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Chapter 1

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 2

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 3

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 4

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 5

“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 6

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.

To be continued.
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