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The Sissy  Secretary

"We all have to start somewhere." 

That is what I kept telling myself as I walked up to the office building to start my second day of what would be a three month internship, all of it unpaid. As if it didn't need saying, the prospect of working for three months with exactly nothing to show for it wasn't something I was looking forward to. However, I desperately needed the experience on my resume, and this was the easiest way to get it. 

The job itself didn't appear to look too bad. There were only a few dozen people employed in the building, and everybody seemed nice enough. Mostly I was shown around by the boss of the company, Ms. Steel. She seemed like a nice enough boss, although spending the day having to fake laughter at her jokes and bad puns was a little bit much. I figured if that was the worst part about my Boss though, that I wouldn't have anything to worry about. 

There was one woman in particular who did catch my eye. It was his secretary. She was one of the first people I saw as soon as I walked through the office doors, and she had made it a point to say hello and address me by name, which threw me a little off guard. Her smile was absolutely intoxicating. She had one a sweater and a pair of work slacks. Much to my surprise, I could see her thong slipping out ever so slightly from the waistband of her pants. I didn't expect to see something like that in an office, of all places. If the boss had noticed she didn't say anything, as she approached me with a firm handshake. 

One thing that I didn’t quite want to admit was I still had no idea what it was that they were actually expecting me to do whilst at the company. As badly as I wanted to ask them, I feared that doing so might highlight how ignorant I actually was, and so I opted instead to simply keep my mouth shut. 

For the most part the tour around the company was as typical as one could possibly expect. The only thing that seemed a little out of place was the amount of times she hinted at 'employee trust exercises' as well ‘introductory bonding protocols’. She didn't really elaborate what exactly it was she meant when she talked about these exercises, but I gathered they must be very important. I swear that when I heard her mention it around her secretary I heard her giggle a little bit. That definitely piqued my curiosity, and I wondered momentarily if their might be some office esque prank in store for me. 

After getting a tour of the office, I was taken to my 'cubicle'... if you could really call it that. It was the size of a small closet, just barely large enough for me to squeeze into and sit down in. It wasn't exactly a room with a view, but what can you really expect when you are an unpaid intern? After the tour, the rest of the day went by quickly and without much event. 

Waking up early the next day, I brushed my teeth and dressed myself preparing for work. I definitely wasn't used to having to wake up so early in the morning, so I downed a few cups of coffee and hopped in my aging Corolla to begin my drive down to the office. I briefly went over what I could expect from my second day, based on what little information I was given the day before. There wasn't really much from my 'tour' that I could extrapolate from. Everything seemed completely normal to me, though I still had to admit I had very little idea as far as what they were actually going to expect from me. Perhaps I would be given some actual tasks today. 

After parking, I hurried into the building, not wanting to be late. Once again, the first sight that greeted me was the secretary. Given that it was a small office, everybody else seemed momentarily busy somewhere else and so it appears to be just her and I in the room. To me this seemed like as good a time as any to make some small talk and hopefully learn a little bit more about the internship I had just been hired for. As I went up to strike a conversation however, I realized that I neglected to learn her name yesterday. Whoops. Thankfully she had a name tag adorned on her shirt, just below her cleavage. I have to say, the amount of boob that she was showing surprised me. It was certainly more than I had ever seen in an office environment. Her brown hair was tied back neatly in a pun, with a pencil sticking out of the center, and her grey suit fit her figure perfectly. 

Hearing my footsteps, she looked up with a big smile. 

"Well hello Benjamin! Back for your second day, I see. I'm glad Ms. Steele didn't scare you off yesterday." She said with a giggle. 

Not wanting to be rude, I tried to hone in on her name tag so I could respond with her actual name. This was, as it turned out, not one of my finest moments. What I didn't at all realize was that in the pause where I should have been responding, it appeared as if I was instead staring directly at her tits. After a few seconds of silence I finally made out the name on the tag, "Lauren", but by then it was too late and the damage had already been done. She looked up at me with a raised eyebrow, in an expression that perfectly conveyed "are you seriously staring at my tits right now?" My face went beet red, but before I had the chance to apologize she spoke. 

"So tell me, Benjamin, yesterday your eyes were glued to the thong sticking out from my pants, today you don't seem to be able to tear yourself away from my tits. What gives?" 

Her tone was completely neutral, it was impossible to tell if she was actually offended or just fucking with me. I immediately felt sweat form on my palms, this was definitely not how I had anticipated starting my day. Unsure of what to say or how to respond, I stammered, choking on my own words. 

"I, uh, well, um..." I said meekly. 

She seemed unimpressed. 

"Do you know how long I've worked here for?" 

"I, um, I can't say that I do, Ma'am." 

“Do you have any idea what a pain in the ass it is to work in a thong? You think I sit here with a string up my ass crack for your benefit?” 

I was hoping that she was merely pulling some kind of prank on me, but there was no way that I was able to tell for sure. 

“Um, I cannot say that I do.” I responded, quietly. 

“Well, I think that might be part of your problem. You see, here we believe in empathy. That’s a good company policy, wouldn’t you say?” 

I opened my mouth to respond, but she simply continued on before I had time to actually speak. 

“And do you know what a great way to learn empathy is? I would say that it would be walking a mile in somebody else's shoes. And by shoes, I mean thong.” 

“I, um, beg your pardon?” I said. Now I was almost convinced that this was all part of some sort of prank on the new guy. It simply had to be. 

She seemed to smile ever so slightly when she heard the word 'Ma'am' come from my mouth. 

" I’ve worked here since I was but 17. I'm 28 now. That's a long time, wouldn't you agree?" 


I have to admit, she looked far younger than 27 to me, if anything she just looked a few years older than me. 

"I would have to say so." I said, averting my gaze from her. 

"That means that I have seniority around here. It means that I am Ms. Steele's right hand woman, and it means that you definitely do not want to find yourself on my bad side." 

There was a tone of confidence that she spoke with that I found beyond alluring. I wasn't accustomed to women being so forceful, so clearly in charge of the situation. 

"No, I definitely don't want that," I said, my voice taking on an embarrassing high pitched tambre. "I didn't mean to stare at your breasts, I was just trying to--" 

But before I had a chance to explain she cut me off once again. 

"Didn't mean to, didn't mean to. I've heard that excuse a thousand times. Are you trying to imply that I don't know how to tell if a man is currently staring at my tits? As if you're somehow the first person to try and steal a glance. Tell me this much, give me one good reason why I shouldn't go to Ms. Steele and have you fired right now? 

My mind went blank, I couldn't believe how quickly I had found myself in hot water. And yet, somehow, here I was. I definitely didn't want to lose my only internship on my second day over the secretary complaining about sexual harassment. I hadn't even done anything! I had no idea what to say next, all I knew is that I needed to rectify the situation, as I needed to do as soon as possible. But what did that look like? Apologizing didn't seem to go very well for me, and neither did trying to explain that I wasn't even looking at her tits! She might have had a point on the thong, but how could I be expected not to at least steal a glance? What was even stranger was that her tone of voice wasn't angry or upset, but rather a matter of fact and stoic. There was a part of me that wondered if she was enjoying having me so thoroughly cornered. I wondered if she was secretly enjoying flaunting her power of me, and reveling in how helpless I was now that I was in her court. Thankfully, I didn't have to provide an answer. 

"I'll tell you what" Lauren said with an air of confidence, "how about we strike up a little deal?" I can officially say that I have no idea where this is going. I was completely dumbstruck, so in response I simply nodded my head to see what kind of 'deal' it was that she had in mind. 

"Do you like seeing my thong and tits in the office? Is that why you can't seem to keep your eyes off of me?" 

I still had no idea how to respond. I could feel my cheeks turning red as I nodded my head. I mean, she wasn't completely wrong. It was kind of a thrill to see her thong sticking out of her pants, and I can't say that I didn't steal a little glance at her tits while I was trying to read her name tag. Still though, having to actually admit to her was beyond embarrassing. Little did I know that my humiliation was just beginning. 

Seeing my head nodding, she started speaking again. 

"Good, that's exactly what I thought. Well, in the case you're going to have to come with me." 

"Where is it that we're going?" I asked, meekly. 

"Mr Steele's office. He isn't due to come in until noon, we've got a few hours to have fun in his office." 

What on earth had I gotten myself into? Now I was sneaking into my new bosses office to do... what exactly? In truth I was too scared to ask her what she had in mind. All I knew was that I needed this internship and following Lauren appeared to be the only way to keep it. 

With a devilish smile, she grabbed my hand and away we walked. Steele's office was on the other side of the office, so it was pretty drawn out. Lauren didn't say a word the entire time we walked over, and with every step that we took the tension built. 

Eventually we approached a door with an engraved plaque on it that had 'Steele' inscribed on it. As if it wasn't already obvious, Lauren broke the silence by saying "We're heeeeeeeee" in a mischievous tone of voice. 

She reached behind a potted plant that sat to the right of the door and produced a small silver key, giving me a wink as she unlocked her bosses door. My heart was beating at a million miles an hour. 

As soon as I stepped in I heard the door shut behind me. Without breaking eye contact Lauren locked the door. Desperately wanting to break the silence, I opened my mouth to speak. 


"So, uh... what exactly did you have in mind for me." 

As she said this, she lowered her thong down around her ankles, and gracefully stepped out of it. 

She walked up to me, as I was still motionless with shock. Opening my hand, she put her tiny black thong inside of my palm. 

“You have thirty seconds to put this on, or you’re fired.” 

I looked at her with a face of incredulity. Surely she was joking. However, the stare that she gave back to me was deadly serious. It didn’t seem like she was kidding. At all. Did I really have to wear some strangers thong if I wanted to keep my job? 

Not know what else to do, I slowly lowered the slacks that I had bought for work. Shimmying off my shoes and boxers, I stood there totally naked from the waist down. Lauren stared at me, a huge smile plastered on her face. 

I slid her thong up, feeling more embarrassed with every passing second. I felt the string come to a halt in my ass crack, a wedgie that was impossible to ignore. Even worse, the front of the thong constricted tight against my admittedly unimpressive package. I could feel the lacey material pressing against my balls. If it hurt when I had just put it on, how on earth was I going to manage to make it through the entire day? Lauren seemed to be loving the show, as her smile spread until it practically occupied her entire face. 

“Now, about that empathy. It seems as if you are seriously undervaluing the importance of the secretary staff here. I think it’s only fitting that you spend the day as a secretary.” 
I nodded my head. That didn’t sound so bad, after all. I mean, how hard could being a secretary actually be? 

“You’re in luck, I just so happen to keep a spare dress in my car, just in case. It never hurts to be too prepared, ya know.” Lauren said with a wink. 

“A spare…. What?” I asked her. 

“Why, a dress of course! You don’t think that you can really be a secretary and wear all of that, do you? No no no, don’t be silly. That outfit is far to masculine for a secretary. No, I think a dress will suit you just marvelously.” Lauren responded. 

And with that she was out the door, leaving me alone with my thoughts in Ms. Steele’s office. I still had the frilly thong that was two sizes too small on, and I nervously shifted back and forth from one leg to the other as I waited for Lauren to get back from her car. 

When she finally came back, sure enough she had a dress in her hands, still in the plastic wrap from being freshly dry cleaned. 

“I assume that’s for me?” I asked, as if there was any other option in store for me. Lauren didn’t respond, other than having a huge smile on her face as she handed me the dress. It became evident that she was expecting me to change in front of her. 

Lowering my slacks around my ankles and shifting them off, Lauren helped me into the dress. I’m not sure if I had ever been more humiliated in my life. 

For starters, the dress itself was so tight that it was a wonder that I was able to get inside of it at all. It certainly wouldn’t have been possible with Lauren forcing the zipper up. 

“There we go! Do me a favour and turn around, why don’t you?” Lauren said, as she took a step back to admire her work. 

Not knowing what else to do, I obliged her request, rotating my body in a full circle as she clapped and laughed with amusement. 

“I can’t wait till everybody else in the office gets a load of this!” She said. 

My eyes went wide. I had still been holding out some vague hope that at least this humiliation would be private, taking place in the refuge of Ms. Steele’s office. However, it appeared that Lauren had other plans in store for me. 

“There’s just one thing that we need to take care of before we go. You see, now that you’re wearing my thong, I don’t have anything to absorb the sweat in my ass. I’m sure you don’t expect me to work under such conditions, so I’m happy to volunteer your face to absorb my ass sweat.” 

I thought for sure that she must be kidding, or that I must have misheard her. Surely this was all some kind of elaborate prank, or employee hazing. Yeah, this must be some kind of new person hazing routine, that would explain it. In a second my coworkers were going to appear with high fives laughing about the surreal prank that had just pulled on me. 

However, before I had time to formulate that thought any fuhrer, Lauren's dress was suddenly on the floor. I couldn't believe my eyes. It was clear she thoroughly enjoyed my shocked reaction, that much was obvious. She gingerly walked over to Steele's desk, placing her hand palm side down on the hardwood of his desk. As she did this she bent over, her butt cheeks separating as she arched her back. 

"I believe you heard me the first time." Lauren said. She was now forceful, almost scary in the way she was delivering her words. It became clear to me that this was not a prank or hazing. 


"You want me to..." My voice trailed off, even finishing the sentence seemed too embarrassing for words. Thankfully I didn't need to finish, because she completed the sentence for me. 

"Sniff. My. Asshole." She said, staring at me. 

I had only had one girlfriend before, I definitely wasn't used to suddenly seeing a beautiful naked woman in front of me. I felt a surge of blood rush to my cock, which strained against both the tiny thong that I was wearing as well as the dress. Here was this woman I had only met once before, wanting me to have my face in her ass at nine in the morning in our bosses office. Not knowing what else to do, I slowly walked up to her. Once I was right behind her, I kneeled down on my knees, staring straight into her ass. Her cheeks looked absolutely delectable, that much was for sure. I could just barely see the outline of her asshole peeking out. Sadly, I can report that she wasn’t exaggerating one bit about the sweat. 

I was still working up the courage to actually stick my face in there, but it would appear that she got impatient with how long it was taking. I felt her reach her hand back and place it on the back of my head, and then without warning she suddenly thrust my face in her ass! I felt my nose lodge thoroughly between her cheeks. I couldn't see anything, my face was thoroughly mushed between her butt. I soon realized that I couldn't breathe either, as my nostrils were clamped completely closed from the force of being pressed in between her ass cheeks. It suddenly dawned on me how screwed I was if she didn't decided to let me breath soon. After all, I hadn't taken a breath before she had shoved my face! 

I had no idea how much time had gone past, it could have only been ten seconds but it felt like an eternity. I could feel blackness creeping in around my consciousness. I struggled against her hand but it was to no use, I couldn't give myself even an inch to breath. 

Finally, when I was sure that I could take no more, she relinquered her grip on the back of my head. Acting from a point of pure instinct, the second I was able to I took a deep breath in. I could hear her laughing from above me as I inhaled deeply. As soon as I opened my eyes, I saw what she thought was so funny. 

She had spread her cheeks thoroughly, and nose was hovering just an inch away from her asshole. I could smell the sweat that had formed in her buttcrack. I don't think I have ever been more humiliated in my entire life. It was more than obvious why she wanted me to sniff her ass, she was positively glowing in the power that she had over me. 


She reached a hand onto Ms. Steele’s desk, and to my horror she dialed the intercom, calling an emergency meeting in Ms. Steele’s office. 

I wanted to beg her to stop, but there was no way for me to speak. When I tried to open my mouth, she simply slammed her ass in my face and grinded against me, ensuring that I was able to make no noises except for the occasional sputtering sound. 

Within moments, the office flooded with a sea of faces. Some of them I recognized from my tour yesterday, others were completely new to me. One thing was for sure, which was that they were all staring and laughing at me as Lauren continued grinding her ass on my face. I could hear the sounds of laughter from above me as she relished in the sensation of it. 

"Good boy." She said maliciously. Thinking that I had had enough, I got up off of knees. I didn't really know how to feel. On one hand I was definitely rock hard inside of my pants, or at least as hard as I was able to get given all the restraints that had been placed on my cock. 

Even as I was in the middle of the act, I was aware that I probably could have said no to her, but for some reason chose not you. I had never particularly considered by under a woman, serving her like this. And yet, something about it seemed natural, as if it was all second nature. 

It certainly seemed second nature to her, that was certain beyond any shadow of a doubt. She was beside herself with joy at the prospect of having my crouched down with my face lodged thoroughly in her ass. I couldn't see her face, obviously, but occasionally when she would let me resurface to breath she would look back at me, an evil smile plastered across her adorable face. 

After a few minutes of this, she thrust my face away from her and turned around. Her breathing had increased, and she had just started sweating. She was standing there before me in nothing but her work blouse . 

I heard the voice of one of my coworkers behind me shout “look at that! The sissy has a thong on!Look at its whale tail!” 

Humiliated, I realized that they were talking about me. I’m sure that as I had been bent over with my face in Lauren’s ass, the thong that she had made me wear was sticking out from the skirt that I had put on. 

“Oh, she just loves thongs, isn’t that right, sissy?” I heard Lauren say, from above me. 

Hoping that if I just went along with her, that the punishment would be over sooner I nodded in agreement. This seemed to delight the onlookers, especially the women who cheered and clapped. 

One woman in particular walked up to me. I recognized her from the tour of the company that I had gone on yesterday. She was also wearing a dress, and she had something clutch tightly in the palm of her hand. I had a feeling that whatever it was, it was going to end up involving me somehow. 

She was taking her sweet time, slowly extending her hand and opening her palm, showing her own thong clasped between her fingers.I had no idea what to expect next, though I was sure that I was about to find out. 

My suspicion was proved correct when finally broke the silence by saying: 

"Open your mouth." 

Without any second thought I dropped my jaw as far as it would go. I could see her smile, realizing how thoroughly under Lauren’s spell. I was totally in her command, her toy that she could do with whatever it was that she wanted and she knew it. What was it that she wanted though? My mouth was now wide and gaping open but I still had no idea as to why she had issued the order. 

She slowly stepped up to me, and lifting her hand she placed her thong inside of my mouth. I felt the lacey material occupy any free space and was flooded with the scent of this smiling woman whom I barely knew. I felt completely humiliated, standing there with my cheeks puffy, breathing through my nose. 

Noticing that I was using my nose to breath, she raised an eyebrow to me and slowly pinched my nostrils shut. Needless to say, she had made it clear that me using my nose to breath was not an option. I inhaled through my mouth, fully taking in her smell. It was intoxicatingly overpowering as I tried not to gag. 

“Alright everybody! I think we’ve had enough fun for the morning. Time to get back to work, and let the sissy do its job!” Lauren said, as people dispersed back to their various corners of the of the thong was still in my mouth, but this not nobody knew, only the people who had happened to watch me in Ms. Steele’s office. 

Thankfully I was able to just barely keep my mouth closed when the other coworkers waved hello to me. They pretended not to notice the ridiculously tight dress that I was in, but I could still hear the sounds of muffled laughter from behind me whenever they were out of my field of view. I was screwed if anybody decided that they wanted to talk to me, so I tried to look busy, as if I didn't have any time for small talk.. Looking up at the clock, I realized why it was that everybody had suddenly gotten back to work. Our boss, Ms. Steele, was due to arrive in twenty short minutes, and somehow I very much doubt that we would appreciate being greeted with the site of his latest intern having has face in the ass of his secretary! 


I never made it to my desk, however. Just as I was going to turn I felt a tug at my collar. It was clear Lauren still had other plans for me, even if we could no longer use Steele's office as a hideout. It was pretty obvious by her gesture that I was supposed to follow her, but follow her to what I did not know. 

Following her lead, I soon found myself at her desk. Because she was the secretary, her office was open, and faced the entire office floor. Her desk was also one of the first things that one saw as soon as they entered the building. I could feel the blood surge to my hard cock as I thought about the fact that I currently had a strangers thong panties in my mouth, and not a single person besides her had any idea. I was lucky in avoiding any sort of small talk. Normally everybody would want to talk to the new guy, but something about Lauren's demeanor made it clear that she had plans with me. There was something ineffable in the way that she walked that made it clear that I was hers without ever needing to utter a single word. 

To my horror, there was Ms. Steele. Lauren gestured for me to come closer to her. 

“Ms. Steele, I’m not sure if you’ve had the opportunity to meet the newest intern yet. I know that you two may have exchanged pleasantries briefly, but I thought now might be the perfect time for a more proper introduction, wouldn’t you agree?” 

Ms. Steele nodded, a huge smile on her face. I could tell from their demeanor that Lauren and Ms. Steele were definitely close. 

“So, how are you liking things so far?” Ms. Steele asked me. “I can see already that you’ve undergone quite a transformation since you’ve started here. It’s amazing how much progress can be made in just a few short shifts!” She said. 

I stood there, frozen, unsure of what I could possibly do. There was no way for me to open my mouth without exposing the fact that my face was currently stuffed with one of my coworkers thongs. Lauren watched me in my predicament with a face of delight. 

“Well? I do believe I asked you a question.” Ms. Steele said from her, stifling laughter. Lauren had given up all hope of not laughing, and instead of chuckling with tears down her cheeks behind Ms. Steele. 

Not having any other choice, I opened my mouth to try and say something back. Of course, all that happened is that when I opened my mouth the thong that was stuffed in my face became apparent.               

Ms. Steele burst into laughter, pointing at my face. 

“Oh lord Lauren, you really do know how to welcome in a new hire, don’t you!” She said. Even though the other people in the office were pretending to be working, they did little to hide the fact that they were loving the free entertainment that I was providing them that afternoon. 

“Oh, I’ve trained her quite well. She’s a natural sissy, really.” Lauren said, an air of confidence surrounding her words. 

“Oh really?” Said Ms. Steele. “Care to show me a little demonstration?” 

The way that they were speaking about me, it was as if I wasn’t even present at all. 

Lauren pointed to the ground, in an area that was directly behind her chair. I already suspected where this was going. She had an office swivel chair that by construction left a large space right behind her ass. Kneeling down, I saw her skirt go up in a flash so that the way she sat, her entire ass was perfectly on display in the back. If you were watching her from her desk however, you would have absolutely no idea. Everything looked completely normal at a glance 

"Open your mouth." 

I did exactly as she commanded, and as she did she reached into my open mouth and pulled out the thong, now soaked with my saliva. I could see the pleasure on her face as she retrieved her panties. Speaking slowly, savouring every word, she said: 

"Now lick my ass." 

I tried to hide the look of disgust on my face. It was bad enough to have to that, but it made it even worse having to do it while my new boss watched me. I slowly stuck out my tongue and ran it up and down Lauren’s ass crack.She had completely broken me, I was not hers and hers alone. 

She resumed sitting on her chair, and I resumed my rightful place sitting behind her. I saw her crack open up as she leaned into the chair, her puckered asshole staring me straight in the face. I hadn't yet had my face in her ass when she was naked. I felt a shiver go up her spine when my outstretched tongue graced over her perfect asshole, and it made me feel proud to know that I was going a good job. Ms. Steele seemed fairly impressed with the display as well. 

As lauren settled into her ass licking however, it became apparent that the other people walking into the office to start their day had absolutely no clue that I was beneath the desk, hidden in plain sight. 

After deciding that enough foreplay had gone by, I finally plunged my tongue deep inside of her open asshole. I could tell that she was trying to stay stoic so that nobody else in the office would have any idea what was going on, but I could feel a slight moan escaped her lips, which she quickly played off as of it was a cough. 

“You really know how to create a positive work environment.” Ms. Steele said, as she walked off and into her office. “Send the new sissy secretary my way when you're done with her, I could use a little bit of that myself.” Ms. Steele said. 

“Sure thing, boss!” Lauren responded, with a smile and a wink. 

. After all, this was only my second day. I had an entire summer to look forward to. I wondered if Lauren had ever done this with anybody before. I decided that she must have, after all she was so confident and sure of herself as she commanded me. She held the sort of confidence that suggested that this was something that she would do all the time, or at least whenever she wanted to. 

And to think that this was still only my very first day on the job, as a Sissy Secretary! 

END. 
◆◆◆



My Professor Turned Me Into A Sissy

Book 1

Feminization, Crossing Dressing, Genderswap

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You mean like a basement?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Borrow your… your what exactly?”

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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

She raised her eyebrow at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It tastes like your ass sweat, Professor.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You're teeny dick is hard."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

END OF BOOK 1


My Professor Turned Me Into A Sissy

Book 2

I felt a lurch in my stomach that was so strange I bent over clutching at my sides. The wave of pain spread throughout my body, from the top of my head to the bottom of my toes. There was one place that things felt especially strange, however, and that would be my cock, specifically my balls. Now, this might have just been because only moments ago I had damn near had my balls torn off by the Professor, but the way that they felt after taking that pill, it was something I had never felt before. It was as if my body was rearranging from the inside out. The Professor grabbed me by the hand and lead me towards the door of the secret room. Even though being able to do something as simple as taking a few steps across the room was something that was near impossible, I managed a few clumsy steps towards the door.

When it opened to a set of steep stairs, I turned the Professor to attempt to say that I didn't think that there was any way that I would be able to make it down. She seemed supremely unconcerned about this, as she held me and let me lean my weight on to her as I slowly made my way down the steps. I was learning that even though the Professor might be capable of causing extreme agony, she was also perfectly capable of being incredibly soft. It was just a juxtaposition that I wasn't used to in a woman, but then again I had never met a woman like Professor Pendle before.

The Professor walked me down into the secret layer, and for a moment everything was dark. She reached her hand out and pulled down a large lever that looked more fitting to be a fire alarm than it would a light switch. There wasn't any light for the first few seconds, just the whirr of electricity stirring to life. And then, one by one with a loud clap the lights flicked on.

The first thing that I noticed is that the space was fucking massive . It must have been the same size as an entire floor of her house, but it was all one room, partitioned off into different segments. I looked around, some of the equipment I recognized from learning about in her class, while other equipment I was quite sure that I had never seen at all in my entire life. There were a few machines that I was damn near positive that she must had to have invented herself. Adding to my perplexity, I noticed that in the corner there was what appeared to be a runway, the kind that you would normally see at a fashion show or a beauty pageant. I decided not to ask her then what that was for, as I had a sneaking suspicion that at some point I would find out whether I wanted to or not. Suffice to say, the more I learned about the professor Pendle the more questions that I had.

She carried me across the length of the laboratory, stopping only when she had reached a large bed, the sort of bed that you might see in a doctors office. Setting me down on it, she made sure that there was a comfy pillow beneath my head as she softly set me down with a smile. Then, without saying a word or losing her smile for a second, she began strapping my arms into restraints that were hidden in the side of the bed. I was so surprised by the sudden display of softness from the Professor, that I didn’t even notice the restraints until after she had already strapped one of my arms down.

There were four cuffs, and one by one the professor moved around me until each limb was securely fastened. I didn't understand, if I had already agreed to whatever this was, then why on earth did she feel the need to cuff me like I was some runaway prisoner?

Reaching up to the low ceiling, I noticed for the first time that there was a device that looked something similar to a vacuum hose resting above me.

It made it all the more humiliating to know that I was totally immobilized and that there wasn't a single thing that I could to prevent her from doing whatever she wanted to do with my body. I could hardly move an inch as it was, and I didn’t have the first clue what might be waiting in store for me.

She moved her hand over my chest, watching my response slowly. Ever so slowly, she traced her hands down to my crotch, until after several long minutes her hand rested squarely over my balls. Whatever it was that that pill had done, my balls seemed even smaller than they had ever been before. They weren't just smaller, they felt as if they were melting away with each passing minute.

This went one for quite a few minutes. By this point, I had lost all track of time, and it wasn't as if there were any clocks in the laboratory. There was just me and the professor. The rest of the world seemed so very far away to me now.

When she had massaged my tiny member until it felt like I was close to the point where I would burst, she would  pause and wait until my body had fully calmed down to resume. After a few times of doing this I felt so desperate for more stimulation that I was practically buckling in my restraints.

"You're ready," she said to me, before producing a tape recorder from her pocket and speaking into it a whir of jargon, only some of which I recognized. Truth be told, I would probably have a much better idea of what it was that she had said had I paid more attention in her class, but if I had done that I wouldn't have been at her house in the first place!

The most that I could gather from all of the things that he was pleased that whatever substance of chemicals that he gave me were able to have an effect on me so quickly. Apparently whatever it was that was happening to me exceeded even her most optimistic expectations. Other than that though, almost every word that she said went straight over my head. When she was done, she snapped off the tape recorder with a click and then slid it back into her pocket. I wanted to ask her just what in the actual fuck was going on, but for some reason, it just seemed so natural for me to lay back and allow him to do as she pleased. Just as she was in class, she seemed so in control,  so sure of herself, as if she was a woman in the midst of doing the exact thing that he was put here in this earth to do. And who was I to stop such a person, so deep in her process?

And so, without there being a word uttered from either of us, she grabbed the weird vacuum looking things from the ceiling and attached each one to either one of my nips. They suckled only enough to stay in place as he set them there but other than that they really didn't feel like much.

"Is... is that all they do?" I asked the Professor. This would be one of the first of several times that I learned that it was always best practice to never, ever challenge the professor when she was working. She flipped a switch and I heard the exhale of the pump above me. The onset was slow, the little heads of the vacuum suckers began increasing their pressure. Now it felt like somebody was sucking on my nipples, and then sucking harder, and harder. It kept going, kept getting stronger and stronger. Now it felt like my nipples were damn near getting sucked up by a straw, and then it only continued to get stronger from there. The suction became so intense that my  pecs were now stretched out towards the ceiling. The pain was starting and only continued to get worse from there. I was close to being lifted off of the bed by my nipples as I watched the transparent tubes of the suckers start to turn milky white. Was that really from me? Was I being... milked?

"I believe you had a question for me,?" Said Professor Pendle in a tone that was so stern and in control that it took me a moment to register that this was the very same woman whom only a few hours before I had considered the nicest person in the entire campus.

"You wanted to know if that was all. Tell me, do you still want to say such a foolish thing to me? Because I assure you, these are only turned onto a mere fraction of their full power. Just say the words, ask me if this is all again, and I'll show you exactly what these pumps are capable of. The idea of them is that the stretch the pectoral tissue so that you are more able to fulfill your function as a sissy"

Oh fuck, if it was really true that these pumps were only partially turned up, then there was no way I wanted to know what full power felt like. The Professor walked over to a table and came back with a small remote device, holding it in front of my face so that I could see little else but the remote. It was very simple in construction, having only an on/off button and a dial that read from 1-10. It was currently at 4.

"Do you know what this device controls?" he asked.

"I... I don't know Profes--" But before I had a chance to finish my sentence she cranked the device up to two notches, from a 4 to a 6. It was amazing that such a small and subtle gesture could have had such a huge impact on my body, as she did this I felt the suction become so strong that I damn near felt like my nipples were going to pop off. This was way worse than the titty twisters, it was pain like I had never felt before in my life. By now my entire torso was lifted off of the bed from the sheer force of suction of my breasts.

"I'll ask you again,. Do you know what this device controls?" Said the Professor, with the exact same tone and phrasing, had he had asked me before he cranked it up two notches.

"IT CONTROLS THE SUCTION Mistress" I blurted out. I was all I could do to keep from bursting into tears, the pain was so unbelievable.

"Do you think it was wise to doubt the technological achievements of my laboratory? Do you still wish to know just what these suction cups are fully capable of?"

"No,! No Professor!" I screamed, the fear in my voice utterly apparent. Lesson learned I was never going to fuck with the Professor again.

Of course, this only had the effect of her not turning up the device and further, but it did nothing to slow down the suction that had writhing on the bed.

"Tell you what," Said the Professor, "why don't you turn it off yourself, since you apparently know so much."

As she said this she set down the device on a small table next to the bed. Now, reaching this probably wouldn't have posed much of an issue if I wasn't tied down, and being lifted into the air by my nipples alone. However, in my current predicament, it was pretty fucking unlikely that I would be able to reach it. However, given that this appeared to be my only possible option of escaping the trap that I was currently in, I had to at least give it a try.

I felt something like Anakin trying to reach his lightsaber when he was hanging upside down in the ice cave, only I didn't have the advantage of being able to use the force on my side. Instead, the only thing I could manage was to pitifully reach, the remote just a few frustrating inches away from my grasp. To make matters worse, the more I had to pull my body towards remote, the more I had to push against the suction, and the worse the pain was. In other words, I was completely and totally fucked.

As if that wasn't bad enough, the Professor stood there watching my struggle, watching me writhe in my powerlessness, clearly taking abject pleasure in my humiliation. I should have been mad, I should have been pissed as hell, but there wasn't any denying that my tiny cock remained just as hard as ever. There was something about her making sure that I damn well knew that she was lord and master over me, that every feeling from the most intense pleasure to the worst of all agonies was solely because that's what she wanted me to feel. She wanted to make sure that there was no doubt in my mind whatsoever that I was her property to do with as she pleased, and nothing more.

"puh... puh-lease." Was all I could spurt out. I was totally humiliated, on the verge of tears, in pain, and only a few unbearable inches away from being able to make the pain in my nipples stop.

"I want to make something very, very clear to you. You are mine. You are a sissy. Not a man, not even a boy. A sissy. You might still be under the impression that you are a person, you have rights, that your opinion matters. That might have been true at one point, but that is true no more. You see, all of those things are for people, they're for human beings. But that isn't you anymore, is it? And why is that?"

I tried my best to get my mouth to move, to be able to form words, but the effect from the suction cup, the fact my body was still changing as the effects of the pill took hold, and the way that the professor was talking to me only served to overwhelm me to the degree that my brain all but short-circuited. The most that I was able to manage was getting my mouth to open, but no words came out. After a second of silence, the Professor looked at me and said only

"Wrong answer."

With this, she cranked the remote up one more notch, setting it up to a seven. There was no controlling myself anymore, all I could do was feel the tears stream down cheeks as I was lifted clean off the table. My pecs had at least doubled in size, a fact that I had no doubt amused the Professor greatly. "I'm your Sissy, sir! I'm your Sissy! For fucks sake make it stop!" I begged. I was no longer capable of pretending that I possess even the smallest modicum of dignity. I had long since been stripped of that. Now I was little more than the Professor's plaything. I was  hers to do with whatever she pleased, and nothing more.

Suddenly, with a single press of a button, all of the pain and sensation from the sucklers stopped. I fell to the bed into a pool of my own sweat. Thank fucking god that was over.

"Tell me again, what are you?" Said the Professor, with her hand still on the button.

I learned my lesson about taking too long to answer a direct question from the Professor.

"I'm your Sissy ! I'm a sissy, mistress!" I blurted out, fear in my eyes that she would once again resume the nipple suction. It would appear however that she was satisfied with my answer because she removed her hand from the button and began stroking my hair with a softness that confused me deeply. How was it that the same woman who was so easily capable of inflicting such pain on me could turn around in an instant and be so sweet and caring? At the time it simply didn't make any sense to me. Who was this strange, strange person?

"Thank you, Professor," I said meekly, trying to say whatever I could that might secure my safety from needing to be taught another lesson again.

She didn't respond, but merely continued stroking my hair.

"It's been a long day, why don't we pick things up tomorrow when the effects of the blue pill have fully had a chance to run their course on your body?"

Even though he phrased it as a question, I knew that he wasn't doing anything but asking me what I thought. She was telling me what was going to happen, because I was hers now.

"Mistress, May I please cum?" I asked, motioning my head down to the four restraints that each limb of mine was still strapped into.

“Oh, that doesn't happen to you anymore. You see, your body had been... altered. Altered in many ways, but the most apparent of them being the way that your body produces much less testosterone. You’re in the process of becoming the perfect sissy now. Why would your body need the function of ejaculating anymore? Don’t be silly.”

Her restating the fact that I was nothing more to her than an experiment, a specimen for her gaze,was  definitely one of the many things on the list of stuff that should have made me feel pissed off but only made me more turned on.

Conversely, you’ll soon find that your rectum will become self lubricating. After all, as a good sissy you are going to need to be prepared to have your ass fucked at any possible moment. I would imagine that the sensation might be quite strange at first, but I have no doubt that over time it will be something that you will become accustomed to, much like the rest of your transformation into the perfect Sissy.”

I was in a whirlwind of emotion with everything that she was saying. Even though my memories of walking over to the Professor's house were only a few hours old, they seemed as if they were a lifetime away from me now. I was changing more and more every second, and as a consequence I was moving further and futher away from what it was that I had once been. Even if I decided that I had changed my mind, that I wanted to go back to the life that I had always known up until that point, I didn’t know if it would be possible. Life as I had known it had changed so much that nothing could ever be the same for me as I once knew it.

Professor Pendle continued on: “That is all you are now, nothing more. There is no school, there is no class. There is no family, no friends, and no college. All of those things are for people, and you're not a person anymore. You are a sissy, and you are ,y property. Tell me, what is it that you're good for in this world?"  He asked me.

"I...I’m a sissy for you, Mistress." I said, my voice cracking with shame. I had never been so reduced in my entire life as I was at that moment. I had been broken in as if I was a peice of livestock.

"Very good. I can see you're learning quickly. Goodnight, Sissy. I'll see you in the morning.”

Without another word, she turned around and walked away, hitting the same light switch on the way out. One by one the lights flicked off, until there was nothing but darkness all around me. I nestled against my restraints, thankful that she had so generously decided to give me a pillow. Even though my mind was racing, my body was so exhausted that hardly a few minutes passed before I was sound asleep.

I don’t know how long it was that I was out for. I fell into a deep slumber that was unlike any other sleep that I had had before. I felt almost as if I was in a cocoon, with my body molding itself into something new. Into something Perfect.

When I woke up, it took me a moment to remember all that happened. At first, I was sure that it must have all been a dream. It was all so outlandish and unbelievable, to think that any of that could ever have actually taken place. I opened my eyes fully expected to be back at my dorm, probably late for class again. However, when my eyes opened I was greeted again with the same opaque blackness that Professor Pendle had left me with when she turned off the lights behind him. Maybe it was just dark in my dorm room I thought to myself, even though I knew that even with the drapes closed all the way my dorm had never been close to this pitch black. I moved my hand to adjust some stray hair that was laying across my face, only to move a few inches before the restraints that still held my limbs reached their end. 

So, I guess it wasn't a dream after all. It was totally real. How the fuck was I supposed to have guessed?

I couldn't tell you how long I laid there like that. My sense of time had been totally shot. I could have been asleep for two hours or twelve, I didn't know the difference anymore. I knew that there was nothing for me to do but wait, wait and try to process some of the many drastic changes that had been made to my life over the last 24 hours.

As I sat there, I began to notice a sensation that at the time was quite odd to me. My pecks felt... full. As if they were  swollen somehow. I couldn't see them of course, but I could feel that they were far, far larger than they had been yesterday. However, there was no way for me to know the extent of the changes to my body until I could actually see just what the hell was going on with me, and that was going to have to wait until whenever it was that the  Professor decided to visit me. Until that point came, I had little choice but to wait there, wondering what sight I would be greeted with whenever it was that I saw myself next.

It occurred to me that she still had a totally normal life to keep up with. She  still had classes to teach, and papers to grade. It was no secret at all that the professor was a very busy woman, perhaps the busiest on campus.

I felt an icy fear grip me. How long would I be stuck here, until the professor found time to come visit me? Professor Pendle had said goodbye, but she never made any indication as to when it was that she would be returning. For all I knew, it could be days before I saw her again.

I tried to calm down, to tell myself that there was no way that the professor was simply going to leave me down here like some sort of long-forgotten science experiment, but what proof did I have that she wouldn't do exactly that? I still had no idea what to expect. I felt so stupid for not simply asking her, if I had only asked then I wouldn't need to worry at all, I could simply just know. I tried to think of games I could play with myself that might help pass the time.

I had become totally dependant on her. I couldn’t move an inch until she decided that I could.

Thankfully it didn’t take too long until I finally heard the sound of the door open to the laboratory. I could make out the silhouette of the Professor against the bright sunlight that came cascading in from behind her. I felt an immense sigh of relief, knowing that she hadn’t left me for good. I could make out that she had something in her hand, but until my eyes adjusted to the sudden brightness there was absolutely no way for me to tell what it was.

She was still in her usual work uniform, a tight fitting dress that showed her curves so much that she may as well have been wearing saran wrap. She was wearing heels that added a few inches to her height, which only served to make her seem even more domineering. After all, she was already an inch or two taller than I was when we were both standing, but with me strapped to the bed it was as if she was towering over me. I finally made out what it was in her hand; she was holding a bright pink dangling set of what I could only assume were anal beads.

“Glad to see that you’re just where I left you.” She said. “Today we’re going to play a little game.”

I gulped as she arrived at the bed, standing over me. She tightened the straps around my legs so that both legs parted from each other in the shape of a V. I was spread eager now, ready to be used in whatever way the Professor deemed fit.
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Thankfully, I didn't take too long before I heard the sound of the door open up. The light was blinding at first, and all I could see was the unmistakable silhouette of Professor Pendle. I breathed a sigh of relief, so she had come again. I knew that the thought was silly; after all, I was in her house of all places. How would she possibly even be able to abandon me? And yet, I would be lying if I said that there wasn't just a little bit of relief in actually seeing her again in the flesh. A few more moments passed before I heard the now familiar sound of the light switch being turned on, followed by a loud clap of each row of lights coming on, sending illumination over every nook and cranny of the laboratory. Pendle approached slowly, her eyes glued to me as she came closer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This seemed to pique her interest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

END.

◆◆◆


Sissy Academy

Book 1

The day began just as easily as any other. Thinking back to the first time that I found myself at an auction, I was thrilled about it.  By now, however, I had been through so many that the normalcy of the occurrence made it feel quite monotonous.

I had been at the academy now for over a hundred days. It had been several months since I had worn any clothes, and so the whole being around people in just a lacey extra small thong no longer phased me in the slightest. I even found it quite easy to stay relaxed as prospective buyers waltzed around me, grabbing whichever body part they pleased. Mostly my limp dick.

I had even grown accustomed to the inevitable punishments that came after. You see, at the academy all the sissies in training were forbidden from becoming erect. Most of the time that wasn’t a problem. However, occasionally one of the buyers would decide to entertain themselves by doing this to try and arouse the sissies in training, knowing full well that they were setting them up for a harsh punishment. 


I had seen it happen on my first time being at an auction. Thankfully it wasn’t to me, but rather the next sissy in line besides me. The woman was a foot taller than him, with flowing blond hair, and was being escorted by one of the academy instructors. 

“You see,” said the instructor, “their limp dicks haven’t seen any action in so long that it’s a wonder they haven’t fallen off. None of them have been hard in ages. Go ahead and see for yourself if you don’t believe me.

Without needing any more prompting, the buyer walked over to this sissy beside me and began massaging away at his cock. I tried my best to peer through the corner of my eye without being too conspicuous. True to the instructors words, his cock stayed just as limp and pathetic as it had always been. The instructor watched the scene before her unfold with a beaming smile on her face.

The woman, seemingly content, withdrew her hands. Only instead of continuing on with the auction, she put her middle finger in her mouth and walked behind the sissy in training.

I didn’t see her put her finger in his ass. I only heard the sudden intake of breath from the sissy. I felt a pit form in my stomach as I knew that he was already in for a punishment.

We stayed like that in silence, until slowly but surely his tiny cock grew to its meager erection. The instructor, though polite, was clearly masking her anger that the sissy had failed the academy. The woman was shuffled off and we both spent the the remaining time at the auction in an uncomortable silence, knowing that his punishment was immenent. Later that night I saw him return to the dorm, walking awkardly like a penguin. It wasn’t until later I learned that he had been given a 1 liter enema and told that he was expected to produce the entire liter in the morning. If at any point he fell asleep and expelled the water, the process would start again the following night. That was last month, and he still hasn’t completed his punishment. I know i should feel bad for him, but that is simply what happens when you disobey the instructors here.


The only part about the whole thing that I could never quite get myself used to was that I never knew what to do with my face. I didn't want to look too desperate of course, but I didn't want to look as if I was trying too hard, either. Most of all, I didn't want my eyes to betray the look of sadness I felt when the buyer inevitably turned away and brought his attention to another Sissy In Training.

As you may have noticed, my life isn't exactly what you might call typical. I'm Jess. Not Jessica, Jess. I'm 19, and I’m one of the many  sissies in training here at the Sissy Academy.

The deal was simple. Two years of service to a buyer and my college tuition would be paid for in full, no questions asked. I'm talking about rent, food, books, the whole goddamn kit, and caboodle. I know this because I read over the contract myself, every last word of the fifty-two pages of text as small as salamander toes. I even paid a lawyer to take a glance at it, just to make sure everything was legit. Sure enough, Ironclad in legal print was the promise that if I spent two years in service as a sissy, college would be on them.

I found out about the program the same way that most people my age find out about things; through the internet. I was on one of my many searches looking for any sort of scholarship program that might help me out, when in the corner of one of the sites sat a small ad, no larger than a postage stamp on my screen that indicated that there was a company out there that was offering to pay tuition in full.

Needless to say, I was quite suspicious of the offer, as I was about anything that seemed too good to be true. However, my curiosity got the best of me and I clicked on it anyway, being taken to their website. Within just a few minutes, my mind was completely blown. I mean, there's always some weird undiscovered corner of the internet to stumble upon, but this was an introduction to a world that I simply could never have thought existed.

I did my best to do some due diligence about the company, and it didn't take much digging around at all until I discovered that the company itself had been founded by the trillionaire  Sophia Peggingrod, somebody whom I had never heard of before then. Knowing that this company was funded by somebody with such deep pockets certainly made the whole thing make a lot more sense, as well as made me feel better about the odds of this thing actually being legit. I guess that when you're born into a family that has that much money, you can do whatever you want, and what  Sophia wanted to do was create the perfect sissy. At the time I didn't even know really know what a sissy was, but I didn't care. For now, I just wanted to know if this company was even legit or not, and at least so far it seemed to be.

They had plenty of pictures of women who had gone through with the program, smiling in pictures with their diploma in hand, assumedly having been paid for all by the Peggingrod corporation. Whether or not the women in those pictures were actually real or paid actors had yet to be determined. Still though, I felt as if I had at least seen enough to justify at least filling out the form.

Now, I have filled out many resumes in my day, but their application form was unlike anything that I had ever seen before. First on the list was my weight and height, as well as my hip measurements. I was quite perplexed at why it was that they needed to know all of the information about me, but I continued to fill out the form on the page regardless.

It wasn't any longer than 48 hours after I originally sent in my application that a response from them popped up in my email. Eagerly clicking on it, I voraciously read through there response, until at the very bottom of the text it informed me that I had been accepted. Checking the attachments, I saw that there was a PDF attached, and to my surprise when I clicked on it I was presented with a one-way first-class plane ticket, scheduled for tomorrow. It all seemed to surreal to be true, but when I looked up the flight itinerary I saw that everything that they had sent me checked out. It looked like I was flying first class all the way to the other side of the Country, to Los Angeles.

Looking back at my old life now, it almost seemed more like a dream than it did a reality that I have ever lived through. Everything about who I thought I was had been changed, stripped away from me as soon as I arrived on the premises. How foolish I was to have ever thought that I would be able to return to the life that I had left behind.

When I first arrived I was confused when the person who went to take my luggage away never seemed to give it back. Later I would learn that this was because I was no longer permitted to own items.

When I finally would be chosen by a buyer to be their sissy, that's when my two years of servitude would officially start, meaning right now I was doing little more than simply biding my time. I tried not to think about what would happen to me if nobody ever picked me, and I spent the rest of my days waiting for an  Mistress who never came. The prospect of it seemed almost too terrible to even think about, so I did my best to quell my anxious thoughts.

I didn't know what the problem was. Since I had arrived, I tried my best to do everything right, to do everything the way that the instructors taught us. It wasn't like I had much of a choice, after all. The punishment for not behaving was always swift, and often severe. I understood why they had to be so strict, the expectations on us were high and stringent, and so it was in our best interest to be disciplined as they say fit. Or that's what they told us, at least.

I had been pretty lucky in avoiding the harsher disciplines. Luckier than some of the other Sissies In Training, at least. I still remember my first week here at the academy, when a girl chose to talk back to one of the instructors and they decided to make an example out of her. Thy crowded all of us together and watched as two instructors spanked her without mercy until tears streamed from the corners of her eyes and she begged for mercy. Her bottom was as red as a cherry by the time they finally relented. As soon as I saw that, I realized that it was definitely in my best interest to always do exactly as I was told and try my best to be the perfect sissy.

As it turned out,  sissy training was far more intense than anybody could have ever have guessed. here were often competitions between the other Sissies In Training, like fashion shows where we would be rated by instructors. The winner would be rewarded with special privileges like a soft extra pillow, and whomever was unfortunate enough to get last place would be subject to discipline and humiliation however the instructors saw fit.

I had only been the  last Sissy In Training once, and it was a mistake that I have no intention of ever repeating. I was given a pair of heavy nipples clamps, and told to continue for another lap. I begged and pleaded with the instructor, which was a foolish mistake that I should have known better than to make. This, of course, did nothing but make my situation far worse than it was already, as he grabbed the nipple clamps, which were attached to one another from a chain. I could tell that I had angered  her with my flippancy when she told me my rightful punishment, and now she was thinking of just exactly what it was that he was going to do to me to put me in my place. To my horror, I saw  her reach for the carabiner clipped on his belt that held the keys to various rooms in the Sissy Academy. With no warning, she jerked down on the nipple clamps so that I had no choice but to bend my body all the way over, lest my nipples get ripped clean off. She attached the nipple clamps to the carabiner, leaving me contorted bent over with his face at my face height.

"Well there, it looks like you could use a bit of a hand with finding the motivation to do one more runway would. Tell you what, I’ll be quick. Why don't you try to keep up with me? You're welcome for the help, next time you decide to run your mouth you can expect me to be right there, waiting to lend you another helping hand."

She said all of this with an evil, devious smile and without another second passing by she started walking at a brisk pace. I was already exhausted by this point, given that we had been walking around the same  runway under bright lights for hours. However, in my current predicament, it wasn't as if I had any choice but to try my best to keep up with her. Any time that I started lagging behind her. the chain was stretched tight and pulled the clamps on my nipple, sending shockwaves of pain radiating all throughout my body. The pain was intense, like nothing else that I had ever felt before. To make matters even worse, all of my fellow sisters were there watching me. Some of them were empathetic, clearly caring for me in my suffering state. Others however basked in laughter at the site of me bent over, yelping helplessly as I tried my best to avoid any more pain on my poor abused nipples.

There was one woman im particular who always seemed to go out of her way to let me know how much she loved watching me suffer. Her name was Alyssa, and she was a straight up bitch. I don't know what made her so mean, but nobody on the Sissy Academy campus enjoyed watching the newcomer get broken in more than her. She seemed to like watching it even more than the instructors, who often made it clear that they were simply doing their jobs in enforcing order and making sure that we were always applying ourselves to be the best Sissies In Training that we could possibly be.

She found me later that night, just to gloat about it. We all slept in an open style barracks, as privacy was a luxury we were not allowed. I was sitting on the bottom bunk, with two ice cubes covering my bruised nipples. This was in the early days, when I was still clinging to something resembling a shred of dignity. When it bothered me to know that everybody had seen me be totally vulnerable and helpless, bent over with my ass in the air and sweat dripping down my forehead.

"Well hello there Jess. How goes it? I meant to tell you earlier, you clearly need to up the amount of squats that you do. With your teeny little ass, as soon as you bent over all anybody could see was your asshole between those two flat pieces of flesh you call ass cheeks. It was pathetic, almost as pathetic was watching you beg for mercy with your nipples about to be ripped off. And now you're what, icing them?"

She said all of this as she walked over to me and grabbed the ice from my hand.

"Hey! Stop it!" I said. The words sounded much more meek than I had wanted them to as they came out of my mouth. I hoped that she didn't notice how flustered I was. I was tired and embarrassed and at that moment wanted nothing more than to be able to relax and get some peaceful sleep before what was sure to be another harsh day of training tomorrow, but it appeared that even that would have been too much to ask.

"I'll tell you what. I'm gonna be nice to you tonight." She said, with an uncharastically charitable smile creeping across her face.

Back then I was still quite naive, and for some reason took her completely seriously. I looked up at her from where I was laying on the bed and said "Really?" with a hopeful gleam in my voice.

"Yes, really."

I breathed in a sigh of relief. Maybe I would get off easy with tonight after all.

"As I'm sure you are more than aware, and sort of food or beverage after hours is strictly forbidden. I know what you're thinking, that I could simply just go tell one of the instructors here that you're still breaking rules, and that you clearly need to re-experience your discipline from earlier in the day, and the message hasn't sunk in, clearly."

"No, please don't," I said, feeling my throat choke up at the horror of the prospect of having to go through those nipple clamps again. I hated being reduced to begging like this, but there was nothing that I could do to help myself. I would have done anything if it meant being able to avoid going through that kind of embarrassing suffering again, even if it was in the name of training to be a good hucow.

"I wasn't planning on it," she continued. "As I said, I'm going to be nice to you today. I'm going to let the evidence of your little transgression melt away. Once that's happened, there's no evidence of you ever having broken any rule, isn't there?"

I breathed a sigh of relief. So maybe she wasn't actually going to tell the instructors here after all, and I would be safe tonight.

"There's just one thing, one little caveat for me. You see, if I leave her and you get caught with contraband, they might come after me, and ask me why I didn't say anything. And you can't really expect me to take the fall for you, can you? So, I think that it's only fair that you make the ice cubes melt in front of me right now. Then we can all go about our merry little way.

I was so confused by everything that was happening. I still couldn't tell if she was being nice to me or fucking with me. I was still so new at the academy, I  hadn't worked out who my friends were and who was just looking for somebody who would be an easy target to take advantage of.

"And, um, how exactly are you proposing that I do that? I could put the ice cube in my mouth." I suggest. Somehow, I didn't think that she was actually going to let me off that easy, but I suppose that it was worth a good old fashioned try.

"Hmm, well that would definitely work. The only problem is that I'm really quite bored. I think that a little entertainment in exchange for not ratting you out is in order, wouldn't you say? She asked all of this in a way that made it totally clear that this was much more of an order than it was a request. The only question now was what was she going to try and make me do for her, and would it be worse or better than whatever the instructor would do to me if I was caught breaking the rules.

"I think that a swell place for you to put this ice cube to make it dissolve lickedy split is in your pussy, don't you agree.?"

My eyes went wide with shock. I just couldn't believe that she was so capable of being sadistic, of finding joy in my pain and shameful suffering, but the amused gleam in her eye told me beyond any shadow of a doubt that she was absolutely loving every second that went by. She was soaking up the confused, vulnerable expression on my face, basking in it. What made it all the worse was knowing that if I wanted to make it through that night without incurring the wrath of the instructors, I was going to have to everything she said.

"I... I have to put both of them in my pussy?" I asked. I was still hopelessly optimistic that perhaps she would only make me do that with one of the ice cubes, that she would spare me the other one. Me running my foolish mouth, however, never seemed to do anything but make my situation worse.

As much as I tried to quell it, I could feel tears forming in the corners of my eyes again. I just hated feeling so helpless, and being made to be at the beck and call of a sadistic bitch like Alyssa. However, I knew that if I tried to fight her I would only make things worse for myself, so I did the only thing that I could. I turned over on my stomach, so that my pert little ass cheeks were presented to her.

She seemed to amuse her a little bit, but a little bit was never enough for her.

"What, you aren't going to put your ass in the air, like you did earlier today? I thought that I had told you how hilarious that was. If you aren't willing to even try to entertain me, I'm more than happy to go grab an instructor right now..."

'No that's alright!" I said, as I hopped to my knees. I'm embarrassed even writing this now, but I was so desperate to earn her good graces that I grabbed a handful of my own ass cheeks and spread myself open to her, splaying myself. This finally seemed to bring a smile to her face, as she knew that I was little more than putty in her fingertips and that there was nothing that I could do about it.

She decided to at least reward me for this last little humiliating gesture by making the punishment that she had chosen for me swift. With the ice cube clenched in her fingertip, she traced the outside of my rosebud with the edges. Out of instinct I felt my asshole tense up, and it was only after she saw that I had clenched my butthole shut that she jammed the cube in, forcing its way up my ass. As if that wasn't bad enough, once the cube itself was in my ass she didn't see fit to stop there. She kept [pressing up and up, pushing the frozen little ball of us further and further up my butt. She didn't stop until her finger was all the way in my butt up to the second knuckle.

I shuddered with my knees buckling beneath me. Her finger was still in my ass, and I had absolutely no idea what to do.

My, it's so warm and cozy in there. Have you taken anything in your asshole before?" She asked. I didn't want her to know that I was still a virgin, let alone played with my ass. I still wanted the other ladies at the Sissy Academy to think of my as experienced, and so I lied.

"Yes, all the time," I said, a voice that I'm sure was not at all believable.f

Sadly, she caught onto my lie, honing in on it.

"Oh really, all the time you say? So what you're telling me is if you like it in the butt. That means you're loving what's happening right now, aren't you?"

I was still in a mental haze from all the strange feelings that she was putting my body through, not to mention the long and exhausting day that I had already had up until that point. For some stupid reason, I decided to give her the honest answer.

"Not at all, Allysa."

As soon as the words came out of my mouth I realized that I had made a grave error. Lesson learned, it's never a good idea to be snarky to the person who currently has a finger in your asshole. She made a sound of mock shock and surprise at the fact that I wasn't loving being humiliated by her, before saying "So tell me then, what's the problem? Am I not doing a good job? I know what the issue must be, you're one of those ladies who only likes having a lot of movement in your ass, aren't you?"

Before I had even had a chance to process anything that she said, she ripped her finger out of my ass, making my knees quake. After a brief pause, she rammed her finger back in, continuing to do this. I grunted, trying and failing to be as quiet as I possibly could. By now several of the other Sissies In Training at the academy had gathered around me to watch the show, a fact that only served to make me feel even more humiliated.

"That's what you like, isn't it? Or do you need two fingers?"

I started to say no, but before I even had a chance to get the word out of my mouth her second finger was in my ass. SHe was fucking my butthole with her fingers without mercy. I finally wised up to what I needed to do to make her stop.

"Yes! I love it! thank you for fucking my butthole it feels so good!"

As soon as I had said this she stopped, slowly pulling her fingers out of my ass.

"That's exactly what I thought. Have fun feeling that ice cube melt, I'll be sure to see you around." She said as she left with a wink.

That was without a doubt the roughest day that I had since I joined the academy. Most days weren't nearly that much of a struggle. For the most part, everything was kind of calm and easy so long as I did everything that was asked of me by the instructors there. I had even managed to make a few friends. After a few weeks, the days started to blend together as my sense of what normal was became totally redefined. It's amazing what one can get used to, given enough time. I got used to the early morning, to the discipline and punishment and physical exhaustion. I got used to showering in front of a bunch of other random women whom I may have never even have spoken to before.

There were only two things that, no matter how many days went by, never seemed to leave me unbothered. The first was the rejection I felt every time that my body and servitude was up for auction, but no potential buyer came to my rescue to whisk me away. The second thing that I could never take in stride was the miserable torment and bullying I received at the hands of Alyssa. I tried as best I could to simply let it go, but day by day I could feel myself fume with anger more. We were supposed to be equal, and yet she always seemed to domineer over me and leave me helpless.

I tried talking to the friends I had made, to see if it would make me feel better, but it was all to no avail. They would simply tell me to try and forget about it, to move on. They would tell me that any day now I would be whisked away by a Mistress, and that Alyssa's torment would be nothing more than a faint memory, fading in the rearview mirror. It felt nice to have people to talk to, but the fact of the matter was that every day that I wasn't being chosen by a buyer, meant another day getting bullied and pushed around by Alyssa. At a certain point, I had decided that I had had enough. If I wanted to make a change, well then I was just going to have to take matters into my own hands.

But what to do? I knew already that my first priority had to be not getting caught by the academy. They like to keep order in their Sissies In Training, and they wouldn't tolerate one hucow sabotaging another if they caught wind of it. Alyssa had always managed to skate by because she had a certain way with some of the instructors at the Sissy Academy. The rumor in the barracks was that she would constantly lick pussy for favors,and I had to admit that that little theory made a lot of sense. It would explain, for instance, why the instructors never seemed to be around or be in earshot whenever she would decide that it was time to torment me again.

The more I thought about it, the more that I realized that if I wanted to win against her, I was going to have to beat her at her own game. She had a way of finding things that she could use against me, so that meant that I needed to find something to use against her.

I knew that if there was ever any evidence of her sucking on the instructors cunts, there would be hell to pay. After all, the academy was founded on discipline, and letting the sissies in training  lick your slit definitely didn't seem like the kind of thing that would promote discipline. That meant that I was going to have to catch her in the act.

It took a lot of patience, day after day of observing her schedule until I knew what she was going to do probably even before she did. I started noticing that she seemed to vanish every day right after lunch was served, and it just so happened that an instructor whom I recognized was never anywhere to be found during this time either. One day when I was feeling particularly brave, I followed her as she snuck away from the mess hall.

The one advantage of being denied all clothing is that you don't have to worry about a shoe making and loud noises when you follow somebody! I had never felt more sneaky in my life! I was half worried that she would be able to hear my heart pounding in my chest, as the adrenaline from the entire situation had my body on the fritz. I had become so accustomed to following every little rule that was put in front of me, that to actually do something against the grain for once set my heart ablaze.

Imagine the sudden shock of joy I felt when sure enough, I saw her pull into a mop closet with none other than the exact instructor whom I had suspected. It seemed too good to be true. Now that I had discovered their little secret, the only question was what to do now? I mean, did I just bust in on them? It wasn't as if we were permitted any cell phones to take pictures or record video with--we weren't allowed to have any property at all. Besides, I had decided that it was in my best interest that the instructor not be made a way of the fact that I knew about their little exchange. It was definitely in my interest to be on all of the instructors' good sides, and I didn't want to give any of them a reason to make my life more difficult than it was already.

Given that I had a little bit of time to kill while I waited outside of the mop closet while they did their business, I decided to position myself beside the door, so that when the inevitably opened the door to leave, I would be out of sight from them. Now that I was in position, there was nothing left to do but wait.

And wait is exactly what I did. Now that I was closer to the door, I could make it the sound of what was happening inside of the mop closet. I'll spare you the details, but let's just say that there were quite a lot of slurping noises, which turned to gagging noises. One thing was for sure, which was that Alyssa was earning every last favor that she got, as it sounded like she was working her heart out. Eventually, the noise subsided, and I knew that it wouldn't be long before they emerged from the mop closet. Sure enough, after the sound of some rustling pants and a belt buckle being done, the door to the closest was opened cautiously. I saw the instructor peak his head out, but of course, he couldn't see me as I was positioned behind the door that had just swung open.

I must say, it was quite a thrill watching an instructor actually be nervous for once. I had become so accustomed to them being our gods here on the Sissy Academy campus, that it was quite nice being reminded that they were, in fact, normal regular people who were afraid of getting caught misbehaving on their job just in the exact same way that I was afraid to be caught misbehaving as a Sissy In Training. Now here I was, somehow with the upper hand. I may have been stripped of all of my personal possessions, my clothes, and every last modicum of my dignity, but I still hard my smarts to rely on.

Having assured herself that the coast was clear, the instructor darted out of the room. As I had suspected, Alyssa waited for a few moments so that the two of them wouldn't be seen in the hallway together. Which was smart, or at least it would have been if it didn't give me the perfect advantage to caught Alyssa off guard.

After a minute or so of the patient waiting, she finally left the closet. As she opened the door, she was greeted with the site of me standing there, with a big smirk on her face. In the space of only a few seconds I saw Alyssa's face contort to match the sudden rush of emotions that she was experiencing; first shock, then anger, then finally her eyes widened as she accepted that she had just been caught red-handed, and by the last person that she would have ever have wanted to be caught by. I didn't even have to say a word, we both knew exactly how fucked she was.

She took a  deep breath and then muttered a quick "OKay. What do you want?"

It suddenly dawned on me that even though I had worked so hard for this moment, I had never actually asked myself the very question that she had just asked me. What did I want from her now that I suddenly found myself in a position of power over her?

"First things first, I want to know what your fucking problem is with me. Ever since I got here you've done nothing but make my life a complete living hell, even though you don't stand to benefit anything from it. We're both equals here, we both have enough things to deal with from the academy itself. Why do you insist on making everything harder than it needs to be for me?"

I could tell that my question caught her off guard. Hell, it even caught me off guard a little bit. It had been so long since I had spoken my mind freely, without fear of retribution that I had forgotten just how good it felt to do so. It felt so good that even though I had made my point, I simply had to go on, to get every last ounce of pressure off of my chest.

"I've never done anything to you! I've never done anything to anybody! And yet for some reason you've always gone so far out of your way to be a complete cunt to me. You're even  licking pussy for favors just so that the instructors will turn a blind eye while you entertain yourself by making me dance for you. So you tell me, just what gives you the fucking right to treat me that way?"

By the time I had finishing talking, my breath was heavy with passionate rage. I could feel all the quelled up emotions that I had had no choice but to bottle finally making their way to the surface, and now that it was all out in the open the silence while I waited for her response was nothing short of deafening.

I could see tears start to well up in the corners of her eyes, and for a brief moment, I almost started to feel myself have pity for her.

"I don't know." she sputtered out, her voice cracking as tears started flowing down the sides of her face."I just wanted everybody here to like me, but when I got here I found out that I didn't really have many friends. Whenever I looked at you, it always seemed like you were surrounded by people that you could talk to. I thought that maybe if I couldn't have people like me, then I could have people be afraid of me instead."

I could feel my sense of anger become diminished as it was replaced with pity. However, that didn't mean I was going to let her get off that easy. After all, this woman had made my life a living hell for months now, you think I was going to totally forget about all of that just over a few quick tears? No way. I was going to forgive her, but I was also going to make sure that she earned every last drop of forgiveness from me.

"Things are going to change, for good. Starting now. For one, no more giving my shit ever. I swear Alyssa if I happen to so much as catch you looking at me the wrong way, there's going to be hell to pay. I have zero issues going to the academy about your little side business that you have going on here. Don't test me."

It felt good beyond words to finally be the one giving orders, instead of the one who was following them. "And another thing" I continued, "I'm tired of waiting for my tits to grow bigger. If my rack was more impressive, then I would be long out of this hell hole of an academy and into my two years of servitude. I'm taking half of your breast supplements from now on.

I saw her eyes go wide with protest. She definitely didn't see this move coming. Me taking her growth hormone meant that she would likelu be stuck in here until I was out. It was the perfect move.

"You can't do that!" She sputtered at me. She was still so very used to always getting her way. Oh well, I knew just how to change that.

I raised my eyebrows at her as if to say "Oh really?"

"Get on your knees," I said, in the most taciturn voice that I could manage.

"Do... what?" She asked. Before the words had even finished coming out of her mouth I grabbed her by the hair and forced her down, her knees hitting the linoleum floor with a loud thud. Alyssa gasped in surprise at the attack. I turned around and lowered my thong.

“Eat it.” I said

"You can't be serious," she said. I guess that she still had not managed to learn her lesson, but that was more than alright with me. It just meant that I was going to get to take this opportunity to teach it to her.

My hand was still gripping the back of her scalp, and so without further hesitation, I loved her face first into my ass. Alyssa was clearly not all expecting it, because her mouth opened with surprise as I forced her head into my crack. This made it all the richer, as she ended up with a mouthful of my booty in her protesting mouth. She clamped her mouth shut.

"Oh no no no, I gave you an order. You're going to open your mouth and lick this  buttholeunless you want me putting my thong back on and walking straight into the academy office." I warned her.

She looked up at me with pathetic, pleading eyes, to which my only response was to look down at my crotch and say "Well? I'm waiting."

Realizing that I had no intention whatsoever of relenting, she slowly opened her pursed lips, and ever so slowly stuck her tongue out. Moving her head slowly forward, she took a nice long lick of my ass. I was so into the power trip of that moment, that I wasn't at all expecting it to feel so good. A little flutter went all throughout my body as her curved tongue made its way across my butthole. Once she had reached the top of my crack, she moved her head back down so that she could do it all again. She was definitely earning it, as she hungrily lapped at my glistening boipussy.

I felt my hands soften their grip on the back of her head. I had expected it to feel good, but she was teaching me things about my body that I never even knew to begin with. I could feel something powerful building between my legs, something that was new and exciting for me. Her tongue worked its way expertly at my hole, as Alyssa hungrily lapped away at me. Unable to help myself, I been grinding my  assinto her face, smearing my  assall over her. She was mine now, it was almost as if I was marking her as my territory.

I could feel the orgasm coming to, it was building inside of my body like a fire slowly growing. My knees become weak, and I outstretched my hands onto the wall behind me. My eyes were closed now, and my mouth open as I soaked in all of the pleasure that was radiating throughout my body. For one brief, beautiful moment, I forget entirely about my life at the academy, about all of the troubles and tribulations I had faced since arriving here. I even forgot about Alyssa, who was eating my pussy as if her entire life depended on it. At that moment, all there was in the entire universe was me and that wonderful feeling growing between my legs.

When I finally came, I surprised myself so much than audible gasp escaped my lips. It was long and powerful, my body convulsing as I sent cascades of my sweet juice onto  the ground beneath me. I finally started feeling as if I was returning to earth as Alyssa removed her head from my cunt, and sat back exhausted from the  booty buffet that she had just gotten to enjoy from me. I made sure to lock eyes with her, to make her know at that moment that she was beneath me. There was a new pecking order in the Sissy Academy from now on, and it all started now.

"Now see? That wasn't so bad, was it?" I asked her in a mocking tone of voice. In truth, she seemed as if she had enjoyed eating my butt almost as much as I had, if that was even possible.

"Promise that you won't tell anybody? Not a single soul?" She asked, pleadingly.

"I promise. I won't tell anybody that I caught your little deal in the act. This time."

Her eyes went wide.

"What exactly do you mean by 'This time'?" she asked.

I gave her a curt glance. "It means exactly what it sounds like, nothing more and nothing less."

Her face went stark. "But I can't stop  getting her off, we have an ongoing deal. If I suddenly have to stop, that'll mean that she'll know that something is up." She explained.

I gave her the most amused reaction that I could muster. "Well, that sounds an awful lot like a problem for you, doesn't it?"

I could see the crushed look in her eyes, as she realized that she was stuck between a rock and a hard place--literally.

I put my hand on her shoulder. "I guess you'll just have to work extra hard to stay on my good side, won't you? You've certainly shown that you know exactly what a lady wants. I trust you to use your best judgment and put your skills to use." I said all of this with a wink. "In the meantime I have to get going, good running into you!"

I smacked her on the ass and began walking down the hallway. I was so elated with myself that I could hardly contain my excitement. I'll admit, there were times when I really didn't know if I had it in me or not. However today I had proven to myself that I was more than capable of handling somebody like Alyssa. Now all I needed to worry about was finishing my sissy training so that I could get the hell out of this place. Hopefully, that would be easier now that I would be getting half of Alyssa's growth formula. With that extra boost, my tits should be full and ready to be milked within the week.

The only bittersweet part of my victory was knowing that I wouldn't be able to tell anyone about it. After all, if everybody knew about Alyssa's little arrangement  getting off the staff here at the Sissy Academy, then I would lose the leverage that I currently had over her. If I wanted to maintain the power that I had, that meant that I needed to keep my mouth shut. But I was more than okay with that, it was enough just knowing that I had finally served that bitch up some justice.

Once I got back to my room, I checked on the calendar to see when the next auction was going to happen. It seemed like my day just couldn't get any more perfect, because the next one was scheduled for just over a week. With the extra boost from Alyssa's growth formula, that meant that my tits should be in tip-top shape by the time that the auction rolled around. Or should I say tit top shape?

The next day simply couldn't come fast enough. I walked into the cafeteria with my face beaming and waltzed right on up to Alyssa sitting by herself at one of the tables.

"Well hello there, pretty lady. Long time no see. I'm sure that you are still plenty full of your big meal yesterday, so I trust that it won't be a problem at all giving me half of your bottle."

As I said all of this I set an empty cup on the table, meant for her to pour half of her formula into.

Even though I could tell that it was the last thing that she wanted to do, she reluctantly poured out half of the glass bottle of formula that we were provided with at every meal.

Even though that satisfied the original requirements of the deal that we had made, it just didn't seem as if it was enough for me.

"You know what? I think that I change my mind.I'm gonna be taking all of it. Every last drop, if you'd be so kind."

She went pale as a ghost. I saw her lip quiver as she fought the impulse to protest. However, as she had learned yesterday I had no issue whatsoever with showing her who the new boss was. If she wanted to say on my good side, that meant that she was going to have to give up all of her formula for however long I said.

Just to prove a point, I thirstily chugged both of our portions of growth formula in front of her, making her watch as I emptied my bottle and cup into my mouth. As soon as I had walked away, I began questioning my choices. The instructors had always warned us against drinking more than the allotted amount of formula. I tried to think back to my orientation, so many months ago, to see if I could remember what it was exactly what they had said.

If I wasn't mistaken, it was something about how if we ended up taking too much, our bodies transformation would be rushed and that it could lead to some "extreme results." Whatever that meant. I shrugged off the concern as nothing, I'm sure that it was fine.  Besides, drinking both of our rations meant that I got to stick it to Alyssa, and that was really what mattered to me anyway.

I did the exact same thing the next day in the cafeteria, as I did the day after that.

I probably would have taken it the day after that as well, if I hadn't woken up in the middle of the night to a strange feeling in my bed. Rolling over while half asleep, I discovered that the mattress that I was laying on was strangely wet. I briefly wondered if I had somehow pissed the bed, but as I sniffed the mattress material I was shocked to discover that it smelled like... milk? Because we all slept in an open Barracks, it wasn't as if I could simply just flip on a light in order to see what was going on. Not wanting to disturb the other sleeping Sissies In Training, I tiptoed out of bed and to the bathroom down the hall, where I would be able to inspect myself properly.

As soon as I walked into the light of the bathroom a gasp escaped from my lips. There was a white, thick creamy fluid dripping from my nipples. Not only that, but it appeared as if my breasts had grown remarkably in size like they had at least doubles. The site was so shocking to me that I had a hard time even believing that it was my own body. Watching myself in the mirror, I reached up and grabbed my swollen tit with my hand. As soon as I applied even the smallest amount of pressure, milk shot out from my nipple. My eyes went wide with shock, and then a smile spread across my face.

So, it appeared that my little plan had been effective after all. Perhaps just a little bit too effective. My momentary elation was quickly replaced my concern as I realized that I was going to need to find a way to explain to everybody just how I had managed to make so much progress in such a little amount of time. I mean, everybody knew that my chest was one of the flatters of the bunch here, so it wasn't as if nobody was going to notice me suddenly having increased my cup size by two or three fold, let alone the fact that creamy milk seemed to be pouring from my nipples constantly. In fact, my boobs felt so full that they felt swollen, like having them emptied would be a tremendous relief, and I didn't know if I was up for the task to do it all by myself.

That meant that I needed a helping hand. Much like Alyssa, I needed to know somebody on the inside of the academy, somebody that I could rely on to do me a favor. But how? I mean, it wasn't as if I could simply walk up to one of the people working here as instructors at the Sissy Academy and just simply state my case to them. My head was turning. Checking the clocks, I saw that it was 2:30 am, meaning that I had exactly five and a half hours to figure out a solution before everybody got woken up at the same time. I needed a plan, and I needed to come up with it fast.

There was only one person whom I could think to ask. I had never known anybody before Alyssa who had managed to broker some sort of deal with one of the instructors here. Since she was the only person whom I had ever known to accomplish such a feat, it made sense that she would be the only person whom I could ask for advice and how I could make the same thing happen for myself.

Luckily I knew exactly where she slept in the barracks, and she was on the bottom bunk so I wouldn't have to climb over anybody in order for me to wake her up. I crept over the other sleeping sissies, snaking my way through the endless rows of old bunk beds until eventually, I found her sleeping there.

She looked so peaceful there, lost in her slumber that I almost felt bad about waking her up. However, I was a sissy on a mission, and that meant that I needed to know exactly how she had managed her little arrangement with the instructor here.

I gently shook her awake. It took her a moment for her eyes to focus once she opened them, but as soon as she saw me I saw how startled she was. I suppose that made sense, she probably figured that I was waking her up in order to make her do god-knows-what as part of the payback for the way that she had treated me. Not knowing what else to do, I placed my hand over her mouth so that her sudden yelp of startle wouldn't wake any of the other people sleeping around us.

"Look, I need you to calm down. I promise you that I'm not here to make you suffer or anything. I'm going to take my hand off of your mouth, and you're gonna stay quiet and not make any noises, understood?" I asked her, speaking in the slowest, calmest voice that I could manage to speak in, given the current situation that I was in.

She slowly shook her head at me to indicate yes. Cautiously, I removed my hand from her mouth. Luckily for both of us, she followed my advice and didn't make any noises.

"Look at me," I said. She brought her eyes up so that she was making eye contact with me. While I appreciated the feeling of power over, that isn't what I needed to look at. I pointed downwards with my eyes, and hers followed until she was staring straight at my overgrown tits. as soon as she saw them her eyes went wide.

"Jess, how in the fucking fuck did that happen? All from the extra formula?"

I shrugged in response. "I guess so."

She blinked her eyes. It was clear that she was starting to wake up. "And what exactly is it that you need me for?" She asked.

"That instructor here? the one whom I, um, stumbled upon you and her in the closet. I need to know how you made that arrangement happen. It looks like I'm going to need to earn a few favors myself, as it turns out.

Her face went blank.

"I didn't make it happen. She approached me one day."

I raised my eyebrows at her suspiciously. I didn't know if she was telling me the truth or not.

"You really expect me to believe that? So what, he just came up to you one day and offered you some extra growth formula if you wrapped made her cum?" I exclaimed, angrily.

In her face, I saw desperation brewing. "It's the truth, I swear. But it didn't start like that. She’s really nice, actually. She just gave me a compliment one day, and things kind of went from there. It was never anything that I planned to have happened, and I doubt that it's anything that I could make happen again. I'm sorry that I can't be of more assistance to you."

I could tell from the tone of her voice as well as the sense of desperation on her face that she was telling me the truth. Which was unfortunate as it meant that I was currently at a dead end.

My mind was racing trying to figure out what options I had available to me. Time was definitely not on my side, as I had already wasted a good half following a dead end.

"I'm meeting with her in the morning, maybe you can come along and try to win him over?" Alyssa suggested. I thought it over. On the one hand, if that plan backfired it could be really bad. After all, I was essentially bringing myself straight to an academy instructor and telling them that I had broken the rules. On the other hand, if I was able to win her over with Alyssa, then she could make the problem of explaining my sudden increase in boob size go away like it was nothing. It was a risky move, but at the time it was the only move that I had to take.

"When are you meeting with him, exactly?" I asked her, still trying to work out the pragmatics of the whole thing.

“6am, so that we have a full hour to ourselves before everybody else wakes up.here." Alyssa said.

I agreed to her plan, and we decided that I would meet both of them at the same mop closet that I had caught them at just a few days earlier. I would get there before the instructor, whose name I learned was Michelle, would show up. The idea would be that when he opened the door, he would be greeted with two Sissies In Training instead of one, and hopefully, he would have a positive reaction and just roll with it. It wasn't the best-laid plan ever, but it would have to do for now.

As much as I would have loved to have fallen asleep after I had maneuvered my way back to my own bunk, I was still so full of adrenaline that I knew that there was no way that I was going to be able to go back to sleep. Unfortunately, that left me to sit in silence in my own thoughts whilst I waited for time to pass, by far my least favorite activity ever.

There a few times that I almost managed to shut my eyes and drift away for a little bit, but before I knew it it was 5:45 am, and that meant that it was time to slither away from my cozy bed once more. I could feel my heart pumping through my chest as I walked my way towards Alyssa's bunk. Thankfully everybody that I passed was still sound asleep, and I managed to avoid tripping over any of the many items that crowded the pathways between the beds as I tiptoed around.

When I had reached Alyssa's bed, I saw that she was awake. It looked like she hadn't slept at all either, and while part of me felt bad about robbing her from a night of sleep (already quite a rare commodity at the Sissy Academy), I also felt a sense of relief at not having to go through with this plan alone. I was almost starting to feel something of a sense of camaraderie around her. Maybe she wasn't so bad after all, and she really was just scared and nervous like the rest of us here at the Academy.

Even though the walk to the mop closest was practically just around the corner from where we slept in the barracks, under the current circumstances walking there felt as if I took miles worth of steps until I finally saw the door on the side of the hallway.

"Home sweet home," Alyssa said, sarcastically, as she creaked open the door to the mop closet and walked inside. Following her lead, I stepped into the closet with her and she slowly shut the door, and then everything was dark and silent.

I tried to ignore the intense feeling of awkwardness that comes along with being locked in a broom closet in the pitch dark with your former worst enemy while waiting to hopefully seduce an instructor at a Sissy Academy, because doesn't everybody find themselves in that circumstance at least one point in their life?

The closest that we were in was quite small, so small in fact that I wondered how two people were able to fuck in here at all. I was practically pressed up against Alyssa, and the fact that my tits had tripled in size since yesterday made the tight confinement of the space all the more apparent for both of us.

To my embarrassment, I found that because my tits were being pressed up against her, a little bit of thick creamy milk was leaking its way out of my nipple and onto her. It didn’t help that my ass had grown considerably as well. Now my bubble but was so large that my cheeks slapped together when I walked.  I was momentarily glad that we were in the dark so that she wouldn't be able to see my beet red expression currently affixed to my face.

However, after only a few moments of this, I heard her say "Is that... is that your milk??"

"Um... it's hard to tell in the dark." I lied. "What does it taste like? I asked

"You want me to taste a random liquid dripping on me in the dark while I'm in a mop closet?" She asked me.

"Fair point," I responded. "Tell you what does it happen to get any worse when I do this?" as I asked this, I reached with both of my hands and cupped my boob, pressing down on the soft squishy flesh. Milk shot off from my nipple, and with a loud splatter covered a large part of the room before splattering to the floor. Even though I couldn't see it happen, I knew that a lot of it must have gotten on Alyssa too, as  I heard a sudden shriek of surprise that one would expect to hear from somebody who had just had a bunch of fluid suddenly dropped on them.

"Yup, I think that we can now say beyond any shadow of a doubt that the liquid currently dripping on me is definitely your titty milk." She said, starkly. "How does it feel to be milked, anyway? I've always been curious about if everything that the instructors said about it was actually true or if that was just designed so that we would go along more easily." She said.

I shrugged. "I'm not really sure yet. I just woke up like this, I haven't actually had a chance to being milked yet. They were at least telling the truth when they said that once you start the lactation process, the desire to be milked would go up and up. I can already feel the pressure in my boobs growing, and it's only been a few hours. Honestly, if  Michelle isn't down to milk me whenever she comes to visit you, I'm not entirely sure what I'll end up doing."

As if on a cue, there was a knock on the door. I felt my heart plummet somewhere down into my stomach. This was it, this was when I would find out if I was going to be in giant trouble with the academy, or if there was some way for  Michelle to do me a favor. And if it was the case that Michelle would be willing to help me out, what would be those costs for me? I didn't have those answers, but I definitely was about to.

I stared at the silhouette of the woman in front of me, momentarily blinded from the sudden influx of light from the door opening.

"What the hell?" I heard Michelle say, in a confused tone of voice. There's... two of you?" He asked.

"Yes, well, just for today," Alyssa responded, her tone sounding unsure of herself. "You see, my friend here is in a bit of a pickle, and so she was wondering if there was any way that you could help her out."

I suddenly felt quite awkward and self-conscious standing there. I had never been particularly good at asking for help.

"Help with what, exactly?" Michelle asked.

"Jess, if you wouldn't mind stepping forward into the light, I think the situation here pretty much speaks for itself.

Following her cue, I took a few steps forward. Even though I was completely used to being naked in front of instructors, this time I felt especially bare. Sure enough, his eyes were immediately drawn to my chest. She must have recognized me from seeing me around the Sissy Academy campus so much because he seemed able to tell that just yesterday my boobs had been quite a bit smaller.

"You're... lactating? How were you able to make such progress in such a short amount of time? It shouldn't be possible. I've seen you on the campus, you're the one that always looked so sulky whenever the buyers would walk past you. I remember seeing that at our last auction only a few days ago, now you've gone up a few cup sized and you're lactating to the point that your nipples are practically leaking milk? How?" She said, confounded.

"It's, um, a funny story actually. And a long one, one that I don't have time to tell right now." I lied. The truth was I didn't want to tell her that I'd been pilfering the extra growth formula from his fuck toy. However, it was true that time was most definitely of the essence. There was no clock in the mop room, and since we weren't permitted to have clothes it wasn't as if I had a watch on my wrist, but I estimated that I only had a few hours before the early risers would start to awaken.

Michelle gave a large sigh. It was clear that she was thinking.

"There's only one thing that I can possibly think of, but it's a longshot. And it's risky." She finally said.

I didn't care how long of a shot it was, at the moment I had no shot, and a long shot is far better than no shot.

"I'll do anything," I said. "What's the plan?"

Michelle spoke slowly, with precision and discretion.

"So, the academy here just got in a new compound that we've been intending to test to see if it's viable to safe or the Sissies In Training here. There's been some promising evidence of its efficacy, but we haven't actually tried it on anybody here yet. If we're able to come up with a story where you were given the new experimental  feminization formula instead of your usual dosage, that might be able to explain to all of the higher-ups here how've you been able to make so much progress in so little time all of the sudden.

It was like every word that came from his mouth was simply music to my ears. What a relief to know that after all of this stress, there was a simple solution for everything after all. However, I had a sneaking suspicion that this answer might not be as simple or easy as I would have hoped for.

Sure enough, just as I had expected, the next words out of Michelle's mouth were "There is going to be a bit of a catch, though."

"And that so-called catch is what, exactly?"  I asked him, earnestly.

"Well, if the administration here at the academy thinks that you've accidentally ingested the new substance, they are almost certainly going to be running tests on you. Which means that if you don't have the new chemical in your system, you'll be right back where you started at square one, only this time you'd be even more fucked because the administration would know that you didn't take the new chemical, and you'd need to explain real quick just how in the hell you were able to make your boobs grow and lactate so fast. In other words, the only way that this plan has any chance of working is if I go use my security card to get into the research lab, steal a small amount of the formula, and then give it to you in secret."

I listened to her intently. Thinking everything that she had said to me through, I realized that she was right and that everything that she had said checked out and made sense. That only left one question left.

"What's your price?" I asked him, a little out of the blue.

She looked a little taken aback. "I hadn't said anything about a price." He explained.

I may be a little naive, but I'm not a complete idiot, and after several months in the Sissy Academy was certainly no stranger to the inner workings of the instructors. They never did favours. Not for free, at least.

"You're just going to go sneak into the research facility here and risk your job to help out the friend of the person who licks yout cunt, all out of the kindness of your heart?" I asked her, sarcastically.

"Well, I mean when you put it that way... But no, that isn't what I was going to ask for a favor in return for."

I raised an eyebrow at her, the universal signal for being perplexed.

"Tell me something. At this moment right now, how badly would you say that you want to be milked. Like, on a scale of one to ten, where would you say that you are, exactly?" She asked, with an amused tone of voice.

Her mentioning it suddenly brought my achy tits to the forefront of my attention. She did have a point, my boobs had felt more sore and swollen every minute since they had woken me up. Even if he did give me the new formula, the idea of having to wait several more hours while my tits continued to inflate seemed almost unbreakable. Fuck. I realized that he had me trapped in more corners than just one.

Still, though, I tried to maintain my composure and strike a fair bargain--as far as one can strike under these circumstances, at least.

"How about this, I'll go get the formula. It might take me a while considering that the research lab is all the way on the other side of campus. When I come back, we can discuss exactly what sort of transaction you're willing to make."

I breathed a sigh. "Sounds fine to me," I said, lying.

I knew exactly what she was doing, of course. By making me wait before striking up a deal, he was going to ensure that by the time she returned I would be all the more desperate to be milked. Still, though, it wasn't exactly as if I had any choice in the matter, so I decided to go along with his little plan. As long as I was able to unfuck myself from the current clusterfuck that I had created for myself, it would be completely worth it in the end as far as I was concerned. Still, though, I had a sneaking suspicion that whatever this bizarre favor costed me, it was going to be a whole hell of a lot more than just a quick episode of earing box in a mop closet. I supposed that I would simply just have to wait and see.

And just like that, she was gone. The room went back to the dark, and it was only me and Alyssa back in the closet together, waiting in silence.

"So what do you want to do to pass the time?" She asked.

"99 bottles of milk on the wall, 99 bottles of miiiiiiiiii--"

"Oh shut the fuck up." She said, laughing. It was the second time that we had actually laughed together, and I have to say that it felt good to be able to mentally escape the weird and fucked up situation that we had both found ourselves in. Even though I still partly hated her guts for the way that she had treated me over my time at the academy, I couldn't help but start to feel a sense of camaraderie with her, as well as a sense that she wouldn't merely just helping me out of a sense of blackmail fueled obligation. It was starting to feel like she was actually my friend, as if that were even possible.

Still though, considering the fact that for the time being we were both completely stuck with one another, it did seem to make sense that we should at least be friendly to one another. Now that I had finally managed to get her back for all the months of torment that I had experienced at her hands, there was a strange sense of equality between us.

'So, how long have you been seeing this instructor, anyway?" I asked her, not knowing what else I could say that would constitute small talk.

"A while, actually. Since my second week at the academy. As I said, she's actually nice. It was never like I had to get her off, it just kind of happened naturally. And I guess when you scratch someone's back, they're more inclined to scratch yours. It just so happens that in this context scratching a back means something closer to sneaking in extra rations, or an extra pillow. Just small little gestures like that, she's never done anything major for me. Certainly never anything like sneaking into the research facility here." She said

"Yeah, I have a feeling that whatever she ends up asking from me, I’m gonna have to earn. Still, though, I do appreciate her helping me out. She's damn right about me needing to be milked, too. I haven't been able to stop thinking about it ever since she mentioned it to me. I feel like if I don't get some hands on my tits, and soon, I'm going to pop just like an over-inflated balloon." I said, half-jokingly.

"You can't just do it yourself?" She asked.

"Just that little bit from earlier. The angle is too weird for me to really be able to get all of it, though.

"I mean, do you think that it would be worthwhile for me to try it? Milking you, I mean." Alyssa said, rather shyly. This wasn't a side of her that I was used to seeing. I was used to seeing her be conniving and sadistic. However, now she seemed coy, and nervous.

"You want to milk my tits?" I asked her, still not totally sure if she was kidding or not. Even though she was started to appear to be trustworthy, I still had a bad feeling that at any moment this would all come crashing down and be revealed to be a part of some elaborate ruse that she had planned, and that convincing me that there actually was a decent person underneath all of that bullying was just another one of her many tricks.

However, she seemed quite genuine as she answered "Yes." She almost sounded as if she was afraid of me rejecting her. I thought back to all of the times that I had seen her sitting by herself at the lunch table, or studying her notes alone before class. I had always just figured that she was a loner, unneeding and certainly undeserving of basic human interaction, but now I was starting to see her in a different light. I was starting to see her as somebody who was just doing the same thing that we all we're doing here at the academy; trying to find a way to cope with the bizarre set of challenges that our particular lot in life had presented to us. And while maybe she hadn't dealt with those challenges in the best of ways, I could at least see her as a little bit more of a human being now.

Beyond that was of course the fact that she was the only other person present, and that we were currently alone, in the dark, with my tits aching more with each passing second from all of the creamy milk that was building up.

"Okay, I would be down to try that," I said, with a slight smile on my face.

"Really?" She said, looking suddenly excited. I could tell from her reaction that she probably wasn't anticipating my accepting her proposal.

"We just need something to put it in..." I said, as I fumbled around the dark closet to try and find something. Just my luck, there was an empty bucket laying on the ground right beside me.

"This will do!" I said as I put the bucket flat on the ground so that it sat between us.

"I've never actually felt somebody's tits before," Alyssa said, with a giggle.

"Well, there's a first time for everything," I responded, grabbing her hands and clasping them firmly to my tits.

By that time my tits were near full to bursting, so full in fact that her merely pressing her hands against my breasts was enough for milk to start seeping out through the cracks in her fingers. I could hardly see her in the darkness of the mop closet, but I could still see enough to make out her eyes growing wide as she felt my creamy milk in her hands.

"It's so... Warm." I heard her say, in a tone of voice that made me question how aroused she was

This was the first time that I had actually been able to have somebody milk me since I had first woken up in my wet bed hours ago. The feeling was intense and unreal. All over my breasts I felt a skin-deep tingling that intensified whenever Alyssa applied pressure. And whenever she squeezed my boobs, working and molding them in her hands, kneading my tits as if they were dough, I could feel a rush of blood to my nether regions. The feeling was so strong that it took almost all of my willpower to not let a moan escape my lips. I didn't want Alyssa to know how much I was enjoying this, how good it felt, how much it turned me on. I was thankful that we were in the dark because I had no clothes on to hide my wetness in front of her. Though I don't think it would have mattered too much, considering the pure volume of milk that was pouring out of my nipples and dripping down my chest. I could feel the warm milk creeping down my navel, into the slit between my legs and mixing with my pussy juices.

The more that she milked me, the better it felt. "Harder," I said, not thinking how sexual the word would sound until it had already passed from lips. Thankfully she acquiesced, increasing the pressure on my boobs. To my delight, this meant that even more of my thick creamy fluid starting coming out, shooting from my nipples before splattering onto the floor.

Unable to help myself any longer, I felt my hand reach unconsciously to my limp dick. Touching ourselves was strictly forbade on the premises of the academy, and for the most part, I had always done a good job of adhering to that one rule, as any sissy in training had been. However, every woman has her breaking point, and it would appear that I had just reached mine. I simply couldn't help myself any longer, I had a craving between my legs that only cumming would signify. Even though it was too dark in the mop closet for Alyssa to be able to see what I was doing with my hand, after a few moments of me pumping away at my tiny dickshe suddenly paused what she was doing.

"What is that sound?" She asked.

Oh shit. Busted.

"Um, what sound?" I said, clearly lying.

"Are you... are you jacking off right now?" She said, in a tone of voice that was equal parts amused and enthralled.

"I...." I said, unsure of what I could say to explain myself. After all, I had been caught red-handed, but I was embarrassed. I didn't want her to know just how much being milked by her was turning me on.

"You know just as well as I do that masturbating is strictly forbidden at the academy." She said, in a matter of fact tone of voice.

"You're right," I said, suddenly worried that she might use that information against me at some point.

There was an awkward pause of unfilled before Alyssa suddenly said "I could try doing it for you. There are no rules against that happening, I don't think.

I didn't know if my ears were deceiving me or not. Did she really just offer to get me off, as nonchalant as offering anything else? I was speechless. On the one hand, I desperately wanted to say yes, but on the other hand, I still couldn't quite bring myself to admit to her how badly I wanted it, and specifically how badly I wanted it from her.

"You would do that for me?" I asked her, sincerely.

"I mean, I could try it. I've only done it to myself, and that would have been before I joined the academy. I can't like, promise that I'll be any good at it or anything... But I'm willing to give it a try if you are.

"I... I guess that I could be okay with trying that." I said, trying my absolute best (and failing, I'm sure) to not let on how excited and amazed I was that she had even offered to all.

Without saying another word, she slowly began lowering her hand down from one of my boobs, tracing my tummy until she was at my belly button. I could myself tense and intense under her touch, dancing with anticipating as she got closer and closer to teeny soft dick. I shut my eyes, savoring the feeling and wanting it more and more with each passing second that went by. She took her sweet time with, prompting a long moan from my mouth. I wanted it so bad now.

To my delight, I started to feel one of her fingers creeping inside of me. Ever so slowly, she slipped in her pointer finger down to the first knuckle. Without thinking, I thrust my hips in her direction, so thirty to feel more of something inside of me, but she quickly backed her finger away, denying me of the pleasure that I was close to being reduced to begging for.

I couldn't take it any longer, I needed to feel that sweet, sweet relief. It had been so long since I had cum that I had forgotten what it was like, but now I simply could wait no longer.

I opened my mouth, ready to say please, ready to beg. I would have done whatever she asked and more, as I was little more than putty in her hands by this point. However, just before the words came out of my mouth, the door to the mop closet opened.

END OF BOOK 1
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Sissy Academy

Book 2

"Well well well, looks like you two have been busy. Christ, I've only been gone for a half hour, and I come back to this? Ally, are you... are you milking her?" Michelle said, has he buried his face into his palm. "You've gotta be fucking kidding me."

We both looked at each other, dumbfounded. We had spent the last half hour lost in our own little world, and it had been so enveloping that I guess I had simply forgotten about the larger context of exactly why the two of us were in that closet together. Adding to my humiliation was the fact that we were now both being bathed in the light from the hallway, which meant that all three of us could now see everything. My naked body save for my frilly thong, covered in a mixture of my sweat and freshly milked cream, were on full display for Michelle, who had absolutely no qualms about staring straight at my crotch.

There was one silver lining, however, which was that I was able to steal a glance at Alyssa's nether regions, and silently noticed that she was sporting a small erection. It somehow made it better to know that what we had just experienced was in fact a mutual occurrence after all.

"She just looked so uncomfortable, there with her boobs growing in size by the minute. And I mean, it isn't as if I was doing anything else... so yeah, I offered to help her out a little bit. Alyssa said, coyly.

"Ally, you do realize that the whole reason I had not milked her was so that I could be sure that she would do as I said. I'm perfectly aware how uncomfortable it is to deny milking when she’s lactating like a cow, that was the entire point. And now you've completely spoiled my bargaining chip with your insolence. Beyond that, do you two have any idea how many academy rules both of you are breaking right now? I mean, erection on premises, being out after curfew, sexual exploration between sissies in training. The list goes on and on.I was already taking a massive risk just by doing you any favours in the first place, and now with what you've done.... I could easily lose my entire  career if I get caught helping you two out."

Both looked at one another, nervously. I tried to maintain a cool head, but in my mind I wondered if I had just completely ruined my one and only chance of being able to get out of this pickle with the academy at large being none the wiser. I couldn't believe how foolish I had been, that I could have had any opportunity like that only to let it slip right through the cracks in my fingers.

'What are you going to do?" I asked Michelle, sounding as meek as possible. I needed to know if there was any chance whatsoever of her taking pity on me and agreeing to help me out despite my misteppings.

There was a long pause as Michelle sat back, It was obvious that she was trying to decide what exactly to do about her current situation. After a few moments of uncomfortable silence, she spoke.

"Well, first things first. I need to know that when I tell the two of you to do something that you both follow my orders. It's already been made more than clear that there is a discipline issue with the two of you, an issue that clearly becomes exacerbated when the both of you are left alone. I'm willing to not go to the higher ups about this, but that doesn't mean that the two of you get off completely free. There has to be a balance. There has to be punishment.

"I'll do anything you want. Please, Mistress. Whatever you say, I'm yours."

Michelle looked to Alyssa. "Ally? Like it or not, you're a part of this too. and that means if you want me to go forward with my help, you're going to need to be punished just the same as Jess is."

I could tell that Alyssa was seriously considering backing out, but to my relief she said "I understand. I'll do whatever you need me to as well."

"Good,that's what I like to hear. As I had mentioned, I need to be sure beyond any shadow of doubt that the two of you will never disobey me again. The only way that this is going to work is if both of you follow every word I say down to the letter, and that means I need to  make it clear that disobedience. will not be tolerated. Both you, turn around and place your palms flat on the walls. Now."

We both knew what was coming. Spankings were a very common form a discipline here at the Sissy Academy, and both of us had become quite accustomed to returning to our beds in the barracks with freshly swatted bottoms after getting caught breaking any of the many rules here.

However, it became clear that this was not going to like any run of the mill ordinary spanking, as we heard the sound of her grabbing a mop and unscrewing the head from the handle. Neither of us dared look back, lest that only serve to make our punishment worse. After a few rotations, I heard what I could only assume to be the head of the mop drop against the floor.

And then, without warning she swung the wooden pole flat against both of our outstretched asses. The handle was long enough that she was able to hit all four of our ass cheeks in one swoop. A yelp of pain and surprise passed from both of our lips.

"No." Came the domineering voice from behind us. "We can't have anybody hearing you two and coming to see what all the commotion is about. The next time either of you make a noise, I'll be fashioning something to gag both of you with. and considering we're in a mop closet, I very much doubt that you want me to do that.”

"Yes Mistress." We both said in unison. No sooner had the words come out of our mouths did she bring the makeshift impact implement down on our asses once more.  I had never been very good at not making noise, but somehow I managed to stifle my yelp, and to my relief so did Alyssa.

Once more Michelle flogged out asses with the mop handle, even harder this time, with a loud smack reverberating through the small closet as out butt cheeks jiggled like jello on an unstable platter.

Again and again she struck our butts, until thick red welts had formed on my ass cheeks. I realized that even if I was able to have my leaking tits taken care of, everybody was definitely going to notice my punished ass, and likely Alyssa's too. Oh well, I suppose that at this point I would simply have to take whatever it was that I could get. After all, beggars can't be choosers.

I have to say, it did make it quite a bit easier to know that I wasn't suffering this punishment alone. I was there with Alyssa, whom over the course of just a few hours had gone from being my most hated enemy to something closer to a friend, even though I wasn't totally sure if I felt comfortable with trusting her or not. We both had our palms sitting flat against the wall, and to my surprise I felt her move her left hand over until it touched mine. I wasn't sure what she was doing until I felt her fingers interlock with my fingers. It was a small gesture, but it did a lot to make the pain that I was feeling on my ass cheeks more bearable. We might be suffering, but at least we were suffering together.

Four more times we were hit with the broom handle, until on the fourth blow the thing split into two pieces. For a brief moment I thought that that might mean the end of our punishment, but Michelle had no intention of letting us get off that easy.

"Oh perfect, now there's one for each of you." Michelle said sarcastically, as he turned me around and placed one of the broken halves of the broom handle into my hand. At first I didn't know what he was trying to convey to me, that was until he spun Alyssa around and bent her over so that her ass was facing me. Her butt cheeks were bright red, the same shade as a cherry. I momentarily wondered if my ass was the same bright shade, but those thoughts were quickly expelled from my head as I heard Michelle say.

"I've grown quite tired of this discipline. Jess, would you be so kind as to finish the job off? I'm sure that allyssa will be more than happy to oblige once she's taken the remainder of her strokes. I think you both have ten good smacks left.

I tried to accept the order as gracefully as I could, although on the inside of my head I was thinking that ten sounded like an awful lot. THis was something that the instructors had us do quite often, administer punishments to one another. It was always one of my least favorite parts of any punishment, as if one didn't punish their fellow  sissiesin training appropriately, it would often make the punishment all that worse for both parties.

As much as I didn't want to, I knew that I had no option but to give in to the demands that Michelle was making towards me. Shutting my eyes, I raised the wooden club in my hand and brought it down flat against her exposed ass cheeks. The smack that resounded and reverberated off of the walls was so loud that I jumped a little bit. The smack was almost loud enough to drown out the sound of Allysa's yelp of pain, but unfortunately I could still make it out quite clearly.

Not knowing what else to say, I shrugged my shoulders and said "Welp, only nine more to go." As I once again brought down the wood against her backside. It's strange, I should have been positively loving every single second of me getting to have power over Allysa like this. Here she was, bent over and vulnerable to me, subject to however hard of a spanking that I felt she deserved. However, now that I finally had the power over her that I had vyed for so long, I suddenly found that I no longer wanted it. I tried to tell myself that the reason for my sudden compassion for Alyssa was that she would soon have the opportunity to repay the spanking to me, but deep down I knew that that was only half of the truth.

Sure enough, nine more times I struck her with the baton, leaving an individual red mark horizontal across her two ass cheeks for every single swat. Any delight that I had partaken in from spanking Alyssa quickly turned to dread as I faced the inevitable fact that it was now my turn. Hoping that it would be easier on me if I played along, I turned around without being told to do so, bending over so that my back and faced Alyssa. I couldn't quite bring myself to look her straight in the eye, but from the corner of my vision I could see her rubbing her tender ass cheeks with her hand. I placed my hands with my palms flat against the floor, so that I was totally bent over in front of the two of them and Michelle brought my thong to around my knees. I could feel the blood rush to my head as I exposed myself to them. As much as I had always liked to tell myself that I had become totally accustomed to being naked at all times, and even though it had been months since I have been afforded the luxury of clothes, the truth was that in moments like this I could still feel myself go flush from the embarrassment of being so exposed and bare in front of others. It's hard to remain dignified when you know for a fact that two people are currently staring straight at your butthole.

I took a deep breath. That was one of the things that we had learned from talking amongst ourselves; that if one focused solely on their breath it would make taking a punishment easier. I could never really tell if it made much of a difference one way or the other, to be truthful, but considering that I didn't really have anything else to lose at the moment it seemed as good as an idea as any other.

Before I had a chance to inhale fully, I felt the first of the ten slaps against my ass. I have to say, I think that Allyssa had hit me even harder than Michelle had. Perhaps she didn't realize just how heavy the club was, or perhaps she was simply getting revenge over the impacts against her bottom that I had just inflicted. Either way, I bit my lip as I settled in for the next hit.

Sure enough, after a few long seconds I once again felt the sting in my backside. The feeling was so sudden and so sharp that it sent me to my tip toes as a yelp escaped from my lips. I always hated making noise during a punishment. For one we had been taught to always take our punishments in silence, as recognition of our misbehaviour, but even more than that I hated letting them know that their punishment against me was so effective. If I could have my way, I would be able to take whatever it was that they dished out against me in complete silence, like a stoic. That was one of the only ways that I had of showing them that they still couldn't control me, not entirely at least. I resolved myself to not let a single noise be uttered from my lips for the remainder of the punishment.

Setting the soles of my feet so that they were once again flat against the ground, I braced myself for the next impact. Alyssa had an uncanny way of always seeming to catch me off guard, however, because when the next blow came it once again came as a surprise to me. It didn't help that I was so bent over that the only thing I could see a clear view of my knees. Against my best efforts, a yelp came out my lips again. I could feel myself becoming frustrated, becoming worked up. I had already had every last strand of dignity removed from me, and all I wanted to maintain was that last little kernel of self control, and yet somehow I couldn't even manage to muster that. I couldn't tell if I was starting to cry, or if the pressure that I felt in my head was simply from all of the blood rushing into my brain. EIther way, I didn't like it one bit.

Over and over again, the scene repeated itself. I would get smacked on the ass, hard, with the broken broom handle and a pathetic yelp of pain would shoot out of my mouth before I had a chance to stop it. I would resolve that would absolutely be the last noise that anybody would hear from me, until once again I would feel the searing pain in my ass cheeks and once again utter a loud sound of dismay. By the last few times that I was flogged with the wooden handle, the frustration from not being able to control my own body far outweighed the pain from being hit, although my ass was very sore by this point. I didn't know if either of them were aware of my efforts, and by that point I was too embarrassed to bring it up.

FInally, our punishment had concluded, and I was permitted to stand up straight once again. Just had Alyssa had been, I found myself rubbing the various tender spots on my ass where contact had been made with the coarse wood.

Setting two milks crates down on the floor, Michelle motioned for the two of us to sit down, which we both did without question. I had no idea what time it currently was, but I suspected that I only had a few hours to either remedy my situation, or to find a suitable explanation.

"So, I've been thinking about how I can clean up this mess that we all seem to have found ourselves in. And I think that I have a solution, but it isn't going to be easy, nor is it going to be cheap." Michelle said, with a tone of authority.

I gulped. I had a feeling that this transaction was going to be costly, but I still had no idea just how much it would it be, or what I would have to do.

"I can switch around the vials that go into your formula every morning, make it look like somebody accidentally got a double dose. That would explain the sudden growth of Jen, but it also means that somebody who works in the lab is going to get in big trouble. They pay those guys top dollar specifically not to make any mistakes like that, and they tend to take a lot of pride in their work. I talked to a friend in the lab, and he agreed to take the hit."

I breathed a sigh of relief. Was it really the case that after this long, hellish night that there could be a solution at the end of it after all? The thought almost seemed to be too good to be true. Almost afraid to say the words, I asked Michelle what her price was.

At first Michelle only gave a sigh in response.

"Well, there's certain ethical limits that we can't break in our research, such as suddenly giving somebody an extra high dose of growth formula. You would be one of the rare cases when that has happened, meaning you would suddenly be very valuable to the boys down at the lab. In other words, you'd be moved out of general population and placed under special operation. You would also likely continue on a higher dose of growth formula, at least for the next month or so. That's the official cost, at least."

"And what is the unofficial cost?" I asked, still a little scared at what the answer might be.

"The unofficial cost is that you belong to the lab. For that month, you're off the books, and you'll owe one of the laboratory workers, big time. I know the guy who is taking the hit for you, Samual. He's a good guy, a hard worker but.... Well, between you and me, he's always seemed like the sort of guy who likes the sissies in training here just a little bit too much, if you catch my drift. In other words, it's going to be in your best interest that for that month that you're in the lab, you do everything in your power to make sure that Samuel is as happy as can be."

I took a deep sigh, weighing the pros and cons. I mean, it wasn't like I really had much of a choice. I would totally screwed if anybody found out that I had deliberately messed with my dosage for the growth formula, and I would have been kicked out of the Sissy Academy for sure. On the other hand, I can't really say that I was super enthusiastic about the prospect of essentially being at the beck and call of some random laboratory worker for an entire month. It was just such an unknown quantity.

"Is there any way that I can at least meet this guy first?" I asked him.  Before I'm in the lab, I mean.

In response Michelle only gave a laugh. "You know, Samuel actually said the exact same thing to me. After all, it isn't like he's ever seen you in person, either. There's still an hour and a half before the rest of the academy wakes up, so I told him he could come by and... um..."

"Come by and what?" I said to him, desperately wanting to know what the rest of his phrase contained.

"Come over and take you for a test drive, I suppose you could say."

Then Michelle turned to Allyssa who had been mostly silent during this entire encounter

"The both of you, actually."

Alyssa's eyes went wide. "The both of us? What do I have to do with it? Jen is the one who made this mess, why isn't she the one who has to clean it up?"

"Trust me, Jen is going to spend every day of the next four weeks earning it, so I wouldn't worry about that. The fact of the matter is that I told him that I currently had two of the Sissies in training in a mop closet on the west side of campus, and he told me he would help us out on the conditions I just laid out, plus full access to the both of you for tonight. None of us are in a position to bargain, least of all yourself. Yes, Jen did make a giant mess that we're cleaning up, but let's not forget just how screwed both of us would be if people found out about our little forays after lunch? Honestly, in exchange for the discretion that we're getting, it's a small price to pay."

Alyssa made a pouty face, but didn't say anything more. After asking us if either one of us had any questions, Michelle told us that she would be leaving and that the next time we heard a knock on the door, it would be Samuel. And then just like that, Michelle was gone and once again it was the two of us alone in the closet.

I've endured some awkward silences in my life, but I have to say that this one took the cake. Any sense of camaraderie that had at one time been shared between the two of us seemed dissolved when we were both made to take turns swatting at each others ass, and then antagonized anymore but the price that we both had to pay in order for Samuel to cover for us.

Unable to bear spending even one more second in awkward silence, I finally said out loud

"I've never been in a threesome before."

Alyssa looked at me. I’d hardly make out her expression in the dimly lit closet, but from what I could see the face that she wore was one of incredulities, and anger.

"You know, before you entered into the picture, I had a really nice thing going with Michelle. It was nice to have a little bit of attention around here other than just sitting bored to death in class all day and making it through the odd punishment. You really just couldn't let me have a nice thing, could you?"

I could feel the tension that had been brewing ever since we had been forced to spank each other finally start to reach the boiling point.

"Well excuse me," I said, in the sassiest and most confrontational voice I could muster. "Maybe if you didn't make a hobby out of tormenting me,  I wouldn't have had a need to use that little piece of information."

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Alyssa said, in a voice that was loud enough that I was worried anybody who happened to be awake might hear us. "I could have had a nice nights sleep tonight, and instead I was jolted awake, forced into a broom closet, spanked, oh and lets not forget that I still milked you out of the kindness of my goddamn heart."

In all honesty, had we not been interrupted than we probably would have ended up having a fight, but as it just so happened in that exact moment there was suddenly a knock on the door. In an instant, both of us were jolted out of our angry stupor, as we were suddenly both aware over just how loud we had been.

"Ladies, ladies. I think you've both had a long night, I'm sure that you'll find things are much better if you both work together."

No sooner did the words finish than the door to the closet open. I could only make out a silhouette against the light at first, but as Samuel stepped into the closet and shut the door I began to make out his features.

He was surprisingly handsome. The Sissies in training hardly ever actually saw the people who worked down in the lab. The powers that be seemed to like to keep the two of us separate, something about keeping the lab workers from getting too attached to us, and starting to think about us as a person instead of property. However, based on the hungry way that Samiel was staring at me, I didn't think that he in particular had that issue.

He was shorter than Michelle, only about 5'9 or so, with greying hair plastered across his head. He looked as if he may have been about 50 or so, with spectacles that sat so far down on his nose that I was dubious that his eyes actually saw through the lenses of the glasses.

Still, given that it wasn't as if I had any sort of choice as to whether or not I was going to sleep with this man, I suppose that it could have been a whole heck of a lot worse. He actually looked kind of nice in his white lab coat, it gave him a look that was very official. One of the many things that I had learned about myself in my time at the Sissy Academy was that I seems to have developed a bit of a thing for men in uniform. Call it a reinforced habit, I suppose.

"Now, Michelle tells me that all three of you have found yourself in quite a pickle." Samuel said with a laugh. There was something about his demeanor and sense of humor that seemed to put me at ease. At the very least, it was nice having somebody finally acknowledge just how difficult my night had been.

"You're all in luck. I'm only a few months from retirement, and so even though it is quite a serious offense to have mixed up dosage of our feminization formula, taking the fall for it will have no impact on my life personally whatsoever. I trust that Michelle has informed you of our arrangement, including the costs for my services?"

If I wasn't mistaken, I could almost identify what sounded like I hint of nervousness in his voice. It occurred to me that, even though Samuel was clearly at the end of a long career in the Sissy industry, this might actually be the first time that he had spoken with Sissy face to face in many years. The way that he was shifting from foot to foot, almost giddy. I have to say that there was a part of me that almost found it sort of endearing. I mean, one the one hand this man was almost certainly older than my father, but one the other hand there was a certain allure in getting to quench such a longstanding thirst. If getting my ass fucked was the price that needed to be paid, well then I suppose that Is imply had no choice other than to pay it with a smile on my face.

"Please tell me that you have lube." I heard Allyssa say. "I've been fucked in the ass plenty, but only once dry and it hurt like hell."

Samuel made no immediate response other than to give a big smile and say "I suppose that saliva will have to do the trick for tonight." Then, Samuel turned to me, and as he lowered his pants he said in a completely flat tone of voice "Why don't you get it nice and wet for her."

I saw Allysa's face goes pale. "Please, samuel, let me suck it. I'm much better at sucking coc--"

"Oh no, I think this will be much more fun if we delegate the workload around. I promise you, you'll both have your turn, as I can assure you that there is plenty of me to go around for the both of you."

It took me a moment to realize exactly why Alyssa was mortified, but then it clicked. I was being ordered to suck his cock before he fucked her ass, which meant I got to decide how wet the cock that was about to be forced into her asshole was. I'll admit that in that moment, the look of fear on her face as she dealt with the potential of being fucked in the ass by a dry cock hung over her like a storm cloud. Sam seemed more than aware of the predicament that he had just put her in, and the knowledge of it only seemed to make him more hard. He sat stroking his cock in front of me, giving me a raised eyebrow look as if to say "It isn't going to suck itself, ya' know."

I gave Allysa a smile. Even though I was tempted to watch her in pain as she took it in the ass, I had decided that being benevolent felt better than revenge. I opened my mouth wide, and no sooner was I on my knees than did Samuel grab the back of my head and promptly force himself down my throat. I basted his cock with my tongue, trying to get every single drop of saliva on his dick that I could. That was easier said than done, mind you. I mean, it had been some number of hours since I had had any water in my system, and being stressed always had a way of making my mouth go dry. Knowing that there was only one surefire way of making my body produce more saliva, I took a deep breath and then forced my mouth so far onto Samuel's cock that I began gagging. Focusing myself, I contitued to feel him fuck my throat as I gagged. The feeling was awkward and uncomfortable, to say the least, however my plan was a success. I could feel my mouth begin to salivate as a response to the forieng intrusion. Samuel thrust his head back and closed his eyes as he moaned to himself while I twisted my tongue around his rock hard dick. I have to say, I was impressed by how ready to go he was at a moments notice to fuck my throat like this.

I couldn't see Alyssa while I was sucking cock, of course, but when Samuel finally pushed my face away from his dick I looked up and stole a quick glance at her. The look of relief on her face upon seeing the thick layer of saliva on his cock made my heart warm. After all, what are friends for if not for coating a thick cock in saliva before getting fucked in the ass?

Samuel made a twirling motion with his finger, indicating for Allysa to turn around. Never one to refuse an order, Alyssa did exactly as she was told. Insticly she grabbed her butt cheeks with either hand spread them slightly, giving us a full view of her asshole.

Without wasting any time, Samuel walked up and placed the tip of his cock against Alyssa's outstretched rose bud. I stood beside her, a full foot above her in height due to the way that she was bent over in order to accommodate the cock that was soon to be claiming her backside. She reached for my and I felt her fingers clasp in mine. At first her grip was gentle and soft, but as samuel thrust his cock inside of her she grabbed my hand so hard that it felt almost as if she might pulverize my fingers into a fine dust. I didn't mind, though. There was something beautiful about seeing her like this, so vulnerable and open. After all of the times that I had seen her be domineering, it was a nice change of pace to see this different, often hidden side of her.

I was impressed at how easily she was able to take the cock inside of her ass. I had never taken anything that size up my butt before, but the way that she was able to breathe in deeply as inch after inch of samuel's rock hard dick slid inside of her was admirable, to say the least. Once samuel was all the way inside of her, he suddenly withdrew his entire cock without any warning. Whereas Allysa's hand had been tightly clasped in mine, she suddenly loosened her grip in the pure shock of no longer having her ass occupied.

Samuel went down to one knee, so that his face was at perfect level with allysa's asshole.

"Now isn't that just remarkable? Michelle wasn't lying when he said that you had been very properly trained."

My curiosity getting the best of me, I found my gaze moving downward towards my new friends butthole. I could see now why it was that Samuel was so impressed. Her asshole was currently gaping open, almost as if it was occupied by an invisible ghost dick. I had no idea how it was that she was able to maintain a gape like that, but I made a mental note to ask her about it when we were finally clear of this messy situation that we had found ourselves in.

"Please... please put it back in." I heard her say, quietly. Her voice sounded almost as if she was on the verge of tears. Samuel seemed more than happy to oblige, however. He grabbed both of her hips, one in either hand, and slammed his body into hers. The way that his cock disappear inside of her, it almost looked as if it was some kind of magic trick. His cock was there one moment, and nowhere to be seen next. Once again I felt Alyssa compress my hand in her vice grip as she tried her best to acclimate to having her asshole once again filled.

Samuel withdrew his cock slowly, only a few inches with each passing second. It was clear that he was savouring Allysa's reaction to having her asshole claimed, and I have to admit that there was definitely a part of me that found it quite hot as well. Her eyes were closed tightly now, and it was almost as if she had receded fully into herself. Even though I probably wouldn't have ever admitted it to anybody out loud, I thought that she looked like quite beautiful like that, so overcome with physical sensation. Her mouth was wide open, even though no sound came from her lips.

Samuel had had enough foreplay, I suppose, because he suddenly started fucking her ass with full gusto, sliding his thick man rod in and out over and over. Alyssa for the most part stayed completely stationary. Her hands were both flat up against the wall. Alyssa had started out several feet away from the wall, but she had been fucked with such force that her chest wise now pressed up against the cold hard exterior of the wall. Samuel, apparently displeased with this, once again grabbed her by the hips and forced her body several feet backwards. Now Alyssa was bent all the way over. Her ass fucking appeared to be so brutal that I didn't even know how she was still able to stand while she absorbed all of the force and impact from having samiels body slam into her over and over again.

I couldn't tell you how long that scene played out in front of me for. In reality, it was probably only a few minutes. However, a few minutes is still somehow a long time when somebody is being ramrodded right in the asshole. When he finally withdrew her cock from her ass, she crumpled to the ground, totally spent. Her ass had definitely been through a lot, as it was still pink from the punishment an hour previous. I could see a few drops of my saliva drips down from her leg--well it was either saliva or her being wet from having her ass brutally manhandled.

Samuel suddenly turned his gaze to me. I had been so entranced by the scene going on in front of me that I had completely forgotten that we were only halfway done. My eyes went wide as I realized that my butthole was now due for the exact same treatment that I had just witnessed Alyssa getting. Even worse, what saliva that had been on his cock was most surely gone now. Even though it wasn't exactly like i had a lot of bargaining chips available to me, I still had to at least try.

"Wait! before it goes in my butt, surely it's only fair to have your cock sucked again. I mean, you would like that, wouldn't you?' I said, trying not to betray how desperate I was in my voice. I didn't know if I would survive a brutal ass fucking like that if I had to take it up my butt totally dry.

Samuuel looked at me, amused.

"Well then, what are you waiting for?" Go ahead and suck it. I tell you what, I'll be the last person to stop you." He said, in his southern drawl.

"I mean, aren't you gonna, like, wipe it off or something?" I asked him with a tone of vague hopefulness in my voice, even though by the time I had finished my phrase I think that we both knew that there was no such chance of that happening. Sighing to myself, I got down on my knees.

I was amazed how, ever since I joined the academy I was continuing to find new lows to sink to. Everytime something like this happened, I had thought for sure that this was as degrading as life could possibly be. That's what I thought to myself when I had first arrived and learned that I was to be denied all items of clothing for the entirety of my stay at the Sissy Academy. It's what I thought to myself the first time that I found myself at an auction, having my tits and ass grabbed by strangers at will, before they inevitably discarded me to go look at some more viable sissy in training. It was what I had thought to myself during my myriad of humiliating punishment that I had had to endure since I arrived here.

And now here I was, stripped bare on my knees in a mop closet. The rough cement ground hurt against my freshly bruised ass cheeks, my tits ached from being milked only moments prior, and now I had to suck some random strangers cock after it had just been in my arch nemesis turned pseudo friends ass. If there was any such thing as a final bottom floor of depravity, than surely I had just found it.

However, Samuel was right in that if given a choice between having to go ass to mouth with another sissy in training, or having to get fucked in the ass by a rather large cock totally dry, than I would open my mouth wide every single time.

I held my breath and once again took his cock in my throat, basting his rock hard man rod with my tongue, making sure that every inch of his cock was covered with as much saliva as I could possibly muster. The good news, if one could call it that, was that once his cock was far enough in the back of my throat to make me gag, I couldn't really taste it anymore. Yay for small victories, I suppose?

I didn’t suck his cock for as long the time, just long enough to make sure that his dick was as slicked up as possible. Sadly, my mouth was so dry from having been locked in that damn closet all night, having never have gotten a chance to drink anything since I had woken up in my bunk hours before. I had all but resolved myself for what was surely about to be one hell of a painful ass fucking, when suddenly a stroke of pure brilliance occured to me. By then some hours has passed since I had last been milked, and while my tits were nowhere near as full as they were when I had woken up in my bed, I could feel that there was just a wee bit of sweet creamy milk in my titties that I could squeeze out.

As soon as the thought occurred to me, I asked Alyssa to massage my titty again. I was suddenly very glad that I had opted to help her out before her ass fucking, because without a second though she began massaging my boob between her hands, working away at the soft tender flesh until creamy white milk started appearing out of my nipple. The sensation was still something that I was trying to get used to, and as soon as I saw the white fluid appear a yelp of ecstacy escaped from out of my lips.

Just as I had hoped, the milk shot straight out of my tit and landed on the base of his impressive shaft. I grabbed his cock with both hands and began working the thick viscous creamy milk all over his cock, watching in delight as it mixed with my saliva in bubbles all over his dick. Samuel appeared to appreciate the gesture, as he threw his head back and moaned to himself in delight.

Content that I had done the best I could to prep for an ass fucking, given that I was in a mop closet with no lube anywhere nearby, mind you, I stood back up and turned so that I was facing away from Samuel.

Samuel, taking the cuem, grabbed me by the hips and yanked me back, in the process bending my torso over until my face was parallel with the ground. Just as Alyssa had done with me before, I reached my hand out into the darkness until I felt it clasp into hers. I have to admit, it really felt quite nice having her there for me like that. To say that I was a little bit nervous at having to take samuel's man meat in my asshole, but having seen how easily Alyssa was able to take it gave me some sort of hope. What are friends for, I suppose?

I felt the tip of Samuel's cock against my puckered asshole. In my ear, Alyssa whispered that it would be easier for me if I tried to relax.

Relaxing ones asshole sounds like no problem in theory, but actually managing to make my butthole unclench under such adverse circumstances was easier said than done, to say the least. Not that it mattered too much, anyway. Samuel was going to make his way inside my bum whether I welcomed the intrusion or not. WIth a quick thrust, I felt the first few inches of him go inside of me. It was, without any shadow of a doubt, the widest that my asshole had ever been stretched up until that point. I gasped out of instinct, clenching my eyes shut as a sound of shock tumbled out of me.

I was thankful that Samuel seemed to be taking it slow. At the very least, he was giving me something of a warm up period before he started viciously pounding my ass, although I did have a feeling that a vicious ass pounding was somewhere in my very immediate future. For the time being however, he kept my like that, with the first three inches or so of his cock outside of me. Deciding that if I was going to take this cock, I might as well take it at my own pace, I started to slowly inch backwards into samuel's cock. I heard a moan of pleasure from behind me that let me know that he was enjoying having me take up the heavy lifting of ass fucking, so to speak.

I had my eyes shut, and I focused my mind solely on the pure physical sensation. My body had been trhough so miuch in the last six hours or so, why not add anal to the mix?

I moved further and further back, taking just a little bit more of his thick man rod each time. Occasionally I would find myself going back too far, and I would have to scoot away from him, however as soon as I did so he was always sure to grab me again by the hips to let me know that there was no way I was going to escape taking his thick cock in my asshole. I was very thankful for the milk that had coated his cock, as I could feel it inside of my ass now, making a nice membrane between his cock and my asshole that kept things from feeling too much like a slip and slide without water, if you catch my drift.

I don't know how much time had passed until I was finally able to take what had to be the entirety of his cock in my ass. I mean, it wasn't as if there was any way for me to see just how big his cock was from the vantage point that I currently had, but at that moment his cock felt like it was so far inside of me that I  could practically taste it in the back of my mouth, so based on that I simply had to assume that I had taken the brunt of it. I felt quite content with myself for having managed it. I was so content, in fact, that I was caught completely off guard for what happened next.

In retrospect, I really should have seen it coming. I mean, he had done the exact same thing with Alyssa only moments before. With both of his hands plasted at my sides by the hip, he suddenly withdrew the entirety of his cock from my asshole. I was completely unprepared for it. It felt as if somebody had just opened up a vacuum inside of my body. The emptiness was intense and profound, a shock that was so intense that I knocked the wind out of me. Unlike Alyssa;s more trained asshole, mine puckered up and closed as soon as samuels cock had left my body, which was unfortunate as after a few seconds of complete silence, he rammed his cock back in just as far as it had been before he had taken it out of me.

I could feel tears forming in the corner of my eyes. My body had had a little chance to warm up, but now that he wasn't being so gentle I suddenly didn't know if I was going to make it through the whole thing. I almost had to laugh at myself as I noticed that in the midst of everything that was happening to me, I was clenching Alyssa's hand so tightly that surely she must have been in pain from my vice grip. I let go of her hand only to squeeze it just as tightly as I felt samuel pump his hips back and forth.

It was one thing to get my body adjusted to having my butthole occupied, but it was another thing entirely to maintain any sort of composure whilst things were moving inside of me like that. I momentarily thought back to how effortlessly Aylssa was able to keep her asshole gaped when it was her turn to get fucked in the ass, and I was amazed at the pure control that she had been able to exhibit over her body.

While I may have had some hope for learning that control over my butthole eventually, the fact of the matter was that there was no way that I was going to be able to learn that skill in the next ten seconds in this mop closet, which meant that my only remaining option was simply to white knuckle my way through the experience, so to speak.

Samuel thrusts, which had begun slow and sporadic, had increased in frequency. He would still occasionaly pause in between thrust, just to keep me on my toes, but for the most part he was mainting a consistent pace of fucking my ass. My mouth was wide open, but yet I found it impossible to produce any noise. It was as if my entire body had been short circuited, all of my attention constantly being directed towards the assault on my nether regions. I could feel the excess frothy mix of saliva and milk dripping down my leg.

His pace contied to grow faster and faster, until finally he was fucking my ass just as viciously as allysa's. I kept my eyes staring straight at the floor, trying my best not to forget to breathw amidst the assault on my body. I could hear his breath quicken, he knees start to buckle a little bit.

Sure enough, Samuel grabbed me once again at the hips and buried his cock inside of my as far as it would possibly go. I could feel the hair from his happy trail and pubes tickle my ass crack as he drew himself completely inside of me. I was skewered now, totally unable to move. I shut my eyes and took a moment to fully take in the pure physical sensation of having my ass taken like this. There was a sort of pure to be found in it, that's what the instructors had always told us, at least.  A joy in being used, a joy in knowing ones worth. That certainly what i felt, as I stayed like that with both the soles of my feet and the palms of my hands flat against the floor. I was nothing more than a piece of property to be traded about and purchased as others saw fit. I had limited uses in life, but one of them was without a doubt to be used as a hole to fuck whenever my owner pleased. This was what had been drilled into our heads every since we had arrived at the Sissy Academy, but I had always been so hesitant to believe it. I never wanted to give away that last inch of personhood, I wanted to cling to it just like I had wanted to cling to my modesty, my values, and all of the other things that I had learned in my life before being a hucow in training.

And if you asked me the other day, I would probably say just as much. But in this moment, having my ass thoroughly claimed, I closed my eyes as a big smile swept over my face from ear to ear. It had finally clicked, that I was nothing more than a warm hole for cock, and accepting that fate was the missing piece inside of myself that I had been searching for all along.

My epiphany was cut short by the sudden feeling of having a cock submerged deep inside of my asshole begin to gush cum. I had been able to gleen a lot about ass fucking from watching Allysa go through it before me, but this was something that I was totally unfamiliar with. I don't know many times I felt his cock tense up, shortly followed by a feeling a warm, wet stickiness from deep inside of my asshole. If I had to guess, I would say at least seven times passed until he slowly started to withdraw his cock from me. I felt him slide out of me, inch by inch until finally my asshole was empty for the first time in what had felt like ages.

Now that I had finally served my purpose, I collapsed onto the ground. I hadn't realized how tired my legs had become until I felt my knees buckle underneath me. The next thing I knew, I had crumpled into a ball on the filthy floor of the mop closet, completely spent. Alyssa tousled my hair, petting me softly as I sat and tried to process everything that had happened to my body.

It was sweet, if not a little bit strange, seeing this new side of Alyssa. She was no longer the cruel demeaning temptress that I had known her to be. Now I was seeing her as something different. Perhaps she still had that side to her, but now I could see her for the multifaceted person she was. I could see the fear that had made her act so egrioufly towards me, I could see the love and tenderness that perhaps she had always wanted to express to me, but never quite felt safe or comfortable enough to do so. Beyond that, she gave some seriously awesome head scratches.

After I had taken a moment to recover and collect myself, I asked Samuel exactly what the plan was.

He himself seemed to be taking a little bit of a breather. I have to say, for a man of his age the way that he was able to fuck like a raw animal was pretty remarkable. He had just finished buttoning his pants back up when he said.

"The plan is that Michelle is going to notice the wet spots on your pillow when she goes to wake up the Sissies in about forty minutes. From there, she'll take you to my section of the laboratory, where I will determine that your accelerated progress is due to the erroneous switching of growth formula. I'll likely get a stern talking to, and then you'll spend the next few weeks or so in the lab undergoing various... experiments. I'm not entirely sure what those experiments will consist of, to be truthful. We've never been in such a situation as this, and so I'm sure that the forces that be will want to glean as much information as possible from you. Hopefully it won't be anything that's too extreme. After that it's likely that you'll rejoin the general population of sissies in training."

I breathed in a deep sigh of relief. It was looking like there was finally going to be a sense of resolution to this hellish night after all. I took a moment to think about everything that my body had been through in the last twelve hours. Everything from waking up to find that my boobs had more than doubled in size, being milked for the very first time by somebody who up until that point had done little other than torment me. I had been beaten until my ass was cherry red, by both an instructor at the academy and that same friend, and last but not least my butthole claimed by yet another stranger. To say that my body had been through the ringer would have been the understatement of the year.

I stood up, only to find that my knees were once again buckling and quickly I once again found myself on the floor. I suppose it's harder than I would have expected to walk after getting fucked in the ass.

Alyssa reached a hand down to me and helped me up, a gesture that was very much appreciated. Samuel bid us goodbye, leaving just a few minutes before us so as to not arouse too much suspicion.

I limped along with Alyssa's help, my hand over her shoulder as we walked along in silence. We tiptoed through the hallways, and then the barracks of bunk beds containing all of the other sleeping  sissies in training. As I walked past them, recognizing some I thought about how they had all had a night of uninterrupted sleep, totally unaware of everything that had been going on just a few hundred meters away. With any luck, they would all stay blissfully unaware. That was the best I could hope for, at least.

When we finally reached my bed, Alyssa helped me lay flat on the hard mattress and tucked me in. I was remiss that I couldn't say anything to her, lest I wake up any of the other sleeping Sissies in training. I wanted to say something to thank her for everything that had happened that night. Even though our interaction had started as something close to blackmail, it ended up as something else entirely. I still didn't know exactly where it was that we stood with one another. It was complicated, to say the least. I mean, I couldn't say for sure that I was totally over all of the treatment that she had subjected me to during all of my time prior at the Sissy Academy, but I could at least say that now I felt like I was seeing a side of her that previously wasn't one that I had ever had any inkling about.

Still though, given that it was all but impossible for us to say anything to each other, we simply took a moment to state into one another's eyes, appreciating the person that we saw before us. I don't know where the instinct to do so came from. but I gave her a quick smooch on the forehead. She seemed taken aback for a moment, and then whilst staring me in the eyes locked her lips with mine. My eyes went wide with surprise but I quickly shut my own eyes as well, savoring her taste on my tongue.

It felt so nice, just to have a little bit of human connection for once. Ever since I had arrived at the Sissy Academy, I had always been put against my fellow Sissies in training one way or another, whether it was by being made to punish somebody, or the various enforced competitions that we were expected to partake in as part of our training. Instances like this, where we simply got to take a moment to indulge in the physical proximity of one another were so rare and fleeting. I wish that that kiss could have lasted forever, but sadly it was only a quick moment before she withdrew her face from mine and without saying another word walked off to find her own bed. It was probably for the best, anyway. Expressions of physical affection were strictly forbidden between Sissies in training, and had either one of us gotten caught it surely would have wrecked out entire plan. It was the correct choice for her to make, but that didn't make me want to have just one more second of tasting her sweetness in my mouth any less.

I sat my head on my pillow, the relief of finally having made it through this unending ordeal of a night dawning on me. I had done it, it may have taken every last ounce from me, but I still managed to do it one way or another. Even though by this point I was totally exhausted, my head was still swimming with all of the adventure that had comprised the last few hours of my life that I couldn't quite bring myself to fall asleep just yet. It almost seemed unreal that it was like a dream, but as I reached behind myself and felt the fresh welts on my backside, not to mention my sore nipples from having been freshly milked, I knew that what I had been through was no dream.

However, it was not long after that that I felt a wave of fatigue wash over me. Within minutes I was out like a light. After all, I only had a paltry forty minutes of sleeping time left to try and rejuvenate myself before I would once again be started awake by Michelle. Considering the night that I had, I was going to need every single one of those forty minutes. I drifted off to sleep without another thought.
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My body was so exhausted from the ordeal of my night before, that from my perception it was no sooner than I had shut my eyes than I was once again roused from my sleep. To all of the other  Sissies In Training, this would have been the same start as any other morning before. One of the instructors would walk through the barracks, a metal pot in one hand and a wooden spoon in the other, clanging them together as dreary eyes Sissies In Training opened their eyes. If somebody seemed like they were being extra sluggish, then oftentimes the instructor might pause and rip away their comforter, leaving them naked and exposed. I had been woken up like that more than once, and I have to say something about having to start your day by having some random stranger staring at you while your butt-ass naked is not an experience that I would be eager to recommend to anybody else.

I heard Michelle coming before I saw her, the sound of the pan clattering alerting me to her presence. At least, I hoped it was Michelle, as that was according to the plan the Samuel had laid out for me before I had finally left that mop closet. Sure enough, just as I was opening my eyes I began to make out the features of Michelle approaching me.

I had spent so long preparing for this moment that now that it was finally happening, it was a little hard to believe. Thankfully, my time in the Academy had taught me a great deal about how to put on a face and keep a cool and calm demeanor. It was second nature by this point to wipe my face of any sort of expression, to be nothing but a blank piece of property whose worth was judged solely by my use to others. It was these skills that I tapped into now, keeping my face inscrutable as my eyes focused to Michelles exterior whizzing past me, a loud clanging sound emanating from his person.

"Rise and shine, Sissies !" I heard her say in the exact tone that I had heard from her or a thousand other instructors here at the Academy on countless mornings. Only, this morning was different. This morning would be unlike any that had preceded me in the Academy, and if I was lucky it would be unlike any that came after.

"Instructor!" I said at Michelle after he was a few paces past my bed. I think something happened to me overnight"

Michelle surely deserved something of an Oscar for how she was able to keep a completely infallible demeanor as she came over to me and examined the wet spot on the bed, still there from the night before. Feeling it with his hand, he feigned a surprised reaction.

"This is definitely very unusual. We'll have to send you to the infirmary."

As any Sissy In Training who had been here for more than a few months could tell you, there was no such thing as an infirmary at the Academy. The only thing that there was the Laboratory , where I was now sure to be heading.

"Yes ma’am," I said in the usual meek tone that I would adopt whenever an instructor would speak to me directly.

And just like that, I was on my way. I felt glad that none of the other Sissies In Training around me seemed to take much notice of what had happened. None of them knew as I walked past them in silence that on the inside I was buzzing with excitement and anticipation. It was finally working, I was finally on my way to being free.

While, perhaps not quite free; as I was walking it dawned on me that I still had very little of an idea as to what would be happening to me when I was at the Laboratory , but I had to assume it was better than the punishments that I would have received from stealing Allysa's formula.

I had never actually been to the Laboratory  before, though I had certainly heard a lot about it from some of the other Sissies In Training on campus. Depending on the reason that they were sent there for, their time there could be easy and relaxing, and strenuous and difficult. It all depending on whatever test they decided to inflict on you. I had once heard a story of a Sissy in training whom they discovered orgasmed easily and frequently, and to test how orgasms might affect her Sissy transformation they  inserted a vibrating  plug to her for hours at a time. At first when she had told me the story I was jealous, as sexual pleasure was something that we were frequently forbidden from experience unless it was at the hands of a potential client, but as I spoke to her she told me that they had kept her strapped in long after she came, ignoring her as she begged for the sensation to stop. Listening to her describe her tale of convulsing on the table, her legs in stirrups with tears streaming down her face quelled any sense of curiosity that I felt to experience what was behind the doors marked in large white letters "LABORATORY".

However, I had always had a sneaking suspicion that one day I would be sent there, and it looked as if today was going to be that day. I was still dead tired from the night before, and now that I finally could take in a breath of relief the various aches and pains that I had incurred over the last 12 hours suddenly bubbled to the surface of my attention. My nipples had not only a dull ache, but felt sensitive to even the slightest touch. For the first time since I had arrived at the Academy, I found myself thankful for the fact that I didn't have either a shirt or a bra on, as I don't think that my poor aching nipples could have taken it.  However, it wasn't as if that was the only ache and pain that my body had sustained from the night before. My ass was still bruised and a vague shade of pink from getting smacked with the broom handle, my tiny cockhead was sore from being worked on from Alyssa, and on top of all of that was the reminder with every single step that I took that my butthole had been claimed by cock recently. I shuddered to think how bad it would have been had I not had the idea to use saliva and milk as lubricant, as every time I shifted my weight from one leg to another I was reminded my body send a blazing reminder that I should probably take the day easy and rest. Sadly, there was no way for me to tell my body that resting like this was simply out of the question, that I had to soldier on foot at a time. Thankfully it wasn't too far of a journey to make it to the Laboratory , but due to the state thatbmy body was in by the time that I had arrived I was ready to collapse into the nearest cot that they directed me to.

Assuming there would be a cot for me, of course. I still had no idea what lay beyond the Laboratory  doors.

When I finally did make my way up to the lab, I was quite relieved to find Samuel waiting for me by the door. He too looked a little bit worse for the wear from the adventures from last night, and I can't say that I blamed him.

We walked together through the Laboratory. As he opened the door I was greeted with the site of a wide open space, filled with various instruments, tools, tables, and examination equipment. There were several other scientists, all of whom looked quite hard at work. Even though there was nobody around, he still maintained the facade that we had all agreed on from the night before. When greeting me, he asked about what symptoms I had experiences if there had been any irregularities in my diet. I was impressed at how easily he was able to act nonchalant, but I at the same time I was thankful for it too. When he had finished, he directed me to a closed-off corner of the lab, telling me that I was to remain under observation for the next 12 hours.

Right away I knew exactly what he was doing, which was giving me the means to catch up on some much-needed sleep. Looking around to make sure that none of the other scientists were watching, I quickly mouthed a "thank you" at him. In response, he gave a quick wink as he opened the door to my new quarters.

The room was plain, looking something like a hospital room. It was empty save for a small cot, a chair and a desk, and a table that sat next to the bed. Even though it wasn't much, it was still far more privacy than I had grown accustomed to during my time in the barracks with all of the other Sissies, and for that I  was thankful.

By that time, I was so exhausted that nothing mattered to me. It didn't matter that there were no pillows or sheets on the cot, or that I still had no clue what exactly was going to comprise my time under observation. The only thing that mattered was getting some sweet, sweet sleep. As soon as I laid down in the cot, I felt myself drifting off into a deep slumber.

I have no idea how long I was out for. The lights in my observation room, which Samuel had turned off on his way out were now back on, though whether that was from them being on a timer or if somebody had visited me in my sleep I had no idea. The thought didn't bother me as much as it would have before my life as a Sissy, as being observed at all times of the day had become something so normal for me that it simply felt like another day at the Academy. That's what I tried to tell myself, at least, that this was just going to be like any other day.

I had become so accustomed to waking up to the same dreary site of the underside of a bunk bed, that when I groggily opened my eyes and saw bright lights above me I immediately sat up in bed, looking around the room with wide eyes. It was only after a moment had passed that I remembered everything that had led me up to this moment, and I collapsed back in the bed. Looking down at my body, I saw all the bruises and marks that my adventure had left me with, little tiny confirmations that reminded me that everything that had happened to me was no dream.

While there was a door in my room, I didn't even bother trying to open it. I didn't know very much about the Laboratory  at the Academy, but I still knew enough to know that they weren't going to let any of the Sissies In Training just walk out of an observation room. As much as I didn't particularly want to be left with my own thoughts, for the time being, I simply had no choice.

Still though, I had quite a lot to be thankful for. For one, my hair-brained scheme had actually worked. I would take the unknown of an observation period overtaking a brutal punishment from the Academy for stealing another Sissy in training's growth formula, that's for sure. I also had the first modicum of privacy that I had tasted in many months. I didn't even know when the last time that I had been left alone in a room was, let alone one with its own comfy bed.

Of course, this privacy was tapered by the knowledge that at any moment I could expect somebody to waltz on in, but after staying in the barracks for the last few months, I would take what I could get.

I sat up from the bed, rubbing my eyes as I took stock of my body. My boobs seemed to have inflated a great deal while I was asleep. What relief I had gotten from getting milked in the mop closet was short-lived, as I could feel the swollen skin ache whenever I shifted my torso too fast, sending my newly enlarged tits swinging.

My nipples themselves were sore to the touch, far more sensitive than they had ever been before. My ass was no longer pink, but there were several very clear welts that had formed along my ass cheek from the impact with the broom handle. Beyond that, my asshole wasn't hesitating to remind me at every given opportunity that I had gotten butt fucked last night. Trying to ignore all of the aches and pains from all around my body, I bent over to try and stretch myself a little bit.

It would, of course, be just my like that I heard the door open behind me just as I had bent all the way over. Looking through my knees, I saw the image of an upside down Samuel, looking quite a bit more well rested and professional.

"My Jen, I'm happy to see that you're excited about your first observation session, but there's no reason to jump the gun that much," Samuel said with a smile.

Standing up as fast as I could, which given everything that had happened to my body wasn't very fast at all, I straightened around to see him.

"Well well well, I had a feeling that I might see you again," I said, relieved that they hadn't switched out doctors and paired me up with somebody else.

"Yes well, considering that it was my mistake to accidentally make one of the doses of growth formula extra strong, I told them that it seemed only fair I do the observation period. Cleaning up my own mess, so to speak." Samuel said.

"Speaking of mess, I seem to have a bit of a pressing issue," I said to Samuel, looking down at my swollen tits.

"Seems to me that the issue more is that they aren't being pressed," Samuel responded.

"Hardy har har. I'm assuming that you don't literally just observe, right? Because I feel like in another couple hours these things are gonna burst."  I said.

"Oh, nonsense. It would be several days before that would happen. Though I don't doubt that the strength of the sensation is quite... pertinent... for you." He said, coyly.

"Sam, cmon. I want to be milked." I said, frustrated that he seemed to be taking so much joy in my desperation.

He didn't respond at first, and for a moment I was worried that I had said something wrong. However, I felt a sense of relief as he walked up to me and reached out his hand towards my chest. A smile spread across my face, thinking that I would soon be experiencing sweet relief after all.

However, when his large hand wrapped around my tit, he pinched my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and sharply twisted his hand 180 degrees. I was screaming before I even had a chance to register what had happened, as pain ricocheted all throughout my body. He jerked me down to my knees by his vice grip on my nipple before he finally let me go.

"I don't think you understand exactly how it is that observation works. I'm not one of your little instructors, I don't have to follow their rule book of the committee approved punishments. It's my job to ensure the full compliance of the Sissy in observation. That's you, get it?

"Yes sir," I said, clutching at my sore nipple. The pain was sudden, sharp, and totally incapacitating.

"Tell me, Sissy, what is it that you understand?"

"It's your job to ensure my full compliance, sir,"  I said back.

As the words escaped my lips, Samuel undid his pants, lowering them until his cock fell out. He was already rock hard.

"Say it again." He said.

"It's your j--" I started, but before I had a chance to finish he grabbed the back of my head and rammed it into his cock. I didn't have a chance to open my mouth, but it didn't matter has his meat rocket ramrodded it's the way through my lips, forcing himself until his cock was so far in my throat. that I could only breathe through my nose,

"I said, say it again," Samuel said to me again, sternly. His tone suggested that I really did not want to find out what would happen if he felt the need to repeat himself another time.

It was, of course, totally impossible to say anything given that every last iota of space in my mouth was filled with cock. I couldn't even manage to move my tongue. Still though, I tried my best to waffle my way through the words, even though it ended up being a series of unintelligible muffled noises with a lot of drool. When I had finally managed to get the last word, he removed his massive banana bazooka from my mouth.

"Now tell me Sissy, what did you learn?" Samuel said, lowering his body so that he was looking face to face with me.

"It's your job to... to..."  Fuck. I couldn't remember the phrase. In my defense, it's kind of hard to retain information whilst also having your throat fucked, but somehow I thought that Samuel might be just a little bit unsympathetic to that fact.

"Wrong answer." He said, grabbing me by the hair. Once I was standing up, he once again grabbed me by the nipple, this time the opposite one than the last time he had grabbed me there.

He lead me around like that as if I was on a leash, knowing that I wouldn't dare try to stay still less the pain in my tits get even worse than it already was. His pace was brisk, so fast that I could barely keep up. He led me out of the room and down the hallway, leading me into the men's bathroom. I had no idea why it was that he was leading me there, but I knew that it wasn't going to be for any reason that I liked.

To my horror, he opened up a stall by kicked the door and yanked me inside of it. Once again grabbing me by the back of my hair, he forced me down on my knees again. I could feel my kneecaps against the cold, sticky tile floor.

"Please, sir, you don't need to do this. I understand, I'll be a good Sissy for you I promise." I said, begging as if my life depended on it.

He didn't say anything in response, other than to force my head over the toilet. I was on all fours now, my head inches away from the water. My tits dangled so far down beneath me, still inflated from all of the milk that I was harboring, that they brushed on the bottom of the floor.

"What did you learn, Sissy?" He asked, yet again.

"YOU MAKE ME COMPLY," I said. I could see my reflection in the water, desperate and humiliated. My ass was sticking straight out, and I could feel Samuel's hard cock grinding into me. His grip on the back of my head had only gotten tighter, and it was impossible for me to move my head even an inch in any direction.

To my immense relief, he yanked my head away, and once again led me by my hair back to my room. In just a few minutes, Samuel had broken in me completely. I would do anything to keep him happy, and I definitely was terrified of doing anything now that might potentially piss him off again.

Once I was back in my room, he shut the door in front of her, once again leaving me alone. I was so pumped up with adrenaline that I was shaking. I tried to calm myself as I sat on the bed, clutching at my bruised nipples. It had been a hard reminder that even though I may have escaped getting caught for what I did to Alyssa, I wasn't in the clear yet either. I still had to make it through whatever this observation period was going to be, which apparently entailed Samuel doing whatever the hell he wanted me in the name of science.

I don't know how long it was before he reappeared again. In truth, it was probably less than one hour, but it might as well have been days. The ache in my tits was one thing, but what was even worse was not knowing when I would get to taste sweet sweet relief. I knew that if I asked for it, that would only make me all the less likely to actually get it, and so I simply had no choice other than to bide my time as best I could.

When Samuel came back in this time, he had with him his usual clipboard. He went through and asked me all of the questions that one might typically receive at a medical checkup. Filling out the forms on the clipboard intensely, it was only after every last box and had filled out that he said to me.

"You want to be milked right now, don't you, Sissy?"

"Yes sir," I replied, tears nearly in my eyes.

"Very well." He responded. He set up a video camera in the corner, explaining that documentation of any irregularities in the Sissy in training was of the utmost importance. To me, it only meant that there would be even more evidence of my humiliation beyond just bruises and a sore asshole.

He spoke quietly into the camera, giving his name on the date. He referred to me only as "experiment D-112." After giving his briefing, he ordered me to lay down on the bed.

As I did so, he strapped my arms and legs into stirrups that he pulled from the underside of the bed frame. I had absolutely no idea why he was doing this for, but I didn't dare ask. Once he had all four cuffs on me, he tightened each individual tether until I looked like I was in the middle of trying to make a snow angel. My tits, full of sweet creamy milk, sloshed to either side of me. They were so large now that even though I was laying on my back, the way they hung off of the bed had my nipples pointing directly at the floor.

He grabbed one of my tits with both hands, wringing it like a wet towel. My eyes went wide as milk shot straight up out from my nipple, shooting up like a milky geyser of cream. As they say, what goes up must come down, and I have to say that adage proved itself to be very true as the milk came slathering down on my stomach before flowing onto the floor. The feeling was almost indescribable. It hurt like a motherfucker; I mean, my tits were already super sensitive and here they were being kneaded like fresh dough. However, even though the pain there was a feeling of incredible relief. The pressure that had been slowly building ever since the last time that I was milked was finally being released, and it was a sensation that I could only compare to cumming super, super hard.

Once he had finished with one boob, he gave the other the exact same treatment, wringing it the soft tender flesh as milk shot every which way. It was fortunate that he was dressed in his white doctors' coat, as the splatter of milk emanating from my nipple found a way of splashing just about every surface in the room.

The feeling of being milked was so intense that I could hardly move as it was happening, not that I would have been able to do so either way given that my legs were currently strapped to the sides of the bed. I wasn't sure if Samuel Noticed or not that there was wet spot forming underneath my exposed and spread crotch.

As much as I had been trained to keep from getting erect at the academy, as doing so was strictly forbidden, I now found that I couldn’t help myself. The feeling of being milked was simply too great, and I felt my tiny cock slowly starting to stand at attention.

Samuel spared no time taking note of this, pausing briefly to take some notes. Walking to the drawer in his desk, he produced a tape measure and walked back over to me.

As if I wasn’t already enduring enough embarrassment as it was, he took a measurement of my cock, noting that it was exactly four inches erect.

Even though I had spent the last few hours thinking about nothing other than how much I wanted to be milked, even I was quite surprised at just how much volume of the sweet creamy drink that I was able to produce. There was no way to tell how much exactly, of course, given that all of the milk that had come from me was simply sloshing all around on the floor, but it appeared that it easily could have been a gallon of the fluid that had been expunged from me so far, and with no end in sight.

Looking up at Samuel, I couldn't help but think about how dominant and in control he looked, working away at my boobs like a true artist at work. His gaze didn't acknowledge me, as he was clearly too focused on what it was that he was currently doing to make eye contact with me, but I didn't mind. I liked sitting there, strapped into the bed admiring him. I was used to being helpless, of course. After all, it came with the territory of being at the Academy. However, I was also quite used to seeing instructors who were brand new to the Academy, who so clearly desperately wanted to be taken seriously. Even if the rest of the Sissies In Training would politely pretend not to notice, we could all smell the insecurity from 100 feet away.

Samuel on the other hand really didn't seem to give a fuck. After all, he was nearing the end of his career, and he had the temperament of somebody who was supremely uninterested in impressing other people, and that was something that I found myself respecting him for. He didn't need my approval and knew that if I gave him any reason whatsoever for him to doubt my compliance, that he could punish me in any way that he saw fit without impunity.

While I probably should have resented more the fact that I was totally vulnerable to him, somehow even more vulnerable than I usually was at the Academy, I would have been lying if I said that there wasn't also something of a thrill in knowing just how truly I helpless I could be around a true alpha male like Samuel.

I could tell that he was nearing the end of milking me, and yet at the same time, I didn't want it to be over. If it was over, that likely meant that he would be walking out of the door, and who knew when I would see him again? Who knew when I would see anybody again? I didn't really have any desire to be left alone with my thoughts for any longer than I had been so far. I wanted him to stay.

"Samuel... do you think that you could fuck me? Please, sir." I asked him, softly. The last thing that I wanted to do was piss him off again, so it was to my great relief when he seemed to be almost flattered, and definitely more than a little bit amused by my offer.

"I would like to fuck you again, but I'm afraid that that isn't in the cards for either of us. You see, I've set up a little experiment to test. Here at the Laboratory, we've gotten a lot of work done as far as the relationship between sexual arousal as a means to expedite the sissy transformation process, and there's been an experiment that I've wanted to do for quite some time but have never been able to make it happen. It would appear that this may just be my lucky opportunity." Samuel responded.

Of course, I had absolutely no idea what he was talking about, or why an experiment would mean that he couldn't fuck me, but knowing that Samuel was the type of alpha male who didn't enjoy being questioned I decided it would be in my best interest to simply nod along with whatever he said, no matter how much I wanted some good dick.

"You see, I've done experiments in the past where I've brought Sissies In Training such as yourself to relentlessly cum, and that has lead to a decrease in the amount of time needed for the sissy transformation formula to totally take effect. However, in these experiments, there is always a sharp decrease immediately following the orgasm." Samuel said. As he said all of this, he placed a heartbeat monitor on one of my fingers. It appeared that whatever experiment he was talking about had already begun.

"This made me think if sexual arousal speeds up the transformation process, and orgasm slows it back down, then surely the ideal place for a Sissy being milked would be right on the precipice of cumming, but never quite managing to go over the edge."

I still didn't fully understand where he was going with this, but I was starting to have a sinking feeling that whatever it was, it wasn't going to be something that I liked.

He continued walking around me, as I was still bound in a spread eagle position on the beds' soft mattress. In addition to the monitor that he had placed on my finger, he attached a few more pads to various parts around my body. Coming from the pads were a series of wires that went to a machine placed behind me, outside of my field of view. I could hear the sound of intermittent beeping begin as he connected the pads to the machine, though what exactly it was that they were measuring I couldn't tell you.

Then Samuel said something that truly surprised me.

“Carol, will you please join us now.”

Carol was a name that I hadn’t heard in quite a long time. She was one of the sissies in training, much like myself. However, she had tried to run away from the camp. She was the first, and only sissy I was aware of who had actually ever tried to run away from Sissy Academy. She had been quickly recovered, of course. She had been sent to the laboratory, ostensibly under the guise that they were testing her for outside contaminants. That was the last that any of us other saw or heard from Carol.

Sure enough, Carol walked through the door. She was totally naked, wearing not even the usual thong that was standard amongst the Sissies in Training. She kept her head down and avoided looking at me directly.

Now, all the items that Samuel had attached to me so far didn't seem like anything out of the ordinary for a doctor's office, but the next thing that he held in front of me completely perplexed me. It looked like a pair of panties, only they seemed to be made out of some kind of metal casing.Even though they fit like underwear, there was a small hole in the center that was just large enough for my tiny cock to poke through,  They certainly didn't look like any kind of underwear that I had ever seen before.

"I've been working on this little device for quite a while, and I must say that I am quite pleased with myself that I had the forethought to do so." Samuel said, clearly quite proud of herself.

"What is it, sir?" I asked him, curiously.

"These are a pair of specially made underwear, taylored to your exact speciication. as I've designed them to constrict around the scrotum tightly and not move at all once they've gone one. Beyond that, I've installed quite a powerful  sensor inside the front of the underwear. That sensor is hooked up to all of the other instruments that are measuring your state of arousal."

He paused after saying this, giving me a moment to absorb all of the information that he was throwing my way.

"Assuming that this apparatus works properly, it will shock the scrotal area when you are nearing the point of no return with orgasm.

Once it shuts off, the sense of arousal that you are experiencing will of course decrease, and once your body has cooled down considerably, it will resume vibration. And so on a so far."

"So... what you're telling me is that you made a device to keep me on the verge of cumming without ever letting me cum?" I asked her.

A large smile spread across Samuel's face.

"Precisely."

“I don’t understand, sir. Why is Carol here? I didn’t even know if she was still alive.”

“Well I’m glad you asked. You see, there needs to be some sort of constant source stimulus in order to assure that your body remains in the right state to do the experiment. That’s where Carol comes in. Carol, put on your panties.”

“Please sir, not the panties again.” Came her pleads and sighs, but Samuel was having none of it. “You’ll put the panties on, or you’ll be taking my cock in your ass instead of Jens.”

That was all that he needed to say, as Carol laced the equally strange set of underwear up her legs. I noticed that the underwear had a split in the back, leaving a hole directly over her asshole. 

“The panties that Carol is wearing were designed to work in tandem with your panties. The design is quite simple, and ingenious if you don’t mind me saying so. It works using shocks too. She must stay in motion, lowering and raising her body on your cock. If she removes herself from your cock, she is shocked. If she doesn’t do enough pumps in a minute, she is shocked. This is originally a tool that I developed for my own, shall we say, personal use. Carol is quite familiar with the panties, aren’t you?

“Yuh, yes sir.” Came Carols meek reply.

I didn't know whether to be impressed with Samuel's incredible displays of forethought, or to be horrified.

The metal of the panties felt cold against my skin as he snapped it into place, making sure to tighten so that no amount of squirming from me would let the panties shift in position even a little bit. From his pocket he produced a remote that only had three buttons on it; a start/stop button, and an increase and decrease button. Taking his sweet time with it, he held the remote in my field of vision and waited for a moment, savoring my nervous anticipation.

Then, without any further adieu, he clicked the remote. There was a second or two with nothing happened, and then the machine on my crotch whirred to life. While nothing happened right away with my panties, I heard the sound of a zap come from Carols direction. It started slowly, getting just a little bit stronger with each passing second that went by.

Carol insticeny ran over to me and straddled over my restained body. Grabbing at my tiny cock with one hand, she positioned so that my cock was in her asshole.

“You better go fast, you only have 30 seconds to get in 50 pumps. Unless you want to get shocked again, that is.”

END OF BOOK 3

Find out what happens next in book 4!








OEBPS/image_2.jpg
CALLIE : LOCKHEART





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




