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Chapter 1

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

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

She turned around and inspected her magnificent bottom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But sadly, it was.

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

That dress was doing a lot of work.

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

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

“Who is it?” A woman’s voice asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Deviene nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

But what about Deviene herself?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neither did she.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nothing,” she said.

“Do you want me to stop?”

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


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

“Do you like this?” He asked.

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

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

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

“Right now?” He asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She shook her head from side to side.

Without wasting another moment, Sam dove in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course,” he said. “Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The stain that Deviene herself had left.

The end
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