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		CHAPTER 1 – THE WALK OF SHAME

		

		WILLIAM LOCKE LEFT HIS FLAT that June afternoon unaware that today his ordinary walk along the river would result in an extraordinary encounter that would change his life forever.

		It was slightly overcast but still warm as he headed along the towpath with not a care in the world enjoying the small pleasures in life around him. For Locke, the small pleasures were secured around his waist, in particular, a pink lacey ladies thong. He enjoyed the rub of the material and the thrill as he passed others on the walk that were oblivious to what lurked beneath his jeans.

		Locke was a lecturer at the local college, teaching fashion design. He was woefully underqualified to do the job but it was a minor college and what he lacked in academic qualifications he made up for in unbridled enthusiasm for women’s clothes. Furthermore, he could experience the greatest pleasure of all secretly wearing his assortment of women’s underwear in his class of twenty young women all whom he had hand-picked for their beauty and sexy elegant figures. As they busied themselves pinning material to mannequins or colouring their designs and selecting swatches, Locke would feel the soft silk tighten under the strain of his manhood.

		Once the lesson ended and his class had departed he took to the nearest cubicle or even his art supply cupboard to alleviate the pressure in his panties. But the students were now in the middle of exams, he had one revision tutorial first thing in the morning but that was it except the odd extra tutorials for some of the less able girls which he enjoyed, again sitting with his secret while the two or three girls sitting in his office crossed their long legs in front of him, an occasional flash below their very short skirts or the rub of their shoe against his leg. He realised this was all a game, harmless flirtation to curry favour with the person responsible for marking their exams. He of course actively encouraged this, but with the confident knowledge he would still mark their papers harshly.

		This weekend though he decided to flirt with strangers along the river path. Sadly, today had been slim pickings; he had hardly seen anyone on his walk. For the last hour, he met an old man with a small snappy dog that he gave a wide berth too and some rather drab middle-aged women with her husband. The highlight of the walk so far was a young woman jogging which had given him a brief thrill as he said good afternoon to her and received a warm sensuous smile in return. He turned to watch her jog into the distance admiring her round buttocks, tightly encased in black lycra, gently jiggling with each stride.

		But his excitement lessened as he walked on. He was now some distance from town, the path was further away from the river and becoming more over grown, bushes and trees encroached on the path forming a verdant tunnel; it would be unlikely he would encounter anyone else this far out.

		He had almost given up and was about to turn back for home when he saw ahead of him a couple embracing on one of the few benches along this route. It was hard to make out from a distance as the bench was set back a little off the path into the bushes but as he got closer it was clear the couple were locked in a passionate embrace. The girl had her back to him; her long wavy blonde hair cascaded down the back of her leather bikers jacket. She wore a shot pleated tartan skirt and knee high black leather boots.

		As Locke was within a few feet of the couple it dawned on him to his great surprise that the girls companion was also female. With her dark hair tied back, white blouse, black leather trousers and black boots it had been easy for Locke to mistake the girl’s lover for being a man.

		He stood transfixed by their performance, their lips passionately crushing and parted allowing the probing of tongues. The dark-haired girl’s hands caressing the blonde girl’s hair and then her leather clad knee pushing up between the parted bare legs of the blonde girl who moaned in pleasure. Locke was mesmerised as he languished his gaze on the coupling legs as they pushed and grinded against each other. It was only as his eyes followed up the body to the head that he was horrified to see the dark-haired girl staring directly at him.

		He immediately blushed and started to mumble an apology. He was about to turn and scurry back along the path when the blonde haired girl turned to look at him as well.

		‘Hey Professor Locke how long have you been standing there?’

		‘Oh, he’s been enjoying the show for quite a while.’ Answered the dark-haired girl with a mischievous grin.

		It was now horrifyingly apparent to Locke that he had stumbled across two of his fashion students, Becky Alcalde and Kerry Shore.

		Kerry was one of his more talented young students. She was incredibly beautiful, strong features, plump sensual lips, a beautiful smile and devastatingly sexy eyes. She normally wore her dark hair down which came below her shoulders. She was slim and tall and very elegant often wearing tight tops in class accentuating her breasts and had recently been wearing leather trousers a lot.

		Becky by contrast was from the Continent, smoked a great deal and was more interested in having fun than learning. Her often disruptive influence in class was left unchecked as Locke was deeply intimidated by her. She had a more voluptuous figure and extremely large breasts that Locke admired from a distance.

		Although Locke had seen Becky and Kerry together a lot it had never crossed his mind they were in a relationship, that is until now. The evidence was literally staring him in the face.

		Both of them grinned as he stood feeling himself go scarlet.

		“Looks like he enjoyed it as well.” Said Kerry pointing to the vast bulge in Locke’s trousers.

		‘Hey it’s okay Professor Locke, no need to be embarrassed. We don’t mind honestly. In fact, we quite like someone watching us, don’t we Kerry?’

		‘Yeah, as long they’re not too creepy. You’re all right though Professor, cuz we know you.’

		Locke, his head lowered in shame stammered he had to go – this was all too much, way beyond his comfort zone and how the hell would he look them in the eye next term?

		‘Aw, don’t go Prof, we really want you to watch. Hey Prof if you change your mind we will be here same time tomorrow.’ Shouted Becky.

		As he scuttled off down the path in great haste he could hear the distant sound of two beautiful girls laughing.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – THE RENDEZVOUS

		

		THE NEXT MORNING WILLIAM LOCKE was in a quandary. What should he do? This was highly inappropriate behaviour for an education professional, even if it was under the specific invitation of these students.

		His heart was pounding, this was so risky, he would never be able to explain his actions if the dean ever heard of it. But this was two very sexy girls that really wanted to make out in front of him. That sort of offer only came around once in a lifetime.

		His mind was made up. To hell with the consequences. Before leaving he selected a nice pink super soft lace-trim cheeky panty and as today was such a special day he pulled on a pair of stockings with a matching suspender belt. He was so aroused at the prospect of his encounter that he almost had to quench his ardour there and then. But he decided to wait and thought it would be much sweeter after Kerry and Becky had entertained him.

		He marched along the path in eager anticipation and sporting a huge bulge all the way.

		As promised the two girl were there sitting on the bench in the very same spot away from prying eyes, except his own.

		They both smiled and stood up with their arms around each other.

		“Wow we thought you wouldn’t come Professor Locke, this is great, oh I am so excited!’ Squealed Becky.

		Kerry had replaced her leather trousers with a short leather skirt some high heel boots that came above the knee. Still wearing the crisp white blouse pulled tight across her chest, Locke could see her bra just showing through the material and his underwear twitched and stiffened even more.

		Becky on the other hand wore a low-cut pale pink mini dress displaying her ample cleavage and a pair of pink pvc boots with high heels which Locke was particularly taken by. He looked them both up and down and couldn’t believe his luck they were both looking incredibly sexy and he wanted to beat himself off there and then.

		Kerry walked forward and looked Locke in the eyes.

		‘Some ground rules before we start okay. Now we are trusting you but only so far. We want you over the other side of the path in the bushes. That’s it in you go. You can peak out and also you will be hidden if anyone comes along here. Now kneel down on the ground, we want to be able to see your face, push those branches out the way. And we guess you are going to be fiddling with yourself so we want to see that. Don’t be shy professor, you’ve got to give something back.”

		Locke was feeling a little uncomfortable as the girls looked down on him in his little voyeur’s burrow. He was kneeling in the dirt and a the leaves and as requested moved all the branches back so they could see him fully. If indeed someone did come along he would be able to fall back deeper into the shrubbery.

		But he still felt exposed and uncomfortable and was beginning to have second thoughts when Kerry unbuttoned her blouse revealing her pink bra and beautiful firm cleavage.

		They say back on the bench giggling and began to kiss passionately.

		Locke looked on in amazement and couldn’t believe his luck. Unconsciously his hand slipped into his panties and he began to rub his manhood.

		Kerry looked over and smiled followed by Becky.

		‘No touching unless we can see it. Now, get it out.’

		What was he going to do? He desperately wanted to cum, but didn’t want them to see what he was wearing. He attempted to pull down his trousers with the panties so they would not see but he forgot about the suspender belt which flashed bright pink straps at the girls and he tugged down his trousers.

		‘Oh my god are you wearing suspenders, fuck look at that Kerry, Jesus Professor you are a real perv!’

		Locke went bright red.

		‘Hey no don’t put them back on, take your trousers right off and your shirt. We want to see you pervert! Go on do it or we walk!’

		They got up from the bench walked across to him and Kerry put her boot on his chest and pushed him over. He toppled back. In an ungainly fashion and they laughed.

		‘Strip now Professor or we are off!’

		Locke’s brain was certain that to leave it here would be the best course of action but another organ was saying something quite different as he looked up to the beautiful pair of sexy students towering over him.

		He pulled his trousers off and unbuttoned his shirt which he put on the ground next to his shoes and socks.

		He was completely exposed in front of these girls in suspenders, stockings and panties and felt his cheeks burning but his underwear was bulging.

		‘Oh my god that’s priceless look how his little penis just popped out over the top of his panties!’ Giggled Kerry ‘Like some little pink whack a mole!”

		‘Hmph, really disappointed there is no bra Professor – what were you thinking with man breasts like that – ha ha!’ Becky collapsed in laughter as did Kerry.

		Eventually the hilarity stopped and they sat back down on the bench.

		‘You can kneel again Professor and you can play with your little willy but no cumming until I say so okay?’ barked Kerry.

		He couldn’t believe his luck this was amazing. Two really hot girls performing before him and he could just sit and stroke until they gave the okay to release his load.

		Becky and Kerry started to moan as they locked lips and began caressing each other’s breasts. Locke was mesmerised by their delicate hands stroking, caressing and pushing in various places, exploring each other’s bodies gently pleasuring their partner while Locke pleasured himself.

		The occasional glance from the couple to Locke only aroused him even more. They gazed into his eyes then at his exposed member gripped by his hand.

		Every few minutes they told him to let go and put his arms behind his back to quell his ardour. He obediently obeyed and sat with his erection protruding into space desperate for relief.

		The girl’s passion intensified and their legs interlocked and the Becky’s probing hand parted Kerry’s thighs and snaked up her skirt. With the other hand, she unbuttoned her blouse and her bra was exposed. Her hand slid into the bra and stroked the soft flesh of her breast and tweaking and tugging at her nipple. Kerry groaned in pleasure at this.

		Locke was ordered to resume his stroking and was told he would be allowed to cum soon.

		Becky at this point sat back and declared how beautiful Kerry’s breasts looked and that she wanted a photo. She took out her phone and took some shots of Kerry posing as Becky directed her.

		Becky stood back as Kerry took on the role of glamour model kneeling on the bench, lifting her leather skirt and exposing her buttocks to Becky and Locke. Locke gaze followed the sharp steel stiletto heels up the shiny black leather clad calves, along her pink thighs up to her soft round buttocks framing a white pair of lacey panties. Over her shoulder Kerry smiled at Locke.

		Locke was so on the edge at this display. Kerry looked amazing and kept glancing over at him as he stroked fighting release.

		“I am going to count down from 10 Professor and then you will cum, but you have to look at my breasts when you cum, understand.”

		He feebly nodded almost drooling in anticipation. His eyes locked onto her breasts as he intensified his stroking.

		She smiled and pulled her bra down so her left breast was completely exposed.

		“10 . . . 9 . . . 8 . . . 7 . . . 6 . . .”

		Locke pumped harder and faster, he was so aroused by Kerry he wanted this moment to last for ever, he was completely mesmerised by her breasts everything else was a blur.

		“ 5 . . . 4 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . “

		Kerry pulled both cups down and exposed her beautiful rounded breasts for Locke to see.

		“ 1 . . . oh my god it’s Professor Locke you dirty pervert . . . what a filthy sod!”

		As she said this he ejaculated so hard his head exploded with pleasure and he physically collapsed in a heap almost passing out.

		‘Wow, that was so good. Thank you, thank you so much girls.’

		But as he looked up he saw them walking off down the path, arm in arm laughing at what he could only assume was his abject humiliation.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – CUPBOARD LOVE

		

		ON MONDAY HE FELT TERRIBLE about what he had done and terrified of facing his students.

		What was he going to say to them, after all he had exposed himself to them, admittedly at their request but he should have been stronger. He was ruled by his dick and now it had got the better of him.

		As he entered his tutorial class all the girls were already seated and chatting or checking their phones. He scanned the room but saw no sign of Kerry or Becky. Maybe they weren’t coming in today, maybe they felt as embarrassed about the whole encounter as he did. This was a relief to say the least.

		He settled down at his desk with a smile of contentment. He hauled his brief case onto his desk and as he did so he noticed a letter addressed to “the pervy prof”. He quickly grabbed the envelope and tore it open, as he opened the letter a picture fell out, to his horror it was him kneeling I the bushes cock in hand wearing his panties. He snatched it up frightened one of his students would see it but they were all deeply engrossed in conversation or their phones. Those bitches must have taken photos of him yesterday he thought, he started to panic, while he was focused on their breasts during the countdown. What the hell was he going to do? He read the letter:

		Dear Prof. Locke

		We feel you are not fit to teach a class of vulnerable young ladies so we would like you to dismiss the entire class and then get you hairy ass into the cupboard and strip naked. You will throw your clothes outside the cupboard then handcuff your hands behind your back. You will find a pair in the top drawer of the plan chest. You will stand there with your back to the door until you receive further instructions.

		You know what will happen if you do not do as you are told.

		Love and Kisses

		Double Trouble

		What the hell was he going to do? This was insane, he was being blackmailed by these two students. His heart pounded in his chest. Okay he thought this was going to go one of two ways, either he refused and his photo would no doubt be shared throughout the entire class, then the whole college, and eventually go online where he would never be able to contain it. He would be a laughing stock, and never be able to get another teaching job. His life would be ruined.

		He would have to play along and try and strike a deal with them somehow. Good grades or money, anything to get those images back.

		He dismissed the class declaring a timetable mix up and they had free revision periods all day. His class were delighted and headed off to get a coffee and chat some more.

		After the class room was cleared he opened the door to the stock cupboard, switched on the light and began undressing. He hoped to god this was going to work out. After he stripped he threw his clothes out of the cupboard and opened the top drawer of the plan chest. There as instructed was a set of gleaming steel handcuffs without a key. Terrified he took the handcuffs and clipped them around his wrists behind his back as instructed. He stood with his back to the door and waited. He went through his timetable today and realised he only had one class today and that he had just dismissed. He hoped to god Becky and Kerry would turn up soon, he could be spending the whole day like this and then eventually discovered by the security guard in the evening.

		It was about twenty minutes before he heard footsteps enter his classroom. He kept very quiet just in case it was some other student or member of staff.

		His heart thudded in his chest, he heard the handle of the door turn and the sound of two giggling girls.

		‘Wow! Look at you Professor, you look different. Can’t quite put my finger on it . . . ‘

		‘He’s not wearing any panties Becky!’

		He turned to face his tormentors, his face turning red as he saw these beautiful young women standing in the doorway laughing at his predicament.

		‘Please, I will happily do whatever you want just unlock me and return the photos and, well I will give you A grades for all your exams. Deal?’

		They looked at each other, pretending to think about it for a few moments then started laughing.

		‘Oh, we know we are going to get excellent grades but you know what Professor, we need some extra tuition as well.’

		He looked at them and smiled, this was going to be easier than he thought.

		‘Of course, I can give you extra lessons and tutorials, whatever you want.’

		They looked at each other and smiled.

		Kerry left the cupboard and returned with a bag.

		‘Well that’s just great Professor, thank you so much for offering us your body as a teaching aid. You see we don’t really get the feel for the clothes we design on these unatural plastic mannequins. So, from now on we are going to dress you in our designs. Okay?’

		He nodded weakly. This clearly was not going to be straightforward after all.

		‘So just to get an idea on your size, we need to make a few measurements and we need to try a few items out on you. Let’s unlock your handcuffs, we won’t need them now. You are going to play nicely in our dress up anyway aren’t you Professor, cus’ you need something to walk out of this building with.’ They both giggled.

		He looked beyond them through the doorway into the classroom and the desk where he had left his clothes. They had gone.

		With a grimace, he nodded his agreement to being a mannequin or doll for these hot girls to play with.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 - THE SISSY MANNEQUIN

		

		THEY SPENT THE NEXT HOUR measuring Locke’s body in extensive detail. Becky ran a measuring tape along his limbs round his waist while Kerry recorded the details in her notebook.

		Then Becky unpacked some bright red matching lingerie, in a matter of minutes the girls had pulled on a pair of panties suspender belt and slid fishnet stockings up his thighs.

		An erection bulged in the red lacey panties as they ran the stockings up his leg.

		‘Oh my! That’s not a good look Professor, your ugly little clitty is spoiling the line of the underwear.’ Kerry said and then with the palm of her hand slapped it four times until like a deflated balloon it shrunk back to its former size.

		‘Tuck your little clitty between your legs Professor, come on snap to it!’

		He pushed his member back between his thighs and gripped it to hold it in place, effectively creating a smooth feminine mould where his penis once was.

		‘Look at that!’ Cried Kerry ‘Brilliant, I need to get a photo of that!’

		She produced a digital camera with a long lens, knelt down and started to click away laughing to herself. Her dark hair, beautiful smile and slim elegant body mesmerised Locke as he stood dressed in women’s lingerie with his penis tucked between his legs seemingly accepting his fate as these girl’s plaything.

		‘Looking good, shame you got all that ugly man hair on your legs but one thing at a time. We can sort that out later.’

		The girls skipped around him poking and prodding him. They were enjoying his discomfort immensely.

		Kerry went back to the bag and pulled out a lurid pink wig and threw it at Locke.

		‘Put it on and last but not least your little red bra for your man boobs!’

		He caught the bra and looked down at his chest that they were mocking. He slid his arms through the straps and coupled it behind his back.

		‘Oh don’t you look a picture Professor – now let’s strike some posses for the camera. Hands on hips and bum out, that’s it, now pout.’ Shouted Becky as Kerry took lots of photos, moving around him as he was rearranged by Becky’s orders.

		‘Bend over and put your finger on your lips look over your shoulder – oh lovely!’

		The girls giggled and laughed at their poor Professor as he desperately tried to keep up with the flurry of demands to strike the most awkward and demeaning poses all the time trying to keep his member firmly gripped between his thighs.

		‘Right, as you look so gorgeous we need a lovely girl name for you; what do you think Becky?’

		Becky walked up to him and tweaked his nipple. ‘What about Stacey, or Miranda. He definitely looks like a Miranda.’

		‘Hmm, I was thinking something more contemporary, like Paige or Jayden or Taylor?’

		‘I like them but you know they are not quite girly oh, oh, I have it Alicia!’

		‘Yes! Well done Becky that’s the one – now you will be known for ever more as Alicia! Well what do you think Alicia, do you like it?’

		‘Eh yes I suppose yes.’

		The girls stood looking at their Professor and tutor and smiled to each other. He looked ridiculous and they loved it. They were in complete control of him they could make him do whatever they wanted, and by god they were going to.

		They started to kiss and caress each other much to the pleasure of Alicia.

		‘God, I love him standing there with his little stiffy in his panties. Right Alicia you look like you are about to pop and we can’t have that. Turn around I want you handcuffed, you can watch but no touching.’

		Locke nodded agreement and turned around. Kerry clipped on the handcuffs and spun him round.

		‘Kneel Alicia!’ She had a tone in her voice that meant she was not going to take any nonsense and Locke immediately sank to the floor gazing up at her long dark hair and beautiful eyes.

		‘I am so horny Professor, god so horny. Open your mouth and stick your tongue out.’

		He did as he was told. God this was going to be amazing. He was going to give her oral pleasure, he was so excited he could burst. He watched he take off her top and reveal her beautiful breasts encased I a multicoloured bra. She hitched up her white short skirt and to his great surprise saw her take a large black plastic dildo from Becky and strap it to her waist.

		What was she going to do with that? Locke thought. This was confusing, how could he pleasure her when she had that monstrosity covering her soft mound. With his mouth still open and tongue hanging out Kerry thrust the hard, black rod into Locke’s face and down his throat. He gagged but she thrust again and again as he squealed in discomfort.

		‘It needs a bit of lubrication Professor Alicia. You know otherwise it will chafe, now get sucking Alicia – make it nice and wet.’

		Locke’s mind was reeling, they were going to have intercourse in front of him. Kerry was going to fuck Becky with the strap-on and he was going to get to watch. This was going to be amazing! They may even let him cum afterwards. No matter he will still have this image in his wank bank of memories he will be able to play any time. He avidly sucked the black cock, excited by the knowledge of where this would be ending up.

		Finally, Kerry withdrew the dildo and turned to Becky. Professor Locke looked up with his mouth still open and tongue hanging out as instructed. He began to drool and they laughed at him. Becky opened the door and dragged a small desk into the cupboard. She beckoned Locke to stand and move over to the desk. She took a pink dog collar and tied it around Locke’s neck, attached a lead and thread the lead through the drawer handle in the desk. She yanked hand and this head followed; pulled down hard and with his hands handcuffed behind him he was bent double over the desk with the lead secured in place.

		From behind him Kerry kicked his legs so they were spread wide apart. She then tied one ankle to the leg of the desk; Beck did the same with the other leg.

		Becky then came around the front of the desk and smiling pulled down her panties wringling her legs and bottom in Locke’s face.

		Although he was completely helpless he was still going to have a marvellous view of his students playing with each other. He was going to have the sex show of his life and it would be live.

		Becky took her white panties and grabbing Locke’s face pushed the panties into his gapping mouth.

		To Locke’s surprise Becky then climbed onto the desk and stradled his back with her full weight. What was going on?

		Then leaned forward and pulled down Alicia’s panties.

		‘My what a tight little sissy pussy you have Professor Alicia. Mmm, I am going to enjoy busting this!’

		Before Locke could muffle a protest, Kerry had pushed with all her weight the large black dildo into, what she affectionately termed, his ‘sissy pussy’.

		He could hear Kerry and Becky kissing sensed their passionate embrace. Kerry slowly thrust the strap-on in and out of him while Becky rubbed herself up and down his cuffed arms. They both moaned and groaned in pleasure whilst he simple groaned in discomfort, helplessly bound and taken from behind.

		Kerry’s thrusting got harder and more violent as Becky pushed and rubbed her groin and whimpered in pleasure. Locke left like a piece of meat, used and abused by these two powerful and beautiful girls, but there was nothing he could do, they completely controlled him.

		By the time the girls squealed in ecstasy together Locke was in an immense amount of discomfort. Eventually Kerry pulled out and Becky dismounted. They laughed and giggled afterwards kissing each other affectionately and embracing in front of him. Both of them were now braless and their breasts bounced and jiggled in front of him.

		‘Did you enjoy that Professor?’ Becky asked.

		Locke didn’t know what to do. He hadn’t enjoyed it at all. His back passage was stinging and he felt degraded and humiliated in front of these crazy young brats. But he didn’t want to anger them and he desperately wanted to be released, so he weakly nodded unable to speak.

		‘Oh good – well you know we sort of had all the fun there so I guess it’s your turn.’

		They untied his legs and the lead so he was free to stand.

		Becky pulled over a chair from the corner of the cupboard and began to strap the dildo to the base of the chair. To ensure it was perfect solid and stable she wedged a small hardback book under the base.

		‘Down you go Alicia.’

		He looked at the black rubber monolith and then back to the two girls. His eyes pleaded.

		Kerry looked sternly at him while Becky just smile and flicked her long blonde hair.

		He walked over the chair and grimly squatted onto the dildo forcing his weight down on it until he was completely impaled.

		They laughed as he squirmed.

		‘Looks like you need help going all the way down Professor.’ Said Becky as she sat on his lap and with her full weight on him he was unable to do anything but sit fully on the hard rubber shaft.

		‘Good girl now bounce bitch!’

		He slowly pushed his body up struggling with the weight of the girl straddled across his lap and then down the shaft. Becky pressed her large breasts into his face forcing him to gulp air when he could. His head spun and his thighs burned as he pushed up and down until he could continue no longer and just sat exhausted while the girls laughed at him.

		Kerry moved around the back of him and with a piece of rope tied his handcuffs to the chair with just enough slack for him to ride up and down on the dildo but here was no way he could disengage.

		Becky dismounted and they dressed together and collected their belongings. Wither bag slung over her shoulder Kerry took a final photo of the hapless professor, sissified, bound helpless and astride a black plastic cock.

		‘Well start enjoying yourself Alicia, up and down – up and down!’ The girls laughed as he started to slide up and down the dildo as they looked on, they were so sexy and so beautiful despite his discomfort he began to get aroused.

		‘You see Becky, he is a proper little sissy girl – he loves the cock inside him.’

		They laughed some more and discussed how to make him more girly.

		Locke just wished they would end this torment and let him have an orgasm, he wondered whether he should ask.

		‘Erm I don’t suppose it would be possible now I could have my turn, perhaps you could finish me off?’

		The girls looked at each other in mock horror.

		‘Are you asking us what I think you are asking us? You dirty little pervert – who do you think we are? We went out of our way to make you more girly, gave you a free ride on our strap-on and now you think you are entitled to . . . well mister I think you need to a cooling off period.’

		They turned and walked out of the cupboard. Leaving the lights on they closed the door and he heard to his dismay a key turn in the cupboard door lock. They must have found it in his desk drawer.

		‘Now we can see you through the keyhole you little pervert so you better start bouncing and keep bouncing because if we ever come in here and find you are not enjoying our dildo then we will be really angry and you don’t want to upset the only two people that know where your clothes, have the key to those handcuffs and have footage and photos of you jerking off in lingerie.’ Said Kerry trying not to laugh at this fifty year old man in bra and panties riding a rubber dildo she was spying through the keyhole.

		‘Oh by the way Professor.’ Added Becky ‘I want you to repeat the following over and over again until we let you out “I am a little sissy girl and Princess Becky and Kerry own me – got it?’.

		‘Yes Princess Becky.’ Said Locke faintly and with a sense of an invisible padlock closing about his person.

		Professor Locke continue to ride the black dildo up and down for four and a half hours repeating the exact same words he was told to repeat, over and over again. It seemed like an eternity but during that long period of time he thought long and hard about the beautiful young domme duo that had cleverly ensnared him and made him debase himself in front of him. He played it over in his heard trying to see a way out but eventually he came to the conclusion there was none. More importantly a large part of him did not want a way out. Something inside of him came to an acceptance of his fate.

		These two girls that were half his age now owned him. They had enough visual material to completely destroy his career and reduce him to a miserable wretch. But they would, he felt, enjoy his company as long as he obeyed them and entertained them with his displays of subservience and desire to be feminised.

		After many hours, they returned giggling but clearly in charge.

		When they untied him, he sank immediately to his knees and lowered his head to their polished shoes. He kissed the leather uppers of their shoes in turn and they smiled for they knew their professor was broken and they would be able to do whatever they liked with their new sissy mannequin.
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