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TWO BRATTY FEMBOYS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


One

As the end-of-day bell rang Daniel and Josh looked at each other and smiled. One more day down, only a matter of weeks left.

As the classroom began to clear out the pair were at the front of the group of young adults desperate to get out of the room and the building and into the late spring sunshine. They had an entire evening of computer games and relaxing and trash movies ahead of them and they didn’t want to waste a second of it.

“Daniel and Josh, could you two hang back for a moment.” A familiar voice called out.

The pair looked at each other and sighed, rolling their eyes. The voice belonged to Ms Fern, the deputy head of their school, and they knew it well. They’d been called into her office numerous times over the years, for many, many reasons, but they’d not done anything recently that warranted being summoned by Ms Fern.

Recently the pair had been on their very best behaviour, a fact that had unnerved their teachers at first, but soon they’d all been glad for the sudden change. No one knew why the pair had suddenly turned things around, almost overnight, but… everyone agreed the change of behaviour was very welcome.

The truth was fairly simple. The two best friends had made a pact. They hadn’t changed, they just had something they wanted.

And that was to graduate high school with sufficiently high grades to get into their preferred college. They wanted to stay together and they’d realised that if didn’t do something they stood a chance at not graduating high school with the marks they’d need to get into their mutual college of choice.

So, they pretended to turn over a new leaf. They pretended to have changed.
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The pair had met when they were still young, and they’d become best friends quickly, their shared interests and similar personalities allowing them to bond, but it was their shared love of mischief, pranks, and general disobedience that really knit them together.

It was that love of mischief and pranks and disobedience that had encouraged their teachers and parents to try, numerous times over the years, to separate them. They’d tried banning them from seeing each other, they’d tried putting them in separate classes, encouraging them to develop new, separate hobbies, but in the end, nothing had worked.

They were inseparable, and in the end, the efforts of the adults around them to tear them apart had only bound them tighter. It was an act of defiance to remain friends, and they were both very, very defiant.

In the end, parents and teachers had given up, and they’d left them to remain friends. At least they weren’t delinquents. Sure, they weren’t the most polite or well-behaved of boys, but they kept each other out of serious trouble, content just to play the part of jesters and comedians, causing trouble but never breaking any serious laws.

As they got older their interests changed, but their love of crass, juvenile humour remained, as did their need to act out and rebel against authority. They liked to make their classmates laugh, often mocking the adults in the room, and they liked to cause trouble, playing pranks on their teachers and parents.

Yet they became bonded by other factors too.

As the pair grew older their friends all began to grow from boys into men, getting taller, broader, hairier. Daniel and Josh however never quite blossomed like the other boys. While their male classmates grew bigger and more masculine, Daniel and Josh remained small, slim, slight. While their classmates began to shave, the pair never really had to, and they never really developed the hair—body or facial—that their peers did.

But they didn’t really mind. Their friends loved them, enjoying the chaos and humour the two brought to every class or activity, and the pair escaped any mocking or bullying by being the class clowns, the centre of attention.

Where other boys in their situation might have become introverted and quiet, maybe even studious, Daniel and Josh became louder, extroverted, confident. They became popular. At least, in a sense. While all their classmates enjoyed their japes and pranks, their jokes, their wild antics, they were frequently overlooked when it came to dating.

They had numerous female friends, and most of the girls knew them by name, thought them funny and entertaining, but when it came to hooking up, they always chose the more traditionally masculine boys, the ones who were big and tall and strong, the ones who’d already reaped the benefits of puberty.

It was one of the reasons the best friends were looking forward to college so much. The girls there would be more mature and would think personality, and sense of humour, more important. And if the two really were late bloomers, which they both hoped, maybe they’d have finally developed by then. Maybe they’d even blossom over the summer.

It was the thought of getting into a good college, one with a prestigious theatre programme that was heavily female-dominated, that had convinced them to come up with a plan. For the last year of high school, they’d do their best to behave.

And it had worked. Though neither of them were particularly bright or hard-working they had managed to get their grades up enough that they were set to graduate with sufficiently high marks to guarantee their places at their college of choice.

The trick to it had been simple enough. They hadn’t had to work hard or study. They had simply turned to their natural talents, using them in a new way. Instead of playing up for laughs, mocking their teachers and the adults around them, they had started to charm their teachers and their parents.

And… it had been surprisingly easy.

They were both naturally charming and charismatic, but previously that had all been channelled into chaos and mischief. Now it was channelled into making their teachers and parents like them, and that, as it turned out, was not as difficult as they might have assumed.

Maybe it's that the change in their behaviour was so gratefully received, or maybe it was that the adults around them really were that naive and stupid. The two best friends didn’t really care for the reason. The only thing that mattered to them was that their plan was working.

If it just took them being a bit more polite, saying a few sweet words every now and then, and a few fewer jokes and pranks, to get into college then they’d do it.

Which was why being summoned by Ms Fern caught them off guard.
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“So, I’ve called you in here to discuss your graduation with you both.” She said.

She was sitting behind her desk in her office, and the two boys sat in chairs opposite her, facing her. It was a position they’d occupied many times before. But on those occasions, they’d always known why they were there.

They’d always know what they’d done wrong, and they’d always been secretly smug and proud of it. Now though, they had no idea, and that made them nervous.

So, the pair sat fidgeting, side by side, staring at the deputy head.

“First, let me say that we’re all amazed at how you’ve turned things around this year. I think it’s fair to say that you’ve caused more than your fair share of trouble over the years…”

Ms Fern chuckled at that, and the boys both gave polite, charming laughs.

“… so I was expecting your final year to be a bit of a nightmare as you tried to outdo your younger selves. Instead, what we got were two, well, maybe model students isn’t quite the right phrase, but you get my meaning. Everyone has been delighted with how you turned up this year. You’ve not caused much trouble, and you’ve been polite, quiet, and even turned in work on time. We’re all very happy with the young men you’ve become and we all hope you keep this up to go onto a bright future at college.”

The boys nodded, smiling, charming. Was this what they had been called in for? To be told how amazing they were? If so, they wouldn’t complain.

“However…”

And at the mention of however they both felt their stomachs drop, a sudden fear that maybe their plan wasn’t working quite as well as they hoped. In their experience, however, was never good.

“… there is a minor problem with graduation. Almost all of your teachers have agreed that they’re willing to be a little generous with you, given your recent change in attitude and behaviour, so for almost all of your classes you’ll be getting excellent marks. Yet… there’s an issue with gym class.”

The boys both stared at Ms Fern. Gym? Who cared about gym?

“But… we don’t need gym to do what we want to do at college.” Daniel said.

“We’re doing theatre. Not sport.” Josh added.

“Now I know that, and while the grade for gym wouldn’t affect your entry into college, you are required to pass gym to graduate, and at present, you are set to fail. If that happens, well, then it won’t matter what marks you get in your other classes because you won’t be able to graduate.”

The boys stared at Ms Fern in shock, turning pale. They were going to fail to graduate even after their plan had worked out so well. They were going to fail to graduate just because of gym.

“What… what can we do?” Daniel asked.

“I’ve spoken to Mr Bell, and he’s adamant that you can’t pass gym without actually taking gym. He… he seems to be under the impression that you’ve not attended a single class in the last couple of years but… that’s not true, is it?”

The boys were still for a moment, then shook their heads.

“No… of course not.” Josh said.

Only, it was true.

“We’ll go see him.” Daniel said. “Sort it all out.”

“We can talk to him, help clear it all up.” Josh said.

Ms Fern nodded.

“If you can then perfect. And remember you just need a passing grade, that’s all.”

The boys nodded. Yet, a passing grade might be difficult given they’d not been to class for ages.
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The truth was the boys both hated gym and had for years.

When they were younger it was different. Then they’d been equal to their friends and the games and sports they played had been fun. They’d been fair and balanced and the two had been able to join in.

But the games hadn’t felt fair and balanced for quite a while. Not since the boys and girls had started playing on separate teams.

Since the two were always with the boys, they’d quickly come to realise that while they remained so much smaller and slimmer and weaker than their peers the games were going to be grossly imbalanced and very unfair and incredibly not fun. So, a few years ago when the school had got a new gym teacher the pair had just stopped going to gym class and they’d got their friends to help cover for them.

Nothing had ever been said about it. No teacher had ever passed comment. They’d never even met the new gym teacher, so they’d figured they’d gotten away with it.

Now though it was all coming back to bite them in the ass. They were going to miss out on going to college because of gym.

But… maybe there was a chance.

Their plan to charm and flatter their way to good grades had been pretty successful so far so maybe they could convince Mr Bell to give them a passing grade with a few sweet words and a bit of flattery. They had to at least try, right?

So the pair headed down to the school gym, the school empty after class after all the other students had left, only teachers and staff still around. It had been a long time since they’d been to the gym, yet they knew the way well enough.

When they arrived it was deserted, and they wondered for a moment if Mr Bell had already gone home. If that was the case they’d need to call on him first thing in the morning to clear up the issue of their failing grades.

“Hello?” Daniel called out.

“Mr Bell? Are you there?” Josh shouted into the silence, voice echoing.

They waited, and then…

A figure stepped out from the office, a man in sweat pants and a fitted vest, and the pair felt the air shift. He was… intimidating.

Their previous gym teacher had been an old, overweight, ex-football player who was content to spend the few years leading up to retirement torturing kids by making them run around the field in dismal weather and forcing them to do things like play dodgeball or climb ropes or sprint up and down the hall as they raced against an ever hastening beep.

He’d been short, squat, bald, and easy to harass and mock. He’d been a tracksuit tyrant that was all bark and no bite.

The new gym teacher was… nothing like that.

Mr Bell was tall, well over six foot, and broad, with thick shoulders and arms and a barrel chest. He was young too, maybe late twenties at most, with a thick head of auburn hair and a short-cropped beard.

As he looked at the best friends they both shifted, suddenly silent and alert. His light grey eyes were piercing, sharp and perceptive and quite dashing. There was something about him that was almost… hot.

“Let me guess. You’re Daniel and Josh, right?” He said.

His voice was deep and resonant, but soft, quiet, almost friendly. The two best friends nodded but said nothing.

“I thought I might see you two at some point once you realised you weren’t going to be able to graduate without passing gym. You know, your friends really had me convinced you’d changed schools and my class list was wrong, but then when Ms Fern was talking to me about you something clicked and I realised two of my students had been skipping my classes for almost two years. Well… I can’t exactly give you a passing grade if you’ve not even been showing up now, can I?”

He was still smiling, but there was a sternness in his voice that the pair were not used to. Mr Bell leaned back against the doorway to his office and he crossed his arms across his chest.

“No, you see… we need to pass or we can’t graduate.” Daniel said.

“If we can’t graduate we can’t get into college.” Josh said.

Mr Bell nodded.

“I understand that clearly, but… you never even showed up. I can’t pass students who’ve never even taken my class before now can I? That just wouldn’t be fair to the other students.”

The boys both chafed at this. They didn’t care about fairness. They cared about getting into college.

So, they did what they’d been doing best for the last few months. They turned on the charm.

All the energy they had once put into playing pranks and jokes and causing mischief, they put into charming Mr Bell. The pair pleaded, whined, begged, they explained why they needed to pass, told him all about how they’d turned over new leaves, they did their absolute best to convince him, giving him their sweet smiles and their most doting, apologetic looks, but… nothing worked.

“Look I’m going to be honest with you both.” He said once they’d given up and fallen quiet. “I’ve seen this before, and I don’t buy what you’re both selling. You two have gone through your entire school careers making the lives of your teachers and parents a misery and now all of a sudden you’ve decided to behave? No.”

“But…”

Mr Bell raised a hand to silence Daniel before he could continue.

“No buts. I know what you’re up to. This is you just sucking up to teachers, telling them what they want to hear, letting them see what they want to see, so you can coast through your final year and get the grades you need to get what you want. You’ve not actually changed. You’re not actually putting in the work. I know because I’ve talked to the other teachers, I’ve listened, and I’ve paid attention.”

The pair felt the air in the room shifting, getting cold.

“What you’re doing isn’t fair on the other students. They’ve all had to put in consistent effort, work hard, actually turn up day after day, week after week, month after month, year after year, but you two think that by acting sweet and nice after a lifetime of being major nuisances that you can charm everyone into giving you good marks. Well, maybe you can. Maybe that works for your parents and most teachers, but it doesn’t work for me.”

“We need those passing marks though.” Josh said.

“Please… we really have changed. We’re trying to be good. We’re doing our best and… if you do this you’ll just be punishing us for trying to be better. What kind of message would that send to us?” Daniel added.

Mr Bell smiled at them, then… he chuckled.

“Not falling for it.” He said. “I can see what you are. You’re just a couple of brats. Sure, you’re charming, sweet, even charismatic when you want to be, but that doesn’t change the truth. You’re brats, plain and simple, and I intend to teach you a lesson. If you want to pass my class you need to earn a passing grade, just like everyone. That means extra lessons.”

“What?”

Both boys spoke at once, eyes going wide. It was only weeks till graduation. There wasn’t enough time…

“If you want to pass you need to catch up with the other students, put in the work. How about… a hundred and fifty times around the field before graduation. That’s just over the distance for a marathon and I think if you do that I’d say you’d earned a pass. In fact, I’d still say you got off lightly, but… at least you’ll have put in some work.”

“You can’t be serious?” Josh said.

The best friends were aghast. They’d not done any sport in almost two years. A hundred and fifty laps would kill them!

“You can’t do that. You…”

“You’ve been skipping my class since I started here. I think this is more than fair. You brats might be able to charm and beguile every other teacher here but if you want to pass my class you need to earn it. I’ve given you my offer, what you do with it is up to you. Should you want to pass my class I suggest coming to see me soon. If you ran ten laps a night that’d only be fifteen evenings.”

Fifteen evenings of ten laps. It sounded like hell.

The two best friends looked at each other. They both looked shocked and horrified.

Slowly they turned back to face Mr Bell. He was still grinning.

“We… we’ll think about it.” Daniel said.

“Don’t wait too long.” Mr Bell said. “The later you leave it, the harder it's going to be.”

And his grin grew wider.


Two

One hundred and fifty laps. Just the thought of it made the pair angry.

“There’s no way we can do that.” Josh said. “I mean… that’s miles! Literally.”

The pair had left Mr Bell’s office without giving an answer and had headed back to Daniel’s house to decide what to do. They need the pass mark in gym to graduate or they were never going to get into college and all their hard work at behaving would have been for nothing.

“I mean, maybe if we space it out, do a little every day.” Daniel said.

But even as he said it he knew it was pointless. The pair were the least sporty boys in their class. They were both thin and small and lacked any real muscle or stamina. One day of laps around the field would have them sore and aching for days. There was no way they could run laps day after day after day.

“You can if you want but… there’s no way I’m even going to try. I’d only fail in the end and then what? I'd have let that dumb gym teacher boss me about only to fail anyway. Better to just refuse and keep my pride and dignity and give up now.” Josh said.

“But… college… going together…” Daniel sounded almost crushed.

The plan was to go to college together. That was what they’d been planning for years. It was their chance to escape the doldrums of their small town, home, high school, and get to live the life they wanted.

They had it all planned out. They would go to college, enter the theatre programme where their extroverted, boisterous personalities would thrive, and they’d be surrounded by girls given how popular theatre studies was with the fairer gender. They’d get to live together, hang out all the time, and there’d be parties. There would be parties and girls and… they’d both finally get to fool around with a woman.

“Yeah, I know. But… what can we do?” Josh said.

The pair were silent. Neither of them wanted to do the laps, but they both knew they needed to pass gym.

“You think… you think there’s another way we can get him to pass us?” Daniel asked.

Josh turned to look at his best friend. He smiled, curious.

“What were you thinking?” He asked.

Josh knew well enough from Daniel’s tone of voice that he was thinking something, that he had a plan. Daniel smirked.

“Well… if charm didn’t work, and we’re not willing to do what he wants, maybe we can be a little more… coercive?”

Josh stared at his friend.

“You have something, don’t you?” He asked.

Daniel nodded.

“We’ve been pretty well-behaved for the last few months, but I think we’re both still perfectly capable of breaking a few rules, aren’t we?”

Josh just nodded, grinning.

“Absolutely, and in this case I’d argue he asked for it.”

“Exactly. So… do you trust me?” Daniel said.

Josh nodded.

“Always. Tell me what you have in mind.”

And Daniel began to explain his plan.
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Daniel’s plan was simple enough. If Mr Bell wouldn’t be charmed by their winsome personalities and wasn’t going to listen to reason, if he was going to insist on some archaic torture before giving them a passing grade, then they were both well within their rights to be a little more cunning with how they approached the problem. If asking nicely wasn’t going to be enough, they were going to have to ask forcefully.

And to do that they were going to need information. They were going to need leverage.

So, the pair spent the next couple of days spying on their gym teacher, doing their best to work out what his weaknesses were, where they could target their charm and their coercion to get the best effect.

They had both decided that they had no intention of doing the laps, so now they just needed to discover something they could use against Mr Bell.

Yet… he seemed annoyingly wholesome and clean. All the students and teachers liked him and had only positive things to say about him. His record at the school, and at previous jobs, was excellent, and their attempts to follow him after school—hoping to find discover an affair or other unethical or immoral behaviour—turned up nothing.

So, on the third day of their observations, they decided to go for a more drastic measure.

“You’re sure about this?” Daniel asked.

Josh nodded.

“It’s safe, and even if they find it no one will know.”

Daniel accepted that, and as they snuck into the gym in the early hours before school, he stopped to stand watch over the doors leading to Mr Bell’s office. It was his job to keep a lookout while Josh installed the keylogger on Mr Bell’s computer.

It only took a moment.

“Done.” Josh said as he reappeared, grinning.

After that, all they had to do was wait. They did not need to wait long.

After school was over they hid by the parking lot and watched, keeping an eye on Mr Bell’s car. Only this time they didn’t follow him, opting instead to head to his office.

The pair made their way in and Josh used the keylogger to find Mr Bell’s login details, and before long they had full access to his computer and everything he’d looked at that day. Most of it though was very boring. There was nothing on his computer that they could use, and nothing he’d typed in or searched for that was in any way incriminatory.

“Shit.” Josh said. “He’s too squeaky clean.”

Daniel took a deep breath and sighed.

“That makes sense. It is a work computer. But… what about personal emails? He might check them while he’s in the office.”

Josh’s eyes lit up, and he began searching through the keylogger's text log. Before too long his eyes lit up.

“Found it.” He said.

And then he pulled up Mr Bell’s personal email. The pair trawled, and as they did their hearts began to sink. There was still nothing.

Maybe they really were going to fail, maybe… and they Josh’s eye lit up.

“There!” He said, pointing at the screen.

He clicked on an email from a dating site, and the two friends began to read. As they read, they began to smile.

“This is exactly what we need.” Daniel said.
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Using the information from the email the pair were able to log in to Mr Bell’s dating profile, and from there they were able to access all of his history on the site, and all of his messages. It was a gold mine of exactly the kind of dirt they wanted.

“I never would have guessed.” Josh said, voice almost quiet.

The pair had been looking through the messages for a while, taking screenshots and saving them to a drive. They were both almost dumb-struck.

“I guess it goes to show that… that you just can’t tell, right?” Daniel said.

Josh nodded. The pair easily had enough information but they kept reading, taking screenshots.

The dating app was a queer hook-up site, and Mr Bell as it turned out was very active. He had many, many matches, most of them ignored or unanswered, but that didn’t mean that he didn’t have more than enough messages to trawl through.

Though the pair had discovered that Mr Bell was single, he clearly wasn’t struggling for attention. There were dozens and dozens of messages, a lot just chat and flirting, while more than a few were… quite graphic, with lurid text exchanges and quite a few photos.

“He’s… he’s clearly popular.” Josh said, voice shaking slightly.

“I know, right. But… I can see why, kinda. He’s really toned and obviously works out and people seem to like that.”

The pair had a newfound appreciation for Mr Bell after seeing more than a few semi-nudes—nothing graphic, no dick pics, but lots of topless selfies in the shower or on the bed or at the gym—and they really could see why he was popular. He was undeniably attractive, for a man that was.

“He has a type too. Don’t you think?” Josh said.

Daniel nodded. He really did have a type.

“Yeah, I noticed that. He really does. I reckon… I reckon that’s what we can use against him. I mean… it’s not exactly conventional, is it?” Daniel said.

Josh looked at his best friend, the pair both slightly flushed after reading all the messages, seeing all those photos, the pair breathing hard, hearts racing. Josh shrugged.

“I… I don’t know. I figure it must be pretty weird though since I’ve never seen anything like it before.” He said.

“Yeah, exactly. I mean… what even is that? I’ve never… it’s weird, right?” Daniel said.

Only his voice sounded almost unsure, like he was looking for clarification. Josh and Daniel stared at each other, quiet for a moment.

“Yeah. Weird.” Josh said.

He too sounded unsure. Neither of them knew what else to say, but they both knew that what they’d found was exactly what they’d been looking for.

Mr Bell might appear to be squeaky clean on the surface, but the truth was he was on a queer dating site, a hook-up sight, and he was messaging men, hooking up with young men, men who liked to dress like girls.

The pair had seen the photos, buff topless images of Mr Bell looking hot and masculine, and cute, sexy images of young, slim, feminine men in lingerie and skirts and dresses.

They’d seen things they’d never even thought about before. Pictures of men only a few years older than them dressed as school girls or cheerleaders or sexy nurses, as maids and cat-girls. They’d seen cute, feminine men dressed in stockings, suspenders, panties, bras. They’d seen images that were now burned into their brains, and though neither of them had said it, those images had left both of them flustered and excited and turned on in ways that neither of them understood.

“But… we know his weakness now, right?” Josh said.

Daniel nodded.

“We do. Apparently, Mr Bell has a thing for femboys. We have to be able to use that against him, right?”

Josh nodded. Neither of them knew quite how they were going to use their newfound information against their gym teacher, but they knew this was what they’d been looking for.


Three

The pair took the weekend to come up with the next stage of their plan. They had only a few weeks to graduation and they needed that pass mark from Mr Bell.

They’d tried to persuade him sweetly and had failed. He was demanding they earn their pass mark, but they had no intention of running laps. Now they had information though. They had information they could use.

But… how?

They knew they had to tread a fine line. If they forced too hard Mr Bell might snap, and report them even if it meant exposing himself, so they wanted to be careful. They wanted to remain charming, but add an element of coercion and demand to their request for a passing grade.

And then they came up with the perfect plan. One they both knew would work. Yet… they were both unsure if they should go ahead with it.

“You’re going to do it too, right? You’re not going to back out are you?” Daniel asked.

Josh laughed, shaking his head.

“Of course not. I was thinking the same thing, worried you’d back out and leave me as the only one, but… we’re in this together, right? We do this together so we both get passes. All or nothing, right?” Josh said.

Daniel nodded. The pair agreed, both committing to the plan. It was drastic, but it also made sense.

Neither of them was willing to confess that there was also something oddly thrilling, almost exciting, about the plan.

It was simple enough on the surface, but they were both terrified, anxious. It seemed so wrong.

They figured that if Mr Bell was into femboys, then maybe their attempts at persuasion would be more effective if they went to see him again after school looking a little more feminine. If they both dressed up like some of the boys he’d been messaging then he was sure to be nicer to them.

It was just like those old stories about girls getting good grades, using their looks and their bodies to get what they wanted, so… why shouldn’t they?

Neither of them could deny that even compared to the cutest-looking young men Mr Bell was messing they were cuter. They’d always figure their lack of masculinity was a negative, and in most things it obviously was, but maybe just this once it could be viewed as a positive. Maybe they could finally use their slim, short, slight, svelte bodies and feminine looks to their advantage?

It wouldn’t take much to look like some of the photos Mr Bell had clearly liked, and if they went to see him again, tried to persuade him looking like the femboys he was so attracted to then maybe he’d feel generous. Maybe they could get a passing grade without running laps.

It had to be worth a try. And, if it still didn’t work, they could let slip that they knew what he was doing on that dating site. If Mr Bell remained stubborn and refused to be charmed then the boys could always go nuclear and let slip that they knew what he was up to, that they might just let people know, and they were both certain that would be enough to persuade their teacher to give them a passing grade.

But first… they needed to get ready. They’d done their research, they’d looked through the photos Mr Bell had been sent by the femboys on the hook-up site, and they’d gone shopping for everything they needed. Now they just needed to act.

“Ready then?” Josh said.

Daniel nodded.

“Ready.”

And they both parted to begin the initial preparatory phase of their plan.
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The first thing the best friends had learnt about femboys, from the photos and their research online, was that they needed to be smooth and soft. So, they decided to do the unthinkable and shave their bodies.

It wouldn’t take much to make them both hairless, soft and cute and even more feminine than they already were, but still, it seemed like a drastic action. They might only have a little body hair compared to their peers, but they had some, and that was an outward marker, no matter how slight, of their masculinity. If they got rid of that…

But they’d decided. It needed to be done, and it would grow back. If it meant a passing grade and going to college it would be worth it.

So, the two best friends went off to their respective homes and agreed they would both shave and meet up again the next day to carry on with their plan. And they did.

Though they were both afraid the other might back out, they both remained committed. Using the shaving foam and pink razors that had bought they set about shaving their entire bodies from the eyebrows down. Apparently, it was essential that femboys were smooth and soft and hairless everywhere, and if they wanted their plan to work they knew they needed to be as convincing as possible as femboys.

The pair set about shaving their legs, their bellies, their chests and arms, armpits, even their butts and ass-cracks, shaving around their cocks, wanting to make sure there was no hair left so that they could fully embrace the characters they were going to play and so that no hair would peek out from the outfits they had in mind.

But it was more than that too. Though neither of them had spoken about it to the other, there was a newfound curiosity in each of them after the photos they’d seen.

Since puberty had hit, both of them had increasingly become aware of their differences to the other boys around them, and this had been a source of great insecurity and anxiety but now they had discovered that not only did some boys and men like them embrace their femininity, but that some aspired to it. Many of the femboys they had seen in the photos attached to the messages in Mr Bell’s account had been far more masculine than either of them, even with feminine clothing on, shaved, trying their best to look cute and soft. While a few came close.

It seemed that there were some men out there who wished to be more like Daniel and Josh, who would look at them with envy for their slight, svelte figures and their androgynous, cute faces.

They had also discovered that there were people out there who would desire them precisely because of their softness, their cuteness, their slight femininity. There were men out there who would think them hot and sexy, and that had stirred feelings in each of them.

They had both grown up thinking they were straight, obviously, because that was the default option, and they were straight, obviously, but still… the thought that some people might desire them, think them sexy, felt reassuring. They’d gone their entire high school lives feeling overlooked and unseen, feeling invisible, unattractive, so to suddenly discover that some people would absolutely lust after them was almost… empowering.

Though they had said nothing to each other, they were both curious… would Mr Bell really find them attractive? Would other men? What would that feel like?

Just imagining it, teasing their teacher, flirting, using their looks to get a good grade, it was thrilling and exciting, and they felt a hot glowing coal of something new flickering to life inside themselves.
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“You do it.” Daniel asked.

Josh nodded.

“Yup. All over, as agreed. You?”

It was Daniel’s turn to nod, smiling. He felt his cheeks turn pink with shame, flustered, trying to hide the sense of arousal he’d been feeling ever since shaving his body in the shower.

It had felt surprisingly pleasant, shaving, and the newfound sensitivity had made his body throb. Yet it was seeing how he looked that had taken him most by surprise.

He’d always thought he looked too feminine and soft before, and had always thought of himself as relatively hairless, but still, shaving had made a significant difference. After shaving in the shower Daniel couldn’t deny the change.

He looked… delicate, cute, pretty, and seeing himself made his belly flutter. He looked almost like a cute girl, and he had to admit he made a much better femboy than most of the photos he’d seen recently. If Mr Bell really was into femboys then he couldn’t wait to see his gym teacher’s reaction to how he looked now.

His legs were long and smooth, his ass round, soft, plush, and even his cock looked somehow less masculine, more feminine.

But what Daniel didn’t know was that Josh’s experience had been surprisingly similar.

“So… I suppose now we get dressed, make sure it all fits and see how we look?” Josh asked.

There was a quaver in his voice, unsure, uncertain, almost timid, maybe even… excited?

Daniel nodded, blushing. Neither of them said what they were feeling or thinking. They were both strangely excited by the thought of dressing up in the outfits they’d picked out—outfits inspired by the photos they’d seen in Mr Bell's messages—and they were both curious how their best friend would look.

It was like seeing the pictures of cute, feminine boys had awoken something in each of them. The young men all looked so happy and flirtatious, so sexy and alluring, attractive in a way that was normally reserved for girls. They both knew that the pair of them were more attractive than most of the young men they’d seen in the pictures they’d looked at, so they couldn’t help but wonder how attractive they would look, how hot their friend might look.

The femboys they’d seen in pictures had all been hot and pretty in a way that the friends hadn’t seen before, and now their imaginations were racing.

“Yeah. I… I guess. Shall I take the bathroom and you get changed in here and then we can… we can see how we each look, make sure we don’t look stupid or something?” Daniel said.

He was nervous, but excited too. He was smiling.

Josh nodded, and they each took the bags containing the outfits they’d picked out while shopping, and Daniel went off to Josh’s en-suite bathroom while Josh stayed in his bedroom. Once they were each apart, the door between them locked, they began to get changed.
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The pictures they’d seen had featured femboys in various states of dress, from full outfits to lingerie to almost nude—the young men posing in numerous sexy ways, more like women in porn videos though than men, flashing their legs and butts at the camera—but the best friends had decided on outfits were that were at the more conservative end of what they’d seen. They’d figured it was better to play it safe, and neither of them was willing to wear anything so outlandish as a dress or a skirt.

So, each of them had some for something simple, and they’d picked their outfits to almost match. They’d picked up panties, of course, since they seemed to be required for femboys, and they were both aware that their usual boxer shorts wouldn’t work with the shorts they had also picked up.

And it was the shorts that they’d based their whole looks around.

They’d both seen enough photos of femboys to know that shorts were a very popular choice, and for good reason, though it was only a certain kind of shorts. Tight, short, booty shorts allowed cute femboys to show off their long, smooth legs, while making the most of their butts.

So, the pair had gone shopping for shorts.

At first, they’d not been able to find anything, but then they’d gone looking in the women’s section, and soon they’d found what they wanted and they’d each bought a pair of tight, short, booty shorts made out of ripped black denim, the material stretchy and thin—and it was due to how thin the shorts were that they knew they’d need to wear panties, in order to avoid visible pants, or panty-lines. Just paying for them had been enough to make them both blush.

With the shorts, they’d decided to wear long, thigh-high socks, cute sneakers, and cropped, t-shirts that would show off their waist and bellies. It was nothing like the clothes they would normally wear, and they knew they would look incredibly provocative, but they also knew that it was sure to have an effect on their gym teacher, and hopefully just wearing a cute outfit, looking like exactly the kind of femboys Mr Bell found attractive and sexy would mean he would feel more inclined to give them a good grade.

Otherwise, there was always the nuclear option.

Daniel stripped off in the bathroom as Josh stripped off in the bedroom, and they both dressed as quickly as they could, yet… neither of them was quick. They both took their time, each of them unable to deny how different it felt to wear panties, how comfortable and provocative it felt to wear booty shorts, how sensual it was to slip on thigh-high socks.

And being smooth only made it worse, their skin soft and delicate and sensitive. Finally, they slipped on their cropped t-shirt and their sneakers.

“Ready?” Daniel called out.

Josh took a deep breath. Neither of them had dared to look in the mirror yet.

“Ready.” Josh said.

Josh stood, waiting, watching. The bathroom door opened, and Daniel stepped out.
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“Holy shit.” Josh said.

He couldn’t help but stare at his best friend. Only… it wasn’t the boy he’d always known he was looking at.

Daniel was so different. And the way Daniel stared at him it was like he’s seen a ghost, a sexy ghost.

“You look… you look amazing.” Daniel said.

“You do too.” Josh said.

The boys both blushed.

The truth was they both looked amazing. The long socks hugged their lean, full legs, the shorts so small and tight and high-cut that there was plenty of bare smooth hairless thigh and hip and even a little butt cheek left exposed.

And the way the shorts hugged their asses made them look so round and full and pert that neither of them could quite believe what it was they were seeing. It was like they had both been transformed. And then there were the cut-off t-shirts, their smooth, taut bellies bare, the way they hung from their narrow shoulders making them seem slim and svelte and petite.

They both looked undeniably cute, and exactly like the femboys from the photos they’d seen. But that wasn’t completely true… because they looked better.

“You think… you think this will work?” Josh said, voice shaking.

Daniel looked at his best friend, face flush. He could feel his belly fluttering, his heart racing. He squirmed where he stood, wiggling and biting his bottom lip.

He felt so good in the tight, feminine clothes, the panties and shorts and long socks, and his body was so sensitive. He couldn’t help but notice Josh was also squirming. Did he feel the same?

It was like something was awakening in each of them. But… what was it?

“I… I think we have a much better chance now.” Daniel said.

With that he moved to stand beside his best friend, standing close. They each looked at the other, a glimmer in their eyes and their gazes roamed over legs, hips, thighs, butts, bellies, roaming up to lips and eyes. They both blushed.

“How do you think we look?” Daniel said.

As he said this he moved, finally, to face the mirror, moved to stand in front of the full-length mirror attached to Daniel’s wardrobe. Daniel moved to stand beside him, and together they looked at their reflection.

The pair both stared, wide-eyed and were silent. Then they giggled.

They were both blushing, squirming, each of them unable to stay still, shifting, wiggling, almost as though posing, trying to make their asses look fuller, legs longer. They looked just like the cute, sexy, hot femboys in the photos they’d seen, the young men Mr Bell was so attracted to, only… better.

Not only were they naturally more beautifully, genetically gifted in terms of their bodies and features, but… there were two of them. Two hot, young, pretty femboys all dressed up in booty shorts and thigh-high socks ready to charm their gym teacher for a passing grade. They looked incredible.

“We look… cute.” Josh said.

He giggled. Daniel blushed. They were both staring at their reflections, fluttering eyelashes, pouting, biting their bottom lips. Their shorts were so tight they could each make out the bulge of the other's cock. Somehow though that just made the sight even hotter and sexier.

“We really do.” Daniel said. “There’s no way he’s going to be able to resist us like this.”

Josh smiled at that.

“We look just like the femboys he flirts with on that site. Even better than them in fact. If we ask him for a passing grade dressed like this, all cute and sweet and innocent and flirty, then there’s no way he’ll be able to resist us.” Josh said.

They both smiled. The thought of their gym teacher not being able to resist them stirred something in both of them. Could they really bend the older man to their wills using only their looks and their charm and their bodies? Why did that excite them?

Why did the thought of being sexy and irresistible to Mr Bell thrill them?

“That passing grade is as good as ours.” Daniel said. “And we’ll have got it without needing to do any exercise at all.”

The pair giggled again, smug and cocky, and they continued to stare into the mirror, two hot, sexy, femboy brats willing to use their charms and their looks to get what they wanted, to earn good grades, only… was Mr Bell really going to give in so easily?


Four

As the school building emptied Daniel and Josh watched, the pair nervous and anxious and, oddly, excited. They had spent the day squirming, hyper-aware of their soft, feminine bodies underneath their usual clothes.

It was hard not to feel constantly reminded of just how smooth they were. They were so sensitive now that the slightest movement sent shivers up their spines, made them whimper and blush, and the mutual awareness they had of each other, the memory of how they had both looked the night before, dressed in booty shorts and long socks, smooth skin, made it all worse.

Each time one of them made a noise, shifted, the other would notice, causing strange emotions and feelings to stir, causing them to shift, bite their bottom lip, squirming, a spiral of constant flustering. Yet, neither of them said anything about it to the other. They were not willing to admit that they were suffering, what they were feeling and experiencing, to themselves, let alone to their best friend.

So it was that by the time the day ended, they were both extremely on edge, a pent-up feeling of frustration and excitement and arousal that confused and perplexed them. Still, they had no choice but to continue with their plan despite being fuzzy-headed. They needed a passing grade in gym, and they still figured this was the best way to persuade Mr Bell to be generous.

Once the school was mostly empty, all the students gone, the boys both headed to the bathroom nearest to the gym to change. There were no team practice sessions that evening, they’d checked and double-checked, and Mr Bell looked to be all alone in his office when they peeked in on him. It was the perfect time to act.

They each took a cubicle and stripped off, changing into their outfits—panties, booty shorts, cropped t-shirts, thigh-length socks—and when they stepped out to check each other over. They both giggled and blushed, a rush of emotions, a thrumming in their chests and a fluttering in their bellies as they looked at each other.

“I think we’re ready.” Daniel said.

He looked Josh up and down, his gaze lingering on his best friend’s ass. Josh noticed this and almost enjoyed it, and he too took the chance to stare a little too long, admiring Daniel’s legs, hips, butt.

“He doesn’t stand a chance against us.” Josh said.

And with that, the pair stepped out, made their way to Mr Bell’s office. They could each feel their hearts racing inside the cage of their ribs.
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They did not stop to knock, instead entering without announcing themselves. Mr Bell was looking at his computer screen and it was only when the boys coughed gently that he realised he was no longer alone, looking up.

The two best friends could not help but smile when they saw his expression, his eyes going wide, face almost slack, an expression of shock that quickly turned to a look of interest. He looked the pair up and down, pupils dilating, and Daniel and Josh did just as they’d rehearsed.

They both shifted, posing, wiggling their hips, standing in a way that made their butts stick out, flaunting their assets in the way they’d seen other femboys do in pictures. They both smiled, fluttering their eyelashes, baiting their bottom lips, doing their best to look pretty and alluring.

“Are you boys here to run laps? I see you’re in shorts so I imagine that’s what you’re here for, right? Your choice of outfits is a little unconventional, but it’ll do. I was beginning to think you’d decided to take a failing grade so I’m just happy to see you’ve decided to work to earn your passing grade.” Mr Bell said.

The boys both smiled. They shook their heads, grinning, smug. They knew how cute they were and they were confident they could get everything they wanted.

“No. We talked about it and… we don’t think we’d be able to do the laps. It’s just too hard. We’re not sporty like other boys and a hundred and fifty laps is just too much. We’d break if we tried to do that.” Daniel said.

He put on his sweetest, most innocent voice, talking soft and delicate, trying his hardest to look cute. Mr Bell watched him, smiling. His gaze kept flicking down to Daniel’s ass, which Daniel kept wiggling.

“We were hoping you’d be willing to be lenient with us, that you’d be generous. We’ve been trying so hard this year to be good that we just thought maybe you’d be forgiving, just this once. We soooo badly wanted to go to college together, and we can’t if you fail us. We really need a passing grade. Not even a high one, just… a passing one. Can’t you be nice to us? Please? Pretty please?” Josh said.

Josh’s voice was just as saccharine as Daniel’s. He pouted, trying to look cute—and he succeeded. Mr Bell looked at him, watched him, gaze lingering on his legs, the windows of bare smooth skin above the tops of his sock, a glimpse of hip and ass exposed by the high cut of his booty shorts.

“Really… and why should I be more lenient on you than I have been on the other students? They’ve all had to work for their passing grades, while you have both skipped almost two years of gym classes. If I gave you a passing grade that wouldn’t be fair to everyone else, would it? Or are you suggesting I treat you both more favourably than everyone else?”

The boys were both quiet for a moment. Then they batted their eyelashes at almost the same time.

They were prepared for this. They figured they might need to be extra persuasive. But given what they knew about their gym teacher and how cute they knew they looked, they figured they could do it.

“Please, sir.” Daniel said.

“Pretty please.” Josh said.

“We’d both be ever so grateful. We’ve been working so hard this year and we just made a tiny little mistake. We’d be sooooo grateful to you. Can’t you just be kind to us just this once? We really are very sorry for not behaving.” Daniel said.

“And we promise to be better behaved in the future. If you were nice to us now you’d just be showing us what a sweet, kind teacher you were. And you’d be helping us become better-behaved boys.”

The two almost couldn’t keep from sniggering. They could both see how Mr Bell was watching them, his gaze on their legs, hips, asses. They had him hook, line, and sinker, they were sure of it. They just needed to give it one last little push.

“If you gave us a passing grade you’d be our favourite teacher.” Daniel said.

“And… maybe there’s some way we could thank you?” Josh said.

The boys watched Mr Bell closely. There was something hot about the way he was staring at them, the way they were flirting with him and teasing him.

Knowing he found them sexy, that they were using their looks, their bodies, to get what they wanted, was oddly thrilling and empowering. They knew what he’d be thinking, and they’d both talked about it.

The way they figured it, there was no harm in turning him on, getting him horny, using their looks and their femboy charms to manipulate him. If it got them their passing grade it was well worth it. And… it wasn’t like they were going to do anything gay, was it?

It was just teasing, offering the carrot to their pervy teacher with no intention of letting him have it. Mr Bell could imagine what he wanted, but they were just teasing.

And… it wasn’t like it was immoral. They were both adults now. They were weeks away from leaving school, and they would soon be in college. They just wanted a passing grade. So what if getting it meant flirting with their queer, kinda hunky gym teacher. That didn’t make them gay…

“Well, that certainly is an interesting offer. I never knew you two were so… inclined. But looking at you I’m almost tempted to take you up on your offer. You are both so cute, and together you’re very charming.”

As he spoke Mr Bell rose to his feet. The boys’ eyes went wide, a look of fright. They’d forgotten how tall and broad and buff he was. Even though there were two of them, if he wanted he could easily overpower both of them. They had seen the topless photos he’d sent the other femboys he’d been messaging, they’d read what he wanted to do to young men like them.

Their hearts skipped as he moved closer, walked around behind them. They turned to keep him in sight.

“However… I’m not going to give you a passing grade just because you look cute. You need to earn it just like everyone else.”

And then, to the best friends’ surprise, he locked the door to his office.
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“Did you really think I’d fall for this?” Mr Bell said. “You really think I’m that foolish that I’d let a pair of brats seduce me into giving them a good grade when they’ve not done any work? Your other teachers might fall for such sweet words, but trust me… I’ve handled brats far worse than you two before.”

The boys went pale. Their plan wasn’t working? And… why had he locked the door?

The fact that they were now locked in with Mr Bell frightened them both, but neither of them wanted to let their gym teacher know that. They just had to push on.

If the first stage of their plan hadn’t worked, then they just needed to move on to stage two. Which meant… letting Mr Bell know they knew his secret.

“You know… it… it would really be easier if you just gave us a passing grade.” Daniel said, voice shaking slightly. “Then we could all move on with our lives, you could go on teaching, and we could go on to college. People would just think you were being generous and kind and forgiving.”

“And really… it's a lot easier than the alternative.” Josh added.

Mr Bell looked at them both and his smile remained, undimmed.

“Really? But just a moment ago you were both talking about how grateful you’d be while posing and flirting and teasing like two naughty little sluts. It was almost… almost as if you were trying to seduce me into giving you good grades in exchange for sexual favours. Now though… it’s almost like you're threatening me.”

Mr Bell looked cocky, arrogant, confident. The boys blushed at how brazen his words were, but… it was also the truth.

They both looked at him, and both of them couldn’t help but remember the topless photos they’d seen of him, the images he’d sent to the femboys he’d been flirting with online, looking hot and steamy and… cute. He was almost attractive in a masculine, hunky, dashing, domineering way.

“But you’re not threatening me, are you?” He said, smirking.

The boys shifted. They were no longer posing or flirting or teasing, and looked almost timid and shy, yet the way they squirmed was almost more alluring, their hips shifting, butts wiggling, cheeks flush as they blushed.

“We… we just want a passing grade. That’s all.” Daniel said.

“If you give us the grade then… then we’ll be no trouble, and we’ll leave you in peace.” Josh said.

“And the alternative is…”

Mr Bell stood in front of the door, grinning. He waited. There was a long silence.

The two best friends both took a deep breath. If he wouldn’t give them the grade they wanted, the grade they needed then they’d have to go nuclear. They’d have to let him know they knew his secret. He was giving them no other choice.

“We’ll tell people.” Daniel said.

“We’ll tell everyone about… about your secret.” Josh said.

Mr Bell was quiet, studying the boys.

“And what secret is that then?” He asked.

The boys looked at each other, then looked back to their teacher.

“We know about you being… being gay, and messaging those… those femboys online.”

“We’ve seen the photos. We’ll tell people.” Josh said.

Mr Bell stared at them. There was a long silence. It was not the reaction they were expecting. He looked almost… smug.

Then… he laughed.
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As the boys stood dumbfounded Mr Bell shifted, and before they could react he’d pulled his phone out, holding it up, pointing it at them, and they heard the sound effect of a camera shutter. He was taking pictures of them.

“Go ahead.” Mr Bell said. “Tell anyone you want. I make no secret of my private life. I might not advertise it, but yes, I’m gay, or bi, or queer, or pan, whatever you prefer you use, and I like men just as much as I like women. And I like my men to look pretty, and cute. I like femboys. There’s no crime in it and no shame. It’s not the 1950s anymore boys. I don’t think the secret you have about me is all that potent. Certainly not potent enough for me to let two brats like you blackmail me into giving you passing grades.”

The best friends were stunned. Their plan wasn’t working. But…

“And now, added to that, I have evidence of you two dressed up like sexy little slutty femboys trying to seduce me, all after you spied on my personal accounts. Do you think I didn’t notice? I did wonder if it was you, but I didn’t have any evidence, now though… this is enough to have you expelled, and then you’d stand no chance of getting into college. And you think you can blackmail me?”

The boys went pale. The room seemed to spin.

“Please… don’t… we just… we just wanted a passing grade. We’re sorry.” Daniel said.

“We didn’t… we didn’t mean it. We just… please don’t tell.” Josh said. “We’ll do the laps. We’ll do two hundred, three hundred, just… please…”

It was like their entire personalities had changed. The flirty, teasing, confident brats had vanished, and instead, they were just two young men very afraid of having their entire futures ruined—two pretty, sexy, slutty femboys who were suddenly very apologetic.

“I think the time for laps has passed.” Mr Bell said. “I think now you need something more drastic.”

The boys looked close to tears.

“Please… anything.” They said.

“I think it’s time I showed you how I treat precocious brats who think they can blackmail me. I think it’s time you pretty little femboys got punished.”

The boys were silent. They stood there in the booty shorts and thigh-high socks, squirming, pale and worried. Their plan had failed utterly, and now they were in an even worse situation than before.

They didn’t know what to do. What could they do?

“I… yes, Sir.” Daniel said.

His voice was soft, demure, and he hung his head.

Josh, realising his friend was giving in, surrendered too. Mr Bell smiled at them.

“What… what do you want us to do?” Josh asked.

“First I want you both bent over my desk. After that… we’ll see.”

The boys looked at their older, handsome gym teacher and their eyes went wide. Bent over his desk? Then…

They looked at each other, each hoping the other one would have a plan, a way to get out of the situation, but there was nothing. They could either do what Mr Bell wanted and hope they might still get that passing grade, or refuse, and be expelled, face never going to college.

So… they gave in.

The two best friends turned to Mr Bell’s desk, stepped towards it, and then bent over it, palms down flat, faces on the cool hard surface.

Mr Bell stood behind watching them, admiring them, their long legs, their tiny high-cut booty shorts showing off plenty of smooth, pert ass cheek. They were so cute, and he knew just how he was going to punish them.


Five

The two best friends did not have to wait long to find out. Bent over, hands flat, heads down, asses up, they kept as still as they could, each facing the other. They stared into each other's eyes, biting their lips, nervous. Behind them, Mr Bell moved closer.

“So cute.” He said. “If you weren’t such brats I think I would probably have given you passing grades just because I was into you, but… I think you two need to be taught a lesson.”

Their eyes went wide. Mr Bell was into them?

When their plan had failed they had each thought that they must have got something wrong, that they must not look cute enough or be attractive enough for their gym teacher. They had been, surprisingly, slightly crushed by this, almost as though they wanted their teacher to think them sexy.

But was that really so unreasonable? They’d spent the whole of high school being overlooked, so wanting an older, handsome, powerful man to lust after them, to find them hot, to prove that to at least some people they were desirable, wasn’t that ridiculous, was it?

Was it that outlandish to want their teacher to think them sexy given they’d dressed up just like the kind of femboys he was into? After all the effort they’d made, all the dressing up, it wasn’t wrong to want to be found attractive, was it? And… they both agreed they really did make cute femboys.

So, hearing that Mr Bell did think they were cute made both of them blush, squirm, a light fluttering in their chests and bellies, excited that he was into them.

But at the same time, there was fear. Fear, because he was going to teach them a lesson.

“Now, are you both ready?” He said.

The two best friends didn’t know what to say, so they just nodded. They needed the passing grade, right? That’s why they were doing this. They just wanted to avoid being expelled, right? It wasn’t like they were actually excited, was it?

“Good. Now, I want each of you to keep count. One hundred and fifty.” Mr Bell said.

The boys were confused for a moment. They were going to still be made to do laps? Then why were they bent over the desk and…

Mr Bell’s hand rose and fell, slapping Daniel hard on his ass, the sting of the impact undimmed by the thin, tight, stretched fabric of his booty shorts.

Daniel jumped, and his eyes went wide. He’d been spanked. Josh watched in shock, horror, and excitement.

“Well…?” Mr Bell said. “I expect you to keep count.”

The best friends were silent for a moment.

“One.” Daniel said.

“Very good.”

And then his hand rose again, fell again, only this time it struck Josh’s ass. Josh, who had been prepared for it, was still surprised by how hard it was, how much it stung.

His breath was knocked out of him and his cheeks flared pink. Daniel felt a thrill run up his spine as he realised he was watching his cute, pretty femboy best friend get spanked by their teacher. His body throbbed.

“Two.” Josh said.

The boys stared at each other. They were going to get one hundred and fifty spanks between them. Seventy-five each. But… what choice did they have?

And… why were they both almost excited about it?

Mr Bell’s hand rose, fell again, spanking Daniel’s other butt cheek. It was even harder than the first strike, his hand lingering, almost groping.

Daniel moaned, whimpered. The lingering hand felt almost… good. His body thrummed. Without thinking he wiggled his hips, ass, pressing back, and Josh watched it all with wide eyes.

“Th… three.” Daniel stuttered.

“Good girl.” Mr Bell said.

The words scorched. Daniel felt his body grow hotter, and Josh's blush turned scarlet.

He’d called Daniel a good girl. He was spanking them, punishing them, and… they were both getting excited by it all.

Mr Bell turned to Josh, and his hand rose and fell.
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The spanking went on and on and on. The best friends counted, each strike making their asses more tender and painful.

Mr Bell varied the strikes, some harder, some softer, sometimes fast and sometimes slow, sometimes hands lingering to grope and fondle.

The pair soon lost themselves to the sensation, the only thing keeping their minds focussed and present was the act of counting and the sight of each other, getting to watch their pretty, cute, sexy best friend getting spanked and molested.

The number rose. The spanks came again and again. Mr Bell’s hand cupped ass cheeks, his large, strong hands feeling up smooth skin, peeling their shorts up higher to show more ass, feeling up thighs and hips and butt.

Daniel and Josh couldn’t believe what was happening. The plan had gone completely off track.

They’d dressed up like cute, sexy, pretty femboys in an attempt to seduce and charm their gym teacher into giving them a passing grade, but instead, they’d only angered him in their attempt to manipulate him and blackmail him, and now… now he was spanking them, and worse.

He was groping them. Mr Bell had both boys bent over his desk, their booty shorts pulled up to expose their pert butts, and he was spanking and groping and fondling them.

And the best friends were even resisting. Instead, they were both still, heads down, asses up, watching each other, and… they were getting excited.

There was no way they could deny it. They could each feel it, and they could see it in each other too. They could each see how the other was squirming, wiggling, blushing, the way they were biting their lips, eyes wide, aroused.

The spanks kept coming, the groping got worse, and their excitement rose.

“One hundred and forty-eight.” Josh said.

Mr Bell caressed his sore, how ass, squeezing. Both boy’s shorts were now peeled back as high as they could go, showing off as much ass as possible.

Mr Bell’s hand rose and fell, hard. The sound of the slap echoed around his office and Daniel gasped, moaning, pressing back into his teacher's hand as his ass was felt up. His cock was hard in his shorts.

“One hundred and forty-nine.” He said.

Mr Bell was grinning. His hand rose, fell. The last strike was the hardest of all. The impact forced Josh forward over the desk, and Daniel watched his best friend moan in shock and delight.

Mr Bell reached out to grope both boys at the same time, fondling their pert, exposed asses. The boys were still.

Their punishment was over but neither of them dared move. What Mr Bell was doing felt good.

Their asses were sore, tender, and his caresses were gentle, their bodies more alive than they’d ever been before, flush with endorphins and adrenaline. They both squirmed as their hard cocks throbbed in their tiny shorts.

“Now, that’s the first part of your punishment done. Time for the second.”

With that Mr Bell’s hands worked down, shifting over ass cheek, slipping between thighs, to grip the hard, throbbing bulges of Daniel’s and Josh’s cocks.

The boys moaned, pressing back into their teacher's grip. They were both so giddy and flush, excited, aroused, that they didn’t even think of resisting.

“But first we need to take care of this. And… I think I know just how to do that.” Mr Bell said. “I want you both to stand up and face each other.”
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The boys did as they were told.

They rose to their feet and stood facing each other, staring into each other's eyes. They were both flush, breathing hard, sweating.

They glanced down at almost the same moment, both of them seeing how hard the other was, their tight booty shorts almost emphasising the cute bulges of their cocks. Neither of them dared move or speak, a tempest of emotions and feelings and thoughts raging in each of them.

“Now, we need to fix your little problems before we continue. It seems you both enjoyed your punishments a little too much. Or maybe you enjoyed me feeling you up? Whatever, it doesn’t matter the precise reason, all that matters is we get rid of your erections. So… shorts down, cocks out.”

The boys paled. They looked from each other to their teacher, almost as though they were hoping he was joking.

Mr Bell wasn’t joking though. He was deadly serious.

They didn’t have a choice. Not if they didn’t want to be expelled, so… they obeyed.

Daniel and Josh both tugged down their shorts, their panties, and their cocks popped free. The two best friends stared at each other.

With their bodies smooth, soft, dressed as they were, even their hard cocks looked cute and feminine.

“Now, I expect you to make each other cum.” Mr Bell said. “Hand will suffice, but if you want to use more that’s up to you. I know you’re best friends, but I’m not sure just how friendly you are.”

Their gym teacher was smirking. The way he looked at them made both of them hot, glaring at them as though they were meat and he was a starving wolf.

Yet… they didn’t move. Neither of them dared to make the first move.

They both just stared at each other, cocks out, hard, throbbing, and were still.

“You either make each other cum, or I let everyone know you tried to blackmail me.” Mr Bell said.

They both shivered.

“I… I suppose we don’t have a choice?” Daniel said, staring at his best friend.

Josh nodded.

“Yeah. I… I suppose we have to do this. Right?”

Daniel nodded.

Neither of them said what they were thinking, that they were curious. They both looked so cute and feminine, almost sexy. They were both so turned on after their spanking. And… neither of them had ever been touched by another person before.

It would be their first sexual experience. What would it feel like? Part of them wanted it, but neither of them was willing to admit it.

So, under the pretence of being forced, secretly longing for their friend's touch, cocks throbbing and aching at the sight of each other, they moved closer and they reached out. Daniel’s hand closed around Josh’s cock just as Josh’s hand closed around his.

They both moaned, and their hips thrust without even thinking, and they began to fuck each other's hands.

“Fuck… you feel…”

“You feel amazing.” Josh said.

The pair stared at each other, as though seeing each other for the first time, seeing just how hot their best friend was, how cute and pretty they could be.

After all the images of femboys they’d looked at for research, they’d both become curious, but now they understood why some men, and some women, found them so attractive. They were hot.

“You can… you can be harder. I won’t break.” Daniel said.

Josh reacted by squeezing his cock harder, stroking faster. Daniel moaned.

“Tease the tip. I like that.” Josh said.

Daniel did as his best friend said. He worked his hand up, teasing, and used his palm to tease the tip of his best friend’s cock.

The pair worked harder, faster, hands teasing. They thrust their hips, fucking each others’ hands, and the pleasure swelled.

“Fuck I’m close. I’m close already. Keep doing that and you’ll make me cum.” Daniel said.

He was staring into Josh’s eyes. His head was spinning. His best friend was stroking his cock and he was going to cum. His cock swelled, harder, throbbing.

“Me too. That feels… that feels amazing. Don’t stop. Please… don’t stop.”

Neither of them stopped. If anything the words only made them work harder, almost as though the thought of making their friend cum was exciting each of them.

They worked their hands, breathing hard, thrusting hips, staring at each other. Two pretty, slutty femboys, two best friends, making each other cum.

And then…

Daniel’s cock throbbed, hard, and he thrust, cumming, cumming hard.

Josh looked down, watching his best friend cum all over his hand, feeling his dick throb even as Daniel worked his hand on his cock, and that was enough to push him over the edge.

He thrust and then he too was cumming. The friends came hard, at the same time, working their hands, thrusting hips, whimpering and moaning, giddy from the pleasure. It was their first sexual experience, and they just stared at each other, grinning, blushing, and then they giggled.

“Fuck that’s hot.” Mr Bell said.

And the giggling stopped as the boys snapped back to reality. They suddenly remembered where they were, what they were doing, why, and they each let go of the other’s cock.

“But… no time to stand here admiring. I’ve got the last part of your punishments to apply. You two keep still now, and it’ll be over very quickly.”


Six

“I can’t cope any more.” Daniel said.

Josh just sat on his bed staring at his best friend. He struggled to keep still, a tightness in his gut that would not go away.

“We need to do something!” Daniel said.

“Like… what do you suggest? I’m open to ideas, but we’ve tried everything.”

Daniel fell quiet, then sighed.

“I don’t know. Just… maybe we can give in.”

Josh stared at his best friend in something close to horror.

“Give in? After last time? You… you want to give in? We do that and who knows what will happen.”

Daniel blushed.

“Yeah, I know, but… what choice do we have, and… it wasn’t like it wasn’t fun, right?”

It was Josh’s turn to blush. He nodded.

“Yeah, I mean… it was kind of fun. In a weird way.” He said

And that was the first time the best friends had spoken of their experience, each of them afraid to tell the other just how much they’d enjoyed it despite the unusualness of the situation, each of them thinking back fondly to what had happened, their memories of that evening bright and bold and joyful.

Neither of them had forgotten how hot the other had looked, or how strangely exciting it had been to have their gym teacher look at them with obvious hunger. Neither of them had been able to forget how painful and thrilling the spanking had been, bent over their teacher’s desk, how good his hands had felt groping them. And neither of them had forgotten how wonderful their friend’s hand had felt on their cute, hard little cocks, how good it had felt to make their friend cum at the same time they had been made to cum.

The memory was burned into their minds. And the recalling of that memory was only made worse by the second part of Mr Bell’s punishment.

After the boys had cum he’d moved to his desk and had taken out two small silver devices, one for each. At first, the boys had been confused, but all too soon they’d realised what the devices were.

They were cages. Metal cages. Metal chastity cages, complete with pretty heart-shaped padlocks. Their teacher was going to cage them

They had known in that moment that they should resist, that they should argue, that they should fight back or struggle, but neither of them had the strength or will left. They were fuzzy-headed after their spankings and after having cum so hard.

So, instead of resisting, they just stood there and let their teacher cage them. Two hot femboy brats getting their cocks caged.

“There, much better. Now, those will be staying on until you’re ready and willing to apologise to me for attempting to blackmail me. Understand?”

The boys were quiet for a moment. Then they nodded.

“I… yes Sir.” Daniel said.

“We understand.” Josh said.

Mr Bell smiled. There was something about him, how forceful and commanding he was that made both the best friends feel weak and small, and there was something about the way he looked at them that made them feel pretty.

And they really liked feeling pretty.

After being caged Mr Bell had dismissed them both, with the instruction that they should return to him when they were ready to do whatever it took to earn his forgiveness. There was something about the way he said whatever that chilled both of them.

The pair had not spoken about that though. They had not spoken about anything that had happened. They had simply left his office and gone back to the bathroom to change into their usual clothes and they had gone home, each to their separate houses, and there they had gone to their rooms to be alone to process everything that had happened.
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The following day the friends had both met up and acted as though nothing had changed, as though nothing had happened. Neither of them made mention of the fact that just the evening before they’d both dressed up like femboys, been spanked, had made each other cum, and had then been caged.

Yet both of them had been thinking about it. How could they not?

No matter what they did there was no escaping what had happened. Everything they did reminded them, simply due to the presence of the tiny, metal cages locked onto their cocks.

Simple things like walking around, sitting down, moving, meant that their cages shifted, a dull weight, cocks aching, and any exciting thoughts were met with a dull agony in their crotches.

And there was a lot of dull aching.

In the beginning, the pair were constantly remembering that evening, thinking about how hot it had felt to dress cute, pretty, sexy, how amazing it had felt to be desired, and how adorable their best friend had looked, how good the spanking and the groping and the touching had felt, and that remembering kept them on edge. Yet they could do nothing to take that edge off.

They couldn’t touch themselves, couldn’t cum, couldn’t relieve any of that pressure. It could only build.

And build it did. Building and building moment by moment, day by day, fuelled by their memories of that evening.

Neither of them spoke of it, and they dared not try on their outfits again—though both of them had felt the temptation, the call of those pretty, feminine clothes—but they could each feel it, and they could notice something in the other.

Maybe it was something that had been awoken by the images of femboys they’d looked at for research, or maybe it was the shaving, or the dressing up. Maybe it was the way Mr Bell had looked at them, spanked them, groped them, or maybe it was touching each other, making each other cum. Maybe it was the cages, the building frustration. Or… maybe it was a combination of all of them.

In the end, it didn’t really matter the precise cause. What mattered was the final result.

Something about the boys had changed, and there was no going back.

Though there was no need to stay smooth, soft, hairless, both of them had kept shaving, finding a thrill in the way their skin felt, the increased sensitivity. Though neither of them really thought about it or noticed it in themselves, they both started to act in subtly different ways.

Their mannerisms began to soften, becoming cuter, more feminine. They began to walk with a strut, a sway, hips and ass wiggling. They blushed more often, giggled more, fluttering eyelashes at each other.

It was like the two friends who had known each other their whole lives were finally blossoming, though not into the men they had always thought they would eventually become. Instead, they were transforming into something softer and prettier and more feminine. They were becoming true femboys.

They were no longer just acting to get a passing grade. They were no longer just pretending. It was a deeper change, at their very cores.

Having seen how cute they could be. Having tasted what it was like to be feminine, pretty, to be desired, having felt the pleasure of making their friend cum, cumming with their friend’s touch, they each knew there was no going back.

But they were both too scared to speak of it. Each of them feared the other's reaction, the other's rejection. They each assumed the worst, and so they stayed silent, not daring to speak, the pressure building, lust and desire and fear and anxiety, want, hunger, their bodies aching with need.

It was only after four days of no release that they finally cracked. The pair, alone in Daniel’s room, were silent, and it was Josh who broke the silence.

“I can’t cope. I need to do something about my cage. I… how are you able to cope?” He said.

The truth was Daniel wasn’t coping either. He had just assumed Josh was coping.

“If we can cum it’ll be easier. We can outlast him if we can just cum.” Daniel suggested.

“But… how?” Josh asked.

Daniel didn’t have any answers, but he had suggestions. Together the pair had more than a few suggestions.

They tried all of them—from borrowing Daniel’s sister’s vibrator to try stimulating their cocks through the cages, to playing with each other again, to looking up suggestions online—but there was nothing that worked. Or at least nothing that worked that they were willing to try.

When the pair read about p-spot massages and anal play they’d both paused, looked at each other, then giggled before dismissing the idea. That was ridiculous, as they weren’t into that, were they?

Which is how they’ve come to the conclusion that they needed to get the cages off. If they didn’t then they both feared that anal play would begin to sound even more tempting, and their corruption, their gradual transformation into full-fledged femboys, would worsen.

“So… we just go see him, right? We apologise, take whatever other punishment he has planned, and we get them off, then we move on with our lives and forget about it all, right?” Josh said.

Daniel was still for a moment, quiet, then he shrugged, eventually nodding.

“Yeah, right, of course. I mean once we can cum again our heads will be clearer. We’ll be able to think again, so of course. We can forget about it all and just… move on.”

Yet Daniel didn’t sound so sure… and mostly because he wasn’t. Part of him didn’t want to put it all behind him. And what Josh didn’t say was that part of him didn’t want to put it all behind him either.

But the boys had made their minds up.

So, the next day after school they went to see Mr Bell to apologise.
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“Well, you two lasted longer than I thought. I expected a day or two, but four days without being able to cum… impressive. You must be quite pent up though and frustrated. Right?”

The best friends were alone in Mr Bell's office, sat opposite him while he sat behind his desk grinning at them.

They both blushed, squirming, then nodded. Neither of them spoke.

“So you’re ready to apologise properly?” He asked.

There was quiet, stillness. The two boys had both changed over the last few days, and while most people might not have noticed, and while the boys themselves might have ignored it, Mr Bell did notice, and he liked the changes.

When he had seen the two best friends in his office dressed up in booty shorts and thigh-high socks he hadn’t been able to believe his eyes. The first time he had seen them he had noticed they were cute, almost adorable, but he had never imagined they’d make such pretty, sexy femboys.

They were too perfect. Too hot. And that’s when he’d realised what they were up to. As hot as they were he was not about to let two precocious brats get away with skipping his class and then attempting to use their looks and bodies to leverage a passing grade.

So, he’d punished them, but that hadn’t meant he hadn’t appreciated the sight of them, and hadn’t enjoyed punishing them. And he had certainly enjoyed teasing them, groping them, peeling their shorts up, exposing their pert, smooth, round asses, feeling them up, watching them get hard.

He had known then that though they might have been playing him, trying to manipulate him to get a good grade, they really were natural femboys. They just didn’t know it.

Yet he knew he could help them unlock their potential. He knew all they needed was a little push.

He could see it in them, the way they responded to his touch, the way they looked so cute and nervous and fluttery when he looked at them, the way they looked at each other while they were getting spanked, squirming, the way they’d been so willing to touch each other, make each other cum, the way they’d talked to each other as they’d stroked, thrusting, they way they’d let him cage them. He could see that they were naturally pretty, feminine, cute, and more than that… he could see that they really were gifted.

They were so sexy. Small and slim, svelte, naturally beautiful. Mr Bell had seen a lot of femboys in life, had fucked a lot of femboys, but none had come close to Daniel and Josh, so he considered it his duty to help them realise their full potential.

Which is exactly what he planned on doing. The boys stared at him in silence.

“Well, are you ready to apologise or not?” He asked again.

Slowly the best friends both nodded, blushing, squirming. Mr Bell smiled.

“Then you’ll need to get changed.” He said.

And with that, he handed each of them a bag.
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The two friends took the bags to the bathroom where they’d changed only days before, and they locked the door behind them before looking inside. As they saw what their bags contained their eyes went wide.

“He can’t be serious.” Daniel said. “Do you… do you think he’s serious?”

Josh looked up, cheeks pink. He shrugged.

“I… I don’t know, but I don’t think it’s a good idea to test him, not if we want these cages off and want to avoid getting expelled. Plus… maybe if we put these on and apologise like he wants he’ll give us those passing grades? It… it has to be worth trying, right?”

What Josh didn’t say was that part of him wanted to put on the outfit in the bag, wanted to see what he would look like. And an even bigger part wanted to see what Daniel would look like.

Daniel looked at his best friend, and though Josh did not suspect it, he was having the exact same thoughts. He couldn’t help but wonder how Josh would look all dressed up.

“So we’re doing it then?” Daniel asked.

Josh just nodded.

“I guess so.”

The boys were quiet, and then… they each headed off to a cubicle to get changed, stripping off naked before slipping their clothes on. Both of them were suddenly very glad they’d kept making the effort to stay smooth, and both of them were almost happy for their cages because at least with them on no one would be able to tell how turned on they were.

The outfits were quite different to the ones the boys had picked out for their first attempt to persuade their teacher. Then they had been flirty, and feminine, but not outrageous. Though they’d had to buy the items from the women’s section, they had retained at least some deniability or decency. Boys wore shorts too, right, and socks, and t-shirts, though neither of them had ever seen boys wear booty shorts and thigh-high socks and cropped t-shirts before they’d seen the photos of femboys.

The clothes Mr Bell had given them though were undeniably feminine. Boys never wore stockings, suspenders, panties, and skirts.

Yet the best friends knew that they didn’t really have a choice and both of them were still pretending like they didn’t want to put the clothes on, even to themselves. In the end, though, they could not deny the effect it was all having on their bodies.

Their hearts were racing, bellies fluttering. They were smiling. And their cocks were throbbing in their cages, delightful pangs of agony.

The two friends sipped on the panties first, white, lace, skimpy, high cut to reveal lots of leg and thigh and ass, small pouches on the front to hold their caged cocks in place, a thin string at the back sneaking into their cracks. The soft material made them both shiver, swells of joy.

After the panties came the stockings, pulling the thin, sheer material up each leg, lacy tops wrapping snugly around soft, smooth thighs. The stockings were so much softer than socks, so sensual and alluring. After the stockings came the suspender belts, each boy fumbling for a moment with the snap fittings, struggling to get them to grip onto the tops of their stockings, but in the end, they both managed it, the belts cinching in their waists and the straps framing their hips and asses to make them look fuller, rounder, wider, window of smooth bare flesh on display.

Looking down at themselves the two friends both blushed, squirming, each flustered, wondering with cautious hope how they were going to look, imagining how their friend was going to look, picturing how Mr Bell was going to react when he saw them.

Both of them wondered just how Mr Bell was going to make them apologise. After the last time, they both had ideas, thoughts, and a few hopes.

After the suspenders and panties and stockings came the skirts, short, pleated, plaid, like the school-girl skirts from porn. Both boys blushed as they realised their skirts were so short that even standing up straight and keeping still their asses, and their panties, would be on show. Any movement, and anything like bending over would flash their entire butt.

They didn’t have a choice though, or so they kept telling themselves, trying to ignore the increasingly persistent and demanding dull aching throbs coming from their caged cocks. So they slipped on the last parts of their outfits, cute white blouses, the cotton thin, the buttons not going all the way up to the collar, and a pair of black heeled shoes for each of them.

When they were done they each took a moment to look down at themselves, both stunned, blushing, marvelling at how they looked. They looked… just like a cute schoolgirl, or a sexy pretty femboy all dressed up.

They both blushed, squirming, hot and flustered.

“You… you ready to come out? I’m finished.” Daniel called out from his booth.

“Yeah I… I’m dressed too. Just… don’t laugh at me.” Josh said.

“I’d never… but… you can’t laugh at me either.”

The pair agreed not to laugh and, taking a deep breath, stepped out to face each other. Their eyes went wide when they each saw the other. There was no laughter.

“Fuck… you look… you look kind of hot.” Daniel said.

Josh nodded at that.

“You do too. Look hot I mean. Like… really hot.”

They both took a moment to stare at each other, each of them shifting, wiggling hips, asses, unable to keep still, blushing shyly, biting their bottom lips as they fluttered their eyelashes like coy, bashful girls on a first date.

All the recent subtle changes in their behaviour came pouring out as though wearing the pretty schoolgirl outfits had opened the floodgates. They were both clearly flirting with each other, enjoying what they saw, but also wanting their friend to admire them.

Neither of them could deny it any longer…

They both liked being pretty, feeling sexy and beautiful. They both enjoyed feeling soft and delicate and feminine, feeling sensitive and flustered, sexy, being admired. They both relished it, and they both wanted more.

“You think Mr Bell will be lenient on us when he sees how cute we are?” Daniel asked.

Josh blushed, giggling.

“I hope not.” Josh said.

At that, Daniel too giggled. And it was with that admission to each other that they both went off to face their teacher and apologise.


Seven

The boys walked with a wiggle and a strut that was exaggerated and accentuated by the heels they wore. Forced to stand tall, shoulders back, their butts were made to stick out and wiggle, just a hint of ass-cheek and panty exposed, their smooth thighs bared, suspender straps and suspender tops fully on display.

There was something so brazen and slutty about walking through school dressed like pornstar schoolgirls, but they both found, to their shock, that they were enjoying it. It was like something new had been unlocked in each of them, as though their handsome, older, muscular gym teacher had corrupted them. Were they becoming just like the flirty, horny femboys that Mr Bell liked to flirt with online?

And why did that thought excite them? Why did the idea of exciting men, getting men horny, flirting and teasing, sending sexy photos of themselves dressed up as girls, turn them on?

Yet, they had little time to ponder those questions. They had an apology to make. And they were excited to make it.

Their heels clicked as they walked into Mr Bell’s office, and he looked up as they closed the door behind them. They were both blushing, suddenly very shy, yet they both did their best to strike an alluring pose.

Mr Bell smiled.

“You both look… incredible.” He said.

And it was clear from his tone that he meant it. The boys both blushed a deeper shade of pink. The way he looked at them made them squirm, a fluttering in their chests and bellies.

They each wiggled their hips, skirts swishing, flashing their butts. They’d been caged so long that they’d become so horny their brains had started to melt. It was hard to think clearly.

They felt so good, so pretty and cute and sexy. They just wanted to apologise to get their cages off, and they were just hoping they could still earn a passing grade. That was all, right? It wasn’t like they actually liked the way he looked at them, the way he called them…

“Such pretty girls.” Mr Bell said. “Now, are you ready to apologise to me?”

The boys giggled like shy schoolgirls. They nodded.

“Yes Sir.” They said at almost the same time.

“In that case come closer, I want to get a good look at you and admire you properly.”

Mr Bell remained seated in his chair, but pushed back away from his desk. He signalled to the boys to come closer and the two best friends walked across his office towards him, strutting, doing their best to shake their hips and wiggle their asses.

As they neared his desk they separated, one walking around the left, the other walking around the right. It was like they were both acting on instinct, summoning a persona from deep within that they’d never been aware of, the pair grinning so widely that their cheeks ached.

“Sit.” Mr Bell said, tapping the top of his desk.

The boys did as they were told, sitting on the top of his desk in front of him. They squirmed as they realised he was looking right up their skirts, peeking at their panties, and then…

The two whimpered, moaning, as they each felt one of his hands on their thighs, squeezing, groping, roaming up.

“You make such pretty little femboys.” Mr Bell said. “But I still think you need to earn those grades. How about… we discuss a way for you to both apologise and earn those passing grades you so desperately want. Would you like that?”

The boys both nodded. As Mr Bell’s hand teased up higher Daniel shifted, parting his legs wider, unable to control himself. He moaned and Josh, seeing his friend, followed his lead. It was like they were both discovering more about themselves than they’d ever imagined, and they smiled at each other.

“I’ll need more than that.” Mr Bell said. “I need you both to tell me what you want.”

He was grinning, smug. The boys blushed, shy.

“I… I want to apologise to you, Sir.” Daniel said, voice breathy. “I want to apologise and… and earn a good grade from you. I’ll work so hard to… to show you I’m a good girl.”

It was hard for Daniel to speak with his teacher groping his thigh, teasing his fingers up higher, the tips teasing over the bludge of his throbbing, caged cock.

“Better.” Mr Bell said.

He turned to Josh, smiling.

“I… I want to show you I’m a good girl too.” Josh said. “I… I want to show you I know how to behave, that I’m not a brat, and I… I’m willing to work hard to earn that grade, I’m willing to do whatever you want to apologise to you.”

“If I didn’t know any better I’d think you two cute little femboys were propositioning me. Are you?” Mr Bell said.

He was smirking.

The boys blushed, they looked at each other, then back to their teacher. Mr Bell was quiet.

Then he shifted, eased back, taking his hands off their thighs.

“I’ll tell you what, if you say sorry, I’ll unlock your cages for you and will let you go with a passing grade. We’ll say no more about any of this. But if you say please then we can all have some fun.”

The boys' eyes went wide. They were being offered the chance to go free?

All they needed to do was say sorry.

They looked at each other, looked back to their teacher, both silent.

Daniel took a deep breath, readying himself to say what he wanted to say. He dreaded his friend's reaction, but there was no more denying what he wanted, what he was…

“Please.” Said Josh, voice shaking.

Daniel turned to his friend in shock. He had been preparing to say the same thing, imagining his friend was going to say sorry.

“You…”

“I’m sorry. I… I can’t deny it any longer.” Josh said, cutting Daniel off.” I… ever since those first pictures, and dressing up together, I’ve been having feelings and thoughts and… even looking at you. I can’t deny it any longer. I understand if you don’t want to be my friend, if you don’t want to go off to college with me, but I can’t hide it anymore. I can’t lie to myself. I can’t deny what I am. I… I’m a femboy. I like being pretty, like how hot and sexy it makes me feel. I like how Mr Bell looks at me. I like how you look at me. Being soft and smooth and girly is fun and I don’t want to stop. I know you want to leave and forget about all this but I can’t. This… this is who I am. I’ve had my eyes opened and I… I don’t want to stop. I want to experience more. I want to experience all of it. I want to have fun. I want to be wild and happy and free. I… I want to be a femboy and I need to say please. I need to find out what this all means.”

The words came tumbling out, Josh’s voice harsh with fear and anxiety and sadness.

Daniel heard all of it and he understood. He had felt all of it too, had been so sure that Josh would reject him. They had both been so scared but they didn’t need to be scared anymore.

Daniel laughed, a bright joyful sound, and Josh looked confused.

“I was going to say please too.” Daniel said. “I am going to say please. I’m not ready for this to all be over either. I… like you I’ve discovered things about myself and I don’t want to go back. I was worried you were going to say sorry and were going to hate me or be disgusted when I said please. I… I’m so happy we’re doing this together, that we get to go on this journey together. When we… when I first saw you all dressed up I thought you were so pretty, and I still think you’re pretty, and hot, and sexy, and then when I got to make you cum that was… it was fun. I’ve not been able to stop thinking about it and… I’d do it again, but… cages, and… I was too scared to talk to you.”

Josh smiled.

“You mean you don’t hate me because… because I enjoy this, and want more?” Josh said.

“No.” Daniel said. “And… you don’t hate me?”

Josh shook his head.

“Well, that is a lovely moment, but I’m still not sure I got your answers. What was it?”

Mr Bell’s voice was warm, firm. The two boys turned to face him and smiled.

“Please.” They said at the same time.

Mr Bell smiled.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

And with that, he rose to his feet.
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“On your knees in front of me.” Mr Bell said, grinning.

The boys looked at him, then at each other, then back to their teacher. Their gazes roamed down, to Mr Bell’s crotch, and they could both clearly make out the bulge of his cock.

It was massive, thick and long, and they could see it throbbing. After the messages they’d read of his, after feeling his hands on their bodies, after hearing his words, his instruction to kneel, that commanding tone of voice, they knew exactly what he wanted. They understood exactly how they were going to apologise and earn their grade, and… they both wanted it.

Without hesitation the boys moved off the desk and knelt in front of their teacher, two cute femboys in schoolgirl uniforms, like slutty pornstars, knelt down looking up at Mr Bell.

“Are you ready for me to show you how I have bratty femboys apologise?” He said.

They nodded.

“Please.” They both said.

“Then… undo my trousers and take my cock out.” Mr Bell said.

The boys blushed, pink cheeks. They looked at each other, nervous and flustered, biting their bottom lips, eyelashes fluttering. They giggled, nodded, and then turned to both begin pulling Mr Bell’s trousers down.

As they tugged on the fabric it snagged on the bulge of his cock. They pulled harder, and then his cock popped free, swaying in front of them, hard and throbbing. It really was massive.

“Use your hands.” He said.

The boys were still for a moment, in awe, then they did as they were told. They both reached out with both hands and, slowly, they began to stroke, gently, working their hands up and down the massive prick.

Mr Bell moaned, thrust into their grip, and they giggled as they felt his cock swelling, becoming even larger. The best friends teased their hands up and down.

Before they had touched each other, made each other cum, they’d had no sexual experiences. Now they were on their knees touching their teacher’s fat cock, wanking it, working as a pair of sexy femboys to apologise to him for being brats. It was beyond even their wildest fantasies, but… it felt right.

“Fuck you two are so cute. Keep going like that and I’ll definitely forgive you, but… I’m going to need more than hands if you want to earn that passing grade.” Mr Bell said.

The boys giggled, blushing, and they looked at each other, nervous glances. They knew what their teacher wanted, and… they could see in each other's eyes that they wanted it too.

“Do you… do you mind if I go first?” Josh said, giggling.

Daniel smiled.

“So long as you don’t hog it.” He said.

“I’m happy to share with you.” Josh said.

“Then… you can go first.”

And with that, Josh turned to Mr Bell, faced his cock, and lowered his head down.

Daniel watched as his best friend kissed their teacher’s cock, a wet, sloppy kiss, tongue creeping out. He heard Mr Bell moan, saw him thrust, cock throbbing, and Daniel’s eyes went wide as the tip of that perfect cock slipped into Josh’s mouth.

Josh moaned in delight as he felt Mr Bell’s cock penetrate his mouth, his lips stretched wide as the girth was pressed deeper. The sounds of his pleasure were muffled by hot, throbbing dick, and he worked his tongue on instinct, head buzzing.

Just a few days before he’s been completely innocent but now… not only had he stroked his best friend's cock, made him cum, while they’d both been dressed like cute femboys in booty shorts, but he’d also sucked his first cock. And it was his teacher's cock. His gym teacher's fat, long, perfect cock.

Josh felt his body throbbing, caged dick agony, and he submitted to the new desires that were rising up in him. He was a slutty femboy, a naughty bratty schoolgirl, and he was on his knees sucking cock to earn a good grade.

It was… it was like something out of a dream. But it was better than any dream, because it was real. Josh began to suck harder, working his mouth up and down, licking, bobbing his head. Mr Bell thrust, forcing his cock deeper, then pulled his cock back, slipping it out of Josh’s mouth until just the tip was between his lips.

Then… they thrust again, and he began to fuck Josh’s mouth. Josh moaned, submitting to the pleasure and the thrill. Daniel watched in delight, whimpering as his teacher fucked his best friend’s pretty face.

The air filled with the sounds of wet, eager slurping, Josh drooling, Mr Bell fucking harder, faster, the tip of his cock pressing at the back of Josh’s throat, choking him. Josh sucked hard, working his tongue, and then…

Mr Bell pulled his cock entirely, the head leaving the suction of Josh’s lips with an audible pop. Josh whined, moving to take it back between his lips, but Mr Bell reached out to grip his hair, stopping him.

“Such an eager girl.” He said. “But you promised to share and now it’s your friend's turn.”

He shifted, pointing his cock at Daniel.

“Unless you don’t want to apologise?” Mr Bells said.

Daniel smiled, blushing. He wasted no time. He leaned forward and took his teacher’s now wet cock, slimy with his best friend’s spit, into his mouth.

Mr Bell’s cock was warm, soft, throbbing. Daniel took it deep, licking, sucking, and his head spun as he felt fingers grip his hair, Mr Bell’s hand holding him, pressing him down. Daniel sucked, a pretty, slutty, femboy earning his grade, a wanton schoolgirl pleasing his teacher like a good girl.

The two best friends had spent the whole of high school not fitting in, confused, feeling like outsiderness, but now it was like something had clicked, like it all made sense. Daniel’s caged cock throbbed, aching, and he began to fully worship his teacher's cock with his mouth.

“Fuck you two are so cute and talented too. I’d almost suspect you’ve been practising your oral skills on each other. Have you?” Mr Bell asked.

He thrust, fucking Daniel’s mouth. Daniel shook his head, choking, drooling, sucking. His denial was muffled.

“No, of course not… I mean… he’s never, I’ve never… we’ve never even kissed a girl, or a boy, or anything. I… we… we’re virgins.” Josh said.

Daniel nodded, blushing.

“This is our first time.”

Mr Bell looked down at them both, smiled.

“In that case… you can both expect a lot more than a passing grade.” He said. “But… not until you’ve earned it.”

With that he pulled back, slipping his cock out of Daniel’s mouth.

“Now, are you willing to put in the hard work?”

Both boys nodded, eagerly.

“Please.” They said together.

“Then there’s just one important decision you need to make between you.” Mr Bell said. “Who’s getting deflowered first.”


Eight

“You can go, since I went first last time.” Josh said.

“You… you’re sure?” Daniel said, voice shaking with nervousness and excitement.

His head was spinning, foggy with lust and need and desire. His best friend was going to let him be the first to get fucked by their gym teacher.

“Certain. Plus… I get to watch and see if it hurts before I have to commit to getting fucked in my ass.”

They both chuckled at that.

“You’re soooo kind.” Daniel said.

He was grinning though, too excited and horny and eager to be off put. The two friends turned to their teacher and looked up at him.

“Me first then.” Said Daniel.

“Just so long as I’m not left out.” Josh said.

“Oh… neither of you will be left out. Trust me.” Mr Bell said. “Now, both of you up and on your feet. I want you bent over my desk again, only this time there’s not going to be any spanking.”

The boys giggled, and did as they were told. They were both eager and hurried to comply, moving to bend over the desk just as they had before.

Only this time it was different. This time they were dressed far sluttier, and the act of bending over, hands flat, heads down, asses up, made their skirts rise up to flash their panty-clad butts.

They spread their legs, wiggling their hips, and looked back over their shoulders to their teacher, eyes lingering on Mr Bell’s spit-wetted cock, biting their bottom lips. They could each feel their caged cocks aching, agony, bodies fluttering with excitement.

“So cute.” Mr Bell said. “I just hope you feel as good as you look.”

And with that, he stepped in close to Daniel.

Daniel whimpered as he felt hands grope his ass, squeezing, molesting him, and then he gasped as he felt his panties pulled down, tugged over his butt cheeks and down his legs, practically ripped off.

He was naked and exposed, ass bare, ready for his teacher's hard, wet, throbbing cock. He spread his legs wider, looked over to Josh, and reached out with his hand.

“I’m so fucking horny.” Daniel said.

“Me too. And… it’ll be okay. I’m here. We’ll do this together.” Josh said.

They both smiled, and on a whim Josh shifted, moving closer to Daniel, face inching nearer and nearer, and then… the two friends kissed, lips pressing together.

It was their first kiss, and they melted into each other, wet, hot, eager, both kissing back, tongues slipping out to explore. The friends moaned, whimpering, and then Daniel moaned into the kiss.

Josh looked back to see Mr Bell pressing the tip of his cock at Daniel’s entrance, pressing it in, slipping it deeper inch by inch.

Daniel squeezed Josh’s hand, pleasure and pain, and he focussed on the twin, bright sensations of Josh’s lips on his, and Mr Bell’s cock spreading his ass open.

“Fuck you’re so tight.” Mr Bell thrust gently, working deeper.

Daniel moaned, the sensation making his head spin. He was a slutty femboy, a naughty school-girl, bent over his teacher’s desk, getting fucked in his ass for a good grade, and… he loved it.

He spread his legs wider and lifted his ass up higher and pressed his ass back. Mr Bell’s cock sank deeper, filling him, and Josh kissed him hard. It was heaven, pleasure greater than anything he’d ever known before.

Josh broke the kiss but kept a hold of Daniel’s hand, lifting his head to look back, watching Mr Bell sink his entire cock into his best friend’s virgin ass.

“Fuck you look so hot bent over getting fucked.” Josh said. “Is it… does it feel good?”

“It feels… so fucking good. Please… more… fuck me more. Fuck me like a good girl. Make me earn my grade.” Daniel said.

Mr Bell needed no more encouragement. He pressed the last of his cock into Daniel’s ass, sheathing all of it in the femboy’s virgin hole and then… he pulled back, slipping his cock out until just the tip was inside.

“Fuck… no… I need more. I want your cock back inside me.”

Mr Bell gripped Daniel’s hips, then thrust. He pressed all of his cock in with one smooth motion, and he began to fuck the femboy’s ass.

“Oh my god… fuck… you’re getting fucked by our teacher. You’re really getting fucked.” Josh said.

Daniel giggled, moaning.

“I… I can feel it. Fuck it’s good… it’s so fucking good.”

Mr Bell thrust hard, fast, deep, slamming his hips forward, pressing Daniel down onto the desk, gripping his hips, pinning him.

Josh moaned in envy, caged dick throbbing, working his hips in frustration.

“Top drawer.” Mr Bell said to Josh. “There are two keys on a silver chain. Get then, take your cage off, but don’t you dare touch yourself.”

Josh blinked, confused, but obeyed.

He moved round to rummage in the drawer, found the keys without too much effort, then fumbled to unlock his cage, all the while still watching his teacher fuck his best friend in the ass. It was the hottest thing Josh had ever seen.

And then there was a click. The padlock came open. The cage fell off. Immediately Josh’s cock was hard, throbbing.

It was nowhere near as big as Mr Bell’s but the lack of pressure and containment was an immediate relief.

“Now, come here.” Mr Bell said. “It’s time for you to earn your grade.”

Slowly he pulled his cock out of Daniel’s ass, holding the femboy down as he wiggled, trying to recapture his teacher's cock. Mr Bell looked at Josh, smiled.

“Come here, and stand behind your friend.” He said.

Josh’s eyes went wide. He looked to Daniel who was staring at him. The pair smiled.

“Please.” Daniel said, speaking to Josh.

Josh bit his bottom lip, flustered, and then moved to obey their teacher.
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“Stand here.” Mr Bell said.

He guided Josh to stand directly behind Daniel.

Daniel was still bent over, face down, ass up, skirt lifted, his well fucked hole wet and gaping.

“Panties off.” Mr Bell said.

Josh, blushing, peeled his panties off. He shivered as he felt his teacher's hand creep up under his skirt, holding his hips.

“Now, stand still while I get into place.” Mr Bell said.

Josh was motionless, then… he felt the tip of his teacher’s cock press at his hole, slipping into his virgin ass.

“Fuck… oh fuck…”

“Is he fucking you?” Daniel asked.

Josh nodded.

“It’s just the tip and it feels so good and… fuck there’s more… he’s going deeper… fuck it’s so big.”

Josh was mumbling. He shifted, pressing back, and Mr Bell fucked his hips forward, forcing more of his cock into Josh’s ass.

“Fuck… fuck fuck fuck…”

Josh was almost incoherent. He worked his hips back, grinding his ass down as Mr Bell thrust, and then… he felt his teacher’s hips meet his ass. The whole of his teacher's massive, beautiful cock was in his ass.

“Oh my god… fuck… it feels… so good.” Josh was almost delirious.

“Want to feel even better?” Mr Bell asked.

Josh nodded.

“Then… how about we stop neglecting your friend.”

And with that Mr Bell stepped forward, pressing Josh forward, towards Daniel, still bent over the desk. A head crept round, reached around to grip Josh’s hard cock, and Mr Bell aimed it directly at Daniel’s gaping hole.

Daniel and Josh looked at each other, eyes wide. They giggled.

Mr Bell forced Josh forwards, closing the gap between him and his best friend, and then the tip of Josh’s cock pressed against Daniel’s ass.

“Ready?” Mr Bell asked.

The boys both nodded.

“Please.” They whimpered together.

Mr Bell smiled, thrust, and as he forced his cock deep into Josh’s ass he pushed Josh forwards, forcing his cock in turn into Daniel’s ass.

The best friends moaned in twin delight. Josh’s ass was stretched wide, filled with Mr Bell’s girthy cock, and Daniel’s ass swallowed Josh’s cock with ease, his hole stretched wide by his teacher’s prick so that his best friend's cock was comfortable by comparison.

“Fuck!” Daniel moaned as he was pressed down onto the desk by the weight of two bodies.

Mr Bell pulled back, slipping his cock out of Josh’s ass, and Josh eased his hips back to chase his teacher’s cock, wanting desperately to feel full again. Daniel wined as his friend's cock slipped out of his well fucked hole.

Mr Bell thrust, hard, fucking into Josh, filling the pretty femboy, forcing Josh forward so that his cock in turn slammed into Daniel’s hole. The boys moaned, Josh’s head spinning in delight as he lost both two virginities at once, his ass fucked by his teacher as he fucked his best friend’s ass.

It was bliss, unlike anything he’d known before.

“Oh my god. Fuck… more…” Josh said.

Mr Bell obliged. He began to fuck Josh hard, which meant Josh had no choice but to fuck Daniel hard, as though Mr Bell we fucking both of them at the same time, fucking Josh with his cock and using Josh’s cock to fuck Daniel.

The three fucked, Daniel bent over the desk, his best friend’s cock in his ass, Josh stood up, getting fucked from behind while he was forced to fuck his best friend, and Mr Bell taking the rear, taking control, fucking Josh’s ass hard, stretching his tight, virgin hole with his cock as he pounded the pretty femboy, slamming into him to force Josh to slam into Daniel. The air filled with the sounds of sex, flesh slapping against flesh, ragged breath, moans, whimpers.

Mr Bell gripped Josh’s hips, and Josh couldn’t resist the urge to grope his best friend’s ass, feeling up the soft, plush flesh of Daniel’s butt. Josh began to work his hips, fucking back onto Mr Bell’s fat prick, fucking his cock into Daniel’s tight hole, and Daniel began to squirm, clenching his hole to milk his best friend’s cock, working his ass back to ride Josh’s dick. Mr Bell fucked harder, faster, deeper, using both femboys for his pleasure.

“Fuck… I’m close. I can’t hold on. Both feelings at once are too much. I can’t… I’m going to cum.” Josh said.

He sounded almost delirious, driven mad by lust and pleasure. His cock throbbed, swelling, and his ass squeezed down hard.

“I can feel you. Do it. Cum in me.” Daniel said. “Cum in my ass. Fuck me hard and cum in me. Fuck it feels so good.”

“You heard your friend. Cum. Both of you. Cum for me while I fuck you and cum in you. Cum for me and earn your grades.”

Mr Bell fucked his hips forward, hard, and his cock slipped entirely into Josh’s ass, slamming Josh forwards. Josh’s cock filled Daniel’s ass, throbbing, and Daniel clenched down.

“Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck… I’m… I’m cumming…”

Josh moaned, thrust deeper, and Daniel wiggled.

“Fuck I can feel it. I can feel your cock getting bigger… I’m going to…”

Daniel pressed back, lifting his ass, clenching down, and then… he moaned. He moaned in bliss as Josh thrust, and came, squeezing his best friend’s ass. He came, hard, cumming inside Daniel’s ass, filling him with spunk, thick hot cream, cumming in his friend’s no longer virgin hole as Daniel came, his caged cock drooling a thin stream of cum as his whole body shook.

“Fuck… you’re so tight squeezing down on me. I’m close. You’re going to make me cum.”

Mr Bell thrust deep, hard, and his cock swelled. Josh moaned as he thrust, more cum spurting out of his throbbing cock and into Daniel’s ass.

“Make me cum and earn your grades like good little femboys.” Mr Bell said.

The words made Josh and Daniel whimper, reminding them of their situation. They’d been transformed into femboys, slutty school girls, and they were getting fucked for good grades.

It felt… amazing.

Josh felt his teacher’s cock swelling, getting larger, fatter, and then… he felt it cum, throbbing, stretching his hole. He felt his gym teacher’s cock erupt, filling his ass with spunk, and the three came together, hard, rutting and fucking and moaning.

Daniel collapsed down onto the desk, a pool of his cum beneath him, and Josh collapsed down on top of him. It was only Mr Bell, still fucking, cumming, enjoying his two femboy students, that remained upright.

It was only as his climax began to fade that Mr Bell stopped his rutting. With Josh’s ass full of cum, Daniel’s ass full of cum, the two boys squirmed, feeling warm and fuzzy, grinning, and then… they giggled.

“Fuck… that was… way better than running laps.” Daniel said.

“Damn right, but… maybe the laps would have been less exhausting.” Josh said.

Mr Bell caressed Josh’s ass, and Josh felt the cock inside him, the cock that had softened slightly, throb again, getting harder already.

“You’re exhausted already?” Mr Bell said. “And there was me thinking you both might want to put in the work to get more than just a passing grade.”

Mr Bell worked his hips as thought to emphasise his point.

“I mean… you’ve got a few weeks before graduation.” He said.

The boys giggled.

“I think I can manage a little more.” Daniel said.

He looked back over his shoulder, looked at Josh.

“If it means I get to fuck you in the ass.” Daniel said.

Josh smiled, felt his cock throb as Daniel squeezed his ass down on it, teasing him.

“I… I think I’d like that.” Josh said, giggling. “But… we’re not just limited to the few weeks before graduation. I mean, for the grade we are, and I think I’d like to earn a better grade, but… we’re not off to college until after summer, so… maybe we can get a little extra tuition from our new favourite teacher so we head off to college as the very best femboys we can be.”

Mr Bell looked over the two best friends and smiled. The thought of spending the entire summer training the two boys delighted him, and he made no attempt to hide how much it excited him, his cock continuing to swell, getting harder and fatter inside Josh’s ass.

A whole summer of training the two cutest femboys he’d ever seen to help them reach their potential. He couldn’t wait.

And neither could the best friends.

THE END
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Justin’s new job might just be as an intern, but if he plays things right then he could make a big impression at Elsewhere Industries, one of the best research companies in the world and a place he’s dreamed of working since he was a small child.

But his new boss, Ms Boston, makes him so nervous, and when Justin makes a very expensive mistake he finds himself being offered a very unconventional way to make it all up to her.

Justin has dreamed of being a research scientist at Elsewhere Industries since he was a child, and now he finally has his chance. True, it’s just an intern position, but if he can impress then who knows where he might end up.

Only it all starts to go wrong when he makes a very expensive mistake.

His new boss, Ms Boston, is disappointed, but she has a simple plan for how Justin can apologise. Justin, desperate to make it up to her, will do anything, even agreeing to let her test several of her department's new technologies on him. Yet what Justin doesn’t know is just what effect these technologies will have on him.

So begins a journey of feminization and bimbofication as Justin is transformed and the boy who dreamed of being a scientist is remade into a girl who has other things on her mind. Things that are a lot more fun…


FULL SERVICE NURSE




[image: ]

Ben has moved across the country for his dream job and the move has drained his bank account to the limit. The job pays well though so he’s not worried, only… when he arrives he discovers the clinic is closed permanently.

Stranded in a strange city with no friends and no money he’s in desperate need of work, but there’s none out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost perfect and that pays well. There’s just one problem. It’s for female nurses only...

When Ben moves city for his dream job he can’t wait to start his new life, only it’s all over before it’s even begun. When he arrives at his new place of employment he discovers the clinic closed… permanently.

In need of work to pay his rent and bills, his bank account drained from the move, he scours recruitment boards, but there’s no work out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost too good to be true. A prestigious clinic is looking for nurses, and they boast a high-paying benefits scheme too. Only… they’re only looking for female nurses.

Ben, desperate, makes up a brand new resume under the name of Bianca, certain that his application will be looked over anyway. Yet it isn’t, and when Bianca is asked for an interview he’s left with a decision. Can he really become a pretty, feminine nurse?

So begins a slow, sensual, seductive journey of feminization and self-discovery as Ben embraces his girly side. But when he learns how the benefits scheme works will he embrace the opportunity to make a little extra cash?

Is Bianca the kind of girl who’s willing to work as a Full Service Nurse?


THE SUCCUBUS CURSE
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It was Mitchel and Jacob’s last summer at bible camp, and the best friends were dreading it. But then they found the Grimoire.

Bored, the pair decide to mess about with the rituals inside. After all, it’s just harmless fun, right? Demons aren’t really, are they? But when the pair summon a succubus their lives are forever transformed...

Bible camp was how Mitchel and Jacob met. It was how they’d spent every summer of their teenage years, and now… it was almost over. This was their last summer.

They'd grown from boys to young men, and after this, they were off to college to start their adult lives. The best friends just needed to get through one last summer.

That was easier said than done though. Bible camp had always been hard for the pair, neither of them ever really fitting in with the other boys, but this year it was worse.

Everyone around them had blossomed into whole wholesome young men, while Mitchel and Jacob had… not really changed. While the other boys wanted to play sports or attend prayer meetings, the two friends were more content to hide in the old basement and read the collection of old confiscated comics and books they’d found down there.

They just wanted to get through the summer any way they could. They just wanted to stay out of the way.

Then they discovered the Grimoire. A book dedicated to demonology and magic, and one section leaps out at them. A ritual to summon a succubus.

Bored, the pair decide to conduct the ritual for fun. After all, magic isn’t real, is it? But when they summon Her they realise they’re in trouble. Especially once it becomes clear that their binding circle is flawed and the ritual is imperfect.

Soon the pair find themselves the targets of Her magic, and the consequences see their lives forever changed and transformed as they fall deeper under the influence of THE SUCCUBUS CURSE...


DRESSED UP BY CHEERLEADERS
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Getting invited to a house party by three cute cheerleaders at the gym was the last thing Joe expected, but when they asked, what else could he do but say ‘yes’?

Only the three cheerleaders forgot to tell Joe it was a costume party. Luckily they know just how to help him…

Joe is still reeling after his high school sweetheart broke up with him soon after starting college. The fact that she left him for exactly the kind of man he wasn’t—tall, masculine, buff—was the final nail in the coffin of his ego.

So, what else was he to do but join the gym and try to bulk up? And as a bonus, Joe can’t help but admire the three cute college cheerleaders he keeps seeing.

Then one day, to Joe’s surprise, they approach him and invite him to a house party. It’s exactly what Joe needs, a chance to make friends, meet people, and maybe even get over his ex.

Only the girls forget to tell Joe it’s a fancy dress party, but when he arrives without a costume they have a perfect solution. That is as long as Joe doesn’t mind being pretty.

And so begins one wild night of feminization and party games that changes Joe in ways he could never have imagined...
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Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

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

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

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