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	—o—

	Dear Readers,

	Sometimes a story is just about having fun. This is one of those. Well, except for our hero. He’s not having fun. He’s having a rough night as seemingly everything goes wrong for him. Not that it’s really going that wrong if you ask me. In fact, I suspect that one day William will look back on this night and remember it as a bit of a fantasy night. But for now, he’s not having fun.

	What is William doing? William is a college student on the verge of graduating. The problem is that he just failed a test and now he can’t pass his class. If he can’t pass his class, he can’t graduate. But William has a plan...

	and it’s a doozy. He’s going to offer to do ‘anything’ his gorgeous Professor asks in exchange for her giving him a passing grade. Anything. ( //wink wink) What could possibly go wrong with that plan?! Well, William is about to find out.

	I hope you enjoy William’s wild night! As always, please let me know your thoughts!

	With love, Ann :)

	P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

	P.S.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter. If you haven’t signed up yet, you can do so here: https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website. All you need is an email address. You won’t regret it.

	 

	
Chapter One: “I’ll Do Anything”

	—o—

	William was tense.

	He stood outside the office of Professor Natalya Ivanova. The gorgeous Professor Natalya Ivanova. She taught a theoretical physics class he needed to pass. If he didn’t pass, he wouldn’t graduate. If he didn’t graduate, he couldn’t take the job he had lined up. If that happened, his whole life would turn upside down.

	Unfortunately, the class escaped him somehow and he’d failed his most recent test so badly that passing her class was now almost impossible.

	“What are you going to do, man?” asked his friend Ryan when William told him.

	“I don’t know. I’m doomed,” William had said despondently. “There’s always hope.”

	“I don’t see any.” “Cheat,” offered Ryan.

	“Cheaters never prosper,” countered William. “Besides, I wouldn’t know how. How do you cheat on a test that’s all about your understanding of the subatomic world and things like that?”

	“Write really small,” joked Ryan. “That’s not funny.”

	“I don’t know what to tell you then. Study like crazy.” “That won’t help,” said William. “Nothing’s going to help.”

	But then an idea came to William. It was a desperate idea to be sure, but it was something. Would it work though? William had no way to know until he tried it. Unfortunately, even trying it brought tremendous risk. If the Professor got upset and turned him in to the administration, he could be expelled. That would be even worse than failing. But he didn’t see that he had any choice. And that was what brought him to Professor Ivanova’s door.

	He took a deep breath.

	“You can do this,” William assured himself.

	He straightened his tie; he had worn a suit because he figured it might help to look professional. Then he wiped the nervous sweat from his brow. Something deep inside William’s brain told him to turn around and walk away as fast as he could, but he knew he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t let himself fail this class. No matter what he needed to do, he needed to pass this class.

	“I don’t have any choice,” he said.

	William closed his eyes and took a moment to get up his courage... or maybe it was his desperation. Finally, he knocked on the Professor’s office door.

	“Come in,” said a feminine voice with a slight foreign accent. William swallowed hard. Then he opened the door.

	His adventure had begun.

	—o—

	Professor Natalya Ivanova sat at her desk with her shapely legs crossed. Her long black hair flowed like silk down over her shoulders to her chest, where it curled up around her breasts. Those breasts, firm and perfect in every way, projected proudly from her torso. She had an amazing body. What’s more, she dressed to maximum effect.

	Her tight black sweater dress hugged her feminine curves. Her shiny black pumps with their tall sharp heels spoke to her grace. Her understated jewelry spoke to her class. And her nimble fingers with their long, manicured red nails spoke to a skill William would have given a lot to see wrapped around his shaft.

	To put a fine point on it, she was a vision.

	Unfortunately, that made this all so much harder. After all, what did William really have to offer this beautiful woman? Indeed, this thought suddenly hit him as he entered her office, and it caused a sense of panic rise within him. What did he have to offer her?

	“This was a mistake,” he told himself.

	He bit his lip and stood there like an idiot.

	“What can I do for you, William?” asked Professor Ivanova.

	Her slight accent elevated her voice to something sexy and special. It made her sound like she was purring as she spoke, which made William shudder weakly and turned him on something fierce. He was now an idiot with an erection.

	“William?” asked the Professor again when he didn’t respond.

	“Uh,” said William as he shook off these thoughts. He needed to decide right now if he was going to go through with this or not.

	Everything told him this was a mistake. Everything told him to run. But if he didn’t do this, then what else could he do? This was his only chance to pass her class.

	“This ees about your grade?” asked the Professor. William felt exposed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	The Professor motioned him to enter. As he did, she crossed her legs, throwing one leg over the other and letting it hang from her knee. She popped her pump off her foot with an audible “pop” sound, and let it dangle from her toes. Her sharp heel hovered hypnotically centimeters from the floor.

	William tried to swallow and failed. His mouth was too dry. His underwear were not. To the contrary, his excited manhood was already ejecting small amounts of his juices. She truly excited him.

	“I, um, just saw my grade on the last test,” said William. “A very poor grade.”

	William shrank. “Ye— yes. I’m a little worried.”

	“I should think so,” said the Professor without any hint of sympathy or mercy.

	William’s discomfort doubled. This was so much harder than he expected. “I, uh, need to pass your class to graduate on time. If I don’t do that, then I’ll lose this job I have lined up. It’s super important that doesn’t happen.

	But I’m not sure I can do it with that grade in the books.” “I’m fairly confident you can’t.”

	This comment hit William like a sledgehammer, and her indifferent tone slapped him across the face to boot.

	Her being indifferent to his problem made his plan an even longer long-shot than it already was. Plus, he reminded himself, she could have him expelled, and it sounded like she wouldn’t lose any sleep doing that either. He really needed to back out now. Unfortunately, this plan was all he had; her comment confirmed that to him too. He decided to press on.

	“I really need to graduate,” he said hesitantly and he tugged on his collar.

	“And?”

	“And, um, what do you recommend?” he asked sheepishly.

	Professor Ivanova shrugged her shoulders. “Eef I were you, I would set my pert little butt down somewhere quiet and I would study until you can pass the final with a perfect score.”

	William frowned; they both knew that wasn’t possible. “Is there any other way?”

	“Like what?”

	“Like... is there maybe some ‘extra credit’ I can do?”

	The Professor snickered. “Extra credit? What type of extra credit?”

	William licked his lips nervously. “There must be something I can do... I’ll do anything. ” His voice was barely a whisper.

	Professor Ivanova raised an eyebrow. William tensed up. This was the moment it could all go wrong. If she got offended and reported him to the administration he could be expelled. Even the best case scenario was likely that she would tell him “no” and then would fail him. Either would lead to disaster. It was out of his hands now though. All he could do was await the verdict... and the tension was unbearable.

	“Please! Please! Please! Help me!” he suddenly begged.

	William bit his lip because face palming would have been too obvious. He hadn’t meant to do that. He shouldn’t have done that. Now he felt the fool.

	An uncomfortable silence settled over the small office. From William’s perspective, this oppressive silence seemed to last forever, though it only lasted a few seconds. This woman held his fate in her delicate hand, but he saw only cruelty in her eyes. This had been a mistake. He knew that now. He glanced at the door and thought about fleeing... but then she spoke.

	“Anything?” she repeated curiously to herself. William nodded his head.

	“What exactly do you have in mind, young man?” she asked.

	Again, William wished he could back out, but it was too late for that. He had jumped in with both feet, and now he needed to see this through to the end. “Well, I suppose,” he said in his cracking voice, “the question really should be: what do you have in mind?”

	Professor Ivanova snickered. “You’re saying you will do anything I tell you, ees that it?”

	William nodded his head again.

	“You know the trouble you could get into eef I report this offer, don’t you?”

	William bit his lip. “Yes, Ma’am.” “You really must be desperate.” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	Professor Ivanova tapped her dangling earring and took her time responding. She popped her pump on and off her foot and then let it dangle from her toes again as she slowly shook her leg. She was clearly thinking this through. William waited as patiently as he could; he was trembling.

	“Correct me eef I am wrong, William,” said the Professor finally, “but in our third or fourth week of class, I don’t remember which, did you or did you not wear panties to my class?”

	William’s jaw dropped. He was beyond shocked. He felt as if she had reached into his chest and ripped out his very soul just to examine it. How could she possibly know he had worn panties?!

	“B— b—”

	“Be truthful, young man.” “B— b—”

	“Based on your expression, I assume I am correct,” said the Professor in a causal, matter-of-fact tone.

	“Bu— but how— how did you—?!” gasped William. “I saw your panty lines,” she added.

	“Y— you— s— saw—” He suddenly wondered if everyone had seen his panty lines. That could be bad.

	“Yes, I saw them. But don’t worry, I doubt anyone else saw them,” she said, reading his mind. “I have a special eye for these things.”

	“For panties?”

	“For men’s weaknesses.”

	Her comment sent a chill down William’s spine. He realized he was entirely lost at what to say or do in response to that. He was so far out of his league that he felt helpless.

	“Are you going to deny it?” asked Professor Ivanova.

	Warning bells went off all over William’s brain. He bit his lip. There was no way he wanted to admit this deeply embarrassing fact. Not to mention, he wasn’t even sure he should – or could – admit it! How do you admit something like that to a stranger?

	“Well?” demanded Ivanova.

	William opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

	“You do want extra credit, don’t you?” said Ivanova. “I believe that ees what you called it.”

	Yes, it was. That was why William had come, and it sounded like she was throwing him a lifeline, faint though it was... strange though it was. He offered “anything.” She told him her price. If he wanted his grade fixed, he had no choice but to accept it.

	Slowly, William nodded his head. “Y— yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	Professor Ivanova smirked. “Good. Honesty ees important.” She then leaned forward and examined his face closely, even going so far as to touch his cheeks with the backs of her fingers and running one finger over his eyebrows. “You have good cheekbones... very feminine.”

	“Uh, thanks,” said William, not knowing what else to say.

	The Professor nodded her head. “I think we can work something out.”

	“We can?” squeaked William.

	The Professor pulled a piece of paper from a notebook and wrote down an address upon it. She then folded the paper in half and handed it to William. “Here’s what’s going to happen. This ees my address. You will come to this address tonight, at seven. I expect you to be fully dressed as a young lady. Heels, dress, the whole package. If you come dressed sloppily like one of your coed compatriots, then don’t bother coming. Do you understand?”

	William was in shock. She wanted him to go to her house? She wanted him to go to her house dressed as a woman? What? Why? Was he hearing this right?

	“Do you understand?” repeated Professor Ivanova. “Uh, y— yes, Ma’am.”

	“Will you do eet?”

	What choice did he have? This was the only way he would graduate. Not to mention, he had come here with an offer to do “anything.” This was the “anything” she chose. He couldn’t really refuse her desires now. Though, he wasn’t sure he could actually do what she wanted;

	it would be very humiliating. Still, he needed to try. He had gotten his wish – a chance to save his future – even if this wasn’t exactly how he saw this going down. It was this or failure.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said softly.

	“Let me warn you, William. You got your foot in the door. Do not blow this just because you must wear high-heeled shoe on that foot. Fail and you fail my class,” said the Professor ominously.

	“I— I understand.” William tucked the address into his suit pocket. “Until tonight,” she said.

	William started for the door. Then he stopped. “Can I ask one thing? What will I be doing?”

	A wicked smile appeared on the Professor’s lips. “Whatever I say.”

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Getting Ready”

	—o—

	William sat on his bed in his apartment wallowing in self-pity. “What am I going to do?” he whined.

	He didn’t know.

	He had created a nightmare. Professor Ivanova actually expected him to appear at her house dressed as a woman. Dressed as a woman! He had never shared that secret with anyone. Well, actually, he had tried to share it twice, and both girls laughed him out of their apartments, so it’s more accurate to say that this secret went back into the vault and never came out again. Either way though, the effect was the same: he simply didn’t want anyone else knowing... seeing. Arg.

	And yet, that was what she wanted.

	“Why?! Why does she want me dressed as a woman?!”

	That wasn’t even the worst part. The Professor wanted him dressed nicely. She wanted him to be an attractive woman; she basically said as much when she critiqued his cheekbones. But he wasn’t an attractive woman. At least, he had never been. Heck, he wasn’t even sure he was passable as a woman! Nor was he sure he could find the right clothes. Nor did he have much experience with the makeup it would take to make that happen, if it was even possible.

	“This is impossible,” he concluded. He sighed.

	“I guess I try my best though,” he said in a defeated tone which left little doubt as to his belief in his chances of success. If he were a betting man, he would bet on her slamming the door in his face after cursing his not-passability in some foreign language he didn’t understand. “How do you say ‘man hands’ in Russian?”

	Then something occurred to him.

	“Maybe I could call Sandy?” Sandy was his roommate, who was out party-hopping with friends that night.

	She was the person whose clothes he intended to steal to make this happen. “Maybe she could come help me put on my makeup so I look like a woman?”

	His hopes began to rise. But then reality crashed back in.

	“That would mean telling her I’m a cross-dresser. I can’t face that. Plus, she’d never let me wear her clothes if she knew.”

	He sighed again and shook his head. “No, I’m on my own. Ya screwedski. ”

	—o—

	William stepped from the shower a few minutes later. His skin was silky smooth. He had shaved every inch of his body twice to make sure there were no hairs anywhere on it. The last thing he wanted was to lose this opportunity because of a stray hair or two. He had also used Sandy’s bath soap to give his skin a soft, feminine finish and a feminine smell. He thought that might help.

	“This better be worth it,” he had grumbled, as he watched his hair disappear down the drain. “That better grow back too.”

	On his way back to the bedroom, he caught his image in the mirror and stopped to admire it.

	“Huh. I’ve never actually shaved myself before,” he said aloud. “It’s really kind of sexy.”

	As he said this, his penis grew erect. He knew it would. Just the slightest hint of anything feminine turned him on – it always had – and he expect that everything he did this night would be thrilling. Unfortunately, he wasn’t going to be able to enjoy that because everything he did tonight would be terrifying too. What if Sandy came home unexpectedly and caught him? What if someone else caught him on the way over to the Professor’s house? What if the Professor exposed him? What did she want him to do anyways? The whole thing seemed impossible. It seemed scary. It seemed risky.

	“She could be up to something,” he worried.

	He dismissed the idea though. If she wanted to punish him, she could have turned him in or simply refused his offer. No, this wasn’t a trick. That didn’t make it any easier though. Without knowing what she wanted, this was downright scary, not at all like the thrilling fantasies he’d had about similar scenarios. In those fantasies, he knew what the women would do. Here he had no idea. What’s more, he’d never met a real woman who wanted a

	feminized man before! That confused him.

	“Why does she want this?” he wondered.

	Not knowing was scary. That’s not to say it wasn’t a massive turn-on, but it was scary.

	“If only I knew what was going to happen!” If only.

	William left the bathroom and went to Sandy’s room. Her room was packed with feminine items as if it were a small boutique. Her tastes ran Bohemian. William had borrowed many of her things in the past, though never with Sandy’s knowledge, but today would be his largest withdrawal ever.

	He decided to begin with makeup.

	William walked over to Sandy’s desk and found a small army of bottles, vials, tubes and pencils. There were brushes, powders, creams and paints. She had a ton of makeup. Of course, she did.

	“Where the heck do I begin?”

	William knew very little about makeup in any practical sense, as he had never owned any and had only managed to steal a few lipsticks from prior girlfriends now and then. He had read up about it quite a bit though. He would now put that knowledge to the test. He started by looking for a foundation.

	“Fortunately, Sandy and I have the same skin tones,” he said.

	Sandy would probably disagree, but it was close enough. So he grabbed the foundation and applied it lightly to give himself a more smooth, uniform skin color. Then he found a blush and some brushes and applied that lightly as well. It looked surprising good.

	“Less is more,” he told himself repeatedly.

	He then picked up a lipstick pencil and started outlining his lips. He tried to make his lips appear smaller and more feminine around the edges and more lush in the center. Unfortunately, the result of this was Geisha-like and he decided it wouldn’t work. He wiped his lips and tried again. The next one was even worse. After three more failures, he decided just to outline his own lips. Surprisingly, that worked. And when he filled in his lips with a maroon lip gloss, it all came into focus quite nicely.

	“Wow, that looks really feminine,” he said and he puckered up his lips to examine them in the mirror.

	Now came the hard part... or at least, the painful part. William picked up a pair of tweezers and latched onto the longest of his eyebrows. These would need to go if he was going to appear feminine.

	YANK!

	He pulled it out... and it hurt. “Ouch!”

	He couldn’t stop though – indeed the Professor had mentioned this specifically – so he grabbed the next one and yanked it out as well. YANK! After a few more, he smoothed his ruffled eyebrows and took a look. They were smaller, but not yet feminine. He needed to take more, even though he knew this would pose him a problem in the morning, but right now he had no choice. Tomorrow was tomorrow; this is what mattered tonight. Indeed, if he couldn’t pull this off, then the next morning wouldn’t matter. So he grabbed another hair and he yanked.

	YANK!

	“Ouch! ”

	And again. YANK!

	“Ouch! ”

	Slowly, but surely, he painfully shaped his eyebrows into high, feminine arches.

	“Ok. They look feminine,” he finally declared.

	William next got to work on his eyes. This proved the most difficult to master, and took many tries, but eventually, he settled on a slightly darkened eyelid and some eyeliner for emphasis.

	“My eyes actually look really good,” he said as he examined his completed handiwork.

	With his makeup finished, William turned his attention to his nails. He had painted his nails many times before and that had always excited him. This time was no different. The moment he opened the bottle and the acrid smell hit his nostril, his penis shot to attention in his lap. The moment he ran that brush down his nail leaving his first red streak, his penis started throbbing, demanding attention. And finally, as his fingernails and toenails became dark red, one after the other, his erection leaked small amounts of his seed. It screamed out for him to stroke it. He didn’t have time though. Plus, he didn’t want to ruin his nails.

	A few minutes later, his nails dried and William moved to the mirror to examine himself. Between his hairless body, his quite feminine makeup and his sexy nails, he looked rather feminine.

	“I might just be able to pull this off!” he said hopefully. He had passed this part of the test. Now, what he wore would decide the issue, as would finding a way to cover his hair.

	—o—

	With his makeup transformation complete, William needed to get dressed. Fortunately for him, he had access to all of Sandy’s

	wardrobe to help him, and he knew her clothes fit. William began with panties.

	“Should I go sexy or basic?” he wondered as he looked through Sandy’s panty drawer.

	He knew the answer to that: Professor Ivanova wanted sexy.

	William grabbed a pair of black lace thong panties. He had worn these before. They were irresistible to him.

	They were so sexy and so tiny, not at all like his normal underwear. The only problem was that they were so bereft of support that his balls often fell right out of them as he walked.

	“Hopefully, Professor Ivanova won’t dislike that.”

	It felt strange worrying about what another might or might not like in his cross-dressing. This was not a thought to which he was accustomed. Either way, he slipped the thong up his legs until it covered his erection as best it could, which wasn’t all that well. He debated if he really did need panties with more coverage but decided against it; he suspected that tonight would need to be as sexy as possible to make the Professor happy and these were sexy.

	He pulled the thong tightly between his cheeks.

	Next, William grabbed a pair of dark stockings. He knew from experience that these would make his legs look ultra feminine, and that was even with him still having his leg hair. He was quite curious how they would look now that his legs were hairless. So he rolled them up and he sat on the edge of Sandy’s bed. He slipped his toes into them and slowly pulled them up his legs as he let them unroll.

	The feeling of the silky material sliding up his freshly shaved legs was amazing. It was like hundreds of tiny hands massaging his legs.

	“If I knew it felt like this, I would have shaved my legs before,” he said with a nervous giggle; having feminine thoughts made him

	nervous given the present circumstances.

	Still, William couldn’t resist rubbing his fingers up and down his stocking-covered legs, reveling in the feeling of the electricity between his fingers and the skin on his legs carried by the silky stockings. It was magical and it made his erection throb again. Sadly, he had no time to indulge.

	He looked at his watch. Time was running out. “I need to hurry up,” he warned himself.

	William decided to slip into a pair of high heels next. He had worn high heels on numerous occasions, but never enough to become really good at walking in them. He was good enough not to fall and break his butt, but he wasn’t truly seductive, so he decided to put the heels on now so he could get some practice in them as he finished dressing.

	“But which heels shall it be,” he asked.

	William scoured the closet floor for the right pair for the night. There were some mules he loved and some wedges that made him hard every time he saw them on Sandy’s feet, but neither pair was right for the look he needed tonight. He needed something a little more formal, but yet a little trashy. They needed to convey sex but still be classy. Perhaps a pair of pointy pumps? No, too expected.

	Slingbacks? Perhaps, but the color wasn’t right. Then he saw what he needed.

	“Those are perfect! ”

	William grabbed a pair of silver high-heeled sandals with a slight platform of about a centimeter, a twisty ankle-strap and a stiletto heel. They were gorgeous, classic and yet sexy. They could be worn to the opera or a frat party. They were perfect. He knew the Professor would like these.

	“I hope they fit.”

	William sat down and slipped his feet into the sandals. He buckled them tightly. They seemed to be just a hint too small, but he could wear them. They actually looked perfect for his feet, though they would be a little tight.

	“Hopefully, the Professor isn’t planning much walking,” he thought.

	Now came the real test. William rose to his feet. They were difficult shoes, that was for sure, but not impossible. In fact, he achieved his balance rather quickly. But could he walk in them?

	“Now for the moment of truth.”

	William started out across the room. It took a moment for him to gather his balance, but it came quickly. His steps were reasonable and secure. He didn’t have that seductive swing that the Professor had, but few women did.

	It seemed that he was at least passable; and in truth, he was much more passable than so many of the girls at the school who owned shoes like this but only wore them at dances and quickly slipped out of them. That thought kind of made him proud and he allowed himself a few strokes of his raging erection as a reward.

	Sadly, that didn’t actually help; it made him hornier, so he pulled his hand away.

	“Later,” he promised himself. “Right now, it’s time to find a dress.”

	William opened Sandy’s closet wide. She had a remarkable number of clothes, and many good ones. She was actually the ideal roommate for a cross-dresser, something he had been rather thankful for in the past and definitely right now.

	“Of course, if she wasn’t my roommate, then I never would have had the panties the Professor saw. So she indirectly got me into this! It’s

	her fault! ” he told himself, half-jokingly. “But then, the Professor probably wouldn’t have offered me the chance to earn ‘extra credit’ if I hadn’t worn them. So I guess she saved me. Thank you, Sandy’s closet! And thank you desire to cross-dress!”

	William chuckled that his cross-dressing may have saved him for once.

	“I never would have expected to be saved by my cross-dressing.”

	He thought back to the number of times he was almost caught by his sister or her friends or his mother or an ex-girlfriend. There seemed to be a lot of close calls in his past.

	“How I managed to keep this a secret is beyond me!”

	He put that thought aside and started flipping through Sandy’s dresses. He rejected dress after dress until he came upon a dress he just loved. This was an A-line dress with multi-colored stripes in brown, red, grey and black.

	Although the colors sounded awful together, they just worked somehow and he had worn the dress twice now. He smiled as he thought of the last time he sat on the couch wearing this dress.

	Sandy’s brown mules were on the floor where he had kicked them off. He had hiked the dress up to expose his erection in the pink thong beneath. He was stroking himself wishing he could wear the dress all the time. It made him feel so comfortable as a woman.

	He couldn’t wear it tonight, however.

	“I need something more classically sexy, something the Professor will consider sexy without any doubt.”

	That ruled out most of Sandy’s more Bohemian clothes and things like her playful jumpers. It likely meant a little black dress. William liked those, but also felt a touch sad that the first time a woman would see him en femme would be in something so basic rather than something that fully displayed his sense of style.

	William chuckled that this bothered him.

	“I should probably be more focused on getting through this right now than worrying about whether or not I’m stylish!”

	William dove back into the closet and pulled out a little black dress. This one, at least, was made of black sequins so it was a little more his style. Indeed, as a general matter, he considered this a truly gorgeous dress, even if he longed for something more daring. So he slipped it over his head without waiting and zipped it up. He shuddered as he massaged it into place.

	“Perfect,” he purred.

	That’s when he realized he was actually enjoying dressing despite his nerves about the reason.

	“Who knows? Maybe the whole evening will be fun?”

	William stepped over to the mirror and examined the dress. The hem fell to the middle of his thighs, exposing his surprisingly feminine legs. The collar was wide and open. It had no sleeves. What’s more, its shape was that of a squared-off hourglass, and it hugged his curves perfectly, even where he had none. All told, he looked amazing.

	He was genuinely passable. Heck, he was better than passable! “I might actually pull this off,” he said nervously but happily.

	Then he bit his lip. There was a problem. He had no breasts.

	William unzipped the dress and pulled it back over his head. Then he returned to Sandy’s lingerie draw.

	“What can help me create breasts?” he asked himself.

	His fingers sifted through the drawer. He found bras, camis and teddies, but nothing that would help him specifically. He even found a corset, which he thought might help. It locked in the front too!

	“This is my lucky day.”

	William slipped the black leather corset around his torso and pulled it tightly at his chest. It was about an inch too narrow. He tugged it, however, and it came closer. He decided to try again. He took a deep breath and then let it out slowly, making his chest go as flat as possible. Then he pulled as tightly as he could. The two sides moved closer and closer until they were only a few millimeters apart. He pulled even harder. He was running out of air.

	Click!

	Then it happened. One of the hooks slipped into the latch. William immediately pushed the sides together as hard as he could to get more hooks in place. There must have been two-dozen, but he got them.

	Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! GASP!

	He gasped for air. This was way harder than normal with the corset closed. At first, he didn’t think he could breathe, but he slowly figured it out. Then he tried to bend over and he discovered how tight the corset was and how it limited his range of motion. It was like being in bondage, he thought.

	“Wow,” he said.

	William tottered back over to the mirror; the heels were becoming more natural. When he peered into the mirror, he saw that the corset had given him a feminine shape, but no breasts yet. Still, this was only part of the plan. He now returned to the lingerie drawer and grabbed several pair of panties. He folded those and tucked them

	into the top of the corset, which had a bra-like undercup. He went to pick up the dress off the bed. As he did, he discovered that he couldn’t just bend over anymore. He now needed to crouch to lower himself as the corset prevented him from simply bending.

	In any event, he snatched the dress and lifted it over his head once more. It slid down more easily into place now that his waist has been narrowed. And when he returned to the mirror, he saw that his feminine hourglass-like shape had been enhanced and he showed reasonable, though small breasts.

	“Perfect!”

	He looked at his watch again. It was almost time to go. “There’s just one more thing,” he said. “I need a wig.”

	This was true. Despite his nearly perfect makeup, despite the curvy dress, despite the tall heels and dark stockings which gave his legs such a feminine shape, it was obvious that he was a man the moment his eyes drifted up to his head. A wig was the only way to cure that.

	“I hope she has one or all of this might be for nothing.”

	Fortunately, Sandy did. She had needed a long, blonde wig for a drama class production of Alice in Wonderland. William found it in the top of her closet and placed it on his head. The moment he added the wig, William vanished and a blonde woman took his place.

	He breathed a sigh of relief.

	“At least no one should spot me,” he told himself. “But am I ‘sexy’ enough for Professor Ivanova?”

	William stared at himself in the mirror, but couldn’t answer that question.

	“I guess we’ll see.”

	“Look at you,” said William’s roommate Sandy suddenly. Her voice came from behind William, by the door to her room. She sounded oddly impressed and more than a little amused.

	William’s heart stopped.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “Whoops! Sandy!”

	—o—

	Sandy followed up her “look at you” with a whistle.

	William shot his head around. His body followed; he almost stumbled on the unfamiliar heels. There was Sandy all right, looking very Bohemian in her brown and white maxi-dress with the black and orange zigzag pattern, the white scarf acting as a belt, and brown suede high-heeled platform mules on her feet with chunky wooden heels and brass rivets. Her toenails were painted white, as were her fingernails. Her brunette hair was tied back with a floral hair tie.

	There was an enormous grin on her face and her doe-like eyes were huge.

	“Sandy!” gasped William.

	“Surprise,” giggled Sandy and she made “jazz hands.”

	William wasn’t sure how he didn’t pass out when he saw Sandy. He certainly felt dizzy, saw stars, and swooned. His knees buckled and it seemed for a moment like he would fall. He didn’t though. He didn’t fall. He didn’t pass out. Panic did set in, however. He tried desperately to say something... but what?

	“It’s not what you think!” he finally babbled.

	“Oh, of course not,” said Sandy melodramatically.

	“Really! It’s for a class!” William’s eyes darted from the left to the right, looking for some way to escape.

	There was nothing. He was trapped! The only way out of Sandy’s room was the door and she was blocking it with her body. Besides, even if he could escape, how would that help? It’s not like he could make her forget what she had seen just be running away.

	“Liar,” snickered Sandy.

	“It’s true. My professor is making me do this!”

	“For what? Classes are over except for finals, and I don’t remember the school offering courses in cross-dressing.”

	William bit his tongue. The word “cross-dressing” said so openly made him shudder and feel shame. Sandy clearly had no such problem, however, as the continuing amused look on her face affirmed.

	“It’s a special project,” said William defensively.

	Sandy folded her arms and skeptically raised an eyebrow. “I can’t imagine any professor is going to require one of their students to dress up like a girl. And honestly, William, I’ve had suspicions about you for some time.”

	His jaw dropped. “You have?!”

	“Of course. Panties that vanish for a couple days and then re- appear. Dresses out of place in my closet. It wasn’t hard to guess who was doing it. I mean, you’re my only roommate.”

	William shook his head as if to deny the charge. Sandy laughed. “Don’t even try to deny it.”

	“But it’s—”

	“Look at how you’re dressed, Wilma. That’s pretty much all the proof I need,” she said.

	“But this wasn’t my idea! I swear!”

	Sandy rolled her eyes and chuckled. The good-natured smile on her face as she chuckled told William that she was enjoying this greatly. “Whatever you say, Wilma. Whatever you say.”

	“It’s true!” protested William, though his blushing face said the contrary.

	“Uh huh.”

	William felt sick to his stomach. He had been caught. This was bad. This was a problem. Then he heard Stacy’s friends in the other room. What if they stumbled in here? What if she told them? That could be an even bigger problem!

	“You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?” he asked. “Not planning on it.”

	William breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m glad you’re being reasonable about this.”

	She chuckled. “Reasonable? Oh, I’m not being reasonable. Far from it. As I see it, this is my best chance ever to own a boy—”

	“Own a boy?!”

	“Yep.”

	William shuddered. That sounded so ominous? “W— what do you mean?”

	Sandy smirked. “Duh. It means I’m in charge from now on. You’re going to do whatever I tell you. You’re going to be my maid, my butler, my whatever. It’s going to be great!”

	William’s jaw dropped a second time. He had not expected this from Sandy of all people. She always seemed so flighty and so live-and-

	let-live. Where had this possessiveness... this dominance come from? And how could she be so glib about all of this?

	“C— can we talk about this?” he asked. “What’s there to talk about?”

	“I’m not sure I want to do that,” he said meekly.

	Sandy snorted. “Do you want me telling everyone what I caught you doing? Is that what you want? ’cause my friends are right outside and I can call them in here right now if need be.”

	William shook his head vigorously. “No!”

	“Then you kind of have to do what I say, don’t you? Ergo, you belong to me. It’s basic math.”

	William swallowed hard. She had a certain degree of logic on her side. But was she serious or was this all some joke on her part? She could be quite the prankster. He decided to try to talk his way out of this. “You could, uh, agree to forget about this— maybe agree to never mention it again?”

	“Are you insane?! And pass up my opportunity to have my very own boy?! Do you know how many girls I know who own boys? None!

	Nada! Not one. There is no way I’m giving this up!” She reached out and brushed an imaginary piece of lint from his dress.

	“But that’s blackmail!” exclaimed William. “Well, duh!”

	William bit his lip. This was not going well.

	“Do you know how much fun this is going to be?” she asked.

	William’s mind swirled. He thought about collapsing to the floor. That might even happen whether he wanted it to or not. He put his hand

	on a nearby chair to stabilize himself.

	Sandy saw the look on his face and snickered. “Oh don’t tell me you aren’t going to enjoy it.”

	“Why would I enjoy it?”

	“At least now you won’t need to sneak into my closet to wear my things. You’ll have your own girly wardrobe. We’ll be like best girlfriends, only you’ll be my little servant and you’ll do anything I tell you. It will be great.”

	William twisted his lips. Sandy was cute and fun and it sounded like she had a lot of ideas which might actually mesh well with William’s fantasy life. The only problem was... well... this was insane! He couldn’t let another person own him. He couldn’t let another person have that kind of control over him. He liked his freedom.

	Besides, he was starting a job in a few weeks, he needed to be able to come and go as he pleased, wearing what he needed to wear, not what Sandy told him to wear and not worrying about whatever duties she gave him in her mercurial whims – if ever a girl had mercurial whims, it was Sandy.

	He needed to end this.

	“Look, Sandy, I’m flattered that you want to ‘own’ me, but I can’t agree—” William stopped mid-sentence when he noticed that Sandy had stopped paying attention and was instead doing something with her phone. “Uh, what are you doing?”

	“I’m sending messages to all my friends to come over and see the boy I caught wearing my clothes—”

	William gasped. “You what?! Wait! You can’t do that!” “Why not?”

	“Because I’ll be ruined.”

	“Drama queen,” said Sandy dismissively and she kept writing her message with her thumbs. It was becoming rather obvious that she intended to expose him right now if he didn’t agree to her terms.

	“But people will know!”

	“Well, duh. That is how that works. I’m telling them. After that, they will know. ”

	William jammed his hands together in the classic “begging” position. “Please, please don’t do this! I swear I’ll do anything!”

	Sandy raised a doubtful eyebrow. “Didn’t I just tell you that from now on you would need to do anything I said? And you whined that you didn’t want that? But now you say you’ll do ‘anything’? Make up your mind.”

	“I don’t want to be your slave.” “‘Slave’ is a harsh word.” “What would you call it?”

	“Personal servant,” suggested Sandy with a shoulder shrug. “I don’t know. It doesn’t really matter. The point is, are you gonna do what I tell you from now on or are you not?”

	“Like what?”

	“Like everything. Fetch me drinks. Rub my feet. Feed me popcorn. Do my laundry. Amuse me.

	Whatever.”

	William pursed his lips. That didn’t exactly sound like Heaven.

	Sandy held up her phone again with the half-finished message visible. She wiggled it. William knew what this meant. He also knew he didn’t really have a choice. He still didn’t answer though.

	“All right then,” said Sandy when he hesitated.

	She flipped her phone around and started typing. Each thumb stroke doubled the pace of William’s heart. He simply could not let this get out. Too many people knew Sandy... heck, everyone knew Sandy.

	He would be ruined.

	“Wait! I agree!” he exclaimed much to the surprise of both.

	Sandy raised a suspicious eyebrow. “That was too easy. Prove it.” “How?”

	“Lift your dress and show me what you got,” said Sandy flatly.

	William’s jaw dropped. Not only was it shocking to be told to expose himself to a woman, and to do so without any say in the matter, but he wasn’t too secure about the size of his package. He shook his head. “I— I can’t.”

	“Oh, but you can. Show me what you’ve got.” “But— how— you want to see my, uh, thing?”

	“Well, yeah,” said Sandy in a matter-of-fact manner. In fact, she’d been remarkably calm and measured throughout this entire conversation. “If I’m going to take ownership over a boy, I want to see what he’s got under the hood. I mean, what if it’s ugly or really small or shaped like a donut or something?”

	William raised an eyebrow. “‘Shaped like a donut’?” he repeated incredulously. “Have you ever actually seen a male, uh, thing?”

	“None of your business.” “But—”

	“Shut it and strip, slave!”

	“I thought you weren’t calling me that?”

	“I’ll call you whatever I want. Now strip, slave!” Her emphasis on the word “slave” was truly melodramatic, almost comical.

	“I don’—”

	“Strip! ” snapped Sandy and she threateningly held up her phone again.

	William sighed. He could delay no longer. He reached down and grabbed the hem of his dress with one hand on each side. He slowly pulled the tight dress up to his hips, revealing the panties and stocking tops beneath. His manhood could be seen beneath the panties. It was rock hard and stood out straight from his body, pushing out the panties like a tent pole.

	“There,” said William nervously.

	“It’s cute,” said Sandy almost indifferently.

	She then reached out and slid her hand toward his erection. William tensed up and involuntarily jumped back, escaping her approaching hand. This caused Sandy to furrow her brow.

	“Hold still!” she demanded. “You tried to grab it!”

	“Well, duh. Me boss, remember? Now hold still. I get to touch my new property.”

	This made sense.

	William took a deep breath and steadied himself; he had to let this happen – not that he was actually that averse to letting her touch him, the situation just called for resistance. Once again, Sandy slid her hand toward his bulging erection. She wrapped her fingers in the waistband of his panties and pulled them down over his penis and

	down below his testicles. As she did, his entire penis bounced into view.

	“Very cute. It is a little small though, isn’t it?” she asked genuinely.

	William turned bright red. “Uh, it’s pretty normal,” he lied. It was actually a little smaller than normal, a source of embarrassment to William in locker rooms and with prior girlfriends. One, named Caroline, actually started calling it his “dickette” when their relationship soured.

	“I thought they were bigger than this when they were hard,” said Sandy.

	“Not all,” hissed William. Sandy chuckled. “Ok, then.”

	She then slipped her hand just beneath his shaft and slowly moved her warm, soft fingertips up until they touched the underside of his shaft. William was breathing hard. His heart was racing. He was nervous, but also incredibly turned on. This was actually very exciting. Meanwhile, a huge grin appeared on Sandy’s face as she moved her fingertips back and forth along the length of his shaft.

	“It’s really soft,” she said.

	William’s eyes shot open. SOFT?!! His erection had never been harder. How could it be ‘soft’? She hadn’t even squeezed it to find out!

	“It is not soft!” he gasped defensively.

	Sandy chuckled again. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I mean the skin. The skin is soft. Do you moisturize?”

	William’s shoulders slumped. Was she mocking him? “Do I ‘moisturize’? Are you serious?”

	“It was just a question.”

	“Will you please be serious?!” growled William.

	“‘Serious’?” chuckled Sandy. “You want me to be serious? Are you serious? How in the world can I be serious when I’ve just opened a present like this?” She moved her fingers back up the shaft all the way to the base of his manhood. From there, she gently wrapped her fingers around William’s testicles. She held them like a pair of dice.

	She then smirked at William.

	“What?” asked William nervously when he saw the mischievous glint in her eyes.

	“Come on lucky seven!” she said and she shook his balls as if they were dice.

	“Stop that!” “No.”

	William folded his arms to show his annoyance. That was hardly a convincing pose, however, with Sandy still holding his balls.

	“I’m glad my balls amuse you,” said the deeply embarrassed William. “They do. That was fun!”

	William put a stern look on his face and glared at her. “I am not a toy.”

	Sandy looked him up and down and smirked. “Oh yes, you are. That is exactly what you are!”

	Suddenly, Sandy’s friends called from down the hallway asking if she was ready. She looked at her watch.

	“Oh! It’s time to go,” she said.

	“So sad,” said William sarcastically.

	Sandy looked him up and down from heels to wig. “This isn’t over. It’s just beginning. For now, I guess you can keep wearing my clothes. I don’t want you going out in them though. And don’t jerk off in them. That’s gross. Watch some television or go to bed or something until I’m back. We’ll talk about this then.”

	“But I need to leave—”

	Sandy raised an eyebrow. “Why?”

	“I told you. I need to see the professor about my grade!”

	Sandy rolled her eyes. “You can drop the act.” As she said this, she reached out and swiped the blonde wig from his head and placed it on her own head. “I need that for tonight,” she said and she adjusted it in the mirror.

	“Wait a minute! I need that,” exclaimed William. He couldn’t get to Professor Ivanova’s house without it.

	She looked him up and down again. “You look fine without it.”

	“No, I need it. I really do need to see my professor. She’s expecting me.”

	Sandy ignored him. She started toward the door, but then stopped, came back, kissed him on the cheek, looked down at his crotch and said, “Tuck my dick back into your panties and don’t play with it until I get back. I don’t want you wearing it out or making a mess.”

	“Wait a minute! Hold on. I’m not kidding about that professor,” he said.

	“Fine, then go see her and be back by the time I get back. I’m not going to be happy if my little slave girl isn’t here to greet me when I get home,” she said. Then she pointed her finger right in his face.

	“And don’t wear my clothes out of the house. I’m serious. We need to lay down some ground rules first before I allow that.”

	“But—”

	“You can see her, but you can’t wear my clothes and you need to be back before I get here. End of discussion.” At this point, Sandy patted William on the top of the head. “Be a good girly boy and do as you’re told.” She then raced through the door at great speed and down the hallway. Her thick platform heels made a heavy noise as she went: CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK!

	“Coming!” she called out to her friends.

	William chased after her as far as the door. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! He thought better of following her down the hallway though, not with her friends waiting for her.

	“Now what do I do?” he asked himself.

	William looked at his watch. He still had a little time, but now he had no wig. He would need to break Sandy’s “rules” too because the Professor expected him to arrive dressed as an attractive woman.

	“Who is she to give me ‘rules’ anyways?” he grumbled.

	Well, she was the woman who could ruin his reputation, and she didn’t seem afraid to do it. Either way, he would need to risk it. He needed to get this grade fixed. And to do that, he needed to wear Sandy’s clothes.

	Hopefully, he thought, he would be back before Sandy found out.

	“Of course, that depends on what the Professor wants to do,” he realized.

	And truthfully, he had no idea what she wanted. “This is getting increasingly complicated.”

	 

	
Chapter Four: “Problems, Problems, Problems”

	—o—

	William decided to put the Sandy issue aside for now. He would deal with her later. For now, he needed to focus on getting ready to see Professor Ivanova. It was almost time for him to leave. Unfortunately, he now faced a problem: Sandy had taken her wig and left him looking like a man.

	“This is bad,” he said.

	William ran his fingers through his closely cropped hair. “How do I hide this?”

	William spent a few minutes looking through Sandy’s things but found no other wig. He didn’t have one either, nor did he believe that any of his friends might have one – not that he could call them in any event. Then he examined himself in the mirror, thinking that maybe he could shape his hair into a more feminine cut. He just didn’t have the hair for that, however.

	“What are you going to do?” he asked himself aloud. “I have no idea,” he responded.

	He examined himself in the mirror once more. Except for his head, he looked good. The black sequin dress, the black stockings, the silver sandals all looked sexy and elegant. His makeup was perfect. But his head remained a problem... an insurmountable problem.

	“Maybe I can cover it?”

	William took a scarf from Sandy’s closet and draped it over his head. He tied it around his chin as he often saw women do. It helped, but it wasn’t enough. The shape of his head was just too masculine with his tight haircut.

	“How do I hide this?” he asked himself. His desperation was growing.

	William glanced around the room once more. He was beginning to think that he might just need to risk going with the scarf. Then he saw what he needed. Sandy had a small collection of hats at the top of her closet. A hat could do wonders! But would she have one that matched this outfit?

	“Please match,” he begged.

	William grabbed the hats and spread them out on the bed. There were five. Two were more caps than hats and weren’t in any way usable. Another was stylish, but red. The fourth was dark green. The fifth, however, was black, like his dress. It was stylish and elegant too. It was shaped like a tube about three inches tall, being slightly taller in the front than the back. It had a silver pin on the front, which matched his jewelry, and a several-inches-long decorative piece of mesh that ran out of the fold on the right and ran over the top of the head. It looked kind of regal.

	“Pretty! But will it cover my head?”

	William slipped the hat on his head and returned to the mirror. It worked. The hat hid the contours of his head and his lack of feminine hair. It gave the illusion that his long hair had been tied up in a bun and hidden beneath the hat. In so doing, it did put extra emphasis on his face, but his features were sufficiently feminine that this would not be a problem.

	He looked good. Problem solved.

	—o—

	William glanced at the clock. It was time to go.

	He checked his makeup once more. It was fine. He adjusted the hat. It was fine. He smoothed his dress. It was fin— uh, there was a problem. He hadn’t noticed before that his erection visibly poked up the dress!

	“You’ve got to be kidding me!” he exclaimed.

	He turned side to side and examined the bump from every angle. It was obvious what was causing this.

	“I’ll never pass as a woman with that happening!”

	William raised his dress and slipped his hand into his panties. He squeezed his erection, trying to make it shrink, but that didn’t work. He knew it wouldn’t, but he wasn’t sure what else to try. He tried pushing it back between his legs. That didn’t work either. Not only was that highly uncomfortable, but it popped right back as soon as his legs parted. Next, he tried pushing it against his belly and letting the waistband of the panties hold it in place.

	That seemed to work, but he wasn’t sure it would last. Unfortunately, he was out of time to try anything else.

	“I don’t know what else to do... I’ll have to go with this,” he told himself worryingly.

	William had a vision of his erection popping out at the wrong time – as if there was a right time. He tried to put this fear out of his mind, however. He needed to go. So he grabbed the shiny black clutch purse he had been eyeing from Sandy’s collection. It fit the dress perfectly. He then grabbed his car keys and popped them into the purse. He soon added his wallet and his driver’s license to the purse along with the lipstick, just in case.

	He was ready.

	He took a deep breath and checked himself in the mirror once more. He slowly turned left to right and right to left. His erection was still

	visible if you knew where to look. That was bad. But the mound was small and it was a moonless night, he told himself. Maybe no one would notice.

	“You can do this. You need to do this.” His confidence did not swell.

	Nevertheless, William squeezed the purse tightly and walked to the front door. His heels echoed off the hard floor: CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! Normally, that sound turned him on. Not today. Today, it mocked him. It worried him and he slowed to a crawl. His mind started to race in the wrong direction. If only he knew what he was getting into, he told himself! Was Professor Ivanova turned on by men in panties or was there more to this? Not knowing worried him. What if this was a trick of some sort? Sure, that didn’t make any sense, but none of this made sense. Besides, it wasn’t like his night had begun well either: he’d delivered himself into slavery! Slavery!

	What made him think it was going to get any better? He had reached a boiling point.

	His fears were overwhelming him.

	Then his rational mind took over. “Put that out of your mind. You need to do this,” he said harshly.

	It worked. Some semblance of calm returned. He started moving again.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He was off.

	—o—

	Actually, he wasn’t.

	When William reached the front door of the apartment and grabbed the knob things went wrong again. First, seeing his fingers with their red nails wrapped around the knob actually made him tingle, which reminded him that despite the tension he felt, all of this would have been a fantasy come true in other circumstances. That part wasn’t a problem. When he tried to turn the knob, however, he froze. He froze because his nails reminded him that he was just about to step out of his apartment in a dress. That was the problem.

	“Here goes nothing,” he said bravely to try to get himself to move. It didn’t work.

	William just couldn’t make himself open the apartment door. In here was safe – well, safe-ish until Sandy got home and tried to make him into her personal slave – but out there was... not safe. Out there were... wolves.

	“What if someone recognizes me?” he worried.

	William imagined himself stepping out the door and immediately being spotted by a group of friends who just happened to be passing by. That would be a nightmare. He then imagined himself getting to his car and being seen by a teacher... or an ex-girlfriend... or any of a dozen people who knew him.

	He began to sweat.

	“I need to do this. I have no choice,” he told himself.

	Yet, his feminized hand with his dark red nails remained firmly welded to the unmoving doorknob.

	William began to worry. What if he couldn’t convince himself to leave?

	“If I don’t go, she’ll fail me. That will ruin my life.”

	He tried telling himself that the odds of seeing someone he knew were tiny. It was Friday night; everyone was at a party or a bar or hanging out with friends. Many people had gone home for the long weekend. There would be no one.

	“But what if there is,” he whined to himself.

	“It doesn’t matter!” he exclaimed back forcefully. “No one will recognize me!”

	“But what if they do?”

	He looked at the knob and saw his hand move an inch or so. He told himself he could do this. He needed to do this. He made promises to himself he never intended to keep. And then something clicked, and he turned the knob. The door popped open. He pulled it further open. The cool night air rushed inside and up his dress. It tickled and chilled him. He shivered.

	“Here goes nothing,” he said again. He stepped outside.

	Now his fear worked for him as he found himself racing to his car:

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! His erection slipped back and forth in the thin panties with each step. It was in danger of popping free, but that wasn’t his biggest worry. His biggest worry was being seen. There were sounds and lights everywhere. It seemed half the school was awake and sitting in their windows preparing for finals while the other half were drinking away their futures. A few dozen couples roamed the muted sidewalks of the school beneath sedate lamps. Some sat on benches.

	“Where did all these people come from?”

	William slammed his clutch purse beneath his shoulder and squeezed it tightly. He lowered his head and increased his speed as if he were fighting a strong wind. He was going as fast as he could in the tall, unstable silver heels, silver heels which reflected the light.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	His toes hurt from the heels. He had never walked like this before in heels.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	Finally, he came to his car. Actually, it was his friend Ryan’s car; he was borrowing it.

	It was locked.

	William fumbled in his purse for the key. He imagined a thousand eyes watching him from the shadows.

	Those eyes burned into him, causing him to fill with shame and, oddly, excitement. This in turn caused his erection, which had subsided as he ran, to grow with a vengeance, pushing hard toward his belly. It was strong enough that it began to force the waistband of the thong panties away from his body like a ladder tipping away from a building.

	“Come on, come on,” he said as he dug through the purse.

	William was amazed the key could be so well hidden in such a small purse. There wasn’t even much in this purse. Where could it be

	hiding? Then he found it, lost in the liner of the purse. “There!”

	Suddenly, behind him, he heard a whistle. He spun around and saw two young men walking past on the sidewalk. The whistle had been meant for him. They were eyeing him, up and down. This was terrifying! William shot back around and jammed the key into the lock and yanked open the door. He dove into his car and slammed the door behind him.

	The boys walked passed.

	William stared after them from behind the steering wheel, trying to figure out who they were. Fortunately, he didn’t know either. He breathed a sigh of relief.

	“That was close,” he said.

	But then the realization sank in that two young men had whistled at him. That probably should have given him some comfort about his ability to pass as a woman, but instead, it made him feel creepy and effeminate that they had been sexually turned on by him.

	“How humiliating!” he thought. “Tonight just can’t get any worse!” Actually, it could.

	“Seriously, can anything else go wrong?” he asked. He didn’t want to know the answer to that.

	 

	
Chapter Five: “The Long Arm Hand Of The Law”

	—o—

	William took a deep breath and slipped the key into the ignition. He put his foot on the brake, but something was wrong. He looked down at his foot and saw that his silver sandal was behind the pedal and

	he had shoved it into the floor rather than striking the pedal. Apparently, in heels, he needed to move his seat back several inches.

	“Lesson learned,” he said.

	William moved the seat back and placed his high-heel encased foot on the brake. He started the small orange gumdrop of a car. Where Ryan had found this thing, he would never know. Why he bought it, he could never guess. Either way, he put it into drive and he started moving. He noticed immediately that driving in high heels required more care than normal. It didn’t take much for the tiny triangular-ish platform to miss the pedal or his heel to jam into the floor when he least expected it. He didn’t have the same feel either for the how hard he pushed or how quickly the car responded because he was pushing through a large un-giving platform which didn’t translate the feeling the same as his normal shoes did. Apparently, driving in heels was going to be a challenge for him.

	“At least, I don’t have far to go.”

	William started up a dark road that ringed the edge of campus. On this side of campus, this was mainly student-filled apartment buildings and small stores that sold things like furniture to students. It was fairly deserted.

	“No one’s going to see my here,” he said confidently. That’s when he saw the bright lights behind him.

	William instinctively looked down. He was speeding. The heels had fooled him and he had pushed the gas pedal harder than he had thought. Combined with him not paying as much attention to his dashboard as he was more focused on not being seen by anyone, and he found himself moving too fast. Unfortunately, the cop found him that way too.

	“Oh no!” he exclaimed.

	William couldn’t believe the timing. He drove this stretch all the time and never saw a cop. Why did he have to see one tonight and when he was speeding?! He looked down at his dress and heels.

	“This is going to be a problem.”

	William pulled over and turned off the engine. Behind him, the police car pulled up close, leaving the lights on. It looked like a campus police car, but William couldn’t tell for sure. Either way, this was trouble.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	William heard the sound of high heels approaching his car.

	“What the—?! A cop in high heels? That doesn’t make any sense!” said William.

	He shaded his eyes and tried to see who was approaching in the rearview mirror. The lights from the police car made it impossible though. He would need to wait to find out, but he wouldn’t need to wait long.

	“Get out of the car,” said the angry female voice. The voice was strangely familiar.

	William swallowed hard. “I can explain officer.”

	“Can you? Get out of the car.” The officer’s voice was harsh.

	William took a deep breath, shuddered, and opened the door. He slipped his high-heel encased foot out of the car and to the asphalt below. This was terrifying. Then he swung his other foot out of the car. He grabbed the door handle to steady himself and pulled himself out of the car. He wasn’t sure if he should try to act like a girl or just admit that he was a man. The officer would find out after all, as soon as she demanded his license.

	He prayed no one was watching.

	“Now, I can explain, Officer,” he said.

	“Put your hands on the fender,” said the officer.

	Ryan was getting worried. The woman seemed really angry about something. That meant trouble. He couldn’t go to jail dressed like this, though, even the campus jail... if they even had one. Why was she acting this way? What had he done besides speeding? Either way, he did as he was ordered. He tottered over to the fender and bent over, placing his hands on the fender and spreading his legs in the silver heels to ensure his balance.

	“Whose car is this?” demanded the officer.

	William cocked his head to the side. Her voice sounded really familiar; somehow it struck a chord with him.

	If only he could remember where he’d heard that voice before. He tried to look the officer in the face but couldn’t.

	Not only was she surrounded by the bright glow from the spotlight on the car – hiding her in shadow – but she was holding a flashlight in his face too, blinding him. All he could really see was her feet when he cast his eyes downward. And what he saw there was strange!

	For one thing, she was clearly wearing bootie shorts and her legs were bare except for tan stockings. What’s more, she was wearing black high-heeled sandals which had thick platforms and heels that had to be at least six inches. Those were not standard issue even for campus cops.

	“What cop wears stripper heels?” he asked himself. “Whose car is it?” repeated the woman.

	William glanced at the small orange car with the distinctive white stripes. “It belongs to my friend—”

	“A boyfriend?!” snapped the woman, interrupting him.

	“Uh, no, just a friend.”

	“So you’re saying that this ‘just a friend’ lent you his car? Am I supposed to believe that?” asked the officer.

	“Do you want to change your story and admit that you’re his girlfriend?”

	“Trust me, Officer, I am not dating Ryan,” said William. “What does it matter anyways?”

	“Let me see your driver’s license.”

	Here was the moment of truth. William reached into the purse and pulled out his driver’s license. He handed it to the officer, who shined her flashlight on it as he returned his hands to the fender. As she flashed the light on the license, the light reflected off the license revealing flowing brunette locks and a far-too-tight police tunic buttoned only to the bottom of her breasts. She showed tremendous cleavage. What’s more, the tunic appeared to be a cut off!

	“What the heck is she wearing?” he asked himself.

	The officer gasped and then laughed when she saw his license. William braced for something bad.

	“William, ” said the officer curiously. “Uh, yeah. I can explain—”

	The woman stepped right behind him and put her hands on his hips. “What are you doing?” he asked.

	“Safety check. Looking for weapons,” said the woman and she patted him down, starting with his butt cheeks. Although, it wasn’t so much a pat as it was a squeeze which became two squeezes which became a double cheek squeeze which finally morphed into a double cheek massage-squeeze.

	Much to William’s chagrin, as she squeezed his butt cheeks, his penis grew hard beneath his dress. It pushed its way right up into the waistband again, which held it for the moment, though it seemed destined to escape. Now he really prayed no one was watching; he couldn’t tell with the blinding light on him though.

	“Is this really necessary?” asked William, who would have enjoyed a woman playing with his butt under any other circumstances.

	“Just doin’ my job,” said the woman.

	Then suddenly, the woman slipped her hand around his hip and grabbed his erection. Her hand was warm, soft and firm... strong too! Indeed, she gripped his erection tightly like a vice. William shrank with shame at the same time his erection throbbed!

	“What are you doing?!” he gasped.

	“Oh my God! You are a boy!” she laughed, paying no attention to his protest. “And I know who you are now! You’re Ryan’s friend William!”

	William’s head exploded. She knew who he was! She knew who he was! He had been spotted dressed as a woman by someone who knew him! What a disaster! But who was this woman?! And then it hit him. He had heard the voice before and he knew where.

	“You’re Daisy?! Ryan’s girlfriend!” he gasped. Indeed, he now remembered that Daisy was interning with the campus security department. He’d never heard anything about them wearing uniforms like she currently wore though. “But why are you are dressed like that?!” demanded William.

	She laughed. “Me? Why am I dressed like this? Why are you

	dressed like that?”

	William blushed deep red. “I, um, I’m going to a, uh, costume party.” This was the lie he planned if anyone caught him. It felt like a lie though to him and he told it nervously.

	“Uh huh,” said Daisy doubtfully. “Well, I really am going to a costume party.”

	“You are?”

	“Yep. Sexy cop. What’s your excuse?”

	Ryan swallowed hard. He ignored the question though. “If you’re going to costume party, why did you pull me over?”

	“Are you kidding? I saw you speed past in Ryan’s car, and I thought you were some floozy who had borrowed it from Ryan after who knows what! I was going to teach you a lesson about stealing another woman’s boyfriend. Good thing you’re Ryan’s friend.” She squeezed his shaft, which she still gripped, for emphasis.

	Her tone was joking but also serious enough that William suspected this stop would have turned out rather

	differently if he had been such a woman. He was thankful he wasn’t. As it was, he had enough problems with Sandy discovering him, what he still needed to do, and now being discovered by Daisy like this, that he didn’t need to add “boyfriend stealer” to the list.

	“Look, Daisy,” said William. “Can we forget about this?”

	Daisy snickered. “I don’t think I’m going to be able to forget about finding my boyfriend’s best friend dressed as a woman driving his car.”

	“I’d rather Ryan never found out, if you understand my meaning.” “I can see that.”

	“Can we at least agree to keep this between us?” He felt ridiculous asking this as she hadn’t even let go of his erection yet.

	Daisy took a deep breath and considered this. “I guess we can keep it between us. But let’s say you owe me a favor... or two.”

	“Understood.”

	“But I can’t let you go speeding around in Ryan’s car without something.”

	William saw a horrible image of himself needing to go somewhere and pay the fine and explain why he was dressed as he was. “Couldn’t you let me off with a warning? It wasn’t intentional. It was these heels.”

	Daisy snickered. “A warning would be fine.”

	“Great, thank you,” said William and he started to stand up straight.

	“Hold it. A warning would be fine, but this warning comes with a reminder. Hands back on the fender. It’s spankin’ time!”

	“You’re kidding,” said William incredulously. “Would you rather have the ticket?”

	William shook his head and grabbed the fender again.

	The most surreal scene then unfolded. As William, dressed as a woman in a short black dress with his erection poking out his dress, held onto the fender with his feet spread wide apart in the towering heels, Daisy in her sexy cop costume, complete with stripper heels, bootie shorts, and fuzzy handcuffs, spanked William’s rear with her open hand in the spotlight provided by her actual campus police car.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	The first slap surprised William. The slaps were clearly meant to be sexual in nature and Daisy was enjoying herself, but at the same time... they did hurt. In fact, they hurt quite a bit.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	“You’ve been a bad driver,” laughed Daisy.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	William’s rear was now starting to redden. At the same time, his erection was throbbing. He was starting to worry that these slaps might eventually cause him to squirt. Not only would that be embarrassing, but how would he explain his wet panties and dress to the Professor?

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	He was really throbbing now. He tried to think of something not-sexy. Unfortunately, this whole scene was a little too much to ignore. He was genuinely turned on. His breathing became erratic.

	“Please stop,” he thought.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	His panties were now damp.

	“Speeding is naughty!” she purred. Her nipples had popped up. She was wet too. She was enjoying this.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	A rhythm was building. He was getting closer. His muscles were tensing.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	He was very close to eruption. “Please, stop!” he screamed inside his head as he tried to hold everything back. It was almost there. There was nothing he could do. This was out of his hands!

	... and then Daisy stopped.

	“I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” she said.

	William blushed. He was thankful the spanking had stopped. He had been on the verge of something embarrassing and she had stopped in the nick of time, though his panties were quite damp now.

	“No more speeding!” she said and she poked his butt with her finger on each word.

	“I won’t,” he assured her.

	She started to back off into the darkness again. “Someday, we’re going to have a drink and talk about this.

	Your secret is safe with me... but you owe me some favors,” said Daisy with a laugh.

	William still stood there with his hands on the fender as Daisy turned and tottered back into the darkness beyond the spotlight. He heard the car door close. The light was turned off. A moment later, she drove past him, blowing him a kiss out the window. William dove back into his car and fled the neighborhood.

	 

	
Chapter Six: “Professor Ivanova”

	—o—

	William made it to the address the Professor had given him with a few minutes to spare. The Professor’s home was a lovely

	brownstone row house that had been modernized a few years back. Like William’s apartment, it was just off the edge of campus.

	Although, this was the nicer part of town. Few students lived here, which suited William just fine at the moment. He parked about a hundred yards down the street, as close as he could get.

	“There sure are a lot of street lights,” he said.

	This was true. This part of town was well lit with Parisian-style street lights and wide sidewalks. There were broad concrete steps leading up to each doorway. It made for a pretty street, but one with little cover for any secretly cross-dressed students who happened by.

	William turned off the car.

	“Are you ready?” he asked himself.

	He wasn’t. He didn’t have the nerve yet. So he took out the lipstick and painted his lips again to avoid getting out of the car. He knew he was just delaying the inevitable though.

	“I need to do this,” he told himself. “I need to do this.”

	He still couldn’t make himself get out of the safety of the car.

	“Honestly, how bad can it be? She must have a thing for guys in dresses, right? Why else would she make me dress like this? She likes guys in dresses... you like being a guy in a dress. You’re perfect together! This could be a fantasy come true. It could be a lot of fun. It really could,” he told himself unconvincingly.

	He looked at the clock. He needed to go. There was no time left. He opened the car door and swung his legs out. His heels hit the asphalt with a loud CLICK noise. The cool night air raced up his legs.

	“Just remember, you asked for this and you need to do anything she wants. It’s that important,” he reminded himself.

	William stepped out of the car.

	The house was down the street. The street was deserted, so he hoped no one would see him, though there were lots of windows. He noted the street lights with suspicion and he tried to avoid walking directly beneath them.

	The sound of his heels echoed loudly into the darkness: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	“Why do these things need to be so loud?” he asked himself unhappily.

	He kept moving: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! Were his heels getting louder?

	He finally came to the house and climbed the steps to the front door. He now stood beneath a bright yellow light. He wanted to get inside as quickly as possible, away from whoever might see him out here, so he rang the bell immediately.

	Ding dong!

	William’s heart raced. He licked his lips. He tugged his dress to make sure it sat in the right place. He shuffled his feet nervously. Seconds began to tick away as he stood under the bright yellow house light.

	“She must have a thing for guys in dresses, right?” he repeated under his breath, trying to convince himself this wasn’t a mistake.

	“Sure, sure she does,” he responded.

	“But why?” asked some suspicious voice deep inside his brain.

	This was the first time he’d asked himself that. Why did she like guys in dresses? Well, she was truly a dominant, demanding woman. That was a little scary. In fact, part of William thought she might show up

	at the door dressed from head to toe in black leather carrying a whip and an enormous spiked paddle.

	“What have I got myself into?” he asked.

	He glanced back toward his car, debating if he could still escape.

	Just then, a light turned on inside the house. A shadow appeared on the other side of the frosted glass.

	Someone was coming. William braced himself for his encounter with the leather Goddess of his nightmares. He held his breath.

	The door opened.

	It was Professor Ivanova.

	Much to William’s surprise, the Professor was not dressed in leather. She was not carrying a whip either.

	Indeed, there was nothing at all hypersexual or overtly dominant about the way she was dressed. To the contrary, she wore an elegant, but simple calf-length maroon sheath dress made of silk with gold accents. Her legs were encased in tan nylons and on her feet were nude open-toed slingbacks. She could have worn this outfit to a board

	meeting, but at the same time, it was sexy.

	She smiled at him and looked him up and down. “Come in, William,” she said in her softly accented voice.

	William walked inside. He said nothing. He didn’t know what to say.

	The Professor led William beyond the foyer and down the hallway to her living room. Their heels echoed heavily off the hardwood floors. She glanced at him as they walked. She kept smiling. She seemed pleased.

	“You say nothing,” she observed.

	“I’m not sure what to say,” squeaked William nervously.

	“You are nervous. I take eet, your feminine side does not get out in public much?”

	William shook his head. “No, Ma’am. Never.”

	Her smiled widened. “Good. I like my men uneasy. It makes you easier to control.”

	William shuddered. This comment was more of what he expected to hear from the Professor he imagined – a cross between Natasha Fatale and some dime-store novel domme. That made him nervous. For while he had fantasized about the cruel Goddess in many risqué ways, he never wanted to face that in real life. Now he worried that he might.

	“Would you like a drink?” she asked as they entered the living room.

	The living room was bright and artistically furnished with a modern touch. She had a white couch, two matching high-backed chairs, some shelves and various end tables and cabinets, all filled with glass and metal trinkets. There were brushed nickel lamps, jagged rugs, and artistic prints. It was all very striking, but also felt sterile to William. Unfortunately, this made him even more nervous as he felt increasingly out of his league.

	“N— no, thank you, Professor,” he said, turning down the drink.

	“Let’s not call me ‘Professor’ tonight, William,” said the Professor. “Call me ‘Ma’am.’ I think that will show the proper respect without taking us out of the mood. Don’t you agree?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said William cautiously.

	“Come here, William. I wish to look at you. I wish to see how you’ve done at making yourself a woman.”

	The Professor pointed with her blood-red nail to the pristine white carpet before her.

	William moved to where she pointed. He did his best to give his walk a feminine swing as he went. He knew that he was under examination now and he didn’t want to fail. He needed to get what he came for if he was going to graduate. Not to mention, he had already paid a high price to get so far tonight, and he didn’t want his misadventures with Sandy and Daisy to be for nothing.

	So he swung his hips.

	The Professor laughed and then applauded as he moved across the room. “Bravo, William. You walk well in heels. You must have much practice. Few of the young women at thees school could do so well.”

	William blushed. He felt a mixture of pride, embarrassment and relief.

	The Professor slowly circled him, looking him up and down, taking in his image as if he were a delicacy.

	William found this scrutiny to be a real turn-on and his penis, which had been flaccid as he struggled with his nervousness before, again expressed itself by rising to attention. What’s more, it had escaped its waistband prison somewhere along the way and now stood free to tent out the dress.

	“You are very feminine,” said the Professor. “Um, thank you.”

	“I hadn’t expected you to be so well put together.”

	She touched his dress for the first time, up around his left shoulder. William’s entire body trembled as she did and his penis throbbed. He was so tense, so turned on. This was much more exciting than he had anticipated.

	“You said to do my best,” he replied anxiously. “Yes, I did.”

	She ran her fingertips down his chest toward his crotch. This made his erection throb even more and it began to eject copious amounts of fluid, enough to moisten the front of his panties substantially.

	“Is the dress yours?” asked the Professor.

	William tried to answer, but he found his breathing had become erratic as her hand had stopped just above his crotch and it stayed there. He tried to calm his breathing to no avail. “No, Ma’am,” he finally said.

	“Pity. It’s perfect for you. Whose is it?” “My roommate.”

	The Professor laughed. “Does she know?” “No, Ma’am.”

	She now smiled knowingly. “Naughty boy,” she chided him. “I— I don’t have my own clothes.”

	“Perhaps I will buy you something nice. In the meantime, I am satisfied with your choice of clothing and

	what you have done with eet. In fact, I would go so far as to say I am impressed. If you perform as well tonight as you have in choosing your clothes, I might even give you an ‘A’.”

	A warm happy feeling filled William. Not only was this going much better than he expected, but it sounded like his future was saved! This was turning into a real victory. But as he replayed her words in his mind, he wondered what he would need to do to “perform” for

	her. That was a potentially very broad word. He wasn’t given the chance to ask, however.

	“There is one minor detail though,” said the Professor with a snicker.

	William felt his stomach fall. Had he failed in some way? Did he do something wrong? Was she now going to fail him? “W— what is that?”

	Like lightening, the Professor latched onto his erection where it poked up the dress. She wrapped her fingers around his hard shaft and yanked him forward by it, making him stumble toward her in the unsteady heels. This was an utter shock to have her grab him and to do so without any notice. William almost recoiled in shock alone, though he managed to catch himself at the last second. If she wanted to touch him, he would let her.

	“This is not particularly feminine,” she laughed. “I’m— I’m sorry,” he replied nervously.

	“Don’t worry, little one,” she said with a loud laugh. “It would have made an appearance eventually.” She let go of his erection and announced: “You have passed my test!”

	“Does that mean—?”

	“It means you have passed my test. You may now do ‘anything I ask,’ as you so ably put it in my office.”

	She grabbed his hands, one in each of hers, and stepped right in front of him. “Dance with me, William.”

	William was surprised.

	“I don’t know how to dance,” he confessed.

	This was true. William had no idea how to dance. He could grind a bit. He could shake a bit, perhaps enough to win over some coed at

	a party, but he knew nothing of genuine dancing. He certainly knew nothing of dancing as this amazing woman knew dancing. That wouldn’t deter her, however.

	“You need not know how to dance,” said the Professor, “you must only know how to follow.”

	The Professor yanked him tightly and started moving, pulling him along with her. With growing speed, she drove him in circles around the room, swinging him faster and faster, but always keeping him from hitting anything of value. He danced on the tips of his toes as she moved him; his erect penis and loose balls bounced along inside the thin panties as she did. The dance lasted just over a minute, a very long minute as far as William was concerned, and it ended abruptly with William finding himself in the middle of the floor again.

	“You follow well,” said the Professor. William blushed once more.

	“So tell me, William. Are you prepared to do this ‘anything’ you promised?”

	William nodded his head. That was why he was here. He would do whatever she wanted if it meant he would pass the class. He would have thought the way he was dressed would have proven that.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	The Professor smiled. “I’m sure we will test that later, but for now, let us see if you can bring yourself to do some simple things for me.” With that, she ordered him to strip off his dress and she disappeared to a bedroom. She came back a moment later holding a shiny black dress. It might have been leather, it might have been PVC.

	William didn’t know. He was stuck on the order to strip.

	“You want me to take off this dress?” he asked when she returned.

	“That ees what I said.” “Bu—”

	“William. If you are going to resist me on something so simple and obvious, then there is no point in continuing. ‘Anything’ must include much more than simply undressing, don’t you think?” She asked this in a calm yet authoritative voice which told William to obey.

	William knew she was right; and that he had no choice. His protestation, especially of something so basic, was foolish. “I’m sorry,” he said. Then he reached around behind his back and unzipped Sandy’s little black dress.

	He let it fall to his feet, where it bunched up around his ankles, leaving him standing in the heels, the thong panties and the corset. He carefully stepped out of the pile of material, making sure not to rip the dress with his sharp heels.

	He then picked it up and started to lay it over a nearby chair. The Professor took it instead. At the same time, she handed him the black leather/PVC dress.

	“This looks really small,” said William. “It ees meant to be tight.”

	William held up the dress. It was black and shiny. It didn’t look big enough to cover his torso. The torso was

	tapered. It had a tight collar and half-sleeves. At the waist, the dress changed. There, it had a sort of loose, pleated skirt with wide pleats. It looked like the dress would stand out from his body. The hem also wouldn’t go much lower than a few inches down his thighs.

	“This tight?” he asked as he struggled to get his arms into the dress’s arms.

	“Put eet on.”

	William slipped it over his head and pulled like mad. It was tight. It took a lot of strength to get it into place.

	In fact, it took the help of the Professor. She needed to zip it as well. When it was in place, it felt like a sort of kinky prom-dress made out of skin-tight leather at the top and a wide, loose skirt below which gave no feeling of cover to his lower body. The slightest wind tickled his balls through the thong.

	He felt a bit like a perverted doll.

	“Excellent,” said the Professor. She then walked over to the couch and sat down. She crossed her legs.

	“Come kneel before me.”

	—o—

	William flushed with embarrassment. He’d never kneeled before anyone. He’d masturbated to this scenario many times, but he’d never actually done it for real. It wasn’t like he had a choice though, so he nodded his head and he stepped over to his Professor. Then he slowly lowered himself to his knees. This felt very kinky, especially in the sticky tight dress which hugged his skin like a sticker but proved as unforgiving as wearing a cardboard box.

	It limited his range of motion dramatically.

	“Here goes nothing,” thought William and he started to kneel.

	As his legs were largely free (they felt entirely naked in fact), kneeling was easy except for the heels he wore.

	As he went down, the Professor reached out and stroked the side of his face with the backs of her fingers. It was simultaneously endearing and emasculating. It signaled her superiority to him, which was highly erotic, but suggested she cared for him.

	“Good boy,” she said.

	“Thank you,” he replied softly.

	“Now kiss my toes,” said the Professor.

	This wasn’t a command. It wasn’t an order. It just wasn’t barked or demanded. It was more like a lover’s request made in the dark. Yet, William felt compelled to do as she wanted. He looked down at her open-toed slingbacks. He could see two toes sticking out the open front of each shoe. They were pretty toes with pretty blood-red nail polish which matched her fingertips. He actually found himself excited by the idea.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	William leaned forward and stuck his nose right on the nude leather of the Professor’s shoe. His lips hovered over her exposed toes. He could smell the leather and the old sweat. He stuck out his tongue and licked her salty toes.

	The Professor’s body tingled. Her nipples visibly rose beneath her dress.

	William kept licking.

	“Mmmm, well done,” purred the Professor.

	She then placed her foot on his chest, just below his throat, and pushed him up straight. A wicked smile appeared upon her face. This again hinted at the dominant woman William believed the Professor to be.

	“Masturbate.”

	She said only the one word. It was all that needed to be said. And its effect was dramatic. William shook and trembled upon hearing the word. She wanted him to masturbate? That most personal of activities? Could he do this? He had never let another human being

	see him masturbate before, much less while dressed as a woman. His mouth went dry.

	“M— masturbate?” he almost whimpered.

	The Professor kicked off her shoe and slipped her foot between his legs at mid-thigh. She ran it slowly up his stocking-covered thigh, up beneath his wide black dress. He shuddered at the exquisite feeling.

	This was all it took.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said after a deep breath.

	William grabbed the hem of his dress and pulled it up to his hips. As he did, he exposed her foot, his panties and his penis. He pulled the panties down beneath his balls to keep the panties out of the way.

	His erection stood out like a pole now. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft. As he did, the Professor grabbed the head of his penis between her toes and squeezed it. She then pulled her foot way and leaned back to watch him work.

	“This is so erotic,” thought William.

	He had been nervous about tonight, but things had turned out amazingly well. He was actually enjoying this!

	This had definitely been a good idea. He was getting to spend a night with an incredibly sexy woman. He was getting to cross-dress in front of a woman; in fact, she was making this into many of his fantasies. And he was getting his grade fixed. That was all great!

	William slowly stroked himself. His erection was as hard as it could get and already throbbing as he stroked it. It felt good. William’s breathing quickly became erratic. Pressure built up inside him. He was moments away from exploding despite only just beginning. He stared at the Professor. She was so beautiful, and so erotic. He wanted her badly at the moment.

	“She is so amazing,” he thought. His chest heaved.

	The Professor smirked as she noticed all the signs that told her how turned on the young man was. She picked up her whisky glass and downed what was left of her drink. The slight buzz from the alcohol combined with the strong sense of power she got from seeing this young man humiliate himself for her excitement. She had become very, very wet.

	“Are you close, William?” she purred.

	“Y— yes— yes, Ma’am,” said William between sharp breaths.

	The Professor leaned forward and slipped the glass right up against his erection. It was clear to William that she intended to catch whatever came out. He had no idea why, nor did he really care at the moment. All he knew was that he was so turned on and wanted this so very badly.

	A moment later, William knew it was coming. His muscles tensed. He arched his back. His toes curled within his high-heeled shoes. He closed his eyes and held his breath. His heart was pounding in his chest.

	Squirt.

	It happened.

	Squirt. Squirt.

	“And the mess is avoided,” said the Professor as she caught the last of his juices in the glass.

	It was over. William had shot his load. He was spent. He could barely move. Indeed, William took a deep breath and folded over. It took him several more breaths to lift his head again.

	“That was amazing,” he said.

	The Professor smiled at him and set the glass aside. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked.

	The Professor snickered. “That was for you, not for me. Mine is still to come.”

	William raised an eyebrow. “I thought that was it? I thought we were finished?”

	“Finished? No, William. We’ve only just begun.”

	William cocked his head to one side. How much more did she want? He didn’t understand. Just then, William heard a key jam into the front door. He turned and saw the knob wiggle.

	“Who is that?” he asked in a shocked and worried tone. “My husband,” said the Professor calmly.

	William’s jaw dropped. “Your husband?! ” William spun around in terror. This was her husband? William didn’t even know she was married. How would her husband react to seeing her with another man, even a cross-dressed man? How would you think he would react?

	A moment later, the door opened fully and a large, strong man in a dark suit entered the row house. Every ounce of William’s being panicked and screamed for him to run. Only the hand of the Professor on his shoulder held him in place – plus the fear he wouldn’t get far in these heels, this tight dress, and with his spent erection bouncing around before him as he ran.

	His erection!

	This was bad.

	 

	
Chapter Seven: “...And Her Husband”

	—o—

	There was the Professor’s husband.

	William grabbed his dress and started yanking it back down into place to hide the evidence of what they had done. The last thing he wanted was the man seeing his erection, though it was probably too late to avoid that.

	Either way, he feared the man would now do something rash. Most husbands would, wouldn’t they?

	The Professor didn’t seem concerned, however. “Hello, darling,” said the Professor to her husband. “Hello, Natalya.”

	The man started toward them, but only got a few steps before the Professor halted him.

	“Tut tut tut... your shoes,” she said.

	William raised an eyebrow. Did she mean for her husband to remove his shoes? What else could she mean?

	And why was she talking about this anyways?! Was this really the time to worry about that?

	“Do I have to?” asked the man. “Of course.”

	The man glanced at William. His face turned bright red and kept getting more red by the minute. “Please, Natalya,” he pleaded.

	“Do as I say,” said the Professor almost indifferently.

	“Yes, dear,” he replied.

	William was surprised by this exchange, to say the least. Then, as he watched, the man turned back to the door. Next to the door stood a pair of cherry red high-heeled sandals. William expected he would place his shoes next to those. Only, a rather strange thing happened instead. This strong man slipped out of his shoes – he appeared to be sockless, though William quickly realized he was actually wearing nylons! – and he slipped his feet into the high heels!

	William’s jaw dropped.

	“What is going on?” wondered William.

	He had no idea what to make of any of this. He stared at the man’s feet in the cherry red high-heeled sandals.

	The sandals were strappy and had a five or six-inch heel complete with a one-inch platform. His toes showed out the front and his nails had been painted a metallic silver which almost acted like mirrors, even through the tan nylons he wore. Why was he wearing high heels though? What was going on here?

	“This is my husband,” said the Professor to William. “His name is Andrew.”

	“Why is he wearing heels?” asked William.

	“Because I like my men in heels,” said the Professor. She turned to her husband. “Come greet our guest.”

	The man approached. He came reluctantly. Nevertheless, William noticed that the man walked confidently, gracefully and seductively, similar to the Professor’s walk. Clearly, he had worn heels a lot.

	“Hello, I’m Andrew,” said the man softly. He then dipped down into a curtsey, holding out a pretend skirt.

	Surprisingly, this turned William on. He hadn’t expected it to be that exciting.

	“Now you, William,” said the Professor.

	“Hi, I’m William,” said William and he offered his hand to shake it.

	A cold stare emanated from the Professor, which made William shrink. William realized she expected him to attempt a curtsey in response to the one her husband had given him. He tried to mimic the curtsey, but wasn’t especially good at it. It was more of an off- balance bow.

	“We will work on that,” said the Professor. “Sit on the couch, both of you.”

	William and Andrew glanced nervously at one another. Each was obviously uneasy about this. Both tried to project a degree of masculinity despite how they were dressed. This made the Professor laugh.

	“Ah boys. Such fragile egos,” she said.

	William blushed, as did Andrew. Neither moved.

	The Professor shook her head. “All right. Sit. And when you do, you will not plop down like some sort of smelly teenage boys. Sit delicately. Brush your skirts beneath you. Cross your legs. Be feminine. Moreover, you will sit together. I expect your thighs to touch.”

	Both stared at her in horror. “Sit.”

	William glanced at Andrew, who no longer seemed so intimidating. He appeared to be just as uncomfortable

	as William. He tried to offer a smile, but nothing really came. So he looked at the couch and he sat down. Andrew did the same, crossing his legs and shaking his high-heel encased foot nervously. They sat so closely that they were practically sitting in each others’ laps.

	“Now hold hands,” said the Professor.

	William almost choked when he heard this. “Uh, Professor—” “What is it, William?”

	“I’d uh, rather, uh, n—”

	“You’d rather go home to your ‘F’?” said the Professor, finishing his sentence.

	William got the point. He shut his mouth and reached out his hand to take her husband’s. Andrew took his.

	His hand was warmer and softer than expected, almost feminine. This made William very uncomfortable.

	The Professor looked them both over. “The perfect pair,” she said. Both blushed.

	“Andrew. I’ve laid out some clothes for you. I want you to go to the bedroom, change and then come back to the living room. William, you will wait for my husband to return,” said the Professor.

	“What’s going to happen then?” asked William. “The fun will begin.”

	—o—

	William waited nervously as the Professor’s husband changed. He had no clue what to expect. Then he heard the sound of high heels

	coming down the hallway. They sounded tall and sharp. This had to be Andrew.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	It was.

	Andrew appeared in the doorway to the living room. He wore the same cherry red spike-heeled sandals he had worn before.

	Everything else had changed though. His suit was gone. In its place, he wore a 1950’s style pinafore dress with a wide skirt that stopped just below his knees. The dress was a crisp white and was belted with a patent leather red which matched his heels. His fingernails now matched the reflective silver on his toenails. On his legs were fishnet stockings. All told, his clothes and makeup were exquisite.

	“Ah good,” said the Professor. “Come stand-by-side, my pretty boys.”

	William slowly rose to his feet. Not only was it difficult to rise in the restrictive dress and the unstable heels, but he was worried. He’d never wanted to touch another man, especially sexually. And yet, the way Andrew was dressed suggested that something along those lines was coming. How had things gone from a dream night with the Professor to this?

	Andrew tottered over to his wife. He walked even more femininely in the dress. His rear swished. William arrived a moment later. Andrew was both slightly taller, despite William still wearing the hat, and physically larger than William.

	“Now hold hands,” said the Professor. They did.

	“It excites me to see two such men reduced to this,” she giggled. “Now show me your little manhoods.”

	William swallowed hard. He didn’t want to expose himself with another man there. Still, he knew he needed to do this to get his grade fixed. So he lifted the loose hem of the black leather dress and he hoped for the best.

	Andrew did the same with his dress. The Professor then stepped forward and fished both of their erections out of their panties.

	“Such a wonderful feeling,” she said. She slowly stroked them both.

	“What a wonderful gift for women, a way to control a man just by touch.”

	She stroked a little faster, causing William to start breathing erratically. He felt pressure building inside his balls. He knew what that meant. Things were coming to a head quickly... so to speak.

	Suddenly, the Professor snickered.

	“Do you know what might be entertaining? Perhaps we should run a contest? We can see who can hold out the longest. Though, I can feel that both of you are losing this contest quickly.” She turned to her husband specifically. “What do you think, darling? Perhaps if you can hold out longer than young William, then I will let you touch me today?”

	Andrew blushed, but didn’t respond.

	William wondered what this meant. Was her husband not allowed to touch her? Marriage suddenly didn’t sound so good.

	The Professor snickered again. “Or maybe we should run a different contest,” said the Professor. “Perhaps I should have you both stroke each other and see who can hold out the longest? That could be very interesting. I know you are not good at holding out, darling, but

	perhaps you could use your skills to make William squirt even quicker than you?”

	William swallowed hard. He didn’t want to be touched by this man. Andrew apparently didn’t want to touch him either as he couldn’t have appeared more embarrassed.

	“No?” asked the Professor. “Very well.”

	The Professor let go of both erections, causing William’s excitement to come crashing to a halt. He had been seconds away from squirting and now that was all gone. She then ordered her husband to sit in one of the high-backed chair. He minced over and sat down. He kept his knees together and crossed his legs beneath him at the ankle. It was a very feminine pose. And when he folded his hands in his lap, it became almost sweet.

	“You may not touch yourself,” said the Professor. She then walked across the room to a drawer.

	“My husband and I play games, William,” she said as she opened the door. “Had you been here last week, you might have been Little Bo Peep or perhaps a harem girl.” She pulled a giant pink strap-on, complete with an eight inch rod, from the drawer. She kept it wrapped up though, so William couldn’t tell what it was. “Today’s game is how much my husband can stand.”

	“How much he can stand of what?” asked William. “Pleasure.”

	“How much pleasure he can stand?” That didn’t sound like a bad game to William. “How does he play that?”

	The Professor drifted toward her husband. “You will see.”

	She bent over and grabbed her husband’s dress. She raised the hem up and tucked it behind his erection, which stood like a pole jutting out from his lap. She ran her finger up her husband’s shaft all the way to the tip of its head. The head was glistening with juices that had already dribbled out. This made her finger wet. She stuck that finger in Andrew’s face, by his lips. Andrew at first recoiled, but then stuck out his tongue and licked her finger clean.

	William was shocked seeing this.

	“You will enjoy our games too,” said the Professor.

	William slowly shook his head. He told himself that once this night was over, he was done playing these games. This had all cost him too much trouble and he wasn’t ever going to do it again. Tonight was it!

	The Professor snickered, seeing his reaction. “You are hooked, young man.”

	In a week or so, or perhaps a month – when the stress of all this went away – William would discover just how right she was, but at this point, he was too nervous and too worried to see beyond his immediate problems.

	“What are you going to do now?” asked William. The Professor smiled. “Now we make love.”

	William raised an eyebrow. “We make love?” That didn’t sound too bad, actually. In fact, it sounded great.

	Perhaps things were back to being a paradise, he thought? There was a problem though. “What about your husband?”

	“He will not be joining us.”

	William now became cautiously optimistic that the night was about to get a whole lot better.

	Then, as he watched, the Professor unwrapped the strap-on and tied it around her waist. She even tested the stability of the rod by flicking it to see if it stayed in place. William stared at this toy in horror.

	“W— w— what is that?” he asked. “That, William, is my penis.”

	“W— wh— why do you have a penis?” He knew the answer to that, though. The moment he saw her strap on the rod, he knew what she planned to do with it and that scared him. He had never stuck anything inside himself before (and to his knowledge, no one else had either) and that thing looked super long, super large, and super hard.

	It was intimidating.

	“I’m going to impale you with it,” said the Professor somewhat jokingly.

	“Y— you can’t stick that thing inside me!” “Of course, I can.”

	“It’s too big!”

	“Nonsense, William,” said the Professor dismissively. “She patted him on the cheek. Then she pointed to the dining room table. “Grab the edge of the table and bend over.”

	William stared at the long thick rod. He was worried. That thing looked long enough that it could honestly

	impale him! He started to think of an exit strategy. Unfortunately, without warning, the Professor pushed him forward and bent him over the table. Then she turned his exit into an entrance.

	“Ahhhhhhh!” howled William rather comically as the toy pressed its way past his cheeks, through his opening and deep inside him. This

	howl came from the shock and the pressure that built inside him as it filled him.

	Then the toy hit the sweet spot. Suddenly, all the pain, pressure and tension turned into pleasure and calm.

	His “Ahhhhhhh!” howl turned into an “ahhhhhhh” of relief. “You like that, don’t you?” she said. It wasn’t really a question.

	William said something in response. He didn’t know what though; he was distracted.

	Meanwhile, across the room, Andrew watched this jealously. William glanced over and saw him fighting desperately not to touch his erection. He so clearly desperately wanted to stroke it.

	“Oh well, his problem,” thought William.

	The Professor then pulled the toy back out and repeated the process.

	“Ahhhhhh! uh ahhhhhhh!” And again.

	“Ahhhhhh! uh ahhhhhhh!”

	“That’s amazing,” said William between strokes.

	“I’ve found boys like it once they learn about it,” said the Professor. She then reached around and felt William’s erection. As she pushed the toy back inside him, she stroked his erection with the toss of a wrist.

	William was in Heaven. “Ahhhhhh! uh ahhhhhhh!”

	Then the Professor did something evil. She whispered in his ear. “If you squirt, I will take away your manhood. Hold it in until I am done, William.”

	William raised an eyebrow. What exactly did she mean? “But, Ma’am

	— Ahhhhhh! uh ahhhhhhh!” And then it happened. Without any warning, his erection discharged itself. So much pressure and anticipation had built up this horny night that this was no normal discharge either. If a normal discharge filled a shot glass, this one felt like it filled a pitcher... and it shot all over the black dress and the white glass coffee table.

	There was silence.

	William knew this wasn’t good. “I’m sorry—”

	“You have failed, William,” said the Professor. “You must be punished.”

	 

	
Chapter Eight: “The Device”

	—o—

	With William still impaled and the Professor holding his arms, with an assist from the rubbery dress, William was helpless to resist as Andrew rose from his chair and walked over to a cabinet and retrieved a small leather bag.

	From it, he pulled a metallic cage shaped like a flaccid penis. William recognized this immediately.

	“You want me to wear a chastity device?!” he gasped. “For now, yes.”

	“Why?”

	“To signify my power over you,” purred the Professor. Then she added, “Also, this will prevent you from walking away before our

	agreement is finished.”

	“I thought we were finished?” “For today, yes.”

	“Today?! ” exclaimed William incredulously. “You mean you want to do this again tomorrow?”

	“Not tomorrow, but next weekend. And others.”

	“You want to do this again more than once?!” William genuinely hadn’t considered that possibility. He didn’t like it either. He needed his grade changed now. Also, calculating the number of people to whom he had been exposed, multiplied by a certain number of days... a repeat performance seemed like a mistake.

	“Yes, of course,” said the Professor. “Did you think I would change your grade in exchange for one night?”

	She laughed. “No, William. When I agreed to this, it was for the long term.”

	William shook his head. “I only meant tonight.”

	“That would hardly be worthwhile to me,” said the Professor.

	William wanted to tell her those were his terms, but he needed her to fix his grade. That’s all that mattered; that made her terms the important ones. Besides, he had come so far already.

	“How long is long term?” he asked.

	The Professor shrugged her shoulders. “We shall see.”

	William bit his lip. He wasn’t sure what to say. On the one hand, this had been a scary, tense experience. It was embarrassing too. On the other hand, well... it had been an awful lot of fun. But then he reminded himself that the Professor could ask for anything and there

	might never be an end. Did he want to do this over and over and over and over again if she decided she wanted to see William and her husband really carry out the contest she mentioned... or worse?

	“Let me be clear, William,” said the Professor, seeing the tension within him. “If you want your grade changed, then you will agree. If not, then you are free to go. The choice is yours.”

	William’s mind was flying through the choices, his options, and the possibilities. What options did he have though? He could walk out of here and try to pass her class... and pigs might fly. He could make a counteroffer, but what could that possibly entail and why would she accept? He could... well... maybe he could agree and then walk away once she changed his grade.

	“Make up your mind, William,” said the Professor after a good half a minute.

	William bit his lip. He just didn’t know.

	“Very well, William,” said the Professor suddenly. She started to pull the toy from his rear, which drew another “Ahhhhhh!” At the same time, she told Andrew, “Our guest is leaving.”

	“Wait!” exclaimed William. “Leaving? I haven’t decided yet. I need time!”

	“You have had time, William.” “But—”

	The Professor folded her arms. “Very well, William. I will give you one last chance. Yes or no. What will it be?”

	William knew the answer. He knew what it had to be. “Yes,” he said. “You agree?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	The Professor pulled the toy from William’s rear, leaving him feeling “hollow” for lack of a better word. She took the metal penis from her husband and crouched down in front of William.

	“Hold still,” she said.

	William watched her slip a metallic ring around the base of his penis and his testicles. This would hold the device in place. At the base of the ring, there were two loops which overlapped. At the top, the device was attached

	to the ring by a hinge. The Professor threaded a lock through the loops and closed the lock. She removed the key from the lock. Then she closed the device down on William’s penis, which wasn’t erect owing to temporary exhaustion and stress. The Professor made sure his penis rested correctly in the device and then locked it as well.

	His testicles hung freely from the bottom of the device. “There you are, all mine,” said the Professor.

	She stood up straight again as she worked to attach both keys to a chain. William assumed she would hand him the chain. She did not, however. Instead, she reached for Andrew’s skirt. She lifted the skirt, exposing his erection, and she dropped the chain on his erection.

	William watched helplessly as it slid down Andrew’s shaft. How embarrassing that another man held his key.

	He didn’t even want to think about it, or the smug look on Andrew’s face.

	“Now you cannot escape until our agreement is over,” she said.

	“But what if I need to use it?” asked William, unsure of what else to ask.

	The Professor snickered as if she doubted this was possible. Nevertheless, she had an answer, an answer that made William

	even less comfortable. “Then you ask permission, darling.” William cringed at the thought.

	“Now remove that dress. You’ve soiled it,” she said.

	With Andrew’s help, William pulled the rubbery black dress off his body. He felt quite a bit freer without it.

	He also felt less doll-like. That said, he found himself wearing only lingerie.

	“Where is the dress I came in?” he asked.

	“You just took that off,” said the Professor with a chuckle. William pursed his lips. “Where is the dress I arrived in?” “I don’t recall.”

	“You don’t recall? How am I going to get home without it?!”

	“Andrew, fetch my new toy a coat from the closet,” said the Professor.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said her husband.

	The Professor and her husband then marched William down the hallway to the front door once more. When they reached the front closet, Andrew handed William a coat. It was soft pink. Even worse, after he slipped his arms into it and he buttoned up the front, he realized that it barely... barely covered his crotch and his panties and the tops of his stockings. It literally just reached the bottom of his cheeks and a few millimeters more. He would need to be very careful how he moved and he would need to hope there wasn’t much wind.

	“Goodnight, William,” said the Professor. She leaned forward and kissed William on the cheek. “Until next week, William,” she said.

	She then nodded at Andrew, who embarrassingly curtseyed. “Goodbye,” said Andrew as he curtseyed.

	William returned the curtsey awkwardly at the man who held his key.

	Andrew then basically shoved him outside. A moment later, William stood on the porch in the cold night air.

	The door behind him was closed. They even turned off the lights. William didn’t care, however. It was time to go home.

	His night was over...

	... or so he thought.

	 

	
Chapter Nine: “Tottering Home”

	—o—

	Moving as fast as he could in the tall heels and short coat without drawing attention to himself, William reached Ryan’s car about a minute after leaving the Professor’s home. It was right where he left it. That made him happy; it seemed his adventure was coming to an end. But his happiness was short-lived. When he reached for his pocket to grab the key, he remembered that he didn’t have pockets. Instead, he had a purse. The key was in his purse. And the purse... well, it was on the table in the Professor’s house!

	“Crap,” he exclaimed.

	William marched back to the Professor’s house. Fortunately, the street was empty and he seemed to be alone.

	Unfortunately, the house looked dark. Nevertheless, he climbed the steps and knocked on the door. He stood exposed under the burning porch light.

	Knock! Knock!

	No one answered. He looked around nervously.

	Knock! Knock!

	Still, no one answered. The interior light didn’t come on either. No one approached the door.

	Knock! Knock! Nothing. “Now what do I do?” he asked.

	The answer was obvious... he walked.

	William reluctantly returned to the street and started off down the sidewalk. This was going to be difficult in these heels. CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! They were really straining his feet and he had almost two miles to go in them. It was also going to be nerve-wracking given how he was dressed. He really felt exposed with the short coat barely covering the tops of his stockings. What’s more, he needed to pass through the heart of campus. That meant people.

	“Why can’t anything go right this night?” he wondered.

	William kept walking. His heels echoed off the roughhouses on either side of the deserted street.

	CLICK!clickclick CLICK!clickclick CLICK!clickclick His poor toes felt crushed. His arches burned. He would have removed the shoes, but he feared that any loss of femininity made him easier to spot.

	He kept walking.

	CLICK!clickclick CLICK!clickclick CLICK!clickclick

	A few blocks later, William turned the corner. From here, it was a straight six-block shot to his apartment.

	Unfortunately, this part of town was super busy. This street, which bordered the North edge of campus, included bars, restaurants, clubs and other shops. The area was known as “the strip” and it was the center of the university galaxy. He couldn’t avoid it though, not without traveling through dark alleys which didn’t seem like a good idea given the way he was dressed.

	William stopped at the top of the street and nervously watched the crowds of people moving from shop to shop, bar to bar. There were soooo many of them. They were everywhere.

	“And I’ll bet I know half of them,” he thought. “What if someone sees me?” asked his fears.

	“You’ll be fine. No one will have any idea who you are,” countered his rational mind.

	“It’s not them spotting who I am that worries me, it’s them spotting

	what I am.”

	“And what are you?”

	William glared at the question. “This is not the time for self-discovery. Let’s focus on the task at hand.”

	He watched the pedestrian traffic. This was going to be difficult. He reminded himself though that both Sandy and the Professor told him he looked passable as a girl, not just like a guy in a dress. And those guys who walked past him at the car earlier thought he was a woman too. Daisy spotted him, but only after seeing his driver’s license. Maybe he was passable?

	“See, you’ll be fine,” he told himself. He wasn’t buying it.

	William was convinced he couldn’t pass for a girl. Why? Because every time he looked in the mirror, he still saw himself. Besides, he

	had no wig and he doubted the “hat fix” really worked. “I’m going to get spotted,” he declared.

	Then he remembered someone telling him that guys in drag weren’t uncommon on the strip and weren’t that big of a deal anymore. So maybe even if he was spotted, it wouldn’t matter?

	William shook his head doubtfully. “If I get spotted, it’s going to be trouble.”

	“What kind of trouble?” demanded his rational mind.

	William wasn’t sure, but he knew it would be bad. He didn’t want people knowing he dressed like a woman.

	That would be embarrassing. “Besides, they burned witches and heretics once... someone might get the idea of starting again.”

	Either way, standing here was not the answer. He started walking. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	Slowly but surely, William made his way into the crowd. At first, this was a terrifying experience. Every face seemed to stop and examine him. All eyes looked him up and down. Did they know? They had to know! Why else would they all stare at him so closely?! He kept his head down.

	Yet, no one pointed. No one laughed. No one screamed, “It’s a man!” No one even lingered looking at him, except for a couple guys now and then who stared at his crotch or his legs – which filled him with shame and unfortunately kept him rock hard; somehow the panties held though.

	He kept walking. No one said anything. “No one seems to know!” he told himself.

	Tremendous relief filled him, though it was tempered by a natural caution. Still, he was becoming more and more certain that he would make it home unmolested... so to speak.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He passed a bar and no one laughed.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He passed a restaurant. No one said a thing.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He passed a club and no one came racing out with a torch!

	William got braver. Now he raised his head and scanned the crowd coming at him. More eyes met his, but still nothing bad happened. He was doing it! He was passing himself off as a woman!

	“This isn’t so hard,” he told himself.

	Then he saw him. It was his friend Ryan. Ryan was coming right at him as part of a large group of young men. Terror filled William. All of his senses turned to escape. He needed to flee!

	“I can’t let him see me!” he squealed inside his head.

	William struggled to focus. He wasn’t thinking clearly. His brained screamed to run away in the other direction as fast as he could on his tall heels. That would be a mistake, however, and he knew it. If he did that, he saw himself knocking people over – possibly being knocked over himself – drawing everyone’s attention to himself.

	What’s more, he knew that if he tried to run, his penis would escape the tiny panties and would pop out the bottom of his coat and then disaster would ensue.

	No. He needed another plan.

	Before William could even begin to think of another plan, however, his body started moving. He was headed right for the entrance of a club he had never visited before. It was called the Kitty Club.

	“Good idea!” he exclaimed.

	William dashed through the door and into the darkened club. Now he was safe.

	—o— Or not.

	William moved swiftly past the front desk and into the club. He was looking for a booth or somewhere hidden he could stick himself until he was sure Ryan and his friends had moved on and were no longer out front to catch him. The club itself was dark, which suited William well. The music seemed to be seductive jazz, which William found strange given that most of the clubs on this street played electronic music. He hadn’t looked around at the clientele yet as he was focused on looking for cover.

	He was just passing a darkened table.

	“Oh my! If it isn’t William!” called out a familiar voice. “And look at how he’s dressed.”

	William winced. “Oh no,” he told himself.

	It was Caroline, his ex-girlfriend. He had been caught.

	William reluctantly turned to face her. She sat at a secluded table with a female friend; he didn’t know her.

	He couldn’t believe how bad his luck was to run into Caroline. “Of all the clubs in this stupid town, how can she be here?” he asked despondently.

	“I see you’ve given up on being male finally. I guess that makes sense, given your tiny dickette,” said Caroline smugly. She had him by the balls and they both knew it.

	“Hi, Caroline. Nice to see you again,” said William as calmly as he could. He pretended to look at a watch, even as he wasn’t wearing one. “Well, it’s been fun, but I need to run home.”

	“Hold it!” snapped Caroline.

	William bit his lip. This could get ugly. He and Caroline hadn’t parted on the best of terms.

	“First of all, you’re not leaving without permission,” said Caroline. This made the other young woman giggle. “Not unless you want me telling the world about my cross-dressing, small-dicked ex. And I’m not giving permission for you to leave until I have a chance to figure out what you’re doing here dressed like that.”

	William looked down at the small coat and the heels below. “This old thing?”

	“That old thing.” “But—”

	“Besides, I don’t think you want to leave yet because your good friend Ryan just came through to door.”

	William spun around. His jaw dropped. Sure enough, Ryan and his friends had entered the club and taken the first table by the door.

	There was no way William would be able to get past him without being seen. “It never rains, it pours,” said William, who couldn’t believe that his luck just kept getting worse. He ducked down. “You’ve got to hide me!”

	Caroline let out a loud laugh.

	“Please, Caroline. What if he sees me?!”

	“Then you’ve got some explaining to do,” said Caroline dismissively. “Will you be serious?!”

	“Why are you hiding from Ryan? Doesn’t he know about your, uh, sartorial choices?”

	“I’d rather not talk about it.” “Oh, but I would.”

	“I wouldn’t.”

	“I don’t think you have much choice in the matter,” said Caroline. She turned to her friend. “William and I dated earlier this year. He was great at keeping secrets from me, including the fact he liked to flirt with other girls in clubs.” She then looked his clothes up and down. “Apparently, he had even more secrets than I knew.”

	William pointed to a darker corner. “I think I’m going to go sit quietly over there. It’s been nice, Caroline.

	We should do lunch sometime.” He started to step away from her table.

	“Hold it.”

	William knew this was trouble. He stopped.

	“Did you really think I was going to pass up this chance to have a little fun with you? You’ve handed yourself to me on a silver platter. Am I just supposed to ignore that?”

	“You could,” suggested William. “Whatever, skirt boy.”

	William’s shoulders slumped. He was trapped once again. “What do you want?”

	“Well, you always liked to flirt behind my back, why don’t you flirt right where I can see it this time. You, girlfriend, are going to go over there and give your friend Ryan a lap dance,” said Caroline.

	William’s jaw dropped. “What?! Are you insane?!” Caroline laughed.

	“I can’t do that! ” “You can.”

	William shook his head. “I can’t!”

	Caroline leaned across the table toward him. “If you don’t do what I say, I’m going to march right over there and tell him who you are. Do you want me to do that, flirt?”

	All the color left William’s face. It was clear to him that she was serious. To her, this whole thing was a joke, a chance for a little payback for whatever crimes she thought he had committed. To him, it was life and death. And that meant he couldn’t let her tell Ryan. “You can’t!”

	“I can.”

	“You can’t!”

	“Try me.”

	“Caroline! ” whined William.

	“Skirt boy! ” whined Caroline in response, using the identical tone to mock him.

	“But he’s going to spot who I am!”

	Caroline shook her head. “No, he’s not. He’ll never figure out who you are. For one thing, strangely, you do

	look like a woman. You really do. That explains so much. And with the makeup and everything, he’s not going to recognize you.

	Moreover, it’s dark... he’s a guy... he’s only going to see the legs, the breasts, the lips. He’s not going to see you as anything other than ‘hey, a woman!’ You’ll be fine. The only people who will ever know will be you and me. It will be our little secret, one I’m going to enjoy knowing.”

	“I will not be fine!” “You will be.”

	“I won’t! He’ll spot me the moment he sees me!”

	Caroline rolled her eyes. “You are so paranoid for someone who decided to dress like a woman and venture out in public. Why are you even wearing a dress if you’re so afraid everyone will see you?”

	“This wasn’t my choice! ” hissed William. “Whatever, skirt boy.”

	He hung his head. Caroline was never one to back down and it was clear she wasn’t going to let him go now that she had him in a trap. “What do I need to do?” he asked.

	“Just go over there and give him a lap dance.”

	“Isn’t the club going to be upset about that?” asked William. “Not this club. They expect it.”

	William looked around the room. The room was dark and there were couples and groups scattered at various tables. Some people seemed to move from table to table. Beyond that, he didn’t really see anything to indicate what kind of club it was. He would need to take Caroline’s word for it; getting thrown out might prove embarrassing.

	William glanced at Ryan. This was going to be super humiliating.

	“What if he doesn’t want one?” he asked.

	Caroline snickered. “What guy isn’t going to want a lap dance?” William bit his lip.

	“Good grief,” said Caroline. “It’s just a dance. It’s not like you’re going to suck his equipment. Just go do it and be done with it. How can you wanna be a girl and yet be so embarrassed to be a girl?”

	“I don’t want to be a girl—”

	“You’re wearing the right clothes.” Caroline leaned back and folded her arms. “It’s time to dance.”

	William cringed. This was a nightmare.

	 

	
Chapter Ten: “Dance!”

	—o—

	William swung his hips as he approached his friend Ryan. Not only did it make walking in heels easier, but he was hoping to draw Ryan’s attention to his hips and away from his face. He felt like a fool doing this though, and he knew it would be all the worse if Ryan caught him.

	“The more feminine I am, the less likely I am to get caught,” he reminded himself.

	Click. Click. Click.

	He moved slowly, seductively.

	Click. Click. Click.

	This was truly nerve-wracking. Was he really going to give his best friend a lap dance? What a humiliating thought! Even worse, despite the embarrassment of all of this, he was finding that it was turning

	him on and his manhood was trying its best to grow hard. Fortunately, the chastity device would keep it from showing.

	“Who would have guessed I’d be happy about that thing?” he thought.

	He could feel his balls swishing around in the panties.

	Click. Click. Click.

	He was close to Ryan’s table now. He still hadn’t quite worked out what to say. He hoped something came to him when the moment arrived.

	Click. Click. Click.

	Ryan now noticed him approach, as did several of his friends. He sat with about five other young men. They were watching him... looking him up and down, admiring his seductive walk and his figure. No doubt, some were imagining, incorrectly, what he had just beneath the coat. This added to Ryan’s unwanted excitement and his penis tried even harder to grow erect.

	Click. Click. Click.

	He was only a step or two away now. He and Ryan had focused on each other and locked their eyes.

	“Well, hello,” said Ryan. “And who might you be?”

	William opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He decided that might be for the better. Talk was overrated anyways. So he placed one leg on each side of Ryan’s legs and he lowered himself as he had seen other women do by gyrating himself downward.

	“Oh wow,” said the surprised Ryan. “All right.”

	William did his best to mimic the lap dances he had seen, both of them... from movies. He raised his arms above his head and shimmied his body. He wiggled his hips and breasts.

	Wiggle wiggle!

	Ryan leaned back and put his arms by his sides, though one actually crept to his lap and unzipped his pants without William noticing.

	Meanwhile, William moved in closer and shifted his body back and forth, shaking his breasts as best he could. Fortunately, as he was still wearing the pink coat, Ryan had no way to tell that they weren’t real.

	Wiggle wiggle!

	William shifted left and then shifted right, lowering himself even more as he did. Suddenly, he felt something solid pushing up into him. It felt like a tube of some sort and it contacted his testicles right through the panties and was pushing up against them. It could be only one thing!

	“Oh my God! His dick is touching me!” squealed William inside his head.

	Ryan smirked, which made William shudder.

	William wanted to look down to see what it was, but he knew he couldn’t see it, not without stepping away and he didn’t want to do that and have Caroline accuse him of somehow not doing what she wanted.

	“Stay calm! Stay calm! ” he told himself.

	William moved back and forth, and with each shift of direction he felt the hard object slide along the slick panties that encased his penis and his balls. He felt sick. He felt emasculated. Yet, at the same time, that feeling and the embarrassing thought of what this was unexpectedly turned him on and made his already hard erection

	throb. William prayed that no one ever found out about this. He also tried to tell himself not to think of it as a penis.

	“You don’t know what it is,” he told himself. “It could be a wallet or anything. All you know is that it’s just a

	‘hard object.’ Think of it as a ‘hard object,’ not anything else!”

	That wasn’t going to work. Still, he tried, and he kept dancing.

	William leaned forward and basically shoved the fake breasts into Ryan’s face.

	Wiggle wiggle!

	He heard Ryan moan and felt the ‘hard object’ push even harder against him.

	“How did he get it out of his pants?” William wondered. “Maybe I’m wrong? Maybe it’s not that at all?”

	“What is it then?” countered his brain. “Do you really think he’s got a flashlight in his pocket?”

	William tried not to think about it. Just then something else occurred to him. He had no idea how to end this dance!

	“Do I just stop?”

	“You’re amazing!” exclaimed Ryan. “What’s your name?”

	William had no idea how to answer that, so he didn’t. He continued saying nothing. Instead, he smothered his friend again with his fake breasts as he tried to think of an ending. He could come up with nothing though. So he simply shrugged his shoulders and stepped away. He had no idea what else to do. He then turned and walked back to Caroline’s table.

	The dance was over.

	—o—

	“That was awesome,” said Caroline with a laugh as William returned. Her friend was giggling.

	“Can I please go now?” asked the humiliated William. His testicles felt dirty from being touched by the thing.

	Before Caroline could say another word, however, Ryan appeared behind William. He had followed William back to the table when William walked away. He was smiling like a shark. His friends were watching intently from their table. Clearly, they all assumed Ryan would be going home with this mystery girl.

	“Hey there, beautiful. What was that about?” he asked. William froze. He was terrified.

	Caroline, on the other hand, cocked her head to one side and looked around William at Ryan. “It was nothing. A passing fancy. Thanks for dropping by, but we want to be alone now.”

	“That was nothing?” asked Ryan incredulously. “Yes, it was.”

	“Hardly,” said Ryan.

	“Yes, it was,” repeated Caroline. “Spur of the moment. Meant nothing. Nothing to see here. Move along.”

	“I want to hear that from your friend, not you.”

	William tensed up. He kept his back to Ryan and clenched his jaw. He desperately wanted Ryan to go away.

	He hoped Caroline could drive him away. She was surprisingly good at driving men away.

	“Hearing it from me is all you’re going to get,” said Caroline coldly. “So, leave.”

	“I don’t accept that.”

	“You really should,” warned Caroline.

	Ryan put his hand on William’s shoulder. “What do you think? You tell me that was nothing!”

	“Scram, bud,” said Caroline. “I’m not talking to you.”

	“Well, I’m talking to you, so beat cheeks.”

	“Like these?” asked Ryan and he clamped his hands on William’s butt cheeks beneath his short pink coat.

	William’s eyes shot open and he jumped to try to get away from the intruding hands, but he had nowhere to go as he was effectively pinned between the table and Ryan. When he didn’t run, Ryan spun him around and firmly planted his lips on William’s! His friend’s lips were warm and wet.

	William cringed. He was being kissed by a boy!

	“Stop, Ryan!” came a new feminine voice.

	William looked up and saw Sandy pushing Ryan back from him. She wore the same dress as earlier, but had removed her blonde wig.

	She had an angry expression on her face. She was also flanked by her two friends.

	“How do you know my name?” demanded Ryan.

	“I know everything about you, Ryan,” said Sandy. She stepped forward and grabbed his crotch hard. Ryan winced and doubled over. “Like, I know how you unzipped your pants when my friend

	started dancing. And I know something else too.” As she said this, she squeezed his testicles even tighter.

	Ryan’s friends all visibly winced and shuddered and looked pained. “Let go!” gasped Ryan.

	“Like I was saying, I know something else you don’t... something that’s going to haunt your dreams. See, my

	friend isn’t what she appears. She’s a he. That’s right, you’ve been rubbing your dick up against another male and then you kissed him. Now, unless you want all your friends knowing about that, then I suggest that you go back to your table, pay your bill, and leave.”

	William was stunned. Not only was he stunned that Sandy had told Ryan he was male, but he was even more stunned at her tone. He’d never heard her being so dominant before. It was rather intimidating.

	Meanwhile, Ryan winced and gasped. He struggled to speak. “Is that a yes?” asked Sandy. She twisted his sack.

	“Yes,” wheezed Ryan.

	“Good,” said Sandy and she let go of his balls. Then she waved at his friends, who all laughed to each other.

	Ryan limped back to his table as best he could.

	Sandy then turned to Caroline. “As for you, it’s time you left too. And you better not ever tell anyone a word about what happened here tonight. If you do,” said Sandy and she leaned close to Caroline and whispered something in her ear. All the color left Caroline’s face. She then grabbed her purse and scrambled to the exit with her friend in tow.

	“What did you tell her?” asked William.

	“Something she didn’t want to hear, I guess.”

	William smiled. Sandy had saved him. “Thanks,” he said.

	Sandy smiled back at him. “Nobody messes with my slave without my permission. Let’s give them a minute to pay their bill and then I’ll give you a ride home,” said Sandy.

	William agreed. It seemed his adventure was finally over.

	 

	
Chapter Eleven: “How Do We Make This Thing Work?”

	—o—

	“Well, thanks for the ride home,” said William when he entered the apartment, followed by the three young women. He wanted to get away from them as quickly as possible. He also wanted to get out of these girl’s clothes.

	He had had enough for the night, that was for sure. “Goodnight.” “Where do you think you’re going?” asked Sandy.

	“Uh... bed.”

	Sandy shook her head. “I thought I told you to stay at home.” “I needed to see my professor. I told you that.”

	“Yes, but I told you to leave my clothes at home.” She turned to her friends. “William, it turns out, wears my clothes when I’m not around. I caught him this evening and told him not to wear my clothes out of the apartment until we could work something out. Apparently, he doesn’t listen either.”

	William visibly shrank. It was obvious that he had been caught in feminine finery, but it still made him feel small that Sandy had told her friends directly that he wore her clothes. It seemed naughtier when spoken aloud.

	“I’m sorry,” said William. “No, you’re not.”

	“Oh yes, I am. Trust me. I wish this night had never happened.”

	“Well, it did. And you will need to be punished for violating the only rule I’ve given you—”

	“Punished?! ”

	“Yes, punished. That’s what happens when slaves break rules.”

	William folded his arms annoyedly. “For someone who agrees that the word ‘slave’ is harsh, you sure use it a lot.”

	“And I’m going to use it more,” said Sandy. She raised her legs behind her, one at a time, and slipped off her high-heeled mules. This was no small feat either in the long, tight dress she wore. When she had both removed, she shoved them into William’s arms. “Take these to my bedroom and put them away... slave. After that, go make us some drinks and maybe get some chips or something.”

	William looked down at the funky but sexy shoes; they were still warm from her feet. He felt super embarrassed that she had done this to him in front of her two friends; they were smirking at him. It made him feel particularly subservient. He couldn’t fight it though.

	“Uh, ok—”

	“‘Yes, Ma’am’,” Sandy corrected him.

	William blushed even more. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. “I’ll get your drinks after I change.”

	“Oh no. You’re not changing.”

	“I’m at least going to remove these heels. My feet are killing me.”

	Sandy shook her head. “No.” “But—”

	“You’re going to wear the heels and the rest. You wore them out of the house against my orders; you will keep wearing them now. And if you give me any more trouble, you’ll be sleeping in them!”

	The two young women giggled, which made hot shame wash over William. He didn’t respond though; he wasn’t going to win this, so he just bit his tongue and stared at Sandy unhappily.

	“Get a move on, girlfriend,” said Sandy when he didn’t move. “Yes, Ma’am,” said William and he reluctantly started moving. She then slapped William on the butt to send him off.

	William involuntarily jumped away from her hand. He also instantly felt his penis trying to become erect inside the device when she struck him. As each time before, however, the device prevented him from getting fully hard. This was becoming an embarrassment, that a woman had managed to take away his erections! Not to mention, all of this had made him horny and if he couldn’t get hard, he couldn’t get relief. It was like torture! How was he going to release his bubbling tension if he couldn’t play with himself?

	Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it.

	So he tottered off to Stacy’s bedroom to return the mules to her closet. It felt naughty somehow to hold them.

	Men don’t normally touch women’s shoes, nor do they return them to their place in a woman’s closet for them. Just knowing where they went felt like an admission of his emasculation.

	William sighed. “Is this my future?”

	—o—

	After putting Sandy’s mules away, William went to their kitchen and prepared drinks for the young women.

	He heard them in the living room giggling, laughing and commenting about how nice it was to own their own boy.

	Apparently, Sandy intended to share him. “Hurry up,” called Sandy as he worked.

	“I’m going as fast as I can in these stupid clothes,” he responded. “Well, move faster. We want our drinks.”

	“Plus, we want you to entertain us,” said one of the young women. “Entertain you? How?” asked William.

	“We’ll figure something out,” called Sandy with a laugh. “Really?” asked William unhappily.

	“Yes, really.”

	William finished the drinks and carried them out to the living room where the girls were playing some sort of guessing game involving male body parts. Sandy’s friends had removed their heels, as had Sandy obviously, leaving William as the only one left wearing heels. William didn’t know why this bothered him, but it did. It made him feel especially femininely weak.

	He passed out the drinks.

	“So how are you going to entertain us?” asked Melanie, a blonde in a red dress and tan stockings.

	“I dunno,” said William indifferently.

	“How about a dance then?” suggested Melanie. She looked at the other girl Brenda and Sandy for approval.

	Both nodded their heads.

	“Yeah, dance for us,” agreed Sandy.

	William grimaced, though he realized this could be worse. Nothing could be more embarrassing than the lap dance he did earlier, could it? So he started shaking his hips back and forth hoping to get this done and over with immediately. It wouldn’t be that easy, however.

	“Hold on! Hold on!” exclaimed Sandy. William stopped. “What?”

	“What kind of dance is that?” “I don’t know, a dance dance.”

	“Well, it stinks. Do something sexy. I want you to do that lap dance you did for your friend Ryan again,” said Sandy. Then she looked around until she suddenly smirked. “And do it on the coffee table.”

	William furrowed his brow. “You’re kidding.” “Nope.”

	“In these heels?”

	“You’re not taking off the heels.”

	William grunted his displeasure, which only made the girls giggle.

	“He should strip too,” said Brenda. She wore a tiny silver club dress. Her club shoes, with their massive platform heels, stood next to her chair. Her makeup was a little “loud.”

	“Strip?!” gasped William.

	“Yeah, and play with yourself,” added Melanie.

	William glared at Sandy. “Are you going to allow this?!”

	Sandy snickered that William apparently already considered her the ultimate authority in the room. She then shrugged her shoulders. “You can’t fight the crowd,” she said. “Just strip off your panties and the coat maybe and then play with yourself as you dance.”

	William exhaled his frustration. “You want me to stand on that table and jerk myself off for you and your friends?!”

	“Don’t forget the dance part.”

	“‘Don’t forget the dance’?! I’m not jerking myself off for you!” exclaimed William.

	“Why not?”

	“Why not?! Because that would be super embarrassing!”

	Sandy rose from her chair and marched over to William. “I don’t think you’re getting this whole ‘slave’ thing, William. You don’t really have a choice in any of this. If I tell you to do something, you do it.” As she said the word “it,” she grabbed his crotch, expecting to find her hand holding the second set of balls it had held that night.

	She intended to give him a good squeeze to remind him who was in charge. Instead, she found the cold metal of his chastity device. Her hand instinctively pulled back. Her eyes grew really large.

	“What was that?” she demanded. “It’s nothing.”

	“Nothing my butt! Take off the coat,” said Sandy. She was already lifting the coat and reaching for his panties to pull them down.

	William backed away.

	She followed. “Let me see!”

	The other two girls stood up and surrounded him. William was trapped. And a moment later, Sandy ripped away his thong panties, pulling them down to the middle of his thighs. His penis, in its metal prison, came into full view.

	The three young women gasped.

	William saw the ravenous looks appear in their eyes, and he swallowed hard. “Now let’s be reasonable,” he said cautiously.

	The next thing William knew, they were wildly pawing at the device, trying to open the locks, tugging away and otherwise treating this like the ingenious puzzle that it was which let them tantalizingly close to treasure but ultimately stood in their way. They wanted through it by any means necessary.

	“Hey, don’t pull on that,” he squealed as Melanie tried ripping it off.

	“Those are mine!” he yelled as Brenda tugged on his exposed testicles.

	“Stop!” he kept repeating.

	Nobody was listening. They kept yanking and twisting, trying to open the device or remove it. Finally, it became clear that the device wasn’t moving. So Sandy stopped the other girls from continuing to tug on it.

	“Who put this here?” she asked in her most interrogative tone. “It was the Professor.”

	Sandy looked at him skeptically. “And why would this ‘professor’ do that?”

	“I don’t know. She just did.”

	“‘Oh look what just fell off the shelf and landed on your manhood. What a shame I can’t take it off!’” said Sandy mockingly. She then glared at him. “What was her reason? You know. Tell us!”

	William blushed. “She said she wanted it to remind me who was in charge.”

	Sandy furrowed her brow and pursed her lips. “Well, it’s in the way of my fun. Take it off.”

	“I can’t.”

	“Can’t or won’t?!” she snapped. “Can’t. Trust me, I would if I could.”

	“This professor slapped this little cage on your junk and she didn’t give you a way to take it off? What if there’s an emergency?” demanded Sandy in that way she had of coming up with off-kilter ideas.

	William looked momentarily confused. “What kind of emergency?”

	“I don’t know. A fire. A weasel gets up in there. Your thingie has an attack of some sort and needs resuscitation or those heart paddle things.”

	William raised an eyebrow. Was Sandy possibly insane, he wondered?

	“The point is, you claim she left you no way to take this off?” William nodded his head.

	“What if you need to take it off?!”

	“Trust me, I need to take it off, but she didn’t give me any way to do that.”

	Sandy glared at the device. Then she looked at her friends. “If we can’t take this thing off, then we need to find some other way to have our fun!” She looked at William. “I’m rather disappointed that you let some ‘professor’ lock away my property.”

	“I’m sorry,” said William nervously and he was suddenly glad Sandy had no access to dynamite.

	Meanwhile, Sandy huddled with her friends. William watched nervously. They were speaking quickly, laughing occasionally, and periodically glancing at him. He wished he knew what they were talking about.

	Then they were upon him.

	Sandy launched herself at William. The other two young women followed suit. In a flash, they had him on the ground, kicking and screaming as they tickled him all over his body. Sandy worked on his chest. Melanie worked his rear and played with his balls, which hung freely beneath the device. And Brenda tickled his exposed feet through his high-heeled sandals.

	It was unbearable.

	It was also an amazing turn on. William’s penis shot to attention... well, it tried anyways. It was as hard as it could get inside the device. It was even shooting out minor amounts of his juices in preparation for what it hoped to be a successful erection and ejection. He could not orgasm though... and that was the problem.

	“I think he’s getting there,” called out Sandy.

	“He’s not hard yet,” said Melanie, but it looks like he’s trying. “It’s thicker!”

	William tried desperately to push the young women away to stop them tickling him, but he could do nothing.

	The three of them were simply too much. He was at their mercy, and mercy was in short supply.

	The young women stepped up their efforts.

	William was laughing uncontrollably now. He almost peed himself, in fact.

	“Is he hard yet?” asked Brenda.

	“No,” replied Melody frustratedly. “I think the thing is stopping him from getting hard.”

	“Please stop!” gasped William.

	“How do we make you squirt?!” demanded Sandy. She was hovering over his head and looking straight down into his eyes.

	“I don’t know! I swear I don’t!”

	“Wait! I have an idea,” exclaimed Sandy.

	Sandy rose to her feet and scurried off to her bedroom. She came back a minute later with a small thin device which the other girls recognized right away as a vibrator. She was coating it with lube as she approached.

	“Spin him over,” she said.

	William started to shake his head, but quickly found himself spun onto his belly by the two young women.

	They had even lifted him up and bent him over a throw pillow which rested on the floor.

	“Please don’t!” he pleaded.

	Sandy wasn’t listening. Instead, she crouched down right next to him and spread his butt cheeks with her hand. Then she placed the vibrator right against his hole. William could feel its sticky coldness.

	An instant later, she slid it inside him. As before, he felt the pressure and some pain as it entered. The pressure grew as it dove deeper. And then, the pressure evaporated as it pushed its way into a cavern of some sort. Memories of the Professor’s handiwork flashed through his mind, and William worried that he might explode again as he did before.

	That would be bad. Not only would it be embarrassing, but it would encourage the girls to continue!

	“Can you please take that ouuuuuuuu—?”

	His protestation was cut off when Sandy turned the vibrator on.

	Rrrrrrrrrrr! It purred.

	William’s insides shook and vibrated like a house in an earthquake. His nerves were firing all over the place sending wave after wave of pleasure shooting throughout his body. His penis jumped to attention, slamming into its prison walls. It could get no harder. That didn’t mean nothing was happening though. Pressure was building deep inside himself. A rhythm was building too. He was actually going to explode.

	“No!” he thought. “Don’t you dare! Don’t you give these crazy girls any encouragement!”

	It wasn’t going to be up to him though.

	William’s teeth chattered. His eyes crossed. His chest heaved. His whole body shook. He was so close. It was so strong he actually thought he might want it... might need it.

	“Fine! Take me,” he thought. “Dang it!” said Sandy.

	She shut off the vibrator and yanked it from William’s rear. All of the amazing feelings coursing through William stopped cold. The rhythm ended. This was like hitting a brick wall.

	“That didn’t work,” added Sandy sadly.

	There was silence as William found himself wishing she had kept it running only a few seconds more. He even thought of asking her to do so, but he knew that would be a mistake. It was best they think that making him squirt was impossible. That was the only way to escape his fate as their plaything.

	“Do you think he’s telling the truth?” asked Brenda.

	“If not, he’s a heck of an actor,” said Melanie and she grabbed the cage, shook it and sort-of tossed it, making his penis jerk to the right, but ultimately not going anywhere.

	“What do we do now?” asked Brenda.

	“Hmm,” said Sandy. “I don’t know. If he can’t get hard, then he can’t squirt.”

	“Can you imagine a boy who can’t get hard?”

	“Yeah, they’re called eunuchs,” said Melanie. She grabbed his exposed testicles. “When are you seeing your professor again?!” she demanded.

	“Next Friday,” said William, who was slowly recovering.

	“Arg!” exclaimed Sandy. “I need to go a whole week with a slave who can’t get hard, who can’t squirt and who can’t even be touched?” She pursed her lips and a very serious look crossed her face. “This will not do.”

	—o—

	William listened nervously as Sandy outlined her proposal. Since they couldn’t remove the device, they decided to create a contest. The first one to make William squirt by any means would get his services as a cross-dressed maid and toy for the whole week. The rules were simple.

	“You can use any method you think is going to work,” said Sandy. “The first one to make him squirt wins.”

	“How often can we try?” asked Melanie. “As often as you like.”

	“Wait a minute, I have things I need to do this week,” said William.

	“You should have thought about that before you let some woman impound your dick... my dick,” said Sandy.

	“But—”

	“This is the price you pay.”

	William bit his tongue. This was going to be a difficult week. Maybe, he should have studied harder.

	The End... For Now.
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