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    Like the other students, I kept glancing up past the teacher at the clock mounted on the wall. I watched as the seconds hand crept around and around, just not fast enough. 
 
    Finally, the professor announced, “And remember to do your reading. Double check the syllabus. This chapter is a tough one, so take your time. Okay. I think that’s it for the rest of the day. I’ll see you all on Monday.” 
 
    At once, people jumped up to their feet, they slipped their binders into their bags, and they rushed toward the exit. 
 
    Over the white noise of people getting ready to go, I heard Professor Meadows call out my name. “Joel,” she said. “We need to talk.” 
 
    We need to talk. That phrase never led to anything good, but I grinned like an idiot and ignored the way my heart started to beat faster, especially when I looked up at her. 
 
    She wasn’t hot like any of the girls in our class. Some of those young women were gorgeous with their straight blonde hair, wavy red tresses, or dark brown manes. They had nubile bodies, wore tight jeans or snug little shorts. They knew how to flirt too, twisting their hair around their fingertips, grinning like bimbos, or just leaning forward. 
 
    My personal favorite? Several of the girls seemed especially clumsy, so they dropped their pencils, bent down, and practically wiggled their butts for the boys. 
 
    Not Professor Meadows. 
 
    An obvious feminist, she was still pretty attractive, just in a different way. She wore a black skirt, a white blouse, and these shining, leather boots that stretched up to her knees. When she strode around the room, I could hear her high heels click against the floor. 
 
    Unlike so many of the other teachers, Professor Meadows looked like she was in her late twenties, maybe early thirties. She kept her dark hair pulled back into a bun or the occasional ponytail. Even so, I often wondered what it would be like if she would let it fall down around her shoulders. To other guys, her glasses probably made her look bookish and unapproachable. For me, they gave her this sexy, geeky vibe. 
 
    Yeah, I wasted a decent amount of class time wondering about gliding my hand up her skirt or wrapping her breasts. 
 
    After emailing her and requesting an extension on my paper, I even fantasized about bending her over that desk and spanking her. 
 
    But now, we were alone, and this wasn’t a fantasy. I glanced over my shoulder and saw that my classmates had already abandoned the room. 
 
    Professor Meadows stood on the small platform at the center of the room. I walked up to her and asked, “You wanted to talk to me?” 
 
    She reached over to the desk and pulled out a stapled stack of papers. Professor Meadows may have been one of the younger teachers on campus, but she still insisted on printed copies of each essay. 
 
    “Tell me about this,” she said, tossing the paper to me. I caught it, looked down, and saw the angry red comments in the margins of the first page. I flipped to the second and third. Without even reading her words, I could tell she was pissed. 
 
    Again, I grinned. 
 
    “These were just some of my ideas,” I said. “This class is all about the free expression of ideas, right?” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re one of those,” she said. She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at me. “Go on. I’m willing to listen to your argument, if you have one.” 
 
    Somehow, I couldn’t pull the smile off of my face, especially because I’d played this game before. “This is a college, and colleges are all about people trading ideas. We shouldn’t be regulated in what we want to say.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “If we want to get at the truth, we should be able to say anything, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I’m still waiting for you to address the vicious flaw in your argument,” she replied. 
 
    Vicious flaw? What did that mean? Some of the smile dissipated from my face. 
 
    “Are you done then?” Professor Meadows asked me. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “Are you familiar with the Overton Window?” 
 
    “No…” My voice trailed off because I couldn’t find any real confidence now. “Is that anything like a Milgard Window?” I plucked the only brand of glass I could think of from my brain and tossed it out there. A joke like this would have worked with a bunch of college girls, but my teacher wasn’t impressed. 
 
    “We discussed it during the second week of class,” she said. Before I could protest, she continued, “The Overton Window is a metaphor for what is acceptable within any given community. You’re right; in a university, anything is potentially up for discussion, but that doesn’t mean there aren’t limitations. Let’s start with the most obvious ones first. If you’re taking a math class, you can’t turn in a paper in place of your final exam and argue for free expression. When you registered for the class, you agreed to do the assignments given to you by the teacher.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s obvious,” I said. “But I didn’t turn in math homework for your project.” 
 
    “We’ll get there,” she said. Was she patronizing me? Professor Meadows continued, “The Overton Window also refers to socially acceptable ideas. When I say that you are free to express your opinion, that’s entirely true, however, there are certain notions that are obviously wrong and that I won’t entertain. If you take a class with a well-educated audience, you can’t use shoddy information.” 
 
    “But I wrote all one thousand words.” 
 
    “Frankly, whether or not women are inferior isn’t up for debate any more than whether or not the world is flat or if pedophilia is unethical. You can always argue, at least in theory, but that’s not why we’re here. Just because there’s a theoretically opposed perspective, that doesn’t mean both sides are equal.” 
 
    “But you told us to express our opinions.” 
 
    “These aren’t opinions. This is objectively wrong.” 
 
    “Well, I disagree,” I said. “And that should be my right.” 
 
    “It is your right,” she said. “And it is my responsibility to assess your work. You turned in a failing essay,” she said. “You argued that women are biologically incapable of becoming programmers, managers, and engineers. You said that there is a biological imperative that keeps them from succeeding in these fields.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I looked at the data, and I drew a conclusion.” 
 
    “You drew a factually wrong conclusion,” she said. “Here is a similar idea to what you did. Someone could look at the data on hospitals. Someone could see that people frequently die in hospitals. In fact, people die in hospitals more than anywhere else. From that, you could conclude that hospitals are killing people and that if you want to survive, you should avoid a hospital, even if you are sick or have been shot in the gut.” 
 
    With a sinking feeling, I flipped to the final page. 
 
    “F?” I asked. 
 
    “If you had done any significant research, you would have found that lots of sociologists and psychologists have already studied your topic. You got lazy, Joel, and you came to an incorrect conclusion.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair.” 
 
    “Did you really think that paper was going to work?” 
 
    “Okay, so maybe I joked around a little bit.” 
 
    “That’s not an acceptable excuse,” she told me. “You said women need to smile more, giggle more, and generally be friendlier. You said that the biggest problem with women is that we aren’t willing to play along to succeed.” 
 
    My insides tightened. 
 
    “Wait a second. Didn’t you say this paper was a third of our grade? I won’t be able to pass.” 
 
    “No,” she said. “You won’t.” 
 
    “But I put a lot of hard work into this!” 
 
    “So?” Professor Meadows asked. “You didn’t come to talk to me during my office hours. You didn’t ask me to review your drafts or your ideas. You should have.” 
 
    I straightened my back as this primal urge to intimidate the woman in front of me surged through my body. But I couldn’t make myself taller, and that’s when I realized something. She looked like the kind of woman who would be able to grab me, shove me down, and maybe twist my arm behind my back. 
 
    She wasn’t scared of me. 
 
    My nostrils flared, and I didn’t know what to do. I gripped the pages between my hands. 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” I finally growled. 
 
    “Joel, would you like an alternative assignment?” 
 
    My head jerked up, and my eyes widened. “Yes. I can rewrite the paper or…” 
 
    “No,” she said. “That’s not what I’m interested in at all.” She shook her head dismissively, and I couldn’t help but think of an English teacher who once gave my classmates and me this long lecture about how offering to do more work rarely made any sense since that would entail a teacher having to grade extra assignments. 
 
    She stepped off of her platform and approached. She came close. Way closer than I expected. Suddenly, the soft, silken aroma of her perfume hit my nostrils. It was a strange mix of cherry and strawberries. It was sweet, like some sort of candy, and my mouth started to water. 
 
    “Are you going to seduce me?” I asked like a moron. 
 
    Now, the corners of her lips twitched upward. “No, Joel. That’s not what I’m going to do at all.” 
 
    “What then?” 
 
    She came closer. 
 
    My teacher didn’t say anything as she approached. Again and again, I came to the same thought. I was young and strong; I should have been physically intimidating. And yet, there was something about this woman and the authority she wielded over me. I kept struggling to come up with something I could say, some way to frighten her, only she kept her predatory gaze aimed at me like I was nothing but some childish boy 
 
    “Do you want to pass?” 
 
    “Yes, obviously,” I growled back. 
 
    “How badly do you want to pass?” 
 
    My eyes widened, and then this silly, Cheshire grin spread across my face. I probably looked really dumb, but I couldn’t help it. Oh, I thought, so that’s what she wanted. 
 
    “I’m not talking about sex, Joel,” she said to me. 
 
    Some of my arrogance dissipated. 
 
    “You think girls should be there, ready to serve you. You view yourself as superior. You think that you’re taller, bigger, and stronger, so you should get whatever you want. You’re the kind of guy who really believes cheerleaders are inferior.” 
 
    This time, I didn’t say anything. She started to circle me, and I didn’t expect the nervous energy to start running through my body. 
 
    “You don’t really understand what femininity is, but I intend to teach you, but only if you want to learn.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I demanded. I tried to sound angry and intimidating, but I didn’t succeed. If anything, my voice cracked, and she started chuckling at me again. 
 
    “First, you’re going to come with me back to my office. Once there, I’m going to dress you up.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Oh, that is an adorable tone. You sounded just like a little girl right there,” she said. “And I love your slim physique. You might be a little bit tall, but I think you’re going to make an excellent girl.” 
 
    “What? I can’t be a girl,” I protested. 
 
    “Okay,” she allowed. “You’re right. You can’t be a girl. But you can be a sweet, obedient sissy.” 
 
    Sissy? The words seemed old and antiquated, like an insult my grandfather might have used. 
 
    “You know what that means? You know what a sissy is?” 
 
    “No…” My voice trailed away. 
 
    “A sissy is a boy who isn’t strong enough to be a real man.” 
 
    “I’m strong!” 
 
    “No,” Professor Meadows said, her tone sharp and unyielding. As hard as I wanted to, I couldn’t argue. Normally, it was so easy for me to speak over women, but there was something about the certainty she carried or maybe it was the fact that she was my teacher. Either way, she contradicted me, and I couldn’t argue. “You’re not strong.” Her hand rose, and she pinched at my arm. “You’ve got the sweet, slender arms of a middle school girl.” 
 
    I tried to flex my biceps, if only to impress her, but it didn’t work. 
 
    Professor Meadows ran her fingers through her hair, grinned at me and continued, “That’s why I think you would be so perfect for this experiment.” 
 
    “You can’t perform an experiment on me,” I said, thinking back to the school’s policies. “You would need to go through an ethics board or something.” 
 
    “Let’s call it an unofficial experiment,” she replied. 
 
    I still didn’t know what to do with any of this. It hardly made sense. 
 
    “You’re going to follow me back to my office right now,” she said, “and I’m going to dress you. For as long as I want, you will be an obedient little sissy.” 
 
    “You want to treat me like a girl,” I said. Those words were intended as a question, yet they seemed to pop from my mouth like a statement. 
 
    “Dress you, do your makeup, and make sure you behave like an obedient, subservient little sissy.” 
 
    As the adjectives punched into me, I didn’t know what to do, think, or believe. This all seemed so impossible. She was a teacher! She was supposed to give me extra homework or maybe give me a lecture about personal responsibility. 
 
    “I want to correct your behavior,” she said. “So if you want to earn a passing grade for this class, you had better impress me and my TAs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry. That’s the second half of my plan for you. Right now, you get to decide whether or not you’re going to follow me.” Just like that, she gathered up the last of her things, she hefted her bag over her shoulder, and Professor Meadows sauntered up the steps toward the exit. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips, raced after her, and started to walk beside her as I said, “Please, there has to be something else I can do for you. You want me to wash your car? I can clean your house or something? Do you need anything repainted?” Yes, I was stammering, and I didn’t even think of the offers I made. I just spoke, pushed forward by fear and worry. 
 
    “You’re not walking behind me, Joel,” she said simply. 
 
    Recognizing my mistake, I fell back a few steps. 
 
    I tried again, but the professor just ignored me this time. 
 
    We left the first floor, took the stairwell up to the third, and she guided me down a narrow hallway with instructors’ offices. Normally, I would have been intrigued by the different posters and flyers advertising clubs and activities. 
 
    But this time, I was just scared. My heart kept pounding wildly in my chest. I didn’t know what to do with this kind of energy. It was like the primal part of my brain believed I was getting chased by a tiger, only I couldn’t just run or climb up the tree to solve this problem. 
 
    What would I have to do? 
 
    She wanted to treat me like a sissy? 
 
    No. No way. That is couldn’t be right. 
 
    She was messing with my head. Yeah, that had to be at. We would get to her office, she would turn around, and tell me that I had passed some sort of weird test. She just wanted to see me sweat. 
 
    It was working. 
 
    Perspiration dotted my brow and the nape of my neck. 
 
    But then we came to her office door, she unlocked it, showed me the small space with her desk and room for a couple of chairs. She stepped inside, motioned for me to follow, and then she said, “Stand right there.” 
 
    She wanted me in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back.” 
 
    She was positioning me like I was a model or maybe a mannequin. 
 
    “What if I don’t?” I asked. 
 
    “We’ve been over this,” she said. “If you don’t cooperate, you fail. How badly do you want those passing grades?” 
 
    This time, I didn’t say anything, only to blinked as I realized something. Passing grades? Plural? 
 
    Before I could say anything, she stepped behind her desk, leaned down, and pulled out a tote bag. She dropped it on her desk and motioned down, “Open it.” 
 
    “What’s inside?” 
 
    “You have to find out. What’s wrong? Are you scared? Are you a scared little sissy?” 
 
    My brows creased with aggravation, but I stomped forward, unzipped the bag, and looked inside. 
 
    At first, I didn’t know what to make of the strange fabrics. I found soft, almost silken, dark material. Then I held up another garment. Panties. There were long, sheer stockings, and…a bra? But the bra felt strange, like it had weights inside or something. 
 
    As I went through the different pieces, my heart started beating even faster. 
 
    “What is all of this?” 
 
    “It’s what you’re going to wear today,” she said. “Oh, Joel. I’ve been thinking about this for a while. Every time you say something in my class, you sound like such a sexist prick. Frankly, I assumed you would just go through my course and fail because you’re not smart enough to see how things really work. You saunter along, assume your initial impressions are correct, and then you fail to learn anything new. You’re stuck. But don’t worry. I’m going to help you.” 
 
    Did she just say I was dumb? 
 
    Then she reached up and stroked my cheek. “Nice and smooth,” she said. 
 
    I bristled. Sure enough, I hated how slowly my facial hair grew in. Even when I tried my best, I didn’t get much of a beard, so I shaved anyway, if only to make myself feel better, but she didn’t need to know that. 
 
    “Strip for me,” she said. 
 
    “What? No way!” 
 
    “Strip,” she said again. 
 
    “I won’t! And if you tell me to do that again, I will go straight to the administration and report you for all of this!” In that one moment, I had this brilliant idea, only she just chuckled at me. 
 
    “From what I understand, you already have a reputation on campus. Some disciplinary issues, if I recall correctly.” 
 
    Seething, I took one ferocious breath after another, but she wasn’t impressed. 
 
    “You teased the wrong girl, she reported you, and you got in trouble. From what I understand, the Dean seriously considered expelling you.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” I muttered. 
 
    “It sucks when you know people won’t believe you, don’t you think?” 
 
    My lips parted, and I knew exactly what she was doing, but I still couldn’t believe it. I glanced over at the door, and my eyes stuck to the handle right there. I could take just a step or two and disappear back into the hall. 
 
    “You can leave…if you want to fail. Or you can strip. Right now.” 
 
    Contradictory reactions deep within my gut. Part of me needed to be angry. Another part struggled against the fear pumping through my torso, and then there was the bizarre spike of arousal. 
 
    Professor Meadows was gorgeous, obviously. She had these perfect curves and that slender physique. Even if I was surrounded by a bunch of college girls all the time, I still found myself somehow pulled toward her. “Please, can we talk about this?” I asked pathetically. 
 
    “We already have,” she said. “I have told you precisely what you need to do. Are you going to do it?” She made this question seems so reasonable. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder at the doorway. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to say. My brain couldn’t reboot or get into gear. It felt like my thoughts kept spinning without arriving at any kind of conclusion. 
 
    Then, almost tenderly, she stepped forward, she took me by my wrists, and she guided my hands up toward the top button of my shirt. 
 
    My fingers acted on their own. They started to work the buttons; they started at the top and started to open them, working their way down. 
 
    Professor Meadows just watched. Then she stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and a little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “There we go,” she said. “That’s right. Strip for me.” 
 
    I paused for a second. I glanced up from my shirt as I studied the flirtatious curves of her lips. 
 
    This wild idea popped into my head: I could seduce her. 
 
    But then I pulled off my shirt, and there was something about her gaze that made this plan shrivel inside of my head. 
 
    She didn’t look at me with lust, not exactly. Rather, it was something else, a different kind of hunger. 
 
    Had I seen that look before? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    I couldn’t put the pieces together, but I shrugged off my shirt. Then I took off the t-shirt I wore underneath. Naked from the waist up, I looked down toward the buckle on my belt. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. 
 
    Now that I was actually cooperating and stripping in front of her, she seemed far more patient. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, I loosened my belt, pulled it free, and started to drop it on the floor. Professor Meadows reached down and grabbed the strip of leather from me. “Just in case,” she said. 
 
    “Just in case? Just in case of what?” 
 
    “Just in case I need to punish you,” she said. 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    With my belt? 
 
    No way. 
 
    I had never been struck with a belt before. In fact, I couldn’t even remember any time when my parents had spanked me. 
 
    More than anything, I wanted to call out and tell her she couldn’t do something like that. There was absolutely no way she could strike me with my own belt! And yet, when I made eye contact with her, I knew she could. We both did. 
 
    “Keep going,” she chided. 
 
    I pulled my pants down after I unconsciously kicked off my shoes. Soon, I was down to only my boxers. The dark gray cotton hid me from her. 
 
    Again, the thought of seducing her pumped through my body. 
 
    I was hard, and I could step forward, reach out, and maybe slide my arms around her waist. I could tug her closer, gently brush my lips against hers, and maybe push her against the wall. 
 
    Up until now, she had dictated everything. She had been in control, but she was a woman, she had needs, and she wanted me naked in her office. Maybe that old line about turning me into some kind of sissy had just been a test. Yeah, that had to be it. 
 
    Besides, didn’t women instinctively want to be dominated and controlled? Wasn’t it evolution or something? 
 
    I worked hard to cling to that idea. 
 
    With a nervous puff, I closed my eyes, stepped forward, and that was when she surprised me. Her hands shot out, she grabbed my underwear, and she yanked it down. 
 
    Suddenly, I froze, especially because she started laughing. 
 
    When the beautiful sounds of her giggles reverberated against my eardrums, I opened my eyes. 
 
    I looked at her, only she still had her gaze pinned firmly on that spot between my legs. 
 
    She was laughing. 
 
    She was laughing at me. 
 
    She was laughing at my cock. 
 
    “Is that as big as it gets?” Professor Meadows asked like this was a normal question. 
 
    Breathing fast, I glanced down at my erection. 
 
    My lips parted, my mouth turned dry, and I didn’t know what to say. I only had one real girlfriend in high school, and now I looked at this beautiful, experienced woman. My girlfriend had never seemed particularly impressed. She never got into sex either, but it was Professor Meadows who chuckled again, “Yeah, it looks like you’re going to be an ideal sissy. I mean, you’re not going to get to be a real man with that tiny equipment.” 
 
    Tiny? 
 
    I tried to glare at her, only she saw me and laughed even louder. “Oh, you look so cute when you pout! You’re going to be so perfect! But you know, I can see that you’re going to get horny, so I think a chastity cage would be a good idea for you. Don’t worry. I have an extra small one just for a little sissy like you.” 
 
    “It’s not small,” I said. 
 
    As she opened a drawer and glanced up at me, she raised one eyebrow with arch amusement. “Oh? Are you sure about that, sissy? Have you been doing a lot of comparisons lately?” 
 
    “No, but—” 
 
    She cut me off, “Trust me, jolt. You’re tiny. You’re adorable. You’re pathetic.” The words punched into me, a mix of insults and complements. My brain didn’t know how to process the information. 
 
    My cheeks turned a bright shade of hot red, and I desperately wished I could just turn and run away. 
 
    But then she came up to me. She strode forward, reached down between my legs, and her chest was touching mine. Her fingers brushed along my scrotum and up my shaft. 
 
    “You don’t look like a real man, not to me. Your skinny, adorable, and you have this tiny little pecker between your legs. You’re lucky. I think you’re going to do really well as a sissy. There’s no way you could compete with the men.” 
 
    “I am a man!” I called out, only my voice squeaked. 
 
    “Lay down on the floor,” she ordered. 
 
    I hesitated, but Professor Meadows decided she wasn’t interested in waiting for me to cooperate this time. Her leg swept out, she kicked my calves out from underneath me, and I landed hard on the floor. Fortunately for me, she had a thick rug over the cheap, industrial linoleum. 
 
    When I hit the floor, the air got knocked from my lungs. My shaft deflated almost immediately, and that’s when she held up the chastity cage for me to see. It looked like a curved, metal birdcage. 
 
    I didn’t understand what was happening, but I tried to reach up just as I felt the first band of metal encircle the base of my shaft and the underside of my scrotum. 
 
    “What, what’re you doing?” 
 
    Then I felt the cold metal against my softened manhood. 
 
    “Locking you up,” she said. 
 
    I heard the series of clicks. They came, quick and unstoppable. 
 
    I kept trying to lift my arms, to shove her away, but nervous energy stopped me each time. 
 
    Then she stood up. 
 
    My eyes ran along the lines of her body. I studied her perfectly shaped legs, the lines of her skirt, and the contours of her breasts before she tilted her head down at me. When our eyes met again, she seemed to so tall and powerful. 
 
    “Go on,” she said to me. “Check it out.” 
 
    I knew what she wanted. 
 
    I reached down between my legs, and I felt the contours of the chastity cage. 
 
    “You won’t be able to take it off,” she said. “That’s stainless steel, and you would need a blow torch to get it off. I don’t think you would want to try that, not in that region of your body.” 
 
    Then I felt the lock. I jerked my head up, stared down the length of my body, and I confirmed it with my own eyes. “Get this thing off of me!” 
 
    “Shush,” she said. 
 
    Rather than snarling back at her, I got quiet. Just like she wanted, I stared at her before she reached for her desk and pulled something off of it. She dropped it down, and I watched the pink fabric flutter to my chest. “Put those on,” she said.  
 
    “What, what are they?” 
 
    Even as I asked, I held them up, and I saw the smooth, light, and dainty outline of pink satin. 
 
    “Is this underwear?” I asked as my throat seemed to lock up. 
 
    “They’re panties,” she told me with the confidence of a woman who educated young adults for a living. “They’re your panties.” 
 
    “No,” I stuttered back at her. “They couldn’t be my panties.” 
 
    But then she put her foot on my chest, and I felt the heel of her boot push down against my sternum. It got harder to breathe, and she said, “Remember, Joel. If you want to pass, you have to behave. Part of that means accepting what I put on you. You’re a sissy now, and you’re going to be an obedient little sissy. You’ll do whatever I say. Because if you don’t, I can use this.” She grabbed the belt and swung it through the air. I heard the swish. I felt the shiver run down my back. 
 
    “Put them on,” she ordered. 
 
    This time, I couldn’t resist her order. With a nervous gulp, I pulled the panties up along my legs. Suddenly, the soft fabric cupped my balls and added another layer of subjugation to my already caged shaft. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Now put these on.” 
 
    She handed me the stockings. When I saw them, I didn’t really know what I was doing. “Roll them up at the top, then slide them along your legs,” she said. 
 
    I had seen women do this in a movie or maybe on TV or something. 
 
    “Very nice” she said as I started to pull the stockings up the length of my legs. Once I saw them on me, my breath caught in my throat again for one specific reason: they stripped away the masculinity from the lower half of my body. Seriously, when I wore these, you wouldn’t be able to tell that I was a man. My legs looked toned and slender, almost dainty. 
 
    Just as I finished, she dropped something else on me. 
 
    “No. I can’t.” 
 
    This garment was far bigger. 
 
    “It’s just a cute little dress,” she said. 
 
    I climbed to my feet. Professor Meadows didn’t seem to mind, probably because the dress would have to go over my head and shoulders, so I needed to be upright. 
 
    Once I was on my feet, I lifted the dress. It felt heavier than I would have expected. Worse, its pattern and design seemed faintly reminiscent of something a schoolgirl or maybe a Girl Scout might wear. The olive green and black plaid pattern struck me as ridiculous, as did the pleated skirt down toward the bottom. 
 
    Without meaning to, I did the calculations, and I quickly realized this thing would barely stretch two thirds down my thighs. If I wore this, I would look like some slut. 
 
    “Oh, that’s going to be so cute on you,” Professor Meadows said with a purr. “But you know, I think I forgot what we really need for you.” 
 
    She went back to her desk, opened a drawer, and glanced up at me. When our eyes met, she grinned, “Be a good sissy and close your eyes.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she said again. 
 
    Despite my fear, I shut my eyes just as she ordered. “Keep them shut. You don’t want to get in trouble, sissy.” 
 
    Again and again, I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t a sissy and that I could handle this. 
 
    But what did that mean? 
 
    “You know, it’s probably a good thing that I found you,” she said as she closed the drawer. With every beat of my heart, I yearned to open my eyes, yet another part of me knew I didn’t really want to see what she had planned for me. Then she came up behind me, lifted my elbows, slipped something around my chest, then over my shoulders. 
 
    What was it? What was she doing? What was that strange weight? 
 
    I couldn’t see her do it, but I knew she was grinning as she whispered into my ear, “Go on. Open your eyes now.” 
 
    With a nervous gulp, I obeyed. That’s when I looked down, and I saw the bra around my chest. But it wasn’t just a bra. It had some built-in padding or something because it gave me the outline of having small breasts. 
 
    “You’re going to look so cute!” 
 
    “Please, please tell me I don’t really have to wear this,” I pleaded. 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she said. “You see, it’s going to be good for you. This will give you a constant reminder of who you are.” 
 
    “I’m not a sissy!” I called out. 
 
    My voice didn’t boom or reverberate with real masculine energy. If anything, I sounded like a petulant child. 
 
    She heard it, and so did I. 
 
    Suddenly, my shoulders drooped, and I couldn’t argue with her. 
 
    “Put your hands in the air,” she instructed. 
 
    Reluctantly, I obeyed, and she grabbed the dress and pulled it down along the length of my body. The quarter-sleeves were snug against my shoulders and biceps. The bodice was tight against the bottom half of my chest, especially with the pads now pressing on my nipples. Finally, the skirt flared down around my thighs. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. She pulled out her phone, aimed it at me, and took a picture before I could even register what was happening. 
 
    “No, wait! Stop!” 
 
    Like everyone else, I knew just how dangerous a photo could be. This was proof, proof that I’ve been dressed up like a woman. 
 
    Except I didn’t look like a woman, and I knew that without even seeing the picture. She had dressed me more like some little girl. Sure, there were female students on campus who put on outfits like this, only I never understood why. For attention? Because they genuinely approved of this “style”? 
 
    “Look,” she said. 
 
    She held the phone’s screen in front of me. 
 
    I shook my head, jerking from side to side as I closed my eyes, only I couldn’t turn away. She grabbed me by my hair, and she forced me to face the screen. 
 
    There. 
 
    There I was, blushing, embarrassed, but ultimately feminine and ridiculously dainty. 
 
    I didn’t look anything like a real man. Heck, I wouldn’t even be able to pass for a boy. Even my hair couldn’t save me. Sure, it was short around the sides, but this just made me look like a girl with a neatly trimmed pixie cut. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Just a few more details,” she said. 
 
    “Details? What details?” 
 
    “Obviously, we need to do your makeup.” 
 
    “No!” I tried to step back, only she still held onto the back of my head. I felt the sharp blades of pain down into my scalp. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said as she pushed me. 
 
    I fell into the chair, and that’s when she held up a pair of handcuffs. 
 
    “I don’t want you to squirm,” she said simply. She dragged my arms behind my back, and then I felt another set of clicks. 
 
    Just like that, she chained me to the wooden chair in front of her desk. With dedicated efficiency, she opened her purse and pulled out several pieces. I didn’t want to look. I didn’t want to see. 
 
    She started with the lipstick. She moved it gently along my mouth. Then she made me pucker my lips together, rubbing them to smooth out the color. 
 
    For most of this first part, she looked ferocious and dangerous. But as I obeyed, her features relaxed, “Oh, that’s amazing. You’re a natural!” 
 
    I hated the compliment. I wasn’t supposed to be a natural sissy! 
 
    From there, she did my eyeshadow, applied foundation, then blush, and she finished everything off by slipping a little ribbon clip into my hair. Once it was locked on, I had this strange weight follow me whenever I turned my head. 
 
    As I huffed and puffed, she kept smiling at me. But then she did something I didn’t expect. She brushed her fingers through my hair, and the pain was instantly replaced by something else. I loved the way she touched me, gently moving her fingertips along my scalp and down to the back of my neck. 
 
    “Tell me why you’re a sissy.” 
 
    “I don’t know!” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she said. 
 
    Reluctantly, I dropped my arms to my sides. I felt like a puppet, and someone just cut my strings as the words left my mouth, “Because I want to pass?” 
 
    “That’s a good start,” she allowed. 
 
    “And because you put me in a chastity cage?” 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “But there’s more.” 
 
    “Because I looked just like a girl?” 
 
    “That’s right!” 
 
    “Right after I read that atrocious paper you wrote, I contacted a friend of mine in the administration, and she gave me your schedule. It looks like it’s almost time for your next class, Joel.” 
 
    Hearing my name felt like a smack across my face because I had obviously betrayed everything that made me into a real man. I wore panties, I had a snug chastity cage between my legs, and only this woman owned the key. Worse, I could feel the strange and exotic weight of the makeup on my face with every second. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Can I take this stuff off and go?” It was a weak gambit, and I knew it. 
 
    With a wicked smile and a slow shake of her head, Professor Meadows said, “No way. You’re going to go to your next class just like this.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “And you’d better behave like a good girl. Because I have a couple of teaching associates who have classes with you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. They’re going to be checking on you and making sure you behave yourself. They’re going to be grading you,” she said. 
 
    “Grading me? On what? How?” 
 
    “The rubric is very simple,” she told me. “You have to behave like a good sissy. That means you should be demure, servile, and ready to let your superiors act first. You’re just a quiet little sissy. That’s all you have to be.” 
 
    When I looked down at the floor, she cupped the edges of my chin between her fingers and forced me to raise my gaze and meet her own. “Please…” 
 
    “There we go. Beg. Just like that. Say please, thank you, and be polite. It’s really important for girls to be polite. If a guy is rude, well, he just might be aggressive or determined. Maybe he’s in a rush. But a pretty little sissy like you should always be polite. Important, it is very important. And yes, you will be graded on your behavior.” 
 
    “But this isn’t fair!” 
 
    “Writing about how girls need to be obedient and docile isn’t fair.” 
 
    Did I really write that? 
 
    “Even if you didn’t use those exact words, that was the implication,” she told me. 
 
    I tried to stutter and stammer out another plea, but she shook her head. Just like that, I knew she wouldn’t let me out. 
 
    “Be a good little sissy. Remember, the girls are going to be watching. And if they give you an order, you had better obey.” 
 
    Professor Meadows glanced up past my shoulder toward the clock. “Now get to class or you’re going to be late.” 
 
      
 
    When I scurried to down the steps toward the bottom floor, I didn’t know what to expect. The corridor with all of the teachers’ offices was pretty much empty. I passed a few teachers who had their doors open for their office hours, but no one glanced up. Those instructors and researchers were busy with their projects. 
 
    But then I made it to the bottom floor, and I paused at the mouth of the stairwell. 
 
    Tall guys strode by. They looked like a bunch of bros from one of the fraternities. A few seconds later, two girls happened to walk by. Since I was completely still, no one noticed me. 
 
    They were watching. 
 
    That’s what Professor Meadows told me. As a popular teacher, she had plenty of teaching associates who wanted to work for her. They helped grade papers, monitor class activities, and perform some of the minor housekeeping that went into being a professor at a university like this one. 
 
    But who was it? 
 
    I didn’t know. 
 
    What if I was late, would she notice?  
 
    I had to step out. 
 
    I started walking. 
 
    With every step, I expected someone to point and laugh. 
 
    But then, a couple of girls walked right by me, and they glanced up. One even waved and said, “Cute dress!” 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    What just happened? 
 
    I froze, but the two girls just walked on as though nothing important had happened. Adrenaline coursed through my body, and I wanted to sprint away. 
 
    I held onto my backpack, not that I could even remember picking it up. 
 
    Another couple of girls walked by. Then some guys. One of the young men glanced at me for a second. I couldn’t read his expression. Attraction? Revulsion? Then he looked away and kept walking. 
 
    I still didn’t understand! 
 
    Remembering I would be late for my next class, I forced my body to start moving. I started walking. I left the building, went outside, and picked one of the concrete walkways used by all of the other college students. 
 
    Out here, most of the other college kids had their phones out. Some strode ahead purposefully, perhaps worried about some presentation or the possibility of being late for their next class. 
 
    Where was I going again? 
 
    I stopped, remembered that I had English, bowed my head down, and walked as fast as I could. 
 
    Guys were checking me out. 
 
    I didn’t want to believe it. 
 
    At first, I thought that they could tell I was really a boy. But no. Their eyes lingered on my chest, then the hem of my skirt and my legs. I didn’t want them to see me like this. Worse, I almost wanted someone to confront me about the truth because I wasn’t supposed to look like this! I wasn’t supposed to pass for a girl! 
 
    Finally, I made it to my class, and I sat toward the back. 
 
    No one noticed me. No one seemed to care. 
 
    At least, that’s what I thought at first. 
 
    The professor arrived, glanced at me, recognized me, and knew I was supposed to be a boy, but she decided not to say anything. Or maybe she smiled? Did I see a little curve along her lips as though she wanted to encourage me? 
 
    The professor lectured about our essays for the first few minutes. She talked about structure, thesis statements, and all of the other boring stuff I had heard about from other teachers. 
 
    Still, I took a few notes, especially when it came to those important details that could vary from audience to audience. 
 
    Eventually, she said, “Okay. I’m going to pass back your essays, and I want you all to workshop them. Find a partner and decide what your weaknesses might be and how you are going to address them.” 
 
    A couple people asked questions. She answered them. 
 
    Through all of this, I grabbed the edge of my desk. A partner? Really? 
 
    It seemed like the universe decided to be cruel. 
 
    Then desks were being moved around as students got up and found their partners while I just stared into the distance. 
 
    A girl with dark hair grabbed a desk, pulled hers up to mine, and she said, “You look really cute in your dress, Joel.” 
 
    “Don’t say that,” I growled back at her before I remembered she probably meant those words as a genuine complement. She thought she was being nice… 
 
    “Oh, you don’t want to be rude. You’re not going to get a passing grade if you are disrespectful to me.” 
 
    I blinked a couple of times. What? 
 
    “Hi,” she said, holding out her hand. “We haven’t technically met. My name is Kelly, and I’m one of Professor Meadows’ TAs.” 
 
    “You’re what?” 
 
    “You heard me,” she said with a chuckle.” 
 
    “Well…” I began. “I think we still have to work on our papers.” 
 
    “Let’s go outside first,” she said. 
 
    Kelly rose from her desk and sauntered over to the doorway. Our professor didn’t notice. Or if she did, she didn’t care, probably because we were all adults, so if we decided to step out for a few minutes, it wouldn’t be a big deal. 
 
    For a second, I almost wished this was more like high school. 
 
    I stared at Kelly. She was taller than me by an inch or two, had sleek dark hair that reminded me a little bit of Professor Meadows, and there was something about this girl’s jeans that drew my attention. They were snug against the perfect contours of her body. 
 
    Reluctantly, I pushed my chair back, slid from my desk, and marched out into the hallway with her. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “First off, we need to talk about your attitude,” Kelly said. 
 
    “My attitude? There’s nothing wrong with my attitude,” I grunted back at her. 
 
    “You’re talking like a boy. Boys are aggressive and hostile. They think they should be able to get away with saying whatever they want. But are you a boy?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She shook her head from side to side. “No, you’re not a boy,” she answered. 
 
    “What, what’re you talking about?” 
 
    “Look at you. You’re wearing that adorable little dress and stockings, and I love this ribbon.” Kelly strode forward, brushed her fingers through my hair, and made me shiver. My shaft twitched inside of its cage, but I still looked like a girl. I would not be allowed any erections, not while those metal bars trapped me. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a sissy,” Kelly continued. 
 
    “No. I can’t. I won’t.” 
 
    “Then you’re going to fail,” she said. 
 
    “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “You certainly know how to pout like a sissy,” she told me. When she stepped back, I inhaled, but I still didn’t know what to think or believe. 
 
    Worse, I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Trust me,” she said with a condescending smirk. “I’m going to be the first girl to grade you. I want to see you obey. Because if you can’t do that, then you’re never going to be what we want.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” I said. 
 
    “The professor said you would say that,” she told me. 
 
    Breathing fast, I made a pair of fists, but I didn’t even think about attacking Kelly. Instead, I stamped my foot, swung my hands through the air, and I knew I was behaving like some little girl, but I still couldn’t help it! 
 
    “Tell me you’re a good sissy.” 
 
    The frustration finally dissipated from my body. “I’ll be a good sissy,” I told her. Was I humiliated? Yes. Did I see any other choice? No. 
 
    “Good girl,” she said with a chuckle as she stepped forward and brushed my hair again. 
 
    Kelly peered right into my eyes, and she said, “Now, I want you to get on your knees and kiss my toes.” I glanced down and saw her red toenails peak up from beneath the straps of her sandals. 
 
    “Please, you can’t be serious,” I stammered out. “What if someone comes by? What if someone sees me?” 
 
    “You’re already wearing panties and a chastity cage. Oh, that reminds me,” she said with a snap of her fingers. “Professor Meadows was worried you might take off your panties. Lift your skirt for me. I need to check.” 
 
    “Check?” I asked, dumbfounded. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “I need to check.” Clearly, she reveled in every second of this. She seemed to drink in and absorb my embarrassment. 
 
    I had never felt my cheeks grow hot like this before. A mixture of fear and shame gripped me, making it impossible for me to act. But then Kelly stepped forward, gently hooked her fingers underneath the hem of my skirt, and she pulled it up. 
 
    I glanced around, terrified. 
 
    At any moment, another college kid could decide to go to the bathroom or maybe go get a drink of water. What if someone saw me? What if someone recognized me? 
 
    She saw the pink of my panties and grinned. “Oh, those are so cute. Very girly. Very you.” 
 
    She dropped my skirt back down. 
 
    I held my arms over my chest as I tried to hide from her. But then Kelly just chuckled. “Now you can do the first part.” 
 
    First part? I had forgotten about her initial command. 
 
    “A good little sissy needs to be obedient,” she reminded me. It’s about more than just wearing your panties, although they do look very, very cute on you.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Exactly what you promised,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t recall any promise, yet that hardly mattered as I studied this dark-haired beauty. 
 
    She wiggled her toes, and I glanced to the left and right again. The hallway remained empty; this could be my chance. I fell to my knees, bent forward, and felt the sting of shame as I kissed her toes. 
 
    “There we go,” she said. “Very nice. Okay, you can go back to class now.” 
 
    I jumped to my feet. 
 
    “Go on,” Kelly chided me, making me feel like some little kid. 
 
      
 
    When I went back into the classroom, I sat down. Again, I waited for someone to point out my transformation. At the same time, I had to wonder if kissing her toes had maybe smeared my lipstick. 
 
    Biting down, I waited for Kelly to return. 
 
    Eventually, she came back, she sat with me, and we worked on our essays as though nothing had changed. 
 
    As I listened to her, my shaft kept twitching in my chastity cage. 
 
    Fortunately, the class came to an end, and I could go to lunch. 
 
    As the other students streamed out of the room, Kelly included, I looked down at my ridiculous little dress. 
 
    How many people did Professor Meadows have walking the campus, searching me out, and checking to make sure I remained a sissy? 
 
    More than anything, I wanted to sprint back to my apartment on the edge of campus, slip inside my bedroom, and put on some real clothing. 
 
    But I couldn’t do that, especially since I only had about an hour before my next class. 
 
    When my stomach started to rumble, I decided I had to go to the Student Union. I would grab a hamburger, maybe a burrito, something, anything. Then I could try to hide until my next class. 
 
    As I traveled across campus, I did my best to not to draw any kind of attention to myself. Even so, I could feel the eyes of different guys on me. They checked me out, saw the curves of my body, and nodded to themselves. 
 
    I used to be one of them, I thought. I would check out every girl I saw, instinctively evaluating her to determine whether or not I thought she was hot, gorgeous, or something else. 
 
    The Student Union was even worse. 
 
    I stepped into the large, open dining area, scanned across the different restaurants, and picked the sandwich place because they didn’t have a line. I walked up, and a girl behind the counter smiled cheerfully, “Were can I get you?” 
 
    “She’s going to have a salad,” said a female voice behind me. Someone put her hands on my shoulders and squeezed. I turned back and saw a girl with red hair. She had pale cheeks, sharp green eyes, and she was taller than me by another couple of inches. I wilted under her attention. 
 
    “I want to sandwich,” I said before I could stop myself. 
 
    “A salad,” the newcomer reiterated. 
 
    My eyes watered for a moment, but then I pushed back the urge to cry. 
 
    The girl reached under my skirt and pinched my ass. Hot shame burned through me, especially when she pushed her digits up against of the contours of my opening. 
 
    “Stop that,” I pleaded with her. 
 
    “Then you had better behave yourself,” she said. 
 
    The sandwich maker prepared a salad. It was bland and generic, no meat, no protein, and the other girl grabbed me a bottle of water. She watched as I paid. Then I blinked and looked up at her. “Who are you? What are you doing here?” 
 
    “My name is Octavia,” she said. “And I think you know why I’m here.” 
 
    “Look, I’m still wearing the panties,” I promised. “There. You checked up on me. Everything is good.” 
 
    “No, no,” said Octavia. When she shook her head from side to side, the light glinted along the curves of her flame-red hair. “That isn’t how this works, sissy.” 
 
    “And what do you want?” 
 
    “Let’s go sit down,” she said as she strode ahead. She only took two steps before pausing and glancing over her shoulder. “Come on. You want to pass, don’t you?” 
 
    There was no way for me to ignore that threat. Holding onto my salad and that bottle of water, I scurried after her. 
 
    She picked an empty table over by one of the walls and slid into the seat. She rested her elbows on the table top and looked right at me. 
 
    Reluctantly, I sat down across from her. 
 
    “Go on. Start eating,” she said. 
 
    I grabbed my plastic fork and stabbed to some of the lettuce before bringing it to my mouth. I chomped through it, and she asked, “So tell me, how does it feel to be a sissy?” 
 
    “I hate it!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a pity,” she said. “Especially because you have to enjoy it.” 
 
    “I have to?” 
 
    “That’s right. You’re a sissy. You need to be more feminine. You need to be cheerful and happy!” 
 
    I glowered at Octavia. 
 
    “Never,” I said. 
 
    “Then I’m going to have to tell Professor Meadows that you are a sullen, disobedient brat who deserves to fail.” 
 
    “No, no, wait,” I said. “Please. You can’t do that!” 
 
    “Then smile for me,” she said. 
 
    I narrowed my eyes again. Up until this exact moment, I had never understood why so many women got irritated when men told them to smile. 
 
    With a shiver of disdain, I started to grin at her. 
 
    “Now giggle.” 
 
    “You didn’t say anything funny,” I pointed out. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. You need to learn to laugh at other people’s jokes. That’s part of being a sissy too.” 
 
    Fury wracked my insides. It felt like an inferno clawing at my rib cage, but I giggled, cheerfully chortling like some ditzy airhead. 
 
    “Very nice.” She reached out and patted me on the head like I was some well-trained animal. “Now, tell me how much you love your panties.” 
 
    “I love my panties.” 
 
    “No, you have to sound more energetic than that.” 
 
    “I love my panties!” 
 
    A couple girls at another table glanced over at me and flashed me these peculiar looks. 
 
    “You can be energetic without being loud,” Octavia pointed out. 
 
    I didn’t say anything; I didn’t want to engage with her. 
 
    “And tell me how much you love wearing your dress.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    Octavia didn’t answer. Instead, she just stared at me with that same sharp expression. 
 
    Exhaling through my exasperation, I let my shoulders fall again. As I swallowed down my next bite of lettuce, I tried to come up with some way to get this young woman to change her mind, only she loved having this kind of control over me. She loved being able to walk up to me and boss me around. 
 
    “I love my dress.” 
 
    “And you love wearing it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes. I love wearing my dress,” I said. 
 
    “Cheerful,” she reminded me. 
 
    “Yes. I love wearing my dress!” I made sure to smile, “I love how it makes me feel.” 
 
    “And how does it make you feel?” 
 
    “Soft and small and really feminine,” I said. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” she replied. “A sissy like you needs to understand who you are and where you belong, but I think you’re making excellent progress!” 
 
    “I’m glad,” I told her. When she stared at me for another moment or two, I recognized my mistake instantly. “I’m really glad!” 
 
    “Good,” she replied, patting me on the head one more time. Then she got up and left me alone. 
 
      
 
    I had two more classes. In each one, I waited for that moment when another one of Professor Meadows’ spies would walk up to me and make some declaration or give me a new set of orders. But it didn’t happen. Instead, I was allowed to take notes and listen to the lecturers. 
 
    But as I emerged from my final class, I wondered what would happen. Part of me imagined a scenario where I could just go back to my apartment, pull off the stupid dress, remove the panties, and… 
 
    Before I could finish those thoughts, a cute blonde appeared in front of me. “Hello,” she said. “My name is Sara, and I’m going to take you back to Professor Meadows.” 
 
    “Is she in her office?” 
 
    “Yup,” said Sara. 
 
    “Then I know the way,” told her. 
 
    “Too bad,” replied the blonde. “I still get to take you there myself.” 
 
    My nostrils twitched, and I wanted to snarl something rude. Unfortunately, that wasn’t really an option. 
 
    She motioned for me to follow, and I obeyed. I didn’t really have any choice, and we both knew it. 
 
    I followed Sara across the campus. I walked a few feet behind her like a well-trained pet until she stopped right outside of Professor Meadows’ office. Then she nodded toward me. 
 
    Did I really have to do this? 
 
    Yes. Despite the instinct to turn around, run away, and just cut myself free from this feminine abomination, I didn’t think that would really work. 
 
    “Knock,” Sara ordered. 
 
    With my nostrils twitching, I obeyed. I tapped my knuckles on the door, and the blonde giggled, “Wearing a dress really is having an impact on you, isn’t it?” 
 
    “What you mean?” 
 
    “You didn’t knock like a man,” Sara told me with a little snicker. “Men are way more confident. They pound their fists on doors when they want to be let in. But not you. You had that sweet, make little knock. It was cute!” 
 
    I opened my mouth to argue, but that’s when Professor Meadows opened the door. 
 
    “Hello, Sara,” she said. “How was she?” 
 
    She? As a sissy, I didn’t get to be a boy, not anymore. 
 
    “She was great,” Sara said, winking at me. 
 
    Sara turned around and walked away. That’s when Professor Meadows focused on me. “Hello,” she said. “You can do a little courtesy now. Show me that you can be a good sissy.” 
 
    A curtsy? 
 
    I had seen them online or maybe in movies or something, but the concept seemed strange. Even so, I reached down, grabbed the corners of my dress, and I lifted my skirt just a tiny bit as I bent my knees and lowered myself down in front of her. 
 
    I did it without fighting. I did it without resisting because this was Professor Meadows. If her minions could intimidate me, then the woman herself would have no trouble frightening me into obedience, especially since I saw what she held loosely in one hand: my belt. 
 
    After I dipped down, I looked up at her, and I wasn’t really sure what to do. Then she smiled and said, “Come inside.” 
 
    As I worried about what this might mean, I realized I didn’t have much choice. She still controlled my grade. 
 
    I stepped into her office, she shut the door, and then she grabbed me by my shoulder. She made me face her. “Your makeup held up remarkably well,” she said. “I’m impressed.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    “Very nice. But you know, being a sissy is more than just looking cute. You have to make yourself useful. And that’s what you’re going to do for me now.” 
 
    “Okay…” I said. Then I glanced up at her, searched for some courage, and asked, “What about my grades? What did the girls say?” 
 
    “They said that you performed reasonably well, but I’m the one who will ultimately make the decision for you.” 
 
    My brows creased with frustration, but I understood what she meant. Even if the girls chose not to fail me for insubordination or disobedience, Professor Meadows could still destroy my academic career with a few keystrokes. 
 
    She lifted her skirt, and that’s when I saw something special. She wasn’t wearing underwear. 
 
    She walked over to her desk, sat on the edge, and she spread her legs with her skirt pulled back. I saw her sex, and my heart started beating twice as fast. Worse, my shaft twitched in my chastity cage. 
 
    “Go down on me,” she said, sounding almost casual. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Go down on me,” she repeated. “After you do, I’m going to have sex with you.” 
 
    I gulped, stared at her again, and then I took a step forward about even realizing what I was doing. She pointed to the floor, so I lowered myself to my knees in front of this woman. She beckoned me with the curve of her finger, and I gave in. 
 
    Soon, she brushed her fingers through my hair, and I still enjoyed that soft, tender touch. But then she took a firm grip on my scalp, and she pulled me forward. “I really, really want to fuck you, sissy,” she said. 
 
    I glanced over the chair where I had been handcuffed before.  
 
    And now I leaned forward, and I started licking her slit. I moved my tongue along her sex. I worked hard to make her feel good. 
 
    Within seconds, she began to purr. Then pant. Then moan. 
 
    I loved those sounds. My shaft kept twitching in its cage, and a bizarre thought occurred to me: if I had known that she would want to have sex with me, would I have agreed to this? 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Professor Meadows was gorgeous. She had that amazing body, and she carried herself with this wild, powerful confidence. She was a woman who could do whatever she wanted. 
 
    She had dressed me up like her dolly, so now I kept licking, sliding my tongue up and down her crevice. Then I went deeper; I found her clit, and her moans came faster. They were louder now, and I loved every one of them. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good. That’s really good.” 
 
    I only cared about her approval. 
 
    My tongue went deeper. It flicked and twitched in neat little patterns as I gave her everything I had. I worked so hard to satisfy her. 
 
    Then, right when it seemed like she might climax, she put her hand on my forehead, and she shoved me away. I stumbled back, I licked my lips, and I stared up at her, confused. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said with that usual condescension. “You did a reasonably good job, sissy. But right now, I want you up here. Stand and bend forward with your hands behind your back.” 
 
    She wanted me to press my weight down against the edge of her desk. Confused, I obeyed as she slid forward and smoothed out her skirt. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said once I was in position. It felt awkward to have my weight braced like this, especially with my hands behind my back. “Close your eyes,” she ordered. 
 
    “Do I have to?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said very simply. “You do.” 
 
    Some of the moisture drained from my mouth, especially when I could only watch as she pulled the handcuffs out again. She snapped them around my wrists. From there, she yanked down my panties. My eyes got big as all of this happened. I didn’t understand; I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Then she opened a drawer, and she pulled out something else. When I first saw the rubber cylinder, I didn’t really understand. 
 
    “It’s a two headed dildo,” she said. “Now open your mouth and get ready to suck.” 
 
    My brows creased with confusion, and I was going to ask a question. She wasn’t interested in anything I had to say. No, she wanted to use my mouth to make the dildo nice and slick. She shoved it between my lips, forced me to lick and suck, and then she flipped it around. She jabbed it right back between my teeth and forced me to take it inch by inch. 
 
    “Very nice,” she growled with satisfaction. 
 
    “But, but I thought you said we were going to have sex,” I said. 
 
    She wiggled the sleek, shining toy in front of my face as she explained, “Oh yes. I’m definitely going to fuck you.” 
 
    I still didn’t understand, “And then you have to let me out of the chastity cage, right?” 
 
    “Wrong,” she said. 
 
    I should have understood, but she grabbed my buttocks, pressed her fingers down against me, and then she pushed the tip of her cylinder right there against my opening. 
 
    “No! Please, no. Not that! Anything but that!” 
 
    “I promised you sex,” she said. “Now take it.” 
 
    She pushed forward, sliding the tip of the toy deep between my butt cheeks. 
 
    The friction felt strange and delicious, degrading and intense all of the same time. Wild bursts of passion ran through my body as she pushed down, pulled back, and then slid the toy into me again. Obviously, I struggled to fight this. I tightened my muscles as much as I could, yet it didn’t help. 
 
    With every moment, the friction drove me wild. Hot desire pumped through me, but I still couldn’t stop her. 
 
    Then she came closer, and she took the other end of the toy, and she pressed her slit against it. 
 
    Now she held the dildo right between us. She pushed forward. She thrust into me. 
 
    It was happening! I was getting fucked like some horny schoolgirl!” 
 
    “No! Please!” 
 
    “Quiet, sissy!” 
 
    Somehow, I managed to shut my mouth. Of course, I attempted to pull away, but she had one hand on the dildo and the other on the back of my neck. With the handcuffs around my wrists, I couldn’t go anywhere; I couldn’t escape. 
 
    She pumped me harder and faster, increasing her speed with every moment. 
 
    I still couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Wild dread mixed with frantic need. She pumped me harder. She showed me what she could do as she claimed me. 
 
    Gasping now, I tried to call out. I tried to get her to change her mind. I begged with everything I had as my eyes got wet. 
 
    “This is where you belong, right here, bent across my desk like a little slut,” she said, laughing now. 
 
    She pumped me with everything she had, right up until that moment when her body tightened, and she let out this primal, ecstatic wail of pleasure. 
 
    She moaned, finished, and pulled back. 
 
    I dropped to my knees. With my hands still locked behind my back, I looked up at her. Her face was flushed, and she dampened her lips right as I asked, “Please, tell me I’m done now.” 
 
    “Done?” Professor Meadows asked with a chuckle. “We’re just getting started. In fact, you have to behave for the rest of the semester. If not longer.” 
 
    Fear burned across my face as she started laughing. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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