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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    I am traveling today, finishing a three day run to visit with the people that work for me out in the field. Each have their own things they have to do, and they rarely see me out in the field, unless there are problems. This week is just a get out and touch hands kind of week, but it does allow me to go out to places and become my feminine self.
One day, I was reading one of the little contact mags in the adult book store and I saw an ad for a little B&B out in a direction that I would need to be going out to sometime in future. So I wrote down the number and location, and saw that they did have a website, so I wrote that down. When the time finally came to get out that way, and this was way off the beaten path when I looked at the map, I figured that it would be a nice place to go to.

The website showed that the place had several rooms and catered to cross dressers, friends of those who dressed and even catered to D/s people, either singles with available sessions or couples where one was Domme. They had rooms that you could rent for just about anything that you might need, including self bondage with the ability to have a back up from the hotel free you just in case. It seemed nothing was missed, as I viewed and read. Sessions had to be discussed well in advance, with phone conversations prior to your arrival, so that didn't pose too many problems. After several calls, I was finally able to arrange a room as well as a session with a Woman there, and I was traveling my way there.
When I got directions, more specific ones than what was on the site, I drove up to the driveway, which was somewhat hidden from view, and turned in. It was a good thing I was told to drive a specific distance after a certain landmark, or else I would have either missed it or guessed it was something else. I drove up the cobblestone drive, marveling at the grass and hedges. The grass was cut short and the hedges were rather tall, lining the drive all the way up to the rather large house. I found the parking lot and stopped the car. Figuring that I didn't need anything other than my ID I went into the front door and stopped at the desk that was sitting there.

Behind the desk was a rather stunning woman, standing about 5'10 or so, dressed rather conservatively and she greeted me with a smile. Her voice was husky when she spoke.
"Good afternoon, sir. May I assist you?"

In minutes, I had been checked into my room, being told that there would be a schedule there for me, letting me know when I would be met by the "personal trainer," which I thought was a rather interesting term to use, but maybe, I thought, they had others here as well, not just people like me. 
 
    
So I went back to the car and retrieved my bags, and walked back into the house. There I was met by another woman, also dressed conservatively, and also rather tall, though that might have had something to do with her heels, which had to be at least 4 inches high. 
 
    
"Sir, I will need your car keys, so we can maintain your privacy. What room are you in?" 
 
    
I told her and handed her the keys. She nodded, thanked me and left. I watched her walk away and smiled. "Geez," I thought, "this place is rather amazing, and the women are rather attractive"

I continued walking and saw that my room was up two flights of stairs, and as I went up, I noticed that the halls were spotless and that it smelled of flowers and spices. When I finally got to the floor, I saw that there were only 4 doors in this hall and found my room, 34. I inserted my key and walked into the room.

When I walked into the room, I saw that it had a very feminine decor. The walls were a muted shade of pink, as the carpeting was a slightly darker shade. The furnishings were rather feminine, and all I could think was that the room was a feminine explosion. Ruffles and flourishes abound in the room, and the colors were all pink shades. Furnishings were also in silks and satins, thus very sensuous and soft to the touch. 
 
    
The bathroom was decorated in the same way, and the bathroom had no shower, just an old, claw footed tub. I walked back into the main room and saw a chest along the wall, but it was locked. On the sideboard, I saw a box with a note attached.

"Greetings. Inside this box is everything that you will need for your journey. Once you start this journey, there is only one way out, and that is to quit. To quit, you have to beg. To beg, you have to speak. You are not allowed to speak until spoken to. You will be given the opportunity to quit later.
"To begin, you must cleanse yourself, inside and out. Take the enema bottle and douche and use them as you should. Then make sure that your hair is only where it belongs. Then get dressed up and follow the binding instructions inside the chest. There are no keys in the chest, so once you start, you will have to wait.
"Once you open the chest, you will have no more than 2 hours to be ready. If you are not ready by that time, you will have forfeited your opportunity to serve."

I read that note and thought it sounded a little strange. No one had told me of these things, but I figured that maybe, just maybe, they had people who chickened out, or simply wanted to top from the bottom. Who knew why, but since this was something rather new for me, I figured why not take it all in. But before I opened the chest, I decided that I had to do something with the clothes and such that I had. So I unpacked my suitcase of clean clothes, with the last two days of work clothes going into a drawer in the sideboard. Then I took out my clothes for the evening. 
 
    
First, I got out my black satin garter-belt, then black seamed stockings with lace at the top. Then I got out my black satin bustier and my falsies. Then came out the ruffled panties, also in black, but with white ruffles. Then, I took out my white petticoat and black satin french maids uniform. I took all of these and made sure that they were all nice and clean, straight and such. Then I stripped off my male clothes and put them into my laundry bag and put that back into the suitcase. Then I put that away. 
 
    
I walked back into the bathroom and saw that there was everything I would need, from razor to soap and such to get cleaned up. I walked back into the room and opened the chest.

Inside the chest, there was the enema and douche for me to use, as well as several leather straps, cuffs and chains, all with open locks, but no keys. There was a blindfold, gag and harness. All of these I expected to see, but the one thing I could not figure out was this metal covered but leather lined object. There was another note inside.

"All of these things are easy to figure out, but the one thing that a slave must understand that he or she has no control, and is not allowed any pleasure unless his or her Mistress allows it. Therefore, you will be required to wear a chastity device designed by us here and you will wear it until we remove it. If you do not wear it, you will forfeit your opportunity to serve." 
 
    
I looked and saw that there were instructions on how to put it on, and I saw that there did not seem to be any keys for this thing. But I figured that I had paid for this chance so I might as well follow through with this. So I pulled out the directions and saw that I was first to get cleaned up. 
 
    
Into the bathroom I went and took care of everything there. First I inserted the enema nozzle and squeezed the bottle, taking it all inside me. Then I followed the instructions written on the bottle telling me to hold it in for 15 minutes. Within 5 I could feel the cramps but I held it in. At 10 minutes, I really needed to go, and was rather surprised that it worked that fast. Finally, at 15 minutes, I sat down and expelled what felt like a great deal more than I thought I would. I flushed and used the douche, following the instructions on that one, only holding that in for two minutes.
Then I climbed into the bath, which had been filling with water and bubbles. I took a hot bath, shaving off any hair that I had on my chest, legs and of course, facial hair. The lavender scent of the bubbles started to relieve the stress of the travels as well as the day. Taking care, I got up, drained the tub and dried off. When the tub was empty, I rinsed it off to get rid of any hair that stuck to the enamel of the tub and went back into the room.

I sat upon the stool in front of the mirror and started to get dressed. First I had to put on the chastity belt. As I took the first part, that went around my waist, I noticed that it had little weight but seemed rather strong. The lining was smooth and soft, but rather firm. I took the belt and put it around my waist and felt it lock onto me as if there were some kind of magnet inside the belt. I pulled on it and it would not budge. It was not too tight either but it certainly was not going to come off. 
 
    
Then I took the part that help my penis in between my legs and carefully threaded myself through the loops. Then, carefully following the instructions, I placed it on the belt and it stuck there. When I tried to pull it off, it would not budge. Now my penis and testicles were hidden from view. 
 
    
Then I put on my lingerie, following the adage of stockings and garter-belt before my panties, then laced up the bustier. My falsies were placed into position then I put on the petticoat. I looked inside the chest and found the ankle cuffs and put them on. Then I grabbed my heels, all 6 inches of them and put them on. I noticed a strap on the cuffs and pulled them down around the heel and locking the strap into position, locked the heels onto my feet.
Next I reached inside and found the harness for my head. Also inside there was a blonde wig along with some make-up. So I worked on the make-up, all in somewhat sluttish colors of deep reds and such, and when I finished that, I put on the wig. Adjusting that, I took the harness and saw that there was a built in ring gag into it. This I put into my mouth, adjusting the straps so that it was all snug around my head and put on the locks. I saw that there was another gag as well as a blindfold in the box and I pulled them out. The gag was in the shape of a penis and the blindfold was lightly padded. I put the gag in place and locked it as instructed. Then I took out the wrist cuffs and put them on and locked them. These, I saw, were to be attached to a belt that I pulled out next.
Lastly, I saw a collar in the box and took it out. This was like the chastity belt I was wearing and when I placed it around my neck, it instantly locked around my neck. 
 
    
I then slipped into my maid uniform, being careful not to ruin it with all the added leather and such I had on, and then pulled up the zipper in back. By this time, I could feel excitement build up inside me as I looked at the clock and saw that I still had a few minutes left. I put on the apron, adjusting it so it looked right, then put on the leather belt. I looked at the locks and saw that there were a few things left to do before I locked my wrists and put on the blindfold.
Looking over the remaining things, I saw that I had a short chain to attach to the ankle cuffs, which I did.  
 
      
 
    Then I took the remaining items and placed them onto the floor and knelt as instructed. 
 
    
First I had to place a strap around my knees, which I did, adjusting it several times so as to not cut off circulation as I knelt and sat on my heels. Once I had that part done, I took the chain that had a pair of hoops welded on it. One hoop, I saw, had a lock attached to the collar. the other end went to the floor, essentially locking me to the floor. When I felt around, I found the hook near the bed. I had no other chains or anything to attach, so I put on the blindfold, locking it into place, then locked my left wrist into place. Locking the chain to the floor, I took my wrist and, without hesitating, locked the right wrist to the belt. I was now totally locked up, unable to move, speak or see. I was bound, kneeling, waiting for my, so called, personal trainer, looking like a french maid ready and willing to be taken by whomever.

I knew that the time limit was close, so I thought I would only have a few minutes to wait. After what I thought was a few minutes, I decided that I needed to be patient. Time slows down when you are tied up, and you start to think about what you have done, especially if you are the one who bound yourself. And even more when you realize that the only route of escape is waiting for someone to come into the room with the keys that you need...  
 
      
 
    So there I am, chained to the floor, wearing my black satin French Maid's Uniform, wearing a black Bustier, black panties with white ruffles, a black satin garter-belt and seamed stockings. On my feet I have six inch stiletto's and really unable to move.
Remember that I am also wearing a metal and leather chastity, with what seems like magnetic locks to hold it around my waist and holding my penis between my legs, out of sight. Around my ankles are cuffs which are connected with a short chain as well as a strap keeping my heels on my feet. Around my waist is a belt with my wrists cuffed to it. I am wearing a head harness with a ring gag, as well as a penis gag, a blindfold and a metal collar, again with a magnetic lock I can not get moved. And I did this to myself, waiting to have a session for some period of time. I do not know how long I had been kneeling there, but I finally hear a sound like a key in a door. 
 
      
 
    "Well, Catherine, I think we have some space left for the sissies coming tomorrow for the academy. It seems that one of our guests is a no show tonight, so I can get these rooms prepared for tomorrow. So, why don't..." 
 
    
"Dominique, I thought you said that these rooms were empty?" 
 
    
"Yes, no one is scheduled until the four we have coming tomorrow for transformation." 
 
    
"Well, then how do you explain this one kneeling here, ready for, well, whatever?" 
 
    
"What!?!?"


I hear shoes coming into the room and then hear the women talking.

"Well, what do we have here? A sissy maid wanna-be, I can see. But, this does not look like any of the four we have coming here tomorrow. But that one little sissy that was supposed to be here today, the one I thought was a no-show, is actually here. I think we are going to have to figure out what happened here. But first, what are we going to do with this here little sissy maid?" 
 
    
"Well, Catherine, I think we can have a little fun, not only with this little slut, but I think that candi and stephie may be in trouble, wouldn't you agree?" 
 
    
"Right now, I think that we can play with this little slut. Maybe she wants to be a maid. Do you want to serve us, sissy?"

All I could do was nod my head, and with all of this, I thought that I would at least be able to get up off the floor.

"Okay then, sissy. From now on, you are going to be our little maid, but first, you need to understand what you have actually gotten yourself into, and the fact that getting out is going to be rather difficult.
"The collar and chastity you are wearing, sissy, are magnetically locked, and unfortunately for you, it does not come off without a special key. We do not have this key, but rather the Head Mistress has the key. She is at the training academy, which is where you would have been going tomorrow evening, after you had gotten dressed as you are, if you had been selected for training and transformation.
"So, that collar and chastity are going to be on there for a while. It will take a good day before they can be removed from you. It will also take that long for the keys to come here for the locks that you have on your cuffs.
"Needless to say, you are really stuck, as it were. We can release the chain for your collar to the floor, as we have that key. So I guess that you are kind of stuck being our little sissy maid.


I knelt listening to these words and knew that I was in deep trouble, as I was going to be basically stuck, in chains and such, until the next day, only able to see and whatever else I could do. But my wrists and ankles are going to be cuffed for quite some time.
I had fantasized about prolonged bondage, but certainly had not expected to be stuck, unexpectedly. So now, here I was, experiencing it for real, without really having wanted to.

"Well, sissy, do you understand what we have told you?"

I nod "yes"

"Good, sissy. Now, since you are in a partial frame of mind, seeing as you are all tied up and not able to get away, we think that you need a little discipline, since you really have no idea of what you are in for"

I knelt there, unable to see anything when I feel my elbows being pulled tightly behind me. As I am pulled back, I can feel my chest pushing out. I can also feel my wrists being pulled as well. Finally, I can feel them touching each other behind my back. Then I feel my head being pulled back and this forces the penis gag into my mouth a little more.

"Well sissy, you can now start to kiss the floor"

I feel myself being pushed forward, lifting my panty clad ass into the air, while my face is approaching the floor. I still can not see, and I can not really kiss the floor, but I am still heading that way.
When I am all the way down, I can feel my arms getting held into place and my panties were being pulled down off my butt. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I start to feel something hit my ass, stinging me. And then another, and another, then another. They start coming slowly at first then faster and faster. And with my arms being held back, I can do nothing but take it.

After quite some time, they stopped whipping my ass and let me up, just a little. I felt myself being lifted up to my feet and being led somewhere. I can feel myself being bent over something.

"Well, now that you have a sufficiently warmed up ass, you need to really feel like a slut, since you like to dress like one"  
 
      
 
    So there I am, bent over, with my arms cuffed to my waist, elbows tied behind me, panties down and my ass red. I have just been told by the Mistress that since I want to dress like a slut, I should feel like one. Only one thing that I could think of, and it took less time for me to think about it as I felt the pressure behind me.

The Mistress inserted one, then another and finally a third finger and lubed my waiting ass. I was warmed up as it was, and this was starting to put me over the top. I felt then saw the blindfold come off as she walked around in front of me with a rather large dildo, connected to a harness.

"Well, sissy, this is actually the last part of that chastity belt that you are wearing. I am going to fuck your little, sissified ass with this nice, fat dick, then I am going to lock it up inside you, so that it will remind you of what you are.
"Of course," she said, "you really have no choice in this matter anyway, tied as you are, gagged as you are and certainly dressed as you are. So you might as well enjoy it, don't you think so, Dominique?"

I turned and saw the other woman that I had heard and saw her smile. She nodded, then took off a coat of sorts and revealed her large strap-on and walked up to my face.

"Maybe she would like another dick in her mouth as well, seeing as she is going to be fucked anyway."

As she said that, all of the sudden, I feel the first Mistress shove the dildo into my waiting sissy pussy, slowly but relentlessly, making me take it in until she could no longer enter me. The entire length had been shoved into me, and I could feel the terrible fullness of the dildo.

"In case you were wondering, sissy, and I know you are, that dick is 10 inches long and 3 inches thick at the base. It really stretches you, and fills you up too, I am sure you will agree," she laughed. Then she started to withdraw the shaft, then started the pumping to make me truly feel like a slut.

But the thing that then started to get to me was that it was starting to make me hot inside, and I could start to feel something start to build up. In minutes, I let out a great big moan, not one of sorry or despair but rather one of longing and desire. I was actually starting to enjoy the fullness, though it was uncomfortable, it was arousing me greatly. The other Mistress noticed.

"Guess what, Christine. The sissy is really starting to enjoy it. You might want to go slower to make her REALLY start to enjoy it." To me, she adds, "you do want to enjoy it, don't you sissy?!" Through my gag all I could say was, "uhhggfmm"

Then Dominique pulled off her strap-on harness and dildo, and then removed her skirt, revealing her leather panties. Then she removed them and my eye's rose in surprise.

Dominique was not a woman but rather a Trans Woman, who was rather moderately endowed, and she was getting hard. She stroked it in front of my face and looked deep into my eyes, and I could feel her power. She had something resembling control over my mind, and all I could do was look back, refusing to remove my eyes from her eyes. I felt the penis gag being removed and I knew what was going to happen next.
  
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    
With a willing mouth, and a seeking tongue, I felt Dominique enter my mouth with her cock, making me take it all in. With my head bent back as it was, there was no problem with the entry, as well as the ring gag holding my mouth open. Within seconds, there I was, bent over, being fucked in the ass by one woman with a long, fat dildo and in front of me was another woman fucking my mouth with her real cock. And the entire time, I was starting to really, REALLY enjoy it.

After about 20 minutes of being slowly taken, I felt hands on the side of my head as Dominique grabbed onto me and came inside my mouth and down my throat. I really had no choice as she was almost all the way into my mouth, to make sure that I swallowed. I was so turned on and aroused that I could feel the pressure in my own penis, locked away as it was, wanting release but I knew that none was going to come for a little while. But I was also hoping that maybe it never would.

"Sissy, you really enjoyed that, and I did too! But if you really want to become OUR slave, you are going to have to beg. Of course, once you become our slave, what you got inside you now is nothing compared to what will be inside you, if you know what I mean.
"I will take your virginity, as it were, as I just did with your sissy cunt. Your sissy pussy is going to be next. And I can tell you this. You will want to become our slave soon. That chastity belt, well, it may never come off you. That depends on you.” 
 
      
 
    Of course, I am stooped over, hearing the words of the women who have just taken me, and all I can do is plead with my eyes, knowing that deep inside me that this is where I feel I need to be. But all my life has been as a man, only dressing like a sissy, since how many women do you know wear satin French Maid's uniforms. But here I am, and I don't want to leave.

"Oh, I know, sweet sissy. Right now, you are so completely overwhelmed that you have no idea of what is happening to you. So, we are going to let you rest a little before you get to work. And yes, since you are dressed as such, we are going to see if you can actually work as a maid. We have several rooms here that need to be cleaned up, and since our last maid decided to leave, what perfect timing you have for coming here. We will see how good you are and how willing you really are to be a slave here."

With that, I was partially released, so I could at least stand up. I was gagged, blindfolded and led over to the bed. Once there, I was placed on my stomach and then felt my legs being pulled back. Of course, i was still weak and rather pliable at the time, and in no time at all, I was feeling my high heels with the back of my hand. Then I was rolled onto the side and it helped ease the pressure on my back.

"Tomorrow, we will get the cuffs off your wrists and such. Then we will allow you to clean up yourself and see how good a job you can do with your make-up. Can’t  have you looking like some male wearing make-up now, can we. Then we will give you a way to clean your present uniform while you wear another one. Then you will get to work proving what a good maid you are, since that is what you seem to think you are. Have a good night, sissy!"

With that, I heard the door shut and I was left lying there, firmly bound and plugged. I could barely move and if I went onto my stomach, my back was forced to arch backwards because of my legs. The gag was filling my mouth, and I could barely taste a hint of cum in my mouth. My ass was filled with the plug that had assailed my ass for the last 30 minutes or so and was feeling rather uncomfortable, but each time I squirmed, I could feel it hit me in that one spot that felt good.
All of the sudden I felt the plug start to vibrate, slowly at first, and not constant. It would run slowly and for only a few seconds at first, but in what felt like no time at all, it was running constantly and at a low speed. This started to make me squirm more as it just kept on hitting that spot inside me and made me crave it more and more. Then suddenly it stopped. Then I heard a voice.

"Well sissy, you did not think it was going to a restful night, did you? You are going to suffer all night as you just did, and you are so going to want release that you will beg. But there is only one release available for you, sissy!" With that, it started up, low and slow, and kept repeating itself over and over again, driving me wild and crazy at the same time.

Eventually, I fell asleep, but it did not feel like it was for all that long. When I woke up, though, I was not bound. I found that I was instead rather naked and a little sore. Over in the corner was my maid's uniform and underwear draped on the seat of a small chair. As I looked around the room, I noticed that it was not exactly the same room I remembered being in before. But that was not the biggest shocker that morning, for not only was I naked, but something else had developed...  
 
    I am starting to take notice of everything and I see that I am nowhere near the same shape I was when I got there. But where am I, since this is not the same room I was in? 
 
    
I find that my body feels very different, a little heavier on the top and a little tighter around the middle. When I look down, I see rather large breasts with pert nipples standing straight up. I also make out hoops going through the nipples with a little chain dangling between them. This causes me to try and get up, but I can not. I look around and see that my wrists are chained to something, but I can move them around a little.
I can move one hand to my neck, where I feel a little pressure and I can feel something wrapped around my neck. I feels like very stiff leather, but really smooth. In looking at my wrist, I see the shackle that my wrist is in, all metal and with a chain that I can follow to the side of the bed but no farther. I look down towards my feet and left up a leg.
When I see the leg, I can see that it too has a metal shackle on it, with a chain connected somewhere. I reach with my hands and can not find what it holding my chest in place, so I try to get up again and realize it is my neck that is holding me in place. Then the lights get brighter.

"You may get up now, sissy. You need to get cleaned up for your first day here. Get cleaned up and dressed in the clothing provided for you. The keys to the shackles are under you."

I go to get up and find that I can now sit up. I feel behind me and find the key and unlock all the shackles on my limbs. Then I get up and I feel a little weak. I look around and find the bathroom, turn on the light in there and see myself. 
 
    
What I find around my neck is a bright pink patent leather collar. As I reach around to the back, all I can feel is a seam but no lock or rivets. As I feel the collar, I realize that it is actually a metal collar covered in patent leather. It is not restrictively tight, but I can not get more than one finger between it and my neck. And I see the words "sissy" on one side of it, the the word "slave" on the other side. Between the words is a "D" ring. I look down a little bit and see the breasts, and hesitantly touch them. They feel real, as I touch I can feel the pressure. When I pinch a nipple, I feel the pain. I look and see the nipple rings and I can see that they are not coming out anytime soon either. The chain between them holds letters and I can make out the word "slut" hanging between them.
I look further and find what was making me feel a little tight around the waist. I can feel a leather band going around my waist and peek down to see it a little better. As I feel it, I realize that it is just like the collar, in that it is metal encased in leather and there appears to be no locks showing on the device. I can not see my male genitalia at all, as they appear to be pushed down between my legs out of sight. But I realize that there is nothing to prevent me from using the bathroom.

"Have you examined yourself enough, sissy!"

"Shit!" I mutter under my breath. I dash into the shower and start to clean up. That is when I notice that my hair seems longer than before as well. At first I think I have a wig on but I can not take the hair off. So I finish up washing and get out and dry myself. Then I go back and start to get dressed.

When I get there, I find the satin garter-belt and the seamed black stockings. Then I get the ruffled panties and the corset. Lastly I pick up the satin maids uniform and petticoat and put them on. I cannot seem to find the shoes until I look under the bed. I quickly put them on and look around the room a little.

It certainly looks similar yet different that the room I checked into. It is feminine in appearance but I can note subtle differences. I walk to where the window is in back and find that it is smaller and barred. The furniture in the room can not be moved as it is bolted to the floor. The wardrobe opens up easily and I find all manner of women's underwear as well as maid uniforms. No other clothing is in the wardrobe and I realize that this might be a matter of fantasy becoming all too real for me. I look over to the door and see that there is no knob on this side of the door. Suddenly, the door opens but there is no one there.

"All sissies to the hallway!"
  
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    
I start to walk to the hallway and when I peek out into the hallway, I can see others doing the same thing I am, starting to walk out into the hall, slowly, as if not expecting what is going to happen next to them, as that is how I was feeling. When I get totally out of the room, I hear the door shut behind me. I turn and see that there is no knob on this side either. I happen to look on the floor and see two foot prints, or actually what would be two high heel prints on the floor and I figure that is where I need to be standing. So I move there and face down the hall, in the direction the prints seemed to be pointing. I look ahead and see others looking around, and when a couple notice what I am doing, they see me gesture to the floor with my eyes and head, and they catch on and find the marks on the floor. Then we hear a door open behind us and the sounds of high heels coming up from there.

"Well, sissies, I guess you are not all that stupid, as some tend to be in the beginning. I am Mistress Angela and I am the Head Mistress here at the Joiner Academy for Sissies. Many years ago, Madeline Joiner started a B&B for sissies to indulge themselves in, and then realized that some of the sissies wanted or needed something more. So She started this academy. Sissies do not request to come here, necessarily, but many want to be here. But many do not want to end their time here, for in the end, they are sold off to the highest bidder, and the bids do get rather high, and they no longer get to enjoy their time here as they are now slave's to their new owners. Their new owners can be men, women or both even. There are the occasional Trans women owners, but not too many. We do have them as your trainers though, as we also have women here for your training.

"Now, the first thing that you should know here is that it is rare that an owned slave comes here, but we have that privilege this time. It is the only one wearing a collar that can not be removed. It's name is sissy, which seems rather aptly named, though it has a middle name, slut, so I guess we will have to call it sissy slut so that we can call it out individually when necessary.

"Next, you will be given a meal and then be taken to the instructional room where you will learn the rules for this Academy. There is no dismissal from the Academy, just punishments that will make you remember not to misbehave in the future. Take the time to learn what you need to learn, and you will survive your time here. If you do not learn, you will suffer and may have to become a prostitute rather than a sissy slave to your new Mistress or Master."

I listened to the Mistress and all I could do was think back, wondering who she was referring to as being my owner. As far as I could see, I was indeed the only one wearing a permanent collar with the name sissy on it, and wearing a charm between my breasts that said slut. But I was afraid to say anything for fear of being punished, and I did learn a little something in the military, in that you will learn more by listening and paying attention than by asking questions at the wrong time...  
 
      
 
    As we walked down the hall to the first room, I was quietly thinking to myself that for some reason, all of this could not be real. I now had breasts, a narrower waist and long blonde hair. But the part that made me realize that this had to be real was the chastity belt I was wearing and how odd it felt there. Every now and then I would pass a mirror on the wall and look at the vision of a French Maid walking past and I had to remember that the vision was me.

When we got to the dining room, I could see that there were others in the room as well as those of us just arriving. The others in the room all were dressed as we were, in maid uniforms, high heels and collars. I also noticed that they were wearing shackles on their ankles and wrists, some had gags of some sort in their mouths and were drinking their meal rather than eating it, and it was all quiet. The woman leading us to the room pointed to seats and we all sat.
Before us was a rather light but edible breakfast, 1 egg, some potato and some other meat which turned out to be turkey sausage. To drink there was some sort of juice, the flavor of which I was unsure but guessed it was a combination of flavors. I sat in quiet contemplation, eating the breakfast slowly when I heard one of the people that came in with me scream.

"How dare you ask for more, you fat little sissy! You need to look more feminine, not fatter!" Before he know what had happened, he was taken over to a bench, gagged and then bent over. Then the panties came down and he was given 25 lashes with a riding crop, several of which, it seemed to me, were landing right at the base of his penis, causing him to jump practically out of his skin.

"For all of you, new and old alike, you eat what you are given, and only what you are given. No need to ask for more, and never leave anything on your plate uneaten"

I finished eating my meal, realizing that I did not know when I would be eating again, and that I really would need to pay attention so I did not get punished. When I had finished, I watched others to see what they were doing and then followed suit. I took my plate and utensils to a sink and washed them, dried them and put them away, just as I had watched the others do. This caused the others with me to do the same thing and soon we were all waiting in a line at the door together. The door opened and in walked the woman who had walked us to the dining area.

"Ahh, I see we are all ready. That is good. Come along, for you need to get fitted and prepped for your classes." She turned on her heel and went out the door, with all of us following along. Then we arrived at another room and were brought inside.

This room seemed a little odd, for it had a counter running the entire length of the room and there were other people like ourselves standing there waiting for us. One at a time, we were measured around our ankles, wrists, mouth, head and the others around their necks. Then we would move down a little further and leather cuffs were placed on our wrists, locked into place. Then the same thing happened to our ankles. Then a belt around our waist, and the wrists were locked in place. Then a gag was placed in our mouth, shaped like a penis, which was 3 inches long and rather wide and that was locked in place. Lastly, I saw the others get a collar with a number on it. I looked down and saw that the ankle cuffs were connected with a short chain, about 12 inches long or so. I knew that walking would be interesting at that point.

"Okay sissies, it is time for you to begin your day here at the academy."

Several women came into the room, and I saw a familiar face. It was the woman who I saw in passing at the B&B when I arrived. She walked up to me and leaned over to whisper in my ear.

"Hello sissy. Remember my voice? I am your new owner, and I am going to make you into my personal French Maid and slut! In the next six months, you are going to learn HOW to be my little slut, learn to clean and be a very good maid, for you are going to be a REAL maid, working at the B&B where I found you." 
 
      
 
    Then she clipped on a leash and started to lead me to a post in the center of the room. As I looked around, I saw that the others were having a leash attached to their collar but I was the only one lead to a post. My wrists were unlocked from the waist belt, connected together and then pulled over my head. Next the skirt and petticoat went up and my panties went down.

"Sissies, this is what you are going to receive each morning, after you have eaten, so that you will always remember your place here."  
 
      
 
    With that, the first of 50 lashes fell upon my stretched body. 
 
    
"This is your morning discipline. This is not a punishment but rather a daily reminder of your place."  
 
      
 
    Several more lashes hit me.
  
 
    "Each morning, your Mistress or trainer will deliver these discipline lashes before you begin your other training. Each of you will be trained to walk in heels, proper make up, proper speech and manners, how to walk, talk and think like a slave and a sissy. You will also learn how to be a maid."  
 
      
 
    Several more lashes hit me, and I wonder how long this is going to go on. 
 
    
"Of course, as sissies, you will also learn how to satisfy others. This means both males and females. Since you have a mouth, you will use that. Since you have no vagina, well, you can figure that one out for yourselves."  
 
      
 
    Still more lashes fall upon my ass and I am crying and sobbing through the gag. 
 
    
"Lastly, all but one of you will be sold at an auction that we hold here every two months. The sissies that you saw in the dining room have been here either two or four months, as the ones that were sold were replaced by you. We only keep a small group of sissies here, since we do not want to draw too much attention to this little academy. We have not had one single problem placing our little sissies, for many of them have made a good life for themselves, not only here but in other countries. All of you can look forward to that."

Finally the last lash was delivered and I am let down. I feel relief until my wrists are put behind my back and I am bent over, with my wrists being pulled up behind my back. Then I feel a strap being placed around my elbows and I feel them gradually starting to touch each other. 
 
    
"Now, since all of you are wondering why this sissy is so different than the rest of you, that is because it is owned by my daughter, who wants a little sissy of her own. So while each of you are getting your morning discipline, she will be making sissy slut here less comfortable.

I felt my head being pulled back, a blindfold being placed upon me and then the sting of a whip upon my ass. As each stroke was delivered to one of the others, I could feel it on my own ass. And I could tell that each of them was being done separately, as I could make out the ohh and ahh sound somewhat as first one of them would get lashed and then I would get mine. All the while, I knew that this was going to be a very interesting six months, and as much as I thought I should be afraid of it, I was starting to look forward to it...  
 
      
 
    Finally, the last lash was delivered, and I could feel the fire on my cheeks, and as I was allowed to stand, the pain in my legs was almost as bad. As my arms came down, they started to feel better as well. Each part of my body was responding in ways that I had never felt before, and that did not include the interesting pain between my legs, front or back.

"Okay, sissies. it is now time for all of you to go to your first class of instruction. This class will be on the proper way to apply your make-up."

I heard a groan in the room and then the sound of a lash and a scream.

"Gee, I wonder where you got the idea that any of you had any control over what you learn here? I guess it is time for all of you to understand that you are here to learn how to please your Master or Mistress, NOT the other way around."

With that, I watched as we were all lead to the posts again, but this time, we were all bent backwards, with out legs locked to the floor and out arms pulled down. Then we all had our panties pulled down and the chastity belts that they all wore were opened. Mine, as I watched, had only part of it moved, so that my genitals could be seen but I had no idea of what was to happen.

"In the first day, we have additional instruction. This one involves punishment for disobedience. Since it seems that some of you have no idea of what is involved, I guess it is time for you to all learn a simple little rule. Obedience is expected at all times, without complaint or comment, other than affirmative responses. That means such words as Yes, Thank You and words of that nature. You are not allowed or expected to use words like No or can't."

After that, I felt the first lash applied to my genitals, and the screams in the room told me that we all got hit at almost the same time. Then another and yet another lash hit, causing each of us in the room to cry out in pain. After the last lash was delivered to us, we heard,

"What do you say now, sissies?"

A chorus of "Thank You, Mistress!" could be heard in the chamber, and we were all released and then lead down the hall into the classroom.

"Okay sissies, since you have learned the pain of punishment, maybe you will all pay attention in class now. Because if you do not pay attention, well, you will be punished, both collectively AND individually. We do not want our sissies going out there looking like train wrecks, nor do we want you going out there looking like men wearing make-up. I will not even tolerate you all looking like some drag queen, but rather I want you all to look like two things.
"Those two things are feminine and sluts. This is not hard to accomplish, since you wear what every male I have ever heard call Fuck Me Pumps to begin with, and your maid uniforms are short and barely cover your little asses. So I want the make up to look right with a hint of slut. Or better yet, downright slut with a hint of feminine.
"To that end, you are going to spend the next several hours in here, working on how to apply it properly, to clean it off properly, and to refresh it. And of course, you will need to prove that you can do it without spending hours upon hours applying it.
  
 
   


  
 

 Part Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    
Thus began the class, with all of us sitting in front of a mirror and our faces staring back at us all blank and plain. In front of us we could all see one of the Women there showing us first how to conceal anything that may detract from our feminine appearance, like shaping our face as well as concealing beards or other imperfections. We were all told that covering our beards would not be so much of a problem in time, but that the area of the beard also had to be contoured to make our faces look more feminine.

The part that was scaring me, as I worked hard to put all that we were being told into practice simply was that it was working. I realized that my face seemed a little different as it was, though I could not really place my finger on what it was, but as I first applied the concealer then the foundation, the face that looked back at me was totally different. Then applying the other little things, like the blush in two different shades, to change even more the contour of my face, then the lip liner and lipstick. Eye liner and then eye shadow. Then I noticed that my eyebrows looked a little different, thinner really. Then I learned that applying mascara was the hardest thing to do, trying not to get it onto the eye shadow or other parts of the face as you apply it.

The other part that amazed me was that as long as I did not rush everything, I could do it in a reasonable amount of time, and actually look like something. As my attention was more directed towards the individual things I was doing, I did not really notice the over all appearance. But once I was done, and I could look at the total picture, I realized that I was not the person I remembered I was, but rather more feminine looking. I looked hard at my face and realized that not only did I look like a woman, for the most part, but I actually looked younger than I knew myself to actually be.

"Well, it seems that someone actually did a good job of paying attention to me. What do you think, sissy?"

"Thank You, Mistress, but is this really Me, Ma'am?"

"Well, it sure isn't me sissy. I would hazard to guess that you could walk out in public and not be discovered too quickly. Once you actually get the voice working properly, I think, you can actually somewhat pass, though as tall as you are, you definitely are going to stick out in heels." She laughed and walked away as I looked at my face in awe.

I was looking at a female version of what? Myself, I kept asking myself. I had done theater before, but was this more along those lines or what? Or was I actually letting my inner self come out and stay out, with this group of people? All I knew was that this was certainly shaping up to be different.

She came back over to me. "Okay, remove your make up and go with something a little darker in shade, a little more slutty."

"Yes, Mistress!" and I started to remove the make up. It took a few more minutes to figure out if I had it all off, and once I did, I applied the moisturizer and started over again. I took my time again, and went through the steps again, carefully but quickly. When I made a mistake, I fixed it before even thinking about it. Finally I was finished with the second look and when I looked at myself, I realized that it was certainly darker, and that maybe, just maybe, this is what a hooker might look like, though maybe not quite a cheap one. Certainly the deep bright red lips with a more darker red liner helped with that look, and the darker colors of the eye shadow.

"Ah, such a sweet sissy. But what is this, I have a slutty sissy this time. I think you actually know what you are doing, dear. I know that your Mistress is going to have a ball with you, if this is how you can look!"  
 
      
 
    Upon hearing that, I was unsure what that was going to mean for my life, though I was very fast in thanking her for the compliment. No sense in getting punished for something really stupid. I was, of course, worried that I would get some sort of punishment at any rate as some of the others were taking a great deal of time and I could tell, though a good number of them did grasp the concept, a couple had absolutely no idea of what they were doing.
Since we were all there, together as it were, I noticed that none of the others were in the mood to help the others, yet I realized that I really did not want to get punished for NOT doing something. At least this way, I would be punished for helping one of the others to get something done right. So I walked over to the closest to me and crouched down.

"I know, it is a little intimidating, but maybe I can help you a little, if you would like," I said to the younger sissy.
"Oh dear, could you please. I am so scared and can not seem to figure out what to do here" and I could hear the fear in her voice.
"Not a problem, dear. First of all, you need to take a deep breath and hold it... that's it... Now, let it out slowly."

Once she had taken care of that little step, I proceeded to slowly walk her through the steps that she had started but somehow gotten mixed up in thinking. Within ten minutes, we had cleaned up her face and it was starting to look better. I peeked around and saw that the others were still sitting there, working on their make-up, not paying any mind to the ones with difficulties. I looked over to the other helpless one and motioned her over as well and proceeded to take my own life, as it were, or certainly my genitals, into my own hands, FIGURATIVELY, by trying to help them out.

It took a little while, but they realized what their errors were and started to feel a little better and more comfortable I what they were doing. I got up and started walking over to my table when I heard it.

"Freeze, SISSY!!! What do you think you were doing?!"

"Mistress, I was trying to help out my sisters with their make-up."

"Really. So you took it upon yourself to help out a couple of your sisters, huh? How are they your sisters, sissy?"

"Mistress, they are as I am. They seemed a little lost or confused and I thought I could help them out. No one else was willing or able to."  
 
      
 
    Oh crap! I thought to myself. I realized that I probably should not have said that, as now the others would be upset or madder than hell at me, or else the Women here would think I was trying to cause trouble. Either way, I had just started something that I might not really have wanted to start.

"So, you think that you are better than your 'sisters' and that they are centered only on themselves?"

"Mistress, I only figured that since the others were busy, they might not have noticed that some of our sisters were having difficulty. Since I was finished, Mistress, I thought I could help them out." I was now hoping that I had gotten myself out of the hole I was digging. I knew that I could not say NO or anything like that, so I hoped that had done the trick.

"Well, sissy. Let me see what you did with these two sisters of yours. And if they look like anything other than good little girls, you get to be punished, all by yourself!"

The woman walked over to the table and started looking at the girls. I was really hoping that I was able to get them on the right track, and I could tell that she was really looking close to see if she could punish me for what I had done. 
 
    
She took several minutes and then told them to start working on the slutty make-up, then looked over towards me. 
 
    
"Sissy, you are not to help them on this next part. If they look good, you will not be punished. However, if they do not get this part of their lesson correct, you will be punished, not only what you would have received for disobedience, but also what the others would receive to go with your punishment.

I heard that and cringed. "Yes, Mistress" was all I could say as I sat down at my stool and waited. I then saw the smiles from the others around me, as they relished the fact that they would not have to be punished for their fellow sissies errors.

"Oh, and everyone else, do NOT think that you are going to get off without punishment. For you see, I saw that none of you were even willing to help out the others. And some of you were not only finished but were just goofing off to kill time. So I think that all of you might want to think about what it means to NOT help out each other. You are all here together. Remember that!"

I saw that the others were now no longer smiling, as they were now wondering what that could mean. I had a feeling that all of us were going to get some sort of punishment, though I was almost certain that I would get the worst of it since I had done something, that though it might have seemed like little, at least I would get punished for doing something rather than doing nothing. I was just not certain which would be worse.

After a few minutes, I saw that they were both finishing up their make-up and they each peeked over to me, and I could see that they each had done a fairly good job at it. Would it be enough, I was unsure, but at least they had gotten an idea of what to do now. And then I noticed that the woman was walking over to them to inspect them. 
 
    
The woman looked and had them turn their faces this way and that. Then she called one of the others over to look at them. She too had them look this way and that. Then I heard the best words so far.
"Good job, sissies. You seem to have the necessary confidence for this part of your life now." Then looking over towards me, "And you, sissy, have done something good, helping them. So you will not be punished for helping them. You each will be disciplined tonight, with 25 additional lashes to remember that you are to help each other when you are able. You are all here to learn, and the best way to learn is to help out when you can."

To the others, "As for the rest of you, you will be given an additional 50 lashes at discipline time to remind you that you are NOT alone here. The weakest among you is as good as you will ever be. You only become better by helping those who are weaker or behind you. Remember that.
"Oh yes, I almost forgot. You will also be punished for NOT helping out your fellow sissies. I think a general 20 punishment lashes will do the trick, rather than the 50 I would rather have given to all of you."

I looked and realized that I had created several enemies and two friends. I was unsure of how long that would last, as each of them could turn on a dime, I was sure, and I was going to have to watch my step or else I would be suffering a great deal before this ordeal was over.

Once the group was finished, and the punishment was delivered, I could see the anger in all of their faces, and thus I knew I was going to have to be careful. We were being led to another area in the vast building, and I noticed that we were all being separated from each other as we went along. 
 
    
I was led to a room, rather stark in appearance, with a hardwood floor which made my heels click more noticeably, as well as a cabinet on the wall. Once I was into the room, I heard the door shut behind me and I was alone in the room.  
 
      
 
    I look around the room and notice that it is really bright and barely furnished. The floor is wooden, and I can see bolts in various places on the floor, as well as some holes of some sort in places.
On one wall, I see the large cabinet that stands from floor to ceiling, and has multiple doors, all about a foot wide. This cabinet seems to stretch from wall to wall. On the wall to the left, the wall is bare except for the door that I came in. 
 
    
To the right, there is just a plain wall. Stark white paint, with a satin finish. On the last wall, directly opposite from the cabinet, I can see my reflection. It is covered with mirrors, going from wall to wall and floor to ceiling, just like the cabinet. 
 
    
No where do I see a window to the outside. Overhead, the ceiling is also a stark white, with fluorescent lights behind diffusers, making the light more even through the entire room.

I see no one else in the room, and I just stand there, taking in the entire place. I hear a sound behind me and I turn around.

"Well, sissy, you seem curious about the room you find yourself in, as does everyone when they enter this room.
"What this room is, for you in any case, is a training room. The training you will receive here is going to train you to accept certain things, not only physically but also mentally. Right now, you have part of the whole thing taken care of, that is a desire to be partly what you are, and we know this since you came here. But you have to realize that this is not just a part time thing but rather a full time, life time commitment.
"To help you understand that concept, you are going to be physically and mentally challenged, privately and publicly, to make you come to grips with this new life you are about to live.
"You will also remember that there is no leaving the academy for bad behavior. That is important. You can not, once you come here, change your mind about your life. You have made that choice and you now have to live with it. You may not have realized that you made that choice, but the consequences of your actions are such that you are now here, becoming the feminized sissy slave to your new Mistress.
"So, what are we going to do? Well, we are going to teach you first and foremost, complete and total obedience to your Mistress. That will mean that you do what you are told to do without hesitation. Hesitation means that you are thinking about what to do RATHER than actually doing it."

With that, I felt a jolt of pain in my groin and I fell to the floor onto my knees!

"That, sissy, was to teach you that you should NEVER stand when you are greeting your Mistress. I entered, and for now I am acting as your Mistress, and you did not greet me in a proper fashion. Thus you were punished."

I realized that this was going to be harder than I thought. "Thank You, Mistress."

She smiled down at me. "Good girl. You actually remembered to thank me for your punishment. That is good. Now, I guess we should get to work on some things that I think you need. I think a little bit of bondage, stretching you a little to remind you a little bit more of what you are, as well as getting you accept all the little things that go with your new life."

With that, I watched as she walked over to the cabinet wall and opened a door. From inside the door I saw her take out some tubes, and walk over to some holes in the floor. She inserted two of the tubes into the holes and walked back over to the cabinet and pulled out another tube. this one seemed bigger that the others and she placed it between the first two.
Then she walked over and took out some leather cuffs and walked back.

"Come here, sissy." I crawled over since I was afraid to stand up without permission. "Good girl. Now, stand up with your legs as far apart as they will go with those chains on."

I did that and watched as she then attached cuffs to my ankles and then using clips, locked them to the floor.

"Put your hands behind your back, sissy," and I immediately complied. I felt leather cuffs going around my wrists and then heard the lock as they were locked behind my back. Then I felt cuffs being placed around my elbows. Then I felt pressure as my elbows were being drawn together behind my back.

"Well, how interesting. Your elbows are almost touching and you are not screaming in pain! I know it hurts though, doesn't it, sissy?

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Good. Just a little more..." and I felt them pulling even tighter and I could feel them touching each other. The pain I was feeling was really starting to creep through my body, and what had started as a dull ache was becoming sharper.

I looked down and saw that the bar between the poles was just a little lower than my waist, but I could not figure out what it was there for. I could, however, watch the woman as she went back into the cabinet to pull out something else. It seemed to be a small box, sort of like a remote control for a television. It looked like she was pressing something when I heard a noise above me.
I looked up and saw a panel slide away and a cable come down. I also noticed that she was walking back over to me.

"Okay, sissy. Now, i want you to bend over a little bit and lift your arms as high as you can."

I bent over immediately and tried to lift my arms. However, as my elbows were bound tightly, I really could not lift them much more than an inch or so without more pain. It was, however, enough as I heard a click of some sort behind me.

"Now, look at the mirror sissy"

This I also immediately did and was greeted with a special harness. This harness had a large ring which found itself in my mouth, holding that open wide, and it buckled behind my head. There was also another strap that went around my forehead and another around under my chin and over the top of my head. All of these straps were buckled and I was now unable to close my mouth. Then I saw that another strap was attached to the harness and it was being pulled behind me.

"This is to keep you looking forward and not down towards the floor. You get to see what happens, and more importantly, what pleases me."

Then another strap was attached at the side, right near the ring, on each side. These straps were also pulled back behind my head.

"This is so you can not turn your head. Now you have to look forward. But I think your head is still a little high." With that, she touched another button on the remote control and I felt my hands being pulled up behind me. As I was being pulled up my waist was bending further and further, and I started to scream.

"Well, that did take a little longer than I thought it would. However, you are not quite low enough for today's enjoyment, so you will have to suffer some more." And with that, I was lowered more and more, until I was now bent over to about crotch high on this woman.

"Good. That is low enough for now. Now I think you need to be made even more uncomfortable."

With that, I felt my panties being pulled down off my ass. Then I felt the butt plug being removed from inside me. Then I realized that it was not being removed but rather only most of the way before it was rammed back inside me, forcing me to go forward and jerk my arms and cause more pain. I also figured out what the pole was there for as my upper thigh's hit it, stopping me from going forward.
Then I felt the lash of the whip strike my cheeks, slowly at first then quicker. the pace was never the same, always taking me with rapid lashes, then slowly with caresses of the leather stinger. I could never tell when it was going to strike, even when watching her reflection in the mirror as it would look like she was going to strike and it would miss me, or else it would just lightly touch. Then I would think it was going to be light and it would feel like the kiss of death.
Slowly but surely, I realized that this was the enjoyment she had been referring to. She was actually enjoying my discomfort and misery. I was there for her. And I also realized that I would have to enjoy this for however long it lasted.

After what seemed like an eternity to me, the whipping stopped. This time, when I felt the butt plug come out, it did so completely. It felt so good that I actually sighed quietly when it popped out. But that relief was to be short lived.

"Well, now that you are all warmed up, and I need to relieve some sexual tension, I guess I get to fuck you, slut!" I watched as she walked by my face with her strap-on dildo, thick and long, covered with lube. In no time at all, she was behind me and rammed it deep into my sissy ass.

"This, sissy, is what it feels like to be fucked by your Mistress. Of course, I think your Mistress is going to use her own cock rather than a dildo like me. But at least you will become familiar with the idea as I take the next, oh I don't know, hour maybe, to fuck your little sissy ass like the slut you are.
"Oh, and in case you thought that was all you were going to have to deal with right now, well..."

With that, the door opened and in the mirror I could see this man walk in, stark naked and blindfolded. He did, however, have a raging hard-on, and was quivering.

"You see, sissy, this man has something that you need. We told him that he could fuck a sissy's mouth and he started getting hard. When we told him that you were going to be fucked in the ass at the same time, all he could do was get harder, and somehow, even longer and thicker than he was before.
"You see, he really enjoys watching sissies getting fucked, but has never been able to participate. Well, he gets to today. You get to taste him in your mouth as he cums inside your mouth. And sweetie, you get to not only taste it, but you get to SWALLOW it!

Of course, before I could even utter some sort of protest, the blindfolded man was not only no longer blindfolded, but he had his cock inside my forcibly willing mouth and his hands holding the sides of my head as he thrust himself into my mouth, almost at the same time I felt my ass getting thrusted into repeatedly. Then I felt something even more devious, as the big dildo inside my ass was starting to vibrate at the same time.

At this point, I could feel my own cock starting to itch, but it was an itch I could not even come close to scratching. I could feel my cock WANTING so badly to get hard but all it could do was cause me more discomfort and pain as it tried and tried without success. But the cock inside my mouth did not have this problem as he rammed deeper and deeper into my mouth, forcing me to take all his cock into my mouth and into my throat, effectively forcing me to deep throat him and regulate my breathing.

In no time, all of the sudden I felt it happen. He grabbed my head and stopped thrusting as the first wave of cum shot out from his cock. Into my mouth and before I could stop it, down into my throat and stomach it went. But the next waves were not quite as strong and they stayed in my mouth, covering my tongue with it's sickly salty taste.

"Remember dear, you need to swallow it all up!" and before I could think, I did so, remembering that I would be punished if I didn't. And deep inside me, I was starting to realize that I was never going to be the same, as he pulled out of me and another man came into my mouth.

"Oh sweetie, did you think I was done with you? That guy only lasted a little over 10 minutes and I plan on fucking you for at LEAST an hour. You get to have cocks inside your mouth for the same amount of time," she laughed as it started again.  
 
      
 
    It continued from that first cock in my mouth, trying hard to make sure that I swallowed everything, but I soon discovered that the ring, while there to keep me open wide for entry, also caused drooling and eventually prevented me from swallowing all of the cum shot into my mouth. And it was not like I could tell time, as I had no reference other than the number of cocks entering my mouth or the powerful feelings from the thrusts with the dildo behind me. I figured that I would have to take at least four more guys and maybe five. That would turn out to be wishful thinking on my part as, after the third cock came into my mouth, part of his cum dribbled out of my mouth, and the Mistress training me saw it happen

"Well, sissy, what's the matter? Don't you like swallowing cum from your lover?" Just then I felt a terrible pain in my groin as something akin to an electric shock started to bring me to my knees, though the bondage prevented that as it caused additional pain.

"I guess that you will need to have a little more time being fucked like the slut you are, but first, I think you need a little whipping, just so I can get a little more pleasure out of this. Oh, and sissy, I just LOVE to whip sissy ass!"

With that, I felt the first lash land upon my left cheek, followed almost instantly by one on the right.
  
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    
"Did that feel good, sissy? I am sure it did, and you will get quite a few more of that, but first..." then I felt the dildo slide out and something else being placed in it's stead. Then I felt it expand and start to vibrate, which elicited a moan from my mouth.

"Oh, sissy likes them big, huh? Well, this will be even better for you then!" as she took a large penis gag and locked it into my mouth, and I could taste that is had some cum on it.

"That gag has the cum that you dribbled out of your mouth on it. Why waste it on the floor when you can have it in your mouth. Now, I think another 100 more lashes should do the trick, then we can start all over again."

At this point, I felt the lash hit, followed by another and yet another, trying to keep track of the lashes. between my muffled screams and trying to count, I discovered that not only was her aim very accurate, but she had actually meant 100 lashes to each cheek, and it was very rare indeed when she would hit both at the same time. Eventually, after what felt like almost forever, the Mistress stopped whipping me and I felt the plug inside me loosen and come out, causing me to moan again inside my gag.

"Well sissy, that is a lesson I feel you will not forget anytime soon. Now, I want to see if you are ready to actually do this properly.
"I know that you have had your Mistress' cock in your mouth, but you will need to do so without the ring gag in your mouth. I can take the ring gag out and you can actually perform oral sex on the men that come in here, or else you can try again, knowing that I will keep doing this to you until you fail to hold it in your mouth, and I get to do this to you all over again.
"Now, are you willing to suck cocks for real, being a little cock-sucking slut you know you are?"

  
 
    What little movement I could make with my head I made, nodding yes to her. Since I could not speak it was the best I could do. Then the penis gag was removed, and then the ring gag. The harness on my head remained however, holding my head at the proper height and attitude.

"Okay sissy, we need to start over again, so first you get to be fucked for one hour, then I think for the failure to swallow, maybe another hour or so, or at least until I get tired from fucking you. Of course, I could always use the fucking machine on you and leave you there for a while.

Before I could say anything, I felt the dildo enter me again and as I opened my mouth, there was a cock just waiting for my now willing mouth.

It was such an odd feeling, as I was being fucked by the Mistress, I was actually willingly sucking on this guy's cock, running my tongue along the length of the shaft as well as the tip of it. Since all I could do was use my mouth, with my hands bound behind me, I worked it as much as I could, and in what felt like no time at all, I felt him tense up and grab my head as he shot his load deep into my mouth. What worried me a little is that I was so eager to swallow it all and wanted another.
Of course, I did not have to wait long, as there was another man there with his cock out at the ready, and I opened wide and took his in.

"Sissy, that took you no time at all! I have a feeling that you are starting to like this. Maybe we can do something later to make sure that you are really ready to become a REAL SLUT!"

All I could say was "yeth mithtqeth" through the cock in my mouth...  
 
      
 
    I found myself actually enjoying myself and my present predicament (pardon the pun there) more and more as I was forced (???) to continue sucking cock after cock. As I learned how to better please each of the guys who put it into my mouth, I knew that there was, for me, really no turning back. And with each load of cum shot into my mouth, I wanted less and less to change back to my male self. Of course, with these breasts and such, going back to being male was out of the question anyway, but I also did not want to just become a woman either.

When the Mistress decided that I was finished, she pulled out of me and I felt like something was missing again. However, I could hear her laugh.

"Feel a little empty now, don't you sissy?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Not to worry," She replied and then I felt the other half of the chastity being put back inside me and being secured, filling me with a cock shaped plug, reaching deep inside of me. "We need to keep you spread at all times so that you will be able to take it in your sissy hole at any time. Besides, you will get used to it in time, though I do not think it will take you as long as the others will take."

"Yes, Mistress!" I was secretly pleased that I had actually made this woman smile because of something I did. For some reason, pleasing her was what I needed and longed to do, though I knew that she was not to be my owner but rather that other woman who had taken my oral virginity and started me down this path my life was taking.

"Get cleaned up, sissy." With that command, I heard a click and a doorway opened up in the mirrored wall. I was released from my bondage and sent to the room. Inside the room was a shower and what appeared to be a change of clothing, from panties and hose to a new uniform to put on. I went into the bath and washed up, found make up on the table and fixed that, then got dressed, all in white this time, from stocking and heels to the lingerie to the maid uniform. The uniform was satin as well with black trim. But I could not find the petticoat to put on under it this time.
I looked around the room and saw something sitting on the floor behind a chair and saw that it was the missing petticoat. This one was black, matching the lace on the uniform and I put that one on under the uniform. That was when I found the cuffs for my ankles and wrists and I put them on, making sure that the ankle cuffs went on and locked, with the 12 inch chain between them, and the wrists without a chain on them. I looked and finally found the door and pressed on it, and it opened.

In the room again, I found the training Mistress there, waiting with a leash in her hand. I went to her and knelt on the floor, kissing her shoes and waited.

"Not too bad, sissy. Look up at me."

I did and I could tell that she was checking my make up to see if I had done as good a job as I should. "It looks good sissy. A little more innocent than I would have expected, but good."

"Thank You, Mistress!" I blushed. Then I felt the leash attached to the collar and she turned around. I got up and was lead out of the room and back down the hall.

It was eerily quiet in the hall as I walked by each of the other rooms that I knew had people in them at one time this day, but I was unsure if they were still occupied, as there were no sounds coming from them. I found myself curious to know if they were experiencing the same things that I just had. 
 
    
When we got to the end of the hall, we walked back into the great room where we had all been at the beginning and I saw that though I was not the last to enter the room, I was not the first as there were others in the room, all wearing a different uniform than before, and I could see the other sissy that I had helped was there. I was lead over to the area next to her and was then cuffed with my arms above my head and had a penis gag placed in my mouth, preventing me from talking. I looked over towards the other sissy with me and I could see something in his or her eyes and I realized that maybe we had both undergone the same thing. As I looked around the room though, I realized that some of them had undergone something different. I was not sure but I could sense it in their eyes and their stance.

After a short time, I started to notice that as the others were brought into the room, they were placed on either this side of the room where I was cuffed, or onto the other side where more of us were chained up. In the end, there were four of us over on this side, all looking somewhat different than we had before, and the others, who had walked somewhat before us as they were led over to the other side of the room and chained with their hands in the air, all looked like they had indeed undergone something different.

"Well sissies, you have had a very interesting time this day. You learned make up and such, and even learned femininity in some manner today. Of course some learned one way and the others learned another way. Each of you did learn something though, as it was indeed difficult for some of you to accept the fact that this is what your life will be partly like. I am sure that all of you would have preferred to be doing something a little different, and some of you actually seemed to be rather good at what you were doing, if the reports I have gotten are any indication.
"In case you were wondering, and I am sure you all are, we have separated you into two different groups. The group with the larger number is the group that indeed will need a little more convincing that they are no longer men and will not be allowed to be male in any mannerism that they have. It seems that their hormone dosage will have to be increased as well as a castration may also be necessary for them.
"The others in this small group, seemed to have understood their role in this academy, as well as their new roles in life, and seem to be adjusting properly. Of course, this is only the first day, really, and many things can happen over time. They too may need radical things done to them to convince them of their new role.
"Of course, as this is the first day, we won't be doing the radical things just yet. We will give you all time to adjust. But each of you will need to come to terms with this new lifestyle that you are going to be living, because if you do not come to terms with it, we will help you physically come to terms, by whatever means necessary for you to convince yourself that there is no going back.
"Now, for all of you, it is time for you to have another disciplinary whipping by your Mistress'. And of course, our little sissy with the nice metal collar will get to lead us off with it's whipping. But this time, I believe that all of you should experience a caning rather than a whipping or a crop. A nice bamboo cane, thin and flexible, will really remind you of your station now, as soon to be slaves to your owners."

With that, I felt my skirt being pulled up and the petticoat and panties coming down. Then I felt the plug inside me start to vibrate low and slow, touching my prostate and making me moan with pleasure as it started to work it's magic deep inside me. Then the first lash of the cane hit me, fast and hard, and it lingered there on my skin, making the pain all the more strong and deep as lash after lash assaulted my ass, some lingering and others quickly pulled off. I soon learned that the ones where the cane lingered hurt more than the ones where it was quickly lifted off my skin, and that pain combined with the pleasure from the dildo in my ass vibrating had me confused and somewhat in ecstasy at the same time. With the gag in place, I could not scream loudly or beg for mercy, but the sobs coming from my mouth through the gag were certainly matched by the others in the room at the time, as I could see the tears of pain and joy coming out of the others with me, as I was sure that I too had those same tears running down my face. The tears of pain from the cropping and the tears of joy from becoming what I was all the time on the inside.  
 
      
 
    When my training Mistress had finally finished, I knew that my life was going to be rather different, but I really did not know how different. All I knew at the time was I really was a true masochist, in that I was actually enjoying the pain with the pleasure mixed in and did not really want it to stop. I was going into this place, almost outside myself as the lashes were delivered upon my cheeks. As each one landed, rather than the pain that was being inflicted, I felt, well, something totally orgasmic.

I was released from the post and taken, along with the rest of the sissy's in the room to the dining area again, where we could see the others there. We were given our food and allowed to sit to eat. For many in the room, this did not seem to please them as they were all hurting. I too was hurting, but I realized that standing was not going to be an option but also that the plug inside me had not stopped and was delivering some additional pleasure that I had not been expecting.
I sat down and ate my rather low calorie but rather large meal of salad with some meat as well as some yogurt. There was milk for drinking and it seemed to be rather filling. The others at my table were eating their meal as well and I could see that some of them were thinking that maybe they had made a mistake, as I could see fear and confusion in their face.
Others around seemed to have similar looks, to varying degrees, to theirs at my table. There were a couple of others though who seemed to have come to the same conclusion I did and seemed to be taking it all in stride. one of them was one that I had helped out earlier. We had locked eyes again and seemed to enjoy a shared thought.

In moments though, we were gathered up and brought down the hall back to the rooms we had been trained in before. When I got back into my room, it looked different than before. I knelt on the floor waiting. I did not have to wait long.

"Get up and come over here, sissy!" I got up and walked over to my training Mistress who was waiting for me with a big grin. I got there and before  could kneel down before her, she stopped me.

“okay sissy. I am going to remove the cuffs you have on. you need to remove your uniform and petticoat. then remove your bra. I want you only in your panties, garter-belt, stockings and heels!"

I proceeded to strip down and carefully folded everything. When I was done, she looked down.

"I guess maybe you need to take those off. You seem to be able to walk in them quite well. So I want to have you wearing SIX inch heels. Put these on." She handed me black six inch patent pumps with a large ankle strap that locked the heels on. Once I had changed my heels, I was surprised at how difficult it was to stand in them easily, and I was afraid that walking in them was going to be difficult.

"Okay, now you get to spend a few HOURS walking in those heels. Since you cannot really go walking around the facility, you get to walk around in here. Turn around."

I did and had my hands bound behind my back. Then my elbows were bound back there, being pulled tightly behind me.

"Okay, turn around again" I did and she took a pair of clamps and placed them upon my nipples. I took a deep breath in as she placed the first one on my left nipple, right at the edge of the aureola and then applied the second one on the right nipple.
Then I saw that they were attached to a long chain that led to the ceiling. When I looked up, I could see that there was a machine hanging down through one of the panels that looked like a motor. On the gear of the motor was a pole that would go around, and attached to the pole was the clamp chain. There did not seem to be a great deal of slack in the chain either.
There was also another chain hanging down, and on the end of this chain there was a hook, which I had attached to the collar around my neck.

"Okay sissy. As you can see, your nipples and your collar are attached to this motor. The pole will go around in circles, and you have to walk to keep the chain from pulling your nipples. When it pulls, the clamps close even tighter. It will also pull on your collar.
Also, there is a lead that runs through the chain and when I connect it to your clamps, it will shock you if you let the collar chain get tight, meaning that you are not walking with the motor.
"It kind of works on the principle of those dog collars that train a dog NOT to bark, as the shock gets worse as it goes along. It will also shock you if you were to fall, since your collar will get tight, and your clamps will pull. If the clamps pull off, well, that will be a little painful too.
"You will have to walk for several hours before I decide to let you rest. This will get you used to walking in the six inch heels for HOURS at a time. I think, for right now, you will get to experience only four hours to start. And each time you fall down, you will have to start all over again. Each time you stop and get a shock for stopping, you will have to add another ten minutes to your time. Oh, and your time starts... NOW!"

With that, I felt a whack to my ass as She took her riding crop to my ass to get me moving, and I started walking. The biggest problem was that I did have to walk a great big circle as the chains were attached towards the end of the arm rather than towards the motor side. And I did find that I was right, it was difficult to walk in them, as I felt the tug of the chain several times, adding to my dilemma as I got shock after shock to my body. And the tug on the nipples hurt even more. But I tried and tried to keep up.

I do not know how long it was before I finally stumbled on my heels and fell to the floor. I know that the shock to my system, while painful, was short. The jolt to my nipples was even more painful as the clamps were pulled off my nipples with such rapidity that I screamed as they pulled off me. As I fell, all I could think of was the fact that I was going to have to do this all over again, and that my feet were killing me...  
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked up and watched as my training Mistress came up to me and all I could feel was agony in my feet. I was not sure that I had done enough time, as I had to walk for a starting amount of 4 hours, plus the couple of times I stopped, however briefly, so I figured that I had to do about 5 hours, and there was no way, in my mind, that I had completed that amount of time, just walking in circles.

"So sissy, how do your feet feel right now?"

"Sore, Mistress!"

"I do not doubt it sweetie. So, do you think that you completed your required time today?"

I instantly realized that this was going to be a test, as we were told never to use negative words, like "no" and the like, but here I was, thinking that the proper answer was just that. But since I had to be honest as well, I thought quickly and said, "I believe, Mistress, that I may have fallen a little short of my required time."

"Interesting response, sissy. Actually, you completed an additional 10 minutes more than you needed to just as you fell down. Of course, that was after you stopped seven times, adding 70 minutes to your time. But you did complete the necessary time. You may remove the shoes now, as I am sure you need the rest from them, for now!"

I knew from that evil grin on her face that indeed, the rest was temporary. "Thank You, Mistress" was all I could say as I removed the heels and put on the five inch heels that I had been wearing. Putting them on actually felt like a reward, as my ankles actually liked the angle of these better. Of course, that was after walking for 5 hours in six inch heels, so anything would have felt better.

I got back up onto my feet and was led out of the room and down the hall again, and was walked back to my little cell where I had started the day. It seemed like forever since the day had started, and if this was any indication, I knew that it was going to be a long, long time before I left here.

"Well sissy, you can get undressed and cleaned up. You will be starting at the same time tomorrow and must be dressed as before your day's training begins.
"Oh, and so that you know, there has been a couple of changes in your training already. Your training tomorrow will be having to deal with my favorite punishment, since I am starting my period tomorrow, you will have to suffer for it, a little worse than I do. But of course, you are a slave in training, so you can take it.
"Let your mind stew on that for a while tonight, wondering what your day will be like. I will tell you this though. You will indeed suffer my period with me"

With that, the cell door shut and locked and She walked away. I knew not to ask, but inside me, I was asking way too many questions. The biggest was how was I going to suffer her period along with her. I was sure that I would find out soon enough. But I ached all over and wanted to get some rest. So I quickly stripped out of my uniform and put it away, and took off my underwear and went into the little bathroom area and washed everything in the sink and then hung them up to dry. I was not sure if that was what I was supposed to do but I did not see anyplace to put dirty clothes so i figured that it would be safer that way. Then I walked over to the bed and laid down on it. No sooner did my head hit the pillow...

A light went on and an alarm sounded. I got up and noticed that everyone in the area was getting up out of bed.
"Geez!" I thought. I must have fallen right to sleep. I got up and went to clean up and within a few minutes I was washed, cleaned and putting on my make-up.

"Come to the door, sissy and then turn your back to the door." I got up and quickly did so. I felt something happening behind me and realized that the plug inside me, which I was starting to ignore somewhat seemed a little looser.
"Make sure that you clean yourself out completely and clean your plug before putting it back in." With that, the person walked away and I took care to comply. It was a little weird taking it out, and it almost felt sexual in a way. When it came out, I put it into the sink and washed it off. Then I found the enema and used it to clean myself out, waiting several minutes before expelling it. Then I washed up again and put the plug back in. That proved to be difficult but not impossible as I sat down on it and it went deeply into my ass. Then I felt something else and realized that the lock had engaged to hold it in place.
I hurried back to my table and finished getting dressed and was waiting at the door just as it opened to let me out. I stood there waiting and saw that not everyone was there outside their doors.

"Well, do we have some slow sissies? Get your asses out here, now sissies! For every second you wait, you will all be punished with 10 lashes! Get your asses out here NOW!"

In my head I started counting as the missing sissies ran out of their cells. By the time the last was out, I was at 15, with the first one out at 4 and the second out at 11. I quickly figured that it was either going to 150 or 300 lashes, depending on how they wanted to score this one. I just knew that it was going to be a bad start to the day, as I also remembered what the Mistress had said to me.

"Well sissies, it seems that we have a couple of sleepy heads. At least they got out here dressed rather than partially dressed. That would have been really bad for all of you. Since it took a total of 30 seconds for everyone to come out, everyone will receive 300 lashes as their punishment."

We were all led down the hall into the room where we all had started the first day and were placed into what was to become a familiar position in time. Then I felt my panties being pulled down and the lashes began.

"Now," WHACK! "Everyone will not," WHACK! "be lashed on their genitals," WHACK! "for this punishment," WHACK! "as 300 lashes to that part," WHACK! " of your bodies would," WHACK! "probably kill you all," WHACK! "even after completing your training!" WHACK!
"However, you will receive," WHACK! "50 to them as you are," WHACK! "being punished!"

The 50 lashes to the cock and balls area were delivered after the first 100 lashes then 150 more afterwards. By this time, I was trying to tune out the punishment, going deeper and deeper within myself, trying to distance myself from the pain. When the genital punishment hit, I was screaming and crying like a baby, as the rest of us were, and by the time it was over, I was wasted.
However, I forget that we were also to be disciplined each morning, and discovered that as my arms were pulled down and then I was bent over forward and felt more lashes being delivered to my sore ass. Of course, now my ass was red from the first part, but now the skin and muscles were stretched, making the pain different and harder to ignore. Then my training Mistress came up to my face.

"Well sissy, I guess that you are a little tired and hurt a little. But you need to now begin your day serving and learning. No breakfast for you right now because I need you for something else."

With that, I felt my arms being released from being pulled up but they were still bound behind my back as I was straightened up and led out of that room and taken to another place in the complex.
When we arrived at this new room, I saw that it was a rather small room. There was a chair in the middle but it looked kind of strange. The walls were all kind of an off white and looked like tile, and the floor looked like tile as well. It sounded odd when we walked on the floor and I waited for my next command.

Mistress went over to a cabinet and took out a set of cuffs as well as a blindfold. My arms were unbound from behind me and cuffs were placed on my ankles and wrists. Then a belt was placed around my waist. Finally the blindfold was placed on my head.

"Kneel sissy." I knelt. I felt a tug on the leash and I followed. "Relax sissy as I move your body into the proper position." I did so and felt myself being turned and moved around, so I wound up lying on my back.

I felt my wrists being moved and heard locks being used and realized my wrists were cuffed someplace on the floor. Then I heard a couple of other locks and a tug at my waist. I seemed to be secured at the waist to the floor now. Then I felt my legs being pulled up and back towards my head, forcing me to bend at the waist. My legs were spread wider as they came up and when it stopped, I could feel that I was almost bent into a "U" shape. Then I felt the blindfold coming off.

I saw that I was indeed cuffed to the floor, but my head was now within the seat cushion area of the chair that I had seen. My arms were away from me and my waist was locked to the floor. My legs were spread wide and placed my crotch at a strange location, high yet not too high. If someone sat in the chair, they could play with them if they reached far enough, or else whip them with a short riding crop, which I thought of just as a lash landed there!

"Well sissy, I told you that I started my period, and that you would suffer with me for that. I do this with sissy's when they come here, and normally I would wait a little bit before doing this to one, since they usually are rather scared and do not know what is going to happen. I would tell them and they would fight it and fight it, until they finally accept that it is going to happen.
"I usually only do it once, towards the end of their training, but I think, for you, you get to experience it at the beginning. Because, you see, you now BELONG to ME!
"Yes sissy, I now OWN you, so I am not your training Mistress but instead, I will be your PERMANENT Mistress. The Mistress that you were going to have own you has run into a little problem. Since she is my sister, as it were, she asked me if I could not only train you but keep you. I was unsure until after you survived the five hours walking in the heels. Then my period started and I figured, if my sister asked, I would help her out, so I bought you from her. So, now I really do OWN you. You will become my personal sissy slut, and your training regiment will be different.
"So, you will first learn to suffer my period, and until you totally accept it, you will be chained there, ready to accept and appreciate what a REAL woman goes through each month."

With that, she sat down on the chair and I realized that the area where my head was somewhat bowl shaped and that my head was literally 1 inch away from Mistress' vagina. Of course I had almost no time at all to realize that as she started to release her menstrual blood onto my face and into my mouth...  
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Of course, I was lying there, scared as hell as my new Mistress started to feed me her menstrual fluid, and all I could think was to keep my mouth closed so as not to take it in. This turned out to be a very bad idea as I realized why my body was being bent as it was.

For as it started to flow and lead it's way to my mouth, I felt a very painful blow to my genitals, since they were raised up for easy access to a riding crop. As I opened my mouth to scream out in surprise and pain, the first taste also hit my lips and entered my mouth. And I heard a shout, "You had better swallow, slave, or else this will certainly be a long day for you, dearie!"
Of course, I couldn't bring myself to swallow the first time it happened, as I kept screaming from the pain from the riding crop landing on my crotch. Of course, if I had swallowed, more than likely the lashes would have stopped but I kept crying and screaming as I tried to, unsuccessfully, keep from swallowing any of the liquid. Some did get past my attempts to not swallow, and the taste was weird and coppery, like when you might suck on a nick or cut on your finger or something, mixed with some other taste I could not fathom.

"Well, slave, I guess that you are going to be staying there a while. I do not feel like sitting here while you contemplate your predicament, so while I go and take care of some other things, I guess I should make sure that you realize your place a little better."

Before I could say anything, I saw a hose come into her hands as my face got sprayed with water. Then my face was locked tightly into place and a gag was placed in my mouth. This time, there was no way I would be able to stop it from entering my mouth as the gag, shaped like a penis, had a tube running into it and that tube was connected to the seat in such a manner that when she did anything, I would get it into my mouth. Next she placed a swimmers clamp on my nose.

"This will help you follow instructions now. In order to breath, you have to do so through the mouth and this tube. When I come in later, you will have to swallow in order to be able to breath again.
"I figure after a few times like this, we can try it without the gag. If not, then we will have to just make sure that you spend the next few days and weeks here, as I am sure the other women here would like to help me teach you an important lesson."

With that, I was blindfolded and left to contemplate this new situation. I remembered to the days before, or whenever it was now, that we were told that there was no way to be dismissed. If you did not obey, you were punished. The punishments were painful, but how much punishment was the cut off? Then I realized that there were people here that wanted to be here, so was there anyone that didn't want to be here? I felt I was tricked into being brought here, and since I would no longer be owned by that one Mistress but now by the Mistress who was training me to be her, what??? Her sissy slave? So why the toilet service? Or what was I supposed to be learning here? This had nothing to do with any fantasies that I had ever had in the past. I did not want to be a toilet slave. Sure, I loved wearing women underwear and such, but where does being a toilet slave fit into this?

I contemplated each of these thoughts, trying to figure out why this was happening to me, and I just could not wrap my head around it. Suddenly I heard something and within seconds, just as I was exhaling, I felt liquid start to pour into my mouth. Of course, my instinct was to try to stop it but I failed as I had to swallow in order to breath rather than drown. I swallowed every drop of it, forcing myself to keep it down, and felt like one of those people on that TV show, "Fear Factor" and knew that there was no monetary prize waiting at the end of this for me. But I could finally breath, though it certainly was difficult, but I heard nothing afterwards but a door closing.

I was again left to my thoughts, and went through this same pattern three more times, fighting to keep everything down each time. And in all the time I had to think about it, I came to a couple of possible reasons, all of which seemed likely:
1. I was a slave and was supposed to obey without question. (Well, I failed there, didn't I?)
2. I was being shown what the difference between myself, being a sissy slave, and a woman, who has to suffer these things each month. Since I could not feel them, I had to suffer them (sort of what the Mistress had told me earlier but I refused to really believe)
3. To learn proper respect for my Mistress

Of course, all of these would likely be correct, or else more things as well, but these became the core of my realization. Of course, there was the additional idea that I could be sold as a slave just as the others here would be if I did not do as I was told, and that made me think that it was certainly better to obey and at least know who it was I was owned by rather than leave it up to chance or fate or worse, the highest bid.

So, I resolved that it would be in my best interest to do as I was told, to "buck up" and suffer my fate as my station now demanded of me. I guess that my Mistress was thinking the same thing, or else she was reading my mind, which I was finding possible, when the blindfold and gag were removed.

"So, slave. Are you going to obey?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Good sissy. Time to prove yourself." With that, I watched as she sat down and I opened my mouth in anticipation of the gift from my Mistress. I did not have to wait long and I swallowed quickly so as to not think about it too much. With an effort born of desire and desperation, I forced the last bit down and waited.

"Okay. It seems that you have learned a little something. I will tell you that you will have to do this again, but not tonight. I will not warn you in advance, as you should always expect to do something that you may not want to do. But as you are a slave to me, you WILL do what you are commanded to do, without question or hesitation.
"Tomorrow, we will start something else for you, and this humiliation will be difficult for you, I am sure. The others will go through it later, but since I am training you to serve ME the way I want you serving me, you will learn how to be a very proper, yet very slutty, maid. I am sure you will love this next little training.
"Now, you are to go, clean yourself up and sleep. Since you have been here all day and most of the evening, you will need some real rest for tomorrow."

"Yes, Mistress!" and I was then lead back to the cell where I had started my day. There, I got undressed and washed up in the shower for what felt like hours. I felt so confused and sick, not so much physically but mentally. The one good thing was that I would not be spending time as a toilet slave on a daily basis, I hoped. But what was this humiliation that I was going to have to experience?  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Of course, I would not have to wait too long to find out what was to be waiting for me, as it felt like I had just fallen asleep when I felt someone shaking me.
"Wake up, sissy!"
I looked up, saw my Mistress and instantly woke up, jumping out of bed and kneeling on the floor.
"Sorry Mistress!"
"For what, sissy?"
"I must have overslept if You are waking me up, Mistress."
I hear an evil laugh. "No, sissy. You did not oversleep, I am waking you up early so that you can be ready for the rather long day ahead of you. Get cleaned up and then get back out here."
"Yes, Mistress!" and I rush into the bath area of the room.

Once in there, I start to wash up, cleaning myself top to bottom, inside and out, as I have been instructed to do, including giving myself an enema. Of course, the difficult part of the whole thing is reinserting the dildo plug inside me, but I manage to get that inserted and locked back in place. I return back to my room in minutes, cleaned and see Mistress still in there, waiting for me.

"Bend over, I want to make sure that your plug is in, nice and tight!" I go over to Her and bend at my waist.
"Yes, it is locked in place. Soon, I think you will need a larger one inside you, but this will hold for now.
"Okay, now I want you to stand straight up and lean your weight against the wall there, hand up in the air." as she points to the far wall. I go and lean, with my hands high in the air and I feel the corset going around my waist.
I peek down as she puts it around me and I see that it is a very feminine looking one on the outside. As it goes around my waist though, I feel the hardness of the inner fabric as she laces it tightly, making my altered form even narrower at the waist.

"Well, sissy, I think that this will make you look even better. This corset is lined with very sturdy leather, though on the outside it looks like satin and lace. I do not want it to rip or tear while you are wearing this particular corset, and since your waist is not quite as small as I would like it, you have to be laced up. Now, you need to finish dressing and be ready to go in just a few more minutes."

Just as I am about to say "Yes,Mistress" I hear the alarm go off waking everyone else in the hall. I realize that I was woke up earlier than the rest for some reason, but I am unsure of that reason at the present time. So I just hurry along, making sure that my make up is ready and I am dressed in my maids uniform, this time all in white satin with black trim. I go out to wait when I see my Mistress waiting there, pointing to the floor and I kneel there rather than stand waiting for the rest. Then I watch as the others come out of their rooms and they stand where they are supposed to, and some look down to see me kneeling there with my Mistress.

The others are looking and then their own trainers arrive.

"Well, are we in for a treat today! We all get to watch a live porn show, where all of you get to see some of the very things that you will all get to do. Of course, finding a volunteer for today's show was not difficult, as there is no such thing as disobeying a command here, so our volunteer is waiting on it's knees just wondering what is going to happen to it.
"Well, before you all get to have your breakfast, our volunteer is going to satisfy a few men with it's little sissy mouth.
"Oh, I know, we could always just put the ring in there and then fuck it's mouth, but this time, we are going to treat you with something even better. A willing sucking of well endowed cocks! Yes, not one but several. And it is going to be even better because the little sissy will swallow AFTER showing everyone the cum inside it's mouth, better known as savoring the flavor of the present given to it."

With that, I watched as the first man was lead into the hall, stark naked and very well endowed, not only in length but in thickness as well. He walked right up to me, and since I was on my knees, I could not see anything but his cock just waiting for my mouth. I opened my mouth, reached up with my hand to hold it when I felt my hand being grabbed from behind and I felt my wrists being cuffed behind me.

"Oh, no sissy. No hands this time. This is all mouth and tongue today." and I heard the evil laugh again.

I started to move my head and licking as much as I could, making sure that I paid close attention to the head as well as underneath, working as best as I could, trying to remember where it felt good to have attention paid to my own cock, way back when, I thought, I had one, so to speak, I thought. I could feel it actually getting stiffer and little quivers as I licked and sucked on the first real cock I had ever had in my mouth. 
 
    
As time went on, and it felt sort of like an eternity, I felt a hand grab my head and my entire mouth getting filled with cock. I couldn't move fast enough for him it seemed as he was forcing me to take it faster and faster and I realized that he must be getting ready to explode inside my mouth when he did, and the salty and somewhat slimy tasting cum started to almost pour into my mouth. I remember that I was told not to swallow until he was done since I had to show everyone the cum in my mouth before I could swallow, but the taste of it was starting to affect me and I really did not want to keep it there on my tongue for very long. 
 
    
I used my lips and tongue as best I could to milk his cock dry and when he finally pulled out I opened my mouth while tilting my head back so as to not loose any, but also to keep the taste partly off my tongue.

"So, he gave you a good present, huh sissy? Well, everyone could see how much you seemed to enjoy giving pleasure to him, and by the looks of it, he really enjoyed your mouth too. So you can now enjoy the rewards of a blow job, well done!"

After I swallowed the cum, I said "Thank You, Mistress" and watched as the next one came into the room. I could tell that this was going to be a repeat of the last one, and I also saw that the others were wondering how much longer this was going to take, as some were probably hungry and some of them were bored. I guess that was solved as I started to hear the sound of lashes falling onto skin and the screams of the others in the room. Then I caught sight of the fact that each of the others near me were also on their knees and I saw the ring gag being placed in the mouth of one of the others there with me, and more males being led into the room.

"See, now all of you can be a part of the show. You didn't think that only this one sissy was going to entertain us, did you?" and I heard that laugh again, telling me that this was only the beginning of the day, as my Mistress then leaned over and whispered into my ear, "This is just the beginning. Just wait until later. I have a special treat waiting for you later today, one that will make you mine forever, as if you weren't already!"  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Part Nine 
 
      
 
    

I was now finishing my second cock of the morning, and just like the first, I played and made the man inside my mouth moan with pleasure as I used my tongue, licking and stroking his very rigid and erect penis inside my mouth. the part that was really surprising to me as he started to tense up was that I was actually starting to enjoy this treatment and as the cum shot deep into my mouth, I realized that I was starting to enjoy the flavor of cum. A small part of me though still screamed out in protest, telling me that it was not right. However, as I was no longer in charge of myself, I realized that what I might have thought was right and wrong had no bearing on my new reality.
My Mistress looked down at me and smiled, causing me to warm inside.

"Good sissy. Now, while we are waiting for these other little sissies to suck their first cock and taste their first cum, I think you need a little discipline, don't you agree, SLAVE!"

My Mistress had never really called me that by name, always just referred to that title. This time she was actually CALLING ME 'slave'. Of course, I instantly replied, "YES, MISTRESS!" and got up onto my feet as she led me to a chair in the hall. I was then bent over the back of the chair, with my ass displayed and my panties pulled down. Then I felt my Mistress remove the anal plug that was inside me.

"Well slave, you have had this little 2 inch plug inside you for a few days, I guess it is time for you to get the good one.
"This new little plug will make sure that you are always reminded of your sexuality. It is, just for you, 10 inches long and 2 1/2 inched thick. It is well shaped, just like a good penis, and it does amazing things.
"This plug will vibrate, which I know you really enjoy, but it will also contract and expand, taking it's length from 9 to 10 inches, at varying speeds, just like a good lover.
"It has veins and ridges, just like a fully erect penis and has a very slow drain battery, which we have tested and lasts upwards of 48 hours at a charge."

All of the sudden, I feel it's pressure upon me and it, for some wonderful reason just slips right in, though the pressure at first was amazingly painful. However, in seconds, the pain was gone and I could feel and hear the locking mechanism being fastened. Once it was locked, I started to feel the vibrator going, followed by the slow and gentle thrusts of the plug as it started that gentle torture inside my ass.

"Thank You, Mistress!" 
 
    
"Good slave. Now for your discipline!"

With that, I felt the first lash upon my exposed and tormented ass, waiting for the last sissy in the hall to finish her first blow job. It seemed to take forever, as some had no idea what to do and were also getting whipped for their ineptitude. But finally, the last tortured soul there on the floor received her cum load and swallowed and my own discipline was finished. I was allowed to stand up and all of us were led to the dining area, where we were allowed to have a light breakfast. As I finished my breakfast, my Mistress came up to me.

"Well, today you get to experience something that these sissies will not for several months. However, since I want to go shopping, you get to go shopping with me. Won't that be wonderful, slave?" 
 
    
"Yes, Mistress!" I replied, though I was totally afraid as I had been told that all I get to wear is this satin French Maid's uniform and all the other wonderful little frilly things that I was wearing, meaning that I was going to suffer some interesting humiliation.

Unfortunately for me, my humiliation was going to be worse, since I did not get to have my manacles removed not a cover for the bright pink collar around my neck telling all the world that I was a sissy slave. My ankle manacles remained in place, causing me to walk in short steps and around my waist was a metal band, covered in leather, with wrist cuffs attached, locking them near my waist, with only a five inch chain worth of movement.
While we were being driven to the place where my Mistress wanted to shop, I was told the so called ground rules.

"Slave, you are to refer to me as Mistress, even in public. You are my slave, and I will call you such, or even 'sissy slave' if I so choose.
"You will always say 'Yes, Mistress' when I ask you a question.
"You will always curtsey to me when given an order by me, saying, 'Yes, Mistress, Your slave obeys' as you curtsey.
"You will, when I tell you, kneel on the floor, sitting on your heels with your skirt portion of your uniform surrounding your feet.
"You will worship my feet upon command, in public, if I so command.
"You will speak when spoken to by anyone in public. You will refer to yourself in the third person, replying as 'this slave ...' and answer the question, always ending with either 'Ma'am' to a woman or "sir' to a man.
More instructions followed as we drove down the busy highway and all I could think about, as my Mistress told me what I was supposed to do while out with her, was her words along with, in the back of my head, the wonderful feeling I had inside me as the vibrating anal plug/cock/tormentor worked it's magic inside me.

We eventually arrived at the mall, which caused me some trepidation, but I quickly got over it as I stood up and felt a choker chain going around my neck, like a dog. Attached to it was a long chain leash and I was led through the parking lot in my six inch heels and maid's uniform. I also felt the dampness of my panties as I had been oozing into them for the last hour or so from the constant arousal I was receiving form the plug inside me. The pleasure I was feeling inside was driving my locked up penis nuts, wanting to become erect and demanding attention, but with the chastity, that was never going to happen. But the need and desire was not going away.
  
 
    
We went into the mall and in an instant, I realized that the mall was somewhat packed with people. This caused some fear, and as we walked, I knew and watched as people stared and laughed at me. Those that could see the collar, which would be, in my head anyone withing 100 miles, could read the words "sissy slave" in black on the pink collar. of course, the fact that the uniform and petticoat were short and exposed the tops of my stockings, the fact that they were seamed and were connected at the ankle and foot to me in six inch heels was more than one thing to draw attention to myself. Of course, the fact that I was, without the heels, over six foot tall in the first place only exacerbated the problem.
As we continued through the mall, we finally arrived at the first store where my Mistress wanted to shop. The first store was a leather shop and as we walked in, the smell of leather infused my body.

Throughout the day, I knelt many times and curtsied what must have been a thousand times as I had been commanded to do so many little things. When Mistress decided that she was hungry, I was made to kneel on the floor, worshiping her feet, exposing my panties and the tops of my stockings for anyone and everyone to see. 
 
    
All through the day, I heard myself being laughed at, but as the time passed, I learned to not let it bother me. It was difficult, and it still caused me to blush more and more as people laughed or pointed at me and said things that hurt me on the inside. But I knew it was coming and took it all. And through it all, I had that constant pressure inside me, causing me more and more pleasure but also the pain and agony of no release.

Finally, my Mistress decided that she was done shopping. I was standing and walking, carrying all of her five bags, just like a dutiful maid, though one dressed a little different than most so called normal ones. When we arrived at the car, I was told to kneel on the floor of the car as Mistress entered the car.

"Well slave, you seem to have survived this little adventure, and all day I have wanted to give you a little reward. So I want you to bring me pleasure with your tongue!" 
 
    
"Yes, Mistress!" 
 
    
I brought my face to her feet, kissing Mistress' feet at first, thanking her for the reward that I was to receive. Within seconds, I felt the choker pull me up towards her sex as I started to kiss there, then gently licking in circles and then finally entering her with my tongue. I spent the remainder of the trip there between her legs, bringing my Mistress to orgasm three times, taking in her taste and aroma during that time.

When I felt the car stop, Mistress pushed my head away and handed me a wet-wipe.
"Clean off yourself and then fix up your make-up, slave." 
 
    
"Yes, Mistress!" I eagerly complied with my instructions, taking out my make-up and fixing it all so that I looked like the proper slave for my Mistress. Then I was allowed to get out of the car and realized that we were not back where we had started.

"Well slave, this is my little club. Inside here, where you will soon be working, we have our little sissies who were not bought at the auction. Here, they get to work as our bar-maids and club hostess'.
"You will become one of them, as this is my club and how you will earn PART of your living. You will also be my personal slave, living as my maid at my home.
"The good news for you is that you will no longer be living at the academy but rather here at my home, serving as my slave from this day forward.
"Tonight, you will work your first shift as one of my hostess'. Of course, learning what a hostess has to do will come during the night tonight.
"Of course, for right now, I think that you need to come into the house and see where you will be living from now on." With that, I was led into the building, which after getting onto an elevator took us up to the second floor of this place.
When we got to the second floor, my Mistress led me into the hall and started to show me the entire apartment, for want of a better word, finding the kitchen, living room, dining room, my Mistress' bedroom suite and then my suite.
I was surprised that I had actually gotten a fairly large area for a sleeping suite until I realized that part of the suite was also a discipline room, which had several different "tools of the trade" as it was.
There was a St Andrews cross, a set of stocks, a bondage horse, a whipping post and several other places to be bound and disciplined. A few cabinets held other little tools like cuffs and whips, there to serve as a not so gentle reminder.

Then as I was being shown around, I heard a door open and in walked a very nice looking man, who walked up to my Mistress and kissed her hand.

"So, this is the new maid, my love?" 
 
    
"Yes, Randall. This is my sissy slave, who will be my maid. Of course, I think that you have some need that she can fulfill, right?” 
 
    
"Oh yes. But how much can I 'fill' her?" Randall asked with a laugh. 
 
    
"Oh, I think that she would be pleasantly surprised at how much you can 'fill' her, dear."

My mistress looked at me and smiled.

"Slave, this is part of your reward and introduction to the club. this is Randall, who is the club manager from downstairs. He has graciously accepted the offer to assist you with your new duties as a hostess. 
 
    
"Of course, you have to learn what a hostess does, and I am sure that you already have something of an idea as to what they, and shortly you, will be doing. 
 
    
"Naturally, you have done a little of what you will need to be doing already, but Randall has been a part of you for most of the day today."

I heard that and realized that the only thing that had been with me almost the whole day was the plug that had been driving me nuts all day. My Mistress looked at me and smiled that evil smile that I had come to know and realized that my virginity was going to be totally wiped away very, very shortly...

"Well, slave, I think that you need to get yourself ready for the final part of your training, as well as your first lesson in being a club hostess."

"Yes, Mistress!" I looked down and started to pull down my ruffled panties and then bent over the chair that was there in front of me. I heard the click of the lock behind me and felt the plug slowly coming out of me. 
 
    
When I felt it pop out of my ass, allowing it to gently ease a bit and then felt the sting of the riding crop. I moaned a little and then saw Randall's cock in front of my face. I realized that my Mistress was not kidding, for his erect cock was long and thick, making me realize that I had indeed been aroused by a copy of this cock.
Without even being told to, I opened my mouth and Randall slid his cock into my mouth and I eagerly wrapped my lips around it.
As I was tasting his cock, I felt the lashes fall upon my ass, and I knew that very soon, the cock inside my mouth would soon be entering my warming behind.  
 
    In minutes, I could taste his pre-cum in my mouth and Randall pulled out. A couple of lashes fell on my ass and then the wonderful pressure of Randall's cock entering my ass, slowly but surely, until he was fully inside me. I could feel his scrotum and balls brush against my behind as he started to slowly thrust in and out of me, never fully leaving me, but making me feel his entire length as he fucked me slow and hard.
All I could do was moan as the pain and pleasure of his invasion took me on a journey I had never expected to take but one that I was so happy to be starting upon...  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thank you for reading my book. I certainly hope that you enjoyed it. 
 
      
 
    I would appreciate it if you would drop me a line with any and all suggestions, comments or even critique.  
 
      
 
    You can send me an email at: 
 
      
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
      
 
      
 
    You can keep up with things at my website: 
 
      
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsite.com/website 
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