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Professor Madison's Sissy: A Feminization Story

Also By Aurora Frost


Mike woke up to the sound of heavy knocking.

“Who is it?” he asked blearily, searching for his phone. 

“Mike, you bitch,” Jenny's voice called out from behind the door. “I've been trying to wake you for twenty minutes! I'm never doing this again.”

His eyes stung as he looked at the time on his phone. He was already five minutes late. Fuck. “Appreciate it Jenny!”

“Fuck you!” was her only response. Well, she couldn't stay mad for too long.

He heard her stomping away, presumably to her class. Mike sighed heavily, not feeling very inclined to do the same. He never should have signed up for this class. But it had seemed such an easy grade that he had been unable to help himself, forgoing his anxiety about the timing. It was the only morning class he had this semester, and boy, was he flunking it. The first lecture had been fun enough, and he had liked professor Madison. Well, he had liked her more than he should have, but it hadn't been enough to keep him going back. The class attendance was not mandatory, so it didn't really matter, but there was so much that could go wrong when you had no idea what the rest of your class was doing. Those were his last thoughts before he drifted to sleep once again.



“You're going to fail that class,” Jenny reminded him. They were walking back from their only shared class as roommates, Economics. The sun was setting over the crowded campus as they slowly waltzed back to their room. “I was talking to this girl, she's in that class. You wouldn't know her. Said professor Madison loves failing people who have nothing to show by the end of the semester.”

“Should've told me that when I signed up for it,” he replied, feeling glum. But still, he was sure he could make up for it. Eventually.

“Come on, it's not that hard getting up in the morning. Just shut your phone off before getting to bed.”

“Easy to say.”

“Right, forgot you need to jerk off before bed.”

“Ugh. Its not that,” he looked at her. They'd been friends for years before landing up as roommates at college. Her crude humor rarely helped in delicate situations. “There's this study—”

“Here he goes again.”

“It makes sense. Some people need to stay up. To guard the tribe!”

“From imaginary wolves?”

“You just don't get it,” he sighed. She rolled her eyes and unlocked their room. “Anyway, I'm keeping my room unlocked. You are allowed to splash me in cold water to wake me up tomorrow.”

“Whatever dude. You should email the professor and like, make up an excuse,” she sat down on the couch, her eyes closed. 

“What kinda excuse?”

“I don't know,” she opened her eyes and looked at him. “That girl was serious, Mike. You're going to fail if you don't do something drastic. Say your uncle died or whatever. Just do something.”

“I'll think about it,” he answered, feeling tired. “I'm heading to bed.”

“You should probably stay out here, you know. Stay by the door and guard it.”

“Good night,” he slammed his door and crashed into bed. Truth be told, he didn't quite believe his own theory. He was no night guard. He was just lazy.
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“Oh no,” he said, feeling dread settle upon his shoulders. A few days had passed since.

“What is it?” Jenny called from the kitchenette. 

“I just got an email from professor Madison.”

“What does it say?”

He opened the email and cringed. “Says I'm in serious trouble.”

“No way,” he felt her hair tickling him as she bent down to read from his laptop. “You fucked up.”

“Not yet. I mean, how hard can a project be?”

“Its easy when you don't have to show it to her in person. In her office.”

“Yeah, but this is Fashion and Design...”

“I'm talking to a boy who thinks his khaki shorts are hot shit.”

“What? They're cool.”

“Exactly. You're going to fail so bad dude.”

“You can help me then, if you think I'm so bad at it.”

“Aww man. Don't do this to me Mike.”

“What? It'll take an hour at best.”

She smacked her forehead and walked back to the kitchen. “You've lost your mind. The most I'll be able to do is like, a superficial overview. But it'll be pretty obvious you didn't do anything with it.”

“Doesn't matter,” he ran to the kitchenette, where she was boiling some pasta. “It'll be better than nothing. Please, please, please.”

“Fifty bucks.”

“Forty.”

“Done. I've got this shitty dress I was gonna donate. We can use that for um... highlighting contemporary fast fashion—”

“You do that,” he said, walking to his room. He was going to get a good night's rest.



“Where'd you get that?” he looked at the mannequin with the dress on. He didn't have the fashion sense to tell why it was a terrible dress. But that was why Jenny was working on it.

“Doesn't matter. What matters is that you listen and learn,” Jenny walked around the dress. “This is important. You begin with the colors. See how the colors swirl over each other? Like a hobo on acid. Purple, yellow, teal, taupe, mixed together like there's no tomorrow. None of it fits, it clashes. It hurts the eyes to even look at...”

She went on, explaining each facet of the dress and why it absolutely sucked. Mike never had a ear for that stuff though, so he practically zoned out, looking at Jenny's lips as she explained his own project to him. At the back of his mind, he understood that what she was saying was important and that it could make or break his semester. But for the life of him, his attention couldn't be mustered enough to register anything.

“Do you get me?” she ended the lecture. “Just explain this to the professor and I'm sure you'll get like, more than a zero and a chance to set things right.”

“Definitely,” he stood, running his fingers across the supposedly awful dress. “I'll just have to repeat what you said. Easy enough.”



Turns out, repeating what she said was more difficult than Jenny had let on.

Professor Madison's office was located at the back end of campus, where crowds were nonexistent, even during peak hours. Lugging the mannequin to that corner winded him down more than he was comfortable thinking about. Maybe he needed to start working out. After he recovered his breath enough, he knocked at her door.

“Come in,” her voice was terse, and it tensed Mike's insides. He dragged the mannequin in. “Ah, Mr. Coleman. I'm so glad you came.”

Her cold voice made him reassess the project entirely. Maybe half-assing this would get him into deeper waters than he was already in. He swallowed and said, “Hello.”

After the door shut behind him, she stood. She was almost as tall as him. As she approached him, he felt smaller and smaller. Until her gaze had him pinned beneath her in contempt. “What have you brought me?”

“It's a project. About uh... fast fashion and—”

“This is not fast fashion,” she interrupted, walking around him. “At this stage if you cannot tell even that, then you're hopeless.”

“Professor, please,” he tried defending himself, even though he had no inkling of what he was supposed to say. “I just—”

“Shut up,” she snapped, standing right in front of him. He could barely even give thought to the fact that she had just told him to shut up. He was terrified instead. The concept of a professor scaring the shit out of him was not something he had ever considered, yet here he was, his heart beginning to race. “I deal with truant rascals like you every semester. You're not special.”

“Professor—”

He felt something sharp on his jaw, and realized she had caught it. Her grip silenced him and wiped his mind of all thoughts, paralysing him.

“I told you to stay quiet,” she whispered. “I know how to deal with men like you. There is an arrogance in you that makes you believe you can overcome anything.”

Mike did not reply. He merely gazed up at the professor, fighting off a feeling he did not want to name yet. 

“You're going to do exactly as I say,” she continued, letting him go. Then she grabbed his hair, exposing his neck. He felt himself harden instantly, unbelieving of what was happening. Her finger trailed across his carotid, making him shiver. “You bring in a half-finished excuse of a project, and expect me to let you go?”

He shook his head rapidly. She continued, “No. You will have to tell me what exactly you brought, and in full detail, so you never forget. Strip.”

She let him go once again and he nearly collapsed, leaning against the wall. Her last command barely registered in his head. Strip? Despite the nature of the order, the first thought that came to his mind was the fact that he was shamelessly aroused. If she saw that... 

But then, she wanted him nude. It made sense. It was supposed to he a fashion project. He shouldn't be afraid of being out of his clothes. His confusion rattled him, but he dared not speak and risk her ire. Her gaze compelled his hands to move, unbuttoning his shirt. If he showed confidence in being able to show her his work, then maybe she could reconsider.

“That's a good boy,” she murmured, causing a surge of something unexplainable to flow through his body. He liked it. “Our bodies are a canvas through which we communicate. There is nothing to be ashamed.”

He was sure she was regretting saying that by the time his erection popped out. It felt even harder as she looked at it, bored. His breathing was uneven, exposing just how rattled she had made him. He stared at the floor as she appraised his body.

“Hmm. You would fit. This... fast-fashion, as you call it. To truly convey what you meant, you would have to wear it.”

His cock twitched in response, and he swore he could make out a smile on her features. She tsked and approached him, her hand landing firmly on his cock. An involuntary moan escaped his throat then, making him feel incredibly emasculated. She squeezed, causing his knees to go weak, forcing every nascent thought out of him. 

“You may speak now,” she caressed him so he could barely stand still. “This is a little problem. You won't fit with this thing poking about.”

“Professor...” he moaned, her stroking causing him to almost thrust toward her. “I... what does this have to do with the project?”

“Everything,” she responded. “Stay still, boy.”

He couldn't. Her ministrations barely provided him with any friction to work with. He wanted to melt into her as she finished him off. Bury himself within her just so he could orgasm. He tried leaning into her, but before he could process what had happened, she slapped him solidly across the face.

“Stupid,” she chastised him. “We are in the middle of a project. I'm not here to jerk you off.”

Her slap sent a resounding wave of euphoria through him. She grabbed his chin again and forced him to look up at her, whispering, “You’re so pathetic.” 

She grabbed him by the hair and continued stroking him, faster and faster. He whimpered as he felt himself edge closer and closer to his climax. Suddenly, she forced him forward and pushed him into her table. He felt his body slam against the wood as he held on for dear life, his ass now facing her. Her nails trailed across his butt, causing him to moan. She grabbed his dick and resumed stroking, uncaring of his writhing body. With her other hand she caressed the sore spot on his butt before smacking it again. 

“Are you sorry?” she said over the sound of his groans. 

“Yes,” he cried. “It's all my fault. I should've never skipped any of your... ow!” another hit, “...any of your classes.”

“Good,” her finger traced to his asshole and he felt his very soul tremble with anticipation. The moment her she began massaging him back there, he tumbled over the edge of no return. His back arched while she squeezed out his seed, unrelenting in her pace. Drool escaped his throat as he lay there, feeling the very soul out of his body drain by the minute. When she was done, she wiped her wet hand against his back and withdrew. A few moments later, he heard her take her seat, rifling through some papers.

“Mr. Coleman, please don't embarrass yourself by drooling on my desk and stand up,” she said nonchalantly. 

Mike stood slowly, feeling incredibly tired. “Yes ma'am.”

“I see that you can learn. That you can make up for past mistakes.”

“I can.”

“Then put that dress on before you get hard again.”

As if in acknowledgment, his dick gave a twitch. He obeyed, unsure of how exactly the dress was supposed to be put on. Jenny had mentioned something about the difficulties of wearing it, he was sure. The professor abandoned her papers to watch his stumbling efforts.  

“A simple task,” she said, standing up. Each step she took toward him caused his arousal to spike again, his heart rate shooting up. Then she was right
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