

Callie Lockheart


My Professor Turned Me Into A Sissy

Book 3

Feminization, Crossing Dressing, Genderswap
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Note from the Author, this story continues on from here, be sure to catch up on all of the fun!

Thankfully, I didn't take too long before I heard the sound of the door open up. The light was blinding at first, and all I could see was the unmistakable silhouette of Professor Pendle. I breathed a sigh of relief, so she had come again.

 I knew that the thought was silly; after all, I was in her house of all places. How would she possibly even be able to abandon me? And yet, I would be lying if I said that there wasn't just a little bit of relief in actually seeing her again in the flesh. A few more moments passed before I heard the now familiar sound of the light switch being turned on, followed by a loud clap of each row of lights coming on, sending illumination over every nook and cranny of the laboratory. Pendle approached slowly, her eyes glued to me as she came closer.

Once he was within a few feet, she whipped out her tape recorder and began making quick notes to herself. Again a lot of what she was saying went straight over my head, but from tone, it sounded like she was pretty pleased with how everything was going. She paused in the middle of one of her sentences and walked over to me, placing his hand out and squeezing my boob with it. I was surprised at the sudden realization that I actually had boobs now. Whatever it was that she was doing to me, it was working.

"Tell me, Jessica, how do your breasts feel this morning?”

It took me a moment to register that this was my name now.

“A bit swollen, and strange, mistress.” I responded. Not knowing what else to say, I decided that it would be best if I simply opted to tell the truth.

“I’m sure.” Came her response. “Today is going to be a day where we are going to, how should I put this… stretch your limits a bit.”

I didn’t know exactly what it was that she was implying when she said this, but I have a feeling that I was soon going to find out.

“Tell me Jessica, have you ever felt a cock inside of you?”

I was taken aback by her question. Up until I had walked to Pendle’s house, I had never considered myself anything other than a straight dude. I had never had so much as a finger in my butt before, let alone an entire cock.

“I… uh, can’t say that I have. Professor.” I responded back meekly, wondering what my fate for the day was going to be.

She didn't respond right away, other than the brief flash of a smile before she resumed her austere demeanor. I had a feeling that the smile was because she could tell that there was an authentic desperation in my voice, and perhaps just a little bit of wanting curiosity as well. 
“Well, I’m sure than an astute little sissy like you is well aware of the fact that I am not in possesion of a cock. Thankfully, science is there to lend a hand.”

As she said this, she lifted up her dress, and for the first time I saw what she had been concealing between her legs the entire time.

It was a strap-on. The way that it was positioned, the dildo that she had attached rested flatly against her thigh and so it was totally invisible. I wondered to myself if she had worn the damn thing the entire day, even while teaching her courses. My, Pendle really was the kind of woman who could keep you guessing.

“Is… Is that for me?” I asked her, my eyes gazing wide at the strapon cock. It was bright pink, and far larger than my cock.

“It is indeed. On your stomach. Now.” Came the response from the Professor.

Without a second thought I did as I was commanded. Now my head was buried in the cot that she had arranged for me. I was vulnerable and exposed, knowing that she was staring straight at my backside, hers for the taking.

The first thing I felt was the cold squirt of lube, in a generous portion, being laid upon my crack. I thanked my lucky stars and stripes that the professor had decided to use lube at all.

Next came the warm sensation of her finger, slowly stroking up and down my crack, stopping a little bit every time that her finger grazed against the outside of my butthole. The feeling was strange and forgien, but not totally unwelcome. In fact, the more that she teased me, the more curious I was to know what it would feel like to have her finger inside of me.

She moved her finger in a circle over my asshole, and I let out a long moan. I realized that I had blown my cover, that she know knew I was enjoying it, just like the little sissy slut that I was.

A few more minutes of this and she finally broke me.

“Please, mistress.” I said, my face still buried in the cot.

“What was that?” I heard her say from above.

“Please put into my butt.” I said, defeated.

I wasn't just saying out because I thought it was what he wanted to hear. I was saying it because I needed it to happen. My purpose in life had been reduced, distilled down to the entertainment of the Professor via my sissification and nothing else.  This was all I was good for now, all I could do in this world would be to please Professor Pendle enough for her to bless me by filling up my ass.

"I do like the sound of you begging, but perhaps we should wait until tomorrow, and see just how full you are able to get. What do you think about that?"

The thought of having to wait another full day before my nether region was occupied was almost too terrible to bear. "Please Professor, please don't make me wait that long.  Fuck me, Mistress, I'm begging you. Please." I said, tears starting to form in the corners of my eyes. I needed her to know that I wasn't playing around, I was desperate.

She raised an eyebrow at me, making it clear that something that I had said had piqued his curiosity.

"Really? Is that so? You'll do anything?" She said,

"Yes Mistress, anything at all. Whatever you want, just  fuck my ass. Please."

She stood there with her hand on her chin, lording over me. She was giving off the impression of being in deep thought over what to do to me, but I had a feeling that she knew exactly what she was going to put me through, but was just enjoying watching me squirm under her presence way too much to make anything easy on me.

"I've long since had a theory, one that I've never quite been able to test. You see, science has long since pointed that having an occupancy in the rectum  has a pronounced psychological effect in those who are predisposed to sissy tendencies. Some research even indicates that it may greatly expedite the transformation process.”

I tried to follow the words that she was saying but my mind was a blur with all the sensations that my body was going through.

"I'm not sure that I understand, Professor," I said, honestly.

Then I felt it. Two fingers, up to the hilt, buried in my asshole. The feeling was unlike anything that I had ever felt before in my life. I was simultaneously full, and yet craving so much more.

My eyes went wide. Up until that point, I had never had anything up my ass. I had definitely never had my ass filled, that’s for sure.

The Professor gave me a moment to adjust to the new intrusion in my nether regions. Once she had given me a few moments to take a couple of deep breaths, she started moving her hand back and forth, fucking my ass with her fingers as she did so.

I loud sound, somewhere between a guttural scream and a moan came from my lips. I was paraluzed with how it felt, totally unable to move. The most that I was able to do was to hold on for dear life as I had my asshole filled up for the first time. If this was how two fingers felt, I had no idea what my reaction to her strapon was going to be.

However, I had no doubt at all that I was soon going to find out. I felt the Professor withdraw her fingers, leaving a feeling of empty vacuousness inside of me.

Then I felt it; the silicone tip of her dildo ever so slowly entering into my nether regions.

Just as I thought that she was about to take my booty, she withdrew.

“Before we get to the finally, I think you’ve earned a little bit of foreplay.” I heard her say from behind me.

I didn’t want foreplay, I wanted her to fuck my ass right then and there, but what I wanted didn’t matter. I was however deathly curious to know what exactly it was that Professor Pendle had in store for me.

Thankfully, as it turned out I didn't even need to wait very long to find out, as the Professor walked over to a drawer and opened it. From my vantage point on the table, there was no way for me to see what the contents of the drawer were, something that I'm sure Professor Pendle was totally aware of. After all, she had designed this space, he had planned every inch of it out, and she wasn't going to allow me to see anything unless she had already decided that she wanted me to see it.

She fished through the drawer, pulling out a small black mesh bag. Inside of the bag were several silicone toys, which I would later learn were butt plugs.

You see, I had never actually seen a butt plug in real life before, only occasionally in porn, which I hardly watched anyway. In other words, I was only vaguely aware of the existence of butt plugs, but never before had it occurred to me that one might actually be used on me. I knew that I would be opening myself up to new experiences in college, I just didn't guess that the phrase opening myself up would be so literal.

Professor Pendle arranged all of them so that they were sitting upright on the table in ascending size, from smallest to largest. The smallest one was quite tiny, hardly any bigger than a pinky finger. Each one was about 25 percent larger than the one before it, and there were six plugs in total. The largest was probably about the size of a modest cock.

"I can tell that you've never had anything in your ass before me." said the professor, in her typical knowing tone of voice.

"How do you know that Professor?" I asked her, trying my best to sound bratty instead of terrified. Even though se was completely correct in his assertion, I was a little indignant that she would make the assumption that I was so inexperienced, however accurate that assumption might be.

"Because your asshole is clenched." She said as she stared straight into my exposed man booty. I instinctively want to shut my legs before being reminded that there was no way for me to do so with the restraints that I was still in. I was permanently spread eagled whether I wanted to be or not. The professor seemed to take joy in watching my failure to maintain any modesty in front of her. She gave me a raised eyebrow look as if to say "nice try."

As if all of that wasn't bad enough, it did nothing to stop the fact that the most dignified woman that I knew was currently staring straight at my puckered asshole. I was no stranger to making a complete fool of myself, but this was a level of embarrassment that I wasn't quite accustomed to.

"Relax for me." Said the Professor in a commanding tone of voice that sent my insides into a tizzy. Unfortunately, I found the task of unclenching my ass for her next to impossible to do. I'd never been placed in such a ridiculous scenario, so I suppose that I was totally unprepared for it. The most I was able to do was relax for a second before puckering up again, in effect giving the Professor a wink with my butt.

"Sucks for you. It goes in quite a lot easier when you're able to stay relaxed. Still, I've found that in my years teaching that some students learn by being told, while others...." she stopped for a moment, having slathered the smallest plug in lube, she shoved it into my still clenched ass, sending a yelp of pain cascading out from lips.

"...Whereas others have to learn by experience." Said the professor, finishing her sentence. I squirmed in my restraints, still getting used to the feeling of having my asshole occupied by the cold silicone plug.

I suppose if nothing else I could be thankful for the fact that she had started with such a small plug, but she had made the point well and clear that my holes were her property to do with whatever she pleased. If she wanted a plug in my ass, then a plug was going in. Whatever I thought about the matter was not a factor in the equation.

"You're still clenched. I thought that you said you would do anything to be my sissy. If you've changed your mind, I'm happy to wait until tomorrow to milk you..."

"No, Mistress ! I'll unclench my ass for you! I promise." I blurted out, meekly. It was a horrible mental quandary, the more I focused my thoughts on relaxing my asshole, the harder it became to actually relax. After a few humiliating moments of trying my best under the professors' watchful gaze, I finally started to feel my butthole unclench around the smooth silicone. Sure enough, I found that as soon as I did the sensation was kind of nice. I had never really considered having my rear passage traveled before, if you get my drift, but I was starting to see why some people enjoyed it so much.

"I am going to extract the dilator from you, and when I do so you are going to keep your asshole gaping open, understand?"

"Yes, Mistress,"  I said, having absolutely no idea if I was up for the challenge. The Professor clearly had no intention of making things easy on me, as when she pulled the plug out as he yanked it as if she was attempting to start a lawn mower, pulling the plug clean out without even giving me a heads up beforehand. I tried my hardest to relax, and I felt a strange sensation of having my asshole gaped open.

The Professor seemed very pleased, surprised even, at my success. Truth be told, I was quite surprised too. Maybe I was starting to get the hang of this after all.

This was the first time that I learned that when I was able to meet or surpass the Professors orders, I would be rewarded. In this case, the reward came in the form of him reaching out both hands and massaging my tiny sissy cock, sending waves of pleasure radiating throughout my entire body. To my surprise, this made the plug in my booty feel even nicer than it already had.

With one hand massaging my pathetic cock, the Professor reached with the other and grabbed the second largest plug. The professor wasted no time in shoving the entire plug up my asshole. This plug was a good deal larger than the last, so much so that as it entered into me I let out a sharp intake of breath, gasping as I tried my best to adjust to the new sensation of fullness. Never one to make anything easy, the Professor started twisting the plug. I couldn't even catch my breath with how full I felt.

In her hands, with a single turn flick of wrist, the Professor held the key to agony, pleasure, and everything in between. It was amazing just how much power the alpha woman had over me, and she knew it just as well as I did.

She sat there with a smug grin on his face as I writhed in front of her, clearly desperate for her to  start fucking my ass like the little  sissy slut I was. I had done everything he had asked of me, I had even kept my ass from clenching, I had taken the butt plug like a good little lady, didn't I deserve to be fucked? Didn't I deserve to serve my one and only purpose in this world? To take the artificial bright pink member of the great Professor Pendle. I gave her a long, wanting look in which I tried to convey all of this. My desperation, my lust, my desire to please, my need to have my hole filled.

"Not quite yet." Said the Professor, with her hand still on the dial.

I tried not to show how disappointed I was. I was so close! Why wouldn't she just give me sweet relief?

Without saying another word, she yanked the plug out from me. The feeling of intense emptiness filled me as my body, which had just started to adjust to the feeling of having my ass filled, now had to adjust to the feeling of having an empty ass.

However, it wasn't long that I would have to be stuck with this feeling, as Professor Pendle reached for a new plug, however this time she skipped several sizes, instead of going for the largest plug that she possessed. This time as well she neglected any form of lubrication, shoving it straight in. The only protection I had from it being totally dry was the fact that the inside of my ass still had a healthy coating of lube on it, but otherwise, the plug in my ass was dry as a bone. The feeling of fullness was something that I had never experienced before, and I bucked in my chair struggling against my restraints as I desperately tried to become accustomed to all of the sensation. The feeling was incredible, like a slow orgasm that enveloped me completely from the bottoms of my toes the the top of my scalp.

The professor stood back and watched me, clearing admiring her handiwork, Once again I felt the complex stare of Professor Pendle, whose gaze never failed to make me feel both loved and studied. Now that I had a taste of having my ass filled, all I could think was how good it felt, and how much I not so secretly desired for more. I knew that asking the Professor would very likely only serve to make her decide to have me wait longer until I got to experience what it was that I so desperately desired, so instead.  I did my best to refrain from asking. Although I'm sure that it was somewhat obvious from the stare of pure desire and want that I was giving her.

The professor decided to reward me, stroking her bright pink Dildo in her lube up hands.

Now we're talking.  She removed the largest plug from me, and in one motion buried the first few inches of the dildo in my man butt. A long, a sensual moan came from my lips. Who knew that being  butt fucked would feel so fucking good?

While I was there, totally engulfed in the ecstasy of being fucked in the ass, the Professor continued to slowly work the dildo in my ass.Now, the  sensation  of the getting my ass filled was overwhelming. I let out a yelp, not of pain but of being totally overwhelmed with everything that was happening to my body.

To my surprise, I noticed that whenever the Professor played with the plug filling my ass, the amount of  pressure that was  building my my balls seemed to grow in proportion. I had no doubt at all in my mind that the Professor had also made note of this, given that she seemed to know damn near everything about sissification. Truth be told I had doubted whether or not that's an actual theory that he had or if she just wanted to put something up my butt, but now I realized that she was quite correct in his assertion... or should I say insertion?

The feeling of finally being butt fucked after so much prolonged teasing was too much to describe. It was pleasurable for so many different reasons, the first and most obvious of them being that I desperately needed it. My balls had only gotten more and more swollen as she fucked my booty, and then more swollen still from being made to be a horny  sissy slut by the only woman capable of bringing me to begging and tears with only a few motions.

But my enjoyment of being  taken in my ass was from more than just the physical sensation, the waves of pleasure that it brought me. It was also from knowing that I was serving my purpose, by having it totally reaffirmed that I was nothing more than a piece of meat, nothing more than some property to be owned. I was no longer a student, a man, a human being at all. I was just a means to an end, and it felt so good. It felt good to please the Professor, to see her eyes light up as she watched me getting ass fucked. There was a certain special vicarious pleasure from her satisfaction that was tough to put my finger on, other than to say that I liked it very much.

The professor reached a handout and placed it on my tiny softy cock, gently massaging. I felt myself instantly flex at the sudden sensation of having my cock rubbed, and as I did I was reminded of the dildo still occupying my ass. It was clear that I was loving every second of everything that was being done to me, and this seemed to please the Professor greatly.

I could start to feel the immense pressure that had been tormenting me begin to subside, my balls were starting to feel even more heavier.

"Please... Please Mistress." I mouthed, hardly able to get the word out from my lips at all.

This seemed to pique her interest.

“Please what, sissy?” She asked me, her voice domineering and in control as always.

“Please let me cum, Professor. I’ll do anything!” I said, the desperation clear in my voice. Tears were forming in the corners of my eyes. I had been reduced to the absolute utmost, as I was truly nothing more than a hole that needed to be filled.

She toyed with me, removing the pink dildo from me entirely pressing the tip of it against the rosebud of my butthole, but not putting it in.

"Yes? Is there something you want from me? If so then you'll have to speak up. After all, I'm no mind reader." She said with a smug grin plastered all over her face. I could tell that he was deriving way too much pleasure from playing dumb when she obviously knew exactly what it was that I wanted from him. I reality, she just wanted to hear me say it even louder. She wanted for me to beg to have my butthole filled by her, which unfortunately was exactly what I was prepared to do. So much for being dignified, I guess.

"I... I want it, Mistress." Was the most that I was able to get out. While I had definitely managed to find myself in some undignified predicaments in my years on this earth, this was definitely a new low for me. I mean, it's one thing to have to admit that you need help in a class, but it's another altogether to begin that same Professor to stick an extra large  dildo in your ass whilst being stroking your balls.

However, it became obvious that the Professor was not at all pleased with how ambiguous my statement was.

"You want it in? You want it out? How am I supposed to know? After all, I'm no mind reader. I thought that we had already covered this. tell you what, since you can't seem to make up your mind as to whether or not you want the  dildo in your ass or out of your ass, why don't I simply give it to you both ways?

As soon as the professor was done with his sentence, he plunged the dildo back into my ass, this time all of the way. Now her lady cock was so far up my butt that I was practically able to taste it in the back of my throat.

This moment was very short lived, however, as soon as the dildo was all the way inserted into my butt, and was pushed in as far as it could possibly go, she plunged it out again just as fast as she had put it in. It now became clear to me exactly what she meant by giving it to me both ways.

I wanted to tell her "okay, you've made your point," but there was absolutely no way that I was able to form a coherent sentence with everything that my body was currently going through. The feeling in my ass was hard enough to deal with, but that plus the aching of wanting my tiny little cock to be stroked was simply too much to bear. 

When she had had enough of that, she started slapping my naked ass cheeks several times. It was only then, once she had one again pushed the dildo all the way up my butt, that she finally resumed stroking my cock.

This was what I had worked so hard for, this was the thing that I wanted more than anything else in the world at that moment. In truth, it was more than a want. It was a need, a hot, steamy carnal need that I needed to be satisfied. I felt everything that I had held up as my identity so far in life--being a student, being a man, being smart, drip away from me. I was none of that. My existence had been replaced now. I was nothing more than a dumb sissy that needed to have my cock milked. It was either the agony of being denied, being made to work for it or the ecstasy of having my sole purpose fulfilled.

"Thank you, thank you, Mistrress!" I yelled into the cot. It was the most sincere thanks that I had ever uttered in my entire life. I could feel her cock pressed against my backside, pressed tightly between my ass cheeks as she grinded against me while I was  having my prostate milked. In a move of pure instinct, I gyrated my hips against her dildo in my sissy butt.

. It was all that I could do to express my gratitude to her, there was nothing else in the world that I had to offer her. I was warm hole to be filled. I let a long moan of pleasure as I felt her girth fill me and the orgasm building up inside of me.

She continued working away at my man booty, so much so that I felt like I had been skewered by dick.

When I finally came, it was an orgasm unlike any orgasm that I had ever felt before in my entire life. I came hard and long, a near endless stream of cum dripping out of my cock as she pumped away in my ass.

“THANK YOU PROFESSOR” I shouted. "Use me, Mistress! Use me like the  Sissy slut that I am!" I shouted at the top of my lungs. I couldn't help myself, I simply needed for her to know how much it pleased me to be fulfilling my only purpose in life.

But this wasn't about me, and this wasn't about my pleasure. even though I was currently experiencing ecstasy beyond my wildest imagination before this fateful adventure with Professor Pendle, any joy that I experienced was purely coincidental. This was about me serving my true purpose, which at the moment was being used by my Professor. Nothing had ever felt more right in my entire life. Her pace was increasing now, her cock thrusting into me faster and faster with each swing of her hips.

I don’t know how long she kept on like that. At this point, time had lost all meaning. When she did eventually withdraw her pink dildo from deep within my butt, I collapsed onto the cot.

She had shown me, beyond and shadow of a doubt, who I really was. I had started this journey as a man, but with the help of an alpha woman like Professor Pendle; I was nothing more than another sissy.







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