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    In the back of his mind, he repeated the sniper’s creed as he had learned it. “One target. One bullet.” And he relaxed his breathing as he watched his target through the binoculars. Today was not the day that he would get the target. He had all week to take out this target. But he did have to see if the routine varied in any way. 
 
    So far, the only variation over the last couple of weeks had been when the target had an unexpected visitor. That caused quite the stir in the compound but as he watched, though the guards had kept a vigil while this particular guest was there, the rest of the time; they were so relaxed it was almost comical. 
 
    Now, admittedly, they were kind of high up on a secluded hilltop. And there was a patrol that would go around and make sure nothing was lying around or in the trees that might cause a problem. But Jasper was not like other assassins. Jasper had been trained by the best in the business. And he had watched their routine to know where these guys checked and how good they were. 
 
    Then he took a night and carefully dug a hole, covered it and left. He then went to another spot further away so he could see if they would notice the hole. They didn’t see it or recognize it so he went back each morning and would spend the say watching his target. That was how he looked at things. They were targets or obstacles. Once he was finished with this contract, he would slip away and not take another for maybe a year. This one was paying quite nicely. And he had the best mentality. He just didn’t care who it was or why. You wanted them gone, they would be gone. After 10 years and over 25 different targets, he had not once missed nor failed to complete. Why the government let him go was beyond him, but it didn’t matter. This private contract thing was paying better, though the retirement benefits were something to be desired, since there were none. He just wanted to make sure he LIVED long enough to retire. 
 
    He spent the rest of the day and into the evening watching. He figured that if nothing changed, tomorrow would be a good day to complete this assignment. While he still had another couple of days to do so, he figured he had seen everything he needed to see and the distances were well within his ability. And it wasn’t like his target knew he was there… 
 
    When nightfall finally fell, he continued watching a little while longer to make sure that there wasn’t anyone out there. Satisfied, he crawled out from his hole and walked towards his car. It was not too far away and since it was an electric car, would not make noise as he left the scene. He wanted to make as little noise as possible, since even the smallest noise could screw things up. He had seen enough proof of that in his years of working, both for the government and in the private sector. 
 
    He never made it to his car as he got shot with a tranquilizer gun right square in his ass. As he went down, the only though running through his mind was “FUUUU” He was out before he could even complete the thought! 
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    Jasper realized that he was rather strictly bound. He could not move his arms, which were bound behind his back. He could almost hear the woman that he had been seeing, usually every month, snickering at how tight she would bind his arms behind his back. Jasper NORMALLY enjoyed this kind of sensation but right now, he was worried. 
 
    He could not see anything, really. There was a faint glimmer of light through the soft fabric of the black hood on his head. This too would normally have had him in a relaxed state but not now. And in his mouth, he wasn’t quite sure what to think. 
 
    He could feel something in his mouth and as he touched it with his tongue, he began to realize what it was, beyond a normal gag. But as he was feeling out the shape with his tongue, he also noticed that there was something weird in his mouth. Specifically, on his teeth, something was covering them! Between that and the supposed shape of the gag, he knew something weird was happening to him. He just did not know HOW weird it would be just yet. 
 
    He tried to take a deep breath and realized that he was wrapped in something rather restrictive. And when he tried to move, he realized that he was also securely bound to a chair or something, with his arms over the back. If he tried to lift his arms, he found that he could not. Nor could he move his legs as they seemed to be bound to the chair. And his feet seemed to be arched in a particular manner and he figured that not only had he been caught but that they knew about his particular secret. This then put everything together in his mind. He was wearing women’s lingerie. A corset, at least, as well as high heels. What bothered him was some lingering discomfort right at his upper chest and between his legs and he tried to figure it out, but the possibilities were too far out there to expect. 
 
    He heard the sound of high heels walking towards him. He automatically tried to relax but something inside him made him actually struggle, trying to move in some way. And as he heard the sound grow closer, he realized that the sound WAS the sound of his Dominatrix as she would walk up to him to begin her discipline of Jasper. But he realized that it could NOT be her, even though the sound was engrained into his mind after three years of sessions. When he felt the finger graze against his skin and then caress his chest, he realized that there was indeed something different there as well. 
 
    When the first clamp was placed on his nipple, Jasper screamed into his gag, as it was not a gentle clamp. The second clamp was put on and the screaming continued. It felt like his nipple was getting pierced by the clamps and the pain did not go away right away. 
 
    “Aww, is poor little Jasmine feeling a little pain in her little nipples?” 
 
    “OH FUCK!” Jasper thought. It WAS her! That was what she called him every single time that she started the torment. But this time it just seemed so very different. 
 
    He felt the clamp come off and he moaned a little bit. Then he felt something odd happening as the ring was inserted through Jaspers engorged nipple. Then the other clamp was removed and another ring was inserted. Once that was done, Jasper felt heat as the rings were soldered in place, permanently mounting them in his nipples. This produced even more screams. 
 
    “Poor Jasmine. But I guess you should know that you will feel more pain tomorrow when we take care of your little pee-pee between your legs. A little sissy slave like you won’t be using it any longer for what the maker originally intended it for.” Then he felt a hand caress his cheek. Then a touch on his gag and he tasted something on his tongue. There was no way to spit it out and he actually KNEW what that was, as his Domme had made him taste his own semen before and that was what it tasted like. 
 
    “Good little sissy, Jasmine. We will make sure to give you some additional fluids later. But for now, the I.V. fluids will do to keep you hydrated. Besides, you needed to lose a few pounds.” 
 
    Jasper suddenly felt a little tired and was asleep before the footsteps receded from the room. 
 
    In his sleep, he dreamed that he had been transformed into a woman. A female slave or something along those lines and was made to serve a demanding Mistress and Master. And there was no mistaking him for a man in his dreams. And as he slept, he shook and quivered, struggling to wake up out of the nightmare that his dream was becoming. Only problem was that he had no idea where the nightmare ended and where what he was worried was going to become his reality would begin. 
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    When Jasper managed to get himself awake, trying to shake off the nightmare in his mind, he realized that he was lying down on a bed. He could move his arms this time and he lifted them up. He still could not see anything but he could feel the hood on his head. 
 
    He decided to try and remove it and it came right off. After being in the dark for so long, he had closed his eyes but he could not really see or feel any light coming to him in the room. So, he slowly opened his eyes and could make out shapes and such. So, he looked around the room and saw a mirror. As he stood up, he felt new pain in his body as he was rather stiff. But after a couple of minutes, he managed to walk to the mirror and was in total shock! 
 
    “My fucking dream wasn’t a fucking dream!” He cried out. 
 
    The first thing that jasper noticed was his long, blonde hair, reaching down past his shoulders. As he looked at that, he could see the hair pointing to his new, rather full, breasts. These things were beyond a “D” cup. And his nipples seemed to be larger than they used to be and he could see the nipple rings that were in them. He could even make out some clamp marks on the nipples, as if he had been clamped recently. 
 
    As he looked, he could see that his waist was indeed smaller. The corset he was wearing was rather strict and he could feel, as he reached around the back, that there was a padlock on it. “Well, no getting this off, is there?” 
 
    He then remembered a fleeting thought and looked at his crotch. It seemed flat rather than with a male bulge. When he pushed down the panties, he saw why. He was wearing a rather strange chastity device and as he examined it, he could feel the bars that locked it on his penis, as well as the metal plate that essentially locked his balls up in his body as if it were tucked. And the shaping of the chastity made it look like he had a pair of clitoral lips between his legs. 
 
    He looked around the room and saw a small closet. When he opened the door, what he found inside was astonishing. On one side, there were about 20 corsets, in all different colors. On the other side were essentially French Maid Uniforms in all different colors, MATCHING the corsets in the closet.  
 
    Next to the closet was a small dresser. When he opened the top drawer, he found a whole bunch of panties, all ruffled and matching the uniforms and corsets. 
 
    The next drawer held all sorts of stockings, all seamed and all needing to be attached to a garter belt. He noticed that the corsets did NOT have garters on them and then looked in the panty drawer and discovered the garter belts. 
 
    He looked around but could not find any heels, which made him relax for a second until he looked in the closet again and saw 10 pairs of stiletto heels sitting on the floor of the closet. All of them were at least 5 inches in height and had a locking ankle strap attached. 
 
    He looked around a little further and saw a small doorway, which he approached. He found a small bathroom, complete with toilet and shower, as well as a small vanity and loads of make up on small shelves. 
 
    “Oh dear God! What have I gotten myself into now? And why is SHE involved in whatever this is?” Jasper thought. Just as he thought this, he heard the door open and a voice call out. It was NOT her! 
 
    “Where is my little wayward assassin? Are you hiding in the bathroom?” The woman walked into the room and the door closed just as Jasper walked back into the room. 
 
    “Well, there you are, Jasper. Kneel before me, bitch!” 
 
    Jasper stood right where he was. 
 
    “Well, I see someone didn’t pay too close attention to his lessons.” She laughed. She reached into her pocket and took out a little box. There was a small red button and a small blue button. She pressed the blue button and Jasper screamed as he fell to his knees from the pain shooting into his groin! 
 
    The woman laughed. “I thought your Mistress taught you better, Jasmine! Yes, sweetie, I know all about your little secret. Of course, I didn’t REALLY know WHO you were until we caught you and we started to strip you naked. When I saw the panties you were wearing and that they had a little tag that told me who was your Mistress, well, I could barely contain myself. Your Mistress is my daughter. And I KNOW she trained you to kneel before a Dominant Female such as myself. So…” 
 
    Jasper without pause crawled to the spot in front of the woman and looked to the floor as his Domme had indeed taught him. He remained there, waiting for instructions, which he knew would be forthcoming. 
 
    “Well Jasper, I guess we just got off on the wrong foot there for a moment. I will give you that little amount of leeway. But no more. Look up at me, Jasper!” 
 
    Jasper looked up at the woman. He was, for the first time in his life; AFRAID of someone and this was that someone. 
 
    “Well, I guess I should tell you what has happened in the last two months that you have been here, since I am sure you don’t remember a damned thing. Wonderful how those drugs work. But before we do, you need to get dressed in the proper uniform for the day. I will unlock your night time corset and you will get yourself cleaned up. Once you have washed, you will put on the black corset with RED trim, the matching panties and garter belt, Uniform and the black stockings with red seams. You will also find a pair of stilettos that are black with a red heel.” 
 
    She looked at Jasper. “You have 30 minutes to be kneeling at the door, ready to go. Oh, and you need to have those ankle restraints locked around your ankles AND locking your heels in place. If you fail to follow directions, you will be punished again, for twice as long as that last one. Get moving!” 
 
    Jasper looked at the woman, replied “Yes, Mistress” and stood up. The woman unlocked the corset and left the room. Jasper did not waste any time as he realized that he REALLY needed to get it all finished ON TIME! Even a second of that pain was too much and he did not want more. 
 
    He ran into the shower and washed himself. That normally would not have taken long but for some reason he felt like he needed to REALLY clean himself. He found the want and ran some of the water into his ass. He tried to hold it in for a couple of minutes and just managed to get to the toilet to relieve himself. Then he rinsed himself again, saw the strange looking soap, which was shaped like a large penis and without a thought inserted it into his ass and, in essence, fucked himself with it for a couple of minutes. Once he was finished with that, he rinsed himself again. 
 
    Once he was all cleaned, he quickly donned his corset, pulling it nice and snug. He then put on the garter belt and stockings, followed by the ruffled panties. Before putting on his uniform, he went back to the vanity and spent five minutes working on his makeup. Then back into the room to put on his uniform, heels and the ankle restraints. He got them locked in place and knelt at the door just as it opened. 
 
    “Well, it’s good to see that you are at least smart enough to get everything done in time, Jasmine! But I wonder if you remembered EVERYTHING! Bend over and drop your panties!” 
 
    Jasper lowered his head to the floor and pushed his panties down off his ass. He felt the swat from a riding crop land there as he was inspected. 
 
    “Spread them, sissy!” 
 
    Jasper reached back and spread his cheeks. Then he felt something entering his ass, bigger than the soap cock he had put inside his ass earlier. And this was longer as well. Then he felt his chastity device being tugged and heard a soft click. 
 
    “Pull up your panties, Jasmine, then open your mouth and put your arms behind you.” 
 
    Jasper did and watched as his Mistress inserted a large penis gag into his mouth. Then she picked up a glove style arm binder and locked Jasper’s arms behind his back, pulling the laces tighter and tighter until Jasper could feel his elbows touching behind his back. 
 
    “WOW! It only took two months for that to happen. Your FORMER employer, the one who HIRED you to kill my mother, Jasmine, well, he is still having difficulty with HIS lessons. But then again, he never did experience serving a demanding Mistress before like you did, Jasmine. So he was a little out of his depth, so to speak. But he has been getting better. Of course, it’s not like we are giving HIM a choice.” 
 
    Lastly, she pulled out a collar and put it around Jasper’s neck. Then she took the two nipple clamps attached to the collar and, after exposing his pierced nipples, placed the clamps in place, causing Jasper to moan. Then a leash was connected to the collar AND the nipple clamp chain. 
 
    “Follow me, Jasmine. Mother is going to explain what is happening, not only to your former employer, whom we will be walking by in a moment, but also what is to become of you. I am sure that part of you will enjoy it on some level, though another part of you will be forever lost, since you will not be able to be a ‘MAN’ ever again.” 
 
    A quick tug of the lead elicited a moan as jaspers nipples were twisted and he walked along, tottering a little at first in the six inch stiletto heels. And the sound the two of them made started to penetrate Jasper and it started to make him feel not only good but also strangely excited. That lasted all of ten seconds when she stopped in front of a window that looked into a room. 
 
    “Here you can see your former employer, Carlos. Of course, HER name is now Camila! She is not too happy with her current training and seems to be trying to rebel against it.” 
 
    Jasper looked and watched as Carlos… Camila was bent forward, with her arms bound behind her back, with a large dildo attached to a machine, causing it to thrust deep into the ass of Camila! There was no escape as her legs were bound to a frame and her arms were pulled up behind her. 
 
    In front of her, there was a line of men, all with erect cocks, waiting to enter Camila’s mouth. Jasper could just make out that there was some kind of gag in her mouth as the first cock entered her mouth, causing her to struggle and try to get it out. But the way the head was harnessed, there was no escaping the onslaught of cocks. And there were twenty men all there waiting their turn at her. And as each one did their thing, the dildo just kept thrusting and retreating, fucking her into oblivion. 
 
    “Not to worry, Jasmine, you’ll get your chance very shortly. Maybe you’ll even learn obedience and true submission by the time the REAL test comes.” With that, another tug on the lead and Jasper was led down the hall and into an office. 
 
    When they arrived at the office, Jasper was led to a small pad in front of a desk. Without being told, Jasper knelt on the pad. For that, he received a pat on the head. Then he felt his arms being pulled up in back of him and he started to lean a little forward. Then he watched in horror as the lead connected to his collar and clamps was pulled up and as the lead was attached to the chain holding his arms up, he realized that at least there was some sort of limit to the chain pulling his nipple clamps. But that was not a great comfort as it was really difficult to NOT let the arms fall back even a little. And each time he felt a little tired holding his arms, the clamps would twist and pull, causing a moan to escape his lips and a renewed desire to keep his arms up. 
 
    He also knew now that this was indeed NOT a dream, not a nightmare but reality. It was HIS reality. 
 
    After what seemed like forever but was, in reality, only about fifteen minutes, he heard the door open and another pair of stiletto heels walk into the room. A quick slap on the ass with a riding crop brought out the desired effect, arms dropping, twisting of nipples and additional moans of agony. But what bothered Jasper was the OTHER reaction that he felt, which hurt far more than he thought it would. His penis tried to get hard, as it usually did when his Mistress would torment him in similar fashion. And he felt a little wet spot in his panties, worrying him even further. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well, I see that our new girl, Jasmine, is ready to begin, in earnest, her transformational training. But I guess we should let you in on a little secret and how it is you found yourself at, well, our mercy.” 
 
    He felt another slap on his ass and yanked again on his chain. He whimpered a little and could even feel a building orgasm in his penis and if this woman was anything like his Mistress, there would be hell to pay! When he then felt the dildo locked inside of his ass start to vibrate deep within him, he started to moan and tried, without any sort of success to relieve the pressure on his arms. He knew it was coming and it did, as he moaned loudly through the gag and made a big mess in his panties. 
 
    “Well, that was not a surprise, was it dear? You said that Jasmine here could be a horny little slut and I see that she is, indeed, a horny little slut. We must not forget to punish her a little later but maybe now she will pay close attention to what I have to tell her.” 
 
    The two women laughed and Jasper realized that the vibrator was still working inside him and was driving him into another euphoric moment. 
 
    “Okay Jasmine, let me start of by saying that you have actually been here for two full months. In those two months, you began the little parts of your training, far more in depth than what my daughter did with you in your three year relationship with her. You have been given hormones as well as breast implants, which is why you are now a ‘DD’ cup and could, possibly reach as big as an ‘F’ cup, though we are not going to reduce your hormone therapy. 
 
    “Now, in that time, the man who hired you has been going through HER training without the aid of drugs to block out the memories, since he is truly being punished. When I learned that he had hired an assassin to kill me, I was surprised. Not that he had the guts to do it, which did surprise me some, since he is a weak little man. I was surprised that when I learned of it, he came right out and admitted it to me. It seems that I have cost him dearly on several ‘contracts’ that he had with some foreign clients.  
 
    “You see, Carlos, now Camila, used to kidnap women, YOUNG women, turn them into female slaves and sell them to foreign men, women and organizations. He didn’t care that the women didn’t want it, he just cared about his money. Let me tell you, it was quite the sum. I believe he offered you some three to five million to kill me, on a specific week, if he was telling the truth.” 
 
    Jasper nodded gently. 
 
    “Well, at least he was honest about that. What upset him was that I undersold him for his last three clients. But where he was selling women who had absolutely no desire to become sex slaves and prostitutes, I sold his clients, for a lesser price, was WILLING sissified men. Well, most of them are willing, at first, when they sign their contract with us. But out of every 10 men who come here willingly, only about three make it through the entire transformation. The other seven, well, they end up having to earn the money to return our investment back, to the tune of some $250,000. And they have to find ways to repay that. So, they usually end up working it off at one of the five clubs we own, working in a brothel or two that are legally operated or, well, decide to go through with their contract and get sold to one of our clients.” 
 
    Jasper looked at the woman and he was getting very, VERY nervous. He was not sure where this was going to end up but he was really worried he was going to be sold off to some foreign sheik or something. The woman saw that look and smiled. 
 
    “Jasmine, right now, we do not plan on selling you to some sex starved sheik or into a brothel. However, if you behave poorly, that will certainly become an option. Besides, I have, right this moment, some 30 other very willing sissies that will be going to Egypt, Jordan and a couple will actually go to Las Vegas to work in a brothel. But that can always change. 
 
    “As for Camila, well, first he has to come to grips with his new fate. When he came to visit two months ago, not of his own free will, I informed him that I was going to show him what I did to undercut his sales. He agreed, like the idiot he is. We drugged him and did the breast enhancements and the chastity that evening. Since then, well, he has lost his virginity, both to the fucking machine AND real men. Of course, he hasn’t quite grasped the idea that he will have to ‘willingly’ suck cocks but, well, the guys don’t mind if they have to force their big cocks down his throat. They actually kind of enjoy that. 
 
    “Eventually, we will either tire of her stupidity or else she will realize that her life is no longer that of a man but of a sissified male slave. His chastity, just like yours, is permanently affixed to his penis. We actually let him be awake to watch that happen to his little pecker. He screamed like a baby when the soldering iron hit the flux and that heat really caused some pain. Like you, he was also awake to watch his nipples get pierced, though he got to watch it as it happened. 
 
    “So, now that you know why you were hired to kill me, you also know that, well, that is not going to happen. I could have had my men kill you, since we did find your rifle. We also have your car and the rest of your belongings, at least the ones at your hotel as well as your home.” 
 
    Jasper looked shocked. They knew where he lived? 
 
    “Don’t be surprised, Jasper. You would be amazed at what we can learn from a person’s computer. Or their car. Or their wallet?” She held up the wallet with his ID in it. “Kind of simple when you have that, which was in that cute little electric car of yours. 
 
    “Now, I did tell you how we learned you were my daughter’s submissive, right? Your panties kind of gave you away, not that you would know. But if it were not for those panties, you would most certainly be buried in that neat little hole you dug in the side of the hill you thought we didn’t know about. When we found that, I contacted my daughter and we had a nice LONG talk about you and your experience. And it was decided that you would learn to be the complete and utter sissy slave that we kind of need around here. Before you think you are going to get off without so much as a little bit of training, I should warn you that what you saw Camila go through is NOTHING compared to what you are going to experience in the coming weeks. It will be MAYBE six MONTHS before you are trained to be our slave. And you will learn, with some trial and error, punishment and discipline, that it will NEVER be about YOUR pleasure, Jasmine, but about whomever you are serving at that moment’s pleasure. 
 
    “Yes, that could mean one or both of us, or maybe a nice young man who has come to us for something we sell besides the sissies. It could even be to a bunch of men at a bachelor party. Or a bunch of women too. But to whomever we tell you to serve, you will do so with THEIR pleasure in mind. You might even get some pleasure out of it. But I should warn you. If you disobey, you will be punished. And now that you have your OTHER dildo in place, well, that too can be a source of pleasure or…” 
 
    The woman had her controller in her hand and when she pressed the blue button, Jasper felt the sting of that electrical shock rock his penis, his balls and up his ass, causing him to jerk his arms and twist his nipples. The lead had a stop so as to not be able to remove the clamps by jerking them, but the pain throughout his entire body racked his mind and senses. And it was not a quick charge either but one that lasted for five seconds, though to jasper, it lasted an eternity. When the actual shock was finished, Jasper was hanging there, no longer caring about his nipples. He was still feeling some of the lingering effects of the shock; it had been so deep inside him. What scared him was that his penis was trying to get hard after all of that, that he had actually been turned on somewhat by that. His panties were still wet but a new stain had appeared and it was not from his peeing in his panties. 
 
    “Jasmine, now you have experienced punishment. But you should know that the next time, it will be double the length of time, ten seconds. Though for your sake I hope you don’t have to be punished while in this position, as that could be, well, stupefying. But right now, your Mistress will take you to the room I like to call the cock training room. There you will learn how to take a cock deep down your throat and worship the cock like a true sissy. The sooner you prove you can handle that, the sooner you get to move along in your training. 
 
    “Oh, so you know, the longest one you will be training on will be 12 inches in length and about 2 ½ inches thick. That one might take you some time to get to, but I am sure that you will, eventually, get that one down inside you and make a spectacle of yourself as you get more and more experience in cock worship. Have fun, Jasmine!” 
 
    The woman stood up and walked out of the room. His Mistress walked up to him and undid the arm binder from the chain and leash. Then he felt the nipple clamps come off, causing him to whimper. That relief was short lived as they were reattached to his nipples, now turned 90 degrees so as to squeeze his nipples in the other direction. He was helped to his feet and was led out of the room and back down the hall. As they passed, they could see that Camila was still attached to the fucking machine AND there were more men in the room. And on the floor they could see puddles of cum both below her mouth and under where her crotch was, proving that she was, somewhat, getting turned on by either all the fucking or by the entire experience. 
 
    Jasmine realized that he was told that he was going to undergo the same training as Camila was and he let out a little whimper, realizing that this was going to be far more intense than any long term session with his Mistress. He had spent a weekend with her and that had stretched his entire being. Now he was going to be spending the rest of his life enslaved to this woman, and maybe even her mother, and would never be free of this life. He didn’t know if he was relieved or if he reviled this new life. 
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    Jasmine’s Mistress brought “her” to a similar room as Camila, with a fucking machine all set up and ready to go. She also saw a small bench where Mistress brought her. For now, Jasmine realized, she might not have to deal with real cocks in her mouth, as the bench seemed lower than the one Camila was on. But she also realized that she was indeed going to be used in a similar fashion. That all changed when Mistress RAISED the bench! 
 
    “Poor Jasmine, thinking that I was going to go easy on you. But I already know that you have had time with your mouth wrapped around my little 9 inch strap on and taking that all nice and deep down your throat. And I know you also had a delightful time with the small 9 inch dildo fucking your tight little sissy cunt for an hour or two. 
 
    “But today, I am going to let you experience something you have not yet experienced. Bend over the bench, my little slut so you can begin your familiarization!” 
 
    Jasmine walked up to the bench and started to lean over it, going the long way across, since that would give her more support. 
 
    “Oh no, sweetie, the other way. You are going to be getting familiar with long term discomfort for the pleasure of others and what better way than this.” 
 
    Jasmine moved around to the side and bent over. At least her stomach was supported. Mistress then went and unlocked the ankle restraints she had on and spread her legs wide, pulling them off the floor and locked them some 4 feet apart from each other. Then Jasmine’s arms were spread out wide. Then the harness was brought out. 
 
    Mistress removed the gag from Jasmine, smiling. “Keep your mouth open wide, slut, while I put this harness on you!” Mistress took the ring gag portion, with an opening almost 3 inches in diameter and put that between Jasmine’s lips. Then the remaining straps were pulled tight and then her entire head was pulled back and locked into place. Now her mouth was a straight shot from lips to throat and no way to even think about closing her mouth. 
 
    “My pretty little Jasmine, I guess you should know that you will be here for a few hours. I will even tell you what is going to happen. 
 
    “You see, we have arranged for you to have a familiarization session with real men and their real cocks. No more dildo’s for my little sissy! Now, today, you will have about 50 men, I believe, fill your little sissy cunt AND your mouth with their cocks and they will fuck each opening. That means you will have, in your mouth, a total of 50 cocks and the same for your little sissy cunt. 
 
    “Now, as for those who fuck your willing mouth, you will have to swallow their loads. If you fail to swallow any of them, well, we may have to start all over again. As for your little cunt, well, after they have fucked and left their seed inside you, it will, usually, either ooze or shoot out of there and into a nice little collection bowl. Once you have completed all of your oral familiarization, you will be fed the remaining cum while receiving your post cock lashing. 
 
    “Oh, but the best part is that you will also be caned before you have your first cock. Well, at least the first one in your cunt. But while you are being caned, you will get to have a real thick and long cock going down your throat. And fifty cocks fucking your tight cunt will get you 500 lashes with the cane before AND after. Oh, if you have to add more cocks because you failed to swallow, well, then we would have to add more lashes.” 
 
    Jasmine tried to beg for any kind of relief from what was to come but didn’t get too far as the first cock, on a tall, well-built male, came towards her head. And since she could not open or closer her mouth nor turn her head, the cock was able to go right between her stretched open lips and start to go right down her throat. Just as his balls slapped her chin, the first of the lashes from the cane struck her ass. 
 
    The pain that was delivered there was only slightly mitigated because the large vibrating dildo was still there and had been turned up, causing her to moan with some pleasure, which also caused the man to moan a little as Jasmine’s moan caused more sensation on his large cock as it went down her throat. But any whelp from the strike of the cane was totally muffled by that same cock being deep down her throat. 
 
    And it was not like he was fucking her mouth quickly but rather long and slow, drawing out the long caning. It took almost an hour before the man shot his enormous load deep in Jasmine’s mouth and she worked really hard to try and swallow every drop. She had to use her tongue to make sure not to lose any of it and managed to swallow it all, gagging a little in the process. 
 
    “Good girl, Jasmine.” Then Mistress undid the lock holding the vibrator inside her ass and pulled out the vibrator. As it popped out, Jasmine gave a sigh of relief through the ring gag. “Don’t get too used to it not being there, sissy. Because when they are finished ravishing your little cunt, it goes right back inside, to be locked in place until you are either allowed to cleanse or else another fucking. Those are the ONLY times it gets removed from now on, slut!” 
 
    All Jasmine could do was gag speak. But running through her head was “FUCK! I won’t be able to take much of this because that vibrator was driving me fucking nuts. I’ll end up BEGGING to get fucked at this rate!” 
 
    She looked and saw two men walking into the room and each of them were buck naked. And she could also see that each of them had huge cocks. Just as she felt hands on her hips and a cock start to enter her ass, the cock in front of her rammed itself down her throat and as he entered her throat, causing her to gag a little, she felt the cock enter her ass and drive itself deep inside. 
 
    It did not take long for Jasmine to lose control of herself, since she had no control to begin with. But that long, fat cock inside her ass was hitting that spot and making her moan deep inside her and that cock thrusting in her mouth just intensified the sensation deep within her soul. When they both came inside her at the same time, she almost forgot about the cum in her mouth but managed to save herself before any slipped out of her mouth. She could also feel the cum that was inside her ass start to shoot out of her ass and ooze down across her cock tip as it went into the bowl. 
 
    Her relief was very short lived as two more men entered the room and she saw that they too were rather well endowed. And neither one of them were gentle as they shoved themselves into her openings and it was off to the races again. 
 
    Since Jasmine’s feet were not touching the floor, her stomach was taking quite the pounding, as were her ass and mouth. Her head was pulled back, at least offering a little support for her upper torso but with her legs spread wide and off the ground, there was no support for her lower back and that was becoming increasingly more painful. Now mind you, while the men were fucking her, she did have SOME support, usually in the form of their holding her hips at the beginning as well as while their cocks were inside her. 
 
    But it was stressful and she was feeling it. What she did not realize at first was that the bench was slowly lowering itself and soon, while he legs were spreading wider apart, but only to five feet apart, she was now at least with her feet on the floor by the time the 20th pair of men were fucking her. While that was somewhat better in terms of her having support for her lower back, she was losing another battle inside her that she did not even expect to lose. 
 
    What Jasmine was realizing was that she was actually ENJOYING this treatment of her. While she had been Jasper, she thought that something like this was something to be avoided at all costs. Oh, he did enjoy the humiliation of kneeling in front of his Mistress, usually dressed in a tight corset and stockings and especially high heels. But he had never been in chastity with her nor had she ever thought that she would be getting pounded by big, JUICY, cocks before. And she NEVER imagined that she would actually ENJOY it! 
 
    What Jasmine was losing was her masculinity! And even more surprising to her was that she was GLAD to be losing it. Not that she, in her current circumstances had any say in it. But she also realized that the way her body was reacting to all of this was totally out of her control. And she had no desire to change that either. It just felt TOO good. To have no control just felt so RIGHT! 
 
    And just as that thought sorted itself out in her head, she also realized that what they had said earlier, that the others who had WILLINGLY had themselves transformed and became sex slaves or whatever and she realized that it was, indeed, possible. Especially since right at that moment, she was getting double penetrated and was actually enjoying it herself! And if she could… 
 
    Now, at first, the thought of swallowing cum had bothered her, and she had indeed gagged when the first load went down. But after the first 20 loads, and none of them were small by any means, she was not only able to NOT gag but she was starting to actually ENJOY the taste of it, though she realized that some of their cum tasted a little bad. Some was not too bad and others, well, it tasted pretty good to her. 
 
    It took almost 16 hours of being there to get through all 50 of the men. Jasmine was tired, sore and oddly enough, feeling a little distressed that it was all over. When she felt the harness come off of her head, she did start to feel some relief. Then the vibrating dildo was placed back inside her ass and as it started up, she started to moan into the gag as it delivered some much longed for steadiness. 
 
    He watched as his Mistress released his wrists and felt his ankles being released. Then he remembered that he would be caned again after the fucking and started to cry a little. 
 
    “Not to worry, Jasmine. We are going to let you sleep first. It was quite a day for you and I could see that you are indeed going to be a valuable little sissy. I may even have to fight to keep you rather than sell you off to the highest bidder.” Then she helped Jasmine get up and walk, ever so slowly out of that room and down the hall. Mistress opened a door and led jasmine to the bed. 
 
    Jasmine lied down and Mistress pulled the covers over her. Then she leaned down and kissed Jasmine right over the gag. “Tomorrow we will see just how willing you are to accept your new place and new reality. Oh, and Camila finally finished with her session about five minutes before you. If you are a good girl, we may have her watch as you show just how good of a sissy slut you REALLY are. And Camila will then be shipped off to her new life as a Mexican brothel bitch. The whippings alone will make her want to be a good little cock sucking slut. I should know since I am the one who sold mother on the idea of sending her to the brothel. She was just going to have him killed but this is so much sweeter. Just like keeping you alive.” 
 
    With that, Mistress kissed her little sissy again, this time on the forehead, turned, shut off the lights and locked the door. Jasmine fell asleep even before the light was turned off. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jasmine did not know how long she had been sleeping. But she did see that she was not in any kind of bindings, from gag to ankles. But she DID feel the vibrator inside her ass, so that told her that this was still reality rather than some sort of erotic dream. Part of her was happy that it WAS real, though another part, growing smaller by the hour, was upset that it was her new reality. That part was her male ego or something along those lines but that was almost quashed by the turn of events. 
 
    She got up and realized that she was also rather stripped down to just the corset from the day before and the panties. Nothing else was on her body. She got up, a little tenderly but managed to stand up and saw the laundry hamper there by the door. When she looked inside, she saw that there were compartments for her stockings, her uniform and corset and another for everything else. So she removed her corset and put it in the right slot, as with her panties. Then she went to the bathroom and cleansed herself. The only thing she could not do this time was the ass since the vibrator was still locked in place. 
 
    Once she was finished with that. She went back into the bedroom and looked in the closet. She had no idea what color she was supposed to wear today as there was no one telling her. So she looked and decided that at least she should pick out SOMETHING. So she pulled out the white with black trim everything and got dressed. Better to be punished lightly for being dressed improperly than to be punished for not being ready at all. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, she was at the door, kneeling when Mistress opened the door. 
 
    “Well, isn’t this a pleasant surprise. And while I don’t remember telling you what colors to wear, I think that you did well.” 
 
    Jasmine smiled behind her gag. And she then felt the vibrator start to increase in intensity, causing her to moan a little with pleasure. 
 
    “Ahh, you found that enjoyable, did you? I thought you would. Much better than being punished, I am sure. Well, get up and follow me.” 
 
    Mistress turned around and led Jasmine down the hall. When they got to a certain door, it opened and Jasmine found herself in a little dining room area. Well, it LOOKED like one, in some sort of fashion. 
 
    What Jasmine saw were some twenty naked men all sitting down in chairs at tables, all eating food. But kneeling on the floor were some nine others like her with their arms bound behind their backs and sucking these naked men’s cocks. Mistress led Jasmine to a table where two men had just sat down and smiled. 
 
    “Arms behind your back, Jasmine!” Jasmine complied and she felt her arms being bound rather tightly behind her back. Then the gag was removed. 
 
    “Jasmine, do I need to put the ring gag in your mouth or do you think that you can be a good little girl and take care of these two nice young men and their massive problems?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress” and Jasmine immediately dropped to her knees and crawled under the table and set about sucking the first cock. Mistress smiled. “Make sure she takes care of both of you before you give her the breakfast, right boys?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am” they both said in unison. 
 
    Mistress turned and left but not before checking on the others in the room. Camila was in there, still in the ring gag and had her head locked in place. 
 
    “Poor Camila, still fighting the inevitable. Look over there at Jasmine,” she pointed. “That is the assassin you hired, of course. See how good she is at HER training? You fighting us is why you will be going to that Mexican brothel tonight. Or maybe that it what you wanted all along? Maybe you LIKE being whipped and such and forced to suck cocks and being fucked repeatedly?” 
 
    Camila blushed and tears started to flow down her cheeks. 
 
    “Well, if you hadn’t tried to assassinate mother, so upset that we undersold you with WILLING girls as opposed to what you were doing, you wouldn’t be in this position. Of course, you could always have gone to prison for the rest of your natural life for white slavery or whatever. But I believe that this is far more suitable for what you were doing to women. Oh, and for hiring that assassin.” 
 
    Mistress then laughed, got up and walked out of the room. 
 
    30 minutes later, Jasmine had finished the two men and was helped to her feet and allowed to sit at the table. She found it interesting that she was the only one actually sitting at the table being hand fed by these two men. The others were still sucking cock under the table and she found that remarkable. 
 
    Jasmine knew she was not supposed to speak, though why she knew this she did not know. But apparently the men were allowed to speak. 
 
    “Girl, you suck cock like no one I have ever had before. None of these girls have it figured out yet, though they are trying.” 
 
    “Yeah, of course, maybe you have been here a while where these girls are all new here, all arriving yesterday. But they will get the hang of it. But I doubt that they will ever be good as you!” 
 
    Now what struck Jasmine was that she was able to suck cock like these guys had said. All the experience she had was with the fifty guys that filled her mouth the day before. How had she then been able to suck these guys to the point that they were that pleased with her? 
 
    “Yeah girl, even licking and sucking our balls was a surprise, not that we’re complaining. Those girls will eventually get it, but that might be weeks before they get that good at it. But we KNOW that you came in about the same time as those girls so you’ve had some experience, haven’t you” they kidded with jasmine, affectionately punching her arm lightly. They too knew she was not allowed to speak. 
 
    The two of them continued to feel Jasmine small slices of fruit and such from a small bowl. Jasmine noticed that the remaining girls were now all up off the floor. But one of them forgot the rule of no speaking and instantly, all of the girls, including Jasmine felt the punishment device hit them, causing all of them to cry out in pain. It was just a short blast, lasting maybe 2 seconds for everyone else, though the culprit had hers last for the full five seconds. 
 
    A moment later, ten women walked into the room and Jasmine watched as Mistress strolled up to her and smile. Jasmine smiled back and opened her mouth, not to speak but to accept the gag in Mistress’ hand. 
 
    “Well, ready to go are we.” Mistress put the penis gag, three inches in diameter and three inches long into Jasmine’s mouth. This gag was designed to really force the wearer to take it all. Jasmine was ready and knew better than to resist in the first place. Then Mistress pulled down the top of the uniform and revealed the nipples to the men. 
 
    “WOW! Those are huge nipps. Bigger than any of the other girls that have been here. Is she a REAL girl, ma’am?” 
 
    Mistress smiled. “No, she is just a little BETTER prepared than the others. So, was she a good girl?” 
 
    “Damn straight, ma’am. Better than even some of the better trained girls. Going to be a shame to lose out on her services when she leaves.” 
 
    “Well boys, she isn’t leaving that soon. Camila there, she leaves tonight. Jasmine will be here for quite a long time I believe. And yes, I may allow you guys to have some fun with her tonight, as long as you boys take care of YOUR chores!” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” 
 
    Mistress then took the nipple clamps and attached them to jasmine’s nipples, causing her to wince and moan as they tightened over her engorged nipples. Then with a little tug of the lead, Jasmine got up and followed Mistress down the hall. 
 
    All of them were led to another room, this one rather large. Jasmine noticed that all of the girls were still in their arm binders and once they were all in the room, she also noticed the ropes hanging down throughout the room. Mistress brought her over to one of the ropes and stopped. 
 
    Jasmine knew right away what was going to happen and started to bend over at her hips just as Mistress took the rope and connected it to the cuff around the wrists of the arm binder. Then with a gentle pull, Jasmine was brought to a strapado position. 
 
    Mistress then reached below and disconnected the leash from the collar and clamp chain.  Then Jasmine noticed another little cord laying on the floor and watched as Mistress connected that to the chain between her nipple clamps, which the caused it to twist a little, eliciting another moan from Jasmine’s mouth. 
 
    Then Jasmine heard another pair of stiletto heels enter the room and without even seeing who it was, she KNEW who it was. 
 
    “Well girls, I heard that one of you spoke without permission to the boys. And you all learned that when one gets a little punishment, ALL of you get something. 
 
    “Almost all of you are here willingly. You know that and we know that. During this week, some of you will drop out. Well, not really out but more along the lines of drop back into remedial training. 
 
    “Now, what you are all here for now is your daily discipline session. Yes, DAILY! And today, for all but one of you, it will be only 50 lashes. But before that, you will all notice the sweet little girl like yourselves set up in the center. This is Jasmine and she is somewhat special. She is so special that she receives the maximum discipline every morning to remind her of who she is.” 
 
    Jasmine gulped into her gag, as she realized as the woman was speaking that she was the girl in the center. Then she felt her panties being pulled down off her ass and a collective little gasp through the crowd. 
 
    “Oh yes, I should have told you girls. Jasmine is indeed such a special girl that she is chastised permanently already. And, as you can see, she is also plugged already. After your daily discipline, you too will be plugged in the same manner and, eventually, chastised and plugged as she is.” 
 
    Then the first lash struck Jasmine and she cried out through the gag. Jasmine did not realize that she was getting caned in front of all of these girls and then she remembered, with startling clarity, that she was going to be receiving 500 lashes of the cane after her fucking the night before! And with each lash of the cane crossing her cheeks, she cried out a little less. 
 
    She also noticed that the vibrator was going faster and it kind of lessened the pain somewhat, though each lash hit someplace new and caused a new sting of pain right through her body. Her legs would occasionally shake, but that only caused her arms to clinch some, trying to hold herself upright. And with each lash, when she did move some, she also felt the twisting and tightening of the clamps on her nipples. 
 
    After the first 100 were delivered, Mistress reached down and released the clamps on her nipples. Jasmine KNEW that this was just so that they could be repositioned and she was correct. She felt them being attached again, and then saw something else being attached to her gag. Then she saw what it was and realized that she was now going to be fed the cum from her being anally fucked the day before, as she had been told she would. And every ten strikes from the cane, she felt cum shoot into her mouth and this cum tasted way different. But she also realized that it was all fifty loads that she had been filled with mixed together. Plus, she realized, at some point, while her own penis was in pain, she too had shot some of her own cum into the bowl and thus was also being fed her own cum. 
 
    The pattern was completed three additional times, to bring it up to the 500 lashes and jasmine was exhausted. She also realized that fifty loads of cum were in her stomach again and that it did not necessarily feel so good. And through it all, the other girls had been flinching and crying out some as each lash was delivered. 
 
    When the first of them had their clamps put on their nipples, they all knew that it was now their turn. But since they were not gagged at the time, some of them actually begged not to be caned.  
 
    “Now girls, remember that I said that jasmine was special. You won’t be caned, YET! For now, you will just be cropped the 50 lashes. And remember to say ‘thank you, Mistress’ after each stoke of the crop or else you’ll surely receive more!” 
 
    Jasmine could hear the lashes and the “Thank You, Mistress” from the girls and had yet another realization. That first time she had a long session with Mistress, she had been subjected to just that, daily time in strapado getting her own ass cropped fifty times and saying “Thank You, Mistress” as each one fell. She had already been through that. 
 
    It didn’t escape Jasmine either that she was STILL in the strapado position while they had been receiving their daily. Mistress leaned down and whispered “Today is the ONLY day that you will be here for your daily. Mother wanted the girls to see how much of a pain slut you were. And you KNOW you are a pain slut, don’t you Jasmine?” 
 
    Jasmine realized that it was, indeed, the truth. She nodded to Mistress, which caused Mistress to swat her ass again with the cane, just as the last of the dailies were delivered to the other girls. What surprised Jasmine was that she could feel something in her panties and it was surely going to get her into trouble. 
 
    The other girls were having their arms lowered from the ceiling and allowed to stand up. Jasmine felt her clamps being moved again. 
 
    “It seems that our special girl had a little accident.” Mistress pointed out to the girls and immediately all the standing girls felt their punishment device hit them for 2 seconds. Jasmine, however, received a 10 second punishment and was feeling her nipples get twisted and pulled at the same time, as well as the intense pain inside her ass and penis as well as her ball sack. If it were not for the gag, she would have been swearing a blue streak as she felt the intense pain. 
 
    “That was Jasmine’s SECOND punishment, which is why it was so long. So remember, girls, punishment times INCREASE if you are repeatedly bad girls.” 
 
    As the others were then taken to wherever they were to be trained, Mistress walked back up to Jasmine. 
 
    “I knew that you would have that little orgasm, slut! That’s why the vibrator was working that way, to make you have that little accident. What better way to explain to them about punishment. One of them got their first one and they all saw it. When they watched YOU get punished and I explained that you were receiving your second one, it gave them the PERFECT demonstration of what happens. But you were a good little girl, again. You are going to be SOOO useful around here, Jasmine. 
 
    “But first, well, we have to have you demonstrate to the girls how to PROPERLY worship a cock, since they seemed to have a little difficulty with their first attempt. Hell, maybe even Camila will pay closer attention and be a good little whore when she gets to Tijuana. Or maybe she won’t. Who knows?” 
 
    Jasmine finally felt the nipple clamps come off and she sighed through the gag. When she was finally able to stand up, she realized that she had been like that for over three hours. Mistress then pulled up Jasmine’s panties and fixed the uniform. When she watched Mistress take the leash, she was afraid that the clamps were going back on and flinched a little. 
 
    “Not to worry, Jasmine. No more clamps today. However, I may have you go through a whole day wearing them and I know how horny that will make you. So MAYBE, while you are demonstrating the proper manner in which to worship and deep throat cocks, I will make sure to clamp your little nipples so that you can’t completely pull off their cocks?” 
 
    Jasmine looked down at the floor. “Jasmine, if you are unable to get off their cock, how will you get on them in the first place if you are showing them how to PROPERLY worship the cock. You are going to show them EVERYTHING from licking their shafts to licking and suckling the balls before going deep on their shafts. In other words, everything a proper sissy slut should be doing for cocks!” 
 
    Five minutes later, Jasmine found herself on a stage in front of all the other girls. She saw that Camila was there, right in the front. Next to each of the girls were two men waiting for their blowjob from the girls. 
 
    “Okay girls, lesson one. Proper cock worshipping! Sissies do NOT use their hands and sissies ALWAYS take it deep AND swallow! But before you take that beautiful cock into your mouth, you have to make sure that you SHOW to the cock that you KNOW that it is the boss. You WORSHIP cock. And Jasmine is going to demonstrate how you will do it. Then you can add your own little flairs but these are the basics.” 
 
    Jasmine looked up at Mistress as she removed the gag. 
 
    “Jasmine will now show you, step by step as I tell you. 
 
    “First you are going to kiss the tip of the cock head. Just a little kiss with a little tongue. Then you will gently lick the entire length of the shaft, slowly letting them know that you LOVE the taste of it and how you are looking forward to having that big juicy cock inside your mouth.” 
 
    Jasmine, by this time had made the guy standing there moan with excitement, as she had been playing with his shaft while licking it, flicking his tip and then wrapping her tongue around it a couple of times. And then she headed to the ball sack of the guy as Mistress continued her dialog. 
 
    “Now, always remember that the balls and ball sack should get some added attention. It tends to make the sperm and cum amount increase from the added attention. Plus it is pleasurable to the person receiving that special attention. 
 
    “I say person because, as you all know, you might at some point in your lives as sissy girls have to worship the cock of a Trans or She-Male. Their cocks work along the same measure and deserve to be taken care of as well. And though many might not have big juicy cocks for you to suck on, many others do indeed have fat long cocks to suck. But to you, ALL cocks deserve to be worshipped!” 
 
    Jasmine had just gotten the man’s balls into  position to suck on them and actually had BOTH of them in her mouth, gently caressing them with her tongue, which had the guy moaning deeper and about ready to grab her head, just as she popped them out of her mouth and started working her way back up the guys glistening shaft. When she got to the tip, she opened her mouth, wrapped her lips around the head and started to suck it down into her throat. When it hit the spot where she was about to gag, she started to swallow and as it slid down her throat, straining her a little as his cock was indeed thick. But she worked her way down until his ball sack was slapping her chin. 
 
    “In time, I am sure, you will be able to do that. In fact, by the end of the day TODAY, you will ALL be able to take a cock straight down your throat like that. And once you have taken it all the way down, you will not take that cock out of your mouth until such time as you are rewarded with the cum shooting out of the cock. You will take it all into your mouth and then show your Mistress the cum in your mouth and then swallow it.” 
 
    Jasmine worked this cock like her life depended on it. And as she did, she could feel the vibrator inside her ass working, making her moan a little each time she went down that shaft in her mouth. It did not take her very long before she could actually feel him getting ready to unload his cum and within two more deep takes, just as she got back up to the man’s tip, he shot what felt like a gallon of cum into Jasmine’s mouth. 
 
    But Jasmine knew better than to lose any of that cum but was afraid that some of it would spill out of her mouth. So she did what she had to do, she opened her mouth and tilted her head back as the man shot one last time right into her mouth. When Mistress saw that, she looked inside Jasmine’s mouth and clapped. 
 
    “Well, to show you how to be a good little slut, Jasmine’s mouth is rather full. But a sissy does NOT let the cum drip out of her mouth and she does not waste it. I want all of you to come up and look at her.” 
 
    Jasmine held her head in place as she watched all nine of the girls, including Camila, walk up and look. Some of them nodded and some even “AAHH”ed at that. Camila whimpered, realizing that she was in deep trouble. 
 
    “You can swallow, Jasmine!” 
 
    Jasmine swallowed, smiled and then leaned in and started to lick the cock clean, as there was indeed a little bit of cum still on there as well as working to milk any out of the cock that might still be hiding there. 
 
    “As you can see, you should also clean up that beautiful cock that you had in your mouth. Besides, like I said, sissies do NOT waste cum.” She then patted Jasmine on the head. Then Jasmine saw the second cock in front of her and knew what she was supposed to do. She leaned in and started the entire process over again. 
 
    “Well girls, get to work. Each of you have two cocks to start with. But rest assured we have many more for you to work on today. Even you, Jasmine!” 
 
    While it did, indeed, take the other girls to get the hang of deep throating a cock, eventually all of them, including Camila, got the hang of it. And true to her word, each of the girls had many more cocks to work on. Jasmine managed to suck the most, though part of that was that she had a one cock lead on the rest of them. But while each of the girls got through 10 cocks apiece, Jasmine managed to suck down fifteen cocks on top of the demonstration cock. 
 
    When they were all finally finished, each of them were put in their gags and stood up. Jasmine felt herself finally freeing herself of the last grips of her masculinity knowing that she was now the person that she had always been meant to be. She didn’t know why it had taken so long to find her place but knew right then and there that she was indeed there. But would Mistress want to keep her or would she see that she was who she was and then sell her like these other girls. 
 
    She watched as all the others, except Camila, were led out of the room. Camila was then hooded and led out of the room. 
 
    “She is now going to her new home in Tijuana at a brothel that specializes in little sissy girls like her. Now, what am I going to do about you, Jasmine? I can make a very pretty penny off of you, selling you to one of the sheiks that we have as clients. And I know one that will buy you for well over a million dollars right this second. 
 
    “But that means that I will be depriving me of my cute little Jasmine. Oh, I know that I can always find another one, and goodness knows I have enough of them applying on line for session times at my dungeon. That’s how I got you three years ago and I am sure that I can find another one of you.” 
 
    Mistress caressed Jasmine’s cheek and Jasmine leaned into it. She looked at her little sissy. 
 
    “KNEEL!” 
 
    Jasmine knelt quickly. Then she felt Mistress remove the gag from her mouth. Jasmine licked her lips to get some of the saliva off of them. But she remained looking at the ground. 
 
    “Look at me, Jasmine.” 
 
    Jasmine looked up at Mistress and could see the conflict on her face. Without thinking, Jasmine lowered her face to Mistress feet and kissed them. 
 
    “Jasmine, look at me!” 
 
    Jasmine stopped and looked up at Mistress. 
 
    “Should I sell you, Jasmine? Or should I keep you as my personal slave?” Jasmine kept her mouth closed, knowing that if she said anything, she would regret it. 
 
    “It’s a tough decision, Jasmine. But I think I know what will help me reach a proper conclusion. But I wonder how you will take it, not that it matters.” 
 
    Mistress then reached down to her own panties and started to shove them down off her hips. Then she reached between her legs and untucked her own 10 inch long and two inch thick cock and put it in front of Jasmine. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Jasmine told Mistress without saying a word, what Mistress should do about selling her off to the sheik. When Jasmine finished her worshipping session, she begged Mistress for a whipping. With each lash of the whip, Jasmine thanked Mistress for making her into the slave she was to be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jasper awoke with a start. He was in his hiding hole and it was light out. He looked around and saw that he had never gotten out of the hole at all! He reached around and didn’t feel anything on his ass. He felt his chest and realized he did NOT have breasts nor, as he reached between his legs, a chastised cock either. 
 
    He looked and saw that he was still looking at the house that he had been looking at for the last several weeks. And he looked and saw that he had the rifle in the hole. He also had his cell phone with him and he looked at the date. 
 
    He had fallen asleep for just the night??? How the hell could that have been? But here he was, JASPER! Not Jasmine. 
 
    He looked and saw that there was a message on his phone. It was from Carlos, asking when the kill would happen. He did not text back right away. He looked around and then quietly got himself out of the hole, leaving the rifle behind. He got to his car, got in and drove to his hotel. 
 
    He felt he needed to figure this shit out. How could he have been dreaming that kind of shit. What bothered him even more is that he actually thought that what he dreamed about was REAL! And as he woke up and realized it was a dream, he also knew that he WANTED that dream to be reality, not this version of reality. 
 
    So, he sent a text, not to Carlos but to the Dominatrix whom he had been visiting for the last three years, asking some really POINTED questions. He knew that those questions would result in one of two things. 
 
    One, a “WHAT THE FUCK” kind of text, which he kind of was expecting. The other would just be, “tell me more.” What he did NOT expect was his phone to ring. 
 
    “Jasmine, what the hell are you talking about?” 
 
    Well, he sighed, at least SHE was real. “Mistress, I just had the weirdest dream and it involved you and your mother, whom I don’t believe I ever met. I can tell you everything but I just, well, I am very confused. I am in a little town called Nelson in Nevada…” 
 
    “WHERE? In Nelson? What the fuck are you doing there?” 
 
    Jasper started crying and this got through to his Mistress. “JASPER! Where are you staying?” 
 
    Jasper quieted down. Mistress had only ONCE ever called him by his real name. It got his attention. 
 
    “I’m renting a little house out here for a while. While I am not in trouble, really, well, I think I might be sooner rather than later. And I think it might involve, well, both you and your mother.” 
 
    “Well Jasper, if you are near Nelson, then definitely you need something. Tell me where and I can meet you.” 
 
    Jasper gave her the address, though Nelson is not a large town. Jasper then hung up the phone and started going over in his mind all the things that had been in his dream. 
 
    Seven hours later, there was a knock on the door. When he looked at the screen, as he had a small camera pointed at the front door, he could see two women there and he was both shocked and not shocked to see who they were. He walked to the door and immediately knelt at his Mistress’ feet. 
 
    “Jasper, for now, get up and we will have a talk. Mother, this is one of my clients, Jasper.” 
 
    “Oh, so this is Jasmine, dear?” 
 
    “Yes, this is Jasmine.” 
 
    They all went into the kitchen and Jasper poured some coffee for each of them. Then they sat down at the table. 
 
    “Okay Jasper, what is this all about?” 
 
    Over the next five hours, Jasper told the two of them EVERYTHING, starting with how he had been out there “casing” a house, which indeed turned out to be the house where his Mistress’ mother lived and worked out of. 
 
    When he mentioned Carlos, they both looked at him, then at each other. Then he showed them the text from Carlos. 
 
    “What have you told him?” the mother asked. 
 
    “Nothing, ma’am. To be honest, I am still trying to figure out what happened, since I THOUGHT that I… Well…” 
 
    “Were turned into Jasmine permanently?” Mistress asked. 
 
    “Well, yeah, that too. But I also dreamt that Carlos became Camila and was sent off to Tijuana to work in a brothel, just before…” 
 
    “Before what?” 
 
    “I am afraid to say it, Mistress.” 
 
    The two women looked at each other and laughed. “Does she know, dear?” 
 
    “I never told her in all the three years she has been my submissive. And you know that I do NOT let a submissive anywhere near me like that.” 
 
    “Well, I think that Jasmine KNOWS your secret, daughter.” 
 
    Mistress looked at her submissive. 
 
    “Okay Jasmine, tell me what it is you think you know.” 
 
    Jasper looked at his Mistress. 
 
    “Mistress, just after Camila was taken to the brothel, you were pondering if you should sell me to a sheik who would pay handsomely for me or to keep me as your… slave. Then you… pushed down your panties and… well… I showed Mistress how well I could honestly worship her cock and for my reward, I got one hell of a whipping as you told me I was to remain your slave.” 
 
    Jasper sighed and started to cry, quietly, but they could see the tears rolling down his cheeks. 
 
    The two women looked at each other. 
 
    “Well mother, it seems that he does indeed know something, including what you do for a living. But what got to me just a moment ago is that he said he, as Jasmine, worshipped my cock as I made him my slave.” 
 
    “Did you know that he wanted something like that in all that time you were playing with him?” 
 
    “No, it never came up. But I did see instances that he might want a little more than just what we did do. He did make a good maid. And he did seem to like the riding crop when he earned some play time. But THIS? No. Never expected that one.” 
 
    Jasper was looking at the floor. He knew that his relationship with his Mistress was essentially over. He had not really earned anything like what he dreamt of. But at least he felt better because, well, he didn’t have to kill this woman. But Carlos would cause him all sorts of difficulties, though he knew he could handle that himself, one way or another. 
 
    “Jasper, send Carlos a text telling him that it will be done tomorrow, as I had left yesterday and when I get home I will be taken out. How is he supposed to pay you off for this?” 
 
    Jasper explained that the payment would be wired to his account in the Cayman Islands with proof. That night, they worked on the proof at the house where the mother lived, then set things in motion. 
 
    The next morning, everything and everyone was in place. They had a couple of people near Carlos’ home, where they knew he was and then Jasper sent the text to tell him that proof of kill was coming. Five minutes later, with the makeup and everything done, Jasper took a photo through the telephoto lens of his rifle and Carlos could see that indeed, it looked like she was dead. Right outside her door as she was going back into the house. Beside her was her daughter, also made up, so that there was a reason for the mother to have left unannounced as she supposedly had. 
 
    An hour later, the money was transferred to the account. Jasper showed the ladies that the money was there and three hours later, a bound and hooded Carlos was being led into the house by six big men. When he was seated at the table, his hood was removed and he saw that not only were his worst fears realized but that his hired assassin was, well, looking a little different than when they had met over a month before. 
 
    “So Carlos, you are a little upset, are you? But upset enough to hire Jasmine here to kill me? You must have been since, well, we have the confirmation of the $5 Million dollars for his ‘killing’ me and my daughter. 
 
    “But what you might not have expected is that Jasmine here, well; she had another little secret that, well, now you get to see. Because Jasmine here is my daughter’s sissy slave as of last night, though she just found out like five seconds ago!” 
 
    Jasmine was, in fact, told that some things would be set in motion. Right now, she was wearing one of the uniforms that she had actually dreamt about, right down to the corset and even the chastity. Though the chastity hurt at first, well, she didn’t much care anymore about that discomfort. And she was also promised to have breast implants the following week. Hormones would start then as well. But best of all, she now had long, blonde hair, thanks to a weave done until her real hair grew long enough. 
 
    The fact that she would become her Mistress’ SLAVE just made everything fall into place in his mind and she was happy. And he could see that Carlos was worried, especially since he could see what Jasmine looked like. 
 
    “Oh Camila, why so worried?” Carlos looked at the two women in fear. “Yes, CAMILA, be afraid. Because when I get done with you, you are going to be the sauciest little sissy slut in Tijuana! Either that or, well, we can have Jasmine take care of you as you wanted her to take care of me. Your choice… Well, not really. I think you need to become a little sissy whore in Tijuana, not die or go to prison.” 
 
    Carlos, soon to become Camila, was roughly picked up by one of the men and taken to the dungeon spaces, where 9 other WILLING males were being transformed into willing sissy sluts, to be sold to a sheik somewhere in Arabia, or to a couple of brothels in Nevada. Camila, well, she would wind up in Tijuana in about six months. 
 
    Jasmine discovered her retirement plan. She returned, with a smile on her face, to Mistress’ home and was moved into servant quarters. Of course, that meant she slept in a small bed, though occasionally she was permitted to sleep with her Mistress. But her morning ritual was always the same. A little whipping while sucking her Mistress’ big and delicious cock, followed by doing her chores as her maid. 
 
    When Mistress had a client, Jasmine would greet them. And occasionally, Jasmine would be given the pleasure of servicing the clients; male, female and trans. Jasmine was a good girl and enjoyed everything about being her Mistress’ slave. 
 
    As for Jasmine’s money, well, Jasmine didn’t need a whole lot of money any longer, though she did pay for everything out of her money for the transformation. Her “F” Cup breasts, as well as the chastity, collar, uniforms and all the rest. Jasmine did not have any issues with her clothes, as all she wore were French Maid uniforms, even when sent out in public, though she now wore them with very silky and frilly petticoats. And high heels. LOTS of high heels. 
 
    Most of all, Jasmine learned that she was a naughty girl. And though she never got the "punishment" with the shock device, which was indeed real, for her punishments with Mistress She DID have it demonstrated many times, though her first shock she had actually asked for, kind of. But when Jasmine was “naughty” her Mistress KNEW the reason for it. She didn’t mind either, since Mistress loved to discipline Jasmine, usually for hours if Jasmine was naughty enough. 
 
    Once every other month though Jasmine was brought to the house. That was when a new group of “boys” were there to start their transformation. They could see the results of Jasmine’s transformation and the watched in rapt fascination as she would demonstrate things for them. Those demonstrations ALWAYS included the punishment, for the ten seconds. Usually because SOMEONE would mess up and get the five second punishment. And they always got to see how to properly suck a cock. 
 
    Mother, however, wanted something else from Jasmine. She did not ask for it right away and it took almost a year before she talked to Jasmine about it. 
 
    “Why didn’t you kill me right away, Jasmine?” 
 
    Jasmine looked at her and smiled. “Mother, to tell you the truth, and I know it sounds kind of strange, but two things stopped me. One is that the first time I saw you, SOMETHING about you was familiar. I wasn’t totally sure right away what that was but there had been something.” 
 
    “Okay Jasmine, what was the other thing, since you did say two?” 
 
    Jasmine smiled. She shook her head. “Mother, when I saw you in person, through my scope the very first time, rather than a picture, something in my head may have clicked, though I didn’t know at the time, nor did I realize it. But I saw a beautiful woman and, well… Umm. Well, I wanted to kneel before you and, well…” 
 
    She looked at Jasmine. Then she looked at her daughter. 
 
    “She’s a keeper, dear. But can I borrow her for a little while since, well…” 
 
    “Jasmine, please show Mother how much you appreciate all that she has done for us!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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 
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