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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 – Putting My Plan into Action

I can see, in hindsight, how I may have gotten carried away with my plan. It started so easy, and it made so much sense. At the time. But one thing led to another, because what else could it possibly do.

It started when my girlfriend broke up with me. She said I was too selfish, the argument escalated, and she ended up storming out of the house. Fine. Bye.

Irritated and hurt, more than I wanted to admit, I almost threw her clothes away. But without her rent contribution money was tight.

I have convinced myself that my first thought was just to sell her clothes. Innocent, though perhaps a bit desperate. But I found a forum where men were willing to pay good money to buy used underwear. I formed a plan in a matter of seconds.

That could probably be classified as my first mistake.

I told myself that selling women’s underwear was a means to an end. Another case where hindsight has shown me that there was definitely more to my decision than the tiny amount of money I was actually making.

Within a week, I sold out of Mandi’s panties.

I went to the store with an entire story in my head, just ready to smile and laugh about buying panties for my girlfriend’s birthday and needing to buy a variety of colors. Of course, no one at the store cared. I walked in and bought the panties and left, very simple.

It was a rush, and I was walking out with a bag of women’s underwear and a hard dick.

That was the second clue, which I also missed.

Once I got home and opened the panties, I decided to try them on. I was going to have to wear them for a full day, if not more, if I wanted them to be real.

So, I wore the panties. Sometimes for a full day, sometimes more.

But they guys online, they wanted to see me wearing the panties. At least, it seemed like they would. I started taking very good care of my skin, shaving and cleaning myself so that the panties looked nice and sexy from every angle.

They hugged my smooth skin and I bent over in front of the mirror, taking pictures and attaching flirtatious messages every time.

I would get home after wearing the panties all day and take off all my clothes except the panties. I would rub myself, my cock stretching out the front of the panties as I fingered my tight ass through the fabric. Sometimes, I would cum in the panties. I would wash that pair instead of selling them like that. I thought it would be too obvious if they smelled like my cum.

Eventually, I realized that I would need help to take things to the next level. I found a friend of a friend of a friend names Jason. Jason took modelling pictures as a side job. He knew how to use photoshop and he was willing to indulge my plan.


Chapter 2 – The Escalation

“Here, bend over the arm of the chair,” Jason said.

I rolled my eyes and bent over the chair, naked except for a pair of navy-blue panties.

“Good, now arch your back some, stick your ass out. You really do fill out those panties,” he said.

“Dream on,” I said as I arched my back.

“Now pull them into your ass a little. Good.”

I pulled the underwear down, just enough to expose the top half of my ass.

“Okay, but keep your hand out of the picture. It’s too veiny,” he said.

“Just take the fucking picture,” I said.

“Don’t act like that,” he said.

“Jason, I’m paying you to take pictures of my asshole. Don’t be picky.”

He shook his head.

“I got another email from that Robert guy,” Jason said.

“Robert can suck my dick. He bitched too much about that pair that I forgot to send. I’m not replacing any more. He’s too whiney,” I said.

“Well he threatened to file a complaint on you, and I think he knows that you’re a guy, too,” Jason said.

“Fortunately, I’m not paying you to run the business, mail the package, or make threats, am I? You take the pictures and handle the social media. Keep advertising, keep pushing to the other clients. Just ignore this guy. He’ll go away,” I said.

This was all before I learned my manners, obviously.

“Fine,” Jason said.

We finished the photoshoot and Jason left. I packaged the panties I wore for each picture and began typing up descriptions.

“I wore this pair to the gym and I could feel them in my pussy while I was working out! They’re soft and sexy and they almost made me cum. I wish you were here to finish the job!” I put with the blue pair.

That should be at least fifteen dollars. If not more. Robert had paid premium for a few pairs, and I did forget to mail out the second pair he paid for. But it didn’t matter, I had his money.

I picked up a red pair of panties and thought for a minute.

“I wore this pair all day, just thinking of how a big strong Daddy would just rip them off me!”

I laughed, remembering how I wore those under my shorts when I went to get coffee. I had hit on two chicks that trip. Shot down both times, but at least it worked for an ironic laugh now.

My phone beeped with a message from Jason.

“Got a return package from Robert. He wants his money back. All panties are there,” it said.

I was pissed off immediately. “Robert can suck a fucking dick. I’m not giving his money back. Stop texting me about him. I’ll sell those panties again and he can thank me for not telling him off to his face!”

I set my phone down and ignored the following messages from Jason.

Did I have to do everything to try and sell used panties while pretending to be a woman? Fuck.


Chapter 3 – Confrontation

The day after I told Jason to fuck off, I went to work like normal. I did not have time to deal with all his stupid distractions.

I got home after work and things were still normal.

My doorbell rang.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Jason,” he said.

I stomped to the front door ready to hear his apology, yell at him, and have him take some more pictures of my ass.

I opened the door and Jason was there. So was another man. A big, heavyset man with an angry scowl and an arm the size of my neck.

“Who the fuck are you?” I said.

He pushed past Jason and stormed into the living room.

I backed away, “Jason, who the fuck is this?”

“I’m Robert,” the man said.

“Well, Robert,” I began. Oh shit. “Robert who?” I said, switching to dumb mode.

“Robert, one of the guys you lied to and stole from, Tyler.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Get out, or I’ll call the police,” I said.

“Good, call the police. You’ll go down for fraud, theft, forgery, and anything else I can think of. Oh, and those panties that you shipped across state lines?” Robert paused to laugh.

I stared, dumbfounded.

“That’s a federal crime. And I guarantee the guys in the federal prison will love looking at the pictures you’ve been posting online,” he said.

I physically shrunk as he was talking.

Jason stood behind him, watching it all happen.

“Fine, you can have your fucking money back,” I said.

Robert laughed, his big torso shaking with the deep rumble of his hearty laugh.

Thinking furiously, and coming up blank, I decided to run for it.

I made it a half step before one of his big hands grabbed my entire shoulder.

He pushed me down onto the couch and pulled a cell phone out of his pocket.

Robert began dialing.

“Wait! Wait! Please!” I said.

Robert paused and looked down at me. He towered over me, blocking my escape. I had no choice.

“Please, Robert, I was desperate. I’ll do anything,” I said. Why did the word ‘anything’ quicken my pulse?

Robert scoffed, then looked at Jason.

“You have access to the accounts?”

“Yes,” Jason said.

Robert turned back to me.

“Anything?” he asked.

“Please,” I said, his usage of ‘anything’ flooding my mind with submissive curiosity.

“I tell you what. You’re in a ton of trouble, but maybe we can work something out. I can be the judge, jury, and executioner, so to speak. You can either throw yourself to my mercy or the federal prison system,” he said.

“You, Robert, please,” I said without hesitation, lowering my eyes. My desire was pulsing through my body.

“Jason, go get the bag from the back seat of my car,” Robert said.

Jason left and Robert looked down at me, angrily glaring.

“Lying little fucker, I’m going to punish you. Do you understand that?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I said, and I did understand. But why was I so excited?

Jason returned and Robert pulled out a roll of shiny black material.

“Stand up, turn around,” Robert said.

I stood but did not turn.

Robert reached out and I grabbed for his hands.

“Wait,” I said, second thoughts crossing my mind.

“I’m going to give you this one chance. And that’s it. Any further resistance and I’ll report you to the police. It’s your choice, but my patience is running out,” he said.

I turned around and embraced my punishment, having met my requirement to try and discourage him.

Robert pulled my arms to each other and then taped them together, behind me. My arms were locked behind my back, wrist to opposite elbow. As soon as the tape was secure, my cock responded with a driving hunger.

Robert pulled off my red panties in one strong, fast move. He pushed them into my mouth and then sealed them in with tape. My cock jutted out, hard and obvious. It flopped as I tried to use my legs to hide my arousal.

I watched him, worried that he would see how much I enjoyed his punishment.

Looking at my cock, Robert said, “I think you’re going to enjoy this. But we’re going to have to push through that pleasure and deep into your submission.”

Robert sat on the couch and then pulled me down across his lap. My hard cock pushed against his leg.

He spanked my ass hard, his big hand covering me almost completely. I struggled against him out of instinct, and then fought my panic down. A spanking. Could be worse.

He spanked me again and again, his powerful arm jolting my body with every strike.

“Okay,” I tried to say through the gag. Enough, I thought. My arousal died as the punishment kept going.

He continued, speeding up, spanking me and hitting my ass harder than I had ever been hit. I started kicking my legs in earnest, trying to move my ass so that he would stop hitting the same spot over and over.

“Hold still!” he barked, without stopping.

My face flushed in anger and pain and confusion.

“Jason, make sure to document this process,” Robert said.

I bit into the panties in my mouth, angry and defiant.

Fucking bastard.

Still he kept spanking me.

The pain and frustration burned through my brain like the heat from his beating was burning my ass.

I felt unbidden tears run down my face.

I screamed into the underwear that was taped into my mouth, furious at the humiliating punishment that was now making me inexplicably cry.

Suddenly, Jason was standing in front of me. His face was hidden by the camera that he was pointing at me. I looked right at him, glaring and furious and crying.

Robert had not stopped hitting me. My numb ass tingled and burned and screamed with every spank.

“We need to push through your defiance,” Robert said as he continued to spank me.

I struggled again to free myself, kicking and screaming into the gag.

Robert easily held me in place as he spanked me again and again.

“I can do this all day,” he said.

“Especially with the view of your ass bouncing every time I hit it. Look at it, Jason. Her ass looks even more girly when it’s all red, doesn’t it?” he said.

Her?

I kicked again, my effort feeble and worn. I was tired and beat down and the tears were streaming down my face.

I sank low in Robert’s lap, defeated. The echo of his hand spanking me struck as a constant reminder of my punishment. It entranced me, the reminder that I was bad and deserved punishment.

I did, too. I deserved it. Robert was right.

The tears came even faster as I raised my ass to meet Robert’s firm hand.

He was right to punish me. I needed this. My erection had gone but my cock felt hyper-sensitive and sexy. As I accepted the punishment, my place across his alpha lap, spanked and humiliated and punished, my arousal and submission multiplied.

After several more strikes, burning and numb at the same time, Robert stopped.

I shuddered as my body finally caught up to my broken mind.

Robert pulled me up and I knelt on the floor in front of him.

He wiped a tear from my face.

“I know it’s a hard lesson, but you had to learn this way. Do you understand?” he asked.

I nodded. I did. He was right.

“Come here,” he said, and Robert pulled my head forward, burying my face against the hard bulge of his cock.

“Here,” he said, leaning me back.

Robert stood up and took his clothes off. I watched his pants slide down and his cock, big and round and already hard, bounced free of his clothes. I looked up at Robert as he sat back down, his cock sticking up. It was big and impressive and already my dick was awakening in response.

He pulled my face back to his bare cock.

“You’re going to have to earn my trust before you can use your mouth,” he said.

I nodded as I breathed in his cock and his scent, powerful and heavy. His musk filled my nose and my lungs.

Robert reached his hand down and rubbed his hard cock all over my taped mouth. The tip of his cock, wet with his excitement, coated my face with his precum. He pushed the tip of his cock against my nose.

Robert slapped me with his cock.

“Look at me,” he said.

I looked up as he slapped my face with his big, meaty cock.

The low, dull sound of his dick striking my face filled me with shameful, submissive need.

I looked up at him, blinking, breathing him in and wishing for more.

He saw the desire in my eyes and smiled.

“Good girl. The funny thing is that you were living most of your life pretending to be a man!” he said.

I whimpered, broken to his will and his cock and his power.

“Lay down,” he said.

I lay back on the ground, face up.

He crawled on top of me. His knees were beside my head. He was almost sitting on my chest.

The tip of his hard cock rested against my taped mouth.

He shifted forward and his balls brushed across my face and then rested directly under my nose.

“Do you know why I ordered your panties?” he asked.

I could not move my head but could only breathe in the scent of his musk, directly off his balls. They were hot with his cum.

“Because even though I knew you had a cock, I could smell your tight little pussy.”

I heard the camera clicking as Jason took pictures of Robert sitting on my face.

Robert reached back and his hand rubbed against my cock.

It was hard. Rock hard.

“Your little sissy ass is just begging to be filled, isn’t it?” he asked.

Robert lowered himself down, the warm flesh of his balls cutting off my air.

He moaned as I tried to turn my head side to side. I was locked in place by his muscular legs.

“You need to earn that, do you understand?” he asked.

“Yes!” I tried to scream.

“Yes, I will earn it with my sissy mouth,” I said, words muffled by the panties taped in my mouth.

Robert leaned back.

“I’m going to give you a chance to earn this,” he said.

I nodded at him. I would prove it. I couldn’t wait to prove it. I needed to taste him. To submit to him completely. Please take my mouth!

He removed the tape and pulled the panties out.

I leaned forward, tongue out, licking at his hanging balls.

“Sexy little sissy, take my cock in your mouth,” he said.

Robert leaned back and forward, running the length of his cock up and down my face. I held my tongue out, licking his warm flesh. He tasted salty and meaty and powerful.

Robert moved down until he was straddling my feet. My cock stood up, hard and dripping, desperate.

Robert lifted my legs and moved them over my body until they were over my head, on the couch.

“Look at her red ass,” he said to Jason.

Click, the camera snapped more pictures.

Robert slid me back and told Jason to sit over my head, straddling me. Robert stood behind my upraised legs and Jason sat next to my head.

“I’m going to take her pussy and claim this little sissy as mine,” Robert said. “Why don’t you claim her face with your cock.”

Jason looked down at me. I wanted it, wanted his cock on my face. I looked up at him, pleading with my hungry eyes.

“Please, sir, will you rub your cock on my face?” I asked with shameless need as I stared into Jason's hungry eyes.

Jason stripped and knelt over my head. His hard cock filled my vision.

Robert held both my legs with one hand and lined his cock up with my pussy with the other.

“I’m going to fuck you, sissy slut. And Jason is going to cum all over your sissy face. What do you say?”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said.

“Take it, slut,” he said as he pushed his cock into my tight, virgin hole.

I moaned as his huge cock stretched me, filling me with his hard flesh.

Jason rubbed his cock against my lips, pushing the swollen head of his long dick into my wet mouth.

“Take it,” Jason said through gritted teeth.

He slapped my face with his wet cock, splashing against my cheek as I held my tongue out to worship his dick.

Robert held my legs up and began thrusting into me, fucking me from his half-standing position as he held me in place under Jason’s dick.

“Fuck yeah,” Jason said as he stroked his cock.

I could see only his hand and his dick. He smelled like cum already, different from Robert.

“Tell your Daddy ‘thank you,’ do you hear me?” Robert said.

“Thank you, Daddy!” I said.

“Thank you, Daddy, for fucking my ass and for punishing me. Thank you for teaching your bad sissy how to behave!” I said in a state of total broken ecstasy.

“Take my cock you sissy slut!” Robert growled as he thrust into me, fucking me faster and faster.

Jason moaned as drops of cum began falling from the head of his cock.

I tasted the salty jizz with my open mouth, reaching for it with my tongue.

“Fuck! I’m coming!” Jason said.

He lifted his cock and came all over my face, streams of his hot, salty cum shooting from his hanging balls. I sucked and licked what I could reach. I closed my eye as his cum pooled on my face.

“Fuck!” he said, leaning back.

Robert reached forward and wiped the cum all over my face.

“Feel that, you sissy slut!?” he growled.

“Thank you, Daddy!” I said, holding out my tongue.

“Good sissy,” he said as he scooped the cum into my open mouth.

Robert grabbed my cock with his cum-covered hand.

Holding my legs in one arm and my cock in his other hand, he began stroking my hard, dripping dick.

“You’re going to be a cum-covered slut today, sissy,” he said as he jacked me off. My cock was pointing right at my face.

“Your punished little sissy ass is red and filled, your sissy slut face is covered with cum, and now your sissy cock is going to shoot all over yourself.”

“Thank you, Daddy!” I said as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into me.

As Robert lifted my body and pulled my ass onto his cock, his grip on my cock tightened. I watched my dick sliding through his hand, hard and wet and owned by his strength.

I looked up at Robert with one eye closed as cum slid down my face, where only a few minutes ago tears had already passed.

“Tell me what you are,” he said, staring at me.

“I’m your dirty sissy cum whore, Daddy, please…” I said, eyes closing as his hand edged me closer and closer to an orgasm.

“I want you to cum all over your sissy face. Open your mouth for it,” he said.

I moaned as the degradation and humiliation and pleasure all boiled over. I was a broken sissy and I wanted Daddy to make me cum with his powerful cock buried inside me.

Click, Jason took a picture of my face.

“Daddy, please may I cum!?” I said, begging and desperate and willing to do anything for his approval.

“Cum, sissy slut, cum all over your face,” he said.

I opened my mouth and came, pulses of cum shooting into my mouth and on top of Jason’s cum that was already on my face.

Robert released my cock and grabbed both of my legs with his hands. He pulled my body onto his cock, using his massive strength to fuck me in my bent over position.

He growled as he fucked me, like an angry bear taking my body and tearing me apart.

I gripped his cock with my ass, desperate for his cum to pump inside me, desperate to earn his reward.

With a deep growl, Robert came, pumping and fucking me and then filling me with his cum. Thrust after thrust, he fucked me through his entire orgasm, pulling my body and stretching my hole with his hard, throbbing dick.

He pulled me off his cock as I lay, broken and spent. My red ass and red face both covered in cum.

Robert lay my legs down and crawled back over my head.

He slapped my face with his wet, cum-covered cock.

“Go on and suck my cock, lick it clean like a good sissy,” he said.

I opened my mouth and licked as he ground his still-hard dick on my face, rubbing it in Jason’s cum and my cum and watching me suck and lick it off.

He rolled me over and pulled the tape off my arms.

“Go and put on a new pair of panties. Think about what happened and come back out here and show us your gratitude,” he said.

“Yes, Daddy. Thank you, Daddy,” I said.


Chapter 4 – Redemption

I put on a dark blue pair of panties, brand new. They stung my ass when I pulled them up. It felt good, like a reminder of my place over Daddy’s knee.

I looked at my cum-covered face in the mirror as I came to terms with what I had done wrong. Daddy was right, and I was lucky that he showed up when he did.

Jason, too, for having to deal with my poor attitude and for treating me to his cum all over my face.

I looked at myself in the mirror. The panties were just like the ones Daddy had first ordered from me.

I belonged in panties.

I went out to the living room and found Daddy sitting on the couch.

I went directly to Daddy and knelt in front of him on the couch, then lowered my face and nuzzled against his cock. I could feel it through the thin cloth of his underwear.

“Sexy little slut,” he said as he grabbed my head.

I felt his cock respond to my nuzzling and I pressed my face against him, breathing his scent and tasting him.

“Go on and sit on my lap, I want to watch your red ass take my cock and bounce on me,” he said.

My cock leapt at his idea.

I stood and turned around and he pulled his cock out.

“Bend forward and take those panties off, nice and slow,” he said.

I leaned forward and pulled the panties down. I felt my ass bounce free from the tight fabric.

I slowly lowered myself onto his lap. He put his big hand on my hips and guided me down.

“Work your slutty little hole on my cock,” he said.

I rubbed against him, feeling his growing hardness pressing against my tight hole. I moved up and down his shaft where I could feel his heat pressing into me.

“Do you know what we did with all the pictures that Jason took?” he asked.

“No, Daddy,” I said.

“Jason posted them online, to your little fetish site.”

I slowed as the thought of the pictures being online circled my mind.

“Don’t stop, slut,” he said.

I moved against his cock, feeling him, his control both physical and mental as I submitted to him completely.

“All those men that you deceived, they’re all going to want a piece of you. That’s the only way you can pay them back, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Daddy, please help me pay them back,” I said. Thankfully, Daddy was here to help me and teach me.

His cock was fully hard now. Rubbing against him I could feel that he was ready to fill me and to fuck me. My submission made his cock so hard, and his hard dick made me so submissive.

“They all saw how good you are at taking cock, and where your dirty panties belong,” he said.

I was desperate for him now, desperate for his cock and his approval and his reward.

“Please, Daddy, please can I have your cock? Please will you fill me before they do?”

“Very good, little slut. You may take my cock into your little fuckhole now. Don’t forget to show me how thankful you are,” he said.

I leaned forward, lifting my legs off his cock, and reached between my legs. I held his cock in my hand. It was so big and so hard that it made my hand look small in comparison.

I angled his cock up as he pulled me down towards him. The large head of his dick pushed into me, stretching me out as it filled me.

I moaned as I sat back onto him, taking him deep inside me.

My dick was hard and upright, anxious to respond to him fucking me.

I gasped as his cock filled me and stretched my tight opening around its hard width.

“Go on, ride my big dick,” he said.

I moved up and then back down, riding him, taking his cock inside me.

The large head of his big cock spread my tight hole open as I slowly took his entire cock in and out.

I gripped his cock with my asshole, tight and slow as I moved on him, stroking him with my hole.

He reached around and grabbed my nipples, pinching them tight.

“Your ass is still red from your punishment. I like to punish my slutty little sissy.”

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you for spanking my ass and for punishing me,” I said as he pinched my nipples.

He picked me up by pulling on my nipples, setting the pace as I bounced on his cock by his grip on my strained nipples.

He moved me faster on his big dick. The speed caused my cock to bounce, up and down, thudding against my stomach as I rode his hard dick.

“Spread your hole, take it all the way,” he said.

I reached behind me and held my ass open as I took his cock deep inside. He pulled my nipples faster and faster.

Daddy reached forward and bit my back and I gasped, his ownership of my body so thorough and complete that I was grateful even for his teeth on me.

I bounced faster, taking the pace back from him as I rode him in a frenzy of submission and passion and need.

“You’re going to earn cum from every one of your customers, do you understand me?” Robert said.

“Yes, Daddy, thank you, sir,” I said, moving up and down his cock, happy that he would allow me the chance to earn their cum inside of my fucked asshole.

“Sexy little cum whore, we’re going to fill you and cover you,” he said.

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you for fucking me and feeding me your cock and your cum,” I said in a gasping, halting mumble of pleasure.

He growled, his teeth tugging on my back as his hands pulled my nipples. My ass was pulled open and his cock drove deep into me, thrusting and stretching and filling me.

I rode him hard and fast with a desperate need to fill his seed pumping inside me.

“Please, Daddy, please I need it,” I said, begging and submissive.

He clamped his teeth on me as his cock began pulsing in orgasm, pumping inside me. I felt the heat as his cum filled my pussy. Cum dripped from my hard cock as I screamed in pain and pleasure and ultimate submission.

Daddy released me and I fell forward, exhausted and broken.

I kissed his feet as his cum coated my ass and my cum dripped from my stomach.

I lay on the floor beneath him as his broken fucktoy.

“Rest up, sissy slut. You need your energy back before your friends begin arriving.”


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!
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