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Feminization, Crossing Dressing, Genderswap

◆◆◆

Note from the Author, this story picks up from here. Or, if you want to start the journey of feminization from the start,  here, be sure to catch up on all the Sissification fun! Now, where were we….

I shuddered. This wasn't work? It certainly felt like it to me. Perhaps that was just the fact that all of my biggest fantasies that I had ever had for my Professor had now been subverted against me in the worst possible way imaginable.

I had always had the hots for her, but now she was delighting in making me hard knowing full well that I was wearing a cock cage that made even the slightest erection very painful. This was a punishment that I had earned fully of my own accord, of course. After all, I had been unable to keep my sissy dick soft, and there was no way that madam rosebud was going to send me out to work for my first client if I couldn't even keep my boner under control. She really had no other choice but to punish me by constraining my sissy dick.

The real trouble came for me when Professor Stevenson had learned of my predicament. Or should I say.... My predickament? (Sorry)

I could tell that Professor Stevenson had a lot of pent up rage from her years of teaching college students, and had never really been in a position in which she could let out some of that steam on one of her students. Until now.

'I thought back to all of the time that I had shown up to her class early so I could sit in the front row and get a glimpse of her luscious cleavage.  All of the little smirks that she had given me. I had thought that I was so slick, being able to get away with all of it scott free. Only of course, in an unforeseen twist of events, I hadn't gotten away with it at all. She was going to make sure to punish me thoroughly, it just so happened that grabbing my hands and placing them on her tits was the perfect way of accomplishing this.

Although thankfully Madam Rosebud had apparently decided that I had had enough, and so she had decided that it was now time to get to work. What exactly that work was, I did not know, although I had no doubt whatsoever that I was about to find out.

This also meant that Morgan, whom  had had her face buried in my ass cheeks upon orders from Madam Rosebud. I had never had my ass licked before, and perhaps would have enjoyed it if I wasn't in a situation where getting hard caused me immense pain. I could feel the coolness from the wet spot on my ass where morgan had just buried her tongue.

Now we both stood in front of our mistress, Madam Rosebud, eagerly awaiting our orders like good sissy sluts that we were.

Morgan was much more prepared for this than I was, given that she had much more experience both as a sissy as well as working for Madam Rosebud.

"What do you think I should have the ladies work on today first, Prof?" Madam Rosebud said, her trademark smirk spread across her face.

"What an excellent question, Rose! Well, for one my sex toys need cleaning, that's for sure. My strap-on has gotten quite dusty, I'm sad to say. I suppose that you could call it a sign of me being in my slow season!"

I went beet red, even though I tried to the best of my ability to keep a straight face. I was learning more and more about my old Professor with each passing moment, but learning that she was in possession of a strap on dildo surprised me. Though I suppose that on second thought, it did make some kind of sense. It wasn't exactly hard for me to picture in my minds eye her fucking dudes in the butt, given that she seemed to take such delight in domination.

Madam Rosebud chimed in with "I think that's a wonderful idea! I'm sorry to hear that you've not been able to use your strap-on much lately. Perhaps we could fix that problem whilst were at it, too...?" She said, her voice trailing off in a way that was both suggestive and ominous.

"Hmm. That's an intriguing prospect, to say the least. I assume both of these sissy sluts have pledged their holes to you?" Professor Stevenson asked Madam Rosebud.

I couldn't help but feel just a tad turned on by the way that they were speaking about us, as if we weren't even there. Like we were nothing more than holes to be used for their entertainment. We were sissy sluts that had given ourselves fully to the service of Madam Rosebud, in whatever form that happened to take. Her wish was our command, and Madam Rosebud had all but given Professor Stevenson the reigns to our control.

"How much time do we have today?" The Professor asked.

"Not too much, I'm afraid. After all, this was something of an impromptu house call. Probably two hours at most." Madam Rosebud responded.

"I think that should be plenty of time. Has the new one had her ass broken in yet?"

Fuck. She was talking about me. I could feel my butthole clench up involuntarily.

"Only a bit. Some smaller objects here or there. An enema or two. And obviously a tongue, as I think we are all well aware. Isn't that right, Morgan?" Madam Rosebud asked.

"Yes mistress, my tongue was just up her butthole." She answered instinctually.

"And how tight would you say it was?" Madam Rosebud asked.

I felt like I was forever getting used to my new life as a sissy, but having people discuss something like the tightness of my sissy hole with the same level of banality that one might used to talk about the weather was definitely one of those things that was going to take some time to get used to.

"It was quite tight at the beginning. I could tell that she was clenching because she didn't want to get hard, Mistress." Morgan answered. As much as I wanted to be mad at Morgan for answering in such detail, I knew that she had to answer any question that Madam Rosebud asked with complete honesty. After all, that was part of our pledging ourselves fully as sissies in training.

"So then, Morgan, I would take it that Lucy could use a bit more training for her sissy hole, correct?"

Morgan shot me a quick look as if to say 'sorry' about having to answer honestly, before saying "Yes Mistress. She's come a long way, but she definintel;y still has quite a long way to go."

A smile which I now knew all too well crept across Madam Rosebuds face. It was the smile that always preceded her doing something especially sadistic. I had little doubt in my mind that I was going to be the subject of this sadism.

"Well, considering you've had a chance to be loosened up by Morgan's tongue, I would say that now is the time for you to go about cleaning Professor Stevenson's dildo. Am I to assume correctly that you've never properly cleaned a dildo before?" Madam Rosebud asked me.

"That is correct, Mistress." I responded.

"Very well. Morgan, accompany Professor Stevenson and Lucy and show her how to clean a dildo. Silicone, Right?" Madam Rosebud asked, looking at Professor Stevenson.

"That is correct. Black Silicone, to be exact." She answered.

"Good! In that case boiling it. Nothing better than some classic dildo soup, as I like to say." Madam Rosebud said, cracking up.

Both Morgan and I did as we were commanded, following Professor Stevenson up the stairs. Her house was exactly what I would have expected it to be. Everything was set in meticulous order, with not one single item being even the smallest bit out of place. It kind of shed some humor on the fact that she had hired a maid service, considering judging by her house she was the last person who would have ever needed to have one. All that observation did for me was confirmed that Professor Stevenson's reason for hiring us was secondary to our actual ability to clean.

Once we entered the room,. the Professor vanished into her walk in closet, and came out moments later holding two items in her hands. One was what I would have to assume to  be her strap on harness, although with it simply in her hands it looked like little more than a mess of straps dangling.

The other item was immediately recognizable. It was a large black dildo, perhaps nine inches in length and slightly smaller than a soda can at its thickest point. My jaw dropped as I realized that, somehow, I was soon going to have to take that monster of a black cock inside of me. I felt my ass clench up out of pure instinct. Looking up, I could tell that Professor Stevenson was savouring my response.

I was never particularly good at hiding my reactions to things, and this situation was certainly no exception.

"What's wrong there, Lucy? Feeling a wee bit nervous, are we?" The Professor said, with a deep smile on her face.

"Perhaps a little bit." I said. As much as I wanted to lie, I had a feeling that if I did so it would only tempt the Professor into working even harder to break me. My mind breifly flashed to the old adage "Don't bite he hand that feeds", only in this situation I suppose that it was more something like "Don't lie to the big black dick that is about to fuck you in the ass."

"I'm sure you'll do just great, if you actually apply yourself. For once." The Professor responded, somewhat deadpan. It was still a bit jarring, being around somebody whom had known me from when I was Mike, as well as knowing me as Lucy. Nobody else had seen me as both people, besides Madam Rosebud whom had only known me as Mike long enough to convert me into a sissy. With Professor Stevenson on the other hand, she was somebody whom I had spent hundreds of hours around in my previous male form, before I had been turned into a sissy.

I didn't know what else to do, so I shot my eyes down to the floor and answered with a "Yes, Professor."

WIthout saying anything else, we walked back downstairs where Morgan walked me through the process of cleaning a dildo, something that was entirely new to me. It was clear that this was not Morgan's first rodeo, as she reached into a cabinet seemingly at random and produced a very large stainless steel cooking pot. I didn't want to ask her in earshot, but I had a sneaking suspicion that I was not the only one whom had been fucked by Professor Stevenson's big black dildo before.

She filled the pot near to the brim, and moved it over to the stovetop and set it on high, dropping the dildo in, along with a small dab of PH balanced soap.

I still wasn't entirely sure what the professional boundaries were, given that this was my very first job as a Sissy Maid, but I decided to take a gamble and ask Professor Stevenson a personal question.

"So, how did you and Madam Rosebud meet?" I asked her.

Professor Stevenson gave a quick laugh.

"Well, it's a somewhat tight knit community of us. SIssifiers, that is. As I have no doubt you've noticed, I tend to be a somewhat methodical person, so I was immediately drawn to Madam Rosebud's methods. I don't know if anybody else has ever really managed to break down sissification to such an art and science like she had been able to do. It's really something that it quite incredible to see." She responded.

I was more than a little relieved that I hadn't overstepping any boundaries, given that the punishments for doing so could be quite severe.

"Yes, she is definitely unlike any person that I've met before. Er, besides you, Professor." I said, so nervous that I was practically shaking.

"Yes, I think she's something of a one of a kind type of woman. That plus the fact that my damn job places me under so many limitations, what with all of the moral turpitude clauses that come along with being a professor. I suppose that you could say that I've been living somewhat vicariously through her sissification methods. My job would simply be so much easier if I could fuck some of these students into actually studying, but given that unfortunetly isn't an option for me, this is something of the next best thing." Professor Stevenson explained.

"So, I guess this is something of a special treat for you, I suppose." I said.

"What do you mean?" Professor Stevenson asked.

"I mean, getting to butt fuck on of your former students. After all, you did just say that you had always wanted it." I answered. I wasn't sure if I was speaking out of turn, because the Professor's response to what I had said surprised me greatly.

"Oh, don't be silly, Lucy. You aren't my student. You aren't the same person anymore, and I certainly don't see you as such. Yes, we met before you began your transformation process, but that doesn't mean I still you think of as the M word." She said, with a sudden and abrupt sincerity that surprised me. I don't know if I had ever seen her genuinely act so sweet before. It also took me a moment to register just what exactly she had meant when she said "The M word." My mind briefly flashed through all of the swear words that I could think of before I realized that she had meant my name. Well, my old name, that is.

"That's.... that's really nice, Professor. I don't know what else to say."

I really meant it, too. I mean, even though I was still quite new on my journey of being sissified, it was still something that I had put so much effort into. Now, for the first time, I was actually being seen as Lucy. And to make matters even better, it was by someone whom had known me back when I still thought that I was mike, before I had been transformed by Madam Rosebud. And on top of all of that, it was somebody who was famously hard to impress, somebody who virtually never gave compliments to anyone. If I could pass as a sissy for Professor Stevenson, then I felt like I could pass as a sissy for anybody.

She flashed me a quick smile.

"No problem, Lucy. You've earned it. Well, not completely. I'm still going to fuck your sissy ass into the next dimension." She said, trying to hide her laughter.

That certainly brought me back down to earth. I was so taken aback by her suprise compliment that I had forgotten that I was currently in the process of sterilizing a dildo for her to brutally butt fuck me. Such is life, I suppose.

"Which reminds me, the back of that cock cage fits you like a thong, doesn't it?" Professor Steevnson asked me.

"Yes, it does."  I answered.

"We'll need to get rid of that, then. Morgan, go fetch the keys from Madam Rosebud. The water's boiling now, so once you come back with that it's time to rock and roll. Or, should I say, it's time to cock and roll." Professor Stevenson said with a laugh.

"Yes, Professor." Morgan responded before turning and walking away. Madame Rosebud was enjoying herself playing video games in the living room, satisfied that we were working to the best of our sissy slut abilities.

Now it was just the two of us in the room, me and Professor Stevenson. I didn't know what to say, as I was always pretty bad at making small talk, so I simply averted my eyes to the floor like the submissive sissy that I was.

My eyes being glued to the floor was the reason that I didn't see the professor walked up to me.

"Sissy. I have a wedgie. Pick it for me." She commanded, turning around and lifting her dress so that her thonged ass was exposed to me.

I did as she obliged, delicately running my hand across the string that was buried in her ass crack.

"No, not with your hands. With your tongue." She answered.

An order was an order, so I dropped to my knees and buried my tongue in her ass crack, once again lifting the thong string out.

She reached behind and clamped my nostrils shut, making it so that I had to inhale the smell of her worn thong through my mouth. Such was the life of a feminized sissy in servitude.

"Mmmf, I like that quite a bit. Keep licking." The professor said. I did as I was commanded, running my tongue up and down her crack, noticing the slight shiver that she gave whenever my tongue grazed her asshole. This was giving a whole new definition to the term "ass kisser."

The professor turned around, and lifted her thong to her knees. Now I was at eye level with her pussy. In classic Professor Stevenson style, her pubic hair was meticulously maintained, with a landing strip that looked so well defined that it may as well have been painted on.

Her order was succinct and domineering.

"Lick, slut."

I did as I was commanded. I didn't have a lot of experience with eating pussy, but at the very least I had more experience than I did licking buttholes. I ran my tongue up and down her sacred opening, tasting her wetness. I had certainly never imagined that I would be in this position, but of all of the things that I had been commanded to do since I started my journey of sissification, this was probably the least degrading of all of them. To my satisfaction, I heard a moan of delight escape OProfessor Stevenson's lips from above me. I guess I was doing something right after all.

She grabbed me at the top of my head forcing my face into her soaking wet cunt. I barely had time to open my mouth and stick my tongue out as my face as thrust into her pussy.  Breathing was secondary, and what little breaths I was able to take were thin wisps of pair amidst the sweet smell Of Professor Petersons pussy.

"Oh fuck. That's right, you dumb silly slut. This is what you are. This is what you're good for. You exist for my pleasure and amusement, and nothing else. You understand me whole?" Professor Peterson said from above me in between heavy breaths.

I would have answered her, but of course my mouth was just a little bit occupied with the task of pleasing the professor.

I continued on with pleasuring the Professor as she rode on my face. I could tell that she was nearing the edge of climax, as her legs began twitching ever so slightly. Sure enough, I could feel her wetness increasing with each passing second.

I was so lost in my own world of pleasuring the professors pussy, that neither of us noticed that Morgan had returned up the stairs with the key to my chastity cage. She simply stood watching us, waiting for an order from a professor.

One the one hand I perhaps felt a bit strange that my friend had been watching me eat pussy like it was my last meal for the last several minutes, but on the other hand it wasn't like there was much else that she could do. Interrupting the professor herself could have easily ended in a punishment, and the punishments here tended to be quite severe.

The Professor drew my head away with the same grip that she had on my hair.

"Oh, well hello there Morgan. I take it that you were successful in finding the key to Lucy's cage?" She asked, matter of factly.

"Yuh, yes Professor. Morgan Responded.

"Very well then. As you may or may not have noticed, I happened to have become just a little bit.... distracted during your absence. However, not to leave you out of the fun, you may have noticed that nobody is eating out my asshole right. Rectify this situation, whore." Professor Perterson said with a smile.

"Yes, Professor." Morgan said, and without another word, she walked behind the Professor and fell to her knees. 'Poor Morgan', I thought to myself. She simply couldn't catch a break. I mean, we had hardly been here over an hour and she had already been made to lick two different assholes, one of them being mine! Such was a day in the life of somebody who had pledged themselves to sissy servitude, I suppose.

Now Professor Stevenson was oscillating her hips. As she pressed herself forward, she moved her tongue on to my clit. Anytime she moved backwards, Morgan's outstretched tongue went straight up her butthole. I have to say, it seemed to be both an effective and efficient system. The Professor moved her hands from the back of my neck and spread her ass cheeks, ensuring that Morgan's tongue was as far in her as was physically possible. Meanwhile I hungrilly lapped at her clit. Morgan and I were in something of an unspoken competition now, to see which one of us would be able to provide the professor with more pleasure with our mouths. After all, Professor Peterson had been completely correct when she had said was that this was our entire purpose. All that we amounted to in this world was to be sissy sluts, to exist for the use and pleasure of alpha females. If we didn't know that already, well then the professor was going to show us!

We kept at this until the Professor came, long and hard. It was no mystery to us that she had had a thunderous orgasm, as her wetness was so great that it dripped down my chin as I continued to lick her cunt. I saw Morgan's hands reach from around Professor Petersons ass and grabbed her by the hip bones, forcing her hips back so that her ass was totally in her face, which also had the unintended bonus of exposing her engorged clit for my tongue to continue to work away at.

"Oh fuck! That's right you dumb sissy sluts. Show me what you can do." The professor said. Her voice was so loud that it bordered on screaming. I have to say, after knowing Professor Peterson to always have a demeanor that was calm, poised, and austere it felt pretty good to see her lose her control, even if only just for a brief moment.

Finally, when she had decided that she had had enough of our sissy tongues pleasuring her, she forced both of our heads away in one move.

"Both of you. On your feet, before me." She said, while fixing the stray hairs that had fallen out of her place whilst she was bucking around. The small sliver of disinhibition that we had seen faded entirely, and the usual domineering Professor Peterson that I had always known took her place instead.

Now that I was finally doing something other than licking pussy, I noticed how tired my tongue was, and how fatigued my neck had been from spending the last ten minutes having it rained in whatever position might be the best for pleasuring the Professor. Not that it mattered, of course. After all, what place did a sissy slut have for discomfort, if she was serving her one and only purpose in this world.

We did as we were commanded, standing before the professor as she eyes us up.

"Lucy. Naked. Now." She said.

Not that it was in the least bit unusual for the professor to issue out stern commands to us, but there was a part of me that suspected that she was being especially terse with her wording because she wanted to compensate for having a moment where she was lost in herself. All the same, I did exactly as she commanded. With Morgan's assistance, I unzipped the skin tight maid's outfit that I was wearing, and I shimmied the extra small g string that I had been provided down to my ankles and stepped out of it.

"You can leave the maid's tiara. I think it's a nice touch, sissy." Professor Peterson said with a smile.

"Yes Mistress, I responded, drawing my hands away from my head.

"Now let's get to some real fun. Morgan, go ahead and hand me my strap-on...."

TO BE CONTINUED
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