a form of torture, but it was worth it. Nothing worth it is ever easy. Well, besides Crystal. She was totally worth it, but truth be told, she was also ever so slightly easy. Yeah, she was the girl that couldn’t say no.

Miss Balzac nodded in approval. “Her curves are much better now.”

“Let’s do silk stockings next.” Jennifer slid them up Crystal’s smooth, bare legs. Just the thought of Jennifer riding something up her legs drove Crystal crazy. She was starting to remember how big a crush she used to have on Jennifer. But she was totally feminized now. A straight girl could never like a feminized girl like Crystal, right? Once you’re he became a she, girls like Jennifer became off limits to be your girlfriend. Crystal had always thought that to be true, but clearly it wasn’t.

Miss Balzac pulled the dress over Crystal’s head. Next came the ribbons. Maybe they got a little crazy with the ribbons because not only did they tie them in her hair, but Miss Balzac pulled Crystal’s hands behind her back and tied her hands there.

“She looks perfect,” said Jennifer.

“Very passable. Just think how she will look once she starts the pills and gets her breasts done,” replied Miss Balzac. Crystal heard that suggestion and approved. Oh, she couldn’t have fallen that far down the hole so quickly, right? She fantasized about having breasts as firm as Jennifer’s and knew she was much too far down the hole to ever climb out again. Crystal was a she and she wanted to be the best version of herself. The lure of being feminized had grasped her and pulled her in. She had sunk into femboy land too deep to ever escape. The next stop was complete surrender which couldn’t come soon enough.

“Can I kiss her now?” asked Jennifer.

“Patience, Jennifer. The teacher always goes first.” She pulled out blue nitrile gloves. Crystal’s eyes fixated on those gloves. A bottle of lube came out from a drawer in the desk. Miss Balzac asked Jennifer, “Have you ever fisted a girl before?”

If Jennifer had replied yes, Crystal would have a very different opinion of her. Although, come to think of it, in five minutes she would absolutely be saying yes to that question from now on, so it probably didn’t matter either way. What mattered is Crystal knew where that fist was headed, and she approved of the destination.

Crystal asked, “How good will fisting feel?”

“Silly, silly girl. It isn’t all beauty and frilly dresses. Being a girl is about being blissfully filled in all your orifices. Any pleasure you get out of it, is no concern of ours,” assured Miss Balzac.

“Yes, no concern of ours,” agreed Jennifer.

“All of my orifices at once?” repeated Crystal, thinking the math was off in that calculation and this was math class after all, so the number should compute better.

“Jennifer, get the penis gag out of my desk,” ordered Miss Balzac.

Jennifer went over to the desk. She opened a drawer. While Crystal assumed Jennifer had never used a penis gag before, she seemed very confident she was going to know it when she saw it. Crystal was growing a touch worried. This detention was going a little rougher than she was prepared for. Then again, she looked so much prettier than yesterday. Miss Balzac was correct. There was more to being a girl than wearing dresses, makeup, and a general feeling of being pretty. There was cock, and Crystal was getting into cock.

Jennifer had located the gag. She walked it over to Miss Balzac. She handed it over, but she shook her head. Jennifer’s eyes lit up. She knew she’d get to gag Crystal, and it excited her. She went over and shoved six inches of cock into Crystal’s mouth. She then pulled the straps around her head.

“See how you didn’t even need to tell her to open her mouth?” asked Miss Balzac.

“Let’s put the gloves on and play with her bottom now,” said Jennifer.

They snapped those gloves on. There is nothing quite like the snap of a glove. Once a girl heard that sound, she knew what was coming next. Even an inexperienced girl like Crystal knew what was coming her way. Miss Balzac sat down. She ordered Crystal, “Lie down across my lap.”

Crystal did as she was told. She felt a tug on her pretty panties. They went down. She then heard the sound of that lube squinting. It went all over her willing bottom. Finally, she was about to get what she wanted more than anything. It started with a finger. But Crystal’s bottom was soon too stretched to be satisfied by only a finger. A second went in, and it was soon followed by a third.

“Jennifer, ready to shove your fist inside her?”

Miss Balzac’s finger came out. It was soon replaced by pressure down below that could only be Jennifer’s balled fist. It hurt so bad that Crystal bit down on the cock gag in her mouth. She started to gag on it. Never was a name more fitting for a device. She felt like she was drowning in her own saliva. There was no way to remove the cock in her mouth or the fist up her backsides. The only thing she could do was obey and let it happen.

“Fist her, make her prostate sing in joy. There is no better way to make a girl like Crystal yours forever than to make that prostate beg for your touch,” explained Miss Balzac.

It was true. Every word coming out of her mouth filled Crystal up from the bottom of her soul. Jennifer was almost halfway elbow deep in her backside. It was a thing pleasure to be taken like this. It felt good. It was a pain so painful it produced ultimate pleasure. Her little floppy trap cock erupted in a glorious anal orgasm.

“It looks like our little Crystal climaxed!” declared Miss Balzac.

Jennifer looked disappointed. She appeared to be just getting into fisting Crystal. Just beginning a relative term given how deep she went inside. She asked, “I still want to have fun with her, so what do we do now?”

“Make her clean me up,” said Miss Balzac.

Jennifer removed her hand. She took off her gloves and scolded Crystal. “Naughty girl, look at the mess you made. Clean Miss Balzac’s lap.”

Crystal knew her bottom wasn’t returning to normal anytime soon. A girl doesn’t get stretched to her limits like that and then have her backside just get over it. Still, the thought of cleaning up her hard-earned reward filled her head with pleasant thoughts. Miss Balzac unsnapped that gag and removed it. Fresh air rushed into Crystal’s lungs. She panted like a dog a bit. Then she quickly got to her knees and searched for the wet spot. Her tongue planted firmly on that wet spot. It tasted like the type of treat good girls deserved. She had been such a good girl today. She deserved more, she deserved all of it.

She begged, “Please, take me now, Miss Balzac. I want your hot juice to erupt inside me. Fill me with your seed.”

“See Jennifer, a real pet begs for it. And I think I shall oblige her request,” said Miss Balzac.

Miss Blazac took out her glorious monster. Next to Jennifer’s fist, it was nothing. But Jennifer’s fist was not filled with precious girl juice. They claimed mana comes from heaven, but any feminized man knows mana comes straight from his master’s manhood.

“Jennifer, sit down and let Crystal lie across your lap.”

She did as told. Crystal obediently lay across her lap. Jennifer stroked Crystal’s hair as Miss Balzac went in for the kill. Crystal’s bottom was in no shape to resist a monster cock. Stretched as it was after a good round of solid fisting, her ass gobbled up Miss Balzac’s cock. There was so much lube squirter inside that bottom already her cock slid in without an ounce of resistance. Soon, Miss Balzac was thumping her as Jennifer petted her. The round of Miss Balzac slapping heels meaty shaved balls against Crystal’s willing backside was the sound of total submission.

“See how to treat her?” asked Moss Balzac.

“Yes, she is such a good hole,” praised Jennifer.

“Milk our girl while I fill up her backside,” said Miss Balzac.

And then Jennifer touched it. Crystal in a million years never thought a girl like Jennifer would touch her cock. Granted it was only a handjob, but a solid milking while your bottom gets violated five ways to Sunday wasn’t half bad. No, not half bad at all. It was hard to complain. More to the point, it was hard as a rock and feeling good inside and out.

“She isn’t too big,” said Jennifer.

“Her size doesn’t matter, it’s your cock that does,” informed Miss Balzac. She pulled out. She went to the desk. That desk held so many magic treasures. It had one more. A glorious strap-on built to fit a girl like Jennifer. She handed it over.

“My own dick. Is it fun to be the man?” asked Jennifer.

“Try it and see,” replied Miss Balzac.

She sat down and motioned Crystal over. His ass was about to have a new master. He laid across Miss Balzac’s lap as she began to milk Crystal’s little girl cock. Then Jennifer entered him. She wasn’t as skilled as Miss Balzac. But she would learn in time. Crystal would let her practice as much as she wanted.

“This is hot,” said Jennifer.

“Grind on her, make yourself climax as you plant her,” instructed Miss Balzac.

Jennifer did just that. She ground down on that strap-on. Crystal wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold out. Miss Balzac was as good at milking as she was at everything else.

Crystal exclaimed, “Oh.” She then squirted. There was no better orgasm than one achieved while your ass was full of cock. Crystal wished she could reload and blow again. Instead, she felt a warm flow all over her bottom. Jennifer proved, once a squirter, always a squirter. Jennifer finished and slapped Crystal’s wet bottom.

“On your knees, both of you,” instructed Miss Balzac.

The two girls did exactly as told. Miss Balzac waved her flagpole flying at full staff in front of their faces. Then she milked her own pole. She ran rough and ragged over it until she delivered a final load shared all over the two girls’ faces.

Crystal looked into Jennifer’s eyes as she looked back. And then they started licking each other's faces until they had every last drop accounted for.

“Good girls, on your feet,” ordered Miss Balzac. She handed a small key to Jennifer. She then pulled out one last device from her desk. It was a pink chastity. Crystal knew it meant her manhood was someone else’s from now on. Miss Balzac clicked it into place. Now, Crystal was a real girl.

“Jennifer, I give you Crystal. You may dress her, fuck her, and treat her as she deserves. She belongs to you. Tomorrow, your regular teacher comes back. But I think you need no more lessons from me. Only practice, wonderful practice.”

The two girls looked at each other. Crystal said, “When is the first practice?”

“Come, let’s go to my house and start right away,” said Jennifer. She grabbed Crystal’s hand and led her from the classroom. Two things happened after that. Caleb was never a boy again, and he never left Jennifer’s side again. They were the perfect happy couple. And math became their favorite subject. After all, one plus one can be one sometimes too.
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