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◆◆◆

Before I came to university, I had always been the smartest guy in the room. I was used to school being easy for me, and I had comfortably settled into my role as the person who never had to work too hard to achieve good grades. That facade was unfortunately broken when I entered university for the first time. I had thought that I would be able to skate by only studying for a few times a week, however, before I knew it, I was falling behind in all of my classes.

It was an uncomfortable feeling, to say the least, having to realize that I might not be as brilliant as I had originally convinced myself that I was. I mean, if I wasn't the smart academically inclined guy, than who even was I? To make matters worse, I was starting to realize that if I wanted to have any hope of actually passing my courses than I was going to have to do something that I had never done before. I was going to have to ask for help.

This was completely new territory for me. I was embarrassed and ashamed just by the very notion of it, but I knew that I was left with no other alternative. Begrudgingly, I looked up the syllabus to the class that I was doing the worst in: Psych 101. Beyond the fact that this was the course that I had fallen the most behind in, I figured that it would be the easiest one to start with because the Professor always seemed so warm and inviting. Her name was Professor Pendle, and in many ways, she embodied what I wanted to be in this world.

She was tall, with slicked blond hair. Her demeanor was always professional and in charge, as if she never faltered or had to think twice before coming up with a perfect answer to everything.  In contrast, whenever I had spoken with her I felt as if I could never find the right words to say. I would always catch myself trying to sound smart, or trying to measure up to her, and instead, the only thing I would do is make a complete stuttering fool of myself. However, true to her nature she would only respond with a kind, knowing smile and otherwise completely ignore me fumbling over my words in front of her.

Okay, I'm not gonna lie, I had just a little bit of a crush on Professor Pendle. But I mean, how could I not? I wasn't as if I was alone in feeling this way, damn near every guy that I spoke to seemed to think that she was the ultimate  catch of a woman, and it wasn't very hard to see why.

Professor Pendle might have been easy on the eyes, but her class was anything but easy. I was a biology major, and I figured that Psych couldn't be that hard, right? Turns out that I was as wrong as wrong gets, as her class quickly whipped my ass. The only complaint that I could have possibly had was that even though the class was billed as a comprehensive look at all the various different types of animals that one might typically find on a farm, the reality was that we had pretty much only looked at gender since I started. The Professor Pendle seemed to really, really like gender. She knew damn near everything about the difference between a man and woman, and so it made sense that that was her particular area of expertise. Still though, it seemed just a little bit weird how much the curriculum of the class was made up of learning about gender, and especially gender transformation. On occasion, the Professor Pendle would mutter something about her frustration over not being able to secure funding for her related science projects and studies, but truth be told I never really thought much of it.

Looking over the class syllabus, I was surprised to find out that her office hours weren't actually held in her office at all... they were at an address that was about 4 miles off of campus. I plugged the address into google maps and clicked on the street view button, only to be greeted with an image of a very nice three story house.

Was I seeing correctly that this was Professor Pendle’s house? That seemed just a little bit odd to me. I mean, I had only been at university for a few months, but I had never heard of a Professor who wanted people to meet at her personal residence before. Even though perhaps I should have taken it as a red flag, at the time I just shrugged my shoulders and figured that maybe this was a normal thing that I just happened to not have heard of before. I mean, there had been lots of new things at college that seemed a little strange to me at first, so why should this be any different? Besides, Professor Pendle seemed like a really interesting woman, somebody who I wouldn't mind at all learning a little bit more about. I was just a little bit excited to see her home, to understand what she was like when she wasn't teaching classes. So even though it seemed a little bit strange to me at the time, I can't say I really minded.

There was one logistical issue, which is that like a lot of college students I didn't have a car, or any other mode of transportation. This meant that I would be walking the four miles from my dorm room to her house. Now thankfully I had never minded walking around, especially if I had headphones to listen to music or a good podcast with. I sent her an email asking when would be a good time for me to come over and she responded right away telling me that she had an opening that night, at 7pm. My eyes gazed up to the clock that lived at the corner of my laptop and saw that it was currently 5:52 pm. This meant that if I wanted to have any hope of actually making good on my promise to reach out to my Professor Pendles and ask for help, that I was going to have to get my ass in gear with not one single moment to spare. I had just taken a shower and wasn't even clothed, so I quickly raided through my room trying to find something that was clean. Given how damn expensive using the washing machine was at school, I didn't exactly have a lot to choose from. All I could find was a small white shirt that I had meant to throw away, and a pair of jeans that I had already worn to class every day that week. Well, it would have to do I suppose. I did make one critical error, which is that in my rush to leave on time I neglected to put on boxers .

In my rush to exit on time for Professor Pendle, I was now braless, and to make matters worse I was about to go on a journey that was no less than four miles. It wasn't the idea of walking for an hour or so that worried me, it was knowing that by the time I got there I was going to be covered in sweat. There was simply no way around this, it simply was just how it was. I was never one for a religious person, but I made a quick silent prayer that the white fabric that comprised my shirt be at least thick enough that when I arrived at Professor Pendle’s place I didn't look like one of those women from a wet t-shirt contest. The things we do for higher education, I guess.

Putting one foot in front of the other, I walked out of the dormitory building, got my GPS on my phone working, put some headphones in, and began hauling ass. It was fortunate that walking has always been a way for me to calm my anxiety, because my mind was spinning. I was usually the type of person who would think everything through. I liked schedules, and knowing exactly what was going to happen and when. It was a little out of character for me to be undertaking an adventure that I had no idea would be doing only fifteen minutes ago. They say that one of the reasons for going to college was to push yourself out of your comfort zone, and I guess that's what was happening now.

I had never seen Professor Pendle out of a classroom before, and now I was walking to her house. What would I see when I got there? Would she be her  usual, kind, affluent self? Would she judge me for my sweaty, disheveled appearance? Would she take me seriously at all? Would I freeze up when I arrived, unable to admit to her that I had vastly overestimated my own abilities, underestimated the difficulty of college, and that if I didn't change my act very soon I would be in danger of failing her class? I didn't have any of these answers, but I knew that I was about to.

Because my brain was so busy, the hour-long walk went by quickly. In truth, I had pretty much zoned out until my GPS alerted me that I was arriving at the house. Having been pulled out of my zone, I crooned my head around looking for the house. Sure enough, there it was sitting ominously on top of the hill, just as it had appeared in google maps. There was a long, spindly driveway spiraling up the hill that I now found myself walking up. Even though walking had chilled me out a lot, the realization that I was now arriving sent my anxiety into overload. Unfortunately, when I get nervous I start to sweat, and this coupled with the fact that I had already been moving for the last hour meant that I had thoroughly sweat through my shirt. What on earth was I thinking of wearing a white shirt to an engagement like this? I had gotten myself into some ridiculous situations, but this one took the cake for sure.

Given that I had already agreed to the meeting, and that I had walked all the way here, it wasn't as if I could back out now. I tried to still my mind, to keep my feet moving as I saw the large wooden door to her house get closer with every step that I took. As I walked up I looked around for a doorbell, but instead found only a large brass knocker against the door. I guess if anything I could say that Professor Pendle appreciated large knockers?

Okay, a lame joke I know, but it was all I could do at the moment to keep my anxiety in check. I have a bad habit of laughing when I'm nervous, especially at bad puns. As I lifted the brass handle and let it fall against the wooden door, the hilarity of the situation I was in simply couldn't escape me.

The door opened much quicker than I was expecting, as if Professor Pendle was waiting for me by the door. I'm not going to sugar coat it, the site that she was greeted with as she opened the door was probably something like me looking like a total madman. I mean, I was covered in sweat, there was a good chance that my shirt may have been made out of saran wrap for how well of a job it was doing obscuring my chest, and as if that wasn't bad enough I was giggling wreck from the phrase "big knockers" bouncing around my head. Not my finest look, okay? I mean hey, nobody ever accused me of being dignified.

In classic Pendle Style though, she was impervious to my awkward presentation. If she noticed what a wreck I was, she did a fantastic job hiding it.

"Well Hello there. So nice of you to drop by tonight. My, did you walk the whole way here? I wish you would have mentioned this to me, I would have been more than happy to have given you a lift."

Once again displaying my propensity to always say the worst possible thing at the worst possible time, my response to this was:

"Oh, it's no problem, Professor Pendle. I don't mind being put to work."

Being put to work? Of all of the things to say, why on earth was that the thing that I picked? I mean, I was a student, not a piece of livestock. I did my best to hide the visible look of cringe on my face.

"Haha, I have no doubt about the accuracy of that. If you were scared of work, you wouldn't have signed up for my class," said Pendle, displaying her trademark warm smile of perfect teeth. "Anyway, it must be 85 degrees out here, why don't you come inside, I can give you the dime tour before we begin talking. It's been so long since I've had company over here, I do love showing the place around."

I can't lie, the idea of air conditioning sounded pretty fantastic to me in that moment, and so without saying another word, I followed her in.

Finally managing to calm down a little bit, I tried my best to ask a normal question, and make it through a full sentence without further making a fool out of myself.

"So, how long have you lived here? It's quite convenient that it's so close to campus."

“Oh, many many years. Since I was born, actually. This was originally my father's house, and his father before him. Though I left for the majority of my twenties and thirties. It wasn't until my father became ill that I moved back. Originally it was just to take care of him, but while I was here I realized that I quite loved this house. It's got such a wonderful nostalgic quality to it, don't you think? Anyway, I liked it so much that I decided that even after my father passed I would stay here. The fact that I was able to secure employment that is so nearby just happened to be a lucky bonus."

I have to say that even though I was obviously a nervous wreck when I arrived, there was something about Pendle’s easy demeanor that put me at ease. I couldn't quite put my finger on it. There was just something about the comfort in her posture, the way that she carried herself that I found so intoxicating and sweet. Even though she had every right to judge me, even though she was my superior in every way, she had a way of being so kind and confident that was undeniable.

Now that I was in air conditioning, the sweat that had accumulated all over my body and been absorbed into my cotton shirt was now freezing cold and sticking to my skin even more than usual. I did my best to ignore what I must have looked like, but that all came crashing to a halt when I happened to walk by a large mirror that Professor Pendle had hanging on the wall of her living room.

There was good news and bad news. The good news was that on the whole, I didn't actually look that bad. Though my hair was a little bit disheveled, for having just walked four miles in the heat it actually looked Alright. That was the good news.

The bad news came when my eyes wandered down below my belt line. I was horrified to find that I had sweat through my thin sweat pants that they were practically translucent, completely visible through the thin fabric that had become soaking wet and shrunk against my legs. Both of my balls were totally visible dangling against my leg, as was the small unmistakable lump of my penis.

Unfortunately between how nervous I was, and the A.C blasting in Pendle’s house, my little guy wasn’t exactly standing at full attention, if you catch my drift. Realizing just how little my clothing was doing at its intended purpose made me all the more impressed with how tactful Professor Pendle was in her restraint. As far as I could tell, she didn't give away so much as a single smirk, even though I had basically walked to her house and presented my balls on a platter for her.

“This is just my luck.” I said to myself as I looked at my reflection in the mirror. It was bad enough to find myself in this situation at all, but I also had to somehow manage to work up the courage to ask for Pendle’s help.

It's funny, isn't it? Even though that was obviously the entire pretense of me coming over in the first place, even though it was something that was obviously known to both myself and to Professor Pendle, I still just simply couldn't get myself to utter the words. Instead, I followed her around the house, thankful that she was so enthusiastic in her tour of the place that I could put off having to actually talk with her for just a few more minutes.

Beyond that, the space itself was fascinating. I mean, her family had owned the house as well as the property that it stayed on for generations, and she knew every piece of wood as if it were an old friend. It was strange but at the same time kind of comforting being able to see Professor Pendle in a completely new light. I could see her relaxed, in something other than her usual business dress. She still looked just as put together as always, but this time she was wearing a skirt blue tank top, a look that was far more casual than anything I had ever seen her before. She took me up to the second floor and gave me a detailed telling of the nooks and crannies of the house, and as we walked down she told me that that was the entire house.

"I mean, I haven't seen what's behind that door," I said, with a giggle.

I didn't mean to pry, but as soon as the words had left my mouth I felt as if I had crossed a boundary into being nosy. I mean, she was already being nice enough letting me see so much of her home, opening up her home to me altogether.

"Ha, that isn't actually part of the house, per se. It's an... additional portion that I had added on when I first decided to make this home my permanent residence.

I tried to see a mental picture in my mind of what the house looked like and where we were inside. It occurred to me that I should be staring at a wall, but instead, there was a door, but a door that opened to what?

"Ha, smart girl. It opens to an underground enclosure" said Professor Pendle, noticing the puzzled look on my face.I decided to gloss over the fact that she had called me a girl, figuring that it was just a slip of the tongue.

"You mean like a basement?"

"Not... exactly. More of a laboratory of sorts."

Her answer, unfortunately, did nothing but raise more questions for me. I mean, the woman already worked at an exceptionally well-funded university, why on earth would she need to build a laboratory? And why would she need to do it underground?

"You'll come to realize this when you pursue your career in science, that there are always a great many forces at work in the academic world driving what sorts of experiments are able to be done. I understand why it is that these guidelines are in place, but the truth is that most of the time these review boards do precisely nothing except get in the way and waste precious time. When there should be advancing of science happening, oftentimes it's little more than two people racing for fame and glory, for an award, for tenure. I could go on and on. I'm thankful to have the position I do, I really am. But sometimes... You just need to take things into your own hands."

For what would not be the last time that night, my head was swimming. So my Professor Pendle, the same warm lady who never seemed like she had a single thing in the world to hide, had an entire secret laboratory built underneath her house? The idea of that being true just seemed too surreal to believe. I mean, this was real life after all, and while people had told me to expect to be surprised by how college actually was, I didn't consider potential evil lair to be a possible option for that surprise.

"So... are you planning on taking over the world or something?" This had been my only attempt at actually being funny that night, and I was pleased to find that I was actually successful in this goal as Professor Pendle responded at first with a genuine chuckle, followed by a deep sigh.

"No... not planning on taking over the world. I've had enough with man's propensity to thirst for power. "Tell me, why is it that you're here tonight?" She asked me, in a sudden deadpan that was so stern that it caught me off guard. I took a deep breath, bracing myself to finally tell her all about my academic failures. However, before I had a chance to answer she pointed down at my crotch. In my flurry of thoughts over finally having to admit my weakness to the Professor, I had completely forgotten to make even the most modest attempt to keep my cock covered. I didn't need to look down in order to figure out that my teeny dick was practically poking through the translucent material. I felt my face turn beet red.

"Why are you here?" She asked me. Her a voice wasn't mean, but inquisitive.

"It was... it was an accident, Miss-, Er, I mean Professor Pendle." I awkwardly muttered, turning my head to avert from her gaze.

"Was it? And to think that I was worried that my outfit was too informal for meeting with a student. I mean, sweatpants are one thing, but you couldn’t be bothered to even wear underwear?

It had never been like Professor Pendle to call somebody out on anything, ever. She had always been imperviously nice, I'd never seen her single anybody out for anything, ever. And now here she was singling me out just because my the outline of my dick happened to be a little exposed. I didn't know whether to be flattered or indignant. I knew that I probably shouldn't be enjoying it so much, but truth be told I loved the way that the Professor Pendle was staring at me, making no attempt to hide her fixation with my tiny cock.

“I, um, didn’t have any clean underwear, you see.” I managed to stammer out.

“I guess you’ll just have to borrow mine.” She said, her face completely straight.

My eyes went wide as dinner plates. Surely I must have misheard her.

“Borrow your… your what exactly?”

She didn’t respond, or at least she didn’t respond with words. Rather, just lowered her hands to her hips, and reached from under her dress, and pulled her bright red thong down to her knees. Stepping out of the leg holes, she held up the flossy fabric in front of me.

“Well?”

I was frozen in shock at the site that had just unfolded before me. Surely it was all a prank of some kind.

“You don’t happen to have any underwear that is, um, less girly?” I asked her.

“Girly? Why what do you mean?” She asked me, her voice a mixture between serious and sarcastic. “It’s just fabric, isn’t it? I mean, what exactly makes it girly? Is there some special compound? Some sort of ‘girly’ molecule that you would find if you looked at it under a microscope?” She asked me. It was the same sort of thing that she was always going on about in her lectures.

“No, I don’t think that. It’s just, the way they look, I guess.” I responded.

She raised her eyebrow at me.

“Oh, so it’s a senses sort of thing. Very interesting theory. So, taste, touch, sight, smell, that stuff?” She asked me. I nodded my head in agreement.

“So tell me then, what does girly taste like? She asked me.

I opened my mouth to answer, but as I did she made a sudden lunge forward and shoved her thong into my still open mouth, clasping her hand over my face. I let out a muffled yell of surprise.

“I expect my students to answer me when I ask them a question. What does it taste like?”

As much as I was trying not to taste the fabric that was now intruding into my mouth, it wasn’t as if I really had very much of a choice. Unfortunately I had a feeling that she had been wearing the thong that was currently in my mouth for quite some time, as it was quite damp even before becoming soaked with my spit.

Apparently displeased that I had not yet come up with an answer to her question, she clamped my nostrils shut. Now I had no choice but to breathe in through my mouth, in the process of inhaling the aroma of my professors sweaty thong.

Not knowing what else that I could possibly say other than the truth, I meekly mumbled out.

“It tastes like your ass sweat, Professor.”

She removed her thong from my mouth, and lowered my sweatpants down to my ankles. Now her face was at eye level with my tiny cock as I shimmied into her thong.

I don’t know if i had ever been more intimidated in my life then I was in that moment, standing there before my professor in her tiny thong. It didn’t help matters in the slightest that the thong had been soaked with my spit, so that the material was extra constricted.

“I think that we’re going to run a couple experiments tonight. Maybe we can get to the bottom of what exactly it would take to make you feel girly.”

“Can we stop if I say having a string up my ass does the trick?” I said, quivering from the embarrassment. How long was this weird game going to go on for?

Then without saying a word, Professor Pendle walked up to me and kept walking until she was only inches away, until I could smell the perfume that up until then I had only been able to get a faint glimpse of in class. Whatever the smell was, I liked it.

Her now being so close to me did nothing to lessen the tension that was brewing in the air, but I still had no idea what I was supposed to react with. Should I be upset? Flattered? Horny? Her eyes still had not moved one iota from me.

However, it appeared that there was no need for me to worry about what to do, as the Professor Pendle decided to take action. Reaching a hand behind my back, she grabbed the band of the thong that I was now wearing with both hands and lifted it straight up into the air..

I let out a large yelp of pain that the Professor Pendle seemed completely immune to. After a few seconds of this, hse let go. Just as I let out a sigh of relief that the pain had subsided, she raised it up again. My balls were split in half by the band of the thong, sending waves of agony throughout my body.

While she was doing this, for the first time in several minutes the Professor raised her gaze up from my crotch, moving her head down to mine, her eyes pierced into my agonized stare. I had never been more confused in my life. No person had ever touched me in this way, and certainly not the person who I had until that moment assumed to be the nicest and most innocuous Professor I had in college. The way that she stared at me, in complete control of my every movement, making it clear that I would feel exactly as much pain as she desired me to feel, that the only way I would feel relief by her good graces. Nobody had ever conveyed so much to me in a stare as she did at that moment.

The pain was only getting worse as her vice-like grip on my thong only intensified. I was hoping that she would have finished with whatever the fuck it was that she was doing, but it appeared that she was only getting started. Making sure to maintain complete eye contact with me. She asked me

“So tell me again, does having a string up your ass make you feel more girly, or less girly?”

“More girly!” I shouted. I was on my tip toes now, the pain was so strong that it was hard to breathe. "Please...... Professor."

I had never felt more defeated in my life than I did at that moment. I mean, shouldn't I have been pissed? Shouldn't have the first phrase out of my mouth been "what the fuck" instead of begging her? Why was it so easy for erto reduce me to a puddle like that, in a matter of minutes?

It would appear that asking her did the trick. I guess what they say about being polite and not forgetting to say ‘please’ really was true after all. She seemed so pleased with herself, so assured of every motion that she made.

When she finally let go of the thong I didn't know whether or not she would pull it up again, so I stood there cowering lower than her, flinching when I once again saw her hand move.

Only this time, her hands didn't grab at my thong. Instead hand went straight down, going underneath my thong until her hand was directly on my cock. My sensitive tip throbbed at the sudden intrusion. I heard a moan, and then realized it had come from me.

The Professor Pendle, pleased with herself, only had two words to say.

"You're teeny dick is hard."

Shit, she was right. In the influx of all the sensation, I hadn't realized it myself, but as she pressed her hands into my crotch, it became evident that I was sporting a little erection. She had made it so there was no way that I could deny that I was enjoying what was happening, even if I wasn't able to admit that I was enjoying it to myself.

"Do you want to know what's behind that door?"

I looked at the metallic door in the wall, trying to take in and process everything that was happening to me at that moment. So much had happened in the last ten minutes, and I still didn't even know how to make sense of it. I did know one thing for certain though, which is that if I told the Professor Pendle yes, it would mean a lot more than just agreeing to a tour of her laboratory. I had a sneaking feeling that I was going to be the Professor Pendles next experiment, whatever that meant.

Without saying another word, the Professor walked into the kitchen. I stayed exactly where I was, frozen and unable to move. I felt myself panic slightly as she walked away from me and out of view. Had I done something wrong? Should I have answered sooner? Had I blown my chance at whatever this was? Should I just book it and get the hell out of there while I still had a chance?

I heard the sound of some cabinet doors opening, and then the sound of the sink running for a few moments. When the Professor returned, she had a glass of water in one hand and a closed fist with the other. When she walked up to me, she outstretched the fist to me, opening her hand up to reveal two pills sitting neatly in the palm of her hand. One pill was red, and the other one was blue.

"You have two options here. You can take the red pill, and wake up back in your dorm room, and remember none of this ever happened. It will be like it was all a dream, just some wild fantasy that you had came up with. But if you take the blue pill, then I can show you realities that you never thought possible.

I stared at the pills in her hand, unsure of what to do. It felt nice knowing that at least I had the option of an escape.However, even with the opportunity being literally handed to me, I couldn't bring myself to take the red bill.

After a small moment of hesitancy, I heard an inner voice speak from within, a voice that said: "fuck it." I grabbed the blue pill and a glass of water and swallowed.

The Professor Pendle only looked at me with a smile plastered onto her face, her bright teeth stretching from ear to ear.  Her look was something between a look of pure delight and a look of scientific fascination. It was the same look that one might give to an insect on a slide. A look that told me that she was waiting to see what would happen next.
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Book 2

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 her 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 her 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 her 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.
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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 her 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 her 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 she was completely correct in her  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 her 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 her 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 her  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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