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I struck a provocative pose, my strong and sexy legs on display flaunting my luscious curves. “How do I look, Professor Summer?”
Looking into his eyes that threatened to pop right out of their sockets like a cartoon character, I could tell he liked what he saw—a lot. Of course he did! I was wearing the outfit my friends told me to wear: a cute little plaid skirt and a tight white blouse unbuttoned just enough to show off my flat tummy and a sexy bra that presented my ample boobs. I paired that with cute little patent leather shoes and enticing stockings.
We were in the naughty professor’s office, after his office hours. As a bold Alpha Female, preening coquettishly like some kind of bimbo this way was a totally new experience for me, but I could tell my bimbo act was all worth it to seduce and ultimately expose this older man.
It’s not that he was that old. I’d guessed that he was in his late thirties. His age wasn’t the issue, however. It was his long-established behavior as a rip off artist that led me to enroll in his Economics 101 class. I had to take something in that general field to graduate, but I could have signed up for any number of alternatives.
I chose this particular professor’s class at the urging of several of my friends. I’d gotten a bit of a reputation as a dominant woman, and these young women sought me out to solve a very demeaning and unjust situation.
For years, Professor Summer gave everyone in his classes much lower grades than they’d earned and deserved. When the outraged students complained, he would schedule after hours meetings with them, ostensibly to resolve their grievances. It was all part of his little scheme.
His true intentions became clear when he’d offer them “special credit” as a way to raise their grades, but then strongly implied their “project” really involved financial exploitation. Professor Summer had these young students exchanging money for the good grades they’d actually earned! He’d gotten away with it for years, leaving literally hundreds of students infuriated.
The greedy professor was very careful to avoid saying anything specific that could make him appear guilty of violating university protocols—much less breaking the law. Still, he conveyed the situation clearly enough: he’d only give the students the grades they’d earned in return for cold hard cash.
So Alana, Hannah, and Alexis—three of my closest friends—approached me one night over a bottle of inexpensive but delicious red wine. They’d hoped I could somehow gather the evidence necessary to end Summer’s predatory behavior, once and for all. We all realized it might not be that easy, but of course I was up for the challenge. So we four put our heads together and developed a plan to catch him in the act.
That had been the weekend before the evening when I was ready to spring the trap on Summer. The four of us plotted out every detail and purchased everything we needed. All had gone perfectly according to plan since then.
I’d written an A essay, but got a D grade. I complained to Summer after class, and he’d suggested we meet in his office that night. When I knocked on his door, he said, “Come in!” with a syrupy and greedy tone that made my blood boil. If it weren’t for our cunning plan, I would’ve turned on my heel and simply dropped the class, but I took a deep breath and entered.
Professor Summer wasn’t ugly. He had kind of a dad bod, but was basically in pretty good shape and I found him sort of attractive with his salt and pepper cropped short hair and beard to match. “That facial hair will have to go,” I noted to myself.
He handed me an empty canvass bag and said, “Put your ‘present’ for me into this.”
I pretended to be slow on the uptake, “Present? You mean like money?”
He nodded, his eyes twinkling with a dominant, greedy glint. I shrugged and acted like I was going to comply, but then paused, pouting. I winked lasciviously, and methodically began dancing for him in the slutty school girl uniform I wore. My coconspirators and I chose this enticing outfit especially to throw him off his game.
Summer didn’t know that I was prepared to ensnare him, and my sexy ensemble ensured that he’d be too distracted to think clearly. I carefully positioned my iPhone with the camera just barely peeking out of the pile of my book bag, pointed at his desk. When he once again vaguely implied I should give him $500, I asked “Are you saying you want me to give you a special gift?” He nodded his assent, with a lascivious smile that let me know our plan was working.
In response, I pulled a stack of bills out of my bag—it was really just 23 ones with a twenty dollar bill on the top and bottom. I showed him the stack and asked, “Will this be enough for an A?” He again nodded, much more vigorously this time.
In his excitement he let down his guard for a moment and actually spoke, saying “Yes, give me that money!” in a loud, breathy voice that implied he’d actually prefer my body to my money.
I kept enticing him, enchanting him, “Are you saying you want me to give you $500 in return for you giving me an A on my essay?” When he again said, “Yes!” I knew then that I had him—on video and audio.
Just then, my phone rang, exactly as planned. I apologized profusely and assured him I was only setting my phone to “do not disturb” mode. Actually, I was checking to make sure that all of this evidence was indeed caught on video. It was.
I typed in the key sequence to upload the incriminating video to the cloud, and then laughed. Professor Summer was confused by my reaction, until I played back the recorded sights and sounds that would change his life forever.
He saw the proof of his crime, and understood that this would establish once and for all that he’d been violating the college code of conduct and—even worse for him—breaking the law, as he’d been demanding money from his students to raise their grades.
I said, “I have no choice but to turn you in, Professor. Have fun serving time in prison!”
I guess he realized what would happen to a slim, attractive male like him behind bars. He wasted no time falling to his hands and knees, begging me for forgiveness, and offering to do anything if I didn’t get him sent to prison.
“Anything?” I asked, my eyebrows raised. He nodded meekly. So quickly had he fallen from apex predator to my humble prey!
That was just one week ago. Every day since then, Summer and I have held “special office hours” together. Only now I sit at his desk and he kneels at my feet. We’ve discussed his new grading system with many of the students he’d exploited and abused.
One by one, students had their grades restored to their proper Bs and As. To my delight, several beautiful young women and I worked out some additional “compensation.”
To get things off to the right start, a select group of us would bring in a special outfit for “Sissy Summer.” Some were much more creative than others, but all of then made sure that Summer’s punishments fit his crimes. In almost every case, spanking, caning, and paddling were also featured.
I went first, ordering him into the very same school girl uniform I’d worn to entice him into confessing. It was tighter on him, making it look more slutty than sexy. Then, as Alana videoed everything, I positioned “Sissy Summer” over his own desk and caned his little ass. He screamed into his gag which was really my dirty panties stuffed into his mouth. I then used my pantyhose tied around his head to make sure he couldn’t spit them out during his discipline sessions.
I lashed scarlet stripes into his soft butt cheeks giving him 50 lashes with no warm up. The ultimate cold caning. I was certain the marks would last for at least a week or two. From the first stroke to the last, he flinched or jumped. His tears fell freely and his whimpering grew louder with each cutting strike.
After his caning, I threw him to the floor where he sniveled pitifully. I knew he wouldn’t be able to sit for the rest of the day.
Alana, Hannah, and Alexis—the three young women who brought me into this operation in the first place—had the best punishments, in my opinion. Hannah forced Summer to serve as a French Maid at her sorority.
He looked so adorable in the little black shiny satin dress with a cute white lace apron tied in a big frilly bow at the small of his back. Of course he had to wear frothy petticoats underneath and a garter belt holding up black fishnets, along with a matching bra and panties set in lacy, virginal white.
The sorority sisters enjoyed pinching and spanking his bare butt cheeks as he tottered around on his three inch heels, at risk of dropping the tray he carried with every intrusive squeeze or slap. The women howled with laughter as he squeaked and jumped, encouraging them to take even more liberties.
Alexis was on the university cheerleading squad, and she brought in a sexy cheer girl uniform in the naughty professor’s size. We giggled as “Sissy Summer” opened the gym bag Alexis handed to him. His face fell into a delightfully inconsolable frown when he realized what he was about to endure.
Then, she produced a hot waxing kit, and he went almost catatonic the minute he recognized that and figured out what we were about to do to him. We forced him to put on the sexy little crop top and short shorts, and Alexis made him learn a few cheers and girlish dances while we waited for the wax to heat up.
Summer screamed so loudly when we pulled off the first piece of cloth that we had to gag him again with a pair of used panties, this time held in place by duct tape. He was about to refuse to go along with his punishment, “This is too much! It hurts and how can I explain having a hairless body to my wife?”
“Should’ve thought of that before you became a ripoff artist,” shrugged Alexis, and of course I agreed.
Anyway, we only had to remind him that the local prosecutors’ office had made grade selling a priority in our little college town. That was enough to ensure his submission. He knew that defying us could mean 5 years or more in a maximum security prison.
“Now strip!” I commanded, and Sissy Summer sadly, slowly obeyed. He knew he had no choice. Then, we went to town using the hot wax over nearly every square inch of his body. It took us a while, but eventually our little abuser was totally smooth below his eyebrows, which we also waxed into elegant, feminine arches.
We wanted to go the extra mile, so we gave Summer a full Brazilian. From his barely muffled screams and rivers of tears, we could tell that it must have hurt a lot—especially when we ripped all of the hair from between his newly-denuded legs. I’m not sure what he found more painful, the caning or the waxing?
Once we were done waxing, we were ready to complete his humiliating forced feminization. I pinned a long blonde wig to his hair. Alexis slipped a cock cage onto the offensive creep, laughing at his muffled pleas. “If he thought explaining a silky smooth body would be tough, imagine what his wife will say to this?” she giggled.
I laughed as his tears began flowing once more. We removed his gag, and told him to “be silent or else!” He nearly defied us when we explained what he had to do next. His mouth gaped as if he were a fish out of water, but that only made us laugh out loud at his increasingly shocked and emasculated embarrassment.
Alexis and I both videoed Summer, dressed and made up totally as a female cheerleader. We demanded that he even wear a stuffed bra and sexy little panties. He looked simply scrumptious dancing and chanting like a coquettish little pompom girl. That was only the beginning, however.
Even I was somewhat surprised when Alexis said, “I can't wait to see little Summer here all ready to cheer with makeup and her wig pinned in a high ponytail with a pretty ribbon in our school colors—baby blue and white. She’ll be so adorable shaking her pompoms at halftime during the big homecoming game!”
“Hey, maybe we can get Sissy Summer a pretty dress to wear to the homecoming dance?” I added.
“Yes! Let’s see if we can make *her* the homecoming queen!” said Alexis, her grin growing as she saw the sissy’s eyes widening in shock.
At this point Summer became increasingly defiant saying, “No way! There is absolutely no way I’ll be chaperoning the homecoming dance in a dress!”
Seeing as I didn’t want to deal with him arguing with us over every little thing, I figured this would be good time to punish him and teach him that arguing with me would only make things worse for him.
I pulled him over my lap and he made quite the sight as I pulled down his light blue spandex cheerleader short shorts and started spanking him with my hand over his pretty, feminine panties. This brought a quick end to his complaints and struggles. Next, I asked Alexis to get my backpack and to pull out the hairbrush from the front pocket. She did this while I pulled Miss Summers’ panties down to her knees.
I rubbed the celluloid hairbrush against Sissy Summer’s pert little bottom. Taunting the professor with what was to come, and letting him know this was his punishment for questioning my authority.
I told him, “Because of your little tantrum, you’ll get 25 strokes with the hairbrush, and I expect you to count each and every stroke, thank me, and then ask me for another.” I was true to my word, and the feminized professor submissively complied with my demands.
By the time we got to the final stroke he was a blubbering mess and could barely get out “25. Thank you, Miss Sasha, may I please have another?” Finally, as Sissy Summer breathed a sigh of relief thinking his spanking was all over, I really let him have it, FAST and HARD for three minutes. Those 180 seconds must have seemed like an eternity to him as I can easily deliver 100-150 strokes per minute. From that point he easily fell in line with our plans, doing exactly what we told him to do.
We let the sissified professor claim he’d lost a bet as an excuse, but we forced him to follow Alexis’s punishment to the letter. Everyone was surprised to see his long blonde wig tied up in a flirty high ponytail with his face made up in a sexy and glamorous look, and his entire body silky smooth.
His sports bra was stuffed with silicone breast forms that bounced with every motion. Even more surprisingly, he knew the cheers backwards and forwards, and he even danced step-for-step with the real cheerleaders. His bumping and grinding, twerking, and especially his booty and boob shaking in the sexy cheer outfit were all way too feminine for him to explain away as a mere bet.
This especially when he showed up to chaperone the Homecoming Dance in an exquisite ball gown, made of satin in baby blue with a lovely white sash that read, “Homecoming Queen” in fancy pink script. He was forced to dance the lady’s part with several students, women and men. This wasn’t easy in the three-inch stilettos we made him wear.
His silk stockings looked oh so elegant attached to his frilly garter belt. His lingerie including a delightfully naughty thong matched his gown perfectly, and most of it was put on full display whenever his partner dipped him and lifted the hem of his dress.
In the ensuing public humiliation, Summer’s wife divorced him, taking his house and his brand new Lexus—which was no doubt paid for by ripping off students for the grades they’d earned. His students no longer feared him. Many called him “Miss Summer” from then on, usually behind his back but sometimes right to his face. He was known by all his classes and colleagues as Professor Pompoms and the Homecoming Queen forever more. Justice had been done.
THE END




Did you know that I have another book out, involving the same character Sasha? Check it out below
Realizing My Destiny: Becoming the Alpha Female That I Am Today
Sometimes people never find their true purpose in life. Other times everything falls into place. Sometimes one incident can change your life forever. That’s what happened to Sasha, a typical college co-ed.
After Sasha caught her boyfriend Greg cheating on her, their relationship and her life took an unexpected, erotic turn. Enraged, she put Greg over her knee—and in a leg lock—then began spanking the helpless young man.
To their surprise, both of them discovered that they each craved these encounters. Greg began provoking Sasha intentionally, expecting to be paddled. When she discovered his little game, she decided to punish him for his disobedience in a way he wouldn’t enjoy so much.
This hot, kinky story depicts female domination, spanking, paddling, discipline, BDSM, forced feminization, sissification, and humiliation of a handsome submissive male by an Alpha Female. It is recommended for a mature audience.
http://viewbook.at/RealizingMyDestiny
And here's a preview from my next book
The Panty Thief
When you're caught red-handed with a pair of silky seafoam green panties, you can be sure something else will be turning very red, very soon. Especially if you live in Miss Jenn's building. This story of pilfered panties shows in painful detail just what happens when you stick your nose where it doesn't belong. Featuring punishments of increasing severity, it proves once and for all that you're never too old to learn.
This sizzling story depicts female domination, spanking, scolding, domestic discipline, BDSM, and pale cheeks being turned crimson with both shame and a firm hand. This story is intended for mature audiences only.






If you have a custom story you would like recorded into an audio or you would like me to write a custom story for you, please contact me at missjenn@pm.me for rates and details.


Other ways to keep up & connect with me:
 
My website & blog: https://www.missjenndavis.com
 
Email: missjenn@pm.me
 
My Amazon book store: http://author.to/MissJennDavisAuthor
 
My Patreon site with audio stories: https://www.patreon.com/MissJenn
 
YouTube Channel: https://www.youtube.com/c/JennDavisSpanking
 
My Brand Spanking New Podcast: https://anchor.fm/missjenndavis
 
Miss Jenn’s clip store: http://missjennclips.com
 
Twitter: https://twitter.com/JennOTK
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