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My Professor Turned Me Into A Sissy

Book 2

Feminization, Crossing Dressing, Genderswap

Note from the Author, this story continues on from here, be sure to catch up on all of the fun!
I felt a lurch in my stomach that was so strange I bent over clutching at my sides. The wave of pain spread throughout my body, from the top of my head to the bottom of my toes. There was one place that things felt especially strange, however, and that would be my cock, specifically my balls. Now, this might have just been because only moments ago I had damn near had my balls torn off by the Professor, but the way that they felt after taking that pill, it was something I had never felt before. It was as if my body was rearranging from the inside out. The Professor grabbed me by the hand and lead me towards the door of the secret room. Even though being able to do something as simple as taking a few steps across the room was something that was near impossible, I managed a few clumsy steps towards the door.

When it opened to a set of steep stairs, I turned the Professor to attempt to say that I didn't think that there was any way that I would be able to make it down. She seemed supremely unconcerned about this, as she held me and let me lean my weight on to her as I slowly made my way down the steps. I was learning that even though the Professor might be capable of causing extreme agony, she was also perfectly capable of being incredibly soft. It was just a juxtaposition that I wasn't used to in a woman, but then again I had never met a woman like Professor Pendle before.

The Professor walked me down into the secret layer, and for a moment everything was dark. She reached her hand out and pulled down a large lever that looked more fitting to be a fire alarm than it would a light switch. There wasn't any light for the first few seconds, just the whirr of electricity stirring to life. And then, one by one with a loud clap the lights flicked on.

The first thing that I noticed is that the space was fucking massive . It must have been the same size as an entire floor of her house, but it was all one room, partitioned off into different segments. I looked around, some of the equipment I recognized from learning about in her class, while other equipment I was quite sure that I had never seen at all in my entire life. There were a few machines that I was damn near positive that she must had to have invented herself. Adding to my perplexity, I noticed that in the corner there was what appeared to be a runway, the kind that you would normally see at a fashion show or a beauty pageant. I decided not to ask her then what that was for, as I had a sneaking suspicion that at some point I would find out whether I wanted to or not. Suffice to say, the more I learned about the professor Pendle the more questions that I had.

She carried me across the length of the laboratory, stopping only when she had reached a large bed, the sort of bed that you might see in a doctors office. Setting me down on it, she made sure that there was a comfy pillow beneath my head as she softly set me down with a smile. Then, without saying a word or losing his smile for a second, she began strapping my arms into restraints that were hidden in the side of the bed. I was so surprised by the sudden display of softness from the Professor, that I didn’t even notice the restraints until after she had already strapped one of my arms down.

There were four cuffs, and one by one the professor moved around me until each limb was securely fastened. I didn't understand, if I had already agreed to whatever this was, then why on earth did she feel the need to cuff me like I was some runaway prisoner?

Reaching up to the low ceiling, I noticed for the first time that there was a device that looked something similar to a vacuum hose resting above me.

It made it all the more humiliating to know that I was totally immobilized and that there wasn't a single thing that I could to prevent her from doing whatever she wanted to do with my body. I could hardly move an inch as it was, and I didn’t have the first clue what might be waiting in store for me.

She moved her hand over my chest, watching my response slowly. Ever so slowly, she traced her hands down to my crotch, until after several long minutes her hand rested squarely over my balls. Whatever it was that that pill had done, my balls seemed even smaller than they had ever been before. They weren't just smaller, they felt as if they were melting away with each passing minute.

This went one for quite a few minutes. By this point, I had lost all track of time, and it wasn't as if there were any clocks in the laboratory. There was just me and the professor. The rest of the world seemed so very far away to me now.

When she had massaged my tiny member until it felt like I was close to the point where I would burst, she would  pause and wait until my body had fully calmed down to resume. After a few times of doing this I felt so desperate for more stimulation that I was practically buckling in my restraints.

"You're ready," she said to me, before producing a tape recorder from her pocket and speaking into it a whir of jargon, only some of which I recognized. Truth be told, I would probably have a much better idea of what it was that she had said had I paid more attention in her class, but if I had done that I wouldn't have been at her house in the first place!

The most that I could gather from all of the things that he was pleased that whatever substance of chemicals that he gave me were able to have an effect on me so quickly. Apparently whatever it was that was happening to me exceeded even her most optimistic expectations. Other than that though, almost every word that she said went straight over my head. When she was done, she snapped off the tape recorder with a click and then slid it back into her pocket. I wanted to ask her just what in the actual fuck was going on, but for some reason, it just seemed so natural for me to lay back and allow him to do as she pleased. Just as she was in class, she seemed so in control,  so sure of herself, as if she was a woman in the midst of doing the exact thing that he was put here in this earth to do. And who was I to stop such a person, so deep in her process?

And so, without there being a word uttered from either of us, she grabbed the weird vacuum looking things from the ceiling and attached each one to either one of my nips. They suckled only enough to stay in place as he set them there but other than that they really didn't feel like much.

"Is... is that all they do?" I asked the Professor. This would be one of the first of several times that I learned that it was always best practice to never, ever challenge the professor when she was working. She flipped a switch and I heard the exhale of the pump above me. The onset was slow, the little heads of the vacuum suckers began increasing their pressure. Now it felt like somebody was sucking on my nipples, and then sucking harder, and harder. It kept going, kept getting stronger and stronger. Now it felt like my nipples were damn near getting sucked up by a straw, and then it only continued to get stronger from there. The suction became so intense that my  pecs were now stretched out towards the ceiling. The pain was starting and only continued to get worse from there. I was close to being lifted off of the bed by my nipples as I watched the transparent tubes of the suckers start to turn milky white. Was that really from me? Was I being... milked?

"I believe you had a question for me,?" Said Professor Pendle in a tone that was so stern and in control that it took me a moment to register that this was the very same woman whom only a few hours before I had considered the nicest person in the entire campus.

"You wanted to know if that was all. Tell me, do you still want to say such a foolish thing to me? Because I assure you, these are only turned onto a mere fraction of their full power. Just say the words, ask me if this is all again, and I'll show you exactly what these pumps are capable of. The idea of them is that the stretch the pectoral tissue so that you are more able to fulfill your function as a sissy"

Oh fuck, if it was really true that these pumps were only partially turned up, then there was no way I wanted to know what full power felt like. The Professor walked over to a table and came back with a small remote device, holding it in front of my face so that I could see little else but the remote. It was very simple in construction, having only an on/off button and a dial that read from 1-10. It was currently at 4.

"Do you know what this device controls?" he asked.

"I... I don't know Profes--" But before I had a chance to finish my sentence she cranked the device up to two notches, from a 4 to a 6. It was amazing that such a small and subtle gesture could have had such a huge impact on my body, as she did this I felt the suction become so strong that I damn near felt like my nipples were going to pop off. This was way worse than the titty twisters, it was pain like I had never felt before in my life. By now my entire torso was lifted off of the bed from the sheer force of suction of my breasts.

"I'll ask you again,. Do you know what this device controls?" Said the Professor, with the exact same tone and phrasing, had he had asked me before he cranked it up two notches.

"IT CONTROLS THE SUCTION Mistress" I blurted out. I was all I could do to keep from bursting into tears, the pain was so unbelievable.

"Do you think it was wise to doubt the technological achievements of my laboratory? Do you still wish to know just what these suction cups are fully capable of?"

"No,! No Professor!" I screamed, the fear in my voice utterly apparent. Lesson learned I was never going to fuck with the Professor again.

Of course, this only had the effect of her not turning up the device and further, but it did nothing to slow down the suction that had writhing on the bed.

"Tell you what," Said the Professor, "why don't you turn it off yourself, since you apparently know so much."

As she said this she set down the device on a small table next to the bed. Now, reaching this probably wouldn't have posed much of an issue if I wasn't tied down, and being lifted into the air by my nipples alone. However, in my current predicament, it was pretty fucking unlikely that I would be able to reach it. However, given that this appeared to be my only possible option of escaping the trap that I was currently in, I had to at least give it a try.

I felt something like Anakin trying to reach his lightsaber when he was hanging upside down in the ice cave, only I didn't have the advantage of being able to use the force on my side. Instead, the only thing I could manage was to pitifully reach, the remote just a few frustrating inches away from my grasp. To make matters worse, the more I had to pull my body towards remote, the more I had to push against the suction, and the worse the pain was. In other words, I was completely and totally fucked.

As if that wasn't bad enough, the Professor stood there watching my struggle, watching me writhe in my powerlessness, clearly taking abject pleasure in my humiliation. I should have been mad, I should have been pissed as hell, but there wasn't any denying that my tiny cock remained just as hard as ever. There was something about her making sure that I damn well knew that she was lord and master over me, that every feeling from the most intense pleasure to the worst of all agonies was solely because that's what she wanted me to feel. She wanted to make sure that there was no doubt in my mind whatsoever that I was her property to do with as she pleased, and nothing more.

"puh... puh-lease." Was all I could spurt out. I was totally humiliated, on the verge of tears, in pain, and only a few unbearable inches away from being able to make the pain in my nipples stop.

"I want to make something very, very clear to you. You are mine. You are a sissy. Not a man, not even a boy. A sissy. You might still be under the impression that you are a person, you have rights, that your opinion matters. That might have been true at one point, but that is true no more. You see, all of those things are for people, they're for human beings. But that isn't you anymore, is it? And why is that?"

I tried my best to get my mouth to move, to be able to form words, but the effect from the suction cup, the fact my body was still changing as the effects of the pill took hold, and the way that the professor was talking to me only served to overwhelm me to the degree that my brain all but short-circuited. The most that I was able to manage was getting my mouth to open, but no words came out. After a second of silence, the Professor looked at me and said only

"Wrong answer."

With this, she cranked the remote up one more notch, setting it up to a seven. There was no controlling myself anymore, all I could do was feel the tears stream down cheeks as I was lifted clean off the table. My pecs had at least doubled in size, a fact that I had no doubt amused the Professor greatly. "I'm your Sissy, sir! I'm your Sissy! For fucks sake make it stop!" I begged. I was no longer capable of pretending that I possess even the smallest modicum of dignity. I had long since been stripped of that. Now I was little more than the Professor's plaything. I was  hers to do with whatever she pleased, and nothing more.

Suddenly, with a single press of a button, all of the pain and sensation from the sucklers stopped. I fell to the bed into a pool of my own sweat. Thank fucking god that was over.

"Tell me again, what are you?" Said the Professor, with his hand still on the button.

I learned my lesson about taking too long to answer a direct question from the Professor.

"I'm your Sissy ! I'm a sissy, mistress!" I blurted out, fear in my eyes that she would once again resume the nipple suction. It would appear however that she was satisfied with my answer because she removed his hand from the button and began stroking my hair with a softness that confused me deeply. How was it that the same woman who was so easily capable of inflicting such pain on me could turn around in an instant and be so sweet and caring? At the time it simply didn't make any sense to me. Who was this strange, strange person?

"Thank you, Professor," I said meekly, trying to say whatever I could that might secure my safety from needing to be taught another lesson again.

She didn't respond, but merely continued stroking my hair.

"It's been a long day, why don't we pick things up tomorrow when the effects of the blue pill have fully had a chance to run their course on your body?"

Even though he phrased it as a question, I knew that he wasn't doing anything but asking me what I thought. She was telling me what was going to happen, because I was hers now.

"Mistress, May I please cum?" I asked, motioning my head down to the four restraints that each limb of mine was still strapped into.

“Oh, that doesn't happen to you anymore. You see, your body had been... altered. Altered in many ways, but the most apparent of them being the way that your body produces much less testosterone. You’re in the process of becoming the perfect sissy now. Why would your body need the function of ejaculating anymore? Don’t be silly.”

Her restating the fact that I was nothing more to her than an experiment, a specimen for her gaze,was  definitely one of the many things on the list of stuff that should have made me feel pissed off but only made me more turned on.

Conversely, you’ll soon find that your rectum will become self lubricating. After all, as a good sissy you are going to need to be prepared to have your ass fucked at any possible moment. I would imagine that the sensation might be quite strange at first, but I have no doubt that over time it will be something that you will become accustomed to, much like the rest of your transformation into the perfect Sissy.”

I was in a whirlwind of emotion with everything that she was saying. Even though my memories of walking over to the Professor's house were only a few hours old, they seemed as if they were a lifetime away from me now. I was changing more and more every second, and as a consequence I was moving further and futher away from what it was that I had once been. Even if I decided that I had changed my mind, that I wanted to go back to the life that I had always known up until that point, I didn’t know if it would be possible. Life as I had known it had changed so much that nothing could ever be the same for me as I once knew it.

Professor Pendle continued on: “That is all you are now, nothing more. There is no school, there is no class. There is no family, no friends, and no college. All of those things are for people, and you're not a person anymore. You are a sissy, and you are ,y property. Tell me, what is it that you're good for in this world?"  He asked me.

"I...I’m a sissy for you, Mistress." I said, my voice cracking with shame. I had never been so reduced in my entire life as I was at that moment. I had been broken in as if I was a peice of livestock.

"Very good. I can see you're learning quickly. Goodnight, Sissy. I'll see you in the morning.”

Without another word, she turned around and walked away, hitting the same light switch on the way out. One by one the lights flicked off, until there was nothing but darkness all around me. I nestled against my restraints, thankful that she had so generously decided to give me a pillow. Even though my mind was racing, my body was so exhausted that hardly a few minutes passed before I was sound asleep.

I don’t know how long it was that I was out for. I fell into a deep slumber that was unlike any other sleep that I had had before. I felt almost as if I was in a cocoon, with my body molding itself into something new. Into something Perfect.

When I woke up, it took me a moment to remember all that happened. At first, I was sure that it must have all been a dream. It was all so outlandish and unbelievable, to think that any of that could ever have actually taken place. I opened my eyes fully expected to be back at my dorm, probably late for class again. However, when my eyes opened I was greeted again with the same opaque blackness that Professor Pendle had left me with when she turned off the lights behind him. Maybe it was just dark in my dorm room I thought to myself, even though I knew that even with the drapes closed all the way my dorm had never been close to this pitch black. I moved my hand to adjust some stray hair that was laying across my face, only to move a few inches before the restraints that still held my limbs reached their end. 

So, I guess it wasn't a dream after all. It was totally real. How the fuck was I supposed to have guessed?

I couldn't tell you how long I laid there like that. My sense of time had been totally shot. I could have been asleep for two hours or twelve, I didn't know the difference anymore. I knew that there was nothing for me to do but wait, wait and try to process some of the many drastic changes that had been made to my life over the last 24 hours.

As I sat there, I began to notice a sensation that at the time was quite odd to me. My pecks felt... full. As if they were  swollen somehow. I couldn't see them of course, but I could feel that they were far, far larger than they had been yesterday. However, there was no way for me to know the extent of the changes to my body until I could actually see just what the hell was going on with me, and that was going to have to wait until whenever it was that the  Professor decided to visit me. Until that point came, I had little choice but to wait there, wondering what sight I would be greeted with whenever it was that I saw myself next.

It occurred to me that she still had a totally normal life to keep up with. She  still had classes to teach, and papers to grade. It was no secret at all that the professor was a very busy woman, perhaps the busiest on campus.

I felt an icy fear grip me. How long would I be stuck here, until the professor found time to come visit me? Professor Pendle had said goodbye, but she never made any indication as to when it was that she would be returning. For all I knew, it could be days before I saw her again.

I tried to calm down, to tell myself that there was no way that the professor was simply going to leave me down here like some sort of long-forgotten science experiment, but what proof did I have that she wouldn't do exactly that? I still had no idea what to expect. I felt so stupid for not simply asking her, if I had only asked then I wouldn't need to worry at all, I could simply just know. I tried to think of games I could play with myself that might help pass the time.

I had become totally dependant on her. I couldn’t move an inch until she decided that I could.

Thankfully it didn’t take too long until I finally heard the sound of the door open to the laboratory. I could make out the silhouette of the Professor against the bright sunlight that came cascading in from behind her. I felt an immense sigh of relief, knowing that she hadn’t left me for good. I could make out that she had something in her hand, but until my eyes adjusted to the sudden brightness there was absolutely no way for me to tell what it was.

She was still in her usual work uniform, a tight fitting dress that showed her curves so much that she may as well have been wearing saran wrap. She was wearing heels that added a few inches to her height, which only served to make her seem even more domineering. After all, she was already an inch or two taller than I was when we were both standing, but with me strapped to the bed it was as if she was towering over me. I finally made out what it was in her hand; she was holding a bright pink dangling set of what I could only assume were anal beads.

“Glad to see that you’re just where I left you.” She said. “Today we’re going to play a little game.”

I gulped as she arrived at the bed, standing over me. She tightened the straps around my legs so that both legs parted from each other in the shape of a V. I was spread eager now, ready to be used in whatever way the Professor deemed fit.

TO BE CONTINUED

Can’t wait for even more steamy stories? You don’t have to! Check out

Sissy Academy Book 1

Sissy Academy Book 2
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