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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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Chapter 1

Alan looked at the clock, saw that it was just past midnight, and sank back into his couch. He closed his eyes and ticked through his mental checklist. He fought against his rising excitement, savoring the teasing denial.

A nervous excitement welled within Alan. It was not excitement at meeting or talking to people. In fact, the prospect of interacting with others is specifically what Alan feared the most. Instead, Alan imagined himself as virtually invisible to everyone else. He would blend into the background, going about his business while being ignored. With that thought, Alan’s heart quickened, and he found himself hurrying through his preparations.

Alan forced himself to slow down. He laid out each of the objects that he would use in his midnight journey, one at a time, prepared but unused.

And then, Alan began. With deliberate slowness, he went through each object that lay in front of him. Concentrating on each object in turn, Alan continuously fought his own arousal.

“Mental discipline,” he thought, over and over.

Sitting, awkwardly, Alan prepared for the final step. Excitement hummed through his body as he slid his mask over his face. The thick cloth restricted his breathing, but he hardly noticed. He fixed the elastic loop around the back of his head and sat, still and silent, his body adjusting to his outfit.

Alan stood and took a deep breath. It was nearly one in the morning. Alan set his mind into the role he so desperately wanted to play. He pictured her, the neighbor who lived two floors away, Meina. She was lithe and quick, and the curves of her body were embedded in his mind. Alan imagined Meina instructing him, giving him commands that he would follow, no matter how degrading, in hopes of earning the reward of worshipping her body. Alan shivered in excitement, adrenaline pulsing through his body.

He opened his door, picked up his backpack, and stepped into the hallway.
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Chapter 2

The long hallway from his apartment to the elevator echoed with Alan’s muffled footsteps. He listened for sounds of interruption, heart pounding in nervous excitement.

He concentrated on regulating his breathing, strained through the medical mask that obscured the lower half of his face.

The ‘ding’ of the elevator nearly sent Alan running back to his apartment, but he had walked too far to turn back.

His neighbor, Josh, came out of the elevator in a friendly, rambling gait.

“Hey, Alan, how’s it going?” Josh asked.

Alan winced, though the filtered mask obscured his practiced expression. He pointed to his neck, and then shrugged his shoulders.

Josh nodded in sympathy, his pace slowing as he walked past Alan with as much space between them as possible.

“Oh,” Josh said. “Hang in there.”

Alan shrugged again, and Josh continued on his way, his attention having completely shifted from Alan to his own personal well-being.

A relaxed sigh escaped Alan’s covered mouth and he continued down the hallway. His heart raced as he thought of how close he had come to being caught. To his depravity hidden just out of sight, near enough that his neighbor, Josh, had nearly caught him.

Taking the elevator to the roof, Alan kept staring at the security camera pointed right at him. Could the security people tell that he had something on beneath his mask? And his clothes? He nearly laughed, thinking of the grainy security monitor and how they would barely be able to recognize that the elevator had an occupant, much less what was in his mouth.

Finally, Alan reached the roof of his apartment building. The night air felt cool on his face as he stepped out, the distant sounds of the city greeting his exposure to the elements.

Alan took a deep breath, staying calm despite the increase to his heart rate and the excitement surging through his body. The roof of the apartment building served as community gathering spot. Though seldom visited this late at night, residents occasionally came to the roof to enjoy the scenery, smoke, or just hang out together.

Alan saw a few of his neighbors taking up one corner of the roof, oblivious to him, and worried only about their own small gathering. Opposite them, the communal garden covered a section of the roof. As Alan had hoped, the garden stood empty, its climbing vines and budding flowers subdued in the distant fluorescent lights of the city.

“Meina’s garden,” he thought. She would have finished tending earlier in the evening, long before he had dressed in his outfit and came to the roof.

Purposefully, Alan walked to the garden and picked up a broom. He began sweeping, quietly, going about his business without causing any commotion. The four or five people in the small group did not even look his way.

The monotonous back and forth of the broom allowed Alan’s mind the freedom to wander through an elaborate, and increasingly realized fantasy. Alan imagined his subservience to the owners of the garden, imagined instructions that he clean the garden for his Masters, before they walked across the filth on the roof, while he remained ready for his body to be claimed and violated in any way that his Masters chose.

The confines of Alan’s clothes, and the equipment hidden beneath the fabric, kept his body restricted and tight. He swept by using small movements and focusing completely on the task at hand. He imagined cleaning the garden with the broom and then being summoned back to an apartment to clean off his Master.

Alan, caught up in his chore and his fantasy, did not notice the arrival of another one of his neighbors.

As Alan swept the dry concrete, head down and face covered, Meina approached from the doorway.

“Hey,” she said, pleasantly, to get his attention.

Alan did not notice Meina, and he did not respond to her first or second attempt at getting his attention.

Meina walked around the outside of the garden and stepped in front of Alan, startling him.

Alan jumped and yelled in surprise. Rather, he tried to yell. His muffled cry betrayed his surprise, but also betrayed the fact that his mask covered more than his mouth.

Meina frowned in confusion and surprise, “Are you okay?” she asked.

Alan nodded, pointing to his neck as he had when he walked past Josh, miming that he could not speak. In his haste to answer, he dropped the broom. Looking for a way out, Alan noticed that he stood in a walled-off corner of the garden, and the only way out of the garden and off the roof was through Meina.

“Are you sick?” Meina asked, suspicion evident in her voice.

Alan shook his head, not wanting to scare her, and reached down to pick up the broom.

Meina noticed a strap that came from beneath his mask and wrapped around his head. She looked closely at Alan, at his tight pants and his hesitant movements. She recognized his shyness almost immediately, but there was something else going on here.

“Alan, right?” Meina asked.

Her recognition put Alan on the defensive, and he began to worry that he would be found out. If Meina realized what kind of game he was playing, would she yell for help?

The fantasy in Alan’s mind spun quickly out of control. He looked at Meina, the purposeful stance of her trim, athletic shape made the piercing gaze of her brown eyes assertive and even dominant. Alan shrunk back from her, his domineering crush, at a complete loss.

“Do you often sweep the garden area?” Meina asked.

Alan nodded, being honest, and shrugged as he pointed to his neck again.

Meina examined the mask covering the lower half of his face, seeing the separate strap wrap around his head.

“I see that you can’t talk, but you’re shy anyway, aren’t you?” Meina asked.

Alan nodded, his blush hidden by the darkness and the mask.

“An introvert, and you can’t talk back? I can order you around the garden all night!” Meina said with a smile.

Alan nodded, his eyes wide with excitement.

Meina returned his nod, thinking quickly to confirm her suspicion.

“Would you do anything I told you to do?” she asked in a hushed, conspiratorial tone.

Alan moaned as he nodded, excitement at her enthusiasm drowning out every warning bell going off in his head.

“Do you promise?” Meina asked, her eyes fierce and piercing and sexy, just the way Alan pictured her as he dressed for the evening.

“Yes,” Alan said into his muffled mouth.

“Take off your mask,” Meina told him.

Alan stood in front of her, unmoving.

Meina grinned in victory. Alan, unmoving, was trapped, unsure, and beaten.

“Go on, take it off,” Meina said, her voice still firm but lower, like she was sharing a secret with Alan.

Alan gave in, submitting to Meina in a real way that he had only fantasized about. Nerves slowed his hand, but nevertheless he untied the mask and dropped it, revealing his gagged mouth.

Meina saw the gag secured in Alan’s mouth, and, her suspicions confirmed, stared at him with a hunger that she did not know burned inside her. She saw him as her object, her plaything, his bound lips and his tightly wrapped body.

“Is this how you walk around, with a gag tied into your mouth?” Meina asked rhetorically.

“Get on your knees,” she said.

Alan cast about in fear, suddenly very shy and very nervous. But when he glanced to the side and saw that the other group of people on the roof had left, his fantasy coalesced in the form of Meina, standing before him, giving him explicit orders.

Alan knelt before Meina with his gagged mouth at her waist.

Meina frowned, her mind racing at the prospect of the shy submissive following her every order. The potential seemed endless.

“Take your gag out, I want to see what you’ve had in your mouth,” she said.

Alan complied, unbuckling the strap behind his head and then pulling out a long, phallic gag.

Meina wanted him, now, her submissive toy with his willing mouth and his kneeling body. She took the gag, glistening from his oral attention, and gripped the base of the cock.

Staring down at Alan, Meina rubbed the rubber cock across his wet lips, pushing them apart with the tip of the dildo. Alan stared up at her with desperate need.

“Is this how you carry yourself in public? Gagged and submissive?” she asked.

Alan hesitated, afraid to trust his voice and ashamed to admit his perverse desires.

Meina slapped the wet cock against his face, hard, eliciting a surprised ‘ow’ from Alan.

“I said, is this how you carry yourself in public?” she asked again.

“Yes,” Alan said, unsure of how to continue. He reverted to his fantasy, his mind spiraling into deep debauchery.

“Yes, Master, I speak only when allowed and I exist to serve and to please,” Alan said, surprised at his forthright admission.

“To please who?” Meina asked as she rubbed the cock over his cheeks.

“My Master,” Alan answered.

Meina bent forward and grabbed Alan’s face in her hands. “Who is your Master?”

“You are,” Alan answered, though clenched lips and racing heart.

Meina released his face and stood up, silent, staring down at him.

Alan waited, desperate for her acceptance.

“You wander around, perverse and hidden, practically begging for someone to take control of you. Now I am here, and I will claim you. But I will not share you. And you will do anything that I ask. Is that clear?” Meina said.

“Yes, Master, it is clear,” Alan answered.

“You’re a good little slave, aren’t you? You wouldn’t dream of defying your Master anyway, would you?”

“No, Master, never,” Alan said as he met her gaze, swearing himself to her.

“Show me my newest possession. Take off your clothes,” Meina said abruptly.

Alan hesitated and then stood, slowly, heart pounding and mind racing. This is what he had fantasized about, was it not? Here was Meina, taking him as her own, deciding to claim ownership of the submissive.

Alan pulled off his shirt, and then removed his pants. As he began undressing, he focused his mind on following Meina’s orders and what it meant to give himself to her. He had to trust her, to do as she said. He slid his underwear off and stood in front of her, naked.

Meina watched in silence until Alan finished undressing, the cock-gag hanging in her hand.

Ropes crisscrossed Alan’s torso in a tie that had been hidden beneath his shirt. A metal cage secured his cock in a small, humble state. He looked down, unable to meet Meina’s eyes.

Meina lifted Alan’s chin and then made a circular motion with her finger.

Dutifully, Alan spun around, his body on display.

Meina struggled to contain her excitement. Alan’s rope harness looped across his chest and his back, giving her thrilling ideas on ways that she could restrain and hold him. The tapered muscles of Alan’s arms and legs looked both supple and firm. His round butt practically begged for her handprint. And his nipples, accented by the rope work, demanded her attention. Would he scream if she bit them?

Meina nodded approvingly, though Alan still faced away from her. She could picture his flesh in her grip, could imagine the hardness of his cock, uncaged. If, she realized, she decided to allow him to uncage his cock.

Punishment, she decided, would be first.

She guided Alan to a mostly empty table in the middle of the garden area. Stalks and vines obscured her view of the roof, but she decided it would be unlikely for anyone else to be out here.

“I’m going to punish you, sexy toy. Because I want to see your round ass marked with my handprint,” Meina whispered as Alan bent over the table and set the cock-gag next to him.

Grabbing the rope that wrapped around his torso, Meina caught Alan’s body in a firm grip with one hand and rubbed her other hand gently over his trembling skin.

That was when Meina felt the base of the plug in Alan’s tight asshole. She nearly gasped, drawing in a sharp breath as she realized how desperately he needed her to fuck him.

Meina felt the base of the plug and then tugged against it. Seated firmly in his tight hole, Alan moaned as she began spinning the plug, probing it out and in, curious to the size of the invasive toy that she just discovered.

The plug slid out from Alan’s clenching hole and Meina nearly gasped again. It was larger than she expected, certainly enough for him to remember its presence as he paraded up and down the hallways.

Meina spread Alan’s ass open as his gaping hole closed, its convulsions making him appear hungry to be filled again.

“Dirty, sexy little slave, aren’t you?” Meina asked as she reasserted her grip on his rope harness.

“Yes, Master, I am,” Alan answered instantly.

“This is what you needed filled, isn’t it?” Meina asked.

“Yes, Master,” Alan whispered, his head down and his voice low, barely audible.

Meina shook her head as Alan’s shame outlined her path.

Taking the rope harness firmly in hand, Meina traced her fingers up Alan’s bent over ass. With a sudden snap of her wrist, she slapped his ass. Alan held his position, silent and obedient, and Meina took his acceptance as a challenge.

Another slap, this time with more arm movement, elicited a short moan from Alan. Meina grunted as she lifted her arm and then slapped Alan’s quivering ass.

“You dressed like that hoping for someone to recognize what you were doing, didn’t you?” Meina asked as she raised her hand even higher.

“Yes, Master,” Alan said, not knowing what to do other than to be honest.

Meina’s forceful spank surprised Alan, who bit off his cry and instead whispered an unheard “thank you.”

Again and again, Meina spanked Alan’s bare ass. The slapping sound reverberated across the roof and Alan shuddered at the thought of being caught. Meina had taken complete control of him and he mumbled his appreciation at her power. Her dominance.

“Tell me what a dirty slave you are. Prancing around the halls, desperate to be caught. You are a locked away little submissive, desperate to please your Master and hoping only to be rewarded, isn’t that right?” Meina asked.

“Yes, Master, I’m a locked away submissive desperate to please Master,” Alan answered.

Meina spanked him again and again. Alan felt the stinging slaps and focused completely on controlling his body, ignoring the heat radiating off his reddened ass as he accepted Meina’s punishment with gratitude.

Meina thought of the broom, of how Alan had been cleaning the garden area that she frequented. She considered the dichotomy of Alan’s shyness and his daring to wear the cock-gag beneath his mask.

“You’re a quiet, obedient servant, desperate to clean up after your Master, is that right?” Meina asked.

“Yes, Master, please,” Alan answered.

Meina followed his answer with another series of rapid, stinging spanks on Alan’s upturned ass.

“You’re scared to admit just how desperate you are to be punished, how desperate you are to be filled by your Master,” she continued.

“Please,” Alan said, his thoughts scrambled in a riling mixture of sexual pleasure, humiliation, pain, and submission.

Leaning forward, whispering to him, Meina said, “You follow your orders, sexual and submissive, longing only to show your Master how well-behaved you can be.”

Moaning, Alan writhed beneath her firm grip as Meina licked his ear, tasting his skin for the first time.

Meina picked up the cock gag and held it at her waist, lined up with Alan’s empty hole. She tightened her grip on the rope across Alan’s back and lifted him partially up. The tip of the cock pushed slightly into Alan’s hole, startling him.

“I want to hear it all from you, I want you to demonstrate it for me,” Meina said.

It was Alan’s turn to gasp as Meina lined up behind him, cock pushing its way into his recently plugged hole, her grip firm on his chest harness.

Meina kept her waist pressed against Alan’s body and held him in place by the ropes. She watched the way the black dildo-cock-gag slid between his round ass cheeks and saw the tip of it slide into him.

As Alan moaned in submissive pleasure, Meina raised her arm and began spanking him again. And again. Moving her hand harder and faster, alternating between each side of his ass, whipping him as she slowly thrust her hips further into him.

“Tell me,” Meina said.

Alan moaned and began to thank her.

“Louder!” Meina snapped.

“Thank you!” Alan answered. “I need my Master to punish me and fuck me like a good slave. Thank you for allowing me to clean up after you, Master! Please, may I be a good slave and be able to clean my Master?” Alan asked.

Meina grinned as she continued spanking Alan, thrusting the cock further into his stretched hole. Her suspicions confirmed, she increased the tempo of her spanking until her hand became a numb, waving blur that rained pain on Alan’s submissive, penetrated ass.

“Clean your Master, is that your purpose?” she asked.

“Yes, please! Master!” Alan virtually screamed his need, his pleasure.

“With what?” Meina asked, slowing the pace of her spanking as she impaled Alan on the cock.

“My tongue,” Alan lowered his voice again, concern and shame replacing the stinging pain of his red ass.

Meina thrust forward, driving the cock all the way into Alan’s tight hole. He moaned beneath her, bent over the table, red ass trembling as his caged cock dripped clear cum.

Alan’s eyes rolled back in his head as the cock filled him, breaking him to Meina’s dominating influence.

He would do anything she asked. He would beg to do anything she asked. The thought of licking her drove him wild, wilder than his submission, than being fucked, or being caged.

Meina wanted him, wanted to feel him and to cover him in her body.

“Get on the table, lay on your back,” she told him as she pulled him up by the ropes wrapped around his body.

Alan stood, and then crawled onto the table. He looked around, nervous, relieved when he found no one else on the roof. As he lay on the table, he realized that the garden obscured most of the view, but anyone curious about what was happening in the garden would certainly see him naked and fucked, his cock caged and Meina having her way with his body.

He needed her, needed her to take his body.

Meina climbed onto the table and unbuttoned her pants. Alan, laying on his back, struggled to tell what she was doing.

Finally, Meina crawled on top of Alan, facing away from his head. She leaned back, and Alan was treated to a view filled with Meina’s dark, smooth ass. She hovered just above his mouth as he reached his tongue up for her, accepting that he may face punishment but needing to taste her.

Meina leaned forward and looked back at Alan.

“Not yet,” she said.

Alan lowered his head and then Meina lifted his legs up, pulling him as she sat back towards his open mouth.

Meina lowered her dripping wet pussy onto Alan’s face and felt the heat of his breath and his wet tongue sliding over her pussy.

She lifted his legs until he wrapped them around her back. Alan lay on his back with his legs up, curled around Meina who sat directly on his face. Her arms wrapped over his legs and against the cock that rested in his tight ass.

Meina picked her ass up, looking at Alan’s glistening face as he stared up into her wet pussy.

“I think you want to be a dirty, obedient little girl, that’s what I think,” Meina said.

Alan reached his tongue for her, “Yes, Master,” he said.

“Tell me, first, earn it,” she said.

“Please, I want to be a good girl, a good, dirty, sexy girl who licks and sucks her Master,” Alan said.

“And takes cock deep in her tight little pussy?” Meina asked.

Alan, long past any resistance, begged for her to fuck him. To fuck his face with her pussy, to fuck his tongue with her tight asshole, and to fill his obedient, girly pussy. To fuck him and smother him and cover him.

Meina sat on his face as Alan licked her pussy, drinking her wetness with his probing tongue.

She began pumping the cock in and out of his tight hole, using one hand to spread him open and the other to fuck him, in and out, relentlessly.

“Breathe it in, take my pussy into you,” Meina said.

Alan tasted her and smelled Meina’s wet pussy, the scent of her desire and her musk filling his nostrils. His caged cock pulsed against the metal confines, desperate for release. Alan buried his nose in Meina’s tight asshole while his tongue suckled against the wet warmth of her luscious pussy.

Meina felt Alan licking her, felt him being smothered by her sex and her ass. His cock dripped clear cum as she felt him submit to her, felt him need her and want her. His desperation for her body, evident in his every move, excited Meina and filled a deep, dark need inside her.

Meina shifted her pussy on Alan’s face as he licked and sucked. She could see his heartbeat in the pulsing of his caged cock and his filled asshole. He was dripping wet for her, desperate to please and to submit.

As Meina considered Alan’s desperate, dirty submission, she noticed lights in the apartment high-rise across from their building. Was someone watching her sit on Alan’s face? Did they see him submit to her?

The thought of someone watching made Meina’s body tense as the building orgasm within worked through her muscles and her mind.

“They’re watching you,” Meina said to Alan, teasing him. “They’re watching you bury your face in my pussy.”

Meina forced the cock into Alan’s ass, deep enough to be lodged into him.

She reached down and pulled her ass open.

“Tongue my asshole, show me how desperate and dirty you are,” she said as she pulled her asshole open for his tongue.

Alan buried his tongue in her open asshole, probing her tight opening and licking the flexing muscles of her hole.

“Show everyone what a dirty girl you are, taste it,” she said.

Alan licked and sucked on her asshole, obedient and unconcerned that anyone watching would know it. He was her pet, her submissive, dirty girl, serving Master by burying his tongue deep in her asshole.

As Meina held her ass open and Alan licked her tight hole, his legs wrapped around her torso and his filled pussy up in the air, Meina felt the waves of a crashing orgasm building inside of her dripping pussy.

Alan licked her open hole and breathed in Meina’s musky scent, moving his face lower to fill her asshole with his nose and tongue her pussy with his mouth. Meina felt him submitting and began grinding on his submissive face.

“I’m going to cum on your face, is that what you want you dirty girl?” she asked.

Alan’s muffled response was unclear, but his renewed energy made his desire evident. He licked and sucked, stroked her sensitive clit with his tongue, begging for an orgasm in his mouth and on his face. He felt her writhing, pulsing body and wanted her to fill him in every way.

“Good girl,” Meina said as the orgasm began crashing through her body, wave after wave of pleasure driving her deeper into the perverse dominance she so enjoyed.

Meina rested completely on Alan’s face as the orgasm pulsed through her wet pussy. Alan’s fervent licking drove her over the edge as she came, her lust covering his face and her body grasping at his probing tongue.

Moaning, Meina squeezed Alan’s head and buried his face in the orgasm that rocked through her body. Alan felt her coming on his face, felt her complete her domination as he worshipped her body with his tongue in desperate pleasure.

Panting, Meina lifted her body and Alan gasped for air beneath her.

“Good, now suck me clean and open your tight little pussy for me,” Meina said as she lowered herself back onto his face.

Alan began licking and sucking, tasting her orgasm and her pleasure as he breathed Meina deep into his body.

While Alan licked and sucked, Meina began forcing the cock in and out of his ass. His flexible body was bent to her will, and she began probing his tight hole to fuck an orgasm out of his caged cock.

Alan resisted, at first, the sissification and forced feminization taking him much farther into the world of submission than he realized was possible. But as Meina worked the cock into him, fucking his ass while demanding his tongue deep in hers, Alan found himself unable to stop, much less resist. She had asserted herself in the most direct and controlling way that Alan had ever imagined. She owned him, her pussy on his face and his tongue worshipping her ass while she fucked his pussy.

Moaning, and licking, Alan felt the probing cock push against his body in a way that seemed to drive an electric pleasure directly into his caged cock. He felt his cock dripping on his body, but as Meina began stroking the cock in and out of his hole, he realized that his dripping cock was responding outside of his control.

Alan licked deep inside of Meina and she fucked him faster and harder. She freed her hands and began spanking him again, her relentless fucking putting him deep within her control.

“You’re going to stick your pussy up and beg for cock, aren’t you?” Meina asked.

Alan moaned, his tongue buried in her asshole as he debased himself in worship to his Master.

Meina moved back off his face, putting his head between her knees as his legs stayed wrapped around her.

Alan, upside down, saw his caged cock almost directly over his head. Meina looked down on him above his body, thrusting the cock in and out of his pussy. He watched her penetrating gaze as she stared at his fucked hole, his body wet from hers and his cock still dripping.

“I’m going to make you cum from your tight little pussy,” Meina said.

Alan moaned, the cock prodding an orgasm and driving it from his body, answering to her touch and completely out of his.

“And you’re going to cum all over your face. And you’re going to swallow it, licking the cum with your tongue that was buried in my asshole,” Meina continued, her words coaxing the orgasm forward, driving Alan past the point of submission and into ownership, to being her property.

Fucking him faster and faster, Meina first gritted her teeth and then opened her mouth to spit directly on his fucked hole.

Alan watched her spit trail down his fucked hole and over his caged cock, covering him in her. He could feel the coolness as the night wind blew through the garden, his bent moans calling out as he gave himself to her in every way that he could.

The spit trailed to the tip of his caged cock and Alan opened his mouth, desperate for her to be on his tongue, the taste of her ass and her pussy still covering his face.

“Good girl,” Meina said, watching her spit trickle down his cock and then drip into his open, panting, desperate mouth.

“Good girl!” Meina said as she rammed the cock into him, fucking him as if that was his only purpose, his only existence.

Meina fucked his asshole until he came, Alan thinking of it as his pussy, as her fucking him and taking him and he opened his mouth as the clear cum dripped onto his face and then down his throat. Throbbing, moaning, begging, Alan swallowed and writhed at her touch, his wet face looking up in blissful adulation and complete submission.

Meina sat back, sweating, her dominance of Alan thorough and complete.

Alan lay on the table, panting, his taut legs sore and his body still bent. Meina stroked his bare skin, her obvious approval filling Alan with pride. He was hers. Her obedient, dirty girl.

Meina pulled the cock gag out of Alan’s pussy, as he watched, silent and still.

She put the gag back in his mouth, noting how deep into his throat it went, filling his used mouth with the used cock. She buckled it and then put his mask back on.

“Finish sweeping. Clean it all up, and wipe up this mess. I’ll see you in apartment 241,” Meina whispered to Alan.

She left, garden forgotten, as she contemplated the many ways that she could play with her new toy.


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story:

[image: Feminized by the Professor]

Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!

Toby Passion

Amazon Author Page

OEBPS/image_rsrc8Y.jpg
/)
Teminized b

by 5 ‘

_\,?;g\f

THE
PROFESSOR





OEBPS/image_rsrc8X.jpg
TOBY PASSION

Passion and Power






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




