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    In the year 2124, things around the world essentially shifted from a male dominated world to a female dominated world. It was mostly because women around the world realized that they had more control than they thought, and not just in the home. As a political force, they found that by banding together, they could not only change the world, but they could run it. 
 
    It didn’t happen overnight, and in fact, it took many more years to fully effect the changes. And while there were a great many decent men out there, there were just as many, if not more, corrupt males out there. Of course, there were some women who were the same way, either good or corrupt, and they too suffered defeat as the planet changed. 
 
    And with the changes came more acceptance of some, shall we say, interesting approaches to behaviors and acceptance. Of course, sexual relations between the genders changed, in some strange ways. Casual sex was not frowned upon so much, but women and men did so in often differing ways. Not to say that sex was bad, but it was seen differently. And thus the “Brothel System” was born. 
 
    However, rather than being illegal or frowned upon, it was actually embraced, though the way it was embraced was, to say the least, odd. Because instead of hiring women and having “Madam’s and the like, or even pimps, it was not going to be run by the governments in each country. But the way the employees were selected and trained, well, that was the exact opposite of how it is seen now. 
 
    Outside of a few areas in each country, brothels were frowned upon and the sex workers were rather taken for granted or given little to no respect. This began changing after a while to a little more respect but, finding those to work in the NEW system was a little more difficult. So, rather than calling the sex workers bad people or worse, the governments, with a little help from a special woman, who became a judge, found a better way to find workers. And in her manner, well, it was unique and eventually a stellar success. 
 
    This woman judge, who before becoming a judge was a professional Dominatrix, ran in her rather palatial home, an Academy to train men, both young and old, to be more feminine. She had other clients, submissives all, who came to her but the men seeking to find their feminine self, either with or without discipline, were her favorites. 
 
    When she was asked to run for a judgeship in her area, initially she turned them down. She was still making a fair living with her current lifestyle and she had the devotion of many submissive men and women. Many visited but a couple of lucky one’s lived there full time. A couple were females but ten of them were feminized males, who not only adored their Mistress but did anything and everything that their Mistress commanded.  If you saw them, you would never know that they were male, though that might be a little off since their male anatomy was altered. Oh, they still had their male parts, but they were locked away permanently, and none of them complained. And if they were told to perform some sexual act, they did so, happily and willingly. 
 
    It took the people about three years to convince her to run for the judgeship. But what got her was the fact that they wanted to do something about the Brothels. And as she thought about it, she realized there was something that she could do to not only facilitate the new system but help it to flourish. All she had to do was convince the government that she could train the sex workers and then send them to the government brothels. And the way to do that was to take some of the lessor offense criminals and offer them something other than spending many years in jail. 
 
    Of course, many of these people, both women and men, might at first accept the idea but then, as they learned their fate, decide to NOT go through with the offer. But since they wanted to cut back on ALL crime, minimum sentences were starting to increase for all but minor infractions. So, the offer would be a chance to become one of the sex workers for half the original sentence. Minimum sentences were 10 years in jail, medium to hard labor. However, serious crimes tended to, well, garner a different punishment. Murder or manslaughter were dealt with in such a way that, unless accidental, you were either put to death or spent the rest of your life in hard labor. Sexual crimes, well, those got a somewhat fitting punishment as well, life as a sex worker, but not in the brothels but in the jails. 
 
    It did not matter if you were male or female. You committed a crime, you were given the option. Becoming a sex worker or going to jail. But there were things not explained in their deal until they arrived for their training. And the training was only held 4 times a year. Until the training class began, they were transformed, chastised (Yes, both males and females were chastised!) and if there was something more needed, it was handled there BEFORE arrival at the new Academy facility. 
 
    If you were a female, a little bit of work may be required. All trainees were given, if need be, breast augmentation via hormone and other means, to bring them up to a minimum of D cup breasts. Waists were whittled down through corsetry and many other things to bring out the feminine appearance. 
 
    If you were a male, this process was far more intense, but it took the same amount of time, about 2 months. But by the time you were finished with the physical transformation, you no longer looked like a male. You had breasts that were as sensitive as a natural woman’s. And you had everything else looking like a female except for your penis and balls. These remained though locked away. So, for the males, their becoming feminized became, essentially, PERMANENT. 
 
    However, this was not the only way that they got trainees. Most of them did come from the justice system but there were still those who felt, somewhere deep inside themselves, that they wanted something different than what genetics had given them. And those who wanted to go this route also became sex workers, though their “contract” was far different than those who arrived from the justice system, though there were parts that followed it. 
 
    Once they arrived at “The Academy” discipline was maintained through corporal punishment, bondage and other techniques. And all of them, be they “criminal” or volunteer, were disciplined and punished, not individually but as a group. What one of their number failed at, either disobeying or failing to do something in the proper manner, the punishment was two-fold. First was the physical punishment, a whipping or something along those lines, and then the contract was changed for them. It usually took them about a month to realize that obedience was better than fighting, and their sentence or contract time would be increased for each offense of each individual in that “class” The usual sentence might have started as 5 years but by the time the class completed, all of them may, instead, have to serve 15 or 20 years as, essentially a sex slave. 
 
    And it did not matter what you were before. What mattered was that now, because of the new Brothel System and “The Academy” that there was now a thriving sex market for those seeking casual sexual encounters. And while they were not specifically called this, they were, in essence, the… 
 
      
 
    Sissy Academy 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jason (SS-2140-3-9) 
 
      
 
    Jason was one of those kids that, well, tried to figure out a way to make a buck off anyone doing anything. But at least he had SOME sort of ethics. But then again, sometimes one’s idea of ethics is another person’s idea of being immoral. It all depended upon the thing that was happening, and how much harm could it really do. I mean, it was a somewhat free society. 
 
    While going to a brothel was legal, as long as you were over the age of 19, pornographic magazines had been basically banished. Even the internet was regulated to the point that you had to REALLY search for it, and then, it was usually OLD stuff from back before the days. But you could find it. 
 
    But what Jason could not find was the so-called amateur stuff. Or what was called soft core. Naked women and ladies, either just taking a bath or shower or maybe playing with themselves. The stuff that young boys, and some girls, dreamed about. Finding that was a little more difficult. But Jason had a way… 
 
    What he did was actually have it made. It wasn’t hard to do, since all you have to do is find some guy or gal and film them. Of course, if the person knows they are being filmed, then it wasn’t going to be as good as the hidden camera stuff, and that is where Jason got his brilliant idea. He would actually produce the good stuff, where the people didn’t KNOW they were being watched. 
 
    He called his service the “peep show” and set it up on the internet. And his cameras were set up rather easily. Because his day job was to work with a plumbing contractor as a plumber’s helper. He would help run pipes and set up ceramic tiles or other such finishes at larger projects, like schools and universities. And he could hide the cameras just about anywhere, and run the cable or wire to someplace else and then upload it to another computer and poof… 
 
    His first year of doing this, he had set it up in the local university in both the men’s and ladies locker rooms. He was able to set up about five cameras in each of the locker rooms, all pretty much up high, though he did manage to get one about waist high when the plumbing leak was found before the basketball season had started. And he didn’t really do any advertising for the camera’s, though some people found it, both women and men, and he made a few bucks off it. 
 
    His second year, he was able to add a couple of other schools, all universities, further away from town and each of those, because he saved the money from his previous year, bought better camera’s and got even more customers. He had even been able to get into some of the dormitories and get the smaller bathrooms in the co-ed dorms hooked up. These started to bring a little bit MORE excitement for his growing customers because of some of the other action that these showers brought. 
 
    He kept investing in the cameras, as well as saving the rest of the money, though it was now coming in faster than the first year. He was doing pretty well until he got stupid. He put cameras in a high school locker room. It was only 1 camera in each of the boys and girl’s locker room but that was where he ran into a little bit of trouble. Because on of his customers caught sight of a girl, under age, taking a shower and that picture triggered the child pornography alert that was available. If someone had not been watching that live feed, it would have eventually triggered but with a person watching the live feed, it routed an alert to the federal authorities and the customer was arrested. 
 
    It took about three weeks to track down Jason, who had no idea that he was about to be arrested. And when he did, he was charged with endangering the welfare of a minor child, as well as pornography and trafficking. When he arrived at the federal detention facility, he was crying like a baby because he was told that the minimum sentence for the crime he was being charged with was 20 years in jail and forfeiture of ALL assets, which was about $250,000 spread out through all his accounts. The day of his arrest, his sites were also taken down and eventually all the cameras were found, removed and additional charges were filed. 
 
    Jason went in front of the federal judge and was offered a choice. 30 years in jail or 15 years in the Brothel Service. Jason did not know really what that would entail, since he had never really gone to one, even when he turned of age. But he figured that it had to be better than 30 years in jail. 
 
    He was then sent to the centralized lock up facility and issued a pink uniform with his new number on it. It fit kind of wrong on him and as he went through the line to get his things, he found that some of the things being issued to him seemed a little out of place. 
 
    Then he got to the end of the line and was ushered into a room and told to strip naked. Once he had done so, a couple of people, dressed like a nurse, looked at him and then had him lay down on a table. Then, without warning, they secured his arms and legs to the table and before he knew it, he felt them inject something into his arm. It stung like hell, caused him to feel woozy and then he passed out. 
 
    A week later, he finally came out of the effects of the drugs given to him to find himself lying down on another bed, this one kind of small but far more comfortable than that table. Then he reached out and began to notice that things were NOT the way that they used to be. 
 
    He felt something tightly around his waist and realized that he was wearing a very sturdy and strict corset around his waist. And his entire body was hairless, even the top of his head. And lastly, he felt a strange weight at his groin. And when he looked down, he saw the scariest thing. A pink metal chastity device had been secured to his cock. There was no locking device, just the tube wrapping his cock and the strange pain there was caused by the three piercings to his penis, attaching the chastity to him, for all intents and purposes, permanently. And then he saw the mirror and screamed. 
 
    Looking back at him was not Jason but a very feminine looking bald… what??? And not only did he have rather large breasts, but his face was softer and rounder, his legs and arms were hairless and softer. He was a feminized version of his old self. And the second he tried to speak, his voice did not sound like a him but rather a female sounding voice. 
 
    “Well, well, look at the new little sissy, awake just in time to head to the Academy to learn how to be a PROPER little sissy sex slave… I bet you are going to have a wonderful time learning to be a little slut. But I bet she gets bumped to 25 years, because I see a little fight in this one. What do you think, Sam?” 
 
    Jason looked at the two guards, both women, smile and laugh. 
 
    “I don’t know, Cassy. This one might become a personal slave to a buyer. Just look at how girly it looks and that is only after a week… The serum usually has three to four weeks to perform its magic. And it already has pretty good-sized tits! Some wealthy woman or man may buy out the contract! Won’t be the first time… And it might go pretty high!” 
 
    The two women laughed and then suddenly stopped. 
 
    “Okay sissy, turn around and put your hands behind your back. If you argue or fight this, you will add to your current 15 years so…” 
 
    Jason complied and felt restraints being placed on his wrists. 
 
    “Open your mouth!” 
 
    Jason complied and then watched as a very large dildo shaped gag was placed in his mouth and locked into place. There was a hole in the center of it to allow him to breathe, which was good because the next thing he felt was a very restrictive leather hood being placed over his head, blind folding him and essentially dampening any and all sound. As the hood was tightened around his face, he could feel the beginning of a panic attack coming over him and then he felt air being pushed through the mouth opening. Then he heard something right in his ear. 
 
    “You need to relax or else you may injure yourself. You will need to get used to this because each and every time you move, you will be hooded like this. For now, this is to essentially get you ready for your first weeks at The Academy. It is a long ride for you, as this is the second of five stops BEFORE you arrive. You will be fed and watered through this tube in your mouth. Now relax!” 
 
    Jason tried to relax, because he really had no other choice. And in about ten minutes was escorted to the bus and placed in his own restrictive cage. He did not know how long he was in there, could not remember how many times he had been given food or water and he realized that he had no control of his own body other than breathing. He could tell that the vehicle had stopped a couple of times but that was about all he knew. 
 
    When they finally arrived at the Academy, it took a little while to empty the vehicle. Each one was brought off individually and led, while still wearing the hood over their head, into the building and then stripped naked, except for their corsets. They wore no socks on their feet nor anything else to cover their bodies. When the hood as taken off, standing in front of Jason and 11 other similarly clad people, on a raised stage, was a very stern looking woman all in leather. And standing behind her were 12 other women, also clad in leather, though a little more revealing than the one in front. 
 
    Jason looked around at the others in the room with him and saw that there were also women on the ground with them, also dressed in what was not leather but uniforms. And in each of their hands was a riding crop. And he also noticed that each of them was looking around. 
 
    All 12 of these people felt the riding crop slap their asses at the same time as they heard the command to kneel on the floor. All 12 screamed out in pain as they fell, thought it wasn’t very loud, since they were all still gagged. 
 
    “Welcome…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Carl (SS-2140-3-4) 
 
      
 
      
 
    Carl was a rather diminutive man. Had been almost all of his life. By the time he had graduated from school, he had never really had many friends. It wasn’t that he wasn’t friendly or anything but he was not really outgoing. He knew people and they knew he existed, especially the teachers. Most of his teachers realized that he was intelligent and would actually give him additional assignments, not because he needed them but because he had actually ASKED for them. 
 
    When he graduated high school, he was accepted at a college and even excelled there. But there had always been something he felt was missing and it didn’t really occur to him what it might be. His instructors and professors all liked him, because he asked good questions and wanted to learn. But it was not until his junior year, when he had to decide upon the final major of his career that he had difficulty. 
 
    Because he really had no idea what it was that he wanted to do with his life. He was curious about everything but still had difficulty making REAL friendships. Each of the teachers noticed this and tired to see if they could give him some sort of help or direction. But each time, it seemed to be for naught. 
 
    However, there was one teacher, one who Carl did not study under, that noticed the student with no direction. By the time they all got to their junior year, they had an idea but not this one, she thought. And in looking at his class load the last two years, she noticed that he seemed to like learning about EVERYTHING! And in talking to the professors he had been under, they all said the same thing. That he strived to learn everything and please everyone. 
 
    Professor Marcus, who taught one of the very select classes in the university, decided that she would use her particular skills to see what he was all about. For Professor Marcus taught a subject that many people thought was important but also a little taboo. She taught human sexuality and worked with students to learn their purpose in life. Of course, HER students, for their two to four years they studied under her, learned about not only sex, which was a nothing subject, but on how to deal with sexuality. Those were two different things in her classes. 
 
    Because gender does not determine sexuality. Leaders and followers, dominants and submissives, who was in charge and who was the subject. All of this was the human sexuality in a nutshell. And there was something in Carl that had her wondering if perhaps he was one of the special people. 
 
    All it took was inviting him to her office to discuss what he was looking for. Her class was actually one of the required courses though which one of them the student took was determined by the interview. And Professor Marcus wanted to see if Carl was one of those special few for her “special” class. It had a very interesting field study program, and in the end, some of those who finished the class found their calling. 
 
    Others, well, learned that life is not always what you hope it will be but rather what you make it to be. But first, they had to get through the interview. And each student that she talked to she interviewed differently. Some she talked to like a mother. She wasn’t all that old, only 30 years of age and talking to men and women who were not all that much younger than herself. But she could talk to them like their mother or even a sister to some of the men or women, and help them figure it all out. 
 
    Others that she interviewed, she came off like the iron clad bitch of fame and legend. It all depended upon what vibe she felt with the student. 
 
    Some came in nervous and others confident. Some even came in cocky. The cocky ones found out in a matter of seconds who was in charge and who was not. Even the confident ones felt the professor’s power. The weak ones, those were the ones that seemed to NEED her classes to find themselves. Then there was the last classification of students. 
 
    These were the curious! They might lack some direction but, in the end, they were CURIOUS! They WANTED to learn, discover and even grow. These were her favorite students. Because they wanted to discover things, not only about the world but themselves. Many of her curious ones had found out that they were missing one little thing and when that thing was found, became better for that. 
 
    This is the category of student that she felt Carl was in. It was not that he lacked direction but more she felt he was looking for that special nudge to get him going in the right direction. And she even felt she knew what that direction might be, though she had been known to be wrong before. 
 
    The day of the interview with Carl, she decided that she would dress a special way. Her students were used to seeing her in this manner, since it was usual for her to teach a class sometimes dressed in this manner. For you see, the professor had been, until four years previous, a professional Dominatrix. She still was one, as well as being a professor. She still had clients who paid dearly for her services, far more than her salary as a professor. None of her students were a client of hers, though some of her students were clients of, well, some of her OTHER students. Not that all of her students fell into Dominant or submissive types, only about 10% did. Most of her other students were curious and studied the psychology of the relationships, the people and their interactions not only among each other but also outside the classroom and lecture halls. 
 
    And it was not like she was directing the students either. About evenly split were things. There were dominant males and submissive males. And it was not so much by gender to whom they were one way or the other. The men were not dominant to only women or vice versa. It covered the entire spectrum. 
 
    But Professor Marcus also liked dealing with the other students, the ones taking the class who didn’t fall into either category. They too were curious but while being exposed to it in some way didn’t pass judgement on the others but were curious about how they seemed to be wired one way or the other. And it was not just in the D/s life either. Their sexuality, from preferences to partners were studied and discussed as well. Because it was all about that and the human interactions that these classes discussed. 
 
    But there was something about Carl that made Professor Marcus decide to dress even more so like her Dominatrix side, from the stiletto heels, seamed stockings to the strict corset and leather skirt. The students at the University, upon seeing her, were awestruck at the sight. Carl even noticed her, though he did not put the fact that he was interviewing with her that day into his mind when he saw her. 
 
    The interview was at the end of the day and Carl essentially put the professor out of his mind as he finished his other interviews with the other professors of the classes he would be taking next term. It was not until he was walking to the human sciences building that he had reason to recall what Professor Marcus was wearing and he felt something close to panic. 
 
    That whole day, Professor Marcus was anxiously awaiting the interview. It was the only one she had scheduled that day. She also taught three classes that day and had each of her students feeling a little more submissive, even the dominant ones, during their lessons. She had brought one of her “pets” that day to discuss the finer aspects of their relationship, though one of the lessons developed into a discipline session for her “pet” for being a little bit bitchy. Of course, this DID happen during the last class, with her senior level students. So, it MIGHT have been planned that way. Who’s to know for sure. 
 
    But Professor Marcus finished that class and then returned to her office about 30 minutes before Carl was to arrive. She had a cup of tea and was only about half way through it when there was a knock on her door. Carl was 10 minutes early. 
 
    “Come in, Carl.” 
 
    Carl was surprised that the professor knew it was him, as the door had frosted glass and he did not see a way for her to know it was him. But he opened the door and walked in, closing the door as he entered and then noticed that the professor was STILL dressed in the manner in which he had seen her in the quad. 
 
    In Professor Marcus’s hand was a riding crop. And she used it to point to the chair across from her. “Sit, young man.” To emphasize the point, she swatted the chair with the crop. As she looked up at Carl, she saw something in his eyes. 
 
    “Or MAYBE, you want to KNEEL on the floor here?” pointing to the floor in front of her. 
 
    Carl didn’t know why, really, what made him do it but he knelt on the floor in front of her. And as he did, he watched the end of the crop tap against the stiletto heel and he lowered himself and kissed Professor Marcus’s stiletto clad foot. 
 
    “That’s a good boy, Carl. You may sit on the floor while we talk about where you want to go with your life.” 
 
    Carl sat down, crossing his legs and then looked up at Professor Marcus. “Thank you, ma’am” he replied. 
 
    “I have spoken to some of your other professors and they tell me that you are a very inquisitive student. You seem to soak up learning and not only ask good questions but also seem to enjoy learning. Is that true?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. The instructors here are nice to me, since I seem to ask a bunch of questions. The other students, though, seem to think I am a pain because I want to know more about some subject or another, beyond the syllabus.” 
 
    “But, it seems, Carl, that you have no specific direction, do you. I mean, you have no idea what it is you want to do with your life. Is that true?” 
 
    Carl hesitated. Professor Marcus noticed the hesitation and smiled. “Well, professor, I’m not sure if it is a direction that I am seeking or if it is just, well, someone to point out things to me that might seem obvious to them but not to me. I mean, there are some things that I have been curious about but afraid to ask about it, even knowing that I was going to have to come and take at least one of the classes here in Human Sciences. And when I read some of the outlines of what was covered, I was actually a little scared.” 
 
    Carl looked down at the floor and then felt the riding crop tip under his chin as Professor Marcus guided his head back up so he could look at her. She was smiling at him, causing him to smile a little smile. 
 
    “Carl, let me tell you something. Every student that I interview is scared about the courses I offer. Because they have no idea what the classes are all about, even after reading the course outline in the catalogue. Most of my students are there to study the psychological aspects of sexuality. It’s not that difficult to understand, as long as one has an open mind. But it requires the willingness to ask questions, observe, experiment and experience, then repeat it all over again.” 
 
    Professor Marcus smiled a little more. “Some of the students, after the basic classes, study more in-depth. Others don’t. Others are scared when they start. Some, oddly enough, are scared when they leave because they learn something about themselves that, well, they are afraid of either revealing to someone else or are afraid of NOT revealing themselves to someone special.” 
 
    Carl nodded. “But what it takes, Carl, is honesty to ask questions, not only of others but of yourself, first and foremost. Only then do you learn something about yourself and the direction that you might be seeking. It is basically a journey of self-discovery, in some ways. But I also sense in you something else.” 
 
    Carl looked at the professor in awe. There is no way that she could know that strange inner, urgent desire, could she? He had only felt it come to the front of his mind ONE time that he had acted on it and he had been ashamed and felt disgusted with himself for acting on it. 
 
    What was worse, today was that day that he had acted on it. And this woman could sense it? He looked up and then down at the floor. 
 
    “Stand up, Carl!” 
 
    He hesitated for a moment and then stood up. He was still looking at the floor. 
 
    Professor Marcus stood up and then walked up close to him. “So, Carl, are you willing to tell me what it is that you are hiding inside you or should I guess what it is?” As she said this, she was walking around him, whispering in his ear as he stood there. 
 
    “I’m afraid, ma’am!” 
 
    “Fear is good. Fear of disappointing me is a very good thing. But I think I know what it is you are hiding from me. Still, how about you take your pants down and show me your pretty little secret.” 
 
    Carl didn’t know what had come over him. But he undid his belt and then pushed his pants down off his waist to reveal the very feminine panties that he was wearing. They were silky nylon panties with lace edging along the waist and leg openings. 
 
    “Well sweet little sissy, you have excellent taste in panties. But I also sense that you feel the need to be punished for it, is that right, sissy?” 
 
    Carl didn’t know what made him say it, but it came so naturally to him. “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Mistress, is it, sissy? Does this mean that you think I own you? Or does it mean you want me to own you? Because I don’t really own any of my students!” 
 
    Carl fell to the floor onto his knees. “I don’t know, ma’am. I just know that I feel ashamed that I did this but don’t know WHY I did it in the first place. I’m scared! I was bad and deserve to be punished for it, I know. Because I stole the panties from the wash room yesterday when I saw them sitting on the floor in front of the washing machine…” 
 
    Professor Marcus smiled. She wasn’t rally expecting quite this much from the interview. Something had stuck out in her mind that morning when she had seen him but the panties were an interesting find. That he had stolen the panties was a little laughable since she knew that was how it usually started. 
 
    “So, sissy, how much should you receive as your punishment?” 
 
    Carl stopped crying for a second. He took a deep breath. “I don’t know, ma’am. I didn’t think about that. I just know that what I did was wrong, though I have no idea WHY I did it.” 
 
    “That, dear, is how just about every sissy begins, with pilfered panties. From their mom, a girlfriend or, like you, from the laundry. But they all seemingly want to be punished. So, since you want to be punished, you shall be. Follow me!” 
 
    Professor Marcus led Carl into another room next to her office. In this room, Carl could see that there was another person, a woman, naked except for a chastity device, bound and gagged in the middle of the room. And she led Carl to a spot right in front of this woman. 
 
    “Lift your arms up, sissy!” Carl lifted his arms and felt them being shackled above his head. His arms were spread about shoulder width apart. “Open your mouth, sissy” and Carl did so. Professor Marcus then picked up a large penis gag, three inches long and two inches in diameter and placed it into his mouth gagging him. 
 
    The woman raised her eyes at the gag that was placed in Carl’s mouth and this caused Professor Marcus to smile at the woman. 
 
    “Not to worry, my pet. This little sissy said she wanted to be punished. You remember your first punishment, don’t you? I seem to recall that you begged me not to stop but to keep whipping you at some point, didn’t you?” 
 
    The woman nodded. Carl saw this and looked at the professor and then the woman. 
 
    Then Carl felt his pants being completely removed. Then his shirt was cut off of him and now he was naked except for the panties he was wearing. And as he felt this, he then felt his ankles being spread apart. But what humiliated him was the fact that he could feel his cock getting rock hard. 
 
    “Oh sweetie, I guess I should have warned you that I don’t like when sissies get an erection. I guess a little extra punishment is going to be needed.” 
 
    He watched as Professor Marcus pulled down the panties to uncover his cock and balls, then she patted them with her riding crop. Once, twice, three times. Then the first real slap hit him right on his balls and he screamed. But this did not produce the effect that Carl expected. Instead of getting soft after that, he screamed and ejaculated a thick rope of cum that hit the woman’s chest right below her breasts. And he remained hard. 
 
    “Curious, sissy.” Then she went over to the small cabinet and pulled out a couple of ice cubes. When she walked over to him, she placed them on his cock and balls and as he screamed from the cold, he shrunk and went from rock hard to nothing. Then Professor Marcus pulled out the other thing, a metal chastity device and secured it on Carl’s cock. She then patted it and then pulled the panties all the way down. 
 
    “Wouldn’t want to damage the pretty panties, would we sissy?” Carl nodded, breathing hard. “Good. Now, I want you to look at my little pet there as I punish you. Because as I punish you, I am also going to punish her. I should also tell you that you are the ONLY interview I have planned for today and I really enjoy punishing sissies like you, especially for their first time.” 
 
    With that, Professor Marcus slowly and deliberately punished Carl for almost an hour. And as she did, she also punished in the same manner, the woman bound in front of him. And as he looked at her and saw the eyes and face of the woman, watching as she was slapped with the riding crop and then later with a cane, just as Carl was, he saw, reflected in her eyes, the same thing that he was starting to feel inside himself. He felt that he didn’t want the punishment to end either, just as Professor Marcus had said about the woman. Then he felt a caress against his cheek from the riding crop. Then he heard a voice. 
 
    “So, little sissy, do you have an idea of what you want to do with your life? Because I think you do now, don’t you? But the questions is, are you willing to take that step or are you afraid to take it?” 
 
    Carl nodded.  
 
    “You know what you want, right?”  
 
    Carl nodded again. 
 
    “Are you willing to take the necessary steps to get what you want?” 
 
    Carl nodded yet again. 
 
    “Good girl, sissy.” Then he watched as Professor Marcus went to another cabinet and pulled out a small box. She then opened it and pulled out a syringe and walked up to Carl. 
 
    “If you are sure, sweet sissy, I will give you this injection and when you are finished, you will be taken to a little place that will, essentially, train you to be the person that you were meant to be, which is not a man any more. That is part of what you want, right?” 
 
    Carl nodded. 
 
    “But more importantly, you want to be MY little sissy, don’t you?” 
 
    Carl nodded again, very enthusiastically! 
 
    “Good. But I will warn you, this will hurt some.” 
 
    Carl felt the needle enter his well warmed ass and though he couldn’t believe that it could hurt much more, it did. And as he screamed into the gag, he felt himself passing out. 
 
    When he woke, he was naked except for a very restrictive corset. He was also in a very strange place with bars in front and concrete walls. The bed was rather comfortable though. 
 
    He stood up and saw the mirror and discovered that he looked completely feminine, except for the pink metal thing on his cock. And he could feel something going through his cock and through the tube wrapped around his cock. 
 
    The other thing that he noticed was that he was completely hairless. And when he turned towards the bars, he saw two women standing there. 
 
    “Turn around and put your hand behind your back.” Carl instantly complied and felt the leather straps bind his wrists. 
 
    “Open your mouth” Carl complied and watched as another penis gag was placed in his mouth, a little smaller than the one he had put in his mouth with the professor. 
 
    Then the hood was placed on his head and he just stood there as the laces were tightened in place and then the straps were tightened. He didn’t panic or fidget. And he could just make out the laugh through the leather hood. 
 
    “Well, isn’t this a first. The little sissy didn’t even flinch when we put it on it.” Then he felt something go around his neck. Then he heard something like amazement. 
 
    “Mistress Sabrina? Professor Marcus is sending a sissy to the Academy? No wonder it didn’t fidget” 
 
    “Sabrina Marcus”, Carl pondered. “I know my Mistress’ name!” he thought. Then he felt himself being led somewhere and was seated on the vehicle. It was a somewhat short drive, as the stop he was picked up at was the last of the five stops and he was the only one being picked up at that particular stop. 
 
    When he arrived, he felt himself being stood up and led into a building of some sort. When he got there, he was stripped of everything but the corset and then had his hood removed. As he looked up, he saw a woman standing on a raised platform, clad all in leather, with 12 other women behind her. Then he looked around and saw 11 others, all looking like him with more women standing there with them and realized that there was one standing next to him. And all of them were holding onto a riding crop. 
 
    Carl heard the slaps of the riding crops hit the others before he felt his own slap, just as the command to kneel was heard. Carl had started to kneel just as the crop struck his ass. He could feel the sting as he cried out, though since he and the rest of them were gagged, it wasn’t too loud. 
 
    “Welcome…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Academy Welcomes You! 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Welcome to each of you new sissies to what we like to call, “The Sissy Academy!” because, you see, this training facility does not train the women being sentenced to the Brothel System but only the little sissy boys who need to learn to be feminine and slutty before going to their brothel or elsewhere.” 
 
    The woman paced on the stage, and each of the sissies watched as she walked in her six-inch stiletto heels and watched as she turned and faced them again. 
 
    “Each of you have been brought here to essentially become as feminine as possible as well as learning to be as much of a slut as we can train you. And trust me, you will become such sluts that you would never recognize yourselves. Of course, since you have been genetically altered into the sissies you are now, you already do not recognize yourselves.” 
 
    An evil smile crossed her face. “Yes, sissies, you have all been altered. Yes, you still have that little thing between your legs but the rest of you is all pretty much altered permanently. Those breasts you have are pretty much real and the rest of you is as well. As for the chastity devices you are all wearing, those are quite permanent as well. You are not needing them anyways, since you are essentially sissy sex slaves for as long as you are sentenced or contracted for. But your contract can be altered, based not only on how YOU behave but how ALL of you behave. Because if one of you is a bad or disobedient sissy, ALL of you will be punished. And not just with corporal punishment but also with increased time added to your sentence or contract. We do not care how long you start here with, because the time here does not count. 
 
    “Nor do we care how much time you have added to your time out there. We have no trouble breaking you using whatever means possible to make you into the obedient sex slaves that you are to become. 
 
    “It also does not matter if you are here from either the justice system of voluntarily, you are all going to be treated in the same manner and trained in the same manner. You would be amazed at how many volunteers cause more difficulties for themselves and the others because they do not fully grasp the idea of what they are in for. 
 
    “And for those of you here through the justice system, a word of advice. If you decide now that you are not willing to obey and learn, we can send you back to the jails and prisons where you can serve out your sentence of however long it would have been. But you should also know that it will be as a prison sissy for the entire time you serve there. While it MIGHT be better for some of you, you should know that your sentence would be BOTH sentences. If you were to receive 10 years or five here, you now have a 15-year sentence as a prison sissy. PLUS, every time you are a disobedient or bad sissy, they will add time to you in the number of YEARS being added. 
 
    “The choice is up to you. Choose wisely as you only have ONE opportunity. And for those here voluntarily, well, your contracts are just as flexible as the justice sentences. Just that, well, your owners have already told you what will happen. You do not get that choice of running away as the others.” 
 
    The gags were removed and then the woman on the stage walked down off the platform and walked in front of the assembled sissies. When she walked in front of each one, she simply said one word to each one. “Choose!” 
 
    The first five chose to stay. The sixth one, shaking his head, said “Prison!” then was gagged, hooded and left the place, fighting it all the way. Each of the others said stay until she arrived at the last one. 
 
    “So, sissy, you are my only volunteer sissy, and you come from a very special Mistress. Tell me, are you one of her students?” 
 
    Carl shook his head. “No, ma’am. I was supposed to be one of her students but she said to me during my interview that she doesn’t take students as, well…” 
 
    “Yes, I know. But you would have to be the first that she has sent to us with the stipulation that you are to be trained as a sissy, with the knowledge that you are also a masochistic sissy. And she has NOT had you sign a contract either, correct?” 
 
    Carl nodded. “I believe that is correct. I don’t recall a contract, ma’am. All I know is that Mistress punished me in front of a woman and as I was being punished, I realized that, well…” 
 
    “Yes, that you had discovered something. I know. So you will be trained and disciplined just as these others. How long you will be Mistress Sabrina’s sissy has not been determined. She may keep you or she will sell you. But for now, you wear her collar around your neck.” 
 
    Then the woman walked away and went back up on the stage. She looked at all of the remaining 11 sissies there and smiled. 
 
    “One of your number has decided that being here and learning to basically be a whore to whomever pays for your time was worse than being locked inside a prison being the bitch to whomever needed to have his balls drained that day. Of course, rather than learning in this environment, they get the prison environment and that is something totally different. Where we will gradually get you to where you need to be, she will get, what they call, on the job training. Too bad really but that is how it goes.” 
 
    She then held out a simple little control unit and pressed a button. With that one press, each of them cried out as they felt the searing pain of an electrical shock to their cock and balls! 
 
    “This is to let you know that punishment is swift and painful. This is NOT the only form of punishment that you will have. In fact, that is only to get your attention before punishment is given. Punishment is given in three stages. That was stage one. 
 
    Stage two is the group punishment, while attached to the whipping posts. Then there will be the addition of time to the sentence. And it will be given to EVERYONE for each person’s offense. If all 11 of you commit an offense that day, all of you will have 11 months added to your sentence. That is in addition to the one month that would be added to your sentence for the offense. If all of you are good and obedient, then nothing is added to your sentences. 
 
    “But obedience is expected at all times and WITHOUT hesitation. If you hesitate, then you fail and thus, you will be punished. ALL of you will be punished. 
 
    “Now that you know that, let me explain the rules here. They are rather simple. It is all summed up in one word. OBEY! You will OBEY your trainers. They tell you to do something, you will do it, without hesitation or question. If you don’t, you will be punished. 
 
    “You will be trained to be sexual sissies. That means that you will learn to perform oral sex on both men and occasionally women. You will also experience anal sex, either with a cock or a dildo. It will not matter if you haven’t done it before, because by the time you leave here, you will not only have done it many times but, well, you will either love it or you had better fake it REALLY good. Because you will be performing sexual favors for many years to come. 
 
    “You will also trained to be very feminine. A sissy sex slave does not walk around like a man. A sissy sex slave also must do OTHER things besides sex. You will also be required to be such things as a maid, cook, gardener or some other task that may be needed at the Brothel. Cleaning up after another sex slave after a day of being fucked for 8 to 10 hours may involve cleaning up a lot of spilled cum, or even other bodily fluids. And some of you may also have a man or woman that doesn’t want sex so much as to watch you get disciplined or even discipline you themselves. 
 
    “There are many aspects to your new lives that you will need to learn in the time you are here. Your training will begin, in earnest, in the morning. Between now and tomorrow morning, your trainer will get you acclimated to your new home and get you ready for tomorrow’s training.” 
 
    She turned around and walked off the stage and then the 12 women that were there behind her came down off the stage and walked up to the sissies kneeling on the floor. The one woman that had the sissy that left returned and walked up to Carl and his trainer. And then two other women walked up to them and Carl panicked a little with two leather clad women and the other two in uniforms surrounding him. 
 
    A little further away, Jason was watching as the leather clad woman walked up to him and gave a little smile. 
 
    “I know all about you, sissy! It so happens that I subscribed to your little peep show site, though I didn’t expect to see some high school girl playing with herself in the locker room. Of course, I saw that because your client was caught watching it and I had to see it while he was sentenced. Oh, he jumped at the offer to be here, though he kind of freaked out when he realized that he was now going to be a sex slave for 20 years! He didn’t know we found MORE than just your little bunch of shit. So now he is spending the rest of his life as a prison sissy. 
 
    “But you, well, you got offered 15 years rather than 30 years for your shit. Part of me kind of hopes you decide to fuck up. I know you will in some way, as all of you usually do. But I want to watch you as you find out what your final sentence is. I am betting that you will earn maybe another year all on your own and another 9 or so years with help from the others… because all of you little bitch sissies screw up a whole lot before you realize that it is better to be an obedient sissy than a bad one!” 
 
    Then he felt the riding crop sting his ass repeatedly and as he did, he cried out, begging for mercy. He didn’t realize that each and every one of the others were ALSO being disciplined, even Carl! 
 
    But Carl was there, with two of the leather clad women standing there, not berating him but talking to him in a somewhat gentler fashion. And the other two women there were listening to the conversation as they started to bind Carl in a different manner, binding his arms behind his back, tighter and tighter at the elbows as he moaned but took the discomfort. 
 
    “So, you are Mistress Sabrina’s little sissy? She hasn’t sent one to us in over three years. Of course, the last one she sent, well, she sold it to another Mistress because she failed to please her. Mistress Sabrina is a special friend of ours so I am sure you realize that we are going to make sure you know how to obey!” 
 
    Then Carl felt himself being bent over at the waist as his arms were pulled up behind his back. Then his whipping began and he screamed through it all since he was getting double the lashes delivered to his very tender ass. But, unlike the others, he did not beg for mercy but kept saying “thank you” as each of them was delivered! 
 
    Eventually, the discipline session was completed and each of the sissies were taken to the dormitory area. When they arrived, they found bedding and small closet and dresser cubicles. Then they learned that they would be bound overnight, as well as gagged. For the ten justice sissies, they were firmly bound in place. But Carl, he was given something extra special. He was bent over and was plugged with a vibrating dildo that was strapped into place so it would not come out. It was turned on and he spent the night with that inside him, causing his cock to become painful in its chastity. With the gag in his mouth, of course, he couldn’t do much more than moan. 
 
    The others, including Jason, saw what was happening to their fellow sissy and as they watched, they could hear him moaning from the added torment. What they couldn’t tell, though, was that Carl, though tormented by this, was enjoying it as well. Before the end of the night, his cock had started oozing cum though no pleasure was available for Carl. But it was designed to be the first punishment for not only Carl but all of them. And it was not to be the last time one of them was tormented in a similar fashion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The first day… 
 
      
 
      
 
    The new sissies did not get to sleep very long since, well, there was a great deal for them to learn. So, even before there was a sun in the sky, the lights went on and the trainers, all now wearing uniforms, came in and released the sissies from their beds. They were then directed to the bathroom area to begin their morning rituals. But these little rituals were not NORMAL rituals. 
 
    Each of them was first led to a small table and bent over it and strapped in place. Then the first of three enemas were delivered and the first one was left in for almost 20 minutes with the help of a greased butt plug. When it was time, they were led to the toilet and allowed to evacuate their bowels. Then back for another enema, this time to rinse them out. The third one was basically for added humiliation, plus it administered some added hormones, since this one, though small, was also left in. This time, though, the sissies were plugged not with a butt plug but now a very long and thick vibrating dildo. 
 
    It was only then that they could shower and then they were returned to the dormitory so that they could learn their first real lesson. 
 
    At their bunk, there was a small table and on it was their make-up. This morning, each of them were to learn how to apply make-up. Not just once but to do it until they could actually do an acceptable job at it. First, they were shown by their trainer how to do each step. Their faces were already baby smooth from their genetic alteration, so shaving was not an issue. But none of the sissies had ever applied make up and those who didn’t pay close enough attention were disciplined and punished. 
 
    Our two sissies, Carl and Jason, had their difficulties. However, Carl, because he had in him that one true submissive spark, paid very close attention and only screwed up his eye liner on his first attempt. But, luckily for him, he caught it before his trainers said anything and was able to wipe and then fix it, though his trainers did take note of it. 
 
    When all 11 of them had completed their first try, of course, all 11 were disciplined. Carl, for his messing up the eye liner, Jason for, well, the train wreck of his work, though honestly, all of them, except for Carl, were train wrecks. All of them were stood up and had their wrists shackled above their heads and disciplined. And they were told that an additional year had been added to their sentence! 
 
    After that punishment, they were all told to wash off their make up and start over again. They did this repeatedly, until they were only given 30 minutes to complete this task. Of course, it took them about 7 hours to get through their lesson and another 2 years added to their sentences. 
 
    Of course, all of them were now rather hungry, so their trainers decided that they should eat since their next lesson would take them all the rest of the day. But their charges needed to be wearing something more than their corsets. And some of them had been wearing the same one for more than 24 hours. Even strict leather corsets need to be removed. 
 
    All of them were stood up again and shackled. Then the corsets were all removed and replaced with new ones. These, however, were not leather but satin with steel boning. Before putting them on, they had a corset liner pulled into place and then the corset was tightly laced into place. With them stretched as they were, the corsets could be tied tightly and each of them, even with the alterations, felt the pressure. 
 
    Then they were released and told to finish dressing. They all saw stockings, panties and heels to wear. Each of the new sissies were afraid because the heels were five-inch stiletto heels without platforms. And on the table were leather cuffs for their ankles in a matching color to the heels with another strap to help lock the heels in place. 
 
    As they started to put on their added underwear, they were all informed that if they got a run in their stockings, they would be punished! So they all stood there for a moment until one of the trainers decided that the sissies were too stupid to figure it out without being shown. So, she grabbed a stocking and showed then how to roll it up and then using her own leg, showed them how to roll it up the leg. 
 
    A couple minutes later, all of them had rolled the stocking up their smooth legs and each of them marveled at how their legs looked and felt with the stockings. It was then that the first real seed was sown in the other 10 sissies, as Carl’s seed had been sown long before that. 
 
    Next came the heels. And when they had the cuffs around their ankles, their trainers came by and locked the cuffs in place, then took a connecting chain and locked that between their ankles. Getting up wasn’t so difficult but walking more than a step or two was a little more so. But after a couple of tentative steps, the 11 sissies managed to start walking to where they were led. They were told that they would finally be given something to eat. But what they were going to get to eat was not quite what any of them had been hoping for. 
 
    They arrived in a small room with a padded low bench and each of them was told to kneel in a spot. Then their arms were pulled behind their backs and tightly bound. Each of them moaned because the trainers were working to get their elbows to touch. By the time they finished their training, ALL of them would have their elbows touching while bound. But only Carl seemed to be close, at about an inch between them. 
 
    Then their wrists were cuffed and then those cuffs were attached to their ankle chains. Then they were told HOW they would be fed. Of course, it wasn’t too difficult to see what was going to happen when the naked men walked into the room. 
 
    “Each of you is going to learn cock worship. No, you are not going to suck their cocks yet, just kind of clean them off. 
 
    “On their cocks is a mixture of special food and you are going to lick it off their cocks and ball sacks. You will be doing this ten different times to give you plenty of practice licking cocks and balls. You will not be permitted to start the next cock until you have COMPLETELY cleaned off the cock before you. And, if by some small measure that one of you manages to get one of these fine young men to cum, you will have a special treat tonight. The rest of you, well, tonight will be a restless one for at least one of your number!” 
 
    With that, the men walked up to the sissies and each of them tentatively started to lick on the cock in front of them. For each of them, it was a first-time experience and each of them felt a little scared. So, for each of them, the first cock did take some time as each one was checked by their trainers. 
 
    Carl, however, found the experience interesting and even somewhat erotic. When he got to his second cock, he started to experiment with his licking, taking time and working it slowly up and down with his tongue and lips even. And as he did that, the man there started to moan, which had Carl feeling kind of weird AND good at the same time. 
 
    His trainers watched him do this and smiled. There was ALWAYS one in the bunch that seemed to fall right in with the training. But Carl was not the only one who seemed to be catching onto what the training was about. Because Jason had started to learn something as well. 
 
    Of course, he knew that he now had 16 years that he was going to be going through this sentence and he was bound and determined NOT to add any more time if he could help it. Of course, the others would probably add more time to his sentence but he didn’t want to keep adding time on his part. 
 
    He also found what he was doing kind of arousing for himself. Of course, with a nine-inch vibrating dildo inside your ass hitting a really NICE spot inside him, adding to the arousal was making him a little MORE eager. And the man standing before him was moaning nice and loud too. 
 
    For the others, it wasn’t quite progressing as easily for them. And you could hear their trainers telling their little sissy charges that they need to get better at this or else they might have to spend some ADDITIONAL time learning proper cock worship, WITHOUT the meal supplement they were getting at this time. This did eventually get through to them as they did start to get into the act, as it were. 
 
    However, for Jason and Carl, they didn’t speed up, they had actually slowed down to the dismay of the others in the room, except for the trainers. And as Carl was finishing his second cock, he felt his own head get grabbed and pulled right to the tip of the man’s cock. 
 
    “Open wide, slut!” Carl heard the man say and without thinking did so and then felt the cock enter his open mouth and then felt the man’s cum burst hit him in the back of his throat. 
 
    “Don’t spit it out, sissy or I will punish you in more ways than one!” one of his trainers said behind him as the man filled his mouth with a large load of cum! 
 
    His trainer laughed. “So, does that taste yummy, sissy?” Carl looked afraid, not knowing quite how to answer the question. Because he wasn’t quite sure he KNEW the answer. It didn’t taste as bad as he had thought it would, but he couldn’t really say it was yummy, could he? 
 
    Either way, he decided to nod “yes” which made his trainer smile. “Well, what are you waiting for you little slut, SWALLOW it!” 
 
    Carl swallowed and gagged a little. “It takes some getting used to, sissy. But you WILL get used to it. Now, get back to it. You still have 8 more cocks to worship!” 
 
    It took Jason his third cock to produce the same results. But Jason was surprised that he actually DID like the taste of this man’s cum and actually felt kind of proud of the fact that he had made this man get off. What did surprise him was that he too had gotten off while inside his chastity and he knew that he was in trouble for that too. 
 
    By the time the other sissies had finished their last cock, Jason still had two more to go and Carl had three. But both of them had also gotten each of their men to cum in their mouths. And both Jason and Carl had also had an orgasm of their own from the erotic feelings of their servicing cocks mixed with the vibrating dildo’s in their respective asses. 
 
    But then Carl did something really odd, at least to the other sissies there that were watching. Carl finished cleaning off the man’s ball sack and started to work his way up the shaft of the man and then, not even thinking about it, wrapped his lips around the tip of the cock and started to suck it down into his mouth and with only a brief gag or two, took the cock down his throat and started to deep throat the cock until it filled his mouth with his 7th load of cum, this time the biggest load yet. 
 
    And by now, Carl was learning that he did, indeed, like the taste of cum and was truly enjoying worshipping cock. But he was even happier when he took that cock in his mouth and was able to slowly suck it and lick it as he deep throated the man’s monster cock. 
 
    Jason didn’t do that until he got to his last one and it took him a little longer to get past the gag reflex. But soon after that, While Carl was on number 9, deep throating that one, Jason was matching him stride for stride, deep throating that cock in his mouth. Of course, he did not know that Carl was deep throating his own cock since he had been pretty much focusing on his own cocks. But when he finished his last cock and saw that Carl was still working on his ninth, he at least realized that he was not the only one who had taken to this in a spectacular fashion. 
 
    All the others were watching the show and they could feel their own sense of wonder, realizing that they too were, eventually, going to be doing that as well. They were a little shaken up though that there had been two in their little group trying to either show off or who were so into this they really didn’t know how they felt personally. 
 
    When, finally, Carl had finished his last cock, he also knew he was in trouble for he had actually had a second orgasm while he had been taking that last cock. He could feel the cum in his panties and felt a little ashamed about it, though another part of him realized that it seemed a little crazy that he got off that way. 
 
    The trainers then released their wrists from the ankle chains and stood their charges up. It was then that they noticed the cum seeping from Carl’s panties and the little stain where Jason had been. 
 
    “Well, looks like we have two little sluts who decided that they needed to have a little sissy cummie without permission! Well, I guess we will need to punish you all so that you know the simple rule of no having a little sissy cummie without permission from us! I think that six more months for everyone and a couple lashes with the cane while all of you are bent over should help you learn that!” 
 
    With that, all 11 of them were bent over into a strapido and caned 100 lashes to remind them not to have an orgasm without permission. Once that was administered though, they were not released but rather felt their dildo’s get removed. Each of them moaned a sigh of relief as they were removed only to be replaced by another shock as more naked men appeared. 
 
    Then the sissies were gagged again with large penis gags and had their heads pulled back towards their elbows. Then they saw the mirrors in front of them and the men walking towards their backsides, spreading lubricant along their long, thick shafts. Then, seemingly all at once, the felt the men place their hands on their waists and then slowly insert their cocks into their stretched ass. 
 
    “Well, sissies need to feel like girlie boys so you get a good couple of hours of being fucked in your little sissy cunts! You all did well with cock worship so you now get to feel like little sluts even more. And we know that this can be rather intense and that you might feel the need to have a little sissy cummie but, well, I would recommend that you little sluts don’t have a cummie or else it will add another YEAR to your sentences for EACH one of you that does, and another month to the rest of you!” 
 
    With that, all you could hear in the room were the grunts from the men as each one of them pegged their sissy and the moans and such from the sissies as they, at first, felt the pain that comes from their first fucking. But, in time, each of the sissies were moaning, not in pain but from pleasure. This was the second step for both Jason and Carl, but the first for the other 9 to find pleasure in their new position in society. 
 
    However, with pleasure comes some added problems, as Carl and Jason have taught the others, sometimes there is no way to stop the orgasm from coming. And the other nine sissies exploded at some point while they were all getting fucked like little sluts. So, those nine had another year added and everyone else had months added. And by the time they had finished their last lesson for the day, they were all tired. 
 
    The nine sissies were released and then taken to the dormitory. This time, ALL of them were plugged with the vibrating dildo and strapped down to their bed, gagged and moaning as the dildo worked its magic. As for Carl and Jason, they were released and then taken to another part of the Academy. There, still bound with their arms behind their back, they were made to kneel in front of the trainers, all 24 of them. 
 
    “It is time for your reward, sluts. And the better you do this task, the better your life will become with us. For you see, this is the ONLY way for you to get time taken OFF your sentence. Well, at least for one of you. As for you,” looking at Carl, “you don’t have a sentence but you do get a report card sent to your Mistress on your progress. She will be pleased, especially since you were already deep throating a cock on your first day.” 
 
    Looking at Jason, she continued. “As for you, because you had also started to deep throat, we will be kind and generous and take some time off your sentence. How much we take off will depend on how well you perform tonight.” 
 
    With that, the trainers, as if they had practiced this before, performed a strip tease for the sissies and within minutes were standing before them naked. And that was when they learned what their next task would be. 
 
    Of the 24 trainers, half of them had rather large cocks. The others were female through and through. Carl and Jason were brought up onto their feet and placed into a strapido position. Then a bar stool was placed in front of them and one of the female trainers sat down and pulled their heads into their crotch. These two were not stupid and realized what it was that they were supposed to do, though neither one of them had done this before. However, the trainer started instructing them on how to do it and within minutes could hear their trainers purr. Then they felt the penetration of a cock into their cunts and as they got themselves fucked by the trainers in one way, they were licking the other trainers to their orgasms.  
 
    By the time they had brought the trainers to orgasm and the other trainers and filed their cunts with even more cum, which they then had to suck out of the other sissy’s cunt, they were mentally and physically exhausted. They felt their vibrating dildo’s being inserted again and were released and brought to the dormitory and strapped into bed. Of course, they couldn’t talk about what they had experienced because everyone was gagged. Jason was told that he had gotten his sentence down to 12 years total before being brought back. Carl was told that his Mistress was well pleased with his progress and looked forward to hearing more similar reports on how good of a sissy he would become. 
 
    By the time the last two were in bed, there was still a little bit of moaning coming from the other sissies and the quiet ones had already had their orgasm. Luckily for Jason and Carl, they had already had theirs, though it was close for them as it was a little difficult getting to sleep, hearing the others moaning like themselves. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The training regimen 
 
      
 
      
 
    As is always the case with the sissies at The Academy, eventually their male self is broken and their new sissy persona becomes stronger and takes over. Not that these sissies have a choice, because, the trainers have no issue with holding them back and adding even more time to their sentence at the brothels. 
 
    Of the eleven that are in this class, of course two of them fell into line rather quickly. Carl, of course, was there almost from the beginning, As he was the only one NOT going to the brothels. Of course, becoming the sissy slave to his Mistress was going to take some time, not that it mattered to Carl. 
 
    In fact, Carl started to excel after that first day. And lucky for some of the others there, in those first couple of weeks, Carl was even helping them work on their make-up. And he was even seen giving tips to some of the others on how to actually take the cock down their throats, seeing as he was now doing so daily, to the pleasure of the trainers. 
 
    Jason was not too far behind him either. He did manage to keep his sentence shorter, basically by giving up control and doing what the trainers expected of him, and as he did, he was discovering that he was actually ENJOYING his training. And while he was not quite as fast with his lessons, he too did help out the other sissies at their training. 
 
    And the training was not only how to suck a cock like an experienced slut. No, each week there was some new look that the sissies had to work on, since they would have to get the first one down pat. But even that was not everything. 
 
    Learning to walk in higher and higher heels was far from easy. When they got there, they started with the five inch stiletto heels and within the first two months were now up to as high as 7 ½ inches in height WITHOUT a platform. But there was also the most difficult heels, the BALLET heels! These were the most difficult shoes to wear and they were used for special occasions. These occasions usually involved being dressed up as even sluttier than usual, being bound and used for entertainment of guests and the occasional politician that came to visit the Academy. 
 
    But even walking in heels was nothing when it came to their training. Of course, working at the brothels meant a great deal of sexual activity, and they did indeed spend a great deal of time in some form of bondage and performing sexual favors for “clients” at the Academy. And these clients were usually well hung and thick and had no problem with having their way with the sissies. But there is more to working at the brothels than getting fucked and sucking cocks. 
 
    In rotation, two of the sissies learned the other sides of their new life. One of them had a day free from being a sex slave and was instead a maid for the day. That job, though certainly less taxing than sex, was not so easy. Having to not only clean the Academy area where they were being trained, from cleaning the dormitory and doing the laundry, which usually involved cum stained sheets and underwear, but also, occasionally, being brought in to clean other parts of the Academy. 
 
    There was usually a “party” of sorts on a monthly basis. The sissies all had to work the party, and it did not matter which class you were in, as ALL of them were required to work it. But there was prep work that needed to be done and this is the other place that the maids would spend the week before the party. 
 
    But that was only one of the sissies jobs in rotation. The other one was a little more intense. One of their numbers was required to clean up the spilled cum from the sissies when they were being pegged. And as this was usually a long period of time and with sometimes 9 or 10 of them being fucked, there was a great deal of cum to clean up. And being brought into the chamber after one of them had been fucked and going up to their ass and sucking the cum out of their fellow sissy, and then if there was cum on the floor having to also lick that up, all day, made sure that they all knew their places. 
 
    Of course, the slut assigned to that duty got a little bit of a break in not getting fucked all that day. But being bound tightly, seeing as they didn’t need to do anything but lick up cum, got them used to the concept of being bound for long periods of time, further breaking them of any vestige of being a man any longer. 
 
    But let us not think that all these sissies learned was sexual in nature. Although it was indeed a major part of their new purpose in life, they also learned other things. They had to become the very concept of feminine but they also learned to do other tasks. Cleaning of course, dressing as slutty French Maids and the like but they also learned to obey, with was even more difficult, since sometimes the thought process takes time to grasp immediate obedience. They also learned other things, which had nothing to do with sex. Sex is not the only way to give pleasure and these sissies learned that as well. Massage, cooking and any other thing that might need to be taught to help reinforce the concept that they were there to serve and service. 
 
    But what the sissies did not know was the other reason for their training and the parties. Because these parties were held for a very special purpose. It all depended on the sissies there and who was coming. Because these parties ALSO served as an auction. The only ones available for the auctions were those at the last part of their training before going to the brothels. But since they held a good number of parties during this time, the bidders could express interest in one of them and would receive updates to their training. 
 
    The sissies that were there voluntarily, if one could call it that, were allowed to see their Mistress or Master, which happened in some cases, during these parties. It was at these parties that they could also be released if they had not been progressing well, or if there was some other issue between the owner and slave. While it did not happen often, it happened enough that there was even a policy developed for this. If the sissy was released from their owners, the sissy would be allowed to be bid upon by others or, if no one wanted them, at the end of their training, they would be informed of their very limited choices. Neither one was usually a great choice but since there was no going back to being a male, all there was left was either going to work at the brothels, though their options in that manner were limited, or they could go out into the “world” and live their life, albeit as a sissy. Of course, they could, if they chose that option, have their body altered yet again, and though they could not reproduce as a woman, they could at least look like one naked. If, however, they chose the brothel option, they would have the required modification done, giving them a false vagina, which would allow them to have sex in other ways than their training had done, and only be permitted to work in a few of the brothels, the ones that catered to, well, special cliental, but in their case, they would earn a living, legally, for as long as they desired, based on a negotiated contract for so many years. Though not as strict as the sex slave brothel workers, it was still a sentence but one that earned them a good deal of money in order to then go out and live their life. 
 
    But the process to get there took time and the sissies there at the Academy were not told of this. Since most of them were going to be serving a sentence, it was not really necessary for them to know of the other options for them. Carl just knew that he was there because the woman who was his Mistress sent him here to become a good little sissy slut and that was all Carl cared about. 
 
    Jason was there because he was a bad person, broke the law and was given this option. The others in their “class” were all there because of something that they did as well and while it took them time to get used to the idea of this being their new life, they eventually ALL come around. 
 
    It was at the first party that Carl got to see his Mistress again. When he saw her, he was permitted to kneel before her and the first thing that he said to his Mistress was “thank you” for sending him there. In his first month there, he had learned that he found his purpose and wanted to do whatever it took to make his Mistress happy. 
 
    “Are you certain that you want to make me happy, slut? It is not going to be easy to please me, though you are indeed on your way there!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Carl said with a smile. 
 
    “I am rather sadistic, sissy. I like to beat my little slaves sometimes. But I also love my slaves, because they accept their place in the world and in my life. I expect great things from you, sissy!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    Mistress Sabrina looked around and caught the attention of one of the trainers. The trainer walked up and nodded to Sabrina. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sabrina? Is there something wrong with your slave?” 
 
    “No, on the contrary, I want a little private time with the little slut. I want to see if she is truly ready to take her place.” 
 
    The trainer smiled and led Mistress Sabrina and Carl to a small room. When they got into the room, Carl was astounded at the room. It looked like Sabrina’s dungeon and more, all into a smaller space. Carl realized that he was going to be tested, PROBABLY, by his Mistress. What he didn’t realize was how FAR he was going to be tested… 
 
    “How long before my sissy needs to be back in the dorm?” 
 
    “Mistress, you can take as long as you like with your sissy. She is probably one of the better ones we have had. She has certainly proven herself to be quite the little whore, that’s for certain.” The trainer smiled. “Though, she does have some competition. One of the others seems to be getting as good as this one.” 
 
    “I will try to bring her back in one piece. I shouldn’t too long with her.” 
 
    The trainer closed the door and Mistress Sabrina looked at her kneeling slave. 
 
    “Well dear, it seems that you have impressed these ladies. I was sure that you would do well and by all reports, you are. In fact, it seems that you have not been needing to be punished by the trainers other than the little group punishments. So that means that you are not getting enough discipline and I will make sure that they work on that. 
 
    “I also hear that you have become quite the little cock sucking slut. I am sure that we can put that skill to good use, dear. But first, I think we need to see just how far you can take it. So get up and strip down to your undies, my little sissy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress” and Carl started to remove the cute little uniform he had been wearing. It was similar to a French Maid uniform but without the apron, as he was not serving at the party so much as being acclimated to one. He knew that he would be serving at the rest of them when the time came but for this one, all the first month sissies were just being led around by their trainers. 
 
    Carl removed the short satin dress, which barely covered his ass as it was and then bent down to remove his heels. 
 
    “No, dear, leave those on your feet.” Then she led him to the center of the room and picked up the ankle cuffs and spreading his ankles out, secured his ankles to the floor. Then she did the same thing with the wrists and pulled the ropes to bring Carl onto his tip toes. With his arms spread wide and his ankles spread as well, he know that this was going to be a while. Part of him feared it but another deeper part of him was anxiously awaiting the first delicious lash to hit his skin. 
 
    “So, do you want to scream or do you want to be gagged, sissy slave Sandy?” 
 
    “Sandy, Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes dear. I decided that you needed a girl name. Oh, I will still call you sissy, slut and slave but I wanted you to have a new name as well. And after today, that is who you will be. So, what will it be, sissy?” 
 
    “Gag me Mistress. That way I can’t be bad and ask for mercy” 
 
    “Wouldn’t matter anyway, slave. Slaves do not get mercy because they know they are there to suffer for their Mistress. And I saw how you enjoyed suffering. But I will leave you ungagged but will do something just as good.” 
 
    Mistress Sabrina walked over and picked up a fair sized leather bag. But it wasn’t so much a leather bag but rather a pink leather hood that laced up the back. She walked up to her little sissy and smiled. 
 
    “Pink for my little sissy. Notice that it matches the cuffs on you too. I am sure that this hood will give you a little distress. While sounds will be muffled with it, I am sure you will hear me because there is a small earbud going in your ear so I can talk to you and check on you.” 
 
    Mistress Sabrina placed the little earbud in Sandy’s ear and then lowered the hood. As she tightened the laces, Sandy could feel the leather being tightly pulled against his skin. He had taken notice of the lacing as well as the leather straps that were on the hood and learned in no time what the straps did. 
 
    Once the lacing was done, he felt the first strap go around his head at the eye level and around the sides towards his ears, muffling sound even more. Then the strap that went around the top of his head was tightened, bringing his chin closed inside the hood, though he was able to breath. He had to breath through his mouth however as his nose was covered up. 
 
    Lastly he felt the collar portion of the hood being buckled. He didn’t know it but the hood was also locked in place. Then he felt something happening to the top of his head and in a moment, he could not lower his head as the last thing Mistress Sabrina did was secure his head so it would not fall. 
 
    Mistress Sabrina walked around her little sissy and smiled. She took her riding crop and would caress his bare skin here and there, causing Sandy to shiver occasionally. When the first lash hit his backside, it came as a shock but he welcomed the sting. Then he felt the breasts being uncovered and the nipple clamps being placed on them, causing him to squirm. 
 
    Over the next two hours, Sandy was given a slow whipping and Mistress Sabrina could see that he was relishing the contact from the riding crop and other little toys that she used. She could feel inside her the desire to take it to the next level and gave into the impulse and picked up her cane. 
 
    When the first lash hit Sandy’s ass, she screamed, feeling the delicious pain and even through the hood Mistress Sabrina could make out the word, “more” through the little hole in the hood. She turned on her little throat mic and asked, “You want more, slut?” 
 
    A very muffled “yes, Mistress” came through the hood as well as a very valiant effort to actually nod yes. 
 
    Without another word, the caning began and through it all, Sandy had let go of herself and was relishing the distinct sting of the cane against her ass, lower back and upper thighs. Sandy learned that she was indeed a masochist and needed to feel that delicious pain. And to Mistress Sabrina’s surprise, she watched her little sissy actually have an orgasmic response to the caning as the puddle of cum developed between Sandy’s feet. 
 
    Mistress Sabrina could also feel that she needed something more and there was only one way to get that at the moment. But would her little slut actually take care of her other need? 
 
    It took her all of two minutes to get her little slut down and on her knees. As she finally removed the hood from her slave, she saw that there was a smile on Sandy’s face. Her face was a mess though but Mistress Sabrina didn’t care one little bit. 
 
    Sabrina then removed the leather belt that she had around her waist and then removed her knee length skirt. Now she was standing there in front of her slave wearing her panties and thigh high stockings. As she started to remove her panties, Sandy looked to the floor. 
 
    “Come here, slut. I need you to take care of something for me. I had not planned for this but I guess this is a s good a as any for you to show me how much of a slut you really are.” 
 
    With that, Mistress Sabrina reached between her legs and pulled out her own ten inch cock! Sandy looked at it and then, without hesitation, brought his mouth and tongue into action and, as she had been trained and learned, spent a good deal of time actually worshipping Sabrina’s cock, eventually taking all of it down into her throat and taking almost 30 minutes, slow agonizingly delicious minutes, driving Mistress Sabrina mad with lust as her sissy slut brought her to an amazing orgasm. Her newest slave did not disappoint her one little bit. 
 
    “I am proud of you, slut! I may have to look into getting you out of here early but if you keep being a good little slut, I believe that you will serve me quite well.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress. I hope that I can please Mistress!” 
 
    “You have.” 
 
    Mistress Sabrina then had her little slut put her clothes back on and then fix her face, for it did indeed look like a train wreck. As they were leaving the room, they realized that though the party was pretty much over, Sandy’s new status and life were just beginning. And Sabrina found the trainer and smiled. 
 
    “Please make sure that my sissy is disciplined a little more often. She seemed a little hesitant during the whipping. Everything else is perfect. However, do not cane her unless she deserves it. That means she had better do something extremely wonderful and outstanding, since it seems to be what she enjoys the most.” 
 
    “Certainly, Mistress Sabrina. I am pleased that she is doing well.” 
 
    With that, Sabrina leaned over and kissed Sandy on the lips and whispered, “Now I know that you will continue to do well so you can be caned, won’t you my little pain slut?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Sandy whispered. 
 
    Mistress Sabrina looked at the trainer. “Her name is sissy slut sandy now. Please make sure that the necessary papers are filled out for her. I may wish to remove her sooner rather than later” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. We will take care of the paperwork and have it ready for you on your arrival next month.” 
 
    With that, Mistress Sabrina left the Academy, smiling that her new slave was progressing far better than expected and that she would soon have her slave at her home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Not so surprisingly, Jason had an interesting experience at his first party. And it came because his two trainers were kind of curious as to how he would act in a group setting like this. Oh, he seemed to be good when it was with the other sissies around, especially Carl, they noted, as if they were trying to compete with each other. But they noticed, also, that Carl had been taken into a private room by his Mistress so, they decided to do something a little different. 
 
    Of course, there were the other five groups of sissies there, since a new group arrived every month, and usually, the second thru fifth group were being played with, mostly privately but some in public. And it was usually the trainers playing with them in public. In private, that was usually because someone wanted to try out the sissy before maybe buying out their contract. But there was always someone being played with on one of the little stages. 
 
    But Jason’s trainers found an opening and brought their little charge up onto the corner stage. The head Mistress watched, noticing that they were bringing up a beginner to the stage and worried a little, since she also knew these two trainers liked to really toy with their charges. And she could also tell that the two of them were a little more excited than usual. 
 
    She watched as they first stripped Jason of his little dress, putting him out there in his black bra, which was barely covering below the nipples. She reminded herself to check on the serum levels in him and the others since the breasts should stop growing and it appeared that his were still growing. 
 
    Of course, the panties were brief and skimpy and were over a pretty, black garter-belt. The panties only stayed up long enough for the two trainers to bind his arms behind his back rather tightly, to the point that his elbows were touching. This was rather amazing to the Head Mistress because very few can take that in their first months. As she watched, he was bent forward into a strapido position, and then the harness was placed over his head, the one with the fake lips forcing the mouth wide open for penetration. 
 
    The panties were pulled down and then the whipping began. Of course, the whipping brought the whimpers from Jason but then the one trainer pulled down her panties and brought her cock into Jason’s mouth and started to plunge deep into the mouth and throat, effectively muffling all sound other than the rise and fall of the riding crop to his ass. 
 
    When the trainer switched over to the cane, it had drawn the attention of many of the other onlookers there as they could see that Jason was taking the whipping and caning without difficulty. Of course, with a cock in his mouth all the way to the base, or balls deep, it wasn’t like he was going to complain any. Then they saw that the other trainer had her strap on and as she finished the caning, pulled the vibrating dildo out of Jason’s ass and then rammed deep into his stretched ass and started fucking him. Even Jason could tell that he was feeling way too good as he moaned, not in pain but more from the euphoria that was enveloping him. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Jason felt the swelling in his mouth as the first trainer filled his stomach with her cum. It was far easier to swallow it when it is deep inside you, since swallowing with a ring gag is almost impossible otherwise. But there was a little bit of cum that oozed out of his mouth. And when the cock was pulled out of his mouth, everyone could hear the moans of pleasure emanating from Jason. 
 
    “Oh, does the little slut want ANOTHER cock in her slutty mouth?” the trainer teased and the moan that escaped his mouth could only be seen as affirmation. And looking at the audience they had gotten, it seemed as there were several volunteers wishing to sample the little slut. But before that was permitted, the trainers looked to the Head Mistress, seeing if she would allow it. 
 
    With a simple nod of the head, Jason began his journey, not as a sex slave to work in the brothels but to become an owned slave by none other than the Head Mistress, who had finally released her last sissy slave the month before and had been looking at the sissies in her charge to see if any of them were worthy. 
 
    She watched as Jason was basically used as a slut and how he seemed to revel in it. She didn’t know for sure yet if he would be any good but she still had time to decide. But when they took the ring gag harness off and let him kneel on the floor he certainly acted like he was willing to take on all cummers… Which he did to the tune of 25 cocks that night, not counting the trainer’s cock. By this time he really looked worse for wear, though he could be cleaned up and made ready to go again, he just seemed to want more. 
 
    As the party broke up, she called the trainers over to her. 
 
    “I want that sissy washed up, made really pretty and brought to my chambers.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am” they said in unison, realizing that their sissy charge was going to earn them some reward, or so they at least hoped. They took Jason back to the dormitory and had him get cleaned up. When he finished and got dressed and such, that was when they told him what was going to happen. 
 
    “The Head Mistress wants us to bring you to her at her chambers. We don’t know for sure as to why but you had better make a good impression on her or else we may have to punish you more, even if we have to make up things to punish you for.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Once Jason was dressed in her clean lingerie and a uniform, they cuffed his arms behind his back, shackled his ankles and hooded him. With the collar around his neck, they led him down the hallway and to the elevator. When he was in, they turned him facing towards the door. 
 
    “When the bell dings the last time, wait for the door to open and then you will take five and no more than five steps out of the elevator. You will then kneel and wait for Mistress. Understood?” 
 
    Jason could not talk as the hood was rather severe. But he could nod and he did so, then heard the door shut and the elevator move. He didn’t really know how high the elevator went since he really never got to see where he was and how large the place was. He just knew that there were a good number of others like himself there going through various stages of training. 
 
    He heard the ding of the bell and then heard the door open. He took his five paces and then, gently as he could bound as he was, knelt on the floor. It did not take long for him to hear another sound, that of stiletto heels on a wooden floor. 
 
    “So Jason, we meet again, though under much different circumstances. When you arrived, I told you that I watched the movies that finally got you here. Stupidity got you here, for if you hadn’t had the camera in a high school and just at the college, you would have just had a fine and some community service. Oh, and of course had to pay off all the women and men that you filmed without consent. You would have been broke but free. 
 
    “Then, of course, you were sent here. I didn’t have anything to do with that but it seems that fate brought you to me. I, at first, didn’t think much of you. Oh, I knew that you were seemingly a loner and everything. But then you seem to have blossomed into something unexpected. Most of the little sissy convicts that we get here take about three months to not only break but to eventually accept that this is their fate. The voluntary ones, like the one you seem to be competing with, take far less time, usually because their Master or Mistress know of their tendencies but do not want to take the extraordinary amount of time to transform and train them. Of course, they usually are pulled out of their training early. 
 
    “But you seem to be the rare exception here. You took to your training just a hair slower than the other one, but seem to be trying to do everything that he does. From the deep throating on the first day of training to the helping the others out with their things, whether out of wanting to avoid adding yet more time to your current sentence or out of just wanting to help the other. I really don’t care one way or the other. 
 
    “What I do care about is this. I need a new sissy slave. I released my last one a month ago and would like a new one. I am offering the opportunity to you. But before you accept, you need to know a couple of things. 
 
    “First, your current sentence, with the good and bad taken into account is twelve years. If you and the others continue to improve and such, the worst you would have is MAYBE 15 years total, though you could get it down to maybe 10 years. 
 
    “Second, if you do accept my offer, you would not have that sentence hanging over your head. BUT you would have a contract as my servant and slave, not for 10 years but until I release you. You would not be allowed to ask to be released, it would be strictly on MY terms. Your training would end right here and now and you will be collared with a permanent collar around your pretty little neck. You would also have your name changed, just as your friend is having HER name changed. 
 
    “If you decide not to accept my offer, then you will be sent back down to the dormitory and continue on with your training. I will not hold it against you for not wishing to become, essentially, my slave for the rest of your days. Very few would take that offer, since there is no guarantee that you would ever be released. The choice is up to you. And I will even allow you to think it over. The elevator behind you is open. If you decide to go, you can turn around and crawl back to the elevator and your trainers will continue training you. 
 
    “If you do accept my offer, you can crawl to my voice and I will remove your hood and collar you. Then I will continue your training to MY standards and likings. And you will become my personal slave. You may take as long as you like, as I know this is a tough decision.” 
 
    Jason knelt there, somewhat confused. “Why should I give up my possible freedom to stay here as her slave?” he thought to himself. But he also realized that she had said she had freed her last sissy slave, though after how long he didn’t know. And it wasn’t like he really had anything to go back to or really look forward to. Being either a brothel worker, while not exactly the greatest job in the world, would at least offer him a chance for release, as long as he was a good little slut for all the men and women who would use him for the next many years. And he also knew that if he didn’t perform as expected, they would be able to add years to his sentence at a whim, making his life a never-ending sentence of sex. 
 
    Of course, the fact that he was actually coming to understand that he was actually ENJOYING sucking the cocks and being fucked by both a cock and dildo made that a little off. He was supposed to be a guy but he was enjoying being treated like, well, a slut, because he was becoming one. And the more he thought about that, the more he thought about turning around and taking that way out. 
 
    But something else ticked in his head. He could become this woman’s slave. It would be the same thing but maybe not so much sex. Eventually, he felt, that the excitement and pleasure would wear out, thus causing him trouble as time went by, and would add to his sentence. But at least here, he might not have that problem arise. And something about this woman who scared him when he got there didn’t so much scare him but intrigue him now. 
 
    Without even thinking, he crawled towards his new Mistress’ voice in front of him as he heard the door to the elevator close behind him. He then felt himself being stopped by a gentle push from something in front of him. 
 
    Then he felt the straps from the hood being released and it being pulled from his head. Immediately, Jason lowered his head to the floor and kissed the Head Mistress’ stiletto heeled shoe. 
 
    “Look up at me, slave!” 
 
    Jason looked up into the eyes of his new Mistress. And in her hand was the collar that was to be placed around his neck. 
 
    “From now on, slave, your name is Jessica. It is engraved on this collar and will be on display for all to see.” 
 
    She then walked around behind Jessica and displayed the mirror there. Then she took the collar and started to put it around Jessica’s neck. Jessica was looking, not at the collar but rather into her new Mistress’ eyes. And she was looking into Jessica’s eyes as the collar was placed around her neck. With the click of the two pieces coming together, the collar was permanently fastened behind Jessica’s neck, making her the slave she never knew she was meant to be. 
 
    “You may now stand up and I will show you around your new surroundings. I have many things that I will show you and require from you from now on, but we will start with the main thing. From now on, you will be dressed as a French Maid. All colors of uniforms are available for you to wear and you will wear the color I decide, based on what I am wearing that day. 
 
    “You will ALWAYS be at my side, either one pace behind or at my feet waiting for me to either command you to do something or I move along. If you don’t, I will discipline you. In time, I am sure you will become a very attentive maid.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    They continued walking until they came to a door. Mistress opened the door to reveal a large bedroom. The bed was huge, and there were several closets there. All of them were open and Jessica could see that Mistress had a rather extensive wardrobe. But two of the closets held something different. 
 
    One closet actually had all the maid uniforms in it. There was a variety of uniforms and all different fabrics. A majority of them were satin, from white and black to pink, blue and other colors. And then there were the oddities. There were several latex maid uniforms, in black, white and even red latex. There was one rubber one also hanging in the closet. 
 
    Below the uniforms were shelves. On these shelves were corsets to go with the uniforms above them, as well as ruffled panties and a variety of heels, from five inch to ballet heels, all in colors to go with the uniforms. 
 
    The other closet was filled with a variety of bondage gear. All of it looked well used and cared for. Mistress then reached in and pulled out a large penis gag. Jessica immediately opened her mouth before Mistress said anything and Mistress smiled as she gagged her little sissy. 
 
    “I want to whip my slave and I would not want to make the others jealous. Besides, you need to learn that a slave takes what their Mistress gives them without fear nor expectations of mercy. But, I will see what you can take and then expand your limits as we continue your journey.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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