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◆◆◆

Note from the Author, this story picks up from here, be sure to catch up on all the Sissification fun!

I stared at Professor Peterson's big strap on cock, trying to make sense of the fact that the entire thing was soon going to be up my ass. Professor Peterson chose not to remark upon my nervous gaze directly, but it was obvious to everybody in the room that she was soaking up my trepidation.

“You know, I’ve wanted to do this ever since I first saw you. I never once thought that I would actually get the opportunity. And now look at how things ended up. You, transformed as a sissy, offered up to me. The world has such a funny way of working out sometimes.” Professor Peterson said with her eyes on me. Her hands slowly rubbed lube back and forth on the cock in a masturbatory motion. “Morgan, why don’t you be so kind as to spread Lucy’s cheeks for me. Judging from her expression, she’s going to need all of the help that she can get!”

"Yes, Professor,” Morgan responded. It wasn’t as if she had any choice in the matter. Madam Rosebud had made it clear that we were to follow every order that Professor Peterson gave us without question or hesitation.

I turned away from the Professor so that I was facing the wall.

“Palms flat on the floor, slut. Show me that sissy ass” Came the order from Professor Peterson. I did as I was told, bending over until both of my palms rested flat on the hardwood floor. Just as I was expecting, I felt Morgan grab a handful of both my ass cheeks and forced them apart, so that my sissy hole was thoroughly exposed. There I was, a sissy who was offered up for the taking.

I could see the Professor, albeit I could only see her upside down through my knees. She walked up to me, sauntering slowly with the strap on cock swaying with every step that she took.

I closed my eyes as I felt the tip of the cock pressed against my spread opening.

I had had my ass trained a little bit by Madam Rosebud, but I hadn’t taken anything even close to the size of the strap on that was about to go up my butt before. Still, I had learned some valuable lessons during my three days of training that would help things go a little bit easier.

I took a deep breath as Professor Peterson entered her pecker, the first few inches sliding in. Thankfully she was taking her time with it, and not just ramming the entire thing in. She slid it back and forth, going just a little bit deeper.

“Oh look at that!” Professor Peterson said, mocking. “No wonder Madam Rosebud was having you wear a cock cage. Does somebody like getting buttfucked? Hmm?”

As she said this, she slid her even further than me. I could now that the girthiest section of the dick was stretching my hole, and Professor Peterson was clearly enjoying watching me struggle with the challenge of taking it. I was so consumed with trying to adjust to the sensation of having my ass get filled, that I completely forgot to answer Professor Peterson’s question.

“Oh no, cat got your tongue? Morgan, do me a favor and give Lucy a spanking to help bring her back to earth. Don’t go soft now, or I’ll be spanking you next.” Professor Peterson said.

“Yes, Mistress” came morgan’s response

Before I had a chance to register what had happened, I felt it, the first of what would be many slaps against my backside. I had been spanked before, of course. Being a sissy in training meant subjecting oneself to a certain amount of discipline. However, the experience of getting spanked while having a silicone cock moving in my ass was an entirely new experience. A yelp escaped my lips as her hand came down again on my exposed ass, which was followed shortly after but the sound of laughter from Professor Peterson.

Morgan had her own reason to make sure that she wasn’t going light on me, as if she failed to deliver on my punishment, it was going to be her ass on the line.

The third and fourth swat came down on my bottom.

“It’s a shame that you can’t see how your ass looks from here. Cherry red is a nice color on you” said the professor, throwing in a few swats herself.

She wasn’t holding back at all now, sliding her silicone cock in and out of my ass without mercy. The slaps of her thighs bumping against my ass proved to me that her silicone dick was as far in me as physically possible. I felt her hands grab me at my hips as she slammed her strap on inside of me, before slowing removing it and starting the cycle once again.

“Morgan, why don’t you go get Madam Rosebud, I think she’ll want to see me make Lucy my bitch.” The Professor said, her voice punctuated with grunts as she poured herself into fucking my sissy butthole.

“Yes Professor.” Came Morgan’s response as she walked away. Once the door closed it was just me and the Professor.

“So tell me, Lucy, how does it feel?” Professor Peterson asked me.

“Very full, professor!” I squealed out.

Professor Peterson leaned in, so that she was speaking directly into my ear. Up until this point, her voice had always been booming with pride as she fucked me. Now, however, she chose to speak in a whisper.

“I want you to know something, lucy. This is all that you are. You may have come into this world as a lot of things. As a man, a student, a sports player. But you’re none of that now. Every last inch of you belongs to me, and do you know what I’ve decided?” I’ve decided that you are nothing but a hole to be filled.” The professor said, in a voice that was barely louder than a whisper.

“Yes, Professor!” I responded. Or at least, I tried to, although as soon as I tried to speak she resumed fucking my ass with vigor.

“Tell me, slut. What are you?” The Professor asked.

“A hole to fuck!” I said.

“Louder, slut”

“I’M NOTHING BUT A HOLE FOR YOU TO FUCK!” I exclaimed, screaming as loud as I possibly could.

Just as I shouted it, I saw Madam Rosebud, standing in the doorway watching me. Her face was beaming with pride, as she was seeing me in the process of being completely sissified.

“I have to say, I’m impressed,” said Professor Peterson to Madame Rosebud. “I didn’t think for a second that she would be able to take my largest dildo so easily. Whatever magic you do at your sissification Academy, it’s clearly working!”

“Is that so? Well, I’m glad to hear she’s servicing you nicely. We do pride ourselves here on customer satisfaction, of course.” Madam Rosebud responded.

I could see now that there was something other than just pride on madam Rosebud’s face. It looked like she was enjoying the sight of me getting fucked in the ass, because the next thing I knew she was walking up to me as she lifted up her dress.

“Why don’t we see just how good our little sissy slut it as multitasking.” Madam Rosebud said as she walked up to me. Because both of my palms were still on the ground, with me all the way bent over, Madam Rosebud’s crotch was at face level with me. She didn’t need to finish saying the order, I already knew exactly what she wanted from me. After all, I was nothing more than a sissy to be used for the pleasure of Alpha-Women. Professor Peterson was already using one of my holes, so it only made sense for Madam Rosebud to make use of the other. I lifted my head and extended my tongue, and as I did Madam Rosebud grabbed me from the back of my head, grabbing a thick handful of my coarse hair. Now that she had me exactly where she wanted me, she forced my head straight into her crotch, lifting my head up and down so that my tongue was engulfed by her soaking slit. She threw her head back in ecstasy as I sucked on her clit, all the while Professor Peterson continued to fuck me up my ass.

I’m not sure how long it was that I remained like that. I do know that by the time that Madam Rosebud came, my tongue was achingly sore with how tiring it was. Her excess juice dripped from my chin as the last squirts from her shot onto my face.

Professor Peterson finally withdrew the entirety of her massive strap on, and I fell to the floor. As I have learned, it is surprisingly hard to stand up after having one's asshole stretched and fucked for the first time.

“All, look at this little sissy slut. All tuckered out, already? I can’t imagine that you think that you would be able to get away with sleeping on the job, do you?” Madam Rosebud taunted me. She looked even more dominant than usual from this angle, with me on the ground looking up at her, my face at eye level with her stiletto heels.

It was those very same heels that she now lifted up and pressed against my exposed testicles.

“Now that you’ve completed your sissification, I can’t imagine that you’ll be needing this any time soon.” She said as she applied pressure to my scrotum, pinning it to the floor.

“Nuh, No mistress, a silly slut like me has no use for balls,” I said, gritting my teeth as Madam Rosebud crushed my testicles.

“Open your mouth.” Professor Peterson said from above me. I did as I was told as she got down on her knees. I knew exactly where this was going, as amused herself by slapping her big silicone dick against my face and outstretched tongue several times.

Positioning herself so that she was sitting over my face, she slowly inserted the dildo into my mouth, not stopping putting the cock further and further in until I sputtered and coughed all over it. This only had the effect of making her laugh even more. Professor Peterson always had a certain manner of deriving joy and delight out of watching me struggle with one of her challenges.

Deciding that making me suck the silicone dildo that had just been up my ass somehow wasn't humiliating enough for me, Professor Peterson reacher with her free hand and clamped my nostrils shut, leaving me no choice but to breathe through my mouth. Of course, breathing through my mouth was something that was easier said than done, given that the only time that I was able to steal any air was in the brief periods before she plunged her strapon on back into my throat. This was made all the more challenging by the fact that Madam Rosebud still had not relinquished her heel on my balls, so to say that my breathing was labored would have been an understatement.

However, I knew full well that this was exactly what I had signed myself up for when I had decided to pledge myself as a sissy in training for Madam Rosebud. I was nothing but a hole to be used and Professor Peterson wanted to make sure that I knew it!

"Flip her onto her stomach, I'm not finished with that tight little hole yet." Professor Peterson said from above me.

The next thing that I knew. I felt morgan place her hands between my body and the floor and flip me over like a pancake.

"Ass in the air, now." Professor Peterson Barked from above me.

I did as I was commanded, just like any sissy in training would have done.

It would appear that Professor Peterson's inclination to be delicate had all but completely worn away, because she wasted no time in shoving her silicone cock deep inside of me. I yelped with a mixture of pain and pleasure as I felt my ass get violated with Professor Peterson's cock. Thankfully by the point, my hole had been plenty warmed up for her. I couldn't see her face, but judging by the very aggressive sounds of her labored grunts as she fucked my ass, I could imagine that she was getting out all of her pent up aggression from her day job teaching students, and taking it all out on my stretched asshole.

Looking up, I could see Madam Rosebud at my side. She had a look on her face of absolute pride, which in turn brought me great joy. She had thoroughly turned me into a sissy, and now she was seeing the final result of all of that effort.

Finally, when Professor Peterson could fuck me no more, when it seemed as if her body was about to give out on itself from how long she had been pounding away at my ass, she withdrew her cock and rolled over on the side of me. She was huffing and puffing as if she had just finished a race.

Morgan and Madam Rosebud locked eyes and burst into laughter.

"You know, I was wondering just how long you were going to be able to keep that up for! I must say, I'm impressed!" Madame Rosebud said to Professor Peterson, wiping away a tear of laughter from her eye.

"I will admit, the ol' knees were getting a little sore from being pressed into the floor. But you know me, I'm a workhorse. And besides, ya girl still has it!" Professor Peterson quipped back.

"Clearly. Morgan, why don't you be a dear and clean Professor Peterson's strap on. Considering that you got off light today, I would have to think that that is only fair." Madam Rosebud said.

"Yes, Mistress," Morgan Responded as she unclipped the strap on from Professor Peterson's harness, holding the big flopping dildo at arm's length as she took it back downstairs to boil and sanitize the silicone.

"So Lucy, it would appear that you've finally been broken in, huh?" Madam Rosebud said to me.

"Well, that is certainly how it feels, Mistress," I said as I rubbed my backside. Now that I was no longer under the adrenaline rush of being fucked, it was occurring to me just how sore my ass felt."

"You know, I remember when I first trained you, so many years ago." Madam Rosebud said.

I looked up to her confused. After it, it wasn't as if Madam Rosebud had known me for very long. To my surprise, however, she wasn't looking at me at all. Quite the contrary, she was staring quite longingly at Professor Peterson.

"Yes, my how the time flies. That must have been... what? Almost a decade ago? To think how different my life could have ended up had our paths never crossed..." Professor Peterson said, her voice trailing off

Could my ears be deceiving me? Was I really hearing that Professor Peterson had, at some point in time, been one of Madam Rosebud's Sissies in training?

"Yes, that sounds about right. You were so wet behind the ears then! And now just look at how you've grown into yourself. Of course, I knew that you had it in you all along. With training a sissy, it's always about finding the right way of... motivating the person, to become what it was that they always were."

Madam Rosebud caught a glimpse of my confused expression, and gave me a quick wink. My curiosity got the best of me, and even though I knew that asking questions out of turn could result in severe disciplinary action, I decided to risk it and speak my mind. I simply had to know.

"Where... were you trained by Madame Rosebud?" I blurted out to Professor Peterson.

"I suppose you could say that. Of course, back in those days, sissification was more of an interest or a hobby for Rose, rather than her full profession. I guess you could say that we sort of fell into it together."

Madam Rosebud gave a laugh, the sort of laugh that she gave when she actually found something genuinely funny, as opposed to simply laughing from being entertained by watching her sissies follow her orders, her usual cold sadistic laugh. Instead, this was a laugh of genuine warmth and nostalgia.

"I'll never tell all of my secrets," Madam Rosebud said with another wink, "But I will say that that dildo that Professor Peterson just pounded you with, was actually a gift from me to her. Let's just say that I put quite a bit of mileage on that thing breaking Peterson in."

I gave Professor Peterson an exasperated look as if to ask if what I was hearing was actually true. For the first, and what I would have to suspect the only time, I saw Professor Peterson go a little bit red in the face.

"Well, let's just say that I've lived a very... storied life before you eventually walked into my class. Or before I rammed you up the ass, for that matter. It's true, what Madam Rosebud is saying. There was a time, a looooong time ago, where I wasn't much different than how you are now. I can assure you, Madam Rosebud's... methods.... we not as quite defined back then."

Madam Rosebud gave a knowing nod in response.

"That may be true, but we still got there eventually. We just had to arrive together." Madam Rosebud said. \

"But yes, in between the time when I graduated college and the time that I returned as a professor, I was in a certain special academy all my own. A secret that I've done quite a good job of keeping a secret, until some big blabbermouth had to go and spill the beans!" Professor Peterson said, playfully ribbing Madam Rosebud.

"Fair enough, fair enough. I just wanted to give some of the sissies in training something to aspire to." She said.

I now saw the look that Madam Rosebud was giving Professor Peterson in an entirely different light. Madam Rosebud wasn't looking at her that way because she was her friend, or her customer, or somebody else who equally enjoyed delighting in the service of sissies. She was giving her that look because Professor Peterson was more than just all of that. She was her student, too. She was her greatest achievement.

It wasn't long after that Morgan returned with the freshly cleaned and sanitized dildo, the steam still coming off it the silicone as it wobbled back in forth as Morgan walked up the stairs. By that point, the sun was setting, and the day is nearly over.

Later, walking back to my house after being dropped off at the sissy academy, I reflected on just how much my life has changed over the course of the last 72 hours. I could feel all of the effects that Madam Rosebud's academy had had on me, not the least of which because my asshole was still quite sore from the vicious pounding that I had received, and therefore it was something that I couldn't help but take note of with every step that I took.

I slinked into my room unnoticed shortly after arriving. Thankfully Madam Rosebud had not returned the cock cage after Professor Peterson had finished having her way with me. I had my normal male clothes on, after all, I didn't want to raise any suspicion. However, hidden by my pants I had decided to wear the same black frilly lace thong that had been supplied by Madam Rosebud as part of my outfit. She hadn't ordered me to do so, but it felt nice having a reminder of everything that I had been through, even if it was one that nobody but myself could see.

So much had changed, and yet for the first time in my life, I knew exactly where it was that I belonged. I had started the week as Mike, but I had ended it was something else entirely.

I had become the Feminized Maid.

The END.

◆◆◆
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