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   Warning: This work is for adults only. It contains material relating to forced feminisation, cuckoldry, bondage, gay situations, humiliation and other aspects some people may find offensive.
 
    
 
   Imagine a club, an S&M club, catering to doms and subs.
 
   Imagine it in a nearby city, in a huge vacant lot near the disused docklands. No one can hear you scream.
 
   Imagine a club that has been in existence for over five years, long enough to develop its own code of practice.
 
   Imagine it, as it develops into a place where Bulls can meet married women in a BDSM setting.
 
   A club that understands there are people who long to have submissive maids serve them.
 
   A club that knows there are many who would adore the opportunity to wear one of the club’s prized maid’s outfits.
 
   A club that has developed an intensive training plan to take anyone from scratch to licenced maid within a matter of days. Anyone, yes anyone.
 
   A club where no maid has every failed to qualify to be a licenced maid. No one is allowed to fail the strict tests and assessments. No one.
 
   A club which has no gender bar, either sex can apply for the maid course.
 
   A club run by a dedicated band of severe, sexy women who single mindedly train even the most recalcitrant of maids.
 
   A club where the dominant Bull males know the beneficial effects of a wife seeing her husband completely transformed. Thus the males do all they can to ensure the complete submission of any maid before his wife.
 
   A club that draws on enhanced, intense, one on one, behavioural modification therapy.
 
    
 
   Dream or nightmare?
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   For more about Deborah Ford’s work along with free tales in this genre, including some classics of the web, go to http://blog.thehoteltransform.com/
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Chapter 1 Reception
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   This was unexpected.
 
    
 
   Kyle had planned his diversion for over a year. Right down to the last detail. He had researched the requirements of Club Zero Nine, met twice with the charming Principal Miss Hall and carried out the physical changes they had demanded of him. 
 
    
 
   But no one had mentioned this.
 
    
 
   He had shed over twenty pounds in an exacting eight weeks of prescribed exercises and diet. His hair had remained uncut in that time and now just tickled his shoulders. As instructed he waxed his entire body, though he fell short of the humiliating proviso to create a neat 'runway detail' above his cock and balls. That was just too much. As a concession he trimmed back his pubic hairs, but not smoothed out the area to leave a neat, girly lawn just above his cock. There were some demands that were just too embarrassing.
 
    
 
   He even spent a fortune on the specified steel chastity cage to replace his cheap ebay plastic one. As instructed he had even worn it for a full five days before this meeting just as Miss Hall demanded.
 
    
 
   Kyle had spent most of his twenty eight years fantasising about what it would be like to be a maid. Club Zero Nine offered him that opportunity, indeed guaranteed that over the course of a weekend he would experience fully what it means to be a true maid. He just had to agree to the five day intensive training course.
 
    
 
   The money wasn't a problem, though it certainly wasn't cheap! Nor the time for that induction week. He worked for himself, thus could organise everything to free himself up for a week or two. There was even a promise of future weekends as a maid at Club Zero Nine if all should go well on the first one.
 
    
 
   He had even won over Madison, his wife. She had never been happy with his dressing up box in the spare room, and though giving him the freedom to try out the club, she was somewhat reluctant to join him at Club Zero Nine. It was shudderingly too pervy for her to stomach. On hearing about him having to spend a week in the steel chastity cage she sighed, raised her eyebrows and shook her head. That was the sum total of her disapproval.
 
    
 
   As for the weekend at Club Zero 9 she was initially disparaging.
 
    
 
   "I don't want to see a bunch of fairies twinkle toeing about," Madison had said.
 
    
 
   Yet a single meeting with the winning Miss Hall had crushed her objections sufficiently to 'give it a try'. Kyle didn't know what was discussed nor what changed Madison's mind but she emerged from the meeting at a hotel room in the city with the words, "ok then, we will give it a go. But don't go on about it." 
 
    
 
   So there Madison stood, just behind him in the small office in her shortest black dress and heels. For some reason she was wearing stockings and very sexy lingerie. When Kyle expressed his surprise at her attire she simply dismissed his question. 
 
    
 
   "You wear what you want, and I will wear what I want."
 
    
 
   "It is an S and M club, not the usual nightclub."
 
    
 
   She had flushed but continued applying her make up whilst dressed in just her beguiling lingerie.
 
    
 
   Despite his cock expanding in its confines Kyle was so excited at the prospect of the club that he soon put her dressing out of his mind. As his cock ached in its metal container he reasoned that she was just getting a womanly revenge on him. Saying if you dress like that then so can I!
 
    
 
   But at that moment, in Miss Hall's office, he was suddenly troubled about her provocative style of dressing.
 
    
 
   Now, somehow, he was vulnerable and he felt his little pretty wife, Madison, was even more vulnerable. 
 
    
 
   Vulnerable in a way that he couldn't protect her from.
 
    
 
   Normally he would take command in a difficult situation, give her comfort but now he was feeling exposed, confused and deeply embarrassed.
 
    
 
   The two other people in the room were both men. Mister Harrison was about 6 foot 2 inches, with a very masculine square jawed appearance. He looked like he hadn't shaved that morning and his thinning dark hair was a mess. Yet he wore an expensive looking neat, light grey suit with smart tie and crisp white shirt. He could have been some middle-aged powerful CEO of a large listed company. He had a relaxed no-nonsense manner conveying controlling charm.
 
    
 
   The other guy was around six foot but chunky, in a soft jacket that seemed too small for his muscles. You would have taken him for a night club bouncer and you wouldn't want to mess with him. His expression was locked into a superior smirk and right now the smirk was growing as he enjoyed Kyle's discomfort.
 
    
 
   They were the most alpha males Kyle had met since he stopped going to the rugby club all those years ago.
 
    
 
   Yet he, with his slight frame, wore just casual light clothes and felt like a child in a room with strong adults. Worse of course, he was fixed into the metal chastity cage so didn't even feel manly.
 
    
 
   Feeling his throat constrict with nerves and his voice grow squeaky, Kyle stuttered, "I, well, we, we had expected to meet Miss Hall here."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison had introduced himself as the chair of Club Zero Nine and neither offered his Christian name nor a handshake during the introductions, leaving Kyle feeling even more nervous and powerless. He was one of those men who spoke in short staccato sentences as if not bothered to chat to anyone.
 
    
 
   "You're late. You missed her. So strip." The man with Mister Harrison announced. The words weren't so much an order as a matter of inevitable fact.
 
    
 
   With his mouth dangling open Kyle tried to laugh away the tension. "No, really. It is on the form I filled. We were supposed to meet Miss Hall. Well, yeh. I guess we are a bit late." It was all he could do to avoid adding the word 'sorry' to this impolite arsehole.
 
    
 
   Madison had last minute nerves as they parked outside the sprawling seemingly unoccupied 1930s building. It was covered in 'Office Space to let' signs, but with it being sited in the wrong part of the city to attract clients Kyle bet they would remain unoccupied for many years to come. The club was tucked by the closed dockland area and was the only part of the city almost devoid of traffic. With its layer of dark bricks and facing north it was a building that would rarely catch much sunlight. Forever in the shadows of the docklands.
 
    
 
   The tall man nodded as if he wasn't concerned. "If you don't get a move on you'll miss the course."
 
    
 
   "Well," Kyle felt trapped. "If you could leave the room for ..."
 
    
 
   At that point Mister Harrison displayed a flicker of impatience. "Look. You either want to be downstairs or you don't. If you don't then push off. Don't waste my time."
 
    
 
   Kyle resented being spoken to in that manner, particularly before his wife. His cheeks flushed.
 
    
 
   "If you think Mister Williams here," he thumbed at the chunky doorman, "or I are interested in what is inside your pants you misread the signals."
 
    
 
   The doorman laughed and Kyle felt sure that he heard Madison snigger behind him.
 
    
 
   At that Mister Harrison ambled past Kyle, gently took Madison's bare arm and guided her to a wide drawer unit on which there were catalogues and books.
 
    
 
   "Miss Hall tell you all about our little club here?" he asked.
 
    
 
   Kyle watched as his wife stared up at the powerful man, her cheeks reddening. "Well a little," she giggled, her heels shifting nervously on the carpet.
 
    
 
   "Take a look at these." He opened a book and turned back to Kyle. "I mean it. You either strip or leave. No skin off my nose." 
 
    
 
   He flattened the album out at its first page and patted a huge finger on the page. "We set up just over five years ago. Now we are the biggest S and M club for miles around. We cater for everyone. So don't think about being judgemental here."
 
    
 
   Kyle half looked at Mister Williams whose eyes now seemed fixed on his wife's legs.
 
    
 
   He had read about power shifts but this was the first time he was in a room where people openly gawped at his wife, or led her around by her elbow without at least acknowledging him as the husband. He was virtually invisible.
 
    
 
   He slid off his light jacket, hanging it over the back of a chair, and set about his shoelaces.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile Mister Harrison went on with quiet, warm voice. "We do the maid training for girls too if you are interested."
 
    
 
   Madison giggled, flushed a deeper red, but keeping her eyes fixed on the book, didn't reply.
 
    
 
   Kyle pulled off his tee shirt laying it over his jacket and then undid his belt. He paused. Mister Williams was now checking messages on his mobile phone whilst Mister Harrison growled on.  Neither was interested in him undressing which gave him the courage to continue.
 
    
 
   "So we sort of grew over the first few years. It wasn't planned. Then, now get this, we had been here for two years before someone discovered that part of this unit used to be the downtown city police station. That was when the port was busy.  So we took over this section and even more floors. We needed the space. Folk were coming from all over the world to experience what we offered. You won't believe this, but we found they even had cages and cells down in the basement. How cool is that? We are the only S and M club in the country to have real cells."
 
    
 
   Madison gushed a sound of amazement followed by another giggle.
 
    
 
   Kyle slipped his pants down over his smooth hairless legs, relieved no one was paying him any attention. It still felt unnatural to have no hair on his body save the little around his genitals and that on his head.
 
    
 
   "Now, we have a strict no camera policy for party nights. But we are a bit more relaxed during non-event days for the inner club members. If the owners want to show off their pets then why stop them? But always ask before snapping." He rustled over a thick page. "So here we see some of the pictures."
 
    
 
   Madison gasped and Kyle stopped with his pants around his ankles wondering what he was showing her. But they were tight together so he couldn't see the pages.
 
    
 
   "It's called a George cross. Subs like being strapped up on this and sometimes left or maybe spanked or beaten. They are all different in their own ways. There is a dominant to take control of any situation a sub desires. All winners then yeh?"
 
    
 
   Madison giggled. 
 
    
 
   "I take it you are not a dom."
 
    
 
   "A dom?" she asked.
 
    
 
   "A dominant. Here folk are either doms or subs. Sometimes they can switch too."
 
    
 
   "Oh I am definitely not a dom," she laughed.
 
    
 
   He paused staring into her eyes. "I thought not. After years of doing this you get to read people pretty quickly."
 
    
 
   Kyle heard his wife's intake of breath as he stepped out of his pants leaving himself in his blue boxers. His heart was thumping and his stomach tickled as if someone was running their fingers over his insides. He knew his underwear would have to go too. He wished he hadn't had to wear this new steel chastity device. His old plastic one felt secure enough but this thin steel one was clearly impenetrable.
 
    
 
   "This is an A frame. She's got a cute arse, yeh?"
 
    
 
   Madison giggled, "not my type."
 
    
 
   "How about this arse." He turned a page and Kyle heard his wife catch her breath. "Hey don't worry, just six lines from a cane. Looks like they have been applied just before the camera shot. But I am told that girls really like this sub's cute arse."
 
    
 
   "It does look cute," she said with laughter in her voice.
 
    
 
   Kyle dropped the boxers over the rear of the chair and half crouched, half stood up with his hands over his chastity cage.
 
    
 
   He decided to say nothing. In fact if he was wondering if he should walk back to the car and think this entire plan through.
 
    
 
   At that moment the door crunched open and a breathless Miss Hall stood in the doorway. Kyle smiled at the sight of this charming patient woman with whom he had discussed so much. At least she would treat him without disdain. However he was alarmed to see she was looking none too pleased. "And what time do you call this Kyle?"
 
    
 
   "I, er, I'm, I'm sorry Miss Hall. I am a bit late."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall was a matronly woman in her late fifties who wore conservative blouses and knee length skirts with short heeled sensible shoes. Far from being the understanding matronly woman at the hotel interview she now gave the impression of an impatient woman who was always aggravated by the inadequacies of others.
 
    
 
   "A bit late? A bit? Kyle, the other two maids are already downstairs. Now quickly. Hands behind your back."
 
    
 
   Kyle obeyed her before he realised what he was doing. She clamped the handcuffs around his wrists with a scary ratchet sound followed by twin dull clicks. He was cuffed, naked and helpless. Suddenly he felt faint.
 
    
 
   "Now then, he must get a move on. She brought out a small android tablet from her bag and called up an app. "Kyle, Kyle, Kyle. Ah here we are. Kyle. The sub is Kyle. Dominant is the wife."
 
    
 
   She put the tablet next to a computer and printer on a desk and opened a drawer from which she pulled a narrow steel hinged collar.
 
    
 
   Kyle's mouth hung open. No one had mentioned being cuffed and collared. He pulled on the cuffs but instantly knew he was held helplessly secure. He needed to just call a halt to all this and discuss it further with Miss Hall.
 
    
 
   "There is a problem," Mister Harrison smiled.
 
    
 
   "Oh?" Miss Hall wasn't the sort of woman who liked to hear about problems. 
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered if he had met her sister in the interview.
 
    
 
   "Yes. Madison here isn't a dom. Could have told you that just by looking at her."
 
    
 
   Placing both hands on the table, Miss Hall bowed over it, exhaling loudly. "This little sissy told me she was! How can we enter him into the course without an owner?"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt it was time to assert himself and nervously offered. "Darling. You do play the dominant sometimes for me."
 
    
 
   "Kyle!" Miss Hall stated coldly, "Was your opinion sought?"
 
    
 
   "I was just saying ..."
 
    
 
   "I said," she glared, "was your opinion sought?"
 
    
 
   "Erm. No. Not really Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   She turned away as if she had dismissed him, making Kyle feel like a little child. He couldn't catch Madison's eye. How would she react to see him being treated like that?
 
    
 
   "May I make a suggestion?" The Alpha male said raising his chin.
 
    
 
   "I thought you might Mister Harrison. I suspect I know what it will be."
 
    
 
   He laughed easily, as relaxed as Sunday. "I'll take temporary ownership of him and maybe Madison here." He smiled at Kyle's wife. "Would you mind? That way you can have a tour around with me. It will be fun. Maybe get some lunch later."
 
    
 
   It was a moment before Madison mouthed 'yes', her face scorching red.
 
    
 
   "There you are. Sorted."
 
    
 
   "Aye," Miss Hall said turning to glower at Kyle, "but someone will pay for messing up my system!"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt his bowels move. He was helpless and frightened, and all before his wife. This wasn't what he expected. He had looked forward to his training, dressed as a sweet sexy maid. This hadn't figured in any of his fantasies over the last year.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall typed on the keyboard and the printer whirred out a sticky label. She tore off a strip and stuck it onto a short piece of card. This in turn she slid into a slim compartment on the front of the collar.
 
    
 
   She placed the collar about Kyle's neck and he felt the chill line of steel around his skin as she locked it home with a key.
 
    
 
   "Property of Mister Harrison," She read off the collar. "Yeh! Do not look so terrified sissy! It is only registered as temporary. When you leave here it will be removed from the collar and checked off our computers. Then you will be unowned again."
 
    
 
   She shook her head as if Kyle had caused her no end of suffering and inconvenience.
 
    
 
   "Open wide."
 
    
 
   Kyle parted his lips to ask 'why' but before he could say anything a rubber ball was pressed into his mouth which was attached to a strap that was clipped at the back of his head. "There. That's the last we will hear from you until you are taught how to speak."
 
    
 
   Mister Williams laughed out loud holding his eyes on Kyle until Kyle had to look away. Worse, he heard Madison giggle. He felt his cheeks glow red. Now he couldn't even call a halt to all this.
 
    
 
   He was naked, cuffed, gagged, wearing a chastity cage and collared with a note saying he was some guy's property! How had this happened?
 
    
 
   For all his shame his dick grew hard in his tube and he feared it would grow wet and spurt precum, thus totally humiliating him. He had to get a grip.
 
    
 
   "So you will show the young lady around Mister Harrison?"
 
    
 
   "I certainly will Miss Hall. It will be a pleasure." 
 
    
 
   Miss Hall eyed Madison from her heels to her blond hair until the young wife flushed red. "Yeh, I bet it will be for you." She then turned back to the computer and it whirred out a sticky label. This she put over a plastic band the sort you get around patient's wrists in hospitals.  
 
    
 
   Turning on Kyle, she gripped his elbow a good deal harsher than Mister Harrison had grabbed Madison's. Kyle could see the band had a barcode, some numbers and the words 'Property of Mister Harrison' running around it. He felt it being affixed around his right wrist.
 
    
 
   "Mister Williams, leash this sissy and get his uneducated arse downstairs with the other two before he misses any more of the course."
 
    
 
   Within a moment he was leashed as if Mister Williams kept a lead in his pocket for such an event. 
 
    
 
   Mister Williams gave gentle tugs on the lead as if testing it, just as Kyle saw Mister Harrison take his wife's arm again.
 
    
 
   "Madison, there is no need to be alarmed, but all visitors here have to be under the care of a dom."
 
    
 
   Madison let her head fall to one side waiting for him to continue.
 
    
 
   "It seems strange but as my guest you will have to have my collar. It just notifies the staff here as to who is responsible for you."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall was already printing out a label and bringing another collar from her desk. "Small do you think Mister Harrison?"
 
    
 
   The dominant male lightly ran his hand around the blushing young wife's neck. "Oh I would think so, thank you Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   Madison edged back raising her hands. "Well, I am not sure."
 
    
 
   "Just house rules. It is only procedure You'll forget you are even wearing it after a few minutes."
 
    
 
   With the label placed inside, Mister Harrison tenderly pulled it around her neck, edging it beneath her hair. When it locked both she and Kyle jumped.
 
    
 
   Kyle was furious. This was not part of what he had signed up for at all. He shouted into his gag but with the rubber ball sitting on his tongue he sounded like a distressed puppy.
 
    
 
   This has to stop.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kyle felt himself tugged towards the open doorway. 
 
    
 
   Madison locked eyes on him, her face cloudy with concern. He needed to protect her but one more yank and he was outside in the corridor.
 
    
 
   It was here that Kyle stopped in his tracks at the most sexy sight he had ever seen outside an online video.
 
    
 
   She was tall in her high heeled leather boots. Wonderful curvy legs in fishnet tights leading to a single body made of tight black leather boosting her boobs. Her face was a bit too long to be called beautiful but her eyes were like huge blue traffic lights. She wore black elbow length dark gloves and had messy tussled blonde hair. She looked like she had just had rampant sex.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall sighed with relief. "Miss Taylor. Thank goodness. Can you escort this new sissy downstairs?"
 
    
 
   The sight from heaven leered at Kyle's naked body, "I most certainly can Miss Hall!"
 
    
 
   "First day. So only beat his arse. Oh and no more than six times for each offence."
 
    
 
   "Awww!" Miss Taylor rubbed her gloved finger over Kyle's nipples which responded by growing hard. She pouted. "Not even a little whack at these Miss Hall?"
 
    
 
   "Oh you are incorrigible Miss Taylor. I don't know what the sissies see in you. Really. No you may not! Just the bottom. Off you all go."
 
    
 
   Mister Williams tugged harshly at his collar and it took a moment before Kyle could catch his balance. Everyone laughed.
 
    
 
   Kyle turned to look impotently at the sight of his sexy, short dressed, wife leaning over the photographs. Mister Harrison smiled at him as if he knew something Kyle didn't. 
 
    
 
   At that moment Kyle panicked. He pulled back on the leash as Miss Hall closed the door to the office leaving him at the mercy of Miss Taylor and Mister Williams.
 
    
 
   He screamed 'no, no stop,' through the gag but it just came out as 'mmmmoaaaa, mmmmmoaaaa, sssshhhhhwwww.'
 
    
 
   Tears formed in his eyes. He was not in control and it felt terrifying.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2 The Hair Salon
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They had moved down a level to below ground. Here bare brick corridors were lit by large hanging circular lights. Pipes of various sizes ran along the walls, occasionally disappearing into the brickwork. Some of the pipes were in a state of disrepair, and the fixtures securing them into position hung from loose bolts. 
 
    
 
   It was warmer here, stuffy, there was no sign of windows. He heard Miss Taylor's heels clicking along behind him. Mister Williams hung onto his leash occasionally giving a tug when he thought Kyle was lagging. 
 
    
 
   They reached another set of stairs leading down.
 
    
 
   "Wait," Miss Taylor announced. 
 
    
 
   Mister Williams turned languidly with a 'what now' expression.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor drew alongside Kyle. "Oh I love them looking terrified. Soooo sweet." She giggled like a school girl.
 
    
 
   Kyle desperately tried to speak through the gag but the rubber ball sat on his tongue reducing his words to incomprehensible mews.
 
    
 
   The blonde's eyes widened, her mouth turned into an 'oh' as if she were very concerned. "What's that sweetness? You want me to beat you?"
 
    
 
   Mister Williams laughed. 
 
    
 
   She stroked his cheek. "Oh my, aren't you something. I can't wait to play with you." 
 
    
 
   Then she growled making Kyle jump. She and Mister Williams laughed.
 
    
 
   Suddenly she thought of something. Her eyes widened in surprise at the malice of her thought as she licked her lips and smiled wickedly.
 
    
 
   In slow precise movements she leaned slightly to her left and drew a short cane from her boot. Kyle could see the boot had a long hidden compartment to hold the crop.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams eyes lit up in expectation.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor drew back the cane a few inches from Kyle's chest and then swished it against his right nipple. As he squealed through the gag so the girl gasped. Her eyes widening as if she were surprised by his reaction and her power. 
 
    
 
   She struck him hard on the other nipple.
 
    
 
   The pain was so sharp Kyle stepped away but Mister Williams tugged his leash to bring him back into position.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor whipped him twice on each nipple, her face close to orgasmic. "Aw. Does that hurt little cutie? Huh?" She struck him once more on each side, her breath growing shallow as she pressed her body up against him, one stockinged leg either side of his right leg as she rubbed, whispering hoarsely. "And just think, your pretty little wife is upstairs with Mister Harrison. Oh no! What ever could they be doing. Hmmmm?"
 
    
 
   She pulled back to take in the sheer terror in Kyle's eyes and felt her panties soak through. "Oh, just look at his face Mister Williams. What a picture."
 
    
 
   The lift doors opened nearby them with a sudden noise making Kyle and Miss Taylor jump.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall emerged in a rush but drew up short as if a hand brake had been applied.
 
    
 
   "What? He should be down there by now!"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes Miss Hall," the blonde smiled winningly. "Just taking our time. After all it's sweetness's first day."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall's eyes narrowed. "Have you been playing with a sissy before she has even started her course?"
 
    
 
   "Oh no Miss Hall. No. Though he is tempting an' all." She ran the cane over his chest and down to his chastity device which she struck lightly making a tinging sound.
 
    
 
   "Hmmm. Just get him downstairs as soon as possible young lady. You have been told before about playing with the toys."
 
    
 
   "Oh I will. Come on Mister Williams. Let us step up the pace."
 
    
 
   They marched down the concrete steps which bent around on themselves. As soon as they were out of sight of Miss Hall, Miss Taylor struck Kyle hard on his bottom.
 
    
 
   "Now I hope you are not going to get me into any trouble sweetness." She struck him again as they reached the next floor which was identical to the one above but with a lot of doors and muffled rock music playing in the distance.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams finally stopped outside a door through which the music was much louder. Miss Taylor immediately gripped one of Kyle's nipples and swatted his bottom with the cane. "Now listen sweetness. I hope you are not going to tell anyone about me playing with you upstairs are you?"
 
    
 
   Kyle's eyes grew with fear as he shook his head.
 
    
 
   "I hope not sweetness because Mister Williams will back me up." Her face was now inches from his. "And then, little thing, you wouldn't have a leg to stand on." She kissed him on his cheek so erotically that she made a low moaning noise and licked his cheek. "Oh sweetness. You and I are going to have wicked times together."
 
    
 
   The door opened and Kyle gawped at what he saw beyond the steel door: a modern, brightly lit hairdressers, totally incongruous after the ramshackle hallways they had journeyed down.
 
    
 
   There were a string of the large leather chairs found in such establishments. In two of these sat two naked men, they were also collared.
 
    
 
   A couple of girly girls in short tunics were working on their hair.
 
    
 
   A tall Mediterranean skinned woman with dark hair and come to bed eyes approached. She wore a short leather dress and knee length high heeled boots. "How late are you!" Her accent was foreign, Spanish maybe?
 
    
 
   Mister Williams handed her the leash, nodded and left without a word.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor patted Kyle's bottom very firmly. "Aw don't shout at him. He is so scared. It is like having a frightened little bunny rabbit on your leash. He has been through the mill with Miss Hall. And you know what Miss Martinique?"
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique grinned as Kyle heard the sound of a hairdryer being turned on, but he couldn't take his eyes off this stunning woman. His cock was now hard and felt sure that very soon he would start dribbling around his gag.
 
    
 
   "Go on Miss Taylor. Sounds like exciting gossip."
 
    
 
   "Oh it is. This poor thing has left his wife upstairs."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique affected a theatrical frown. "Oh no. isn't that a shame."
 
    
 
   "Uh-uh," Miss Taylor said coltishly. "Accept, little sissy's wife isn't a domme."
 
    
 
   "Isn't she now?" Miss Martinique looked Kyle up and down afresh. "Is that so?"
 
    
 
   "Uh-uh. In fact sweetness here is only under temporary ownership."
 
    
 
   The dark skinned woman peered closer at his collar. "Property of Mister Harrison." She laughed. "Well if your wife is sub it's a good thing she isn't with him!"
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor laughed. "You see that's the thing! The silly little airhead has only brought his cute, little subby wife here and left her with Mister Harrison upstairs." She affected a jokey timbre: "Mister Harrison is taking his little wifey on a tour. Isn't that so kind of him?"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt sick as the two women laughed.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique held Kyle's chin. "What a bird brain you are. Don't you know the place is full of dominant males with dicks that always need a home?"
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head, his stomach turning somersaults. 
 
    
 
   Speaking in a heightened girly voice Miss Taylor said: "And it gets worse. His little wifey, in her so short dress, is now the property of Mister Harrison too!"
 
    
 
   The two women chuckled and Kyle knew he had to call this off. Right now. He stepped back but the dark skinned woman firmly held his leash. "Oh my, my. You are in a pickle aren't you?"
 
    
 
   Kyle again tried to speak around the gag, enunciating each word slowly. But only gobbledygook emerged. The women found this hilarious.
 
    
 
   "He is going to be sooo much fun. And I got first dibs on him."
 
    
 
   "You stand in line honey. I have a feeling that me and this brainless, dickless wonder will be riding high in a few days, with my collar around his neck. "Property of Miss Martinique. How does that sound?"
 
    
 
   As Kyle's legs threatened to give out from under him the two women led him to a free hairdresser's chair where a sexy girl in one of the short white tunics stood.
 
    
 
   "Make him look special," Miss Martinique commanded as she unlocked the gag. "Oh and the little sissy has too much hair down below. I want a nice neat little runway to stop at the panty line. Me and Miss Taylor here are going to find him an appropriate name."
 
    
 
   Kyle settled into the cold luxurious padded leather chair and looked at himself in the mirror. Sweat made his forehead shiny. His eyes were still wide with terror. Oh God. They were going to shave his pubes into the dreaded runway. How he wished he had followed Miss Hall’s instruction and did it himself.
 
    
 
   As the two dominant women marched away to a desk, the girl cleared her throat and Kyle noticed the hairdresser had an Adam's apple. She was a guy!
 
    
 
   "Don't fret. They always tease the new girls. It gets better once they have taught you how to speak."
 
    
 
   Her voice was a little husky, but certainly feminine.
 
    
 
   "You see, the thing is I have to do your hair but if you cause a problem then we both get punished. And I am allowed to serve in the bar upstairs tonight. So please don't do anything silly and get me sent to bed early. Ok?"
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded. There was something reassuring about the hairdresser. As if she too were trapped but knew what to say and do. It was odd to be in a positon where she had to behave in order to stay up late, but, Kyle reasoned, that was her problem.
 
    
 
   "My name is Amber. The two girls joining you on the course are Brandi and Kelsey."
 
    
 
   In the next two chairs Brandi and Kelsey leaned forward attempting brave smiles and nods in his direction. They too were thinned by dieting and were naked save for their collars and steel cock cages. He noted that their arms were pinned behind them like his handcuffed wrists, and a thick strap ran about their tummies securing them to the chairs.
 
    
 
   They also had long hair which was exactly the same shade of straw coloured blonde as the hairdresser. 
 
    
 
   Amber ran a strap around the chair buckling it in the front and forcing the handcuffed Kyle to sit up straight on the seat. "If we are quick we can catch up with the other two. We need to get you to be blonde first."
 
    
 
   Kyle glanced up at her with a quizzical expression.
 
    
 
   "Blonde. That's usually the way. Just let me check," Amber simpered. She poked a few buttons on a computer keyboard. "Hmmm. No special instructions from your owner."
 
    
 
   Swallowing as he heard the word 'owner' Kyle settled back in the seat.
 
    
 
   Another girl in hairdresser's short white tunic with white stockings appeared and the three girls set about the hairstyles of Brandi, Kelsey and Kyle.
 
    
 
   While the other two men's already bright blonde hair was permed with tight pink rollers and clips, Amber went through the process of colouring Kyle's hair blonde. 
 
    
 
   Nothing was said, just pop music filling the air along with the occasional laugh from the whispering dominatrixes across the room.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later Kyle was stunned to see himself with long blond hair that immediately softened his features. He was always blessed with a rounded boyish look. People thought he looked more like a teenager than a man in his twenties. As Amber set about the next stage Kyle found himself surprised at how the curling hurt. It was if Amber was tearing his hair out at the roots as she rolled each piece compactly down to the scalp. 
 
    
 
   It gave Kyle time to terrify himself further over his plight and that of his wife's. All he wanted was have the fun of learning about being a maid, just like his fantasies. No one at Club Zero Nine mentioned anything about him being owned or collared by, his gut trembled at this thought, by a man.
 
    
 
   Worse, that man was taking his sexily attired wife for a tour of the place with a promise of lunch. A man who was clearly some alpha male type. Madison had often said how frightened she was of very masculine guys, but the thought was not a comfort as she had seemed so relaxed in his presence.
 
    
 
   As soon as he was allowed to speak he would have to voice his concerns and apologise to Miss Hall for wasting her time. He would then get Madison home and they could put this nightmare behind them.
 
    
 
   In the mirror he studied the collared naked men's faces, his fellow prisoners. They looked far from happy. Each seemed worn down with apprehension, as if unable to take in what was happening. They were trapped in a dark world that couldn't be shaken away.
 
    
 
   When Amber removed the hair dryer from Kyle's head he no longer recognised himself as Kyle, nor as male. The curls exploded out as if on springs then bounced whenever he even slightly inclined his head. In the mirror he saw Amber squeal, clapping her hands together in delight.
 
    
 
   "Ok less of the excited bitches in heat please girls." Miss Martinique had returned. In the mirror her attractive face wore a scowl that expanded into a smile. "But I have to say, girls. Wow!"
 
    
 
   Amber and the other hairdressers clapped and laughed, Kyle noted there was a degree of relief mixed up in the joy.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor stood next to Kyle, tilted his head back with her fingers beneath his jaw, admired him in the mirror and then close up. It was as if she were looking for a difference between the reality and the reflection.
 
    
 
   "Well look at you Kaylee. I must have you around my place tonight."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique laughed. "Control yourself Miss Taylor. You know Miss Hall won't let you play with them on the first day." She ran her hands through the curls of the other trapped guys before gripping their hair with each hand and pulling their heads back to look directly upwards her gaze. "More's the pity. But there will be plenty of time."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor pouted. "Aw. The guys will be all over them by Friday."
 
    
 
   "There's plenty for everyone." She threw their heads forward as she released them before picking up her android tablet. "So let's see what we have. Brandi, Kelsey and Kaylee are ready for business."
 
    
 
   She pressed a button on her screen as Kyle took in his new name. Kaylee! Kaylee? Didn't he have a choice? He wasn't sure he liked it. 
 
    
 
   "So girls let's do the makeup lesson. We're running late. Their owners will be taking a look at them after lunch so we better kick arse here. Right?"
 
    
 
   The three hairdressers bobbed a curtsey exposing more thigh encased in white.
 
    
 
   "And remember, I don't want painted whores. Keep the makeup subtle."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor placed her thumb beneath Kyle's chin and her fingers along his cheek so she could ensure he was looking straight at her sexy but scary blue eyes.
 
    
 
   "Listen dimwit." A smile emerged from hell as if she had thought of the cruellest idea the world had seen. "If you think you look like a little girlee now just wait until you learn how to do your face." She giggled. "You know what I love? What I really love? Eh? It is the look on sissies' faces when their loving, adorable, oh, so sickly sweet, wives don't recognise them. Oh my! Oh the shock."
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed feeling his head being pressed into the soft leather of the chair. His dick was actually growing smaller in its metallic confines yet he felt it slide in a squishy substance. He must have precum all over the inside of his cage.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor pulled his jaw around so he had to look her full in her cute face with its unnaturally insane looking eyes.
 
    
 
   "And then the little wifey's reaction. Oh Kaylee. She might laugh, she might giggle. But they always grin. Seeing their little hubbies put in their place." She pouted as if talking to a baby. "And poor little Kaylee. Well poor little Kaylee won't even be allowed to speak one likkle sound. Just stand there, like a good little girl on display." She closed her eyes, her face darkening with red. "Oh my. I feel so wet just thinking about it."
 
    
 
   Suddenly she seemed to snap out of her daydream and kissed Kyle on his nose. "But all to come yes?"
 
    
 
   The terrifying vision wiggled away with Kyle struck by how sexy her rounded arse was in its tights and leather corset.
 
    
 
   As the amazons returned to their computer desk, giggling and whispering so Amber leaned close. 
 
    
 
   "Don't worry Kaylee. My wife, er Mistress, fell in love with me again. It often happens. Really. She and her boyfriend often give me permission to stay up late for chats with them. Honestly. It does get better."
 
    
 
   'Stay up late?' 'Give her permission?' Then an electrode struck Kyle's brain blanking out all thoughts: Amber's wife's boyfriend! Her boyfriend!
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kyle squealed out loud and struggled in his bonds in the chair.
 
    
 
   Amber was terrified. "Stop it Kaylee. Stop it. Please. Please!"
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique emerged from nowhere and it was as if the world stopped. Kyle slumped in the chair, his eyes full of tears.
 
    
 
   The dominatrix ran her hand gently through his newly fashioned curly hair. "Now, now."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor sidled up appearing genuinely concerned. Her full lips in a pout and her eyes huge. "Is he ok?"
 
    
 
   "I think he would be better if you stopped bullying him for a while."
 
    
 
   "I wasn't bullying him." Her demeanour hardened as she glared at him. "He will know when I am bullying him. Awww!" Her manner reverted to a caressing older sister. "Oh. Don't you worry your little head about anything. We will look after you. I promise. Won't we Amber?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Taylor." Amber bobbed quickly, still looking fearful.
 
    
 
   "You see. Amber knows. You just relax and learn your lessons like a good little girl. Nothing to worry your silly little head about." Her voice became sing song. "Nothing at all."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique sighed as if she were dealing with an errant child. “Uncuff their hands for the make up lesson and try not to play with them until they are ready!”
 
    
 
   A few minutes later , with the three males uncuffed, the dominant women returned to their desk. Amber set about his make up. "Really sorry," She said under her breath. "I didn't mean to alarm you. Please don't cry out like that again though. You don't know the trouble we can get into here."
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded as if it all made sense to him, but it didn't. He felt he had fallen through a hole in his sanity and he was still tumbling through the dark. Worse, he feared that only more anxiety awaited him at the end of his fall.
 
    
 
   "I always start on the eyes," Amber was saying. "If you can do those well then you can get away with a little else."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3 The Make Up Room
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kyle and the other two guys were looking less and less male with every passing moment. They learnt the rudiments of the makeup style expected of them in little more than an hour.
 
    
 
   The look consisted of thick black eyeliner, a specific thick mascara, followed by powdering and contouring cosmetics to take away their jaw and brow line. Finally they were shown how to have sweet pink lips without overdoing the lipstick and gloss.
 
    
 
   Kyle's reflection was that of a sophisticated but girly eighteen year old ready to go to a party.
 
    
 
   When the straps were released Miss Martinez instructed them to stand but keep their legs together.
 
    
 
   "For the time being legs should be together at all times. When sitting or standing."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor giggled. "But not when Kaylee's on her back."
 
    
 
   Her dark haired colleague smiled and shook her head as if putting up with an amusing but naughty child. 
 
    
 
   "Together! At all times. We will instruct you as to other ways of standing and sitting over the course of the next few days. Don't look so worried you little minxes. Just take a look at Amber and her friends."
 
    
 
   The three hairdressers organised themselves into a line behind the two Mistresses, each with one knee before the other. Their backs were straight, boobs sticking out, palms at right angles to the body with the arms turned slightly into their waists at the elbows. Their expressions were of wide eyed somnambulance. It was as if they had fallen asleep with their eyes open. They didn't move an inch from their statue-like position.
 
    
 
   "This is called position one and it is the default standing position which you will learn later today." Half turning to the row of girls in their white tunics Miss Martinique commanded, "Position two."
 
    
 
   The three hairdressers swapped knees leaving the other knee to fall into position over the first while their hands swept behind their back."
 
    
 
   "You will learn all the rudimentary positions over the next few hours. Don't be alarmed. Even the most stupid of airheads will master these moves." She smiled. "Because I am an excellent teacher."
 
   Miss Taylor thought of something amusing. "What about position six Miss Martinique?"
 
    
 
   The taller domme grinned. "Oh do you enjoy alarming the little souls don't you! Not just yet I think Miss Taylor." She then clapped her hands. "Hands behind back young ladies."
 
    
 
   Kyle and the other two men glanced at each other with uncertainty.
 
    
 
   "Quickly, or Miss Taylor will encourage you."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor had already drawn her cane from her boot and wiggled it with whistling menace.
 
    
 
   Slowly the curly haired threesome placed their hands behind their backs.
 
    
 
   "Amber. The cuffs please."
 
    
 
   Amber leapt from her position as if hit by an electric shock but then wiggled slowly to a desk, opened a drawer and pulled out a clutch of handcuffs.
 
    
 
   Within moments Kyle's wrists were secured behind his back and he felt that gnawing feeling of powerlessness, particularly as Miss Taylor was blowing kisses at him and waving her cane in front of his face. His nipples still felt sore from the beating she had given him earlier that morning.
 
    
 
   "Leashes Amber!" Miss Martinique said.
 
    
 
   From the same drawer Amber pulled out three pink dog leads, all curled up and fastened neatly.
 
    
 
   "I will do this part thank you Amber." She snatched the leashes and uncoiled the first. She poked the leashes' thin end with the clasp through the back of Brandi's collar before pulling the clasp through the dog lead's circular handgrip and snatching it tight. She then clipped the clasp to the front of Kelsey's collar keeping her eyes locked on Kelsey's, who was petrified with nerves.
 
    
 
   She took the second leash and repeated the action of threading the leash through the back of Kelsey's collar and pulling the clasp to attach to the front of Kyle's collar. As she did so she set a hard look straight into his eyes, her mouth grinning as if she were crushing him for her own entertainment. 
 
    
 
   Kyle tugged on the cuffs, feeling the steel grip his wrists as the leash catch anchored to the hanging ring on his collar, leaving him fastened to Brandi. He felt humiliated and helpless as if all his willpower had been sucked out of him and handed to this confident dark skinned, young woman.
 
    
 
   The three sissies were now chained together with Brandi at the front, Kelsey in the middle and Kyle at the rear.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique smirked running her fingers down Kyle's cheek before wiggling with her superb arse to the front of the coffle.
 
    
 
   "What a pretty little train you all are."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor giggled and tapped her cane against Kyle's bottom. "Doesn't she look, like, just wow!"
 
    
 
   "No playing with the sissies," Miss Martinique warned her but Kyle felt the warning was delivered as an in-joke between the two women.
 
    
 
   His sore nipples were exposed to whatever actions Miss Taylor desired. His breathing grew shallow. This was fear. Dreadful, vulnerable fear.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique tilted her head to one side, her dark hair falling across her eyes. She was sexier than any dominant woman Kyle watched on his laptop as he played with himself. A real knockout.
 
    
 
   "Oh sissies. If you knew how appealing and helpless you looked." She growled like a cat. "Ok come along. Once again no speaking.  If anyone so much as utters a syllable you will all be punished by Miss Taylor and have the gags pushed back into your sweet mouths."
 
    
 
   The three sissies audibly gasped. Kyle realised the others hated the dreadful gag as much as he, with its rubber ball pushing down the tongue.
 
    
 
   "Amber, you and your friends should go on ahead and change. I think shop assistants this time, as we will be going to the lingerie section of the Zero Nine Department Store."
 
    
 
   The girls wiggled out, their hands at right angles near their hips, their backs straight. What shocked Kyle was the metronomic elegant swaying of the hips as they walked.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique tugged the first lead and the sissies tumbled forward in turn. Kyle had felt the leash between him and Kelsey grow taut before he was jerked forward. He soon ran into Kelsey who had stopped right in front of him.
 
    
 
   The two dominant women laughed.
 
    
 
   "O my, oh my." Miss Martinique surveyed them with a grin. "Walking on a leash is easy, even for stupid bitches like you. You simply have to pay attention to the leash holder at all times. Hear that? At all times. No day dreaming about some cute guy."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor giggled and patted Kyle's exposed bum with her crop.
 
    
 
   "And no thinking about shoes or hair styles. You have to keep your eyes fixed on the leash holder. When in a convoy like this then you must observe the girl in front of you. If she stops then you stop. If she moves forward then you move forward. Ok? Just nod yes girls."
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed and nodded. Walking on a leash? No one had told him about this.
 
    
 
   "If you don't pay attention then what happens is you end up with a sore neck from the collar being pulled, or you crash into something. Most dominants will give you the courtesy of a little tug before they set off. So watch out for that. Sometimes the tug means you have to advance closer to the dominant. You will know the difference by whether the dom has walked away or not. Clear?"
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself nodding uncertainly. 
 
    
 
   "The trick is just to pay attention. As sissy maids your entire purpose in life is to please others. From now one you will constantly be checking to see how you can please a dominant. You no longer count other than as servants. This leash training will help you see that. You cannot for one moment take your attention away from the leash holder or the person in front of you. You have no control what so ever over your movements."
 
    
 
   For a long moment Miss Martinique studied the three shocked looking subs to see if they understood. Their expressions were those of perplexed slaves desperate not to displease, which was all she could expect at this point in their training.
 
    
 
    "Good. I won't go too fast, just pay attention." With a gentle tug she led them out of the room back into the dark industrial corridor.
 
    
 
   Kyle soon became aware of the gentle cane taps to his exposed bottom. He dared not glance around to look Miss Taylor in the eye so he continued with his eyes fixed on Brandi's flouncy hair as it bounced decoratively around her head. Further ahead the leather clad figure of Miss Martinique continued wiggling confidently.
 
    
 
   A quiet whisper in his ear, each word associated with a gentle and not so gentle taps of the crop on his buttocks. "You thinking of your darling wife? Eh?"
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor smelt of fresh flowers but her voice dribbled poisonous thoughts that threw up nightmares in Kyle's now fuzzy blonde head.
 
    
 
   "All alone with Mister Harrison. Well she won't go for that type will she? Eh? Wealthy, tall guy. Real alpha male? After all those years listening to you pester her to be her maid. Because you did, didn't you? Sissies always do."
 
    
 
   His breathing was growing short. He wanted to scream out loud that Madison wouldn't betray him. She always said she found big alpha males scary. That's what she said, wasn't it? But uncertainty clouded his thoughts like black ink billowing through water.
 
    
 
   "And wasn't she dressed for it? Eh? Your lovely wife. Short little dress. Oh my, have you thought about it riding up when she sits next to him? What on earth will Mister Harrison do? Perhaps he is gay, yes?" She laughed. "But I know he isn't. Believe me all the girls know he isn't."
 
    
 
   Kyle stumbled as he heard 'all the girls'. All the girls! He had to get out. The leash pulled taut as he hesitated before it dragged him forward.
 
    
 
   He looked at Miss Taylor with her sexy outfit, her boobs supported by her leather corset and bowed his head. "Please," he whispered. "Please. I need to get out of this."
 
    
 
   A sly grin disturbed Miss Taylor's pink lips, followed by an expression of flamboyant shock. "Oh my little Kaylee. Did you speak? I mean, really!"
 
    
 
   She tapped her cane against his still sore nipples, her top teeth digging into her bottom lip. "What a naughty little sub you are!" She whispered carefully so Miss Martinique wouldn't hear her tormenting him.
 
    
 
   She snapped the crop harder and harder against his buttocks making him squeal until Kelsey turned her head a little to see what was happening.
 
    
 
   Tears of helpless frustration flooded Kyle's eyes blurring his vision. He could hear the soft padding sounds of their feet on the cold floor and the nasty slapping sound of the cane against his chest. Until he walked slap bang into the back of Kelsey.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor giggled.
 
    
 
   "What is happening back there?" Miss Martinique demanded. "I told you Kaylee. You must pay attention when on a leash. My goodness. These are the easy lessons!"
 
    
 
   "Shall I beat her cute little bottom?" Miss Taylor asked helpfully.
 
    
 
   "Just four. I don't want them too marked when their owners see them.
 
    
 
   Owners see them? Mister Harrison and perhaps his wife Madison were going to see him like this? Collared, naked apart from the chastity belt, in his new blonde curly hairstyle? A part of him died just as Miss Taylor struck his bottom with four sharp whacks.
 
    
 
   He shrieked with each one.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor raised his sobbing face with her crop, her face flush with arousal. "So pay attention silly airhead."
 
    
 
   "Right girls," Miss Martinique came around the line to face them. "We are entering the rear of the department store. Little sissies always think they have died and gone to heaven as soon as they enter here. But you still do exactly as I instruct you. You do not touch any of the garments unless I or Miss Taylor expressly commands you to do so. Understood?"
 
    
 
   The three sissies nodded with Kyle keeping a careful eye on Miss Taylor whose face was open and full of innocence.
 
    
 
   "Ok. In we go. And remember Kyle, keep an eye on the girl in front." She shook her head and tutted before tugging the leash to lead them through a fire escape into a well-lit shop with gentle music playing.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4 The Department Store
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was the size of a large school canteen with orderly rails of clothes and shelves piled with clothes in neat packages. Everywhere was well lit to ensure all the garments could be inspected thoroughly. There were four maids in the shop cooing over dresses and shoes at the far end. They glanced up but on seeing Miss Martinique and Miss Taylor went quickly back to their business of holding up dresses and trying shoes.
 
    
 
   It was a dream world for a cross dresser. A dream if it wasn't for the fact that Kyle had been tugged into the room on a lead and stumbled into Kelsey when the coffle came to a sudden halt. 
 
   Three shop assistants wearing cute A line white dresses stood to attention with their hands held crossed in front of their tunics. It was a moment before Kyle realised they were the three hairdressers. Amber was stood to the left with the usual eyes wide open, mouth closed stance.
 
   Miss Martinique unclipped the leashes. "You will remain silent. As I have said, we are hoping to teach you some words this afternoon. Until then you say nothing."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor was diverted by a line of black short dresses as Miss Martinique stood before them. "You will be dressed in black lingerie of our choosing. Eventually you will be trusted to choose items for yourself, but that involves training. You will wear a body contouring corset. It has a tiny lock clasp at the top of the zip at the rear. You may want one of your friends to lock it in place today. You will soon get used to zipping up rear zips and locking clasps behind your neck."
 
    
 
   Kyle discreetly checked the other two and could see the same look of terror he felt. Locking corsets was fine for fantasy but this woman was really going to lock them on.
 
    
 
   "Now," the dark skinned dominant continued, "I do not want to hear any squeals of discomfort. If you wanted to wear comfortable clothes then you wouldn't have signed up to be maids should you? So no silly noises. Miss Taylor?"
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor was before a long mirror whilst holding one of the short black dresses over her corset. She stuck out a leg and wrinkled her nose with dissatisfaction.
 
    
 
   "Miss Taylor!" Shouted Miss Martinique, in a way that brought all the others in the shop to full attention. "Please concentrate. Please supervise the new girls putting on their corsets. I know it is their first day but I want them straight and unwrinkled. Amber, you and the other two each pick a new girl and ensure the fit is perfect."
 
    
 
   Amber bobbed a "yes Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   Reluctantly a pouting Miss Taylor huffed and puffed as the new girls were helped into the corsets.
 
    
 
   The corset was an exquisitely decorated black lace number on the outside but the inner section had a tight elastic band feel. As Amber stretched it around Kyle's waist, inviting him to poke his arms through the thick straps, he felt himself squeezed into a suffocating embrace that carried on crushing him.
 
    
 
   He raised his arm to protest but Amber whispered, "don't worry. Just don't panic. Take short little breaths, that's it. Just don't try to fill yourself with air."
 
    
 
   Panic was the right word. He heard Amber struggle hard with the zip until the garment was held securely in position. Then more panic. He heard the lock snap home at the top of his back and realised he would not be able to remove it. What if he did suffocate?
 
    
 
   He looked wide eyed at Amber who winked in support, offering him some degree of confidence. She wanted him to understand she knew exactly what it was like.
 
    
 
   Four suspender straps hung down from the hem of the corset to tickle his thighs. He patted away the front two but then wondered if he would get into more trouble so let his hands fall to the front.
 
    
 
   The effect of the corset was to make him straighten his back. He looked down to see two small breast forms and immediately felt his cock pulsate with excitement. He needed to cum
 
    
 
   For all the nerves and beating he had received, let alone the trepidation he suffered, he was erotically stimulated.
 
    
 
   "Now the stockings," Miss Martinique announced. "Please watch the video first."
 
    
 
   A screen lit up with soft music gently caressing the images of a woman rolling up a stocking and extending her legs. The rolled up stocking was carefully placed over the toes and unrolled, pulling it tight as it was drawn up the ankle.
 
    
 
   "Note how this is done. With care! We don't want to be replacing stockings every ten minutes!"
 
    
 
   The stocking rolled over the gorgeous legs and two red nailed hands drew it tautly to the suspender clasp and tagged it home.
 
    
 
   "You girls try. And take your time. Excellence over speed, always."
 
    
 
   Amber passed him a stocking and Kyle felt his mind buzzing. He was always stimulated by the soft women's clothing at home but now the buzz seemed heightened. As he drew the stocking up his smooth, waxed legs he felt himself spurt around his thighs. The shame adding to his submission and increased arousal.
 
    
 
   He drew down the elastic suspender strap until he could attach the stocking, feeling the tension as the stocking and corset pulled up tight, a further constriction, but a delightful one.
 
    
 
   He could barely keep his eyes open as he rolled up the next stocking. When that was attached to the two suspenders he felt the full constraint of the stockings and corset gripping and squeezing him in all directions. The effect was erotic. 
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique laughed, "my, my, my. Look at you. You all look like you have fallen in to a dreamy sleep."
 
    
 
   Kyle noted the other two prisoner's faces exposed exactly the same submission and drowsy excitement he felt.
 
    
 
   "Your shoe size will be the one listed on your application form," Miss Martinique grinned. "I wonder how many foolish sissies have understated their size?"
 
    
 
   Kyle winced. He had knocked his shoe wear down two sizes knowing he could squeeze into a size seven at home.
 
    
 
   But moments later he found that as restricted as the strappy black shoe was, it still felt comfortable - comfortable in that sexy way heels do. He would put up with a good deal of discomfort for the sexy hobbling of the high heel - until he stood, then he realised he had made a dreadful error. As his feet rose up on the four inch heels so his toes were crushed. He felt unsteady and immediately wanted to sit to give himself some respite.
 
    
 
   He heard Brandi squeak as she stood next to him, waving her arms for balance. Clearly Brandi had gone down even more than two sizes.
 
    
 
   "Stand straight girls!" Boomed the dark skinned domme.
 
    
 
   The three 'girls' immediately stopped fidgeting and straightened, their pull between the corset and stockings almost snapping them to attention.
 
    
 
   Kyle became aware of the three shop assistants also standing to attention and stepping back a foot or so.
 
    
 
   He soon saw why.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall had arrived with a familiar scowl, a scowl that lightened as she took in the three sissies. 
 
    
 
   "Oh Miss Martinique. A little success story here I believe."
 
    
 
   "Indeed Miss Hall. The little minxes couldn't wait to get their sexy lingerie on. Real sluts."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall inspected the trembling sissies with her head slightly bowed. "Sluts? Hmmm. Let me see. Spread your legs girls!"
 
    
 
   They did so as Miss Hall stretched her fingers between Brandi's crotch and stroked. "Oh dear, dear. So wet." She walked up to Kelsey who flushed red as the hand rubbed her between her legs. "And another wet slut."
 
    
 
   Kyle was mortified. He didn't want everyone to know how he had spurted into his chastity belt. He needed to complain about his treatment. 
 
    
 
   Miss Hall's grey eyes met his and he saw the superior smirk as she reached between his thighs. "Oh! Sopping wet!"
 
    
 
   Kyle heard Miss Taylor shriek with laughter and felt his cheeks grow as hot as an oven. He wanted to plead with her to stop, but dared not.
 
    
 
   "Now you will understand why we do this."
 
    
 
   She reached into her bag and plucked out three foil wrappers. "Condoms. I know you think only men wear them but you see girls, if you fit them over your little chastity cages it will stop you leaking all over your pretty panties."
 
    
 
   She handed one out to each sissy and as they pulled them on around their steel cages she added. "Of course this is only for when you are having lessons. When you are serving you will have to think of other things to stop yourselves getting wet. My guests do like to feel up hot maids and see how excited you are."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique snapped her fingers at Amber who picked up silver tray with a few tiny lacey items. Kyle wondered if they were garters for the thighs. It was only when Miss Hall fished one off the platter that he realised they were in fact tiny, black lace panties.
 
    
 
   Within moments the three sissies were attired in corset, panties, stockings and heels and standing fearfully before the diminutive Miss Hall. Though she was shorter than the other dommes she carried far more weight and clout. Kyle could see who was in charge.
 
    
 
   "Now you will be taken to the Dance and Display room. Don't let your mouth hang open like that Brandi! You do not know what a display room is yet. You may look scared or even perhaps pleased when you see it. You do not know. You are ignorant silly maids." She shook her head and tutted. "The sooner we get you to stop thinking for yourselves the better. Saves so much time." 
 
    
 
   She pulled back her head and took in a deep breath as if she were going to give a speech. And then gave a speech.
 
    
 
   "This is early days for you all. You look pretty good for sure. You would pass for most people. Until you walk or talk. We will remedy that pretty soon. We have the finest of tutors. We have absolute discipline. No one is allowed to fail at any stage. Believe me young ladies, we will all ensure none of you fail at becoming a delightfully obedient maid." A smirk grew on her face as she took in the shocked threesome. 
 
    
 
   "Your owners will meet you in the Dance and Display room. They will have to make certain decisions about your lessons and your futures. I do not expect to hear a word from any of you tramps. I trust that is clear. I do not want to see anyone gagged or cuffed whilst their owners are present. It makes it look like we cannot handle you. I tell you this, so listen carefully. If anyone so much as utters a syllable I will have all three of you marched up to the bar room and find three sadistic men to beat the bejesus out of your frightened little derrieres. Nod if you understand!"
 
    
 
   Without checking the other girls Kyle quickly nodded. The last thing he wanted was to be dragged up to a bar full of men when he was dressed like this. He wished he could remind Miss Hall that his preference was for Femdom and that he had clearly put this down on the form. However, right now it seemed reasonable to keep such protests to himself. There would be better times to confide in her.
 
    
 
   He recalled how the two meetings with Miss Hall had been so relaxed. She had been eager to make him feel at home and listen to his every word. So he knew she was kind and emphatic, how else could she put aside his qualms with sympathy and understanding. She probably just had to put on the hard woman act for the benefit of her staff.
 
    
 
   "Can they leash themselves yet Miss Martinique?"
 
    
 
   "No, not yet, Miss Hall. I will ensure they are properly connected."
 
    
 
   "Very Wise."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor briskly cuffed the three girls with their hands behind their backs. It was when Kyle turned to offer his wrists to the young domme that he saw the sexy curly haired blond in the erotic lingerie in the long mirror. It took a long moment of realisation to register that the gorgeous looking girl was in fact him. He immediately spurted into the condom, feeling grateful he was now keeping his panties dry with the rubber.
 
    
 
   He felt the leash tugged tightly around his collar to be fastened once again to the rear of Brandi's collar. He swallowed. Fear tickled his gut. He had never felt so helpless, so much in the power of others. Perhaps not even as a child. Here he was dressed so sexily, in gorgeous women's lingerie, wearing painful sexy shoes that seemed to stretch his legs, wrists cuffed and collared to another person in exactly the same predicament. Worse, they were not even allowed to protest.
 
    
 
   They could take him anywhere they wanted and he had to follow.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5 The Dance and Display Room
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Walking in controlled convoy Kyle had little time to worry about the Display Room. No sooner had they reached the corridor with its hefty industrial pipes than he sniffed the familiar beautiful flowery perfume. The softly spoken words picked up from where she had left off before they reached the department store. Miss Taylor was back behind him. Taunting him.
 
    
 
   "Does she suck cock, your pretty little wife? Hmmm? I bet not yours. Your tiny little apology locked away in your panties. But Mister Harrison's, well, my, oh my, what girl wouldn't want to feast her lips on his monster?"
 
    
 
   Glancing back over his shoulder Kyle inhaled as he took in the wicked glint in Miss Taylor's eyes. They both knew she had struck a chord and like a school bully with a first year child she would torment him relentlessly.
 
    
 
   He wanted to scream at her to stop. Tell her how Madison wouldn't do anything like that. His wife hated sucking cocks - and not just his. She had told him so, endlessly. Tears filled his eyes. Miss Taylor had seen he wasn't exactly big down below when he was led naked bar the tiny chastity cage down to the hairdressers, so he could hardly object to her teasing. How he wished he was allowed to speak out and plead with her to stop being so hurtful to him.
 
    
 
   "Oh my. Just think." Miss Taylor's eyes widened as if she had realised something dreadful. "Your wife will be escorted around by that hunky, alpha dream boat to see the sight of her little hubbie in his lacy finery. Put on display. All defenceless and obedient. Whilst her escort will be calling the shots. What will be going on in her mind eh? Oh dear. Best not to think too hard is it? So it is a good thing you are blonde. There is limited thinking in Blonde's heads!"
 
    
 
   He started mouthing 'please' but after stuttering over the 'p' he gave up. The last thing he wanted was to attract the attention of Miss Martinique and endure further punishment, certainly not before Madison came to see him.
 
    
 
   As a tear tickled down his cheek he hung on to the thought they were all just teasing him. It was just one big game. His wife wasn't really going to see him. He shivered. Oh my God please do not let that happen.
 
    
 
   His fantasy had been about serving a few sexy dommes with their drinks on his tray. All the time hoping his wife would be watching to learn how to dominate him for some occasional bedroom games. Here he was devoid of control and the victim of anyone who wished to play with him.
 
    
 
   They stopped, and this time Kyle came to a wobbling halt just behind Brandi.
 
    
 
   A pair of double doors opened up onto a well lit room playing soft music. He saw Miss Martinique tug the leash and march inside followed by the two sissies in front of him. The leash grew straight and then he was towed in behind them.
 
    
 
   It reminded Kyle of a school gym with a stage area at one end complete with curtains, speakers and lights. In some places the walls were covered from floor to ceiling with mirrors, but in other sections the walls were littered with school gym bars.
 
    
 
   The dark skinned domme led them around to the front of the stage where there was a small raised platform, perhaps a foot tall. She filed them onto this platform giving firm tugs on the leash until they had lined up facing into the hall. Kyle noticed there were doors on the opposite side of the room to where they had entered. These doors were more ornate, with opaque glass. They appeared to be the entrance leading to a posh theatre. Whereas the ones they came through were battered and in keeping with the run down industrial corridors through which they had just tramped.
 
    
 
   As soon as Miss Martinique turned her back Kyle raised one throbbing foot, seeking to rest it but noticed Miss Taylor was scrutinizing his appearance with a pouting grin.
 
    
 
   He decided it would be wise to remain legs tight together as previously instructed by Miss Hall.
 
    
 
   "Well hello!"
 
    
 
   The three sissies jumped and squealed. The voice had boomed from behind them. A sing song French accent.
 
    
 
   "Well what have we got here. Miss Martinique? Rester bouche bée. They look splendid!"
 
    
 
   None dared to turn. Instead the sissies stared wide eyed at the hall before them.
 
    
 
   A short lithe woman in her forties with immaculate jet black hair appeared. She was striking in her tight black leotard, fishnet tights with low thick heeled shoes.
 
    
 
   "Oh my pretties just look at you! J'aime beaucoup! " Her eyes widened with delight and Kyle felt butterflies in his stomach again. He was convinced he had entered a lunatic asylum and the inmates were running the show.
 
    
 
   They jumped further when the theatre styled doors banged shut as Miss Hall entered. There were now four dommes in the room. Considering any one of them seemed to be able to control all three of them the very idea of four powerful women terrified Kyle.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall nodded at the dark haired French woman. "Girls! Pay attention!"
 
    
 
   The three stood up even straighter.
 
    
 
   "This is Miss Latour. She is you dance instructress."
 
    
 
   Kyle's mouth fell open. 'Dance Instructress?' he had deliberately put a cross next to the dancing sections. He had no desire to learn how to dance at all. That was for girls and gay nancies.
 
    
 
   Miss Latour stood ramrod straight with a bug toothy smile. "Oh my pretties we shall have so much fun! You will be smiling so gaily the entire time!"
 
    
 
   Miss Hall seemed even more impatient than before. "They will be visiting you about four o'clock this afternoon Miss Latour. I am afraid we are running a little late!" She eyeballed Kyle who swallowed and fixed his made up eyes on the wooden floor boards.
 
    
 
   "I can barely wait!" She announced as if the hall was filled with an expectant audience. "It is always so wonderful to see them grasp their first steps!"
 
    
 
   Kyle let his hands rest on the front of his panties, feeling his small bulge in the cage. He had no intention of learning how to dance. He couldn't dance anyway! 
 
    
 
   "Bye, bye my little pretties. See you here at four. I cannot wait! A plus tard! "
 
    
 
   With an elegant wiggle she walked out of the up-market theatre doors. Kyle noticed that the walls the other side of the door were brilliant white with no signs of industrial cables or pipes. Another world.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall clapped and Kyle heard Brandi on the end as she gulped.
 
    
 
   "With time so short and your owners on their way you need to pay attention like you have never concentrated before."
 
    
 
   Kyle's breathing grew short. He now just wanted to get away from this nightmare.
 
    
 
   "If we have any nonsense from any one of you then you will all be punished." She emphasised 'punished' and slapped her hands together. "Miss Martinique, do you think these silly airheads would want to be placed in the hands of the brutish men upstairs for their punishments?"
 
    
 
   Sniggering Miss Martinique shook her head. "In no way Miss Hall. In no way."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall seemed satisfied, "and Miss Taylor what fate do you think would befall these silly airheads if they were frogmarched upstairs on Mister Williams very own leash?"
 
    
 
   Brandi was now whimpering and Kyle felt that at any moment he would burst into terrified tears.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor placed her hands on her hips and pouted with thought. "It doesn't bear thinking about Miss Hall. Terrifying."
 
    
 
   "So!" Miss Hall barked. "Do we all understand? Eh? You are allowed to nod!"
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself nodding like a donkey. His legs were growing weak, as if they couldn't take his weight.
 
    
 
   "You can stop nodding now," Miss hall laughed. "After the display and our chat with your owners we can they teach you rudimentary speech so you will be able to communicate. Would you like that girls?"
 
    
 
   The three nodded briskly before the offer could be withdrawn.
 
    
 
   "Good. Now stand straight. Legs together. Good girls. Turn your arms slightly forward. Women's forearms are connected differently at the elbows to men's and you don't want to look like some ape like man do you? That's it, turn the hands out so we see the front of the forearm. Good girls. Now slightly flex your fingers inwards. Good. Excellent."
 
    
 
   The stance felt awkward but Kyle was determined not to give Miss Hall a chance to admonish him so he held it.
 
    
 
   "Yes," Miss Hall nodded. "Please remember that. We like to have lessons without notes so you have to remember everything. It will come naturally I assure you. Now let your left knee fall before the other. Hmm. Just let it happen, don't force it. That's better. Ok. Good that is position one. Remember it girls, Position one."
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself nodding eagerly. This was position one. Just like he had seen the hairdressers adopt a little earlier. He had to remember it.
 
    
 
   "Now place the other knee over the other. Good. Good! And place your hands behind your back. Just hold them lightly together. Good. Brandi, keep those shoulders back. Good girl."
 
    
 
   Kyle held his hands behind his back feeling exposed and helpless. Somehow not having his hands before him made him vulnerable yet he couldn't put his finger on why. 
 
    
 
   "That is position two. Show me position one."
 
    
 
   Kyle swapped knees and brought his palms to the side only just remembering to turn them slightly to face forward.
 
    
 
   "Hmm. A bit quicker next time. And ... position two!"
 
    
 
   Kyle dropped his hands behind his back and let his knees swap.
 
    
 
   "Position one! Good. Position Two. Faster please Kaylee. Good. And position One. And position two. Excellent. You are doing really well. Aren't they Miss Martinique?"
 
    
 
   "Positive brain boxes," the dark skinned woman concurred with a smirk.
 
    
 
   "Indeed. Now just to show me how wonderfully clever you all are place both hands in front of you over your groins. That's it one in front of the other. Good, good. And with both legs tight together. Wonderful. That is position three. Easy, eh? I said easy eh? You can nod can't you?" 
 
    
 
   She glared at them until they were all nodding.
 
    
 
   "Ok you can stop now. So position one? Good. A bit quicker Brandi please. Position two. Very good. And position three. Excellent. You should be pleased you have such wonderful teachers to get you up to speed. Now finally widen your eyes. A little more. A little less Kaylee, you look like a robot!"
 
    
 
   The women laughed at him as he kept his eyes open wide.
 
    
 
   "And lips pouting and full. Just push them out. Not too much Brandi. You are not going to kiss anyone. Good. Now add a little smile. Oh my word it is like a horror film. I said a little smile. Just a gentle up turn of those succulent pink lips. When you speak to anyone you will smile widely and widen your eyes more. It will demonstrate how much you wish to please people. But when standing, just a subtle little smile will suffice."
 
    
 
   In position three Kyle kept his eyes wide and his lips pouting. With the slight upturn to his mouth as demanded by Miss Hall.
 
    
 
   "The good news is girls, all you need to do is to remain like that. You may choose from your three positions. But no others will be tolerated. You don't have to say anything, move or even think. We will do all that for you. And definitely no speaking! Not even silly little whimpering noises. They will only make your mistresses feel uncomfortable. And we wouldn't want that would we?"
 
    
 
   They nodded their enthusiastic agreement.
 
    
 
   There were times when Miss Hall's features darkened so much she appeared terrifying to the three girly dressed men on the platform. Like some powerful demon.
 
    
 
   Kyle gasped as he heard a knock on the main door leading to the neat white hallway.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall nodded. "Right girls. Show time! Remember not a dickie bird!" She turned to the stunning, tall dark skinned dominatrix. "Please show their owners in Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   According to neuroscientists panic takes place in the mind, mainly in the amygdala, but for Kyle panic was a quality that disturbed his entire body, his whole being. Like an electric current tearing through his skin. A tingling in his stomach that disrupted his bowels. He wanted to pee and defecate. Run and hide. All at the same time. Fear was numbing his mind, making rational thought impossible.
 
    
 
   The rear exits towards the industrial corridors looked enticing as an escape route. But in these heels how far would he get? He couldn't run, that was for sure. There were four dommes who would take great delight in capturing him and putting him in his place. Somehow he would have to weather the storm. Get a grip on himself right now and face up to Miss Hall afterwards.
 
    
 
   The first couple through the main doors were a red headed woman with loud make up behind whom was a white bearded guy who looked old, maybe in his sixties. The bearded guy seemed to know the procedure and walked her towards the stage area.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall said, "Ha Brandi's owners. Miss Suzanne Parker and Mister Stemple. Miss Taylor would you care to run through the itinerary for Brandi's owners please."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor wrinkled her nose, staring at Kyle as if she were about to lose a lover, but finally nodded. Adopting a smile she walked over to Brandi showing the red head and the old guy something on her android tablet. The old boy got out his and they quietly compared notes but over the soft music Kyle couldn't quite hear what was being confided.
 
    
 
   The next couple were a blonde with incredibly neat sexy hair and a short skirt with sexy ankle boots. Kyle felt his dick throb in its constraints at the very sight of her. Her guy was really big, broad shouldered, with a paunch and a superior 'aren't I clever' look about him. He already had a tablet in his hands and was showing the blonde something that made her giggle as if it were naughty. She put her hand over her mouth, like a school girl.
 
    
 
   "Ah, Kelsey's owner. Miss Martinique? Would you care to go over their itinerary?"
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique directed this couple to Kelsey.
 
    
 
   For a long while the entrance remained empty. Miss Hall consulted her watch comparing the time with her clock on her tablet. She shook her head.
 
    
 
   Then they appeared.
 
    
 
   Kyle had forgotten how tall he was. He walked slowly, calmly, as if the world should wait for him. In her little black dress Madison appeared frail and delicate next to him though totally at ease. She, like the previous blonde, was giggling, but this time at something Mister Harrison was saying to her. Kyle's dick shrivelled at the sight of them. It was like taking a cold shower. Now surely he would be allowed to speak, to say something. Anything!
 
    
 
   Miss Hall shook away her irritation at their time keeping and greeted them. "Ah Kaylee's owner. Or should I say owners?"
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison shook his head looking away from Kyle. "Na. Just owner. Just the one. Me."
 
    
 
   Kyle could see Madison still wore his collar. 'Property of Mister Harrison.' This was too much.
 
    
 
   "Ah good. Well you are a few minutes late Mr Harrison so ..."
 
    
 
   "Well this wonderful lady just didn't want to leave the bar," he laughed.
 
    
 
   Madison slapped his arm playfully. "It was you!"
 
    
 
   "Yes well," Miss Hall announced. "If we can all try and concentrate. Kaylee here is on her first day ..."
 
    
 
   Madison glanced at the girls on the stage looking for her husband before catching sight of Kyle through squinting eyes. She took in his delicate lingerie, the stockings, panties and corset with the black heels, along with the makeup and hair and her mouth and eyes formed perfect circles of shock. Her husband looked softer, more feminine.
 
    
 
   "That is an amazing wig!" Madison said at last.
 
    
 
   "Wig?" Miss Hall seemed lost. "Oh, her hair. No. I don't even think we needed extensions. Kaylee has been a good girl and grown her hair as instructed as per our second meeting." She consulted her tablet, "Kaylee has been a good girl for us."
 
    
 
   Madison was shocked, looking to Mister Harrison for guidance. In turn he seemed to grow serious. "Ah yeh. Don't worry. It is just part of the procedure. Just the process. That's all."
 
    
 
   "But, but, he looks ....  I mean he is .... I ...."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison took her arm and laughed good naturedly. "Don't worry. You can hardly have a maid who doesn't look the part, can you?"
 
    
 
   Madison put her fingers gently to her lips. 
 
    
 
   Miss Hall cut in, "Well yes. This is a little bit of a shock I suppose. But it is important at this stage that we just all agree on Kaylee's course. I do not want there to be any disappointments at the end. Firstly we feel that domestically it is important to cover the ground rules thoroughly. So making beds, the laundry, especially the ironing and ..."
 
    
 
   Madison whispered something to Mr Harrison that had Kyle leaning forward to try and catch.
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison cut in, "Madison wants to know if he will be wearing clothes over the underwear.
 
    
 
   "Why of course. Yes. Kaylee will have her own maid's uniform. Once she passes the exam. We also have nurse uniforms, store tunics, secretarial outfits ..."
 
    
 
   "Secretarial outfits?" Madison asked with astonishment.
 
    
 
   "Oh yes. Very popular really. Just in case you want any letters written or correspondence handled. Bills sorted. Filing, copying. That sort of thing. Then she you tell her to put on a secretary outfit."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall stared at Madison with an 'isn't that obvious' look.
 
    
 
   "Ah. Yeh. I just thought this was about him being a maid."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall sighed, trying to hide her exasperation at being interrupted. "At Club Zero Nine we like to offer our client's girls a full course. Not just some elements. Believe me it is useful in the end as you won't have to bring her back for further behavioural modification."
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed. 'Further Behavioural Modification?' What's this with behavioural modification? He is here to be a maid for a weekend. That was what the training was about.
 
    
 
   "Ah yes," Madison nodded, her eyebrows forming two vees. "I see."
 
    
 
   "And also we refer to maids as 'she' not he' if it is all the same with you."
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes of course if that is what Kyle wants."
 
    
 
   "Kaylee," Miss Hall leaned forward to add emphasis. "Kaylee!"
 
    
 
   "Oh I see," Madison said.
 
    
 
   "Erm," Mr Harrison suddenly took an interest. "Kaylee?"
 
    
 
   "Yes. Neither of you suggested a name so we ...."
 
    
 
   "It's just that it is a bit close to Kyle. Yes?"
 
    
 
   Miss Hall sighed. "And?"
 
    
 
   "Well sooner or later someone is gonna call her Kyle. Don't like that."
 
    
 
   "Well you are her owner," Miss Hall said reluctantly. "What name would you like for your maid?"
 
    
 
   "I don't know. I don't usually own male maids. What have you got?"
 
    
 
   Miss Hall consulted her tablet and pressed the screen a few times. "Well the available names starting at the top with A are , Abbie ..."
 
    
 
   "Great. Yeh. Abbie. I love Abbie. Madison. What do you think?"
 
    
 
   Madison shook her head, still in shock. "I guess so. I don't know."
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison nodded. "Abbie it is."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall exhaled even louder. "You do realise we will have to re-enable her programming on all the computers?"
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison shrugged.
 
    
 
   "Very well." She pressed a few buttons, huffing with each press. "No problem I am sure! Abbie then. So your property will be thoroughly versed in domestic and secretarial chores along with all types of maid duty."
 
    
 
   "Yeh. And another thing Miss Hall." Mister Harrison smiled.
 
    
 
   The dowdy middle aged woman lowered her head and shook it. "Yes?" She asked through her teeth.
 
    
 
   "He's got the stainless steel cock cage on yeh?"
 
    
 
   "Of course. All male maids do. So they can't just cut them off."
 
    
 
   "Yeh Sure. So what size? What size U ring does he have?"
 
    
 
   "U ring?" Madison asked
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison was dismissive. "Yeh just the ring that goes behind the ball sack. That's what it is called."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall tapped away on her tablet. "See! He is still under Kaylee under chastity here. I hope you see how difficult it makes life for us when you are changing the name on the first training day."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison seemed neither to appreciate the problems he caused nor even to worry about them.
 
    
 
   "We will change his files to match Abbie." She tutted. "Right. It is the largest one. Ring size one. Two inches."
 
    
 
   "Right. Well take it down a couple of notches will you?"
 
    
 
   "Well that will be ring size three."
 
    
 
   "Fine."
 
    
 
   "Which is only 1 and three quarter inches."
 
    
 
   "Great. I have heard it said that sissies get used to that thing on them. See if she gets used to that." 
 
    
 
   He looked up at the frightened 'she maid' and grinned.
 
    
 
   Sighing Miss Hall tapped at her tablet. "We will sort it tonight before you send him to bed."
 
    
 
   "Great."
 
    
 
   "By the way. Bed time tonight should be before nine but after seven thirty. We have a good deal to get through."
 
    
 
   "Seven thirty then."
 
    
 
   "Until he gets his communications you just phone down and we will sort it."
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison took out his tablet, tapped out a few letters and seemed satisfied. "Great. So if you will excuse us ..."
 
    
 
   "Mr Harrison. Please. This will only take a moment."
 
    
 
   "There's more?"
 
    
 
   "If you could indulge me for one moment. In some ways she is just like any other girl you have owned at Club Zero Nine."
 
    
 
   "Except she isn't really a girl."
 
    
 
   "No. Well, I think someone would be hard pressed to see  a difference already, let alone after the next 5 days training before she does bar work. But please Mr Harrison. How much control over her do you wish to have?"
 
    
 
   "I will leave her in your good hands," he said graciously taking Madison's elbow.
 
    
 
   "Yes. Fine. So we say when she eats, when she goes to the bathroom, what her bedtime is and so forth?"
 
    
 
   He seemed offended. "Now Miss Hall. Abbie here is my property. That is for me."
 
    
 
   "Exactly! So with your permission we will equip her with a subs phone whereby she can only message you and you, her. No other calls."
 
    
 
   "I'm not gonna get a call at one in the morning for permission to use the bathroom am I?"
 
    
 
   "The same as your other subs Mr Harrison."
 
    
 
   Kyle was faint. The lights seemed to shimmer. Permission to go to bed? When to use the bathroom? This was all crazy. Somehow he knew it was just a dream and that he could wake up if he really tried.
 
    
 
   "She is eligible for the phone the moment she reaches the maids training uniform. Now. Shall we say eight thirty for bed time?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, and you give her bathroom permissions for now." He was clearly anxious to bring the conversation to a halt.
 
    
 
    "Fine. She has her first dancing lesson this afternoon. And we will keep you informed as to her progress on speech."
 
    
 
   "Yeh. I will need progress updates. Whatever you suggest Miss Hall." Mr Harrison steered Madison back to the entrance to the neat corridors. 
 
    
 
   Madison glanced over her shoulder catching Kyle's eyes. She was troubled, she seemed to be asking if he were alright, but of course Kyle dare not move. He didn't want her to be worried so he quickly smiled and nodded yes.
 
    
 
   Madison seemed to understand and tried a smile herself, but it wasn't very successful. He knew when she was anxious. He wanted to shout out to her that everything will be ok, that he will sort it all out but of course he couldn't do or say anything.
 
    
 
   The other couples were also making their way to the neat double doors but he noticed they had been far more interested in the discussions than Mr Harrison.
 
    
 
   When the doors closed and they could only just make out the sound of heels disappearing down the corridor, Miss Hall clapped her hands.
 
    
 
   "We are still behind girls. No time to lose. Miss Martinique. Please give the girls a leash each. Let us see them applying them themselves."
 
    
 
   The tall domme handed out a lead to each of the girls.
 
   Miss Hall looked up at them on the low stage. "Ok, we are going to the classroom. Kaylee. Oh God I mean Abbie. It is so infuriating when owners change the names of their girls. You thread the leash through the collar of Kelsey, and Kelsey you thread yours through Brandi's collar. Good. Now thread the lead through the handle and cinch them tight to the girl's collar."
 
   Kyle tucked the handle of the collar through the back of Kelsey's collar whilst Kelsey did the same with her leash through Brandi's.
 
    
 
   "That's it. Now pull it up to your chin. Please attach the clasp to your collar. There is an O ring at the very front It isn't very large for aesthetic reasons but plenty big enough for the leash. Good. Excellent. Good girls."
 
    
 
   Once connected in the coffle Kyle felt the familiar tremor of panic as his leash grew tight between him and Kelsey.
 
    
 
   "Now the handcuffs Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   The tall domme handed up the three handcuffs to the girls who choked as they moved at different times to grab them making the leash tighten.
 
    
 
    
 
   "Now the trick here girls is to cuff your right wrist first unless you are left handed, in which case cuff the left hand."
 
    
 
   The handcuffs felt heavy to Kyle. He had some toy ones at home which were a thin cheap Chinese import with a quick release clip for safety. They were so delicate he had bent them in the first few weeks. There was no safety release on these and you would require a machine to bend them. As he clicked the ratchet around his wrist his anxiety grew. Steel was so permanent.
 
    
 
   "Now open the other handcuff clasp, place your hands behind your back and simply use your right hand to fold closed the other cuff around you left wrist."
 
    
 
   Kyle noticed Kelsey and Brandi hesitate before him. They, like him, were terrified at making themselves helpless again.
 
    
 
   "Young ladies! I do hope you do not require further encouragement to be obedient?"
 
    
 
   Within a matter of seconds the three ratchets clicked home and the three sissies were helpless again.
 
    
 
   "Miss Martinique. I will take the girls to the junior classroom and handle the first lesson. I am afraid I am busy upstairs tomorrow so can you take lesson two?"
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor who had been gleefully watching the entire proceedings, groaned. "Aw Miss Hall. Can't I take the first lesson?"
 
    
 
   "Heavens above. You have only been here a couple of weeks Miss Taylor. Perhaps one of the later lessons on something more straightforward, perhaps 'advanced sitting'."
 
    
 
   Kyle just had time to notice Miss Taylor's despondent expression before he felt his leash tug and he marched at the rear of the train back towards the doors leading to the industrial corridors. Glancing back at the doors leading to the bright clean areas, he wondered what happened beyond those. Somewhere his wife and the dreadful Mister Harrison were talking and Kyle didn't have any say in the matter whatsoever.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6 The Classroom, Miss Hall.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Other than the fact they were on the same floor, Kyle felt completely disoriented. Were they heading back towards the department store or forward to the hairdresser's salon? The corridors were so similar it was impossible to know.
 
    
 
   It took a few minutes to reach the classroom, giving Kyle a notion that Club Zero Nine must cover a huge area within the disused warehouses and former police station.
 
    
 
   At first sight it appeared to be a modern day classroom, complete with white board, video projector, two rows of individual desks with a long desk and large chair placed out front for the teacher. Behind the desks and their chairs were a row of high stools. There was a modern day Ikea look to the furniture. Tall windows looked out onto a small school playground, complete with swings and trees. It was a moment before Kyle realised that the image was a blown-up photo that only revealed its two dimensions as they were tugged into the middle of the classroom. They were still underground.
 
    
 
   There were two surprises, two elements not normally found in classrooms.
 
    
 
   One was the rear wall with floor to ceiling mirrors, and the other was Mister Williams standing at the back holding a short whippy cane. He seemed pleased, as if thinking through a joke in his head as he appraised the caravan of sissies being led behind the stools.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall nodded to Miss Taylor. "Thank you. You may go now."
 
    
 
   "Awww. I can stay and help. I haven't much to do this afternoon."
 
    
 
   "I believe you were supposed to be supervising the sluts in the kitchen?"
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor frowned. "Yes Miss Hall," and left but not before blowing a kiss towards Kyle.
 
    
 
   As soon as the door closed Miss Hall stood behind the front desk, "Mister Williams, can you uncuff the girls please."
 
    
 
   He unlocked them and each sissy in turn brought their hands to the front to rub their wrists.
 
    
 
   "Now girls, release the catch on your leash and then untie it from the girl in front. Hand the lead to Mister Williams for safe keeping." 
 
   They complied.
 
    
 
   "Now sit on the stools girls."
 
    
 
   Hesitatingly the three climbed up onto the stools so they were sitting with their high heeled feet resting on the metal ring holding the stool legs in place. Kyle found it a strange sensation, sitting down in flimsy panties on a cold wood surface. At first he yelped as his bottom cheeks made contact before wiggling into position. Somehow that brought the tip of the steel chastity cage in contact with the seat, again making him squirm so that the cage scratched along the wooden seat. He felt worse than naked, perched up on this chair with Miss Hall before him and the threatening Mister Williams, along with his cane, hidden behind.
 
    
 
   "There. Oh girls," she laughed, "don't look so frightened. Just relax. You're in good hands. You signed up to be maids. That's what you paid for. That is what we will deliver. No one is allowed to leave here without becoming a pleasing, obedient, efficient maid. I promise. I put my hand on my heart and vow to you all that Club Zero Nine will do anything, whatever it takes, to train you properly. You will discover how to make a lot of people happy. Such a wonderful vocation. Ahh, maids" She sighed as if in a dream. 
 
    
 
   The words 'whatever it takes' haunted Kyle's mind. What did she mean? Whatever it takes?
 
    
 
   "Now as I am sure you can imagine, we have specific sitting positions. We cannot have you lounging around like dominants now, can we? Your every action and appearance ought to betray that you are submissive, obedient and docile. Anyone should feel free to give you a command. So legs together. That means from the thighs to your ankles. Good girls. Sit up straight. Girls always should have backs straight. Shoulders back. Excellent. Now hands in laps, palms facing down. This is sitting position one. All sitting positions are numbered from one, like the standing positions. This is the basic one. Unless told otherwise assume this one first."
 
    
 
   It was an odd feeling for Kyle. Certainly uncomfortable as he never normally sat so rigid with his legs so tight together. It felt unnatural as if his legs couldn't wait to spring back apart. Perversely his bottom felt larger and more exposed, with his anus widening. As his shoulders pulled back so his tiny B sized boobs stuck out. He knew that if he walked into a room where three sexily attired girls sat in this position he would have to gawp at them and his cock would rise. There was no danger of his cock rising right now. It felt wet and slimy in its condom as he leaked more cum.
 
    
 
   "Now you are allowed some leeway here. So long as your hands remain facing down you may cross your ankles. Just let one foot slide under the other. Hmm. Let's try that again but with more elegance. Better. Now the important point to remember is that men sprawl. Men take up space. But girls have a little invisible cordon about them and their hands and feet do not stray out of that. That looks very sweet. Now until I say otherwise you can change your ankle crossings as you please. Palms always remain demurely face down in your lap. Backs straight, boobs pointing out."
 
    
 
   Kyle stole a glance at Kelsey next to him and saw how sexy she looked with her stockinged legs drawn back under the stool and ankles crossed.
 
    
 
   "Sitting is easy to master. You never, never, never, stretch out. On a sofa you don't put your arm along the back. You only rest an arm on an armrest if it is very close by. As I told you before. I don't like note taking. You have to remember these things. But we will test you constantly. And you will be thrilled to learn that many of the doms in Club Zero Nine take great pride in checking constantly on your deportment. You will not be allowed to back slide. Not ever."
 
    
 
   Far from feeling thrilled Kyle felt imprisoned. What would a dom do if his deportment was not precisely correct? Just tell him? He felt sure it would involve more canings.
 
    
 
   "When you are told to sit at your desks you will sit like this. Watch carefully."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall walked to a desk. "Push out your cute derrieres." She arched her back in an exaggerated fashion. "Now plop you bottom on the front of the chair, like so." She did the action with her hands raised at breast height her, before adopting the sitting position one. "Note how with a chair you will have to scoot your legs to one side or the other in order to keep them together. Obviously you never stick them straight out like some horrible smelly man. Let me see you all try it."
 
    
 
   Climbing down off the stool onto his heels Kyle almost stumbled as he made his way to the nearest chair. Arching his back in the pantomime fashion he had been told, he pushed his backside as far back against the rear of the seat as he could. Once his chastity cage made contact with the chair he drew his legs beneath him and to one side.
 
    
 
   "Yes. That is a good first attempt. Brandi, keep those shoulders back young lady. No slouching."
 
    
 
   She scrutinized them before picking up her tablet from the desk and tapping out notes. "Excellent. We keep your owners informed as to your progress. They can follow it in real time on our web site."
 
    
 
   She spoke absentmindedly as if sharing a piece of unimportant gossip, but for Kyle it was like a knife in the guts. That awful guy Mister Harrison could follow his every humiliation! Worse. Horror! He might share it with Madison. He quietly groaned knowing he had to extricate himself from this nightmare as soon possible.
 
    
 
   "Position one girls."
 
    
 
   They leapt to their feet, their heels clattering on the hard wooden floor floor and adopted the position. Backs straight, one knee folding before the other, hands splayed out at the hips.
 
    
 
   "Wider eyes girls. Don't forget the little smile. Just a little one. Hmm. Ok. Not bad. Abbie, shoulders. I don't want to have to tell any of you that again. You should be able to jump into these positions without me having to harp onto you about the details. 
 
    
 
   "Now walking. There is a lot of nonsense spoken about how women walk. When guys pretend to be girls their movements are always exaggerated and silly. I will not, I repeat not, abide any movement unnatural or forced from my girls. Now when watching Mister Williams as he takes you for a walk on your leash you will see that he crouches and ambles. Men are full of tension. The hunching forward walk is caveman style. To make him look tougher. I am sure you agree he looks tough enough already..."
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself grinning at that and when he turned to check Mister Williams reaction he noticed that Brandi actually tittered before putting a hand over his mouth. 
 
    
 
   Mister Williams shrugged good naturedly. "Always wanted to be a caveman."
 
    
 
   Once he realised they were allowed to laugh Kyle tittered too and turned back to face Miss Hall who was also smiling. Perhaps the lessons wouldn't be so bad after all.
 
    
 
   "Women are generally more relaxed. Movements are more fluid. You will glide elegantly." Miss Hall raised her chin, her eyes widening as she stared off at some far away image. "Your bodies will be devoid of tension. Everything will be loose. Mister Williams walks from his shoulders but you will keep your shoulders quite still and pulled back. This will force your hips to do more work. You get silly transsexuals banging around with their hips bouncing this way and that. But you know now the secret. Keep the shoulders still and relaxed. Everything will follow. Face the mirrors girls."
 
    
 
   With collective shock the three subs stared at the three curly haired blondes in the reflections. For Kyle the effect was electric. Hot. He had never seen his legs look so good nor seen his waist so tightened. His face and hair were so girly that if it wasn't for the bobbing Adam's apple above his collar he would be 100% girl.
 
    
 
   "Now girls. Let your arms hang loose. Do not force them! Let everything relax. Let the tenseness rise out of your bodies. When you walk towards the mirror think feline, think of the languid slow movements of the cat. One paw in front of the other, feet turned in. But all subtly. Do not force it else it will appear to be a caricature. And short steps, not silly steps just shorter than normal. Ok go."
 
    
 
   Kyle watched his reflection turn her feet in and set off.
 
    
 
   "Shoulders girls. Keep them straight! Fixed."
 
    
 
   Kyle immediately saw the effect she wanted. He had tried many times at home to walk like a girl but could see now he was more like a female impersonator, a guy in drag. This was far more feminine, more graceful.
 
    
 
   But Miss Hall wasn't happy.
 
    
 
   "No, no, no. The shoulders should be loosened. I told you this. Relax. Walk towards me."
 
    
 
   They did so, taking on board all the different instructions. 
 
    
 
   "Hmm. Slightly better. Turn. Face the mirror. Now imagine your centre of gravity is in your hips, where it is for girls. Your heels have helped raise it. Now keep your chin up and eyes fixed forward. Good. Now walk towards the mirror. That's it."
 
    
 
   Kyle's reflection smiled as he saw the effect, a light airy way of walking, with the limbs loosely untroubled by the world around them. He had never realised how uptight men were when they walked.
 
    
 
   "Excellent!" 
 
    
 
   The 'girls' tittered, unable to contain their excitement.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall clapped her hands. "Oh very good. For a first time, believe me, that is excellent. Let's do some basic speech. Ok walk back to your stools and climb elegantly up on them. Sitting position one."
 
    
 
   No sooner had they taken a few steps when Miss Hall exploded. "No! Stop. You are racing to get there. Back to the wall and start again. Slowly. Graceful. Maids are elegant, not like horrible sweaty workmen. Slowly." She emphasised slowly with a long wave of her arm.
 
    
 
   They advanced on their stools as languidly as they could. One foot falling gently before the other until they sat up on the stool adopting the position one.
 
    
 
   "You will not master full speech transformation in one day but I can give you some quick easy results. Think on this. The differences between male and female speech are not just pitch. Pitch is only slightly different. When men play act being girls they sound silly and make us laugh. When you will speak you will sound delightful. I promise."
 
    
 
   Having never thought of women speaking any different he leaned slightly forward to pay more attention. Then he recalled that he had to sit bolt upright, shoulder's back.
 
    
 
   "Males use just the left side of their brains for speech. These are areas strong on logic. Sentences are shorter than they need to be. Brutishly rude to women. Women use both sides of the brain. So words travel through the right side which is more emotional, more colourful. I am pleased to tell you girls have more highly developed, larger areas of the brain devoted to speech. The part of the corpus callosum for speech is larger in women than men. This gives us greater verbal fluency. So we speak with more colour. Our pitch rises and falls, the levels go up and down. Now I want you to say the following, 'The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check.' All together.
 
    
 
   Kyle and the other two spoke under their breaths, wary about speaking aloud having being prohibited from uttering a sound for so long. "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "Exactly. Like guys, you speak from the chest. Producing this big sound. Now speak from the front of the mouth. Go on. The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   Once again they recited the words, this time from just the front of their mouths: "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   They giggled at the odd result. Gone was the chesty male voice. Kyle was amazed.
 
    
 
   "Excellent girls. Now add a slight lisp. But please do not overdo it. Just add a slight lisp, go on. The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   Taking a deep breath Kyle and the others chorused: "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "Not so much emphasis on the lisp. Just keep it subtle. The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   Once again they recited, "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   Kyle was impressed.
 
    
 
   "Fine. Now girls, emphasise each of the words. Guys are sloppy and lazy, chopping away at words. So emphasise the words. Don't cut off the start or ends of words. Enunciate every syllable clearly. The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "Wonderful. You are all doing really well. Now you will raise your pitch. But just slightly. The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "A bit more colour." She recited the line but letting her tone modulate a little more." The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   They did likewise and Miss Hall appeared very impressed. "Why, this is excellent. I shall certainly be telling your owners how well we are teaching you."
 
    
 
   How well they were being taught? Kyle winced. Ought he get some credit for being able to speak like this so quickly?
 
    
 
   "Finally for today, you must smile as you speak. Women smile when they are speaking. They are looking to avoid confrontation. You watch two women when they speak, always looking to encourage the other. But also, now pay attention, raise your hands up off your laps when you are speaking and just move them as you say something, try it."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt strange raising his hands as he said with a smile: The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check."
 
    
 
   "Again. Perhaps flap a hand or wriggle your fingers as you say it."
 
    
 
   They did so. Hmm. That's quite good. Well done girls."
 
    
 
   She turned on the white board and selected an app on her tablet. The screen lit up with a row of sentences.
 
    
 
   "Now, Position One."
 
    
 
   The girls rose, one knee falling in front of the other, hands splayed out at the sides.
 
    
 
   "I will join you. We will each walk to a corner and then two girls will walk slowly, you hear that girls, slowly, to the middle of the classroom and say the first line. You will then walk back to your corner and turn and adopt position one again. Then the other two will do the same. After that we will move onto the second line, then the third. Until we are finished. But girls. Remember you're walking and remember your speech lessons. Mister Williams and I will be watching for anyone who doesn't smile as they are speaking, anyone who forgets their walk."
 
    
 
   She drew out a short crop from her boot as Mister Williams did exactly the same.
 
    
 
   Kyle wanted to place both hands over his buttocks which might as well have been naked for all the protection these flimsy panties offered against a cane.
 
    
 
   He looked at the list on the whiteboard:
 
    
 
   1.              The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check.
 
    
 
   2.              Corsets should be tied up tight at the back.
 
    
 
   3.              Little maids should be seen and not heard.
 
    
 
   4.              Pink is the colour of choice for all nice girls.
 
    
 
   5.              Maids always serve food on the left hand side.
 
    
 
   6.              Thinking is a waste of a good maid's time.
 
    
 
   7.              A commanding order is to be obeyed without hesitation.
 
    
 
   8.              A girl's spanked bottom should glow in the night.
 
    
 
   9.              Beds are to be made, bathrooms to be cleaned and floors to be polished.
 
    
 
   10.              Maids should always be grateful even when they do not know why.
 
    
 
   And then the three girls hesitantly walked to the corners of the classroom. Kyle noticed Mister Williams raising his cane and grinning, as if waiting to enjoy this.
 
    
 
   Kyle's heart started to pound. He never liked being the centre of attention, he felt sure he would screw up.
 
    
 
   Brandi and Miss Hall went first and Kyle found himself impressed by Brandi's unhurried wiggle to the centre of the room behind the stools. 
 
    
 
   Miss Hall said "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check." in a slightly more affected way than her usual voice and a nervous Brandi replied by repeating the line. As soon as she uttered the line Brandi grinned with relief as she made her way back to the corner.
 
    
 
   Now Kyle's turn. His tummy tightened. Kelsey was already walking towards the middle and noted with worry that Kyle was still in his place. He quickly set off.
 
    
 
   "Slow Abbie!" Miss Hall waggled her cane at him.
 
    
 
   He nodded and slackened, but too late as Mister Williams was approaching. Oh no! He closed his eyes as he felt the cane impact on his rear. It left a hot thin line across his buttocks but apart from jumping forward he maintained his languid momentum. He reached Kelsey and they stared at each other. Who should speak first?
 
    
 
   They started at the same time and then stopped looking at Miss Hall in trepidation. Miss Hall just shook her head.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams bounced around the sissies giving each a slap on the behind until Kyle said the line: "The birch keeps silly, hopeless maids in check." And Kelsey replied gasping like a little girl.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall didn't say anything so both 'girls' grinned at each other and walked back to their respective corners.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kyle felt pleased with himself. He had completed the task, albeit with a few stings from Mister Williams. He stood in the corner feeling thrilled. He could cope with these lessons after all.
 
    
 
   For a good ten minutes the girls continued their routine, each time gaining more and more confidence. Kelsey and Kyle soon learnt to indicate who should speak first as they approached. In total Kyle received 5 slaps of Mister William's cane, the same as Brandi but Kelsey only had four.
 
    
 
   With a good deal of laughing and relief they were told to assume position one.
 
    
 
   "Very good girls, very good. Now then a couple of points. If you make a mistake, and it is not punishable, then you must giggle at your foolishness. Everyone loves a silly airhead giggling at her own silliness. Guys hate it when they make a fool of themselves but maids draw warm attention to themselves when they are foolish. So when Kelsey and Abbie messed up at the start you should have both giggled like silly school girls."
 
    
 
   The girls nodded with a smile, feeling they were all friends now.
 
    
 
   "Giggling can often disarm an angry man, isn't that right Mister Williams?"
 
    
 
   "Indeed it is Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "When you are alone with each other you can talk the roof off. When you are with guests or your owners then 'Yes Sir' or 'No Sir,' or 'Yes Please Sir,' or 'No Thank You Sir' may be all that is required of you. Remember not to overdo the lisp. Always be polite. Can you do that girls?"
 
    
 
   The girls nodded.
 
    
 
   "Try your new speaking abilities. Girls, can you be polite and not overdo your lisp?"
 
    
 
   Kyle sucked in air like an anxious child and said, "Yes Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Good. Now Mister Williams will hand out your leashes. You will be taken to the canteen for a light lunch. Let us try Kelsey at the front and Brandi at the rear this time. Abbie, you will be in the middle."
 
    
 
   The 'girls' rearranged themselves with Kyle in the centre. As they attached the leashes he suddenly felt himself being pulled back and fore by the two others. This made him feel even more helpless than being at the end of the coffle.
 
    
 
   "Handcuffs Mister Williams please. Girls let me see you put them on in the correct manner. No Brandi! Right wrist first. It makes it easier when they are behind your back and you need to fasten your free hand."
 
    
 
   Once again Kyle found himself being led away by Mister Williams while leashed to a girl. This time he felt a slight jolt as Brandi, behind him, was slow to start.
 
    
 
   "Girls," Miss Hall shouted, "remember that walk. If I see any of you forgetting it when I see the recordings from the security cameras then heaven help you all. Short steps Brandi!"
 
    
 
   Despite being collared and leashed with his wrists helplessly cuffed behind his back Kyle let his limbs relax. He noticed Kelsey's bottom in her black panties as it wobbled gently to the left and to the right as she walked. It looked so hot until he realised his must be doing the same. He found himself grinning. This was what he paid his money for!
 
    
 
   After a short walk Mister Williams halted to take a call on his mobile. He muttered something about having a 'few minutes' and then hung the leash over a pipe support, too high for the cuffed girls to reach.
 
    
 
   "Right you sluts. I have to go somewhere and deal with something. You will stay here!"
 
    
 
   The girls nodded. No one had issued a command to them with such venom before.
 
    
 
   They watched him walk away to a set of stairs and disappear, his voice echoing in a stairwell.. 
 
    
 
   As his footsteps receded they could make out the quiet boom of a bass beat through large speakers, like in a night club. 
 
    
 
   Kyle felt himself tugged forward as the cuffed Kelsey moved closer to the pipe support for the leash.
 
    
 
   "Watch it," Kyle whispered good naturedly.
 
    
 
   Kelsey turned and smiled. "Sorry." She spoke in the sing song lisping manner.
 
    
 
   Brandi came forward so the 'girls' were in a tight group and said quietly but with the proper girl's voice, "it's all a bit scary isn't it?"
 
    
 
   "I know," Kyle said quickly grateful to share his thoughts with anyone. "It's not what I wanted. I just signed up for the maid stuff really."
 
    
 
   Kelsey leaned closer, "did you tell them about any cuckold fantasies?"
 
    
 
   "I didn't tick the box on the form," he sing songed back.
 
    
 
   "No," Brandi said. "But did you mention them to Miss Hall. You know, in either of the meetings."
 
    
 
   He had! "Well yes, sort of. We covered loads of areas then. She wanted to know everything about my fetishes. She was so understanding."
 
    
 
   The two other girls looked at him, eyebrows raised as if waiting for the penny to drop. 
 
    
 
   It did. 
 
    
 
   Kyle said "Ah. But I don't want it really. It is just a fantasy."
 
    
 
   "Do you think we do?" Brandi asked her voice moving back to her chest as she became agitated. "I mean what is my wife doing up there with that old prick she is with. He is old enough to be her grandfather."
 
    
 
   "Hey!" Brandi nudged them. "Look."
 
    
 
   There was a set of double doors close by through which red lights were flashing in time with the thumping music.
 
    
 
   Kelsey tried to approach it but was brought up a foot short by her leash. Kyle and Brandi realised they could reach it and, glancing around to ensure they were alone, crept up to push the door a  little wider.
 
    
 
   Kelsey leaned over to see what was happening beyond the doors.
 
    
 
   The girls' mouths fell open, their eyes were wide. Kyle shook his head in disbelief.
 
    
 
   Through the doors they could see two girls in sexy black lingerie. They had the same golden curls as they had and wore similar black lingerie but without panties. But that wasn't what was extraordinary about the scene. They were each tied to a separate mechanical machine standing about six foot tall. Their hands were secured behind their backs in cuffs. They knelt on a padded ledge about two feet from the floor. Their ankles were also cuffed together by a short chain. 
 
    
 
   From their knees to their necks there were leather straps holding them so tight to the device so they could barely move.
 
    
 
   The girls stood, frozen in shock as they stared at the amazing sight.
 
    
 
   What was even more extraordinary was that a black dildo was fitted to each of the machines at head height and it was mechanically raping their mouths. It pumped in and out of the girls' faces with a regular rhythm. Kyle quickly realised that sometimes it would go deeper, yet at other times it would barely reach the girl's tongues. 
 
    
 
   They were being forced to suck these large dildos and there was nothing either bound, helpless girl could do. 
 
    
 
   The girl nearest the door had her eyes closed and was breathing deeply. Kyle's eyes went down the flimsy lingerie that was glued by sweat to her wonderful body and noticed that her buttocks were being raped by a piston driven dildo below the seat. There was no way the poor girl could extricate herself from the torment.
 
    
 
   Kyle heard Brandi whisper, "oh my God."
 
    
 
   Over the thumping club sound Kyle could hear the girls moaning. Was it with pleasure? No, impossible. They must be in distress.
 
    
 
   Then he caught his breath. He could just about make out that the nearest girl was wearing the steel chastity cage like him. She was a male maid! He felt faint. Terror gripped his heat.
 
   "Hey!" A man's voice. Mister Williams!
 
    
 
   They darted back to the wall of the corridor, Kyle choking as the other two moved too quickly for him.
 
    
 
   They stared at the brooding thug in abject terror. He glowered at back them, his head tilted slightly forward. Kyle wanted to visit a bathroom and be violently ill.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams edged to the door and parted it open to take a look at the two girls being raped by the dildos.
 
    
 
   In a moment of astonishing speed he reached out and grabbed Kelsey and Kyle's hair and screwed it up tight in his hands. The girls squealed. Brandi backed away but was held by her leash to Kyle.
 
    
 
   "You fucking tramps. Sticking your noses in. You do not enter any room unless expressly told to do so. Got it?"
 
    
 
   They chanted "Yes Mister Williams." Tears were clouding Kyles view. He had never known as much pain as this.
 
    
 
   He shook them loose grabbing Brandi's hair, shaking her like a doll. "You got it to?"
 
    
 
   "Yes sir Mister Williams. I promise!"
 
    
 
   He threw her back to the wall and Kyle felt his leash tighten. 
 
    
 
   Mister Williams wagged a heavy finger at them. "Listen up. You don't tell anyone what you just saw got it?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir Mister Williams," they said quickly. Kyle added a frightened, "I promise" and the other two cut in with the same.
 
    
 
   He slapped the cane across each of the girl's thighs. "You better. If anyone of you bitches tells anyone what you saw that then I will deal with all of you!"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir, Mister Williams."
 
    
 
   Nosey bitches. You learn things when we want you to learn them. Not before!"
 
    
 
   "Yes Mister Williams." The girls had lined up tightly against the wall, trying to stay out of range of his crop.
 
    
 
   Kyle's mind raced. 'Learn things when we want you to learn them' were the words he used. Did that mean that he, Kyle, could end up in that room being raped in his head and arse by that appalling device? Strapped helplessly to a relentless machine, hands and ankles securely cuffed. 
 
    
 
   His guts twisted as if a fist had violently grabbed them. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7 The Dance Room
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The girly males ate their pasta with salad in silence.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams, still furious over their 'nosing around closed rooms', as he put it, had attached their leashes high up the wall so they sat on a bench at a narrow table in a tiny windowless office with their heads pulled up high.
 
    
 
   "Here are the rules. You eat away from the other girls on your first day here. Tomorrow you will join them. You can say whatever you like but you maintain your girly voices. When I come for you I will ask each of you if any of your pals spoke in any other manner. I will know if you are lying and I will beat the shit out of all three of you. Got it?"
 
    
 
   The nodded in silence.
 
    
 
   "And keep your slutty legs together. Sitting position one until you get up. I will be asking about that too!"
 
    
 
   He had slammed the door on his way out leaving the girls to their thoughts.
 
    
 
   Finally Brandi pushed her plate away. "This is fucking insane." His cheeks flushed and he adopted the front of mouth speech as he continued, "It is not what I signed up for. And I am not going to end up on that damned machine of theirs."
 
    
 
   "Nor me," Kelsey said.
 
    
 
   Kyle curled his legs to one side, one ankle over the other as he held his fork. "They need to know this isn't for us."
 
    
 
   Brandi nudged Kyle and whispered, "don't forget the lisp. He will ask!"
 
    
 
   "Yesth," Kyle said, realising he had over emphasised it.
 
    
 
   Brandi raised her hands, flapping them as she spoke, "we need to get upstairs and then out of here."
 
    
 
   "What about our wives?" Kelsey asked, also raising her hands.
 
    
 
   Kyle realised he needed to do the same and spoke with the feminine hand movements Miss Hall had taught them. "If we all gang together we can tackle Mister Williams."
 
    
 
   The two other 'girls' looked down at their plates and Kyle realised they were all too frightened of him.
 
    
 
   Brandi carefully placed her fork on her now empty plate. "I think we need to chat to Miss Hall. I had two meetings with her and she was sooo very understanding."
 
    
 
   Kyle was surprised at how Brandi had emphasised the 'so'. Just like a teenage girl. He realised the other two could drop into deep trouble if he didn't match their girly tones, so used a very sing song delivery. "I mean maybe those girls wanted to do it."
 
    
 
   "They weren't real girls," Brandi said. "They had on these damned metal chastity cages." She growled. "I wish I had never agreed to that. How on earth are we going to get them unlocked if our," she paused and drew rabbit ears in the air, "owners don't unlock us?"
 
    
 
   "I feel like crying!" Brandi announced.
 
    
 
   "We all do," added Kyle.
 
    
 
   Brandi stamped her foot so it made a clapping sound on the tiled floor. "And that awful guy she was with. You see him? He looked ancient. And he so made me look small. Kept talking about my bed time. Like I am a child. Right in front of Suzanne." Brandi threw her head into her hands shaking her golden locks.
 
    
 
   Kelsey raised her hands but didn't move them as she spoke. "Yes me too. That awful fat bastard with my Jessica. He was so up himself. So cock sure. And he loved discussing my damned bed time!"
 
    
 
   Kyle leaned back on the bench feeling the leash tighten on his collar. "And me. My bed time! In front of Madison. They just don't get it here. This is just a game. Come next Monday I will be back wearing the pants and I know Madison will make fun of me, especially about the bed time and the small U rings!"
 
    
 
   The two other girls looked at him. "Small U-rings," they asked together.
 
    
 
   Kyle closed his eyes but he was desperate to share his fears with someone. "He is taking down the U ring size, the one that goes behind the ball sack, by two notches."
 
    
 
   The two others yelped. Brandi winced, "Well I can sometimes wear the second one. I know that much. But only when I am really up for it."
 
    
 
   "I have managed the second one for short times" admitted Kelsey.
 
    
 
   Kyle laughed. "Well I can't fit anything on other than the largest size. So someone's going to be disappointed when they find out I can't get it on!"
 
    
 
   The other two laughed. "It will be good to get one over on these bullies!"
 
    
 
   The door cracked open making the three sissies jump. Mister Williams stood in the doorway with the handcuffs in his left hand. He seemed to have a much better disposition than when he left, even wearing a confident grin.
 
    
 
   "Ok you tramps. Your owners have been contacted and it is ok for you to visit the bathroom. Ten minute break each. Then I'll take you back to the display room for your dancing lessons. That will be about two hours. After that you get more food and then you go to your bedrooms. Miss Richter will see you before your bedtime."
 
    
 
   The girls nodded and with their best hand flapping and new girly voices replied, "Yes Mister Williams."
 
    
 
   They looked at each other wondering who Miss Richter was.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams did ask each of them if any of the other two had spoken in their sissy voices with sissy mannerisms and they each replied they had.
 
    
 
   Kyle noticed that the three of them automatically had adopted 'position one' during the interrogation even though Mister Williams had not demanded it of them.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Latour was standing near the mirrors in the display room as Mister Williams led in the leashed maids.
 
    
 
   "Oh," She trilled. "My little pussycats. Toes in girls. Always walk with your toes tucked slightly in. Fabuleux. And I am sure you wish to thank Mister Williams for bringing you here so safely. Say thank you girls!"
 
    
 
   Her dark eyes hardened as she issued the directions and the girls quickly responded with a chorus of, "Thank you Mister Williams."
 
    
 
   He chuckled as he unlocked their cuffs. Kyle felt so relieved to be finally free and moved his hands to the front to rub his wrists until he saw Brandi to his right jump into position one. Kyle did likewise, letting one knee fall before the other, his fingers stretching out beside him. 
 
    
 
   "Thank you Mister Williams, I am sure I won't need to summon you during our session will I girls?"
 
    
 
   "No Miss Latour," the 'girls' said pointedly, relieved to see him go.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams released their leashes and wound them into his hand before sauntering out.
 
    
 
   "Excellent. So chop, chop." She clapped her hands, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "We have a great deal to get through. Dancers are elegant. There will be no stomping and no wild arm movements. Men dance from the waist up. All big movements." 
 
    
 
   She bent back and fore from the hips with her arms drawing huge circles to illustrate her point. Then she glided around in a delicate circle as she said, "Girls dance from the waist down. Elegant, smooth, moves." She paused and smiled. "Now there won't be any difficult steps in your first few days. After a few weeks we will expand on them with some basic ballet."
 
    
 
   She clocked the shock on the girls faces and laughed. "That is if you are still with me my little bunnies. Oh do not look so frightened. When you see how hot you can make a man with only a few moves, you will feel so proud of your skills."
 
    
 
   Kyle glanced as far to his left and right as he could to see how Brandi and Kelsey reacted. Miss Latour had said 'after a few weeks'. Didn't she realise that he would be gone by the following Monday? Perhaps the other two were on a longer contract. The thought didn't calm the butterflies in his stomach. He hated dancing. Dancing really is for girls.
 
    
 
    "So remember move from your hips. You can bend your elbows but keep them tight into your waist. When I start the music you will walk elegantly in time to the music following my moves. That's all you need to do. So no need to look so startled. Keep a smile on your faces. Always be smiling and fix your eyes on yourself in the mirrors on the walls. You must not look down at your feet, they will take care of themselves."
 
    
 
   She went to the side of the stage and pressed a button and a steady rhythm began.
 
    
 
   Giggling she raced back to stand before them. "We will walk to the mirrors in time and then turn, in time and walk to the mirrors on the opposite wall. Easy eh?"
 
    
 
   She tapped her foot, held up a hand with long red nails. "One and two and three and," She set off on the count of four her feet walking in time and her body moving gracefully.
 
    
 
   The girls jumped into action, all out of time.
 
    
 
   "Listen to the beat girls. One and two and three and," she emphasised the 'four' with a hard foot on the floor. "And again, one and two and ..."
 
    
 
   And so it went on. Without a clock in the hall Kyle had no idea of the passing of time. As hopeless a dancer as he knew he was he suddenly found he was walking in time and that the two others were doing the same.
 
    
 
   Miss Latour stepped up the lesson with moves forward and then moves back. 
 
    
 
   Oddly Kyle was getting turned on by the sight of the three sexily clad 'girls' working in unison. 
 
    
 
   They then learned to turn and use the same steps away and back to the mirror but with their hands on their hips.
 
    
 
   "Fingers forward girls. Use the thumb to push the hip. Emphasise the hip action on the beat. Magnifique."
 
    
 
   "Now do the same but with your head over your shoulder smiling at your reflection behind you. Good. Heads forward, now look back. On the beat Brandi! Heads forwards, look back. Excellent. Look forward, two, three and back."
 
    
 
   "Now stop!" She marched beautifully in time before the girls coming to a halt with her shapely rear facing them. "Two, three, four, wriggle, two, three, four. Stop. Two, three, four, wriggle two, three, four. Stop. Do it girls."
 
    
 
   The 'girls' followed her instructions until they were doing it perfectly in time without Miss Latour saying anything. 
 
    
 
   "Now stop, two, three, four. Legs jump out two, three, four." She spread her legs about a foot and half apart. "Two, three, four. Keep hands on hips, two, three, four and bend two, three, four!" She bent completely over from the waist so her head was looking back through her legs at them. "Try it girls. And, two, three, four." She stood up.
 
    
 
   They followed her moves exactly though Kyle, like his two classmates, could hardly bend much more than ninety degrees.
 
    
 
   "And again, two, three, four. Stand two, three, four."
 
    
 
   They stood panting.
 
    
 
   "And bend two, three, four."
 
    
 
   They did this until they could each look back through their legs at the reflection of the sexy bottoms.
 
    
 
   "And stand and relax." She giggled. "You know on Friday when the men see you doing that they will cheer so loudly you will all be wet sluts."
 
    
 
   Kyle was startled. "The men see him do that?" Miss Latour would have to be made to understand that the last thing that would happen is that anyone, least of all men, would see him perform like this.
 
    
 
   "Excellent my little sweet bunnies. I will be giving you all ten out of ten on your owner's surveillance forms."
 
    
 
   'Owner's surveillance forms?' What the hell were they? Kyle had so many questions to ask and needed to have answers. He also had to explain to someone that he had actually not ticked all the boxes on the form.
 
    
 
   "Please Miss Latour."
 
    
 
   Kyle held his breath. Brandi had spoken without permission. Kyle and Kelsey exchanged a shocked look before studying Miss Latour carefully. How would she respond? She certainly seemed the friendliest of all the 'Misses' they had met.
 
    
 
   "I see." She checked the name badge. "Brandi isn't it?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Latour."
 
    
 
   "Well at least you can remember your name." She laughed at her joke and Kyle and Kelsey tittered fearing that was what they were supposed to do.
 
    
 
   Her demeanour hardened. "And what is so important Brandi that you feel you have to open your useless cock sucking mouth and ruin my lesson?"
 
    
 
   Kyle wanted to run from the room. Fear washed through him. He kept his eyes on the reflection and could see how Brandi's eyes were huge with trepidation.
 
    
 
   "Erm, I, er. Well it doesn't matter. Sorry Miss Latour. Really I am."
 
    
 
   "Do not be afraid my little poppet. What was it your stupid fucking little brain wanted to say? Tell me! You have stopped my lesson for your own shitty, selfish concerns. So you had better share them!"
 
    
 
   "I, well. It is these shoes. They hurt Miss Latour. My toes and my ankles hurt."
 
    
 
   Miss Latour relaxed, smiling warmly. The three girls breathed sighs of relief.
 
    
 
   "Aw. Poor Cherie. Isn't it awful when your shoes hurt? And look we are only half way through the first lesson. What about you Abbie?" She smiled at Kyle, her eyes twinkling. "Do your shoes hurt too?"
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed he wanted to say nothing at all but knew that he had to respond. He felt it best to tell the truth. "Well, yes, they do, a little. You know."
 
    
 
   "I do my little dove. Oh I do. And you Kelsey? Do your shoes hurt?"
 
    
 
   "Oh no Miss Latour. No!"
 
    
 
   The short dark woman narrowed her eyes at Kelsey like a cobra about to attack. "Are you telling naughty little lies my wicked little bunny? Hmmm?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey's face was like a red balloon. "I, er, well they do a little bit."
 
    
 
   "Only a little bit?"
 
    
 
   "Well, I guess, you know. Quite a bit."
 
    
 
   Miss Latour raised her arms outwards. "There girls. Thank you for sharing. And you know what my sexy little tramps? I have been dancing since I was five years old and I have just the answer!"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt relief. Would she let him remove them for a moment, or did she have something to make them less painful? Clearly Miss Latour was the most sympathetic of the women they had encountered thus far.
 
    
 
   Miss Latour went to the stage and pulled out a brightly decorated bag before walking back to the girls. Even when walking she had a fluid bounce to her steps that appeared to make her dance.
 
    
 
   "If I can help my little darlings cope with the difficulties of becoming first class dancers then I will do whatever it takes." She stopped in front of Brandi. "Open your mouth. Good girl. And wider."
 
    
 
   A perplexed Brandi opened her pink lipsticked mouth into a large 'o' shape as Miss Latour inserted a black dildo gag. Kyle swallowed, relieved he didn't have to wear the infernal toy.
 
    
 
   Miss Latour strapped it tight at the back of Brandi's curly blonde hair, making Brandi wince as the straps cut into her cheeks.
 
    
 
   She then walked up to Kelsey who was breathing hard, her corset breasts rising and falling quickly.
 
    
 
   "Open your mouth like a good girl. Go on."
 
    
 
   Kelsey did as she was told.
 
    
 
   "Wider little poppet."
 
    
 
   Kelsey did so, closing her eyes as the dildo gag was thrust hard into her mouth and the straps drawn forcefully about her hair.
 
    
 
   Now she approached Kyle who was shaking. This was so unfair. It was Brandi who had complained. But dare he point this out?
 
    
 
   "And what should you do little Abbie?"
 
    
 
   Kyle opened his mouth and then parted his lips wider. The gag tasted of the same awful plastic as before and crushed down on his tongue making sounds impossible. This one pushed deeper into his mouth than the ball gag he had worn when brought down from the office earlier that day. He felt the fastenings pull taut around his face and heard the clicks as they were strapped behind his head.
 
    
 
   "Excellent. You see. I can stop you complaining about anything. You voice a complaint and I will ensure you never do so again. Great dancers so not care about complaining!" She announced to an invisible audience. "They work harder. Understand girls?"
 
    
 
   They all nodded eagerly, hopeful she might relent and unfasten the gags.
 
    
 
   Instead she returned to her bag and brought out a number of silver chains.
 
    
 
   Kyle feared the worst. He was about to have his ankles or wrists bound by the chains and be made to continue dancing. But the sparkling chains seemed too delicate to be fastened to limbs.
 
    
 
   Miss Latour ran one hand inside Brandi's corset and when it emerged she was no longer holding the end of the chain. Brandi shrieked through the gag.
 
    
 
   "Now the other my little popsicle." 
 
    
 
   Kyle felt sick. He could see that at the end of the chain was a nipple clamp just like he had seen girls wearing on the internet in videos. His head screamed for him to run away. Anywhere. Yet somehow he couldn't. Dread immobilises the mechanics of the mind rendering thought impossible.
 
    
 
   The wide eyed Kelsey was next. Miss Latour thrust her hand into the breast part of her corset and poor Kelsey stepped back in pain. "Hold still like a good girl. Do it for me my little precious." Then she attached it to the other nipple and Kelsey bowed forward in pain. Sweat glistened over her eyebrows.
 
    
 
   "Now little Abbie."
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head, his eyes wide and pleading but Miss Latour was grinning, her own eyes twinkling with delight.
 
    
 
   He closed his eyes as soon as he felt her hand on his breast. Two pieces of metal with sharp teeth clasped around his nipple and then she released it. For a moment he could only see white light. He couldn't even feel the pain. But by the time she had clipped both to his breasts the agony filled his senses. His eyes stung. His hands were free yet he dared not reach for the nipple clamps and free them. Instead he adopted position one and waited.
 
    
 
   "Suck on your gags my preciouses. Like it is a cock in your mouth. Else you will dribble around them, and I do not want that. My girls do not dribble. So start sucking."
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself sucking the penis shaped cock in his mouth as he felt the stinging from his nipples fire through his body.
 
    
 
   He was in pain, being bullied, humiliated, dominated, but his cock grew in its confines and spurted into the condom. He was delirious with the need to have his cock cage removed so he could cum.
 
    
 
   "Ok my little pets. Let us run back over your first lessons. Then we will try them to a song and do some wriggling. You will love that."
 
    
 
   They ran through the next lessons with each of the girls desperate to show how obedient they were. This time when Kyle jumped, bent over into the spread legs position with his back to his reflection he wiggled his bottom frantically in time with the music. He was doing anything to help himself cum.
 
    
 
   When he stooped over to stare at the mirror through his legs, the sight of the gagged helpless girl in her nipple clamps made him gasp and suck hard on the penis gag. He was delirious with a craving to explode.
 
    
 
   "And up and stop. Relax my little bunnies."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt all his muscles aching. The heels already stretched his calves, but now his entire legs and feet burnt with pain from exercise.
 
    
 
   "Keep the smiles girls! Even around your gags"
 
    
 
   How could they smile when their bodies were burning with pain and their nipples had moved to a level beyond agony? They hurt even more when the chain caught the corset and tugged the delicate nipple. But the pain and powerlessness of their situation, along with their attire and obedience were hitting places in Kyle's brain that lay deeper in eroticism than he had ever encountered before.
 
    
 
   "Tomorrow we will learn new steps and incorporate everything into a dance. It will be wonderful." She suddenly grinned as if she knew something they didn't. "Now it is time. Now it is time to remove your nipple decorations. Oh this will be delicious."
 
    
 
   Wiggling up to Brandi she reached her hand inside. "If you thought they hurt going on just wait until you feel the blood rush back into them. Ooooooh! It is worth an orgasm in itself."
 
    
 
   Kyle watched as she detached her hand from inside the breast cup of the corset. Brandi's eyes opened wide and she spluttered through the gag. As Miss Latour ran her hand into the other cup Brandi stepped back waving her hands in terror.
 
    
 
   "Oh my little one, it must come off. You wanted to keep it on all night? What a pain slut you are. Aw!"
 
    
 
   She snapped it off and Brandi slumped to her haunches, her hands over her corset top but not quite able to touch it. She was making animal like noises through her gag.
 
    
 
   Quivering dread overwhelmed Kyle.
 
    
 
   Kelsey also stepped back as Miss Latour halted directly before her, still wearing her sadistic grin. Moments later Kelsey was bent double, gasping through her gag, spit waterfalling around her gag.
 
    
 
   Kyle pleaded to Miss Latour through his eyes but her grin grew wider as her hand slipped into his cup and he felt as if his nipple was being cut off. His brain went cold white again. When it regained control and the world came into focus he realised he was on his knees, screaming into his gag, dribble pouring down his chin. He was staring at Miss Latour's dancing shoes with their block heels. 
 
    
 
   It was only then that he realised Mister Williams was in the room with his hands full of handcuffs and leashes. He was barely aware of anything as Brandi was leashed to him and saw his own leash dangling before him. He was to be at the front of the coffle.
 
    
 
   His hands were brought around to his back by Mister Williams and he heard the cuffs clinking into lock. He was trapped, petrified and helpless again. Only this time with his nipples singing their pain.
 
    
 
   "My little bunnies. When I remove the gag you will adopt your best smile. Keep any sniffling to the minimum. Mister Williams will take you for some light nourishment, so I trust you will thank him appropriately. Bye girls. Big day tomorrow with brand new steps."
 
    
 
   Mister Williams led the weeping girls out.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8 Sleeping Quarters
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They sat at the same table as lunch time, only this time in fuming silence.
 
    
 
   Before them the meagre dishes of salads and cold vegetables had been ravenously devoured leaving each girl wanting more.
 
    
 
   Finally Kelsey raised her hands and started with a shout but managed to quickly lower her voice. "Just how stupid are you! Telling her your shoes hurt."
 
    
 
   Brandi mopped the tears from her eyes. "They were hurting! We all thought so. You were just too scared to say anything!
 
    
 
   "With good reason," Kelsey pointed out.
 
    
 
   "How did I know she would do that to us?"
 
    
 
   "From now on we all keep our mouths shut," Kelsey said flapping her wrists. "Yes?"
 
    
 
   Brandi nodded shamefully.
 
    
 
   Kyle sniffled, his nipples still on fire. "She was a sadist. But yes, we must learn to keep our mouths shut."
 
    
 
   Brandi wiggled her fingers. "And what's all this talking with our hands and having to lisp even when we are not with them? Just with us. I hate it. I hate it all! I am going to complain and then I am going home."
 
    
 
   Kyle stared at her with wonderment. "How are we going to leave here?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey ran her finger through the salad dressing left on her plate and sucked it up. "We just do. I mean they can't just keep us here can they? Well, can they?"
 
    
 
   The room fell silent. The three sissies changed their leg positions as prescribed by Miss Hall. Kyle automatically kept his legs together with his ankles crossed.
 
    
 
   Not another word was spoken.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams led them back in leashed convey again with Kyle again at the front. This time they went upstairs to the next floor. Mister Williams led them through a set of double doors labelled 'Maids: Do Not Enter Without Permission.'
 
    
 
   Kyle stared. This was a pleasant corridor, like that of an up-market office block. The walls painted in warm colours, up-lighters and cheerful paintings made it seem almost like home after the industrial units they experienced downstairs. Doors with numbers lined each wall like a hotel. Kyle noted none of the doors had keyholes or handles.
 
    
 
   Mr. Williams took out a credit card key, passed it over a door to his left and it sprang open. The girls clattered forwards on their heels to peer inside.
 
    
 
   A perfect, cute maid was stood in position two just inside the door wearing her crisp black uniform and a keen smile.
 
    
 
   Mister Williams unclipped Kelsey from the back of the train and said to them all in a bored manner as if it were a speech he had made too many times: "This is where you will stay whilst you are with us. You will each have a more experienced girl to go over makeup and hair. You may chat within the prescribed rules. You know basic speech patterns by now and must maintain the use of your hands. Be warned the maid will write a report after she leaves. It will be sent to your owners and Miss Hall. The maid is only allowed to spank you with a hand or a slipper."
 
    
 
   Kyle studied the girl just inside the room. She did not react to anything Mister Williams said, rather remaining with her stupid welcoming smile fixed to her features.
 
    
 
   Releasing Kelsey's wrists he propelled her into the room. "Night tramp."
 
    
 
   The door closed and they all heard the whirl of locks close home. To Kyle's ears it sounded like a battery of locks.
 
    
 
   With Kelsey's leash lopped around his hand Mister Williams led them to the next door. This time he released Brandi before opening the door for her. 
 
    
 
   Kyle noted the maid smiling inside the door. She might as well have been the twin of the first one.
 
    
 
   The door closed and Mister Williams tugged the leash hauling Kyle to the third door. He passed the card over the lock and it sprang open onto the expected sight: a sexy maid standing inside, though this time in position three, with her hands flat in front and her legs together.
 
    
 
   No sooner was he released than Kyle felt a hand on his lower back and he was propelled into the room. The door closed with the usual barrage of locks.
 
    
 
   Kyle stood in his heels and looked around in fear.
 
    
 
   The room was small, but very neat. He could see another door open on to an en-suite bathroom. 
 
    
 
   There was a bed, fluffed up by cushions and a desk with a computer terminal. A small sofa was crammed into a space between the bed and a wardrobe. A flat screen tv was screwed to the wall. It had a functional appearance of a motel but in cosy colours.
 
    
 
   He felt both his hands grabbed and jumped in fear.
 
    
 
   The maid giggled. "Oh don't be afraid, silly!"
 
    
 
   This was a real girl. The skin was soft, the smile warm and genuine, the blue eyes gleaming. Her name tag read Zoe. She giggled and bent forward shaking both Kyle's hands in excitement.
 
    
 
   "Oh gosh. Just look. You are Abbie, the first name in the book and I am Zoe the last. Isn't that cool?"
 
    
 
   Not knowing what to say he stared in horror at this stupid girl. How was that cool?
 
    
 
   Releasing her hands the maid paraded to the bed, her arse wiggling in the short A line skirt and when she sat down it was with a flourish of lace and a rasp of stockings as her legs closed together. She crossed her legs at the knee and patted the bed next to her.
 
    
 
   "Oh come on. I won't bite, silly."
 
    
 
   Kyle had enough of being called silly.
 
    
 
   "Zoe," he started.
 
    
 
   "Abbie," the maid cut in with a giggle, wrinkling her nose as if she were the cutest thing on the planet.
 
    
 
   "Zoe," Kyle insisted. "Please listen."
 
    
 
   Zoe placed her hands on her lap, sitting position one style. "Oh my, my. This sounds serious."
 
    
 
   Kyle wished she would stop making fun of everything he said. "I need to get out of here."
 
    
 
   "Oh?" Zoe was surprised. "But you will. Miss Richter will see you at seven thirty. Won't that be cool? Just before your bedtime."
 
    
 
   "I am not seeing Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   Zoe pulled a face, as if she was wrinkling it up to avoid having to say something. "Oh, Abbie? Hands?" She raised hers and flapped her wrists. "Yes? You have been shown? When you speak?"
 
    
 
   Sighing Kyle walked over to the front door to discover it was featureless like the exterior. He banged on it in irritation.
 
    
 
   He heard Zoe sigh and mutter 'oh dear.' "Abbie?"
 
    
 
   Kyle turned to face her.
 
    
 
   "Abbie. Humph! You haven't used your hands and you have forgotten about lisping?" She made the statement sound like a question.
 
    
 
   "Zoe. Just tell them I need to speak to Miss Hall and then find my wife."
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled.
 
    
 
   "What's so funny?"
 
    
 
   "Maids don't have wives silly. You mean your mistress?"
 
    
 
   Groaning, Kyle could see he was not going to get any sense out of this bimbo. He went over to the computer and turned it on. It whirred into life.
 
    
 
   "Oh dear." Zoe seemed really despondent.
 
    
 
   Kyle was about to ask her why. He was anxious to see if he could make contact with the Club Zero Nine through their email.
 
    
 
   He heard Zoe stand with tell-tale rasp of stockings and lace. "I tell you what. How about I beat you four times for not lisping, erm, four times for being rude, as maids must always speak when spoken to, and say, four times for turning on a computer without permission? Hmm. That makes ..." She counted them on her fingers and giggled. "12, not so bad?"
 
    
 
   Again she spoke by asking questions, a quality that further exasperated Kyle. "You are not beating anyone. Least of all me."
 
    
 
   The screen had a welcome blue screen showing the logo of Club Zero Nine and asking for a name and password. "How do I get in to this?"
 
    
 
   "That will be 16," she smiled pleasantly enough. Then she adopted positon three with the straight tight together legs and put her finger to her lips before raising her eyes to the ceiling in thought. "Hmmm. Now let me see."
 
    
 
   Kyle most certainly didn't feel threatened by a mere submissive maid and to bully her he barked back: "and what is that position?"
 
    
 
   The maid giggled, putting her two sets of fingers over mouth. "That is Position Seven. You will learn about thinking positions on your second day. They are really good fun. The guys love them. Look this is position 8."
 
    
 
   She left one set of fingers over her mouth with wide open eyes. "That's for when you just realise something awful has happened. I don't know, like you haven't made the Master and Mistress's bed." She giggled, wrinkling her nose. "Position 8! Position 7 and 8 always get the guys going."
 
    
 
   Kyle had had a guts full. "Look bimbo. Listen to me. I need to talk to someone."
 
    
 
   Suddenly she appeared very sad. "Aw Abbie. And I so like you. I really don't want to call back Mister Williams. He can get real hot under the collar with sissies. He's not so bad with real girls I guess."
 
    
 
   The thought of Mister Williams returning took Kyle aback. He watched as the pretty maid pulled a pink phone from her pocket.
 
    
 
   "I'll tell him it was all my fault. Then he might go easy on you." She wrinkled her nose again. "But he will still insist I give you the 20 spanks. Or was it 12?" She put her finger to her pink lips and thought hard. "Maybe it was 16."
 
    
 
   "Don't call Mister Williams."
 
    
 
   "You sure?" She seemed delighted. "Oh I knew we could get on!"
 
    
 
   Without any warning Zoe embraced Abbie tightly. "We can be bosom pals."
 
    
 
   Feeling himself being gently squeezed he determined the maid was quite mad. He whispered. "Now that we are such close friends maybe you could forget the entire spanking deal."
 
    
 
   She leapt back in a state of shock. Both hands fell over her mouth but her eyes were now genuinely terrified. "Oh Abbie. That's," She started counting on her fingers. "I don't know. It's even more." Tears welled in her eyes. "And I am going to get into so much trouble. And it's all because I can't remember how many spanks you deserve. I am such a hopeless birdbrain."
 
    
 
   Kyle immediately embraced her tightly. "No, no. It's my fault. Stop crying." He kissed her forehead feeling the maid relax in his cuddle. Oh God she was absolute heaven. He just knew she would do whatever he wanted. A sexy submissive girl in the sexiest most submissive of outfits.
 
    
 
   "I know!" She hopped up and down excitedly, grinning like an idiot. "I just thought of something! I think this is such a good idea I might not even be a maid really!" She giggled. "Only joking. No, I am a maid. Don't worry. My idea is that I should beat you twenty four times right now before we forget again. Or was it twelve times? How about that?"
 
    
 
   Kyle moaned. The one thing he realised was that a silly, slight maid could not beat him harder than either Mister Williams or the scary Miss Taylor. "Ok. But make it fast. Then you can tell Miss Hall I need to see her."
 
    
 
   "Ok, ok. Position 6!" then she laughed. "Oh listen to me. Just like a Mistress. Position 6 slut!" Then she laughed again.
 
    
 
   "I don't know position 6." Kyle felt this conversation was the most exasperating he had ever encountered. How could anyone be so ditzy?
 
    
 
   "You don't? Oh! Ok. Watch me. Position 6 is dead easy." She leaned over the back of the chair near the computer. Her little skirt flowered up revealing petticoats and then stockings and suspenders. The skirt flipped high enough for Kyle to see she was wearing tight black panties like his own "And then place your hands palms flat, fingers spread on the seat. See?"
 
    
 
   Kyle didn't see. He was too smitten with the sight of the flouncy petticoats riding up her thighs as she leaned forwards, followed by the clear sight of tight black panties.
 
    
 
   "You try. It's dead easy and so much fun if there are a lot of guys about." She wriggled her bum, giggling again.
 
    
 
   Zoe did a lot of giggling and Kyle could suddenly see the advantage of having a gag handy.
 
    
 
   Shaking his head he watched her rise up from the back of the chair before he took her place and leaned over.
 
    
 
   "Palms flat. Spread your fingers. Oh my. You really mustn't fidget like that. Well I guess you can but not so much. Position 6 is very serious. And please keep your hands in position. I think I have to add on more spanks if you do move. It's so complicated isn't it? I am losing count. We are so lucky that maids do the easy bit and the dominants have to apply the punishments."
 
    
 
   Kyle didn't think it was particularly easy. He felt ashamed to be bending over a chair with his practically naked bottom facing her in this exposed manner. He caught his breath as he thought of a real Mistress commanding him to do this. It would be so humiliating. He would feel so subby! He felt his dick squirt into the condom again.
 
    "Right. Hmmm!"
 
    
 
   Kyle didn't have to look up to guess she had gone into one of the thinking positions. "Can you hurry up please? We really need to make contact with Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   From his upside down position he saw her emerge from the en-suite with a fluffy low heeled slipper.
 
    
 
   "Now if I don't feel I hurt you I must call Mister Williams. So really sorry Abbie."
 
    
 
   Before Kyle could answer he heard the crack. She had struck his left cheek but he didn't feel the pain until she struck his right cheek. It took moments before the hurt registered. A fierce burning sensation on each cheek. He knew he wouldn't be able to take ten of these let alone twenty four.
 
    
 
   The second and third cracks made him yelp. "Zoe please. It really hurts!"
 
    
 
   Crouching down beside him, her face was a picture of empathetic concern. "Oh dear. I know. Believe me, I know. And it is all my fault."
 
    
 
   Whacks five to eight made him scream. "Zoe, please. Please."
 
    
 
   "Aw, poor baby."
 
    
 
   Nine and ten were too much. He leaped to his heels hugging his fiery buttocks. Tears were stinging his eyes. When he saw her apprehensive face through the ghost of his tears he felt wholly humiliated. Here he was being beaten by a mere maid. Worse, she had actually made him cry.
 
    
 
   "Oh dear Abbie. You shouldn't really get up. I guess it is ok with me but if there is one of," She nodded towards the ceiling, "one of 'them' doing it then you simply must stay in position until you are told to stand. You can always ask to stand up for a rest I suppose. But usually you might as well just get it over and done with."
 
    
 
   Not feeling it was worth telling her she was insane, that this was a madhouse, he simply nodded, wiping away his tears with the back of his hand. 
 
    
 
   "Well, I really feel punished now Zoe. So you can stop," he explained to her slowly, as if to a child.
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled. "Oh wouldn't that be weird. You know if you could really stop a punishment just by saying 'stop please, I have had enough!' Then the maids wouldn't be punishments would they? Even I know that, and I am only a maid. So back over the chair please."
 
    
 
   The problem with stupidity is that you cannot debate with it. Kyle realised that whatever he said wouldn't mean anything to someone so devoid of logic. She tapped the slipper in her palm, not with menace, but with a sweet 'aren't I so helpful' expression.
 
    
 
   Stiffly he laid over the chair. Back in the demeaning position, this time feeling worse than humiliated. He felt defeated. Totally. He was being beaten by a ditzy maid who seemed to outwit him at every turn.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later they embraced on the bed with Zoe mopping up the tears as fast as they rolled from Kyle's eyes.
 
    
 
   The maid whispered softly, "Hope we can still be friends."
 
    
 
   Kyle stopped blubbering and laughed at her inanity. Zoe in turn giggled and squeezed Kyle. "I knew it would be ok. I can show you so much!"
 
    
 
   "Well first thing is to show me how to see Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Oh gosh. Not many maids want to see Miss Hall! Not unless they are ordered to do so!"
 
    
 
   "Look there has been a cock up ..."
 
    
 
   "Oh, oh!" she said girlishly. "You must use your hands when you are talking Abbie. Really. People take that so seriously around here."
 
    
 
   "Zoe!"
 
    
 
   She giggled. "Oh, oh! I nearly forgot Miss Hall is coming down to see you!"
 
    
 
   "What?"
 
    
 
   "Miss Hall. You know you want to see her? You've been going on and on about it since you got here."
 
    
 
   "Yes?"
 
    
 
   "Well she told me to make sure you were pretty for her because she needs to see you."
 
    
 
   "Aaaaaaargh!" Kyle shook his fists in impotent rage. Why hadn't the airhead told her?
 
    
 
   Zoe squealed. "That's position 9! You are really advanced for day one. I am really good at that one too!"
 
    
 
   She stood up and demonstrated by bouncing on her toes shook her fists as she giggled.
 
    
 
   "Zoe. Why didn't you tell me she was coming down to see me?"
 
    
 
   Zoe stared at Kyle as if he had just dropped down from outer space. "Because you never asked. Hmmm. Well at least I don't think you asked. I think you said you wanted to see her when she was actually coming down to see you. Two different things. I think. In their way. You know? Oh how am I supposed to know? Anyways we have to get you cleaned up to see Miss Hall let alone Miss Richter. Your make up looks dreadful after all the tears and with the smudging."
 
    
 
   It took Zoe just ten minutes to remind Kyle how to redo the eyes so that the black liner made a good, thick line about them. The generous amount of mascara made him look like a girl again but now his nipples and his back side were throbbing with pain.
 
    
 
   "You will like Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   "I am not sure I want to see any more 'Miss' anything's."
 
    
 
   "I know what you mean. Guys are more fun."
 
    
 
   "No! Oh, it doesn't matter." How could Zoe be so dumb?
 
    
 
   "You can tell Miss Richter anything. It all stays between you and her."
 
    
 
   "Is she a therapist?"
 
    
 
   Adopting the thinking position 7 with one finger over her pursed lips she replied. "Sort of." Then she leaned closely to his ear and whispered. "Actually she is some big shot German shrink who knows all there is to know about behavioural modification." Stranding up and pulling out Kyle's curls she added, "But she is soooo sweet. She is soooo understanding."
 
    
 
   She moved back to the bed. "So you must lie face up on the bed. And put your hands through the bars of the bed head."
 
    
 
   "Why?"
 
    
 
   "Please be quick. Miss Hall always gets upset if we don't do as she says."
 
    
 
   Kyle lay back on the bed poking his hands between the rails of the bed head, knowing exactly what was to happen next.
 
    
 
   Click- click.
 
    
 
   The handcuffs locked his wrists above the head board.
 
    
 
   Without warning she gripped his panties and slid them down his smooth thighs and stockings, tugging them over his heels.
 
    
 
   "Zoe!"
 
    
 
   Zoe smiled. "Don't worry Abbie. I have seen it all before."
 
    
 
   From beneath the bed she pulled out a steel bar about three foot long with ankle cuffs fixed to their ends.
 
    
 
   "Zoe no!" he recognised it as a leg spreader, just like on the internet.
 
    
 
   Half-heartedly he pulled his foot back as Zoe easily locked both ankles into the device. He was left lying with his hands fixed above his head, no panties and legs spread in a fixed position. He wanted to weep with terror.
 
    
 
   The bolts on the door unlocked and Zoe winked and whispered, "phew just in time! Told you it would be all right."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall burst into the room with Miss Taylor right behind her. Kyle heard the door close and bolt itself.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall was jabbering quickly to Miss Taylor. "So I had to tell them, if you want her then you buy her and collar her yourself! That soon shut them up." She stopped at the bed and surveyed Kyle's helpless position. 
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor laughed. "Oh doesn't she look wonderful!"
 
    
 
   "Indeed Miss Taylor. Well done Zoe."
 
    
 
   Zoe curtseyed briskly, "and please Miss Hall I have taught her two positions too. The thinking positions!"
 
    
 
   Miss Hall looked impressed. "Good girl. Clever girl." She pulled Zoe's beaming cheek. "Stay up a half hour late tonight."
 
    
 
   "Oh thank you Miss Hall, thank you."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall placed her bag on the desk while Kyle avoided Miss Taylor's grinning face. The middle aged woman pulled out some small pieces of steel.
 
    
 
   Kyle felt it wise to tell her straight away. "Miss Hall I do not wish to waste your time any further. I just want to say ..."
 
    
 
   "Gag him Zoe. Small penis gag in the top drawer."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   Kyle pulled on the cuffs like a mad man but simply just bruised his wrists. "No, no. Don't. Please Miss Hall, all I want to say is hmmmgrrsshhhhh"
 
    
 
   The penis gag was the same as the ones he had worn earlier, its ball end flattening his tongue making any noise impossible.
 
    
 
   Zoe finished strapping it behind his hair and shook its front to ensure it was firmly stuck in place.
 
    
 
   It was.
 
    
 
   Now Miss Taylor was laughing loudly. "I think they should always be gagged Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Indeed Miss Taylor? Don't you think we would miss the entertainment of watching them speak to their Mistresses and their Mistresses' boyfriends?"
 
   Kyle lay in shock. He was not going to speak with a lisp and flapping wrists before his wife Madison, and certainly not before any man, let alone Mister Harrison. He slurped at the dildo to prevent spit dribbling down his chin.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall stood at the foot of the bed with a tiny silver cock cage and its U ring. "Now her owner wants to put a smaller U ring around her little clit. In fact he has gone two sizes smaller."
 
    
 
   Zoe winced and moaned.
 
    
 
   "Quiet girl!" Miss Hall admonished her. "So you will need to use some lubricant. Obviously never use water based ones as they dry out and the maids complain about having sore private parts. Then we have to beat them for complaining. All very tiresome."
 
    
 
   "Silicone gel Miss Hall?"
 
    
 
   "Excellent Miss Taylor," Miss Hall nodded. "Now since her owner made those demands he has also added a further one. Honestly if these doms knew how much paperwork we have to go through every time they make a change ..." she left her sentence drain away with a shake of the head.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor's eyes grew wide. "Tiger's teeth to fit inside and hurt her when she gets excited?"
 
    
 
   "No Miss Taylor. Good suggestion though. No. He wants her fitted into the extra small cock cage."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor giggled. "I think he wants Abbie's Mistress to take a peek at her without her knickers on. She will laugh so loudly when she sees his miniscule cage."
 
   "I am sure he has some devilish scheme in mind. You know what he is like."
 
    
 
   Kyle noticed Zoe was horror struck. He ran their words through his pounding, panic shaking brain. 
 
    
 
   Zoe had groaned out loud at the thought of a U ring being two sizes too small. Kyle knew he could only get into the largest one. But what was this about the smallest cage? He was already wearing the cage labelled 'small' right now. Surely there couldn't be one even smaller?
 
    
 
   "If it is so small," Miss Taylor said, "then I will need to lubricate the cage too?"
 
    
 
   "'fraid so Miss Taylor. It does get messy. But he is her owner and if that's what he wants then that's what will happen."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor leaned over Kyle's groin with her hair flopping about her cheeks. She brushed her hair to one side and back behind her ear. For the first time Kyle could see how pretty she was. Pleasant cheek bones, an overall sweet cute face. How on earth could she be so sadistic?
 
    
 
   Firstly she pulled off the condom carefully holding it up for all to see. "I think someone has enjoyed her maid lessons!"
 
    
 
   Kyle was staggered at how much precum it contained and squirmed with shame as everyone, even Zoe laughed.
 
    
 
   Miss Hal handed her a tissue, "do get rid of it please."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor held it over Kyle's wincing face. "Oh look little maid. And you pretend you hate it all." She laughed at him and Kyle closed his eyes as he felt tears threatening to come.
 
    
 
   She took a key and unlocked the chastity cage lock with a series of clicks. Kyle felt the mechanism relax around his groin. She pulled away the pins and carefully eased away the U ring. Selecting the tighter steel U ring she squirted a line of clear silicone until it glittered and then with great care wriggled it around and behind Kyle's ball sac.
 
    
 
   If Kyle could speak he would tell her not to bother. He could only wear the second largest one around his groin when he was very aroused, and then for a short period. Only the largest would fit properly. He squealed into the gag as the U ring pinched him. When will she realise it won't work?
 
    
 
   With a gasp he felt its slippery surface slide into place and Miss Taylor was already slipping the pins through it. She had got it on and, my word, it felt like something was choking his ball sac. He wriggled in terror. It was too small, too tight!
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor slapped his thigh hard. "Hold still. Now the little cock cage. Wow Miss Hall look, it is hardly a nub. It's like a steel thimble."
 
    
 
   "Plenty of silicone. Once it is on it will be fine."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Hall." Miss Taylor looked as if she didn't believe Miss Hall as she held the cage with the holes in the rim for the locating pins. 
 
    
 
   It was silver and Kyle stared at it in terror. How would he fit in to that! It was less than an inch long.
 
    
 
   He heard Miss Taylor humming a pop song as she squirted the gel around the rim of the cage. "I have never done one like this with one so small before."
 
    
 
   "Then it will be good practice Miss Taylor," Miss Hall pointed out.
 
    
 
   Zoe was leaning forward from the waist, her mouth hanging open as she watched every detail of the caging. 
 
    
 
   "Here we go," Miss Taylor said as she slid the old cage off.
 
    
 
   His little dickie shrivelled with the exposed humiliation, which enabled Miss Taylor to easily secure it into the tiny device.
 
    
 
   She quickly slipped the greasy tiny thimble into place forcing it over the pins. "Lock please."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall handed her a tiny, pink lock. Kyle groaned, closing his eyes in misery. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "Be careful Miss Taylor. Mister Harrison is the only one with the keys. Once it is locked on we will have to find him to get it off."
 
    
 
   "Don't you have an emergency key?" a shocked Miss Taylor asked.
 
    
 
   Sighing Miss Hall said, "No. Foolish in my view. But there you are. That is what her owner wants. Only he has the key."
 
    
 
   Click.
 
    
 
   It was locked on. Kyle could no longer think or hear. He felt the grasp of the U ring as if pair of fingers was encircling the base of the ball sac and penis. Worse he was locked into a tiny cage that would make it look as if he had hardly had any dick at all. His head flopped back into the pillows as he realised that only one man had the key to release him. One man. A man! This was appalling, this was not what he wanted, not what he had paid for.
 
    
 
   His mind came back to earth as if he were waking up from a deep sleep. He could see a troubled Zoe releasing his ankles from the spreader. Her eyes flicked up to his as if asking 'you ok?'
 
    
 
   Miss Hall had pulled her tablet from her bag. "Ah you still have Miss Richter to see before your bedtime. Zoe release her and lead her on leash down to the medical centre. Ensure she is back and tucked up in bed by 8.30. And I do not mean 8.31 Zoe!!
 
    
 
   Zoe seemed to jump. "Yes Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt his cuffs being released and was still in shock as the leash was attached to his collar.
 
    
 
   "Miss Taylor," Miss Hall droned, "please join me upstairs. I want you to take charge of two maids in their second week. You clearly have a penchant for it."
 
    
 
   "Oh thank you Miss Hall."
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 9 Therapy Room
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kyle thought it would be worse to be led around by Mister Williams than by a maid, but in fact to be towed by Zoe proved excruciatingly humbling. It was on par with the spanking she had given him earlier. Somehow being dominated by a sub felt all wrong. Unfair even.
 
    
 
   Further down the corridor they entered a lift in which two maids stood with trays of empty glasses. They looked exactly the same as Kyle with the blonde wavy, curly hair, except they wore a sexy gorgeous maid uniform like Zoe.
 
    
 
   Kyle noted their name tags, Penny and Trudy, with Penny being slightly taller and with thicker legs. They glanced up and down at Kyle before giggling to each other.
 
    
 
   "Oh it's a virgin," said Penny.
 
    
 
   Zoe slapped her arm playfully. "It's Abbie's first day and I am in charge!"
 
    
 
   She did a little 'I am in charge' dance and the three maids collapsed in giggles.
 
    
 
   Kyle looked at the lift doors closing, leaving him trapped with these three girly lunatics.
 
    
 
   "Aw," said Trudy, "So scary on your first day. It gets better. Really."
 
    
 
   Kyle smiled a thank you to indulge them.
 
    
 
   "I earned my maids uniform on the second day," Penny cut in as if being helpful.
 
    
 
   The two other girls giggled, squealing 'slut!' and 'tramp!' at her before descending into gales of laughter --- until the lift doors opened and two men got in grinning from ear to ear at the sight that greeted them. The girls fell into the position one pose, while Kyle felt wise to adopt position two as his hands were secured behind his back.
 
    
 
   Here he was, in women's lingerie, in a tiny cock cage for which he didn't have a key, handcuffed and collared and held on a leash by a maid, with two masculine men staring at him.
 
    
 
   Both were unshaven, wearing suits but with the top shirt button undone and the ties loosened. As if they were at the end of a business party. One was taller than the other with dark curly hair, a confident grin and sparling eyes. The other, though shorter, was broad with a broken nose and leered at Kyle's legs
 
    
 
   "Forget your uniform airhead?" The taller one asked.
 
    
 
   The maids giggled while Kyle simply flushed scorching red, his heart racing. This was hell. Why didn't they leave him alone?
 
    
 
   His chunky pal cut in with, "well, it is hot in here."
 
    
 
   They both laughed and the maids joined them with their ditzy giggles.
 
    
 
   Kyle backed away behind Zoe but the maid gave a sharp tug on the leash bringing him to one side of her to ensure he remained in full view of the guy's roving eyes..
 
    
 
   The tall guy put out his hand showing a hairy arm under the white cuffs of his shirt to grip Kyle's name tag. "Abbie. Good to meet you Abbie."
 
    
 
   "She's owned. You're wasting your time," his friend growled.
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered how many fights he had been involved in to get such a flattened nose.
 
    
 
   The self-assured grin hardly faltered as the curly haired man ran a thick finger just under Kyle's collar to check the writing. "Property of Mister Harrison eh? Maybe I can have a word with him. See how much you cost for a night."
 
    
 
   The chunky friend nodded, "hey I would put in a few quid for that!"
 
    
 
   The lift stopped, the doors opened and Zoe gave the men a finger wave. "See you around Sirs." She then tugged Kyle into the warmly coloured corridor that held a huge array of signs pointing in every different direction.
 
    
 
   They were back in the plush zone. Clearly the Club Zero 9 was split into a working part and the swanky customer area.
 
    
 
   As the lift doors closed Kyle felt a finger and thumb pinch his arse making him yelp. He turned to face the grinning curly haired man. The last thing he heard was the chunky guy saying, "Hey girls wanna go somewhere where we can fill those glasses?" followed by loud giggling.
 
    
 
   The lift door closed.
 
    
 
   Zoe beamed at Kyle. "Think you have pulled there. But you won't be allowed to see them until you have earned your uniform. Don't worry. It shouldn't take long."
 
    
 
   With that she gave a tug and they continued to a set of double doors with the words Medical Centre printed over them.
 
    
 
   Opening the door Zoe smiled at yet another wavy blond sat behind a desk with a pleasing smile on her face. She wore all white including matching cap like a nurse.
 
    
 
   "I have Abbie for Miss Richter," Zoe announced.
 
    
 
   "Take her in," said the receptionist sweetly.
 
    
 
   Miss Richter's office was beyond a further set of double doors and around more corridors. This time they were littered with hospital equipment, like trollies and wheeled beds. Short skirted sexy nurses wiggled up and down smiling and chuckling at Kyle.
 
    
 
   They stopped at an office marked 'Therapy Room - Miss Richter.'
 
    
 
   Miss Richter was in her fifties, with short highlighted hair and wore a neat trouser suit over her thin frame.
 
    
 
   "Abbie! So delighted to meet you!"
 
    
 
   And she certainly appeared to be delighted. She stood in the centre of a room decorated with early twentieth century styled furniture, a large sturdy desk, hefty chairs and a reclining couch. It reminded Kyle of a gentleman's club, especially with its sober colours. The lighting was pulled down and soft classical music tinkled over hidden speakers. A huge abstract work hung on the wall.
 
    
 
   "Release her and lie her on the couch please Zoe."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   Moments later Kyle lay back on the soft leather couch, staring up at the ceiling.
 
    
 
   When Zoe left Kyle felt he had lost an ally and was isolated in a strange, threatening room.
 
    
 
   Miss Richter pulled a chair closer to Kyle. "Please relax girl. You look terrified."
 
   She had a strong clipped Germanic accent and walked straight backed, like a soldier.
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded, stuttering out, "y-y-yes Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   "Now I want you to see me as your friend. A confidante. Someone you can call upon if you are ever concerned or worried. Whatever we say will not go beyond the four walls. Patient confidentiality is observed at all times."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Richter." Kyle twisted to look up at her handsome features. "Patient confidentiality? Am I a patient?"
 
    
 
   Running her fingers through Kyle's hair she smiled. "Please do not be alarmed. Purely procedural terms. Just so our chats can remain undisclosed. You can share anything you wish with me." She patted his head and confided. "Just me and you."
 
    
 
   Kyle was left with uncertainty. He was fed up with being beaten every time he got something wrong or said something out of place so remained suspicious of the softly spoken woman.  He simply responded with "Yes Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   "Have you been shown the lying positions?"
 
    
 
   He groaned.
 
    
 
   Miss Richter laughed at his reaction. "I know Abbie, there is so much to learn. But don't worry. Just lie on your back and turn your arms out slightly so your palms are showing upwards. Turn both knees in to face each other. That's it. Lying Position One. There are a few other positions that are similar. But just common sense really. If you appear elegant and don't let your legs fall apart like some dreadful man then it should be ok. Put either knee before the other, both palms flat down over your tummy or groin. That's lying position 2. Easy yes?"
 
    
 
   Kyle smiled, enjoying Miss Richter's softly spoken instructions. 
 
    
 
   "Also, when you put both hands palm up near your head is position 3. Girls do that when lying near a dominant. But here, with me, we won't be particular. Just remember position 1 and you may move your hands and legs in the manner I have said."
 
    
 
   "Thank you Miss Richter." He wondered if she out to trick him. Get him to move into a position and then punish him. Yet she spoke with such quiet paternal authority he felt at ease in obeying her.
 
    
 
   "Now then Abbie, how are you finding everything?"
 
    
 
   He saw her lift up an A4 yellow legal notepad from a nearby table and scribbled out some notes.
 
    
 
   He studied her for a moment wondering if he should be honest. Finally her blue eyes caught his and she smiled tenderly. 
 
    
 
   "Well, it is not what I imagined really."
 
    
 
   "Oh. In a good way?"
 
    
 
   He nibbled his lips. "Well no. It is scary."
 
    
 
   "Ah yes," she made a note. "In what way in particular?"
 
    
 
   Suddenly he gushed. "Please Miss Richter everyone bullies me here. Even the maids. I cannot speak without permission and I have to stand like this and then like that and then like the first position again. And a man upstairs, I don't know who he is, seems to have designs on my wife and he has the key to this collar and my ..." he paused blushed, closed his eyes, and continued, "my chastity cage. And he has put me in this tiny little cage. And it is way too constricting. And I am sure he will show me to my wife like this and I just don't know what to do. It's not what I wanted!"
 
    
 
   "Aw," She pulled a tissue from the box next to her and dabbed at Kyle's wet eyes. "There, there. It must be awful for you."
 
    
 
   "It is Miss Richter! And I want to tell Miss Hall that this isn't what I wanted! Isn't what I wanted at all. They have messed up. Completely. Totally!"
 
    
 
   "Oh dear, dear." She wrote her notes very quickly and Kyle could see through blurry tearful eyes that she was crossing out some sections and then adding to others. It was a long while before she finished. She lay the pad face down in her lap hiding her notes, closed her eyes and emitted a long exhale. "Now then. So much to discuss here. Firstly you keep mentioning your wife."
 
    
 
   "Yes. She didn't want to come really. I had to really keep onto her."
 
    
 
   The woman lifted up her android tablet and tapped out a few buttons until she nodded. "Ah I see. It was Miss Hall who convinced her to give it a chance."
 
    
 
   "Yes that's right. She had a meeting with her and helped change her mind."
 
    
 
   "So it wasn't you who talked her into coming but actually Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Well yes, but I had been discussing it with her too."
 
    
 
   "But to no avail. Sadly. You were unable to convince her after many, many discussions but Miss Hall persuaded her after a single meeting. Interesting."
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed, he didn't like it being put that way.
 
    
 
   "We will come around to your lack of control in your life at a later meeting."
 
    
 
   Kyle was about to interject how he had plenty of control over his life but Miss Richter was racing on.
 
    
 
   "Now then. Wives. Yes. Hmmm. Maids cannot have wives can they?"
 
    
 
   "We have been married five years!"
 
    
 
   "Huh-huh. Yes. You are referring to," she checked her android tablet again, "Miss Richards."
 
    
 
   Kyle screwed up his face but just as he was about to say 'no' he realised who she meant. "Ah, I see that is another error. That is her maiden name."
 
    
 
   "Aw." Miss Richter ran her bony fingers down his cheeks stroking him as if he were a kitten. "It must be so difficult for you. You see, obviously maids cannot have wives so she is now known as Miss Richards. Oh do not panic. Just for the duration of your stay with us. Just internal procedure, nothing to alarm yourself over."
 
    
 
   Kyle leaned up on his arms. "Look, I filled out the form and I put down cuckolding as, I don't know a 3 or 4 out of ten. It's not my main interest."
 
    
 
   Checking her tablet, Miss Richter nodded. "Yes. You put it down as a number 5."
 
    
 
   "Oh. But hardly a 10 is it?"
 
    
 
   "Just lie down like a good girl Abbie. Position 1 to start. That's it, good girl. There. So why didn't you put it down as a zero Abbie. That would mean no interest at all?"
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed. "Well, I, er, you know. It is part of some really dark fantasies."
 
    
 
   "I see." She made a note on her pad. "So how do you feel about the fact that Miss Richards is happy to revert to her maiden name?"
 
    
 
   "She isn't happy to! I bet that Mister Harrison or Miss Hall tricked her!"
 
    
 
   "Do remember to speak at the front of the mouth and with a delicate lisp. Even when you get all emotional. I don't mind but some of the others here, as I am sure you know, will punish you."
 
    
 
   Taking care to speak from his lips and to lisp he replied, "Sorry Miss Richter. It's just that it is so wrong."
 
    
 
   Stroking his hair from his face she smiled. "Let me put your mind at rest ..."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt relieved already.
 
    
 
   "Miss Richards is doing everything of her own volition. I am afraid other than that I cannot share anything more with you."
 
    
 
   "But, but ..."
 
    
 
   "So how do you feel about that Abbie? Miss Richards walking about upstairs, doing as she pleases and you confined down here with us, on our terms?"
 
    
 
   He felt his mouth go dry. "She will be worried about me. And I am worried about her worrying about me."
 
    
 
   "Huh-huh. Good." She made a note. "Now you said a man has the key to your little clitty down below."
 
    
 
   He groaned, closing his eyes trying not to blubber. "It is horrible, I put femdom on my sheet and this 'big shot aren't I so clever' guy seems to have taken control."
 
    
 
   "Huh-huh. According to your notes Miss Richards wasn't happy about being a domme? Is that right?"
 
    
 
   "Well yes, that's right. And then in he steps. It all happened upstairs and Miss Hall didn't do anything to prevent it!"
 
    
 
   "And you agreed to it?"
 
    
 
   "No! Well yes, yes. Sort of. But I was trapped. It all happened so quickly. I didn't know what I was doing."
 
    
 
   She repeated his words as she wrote, "I didn't know what I was doing." Then she seemed to draw a line beneath the words. "Did you ask Mister Harrison or Miss Hall for advice?"
 
    
 
   "No, of course not."
 
    
 
   "Even though it was Miss Hall who was able to persuade Miss Richards to come here when you failed so many times?"
 
    
 
   "Well yes, but I ..."
 
    
 
   "And how do you feel about the decisions you made in Miss Hall's office, when you were so emotional?"
 
    
 
   He felt flustered. "Well they seemed right at the time. I just didn't know where they would lead!"
 
    
 
   She made more hurried comments on her sheet. "Do you think your lack of thinking ahead has contributed to you having any problems before you came here?"
 
    
 
   "No!" But suddenly all he could think of were the times when he had made the wrong decisions in life. "Well maybe sometimes."
 
    
 
   "I see. Sometimes. Have you ever thought about asking others for guidance before you do anything?"
 
    
 
   "No. I am not a child!"
 
    
 
   She stroked his hair. "Of course you aren't. Please relax Abbie. I am your friend." Her fingers ran down his cheeks making him tingle. He was already fully aroused. The hand traced down his shoulder to his corset, and he even felt their pressure through the leather as they made their way to his bared waist. 
 
    
 
   He gasped.
 
    
 
   "And Mister Harrison collared you."
 
    
 
   Rubbing his stocking thighs together he found thinking difficult as her fingers tickled around the tops of his panties. "Yes. Yes. He shouldn't have done that, should he?"
 
    
 
   "Well someone needs to take ownership of you. Else you wouldn't be allowed in here. So perhaps you should thank him?"
 
    
 
   Feeling his hips buck he whispered, "Yes Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   "Perhaps ask him how you may show him your gratitude?"
 
    
 
   Her fingers reached the front of panties. "Oh, oh. Yes Miss Richter. Yes."
 
    
 
   She patted his tummy and sat up straight leaving Kyle frantic for sexual release. She made some more notes. "And he took control of you in front of Miss Richards, how did that make you feel."
 
    
 
   "Humiliated Miss Richter. It was horrible."
 
    
 
   "I am sure. Describe your feelings."
 
    
 
   "When he did it, I just felt helpless but later when Miss Hall put me on display for him and Madison ..."
 
    
 
   "Sorry? Him and who?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, Miss Richards."
 
    
 
   "Ah yes. Him and Miss Richards. On display. So how did that make you feel?"
 
    
 
   "Destroyed. It was terrible. And I am sure Madi ..., I mean, erm, Miss Richards just hated it, seeing me like that."
 
    
 
   "Seeing you like what?" Her glittering blue eyes gathered intensity as she stared at him in the low lighting of her office, as if she were peering into his soul.
 
    
 
   "Well, helpless." It had been difficult for him to admit he was helpless but Miss Richter's gentle support encouraged him to confide. "I wasn't allowed to move. Or say anything. I was in this sissy girl pose. And he made fun of me and ..." he couldn't bring himself to finish the sentence.
 
    
 
   "Yes?"
 
    
 
   "I don't want to say."
 
    
 
   "Oh?" She became concerned, leaning over him and stroking the outside of his thigh. "Just between us two girls."
 
    
 
   He shook his head at the pain of the humiliation before whispering, "He lowered the size of the U ring around my ball sack and ...," Kyle found tears welling in his eyes again, "and has put my thingee in a tiny little cage no bigger than a thimble."
 
    
 
   Miss Richter gasped. "He didn't did he? Let me see."
 
    
 
   Seeing her shared concern Kyle lowered his tight little black panties below the minute chastity device. Did he see the ghost of a grin on her features before they settled back into concern? If so then she quickly hid it, but her eyes were definitely twinkling. He made to pull his panties back up over his groin but she stopped him with her fingers. "Oh my, my, I haven't seen one that small before. And how does that make you feel?"
 
    
 
   "It is soul destroying. Mortifying. I cannot even bear to look at it."
 
    
 
   "Aw. Dig deep and take a look Abbie. It will be good for you to grasp what he has done to you."
 
    
 
   Her reassuring tones persuaded him to sit up and glance down. He gasped. Where the familiar cock cage had been was now little more than a small metal cap with a split for urinating at the head. It was fixed to the metal U link by a small pink lock that now appeared hefty in comparison to the chastity device.
 
    
 
   "Oooooh!" Kyle fell back onto the couch hoping its soft padded leather would swallow him whole.
 
    
 
    "Aw. You must be strong Abbie. And how do you think Miss Richards would react if she were there when he demanded these requirements of his property?"
 
    
 
   "She was there! I think she was terrified for me."
 
    
 
   "Did she raise any objections with him?"
 
    
 
   "Er, No. Not really. I guess." Kyle suddenly wondered why Madison didn't protest for him.
 
    
 
   "Tell me Abbie what qualities do women look for in men?" her tone had changed from soft concern to that of a teacher asking her student to think through a reply.
 
    
 
   "Eh?" he was taken aback at the change in the line of questioning and struggled. "I don't know. Good looks. Tall."
 
    
 
   "Huh-huh. When you see pictures of sexy looking girls with their husbands in the papers, do the husbands always look good looking or tall?"
 
    
 
   "Well not always, no. Some are butt ugly."
 
    
 
   She laughed. "Yes they are Abbie. So what do you think they are looking for in these guys? It clearly isn't looks. What makes these men more successful with women than other, better looking, men?"
 
    
 
   "Money!"
 
    
 
   She laughed. "Yes. Clever girl. Often it is that. So what is it about money that women find attractive?"
 
    
 
   "Buys them presents I guess. Cars. Swimming pools."
 
    
 
   "Sure, yes. But something more maybe?"
 
    
 
   "I don't know. I guess they don't need to worry about stuff anymore."
 
    
 
   "Yes. They feel safe. Powerful wealthy males make them feel safe, protected, yes?"
 
    
 
   "Ah yes, yes. I guess it could be for when they have children. Then they know the guy can shelter and care for them."
 
    
 
   "Yes indeed. What sort of guys can do this?"
 
    
 
   "You have said. Wealthy men."
 
    
 
   "Yes. So women will marry successful men who are often a lot older than themselves. But if there is a group of men and they are the same age or only slightly older, how will they decide then who can best protect them?"
 
    
 
   "Ah!" His eyes widened with recognition. "I see. That's why girls go for the strong willed guys!"
 
    
 
   "Exactly. Yes. Men who will do what in life?"
 
    
 
   "Make money! Be successful."
 
    
 
   "Yes," she said encouragingly. "But how do these type of men achieve their attainments?"
 
    
 
   "Will power. It's those cocky guys who always think they are right."
 
    
 
   "Why don't you tell them they are wrong Abbie?"
 
    
 
   "Oh you daren't do that. They would knock your block off."
 
    
 
   "What do we call these guys Abbie?"
 
    
 
   "Alpha males Miss Richter," he said feeling pleased with himself.
 
    
 
   "Exactly. Aren't you sooo clever!"
 
    
 
   She pulled his cheek and he felt good. It was nice having a compliment at last.
 
    
 
   "So how do girls feel when they are near these guys, these Alpha Males?"
 
    
 
   "Turned on? Aroused I guess."
 
    
 
    "Yes. Of course. It is nature isn't it. All wet down below. In need."
 
    
 
   He was surprised she used the words 'wet down below', it felt crude for her.
 
    
 
   "How would you describe Mister Harrison?"
 
    
 
   "Oh he is a real big headed know it all. Always got to be right. 'Look, I am in charge' sort of guy."
 
    
 
   "And how will Miss Richards feel about him."
 
    
 
   "Oh don't worry about that," Kyle chuckled. "Those sort of guys frighten her. Really."
 
    
 
   "Huh-huh. So a dominant man, even a real alpha male type, as you have called Mister Harrison, he would need a lot of charm to overcome Miss Richards innate fear of strong males."
 
    
 
   "Exactly." 'Overcome?' Kyle's face wrinkled in thought. Overcome. No. No! No, Miss Richards wouldn't be won over by that brute's charm. But his thoughts were interrupted as Miss Richter continued.
 
    
 
   "In a strange place like this it would be fair to say, Miss Richards would seek a man who could protect her?"
 
    
 
   "Well, yes, I suppose."
 
    
 
   "How do you think she felt seeing you and Mister Harrison in the viewing room downstairs?"
 
    
 
   "I told you. She was shocked."
 
    
 
   "So she tried to stop your distress?"
 
    
 
   "Well, not exactly. No. No, but she was upset at my predicament."
 
    
 
   "But not so upset that she actually tried to stop it?"
 
    
 
   "I ...well ....no ...not exactly."
 
    
 
   "Not exactly? So she did try and protect you in some way?"
 
    
 
   "Well no. No. No she didn't. But there wasn't much time."
 
    
 
   "No time to say please leave the little maid alone? Stop bullying her?"
 
    
 
   "I, well, that's not how it was really. Not quite like that. I mean I ...."
 
    
 
   "How do you feel that Miss Richards could have protected you, was the only person who could protect you, yet chose not to protect you?"
 
    
 
   He swallowed. "I am sure she had her reasons."
 
    
 
   "And how does it feel knowing you are reliant up on Miss Richards's protection? That you cannot even think about protecting her anymore?"
 
    
 
   He opened his eyes. He noticed Miss Richter's cheeks were flushed, she was stroking her own thigh through her trousers. Her breathing seemed short as if she had run up a flight of stairs.
 
    
 
   "I can ...well, I can't protect her right now if that is what ..."
 
    
 
   "Oh. Now Mister Harrison has actually collared Miss Richards. So what are you going to do about that?"
 
    
 
   For a long while Kyle gold-fished words that wouldn't come. Didn't she understand? He couldn't stop her from being collared by Mister Harrison. He was too dominant to even confront. Finally he whispered, "I can't do anything."
 
    
 
   "No of course you couldn't protect Miss Richards. Nor does she expect you to be able to. You are a little maid dressed only in your revealing underwear. Collared by the man protecting her. You can only go anywhere on the end of a leash owned by the very alpha male who is with Miss Richards right now."
 
    
 
   The world span away from Kyle. He had not seen how this had developed. His stomach squeezed as if he were about to be sick. 
 
    
 
   "So how do you think Miss Richards feels about the maid she has to protect from her alpha male?"
 
    
 
   "I ... I ...." His wide open eyes took in Miss Richter's intense features. "Please ... I, I .... How can I stop it? I have seen how maids get punished around here! It terrifies me."
 
    
 
   "Have you?" She seemed surprised. "You have seen the whippings?"
 
    
 
   "Whippings?" He gasped.
 
    
 
   She smiled and shook her head. "Do not trouble yourself over that just yet. What have you seen?"
 
    
 
   "It was dreadful. There was a room off the corridor. In it were two maids in their underwear strapped to posts. And," he swallowed recalling how horrifying the scene was, "and they had dildos being forced into their bottoms and their mouths. And Miss Richter, there was nothing they could do about it. Really. The dildos were motorised."
 
    
 
   He saw her smile. Her palm lay gently on his cheek as she cooed, "awe and you thought that was a punishment?"
 
    
 
   "Well ..." What on earth did she mean?
 
    
 
   Suddenly her tablet tingled with a few musical notes. "Damn," she said before reading the message. Her face fell. "Oh no. Your owner wants to see you before your bedtime! So frustrating! Such a shame. Just as we were getting somewhere."
 
    
 
   She made some more notes and hit the pad before striking it hard to get a full stop controlling her disappointment. "Same time tomorrow night Abbie."
 
    
 
   "But Miss Richter. I want to talk to someone. There is so much I haven't told you!"
 
    
 
   She was already at her desk still tapping on her tablet. "I am sure a little chatter box like you will have even more for us to explore by tomorrow night."
 
    
 
   The door opened and Zoe appeared. "You called Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   "Yes. Abbie and I were getting along famously but Mister Harrison apparently wants to see her before bedtime. Why he has to interrupt my sessions when he has all the time in the world with Abbie, I just do not know. So cuff her and take her to office 414B on this floor. Best not delay. You know what Mister Harrison is like with tardy maids."
 
    
 
   Zoe gasped bringing both hands up to her mouth in position similar to position 8 when one hand covers the mouth. "I do Miss Richter! Thank you Miss."
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Chapter 10 Office 414B
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The corridor leading to Office 414B was buzzing. Indoor plants decorated the floors, and sexy girls and dominants walked with purpose in directions that seemed important to them. The sub girls never moved quickly, just a sexy, languid, wiggling walk. The male and female dominants were dressed in a variety of clothing, from leather to short dresses. Some of the guys seemed to be happy in suits, none of the male doms wore anything as shabby as jeans and a T-shirt.
 
    
 
   Wearing little more than a corset, tiny panties, stockings and heels, Kyle felt worse than naked. He was exposed, cuffed and tethered, available to anyone who wished to molest him. Certainly everyone seemed to ogle him up and down as if he were little more than a display
 
    
 
   Led on a lead by the effervescent Zoe, Kyle felt too frightened to think, as if his brain had iced over. He feared that at any time someone would just paw him and he would be unable to deal with it as his hands were cuffed behind his back. Nor would he have been certain if he could even issue a vocal admonishment. Was he allowed to speak yet? He certainly didn't think that Zoe could protect him. She was the dumbest submissive he could imagine, but so nice and warm you wanted to hug her.
 
    
 
   And all the time Miss Richter's words were haunting him. Kyle could not protect or care for his own wife, yet his wife could now protect him. Obviously this was just a temporary situation but it gnawed at his soul. It wasn't right. It was demeaning. Miss Richter made a point of how women looked to guys for protection, not the other way around.
 
    
 
   Yet worse than all of this was that Kyle, now Abbie, was dressed in sexy black lacy lingerie being taken to see her owner. The man who had collared her and put her in an overly tight chastity cage. And he could still feel the new U ring squeezing his ball sac at the rear of his penis.
 
    
 
   Zoe knocked lightly on the door to 414B even though it was slightly ajar. A blonde girl with the same hair style as Kyle and Zoe pulled it open with a pleasant welcoming smile. She wore the name tag Jessica and was a little taller than Kyle or Zoe, perhaps as tall as Brandi. Jessica seemed the perfect sexy secretary in her short tight skirt, shiny blouse and strappy high heels.
 
    
 
   "Oh please come in," she gushed, giggling at Kyle. "Oh my God you were so late you forgot to put a dress on!"
 
    
 
   Zoe laughed. "Aw. She has been through a lot." She leaned closer to the other blonde and whispered as if Kyle couldn't hear her: "First day!"
 
    
 
   Jessica touched Kyle's arm. "Aw. Poor thing. The first few days are the always the worst. The male ego is the problem."
 
    
 
   Male ego? What on earth was this silly blonde saying? His problem was that he had lost all control of the situation and everyone frightened him.
 
    
 
   Zoe tugged Kyle around the secretary's desk towards the inner door but Kyle wanted to know what Jessica meant by the problem with the 'male ego.' It was too late, the phone burbled, and she was scampering back to it. "Hello, Mister Harrison's office. Oh dear." She locked eyes with Kyle and wrinkled her nose at him, as if showing solidarity. "No Mister Harrison is busy now I am afraid. Er, no, I think it will take a little while. Ok I will tell him later, thank you."
 
    
 
   Knocking on the door Zoe stepped away pulling her shoulders back, she brushed out her skirt and ran her free hand through her hair.
 
    
 
   Kyle was now terrified. 
 
    
 
   "Get in here now!" Mister Harrison called out.
 
    
 
   Kyle put her hands to her mouth. "Oh!"
 
    
 
   She exchanged a worried glance with Jessica before entering.
 
    
 
   The most striking aspect of Mister Harrison's office was the huge window overlooking the city, not that there was much worth looking at in this part of the neighbourhood.
 
    
 
   His office was vast, with sofas, tables and a monumental desk just in front of the picture window. He was in shirt sleeves and as soon as he saw them enter he scowled and pulled on his suit jacket before approaching them. As if he had to be dressed for the meeting.
 
    
 
   Kyle could hear Zoe swallow nervously before saying, "Should I unlock her cuffs Sir?"
 
    
 
   "Have I told you to?" he replied brusquely, his dark eyes boring into poor Zoe.
 
    
 
   "Well, no Sir. I suppose not. I just thought ..."
 
    
 
   "What does thinking get a stupid maid?"
 
    
 
   Zoe adopted position one and recited, "Thinking gets a stupid maid spanked, Sir."
 
    
 
   "So get in the outer office and stand in the corner until I call you back!"
 
    
 
   His voice was low and even. There was no anger as such, just a directness that made Kyle's knees feel weak.
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir." She bobbed a curtsey and as soon as Mister Harrison snatched the leash handle from her Zoe fled without even glancing at Kyle.
 
    
 
   When the office door closed Kyle thought his head would explode. partly from sheer terror, partly from how dreadful it was for poor Zoe to be sent to the corner in front of him. The shame! 
 
    
 
   He felt the leash tug and he gasped.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison was leading him closer to the desk. He turned around staring straight into the anxious eyes of the frail male decorated in women's lingerie with a leashed collar, blond hair and sexy heels. He smiled and relaxed, fully in charge of the situation.
 
    
 
   Kyle adopted as much of position two as he could with his hands secured around his back.  Keeping his legs together, one knee before the other and eyes wide open.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison dragged an android tablet closer to him and turned it on before turning back to face the shaking sub.
 
    
 
   "Your first day here. Pretty scary right?"
 
    
 
   The warm tones shook Kyle and it was a while before his overly dry nervous mouth to could answer. "Yes, yes Sir."
 
    
 
   He nodded. "Yeh. It usually is. You seen Miss Richter yes?"
 
    
 
   "Erm, yes Sir, yes."
 
    
 
   "That help?"
 
    
 
   "She is very nice. We talked Sir."
 
    
 
   "Good. No one else around here will want to listen to your cock sucking mouth so make the most of it."
 
    
 
   Cock sucking mouth? He swallowed and choked a "Yes sir."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison pulled the leash making Kyle draw up to within a foot of him. He seemed huge to Kyle. Powerful. Strong. Mister Harrison used his left hand to slip a finger beneath Kyle's collar, tightening it round his throat. Kyle puled helplessly at his wrists to try and stop from being choked but his hands were fastened with steel and wouldn't give. He looked pleadingly at Mister Harrison.
 
    
 
   "Now girl, I hear some good things about your performance today," he paused for effect, "and some bad things."
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded quickly.
 
    
 
   "The good things I like. Miss Latour thinks you will make an excellent dancer."
 
    
 
   Kyle gasped. The last thing he wanted was to learn dancing. Should he try and tell Mister Harrison that? He decided not to.
 
    
 
   "I like that. I added it to your list. Don't look so shocked little girl!"
 
    
 
   Kyle panted. The words 'little girl' wounded him.
 
    
 
   "I own you right now. From your painted toe nails to your dyed blond hair. Every sliver of skin and flesh on you."
 
    
 
   The shaking Kyle avoided bursting into tears by biting his bottom lip.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison bent closer so Kyle could smell his masculinity. "Pretty soon I will have your mind too. And then I will have all of you. And do you know what you can do about it?"
 
    
 
   With their faces just inches apart Kyle shook his head feeling his hair tickle his neck.
 
    
 
   "Nothing at all. Not one single little thing. You are mine. I own you. And I am going to train you in a way I feel befits your status."
 
    
 
   Kyle whined.
 
    
 
   "And what can you do about it girl?"
 
    
 
   Swallowing, Kyle trembled as he said. "Nothing Sir."
 
    
 
   "Clever girl. So tell me clever girl what's this around your neck?" He pulled the collar one way then the other.
 
    
 
   "A collar Sir."
 
    
 
   "Whose collar? Let's see how clever you really are."
 
    
 
   Kyle's brain just wouldn't function. Why was he asking him that? It didn't make sense. "It is my collar Sir?" he finally asked.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison laughed. "What, you bought it?"
 
    
 
   "No Sir. Ah. No. It is your collar Sir."
 
    
 
   "Clever little slut. It is my collar. And whose neck is it around?"
 
    
 
   Feeling faint Kyle stuttered. "M-m- mine sir."
 
    
 
   "I see. You really are a clever girl," he smiled, before cruelly adding, "under the right Master, with the correct guidance."
 
    
 
   Kyle wasn't sure whether to thank him or not, so remained silent, his breathing growing shallower.
 
    
 
   "So you have my collar around your neck. What does that mean?"
 
    
 
   "erm, well ... I, er ... it means," Kyle hated saying this but knew he had to, "you own me Sir."
 
    
 
   "Clever, clever girl. I am impressed. Yes. And what does it mean to anyone who sees my collar around your neck?"
 
    
 
   Kyle emitted a collection of 'erms' and uhs' not sure how to reply as Mister Harrison sat back releasing his fingers from the collar. 
 
    
 
   "It reads 'Property of Mister Harrison'. So what does that mean to anyone who reads it?"
 
    
 
   Sniffing Kyle replied. "It means that they would know I am owned by you."
 
    
 
   "Exactly. Yes! Even though they haven't met either of us they would know what you are. Owned! Owned by me!"
 
    
 
   "Y-y-yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "I see," Mister Harrison said as if mulling all this over. "So, how would it look if my property wasn't performing very well at her lessons?"
 
    
 
   "Oh God!" Kyle felt tears in his eyes. He wanted to race from the room even though he was cuffed. Perhaps run down the stairs in his heels to the exits and then into the streets. He wouldn't care who saw him dressed as he was. But Mister Harrison casually held his leash close to him so escape was impossible.
 
    
 
   "I asked you a question girl. How would it look to someone if you weren't doing well at your lessons."
 
    
 
   "I suppose people would see that I wasn't doing well, Sir."
 
    
 
   "You mean that my property wasn't doing well. That's what you meant to say wasn't it?"
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded furiously.
 
    
 
   "So say it."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. It would mean that your property wasn't doing well at the lessons."
 
    
 
   "Exactly. My property wasn't doing well at her lessons." He emphasised 'her' with a sneer. "And that would reflect on me wouldn't it? Eh? You being my property and everything. People would think I was doing something wrong wouldn't they?"
 
    
 
   "Please Sir I would tell them it was my fault."
 
    
 
   "Would you Abbie? Very sweet of you but what makes you think you could just speak to a dominant? Eh?"
 
    
 
   "Erm." He looked around the room to avoid Mister Harrisons terrifying eyes. "I couldn't Sir."
 
    
 
   "No you couldn't. No you could not! So they would think that Mister Harrison is a bit of a wanker wouldn't they? If his bitch wasn't performing."
 
    
 
   His bitch? Kyle gulped, his mouth was so dry his tongue stuck to the roof his mouth. "I'm sorry," he blurted out not quite sure what he was sorry for.
 
    
 
   "I don't want you to be sorry I want you to do well at your lessons girl!"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. I will. I promise."
 
    
 
   "What sort of standards do I expect from my girls?"
 
    
 
   "Good Sir?"
 
    
 
   "Excellent girl. I expect excellent standards. The best. I want to see you get a string of A stars."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. I will, I promise!"
 
    
 
   Still holding the leash tightly in one hand Mister Harrison span the tablet round and lifted it up to read from the screen. "So let me see. Miss Hall has given you a C minus for speech. And I quote, the girl forgets to speak from the front of the mouth and to lisp." Raising his eyebrows he stared at the quivering 'girl'. "Not good is it?"
 
    
 
   "No Sir. No. I will do better tomorrow."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison smiled genially, nodding in agreement. "I know girl. Truly I know you will. Mister Williams says the three of you are nosey sluts. That he needs to keep an eye on you at all times. He gives you a D for behaviour. A 'D'!"
 
    
 
   "I promise to do better Sir. Really I do."
 
    
 
   "You see what I want are A stars but what I get are mediocre marks. Miss Latour, who thinks you have so much promise, gives you a B plus. Not an A star is it bitch?"
 
    
 
   "No sir. Sorry Sir."
 
    
 
   Rolling the leash around his hand until his fist was beneath Kyle's throat Mister Harrison said, "Are you doing this deliberately. Are you deliberately making me look foolish?"
 
    
 
   "No Sir, no. Honestly. No!"
 
    
 
   "Oh? So how do you account for such poor marks girl? Are you just stupid then?"
 
    
 
   "No sir. No, really I'm not."
 
    
 
   "Oh? If you are not stupid then you must be doing this deliberately, mustn't you?"
 
    
 
   Kyle's mind was a fuzzy cloud of nothing. "I don't know sir. No. I didn't do it deliberately."
 
    
 
   "So then you must be stupid yes? It can only be one or the other. I hope you weren't doing it deliberately."
 
    
 
   "No, no Sir. Not deliberately. A tear trickled down Kyle's face. "I am stupid Sir."
 
    
 
   "Apologise for being stupid."
 
    
 
   Kyle would have taken a step back if the length of the leash allowed it. It was a moment before the shock wore off and he could reply. "I am sorry I am so stupid Sir." Kyle announced as genuinely as he could.
 
    
 
   "Say it again."
 
    
 
   "I am sorry I am so stupid Sir."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison nodded. 
 
    
 
   "It's not so bad girl. Stupid girls can still get A stars if they are obedient and behave. Are you an obedient girl?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir, yes."
 
    
 
   "Answer as a sentence. Are you an obedient girl?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir, I am an obedient girl."
 
    
 
   "Good."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt relief. He hated saying he was stupid, and worse saying he was obedient. It was so mortifying but right now he would say anything to get out of that office and have Zoe lead him back to his room.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison seemed to relax. "Tell me stupid, obedient girl, why are you throwing yourself at men?"
 
    
 
   "Sir?" Kyle's eyes were painfully huge with shock.
 
    
 
   "You know what I mean by throwing yourself at men don't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. But I haven't. Really," Kyle implored.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison gripped the leash tighter to the collar pulling Kyle up onto tip toes.
 
    
 
   "I have a cane in my cupboard for lying little sluts."
 
    
 
   "I, I, I'm not lying. Please Sir. Really."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison nodded and looked at his tablet screen. "I have had a request from a Mister Deans to meet up with you."
 
    
 
   Kyle's lip trembled. "I don't know a Mister Deans Sir. Really."
 
    
 
   "Mister Cody Deans. Says he met you in a lift with a bunch of other sluts."
 
    
 
   Kyle remembered Cody and Brent in the lift. The two guys in suits who took an interest in him. "Oh! Oh! Oh! Sir. I didn't throw myself at them, really."
 
    
 
   "So now you admit you met him?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. I didn't know it was him!"
 
    
 
   "No? How many guys have you given the come on to today?" Mister Harrison grinned at the jolt of terror on Kyle's face.
 
    
 
   "Please Sir, I didn't say anything to them."
 
    
 
   "Just wriggled your cute little arse at them eh?"
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry Sir it won't happen again."
 
    
 
   "Why? Don't you want to see him? This Mister Deans?"
 
    
 
   "No Sir. No. I am not like that."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison laughed. "But I haven't told you whether you will see him or not have I?"
 
    
 
   "I ...well ...I ....Sir ..."
 
    
 
   "I'll just tell him you are too naughty to be allowed out."
 
    
 
   Inwardly Kyle groaned at the shame of someone being told he was too naughty to be allowed out. In Mister Harrison's presence he felt little more than a child.
 
    
 
   "So let us recap. You are stupid aren't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "Say it then."
 
    
 
   "I am stupid Sir."
 
    
 
   "Whenever you do something wrong you will tell them that ok? I don't want them thinking it has anything to do with me."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "What will you say if you don't get something right?"
 
    
 
   "I will tell them I am stupid Sir."
 
    
 
   "Good girl. And how do stupid girls get A stars??"
 
    
 
   "By being obedient Sir."
 
    
 
   "So what will you be?"
 
    
 
   "I will be obedient Sir, I promise."
 
    
 
   "Stupid and obedient, yes?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "Say it bitch."
 
    
 
   "I will be stupid and obedient Sir."
 
    
 
   "Look up in the corner of the room girl," he nodded to the corner to the left of the window.
 
    
 
   Kyle saw a small black box with a dark glass front. A red light glowed on its side.
 
    
 
   "And behind my desk, above the window."
 
    
 
   Kyles saw another similar black box.
 
    
 
   "They are cameras. High quality. Clever things. They follow people's facial movements. And you know what? I have recorded this entire conversation. It will show every little expression of yours."
 
    
 
   Kyle was going to be sick. This brutally humiliating exchange had been recorded.
 
    
 
   "Now would you like Miss Richards to see it?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my God. No. Please Sir. No. Please. Please I will do anything. Really. Please!" Tears rolled down his cheeks. Never had he felt so powerless, so defeated.
 
    
 
   "So what must you be to stop me from showing it to her?"
 
    
 
   "I must be stupid and obedient Sir. I must get A stars in my lessons Sir."
 
    
 
   He chuckled. "Clever girl. You are stupid and obedient and yes you are right. What you will do is get me A stars. Got it?"
 
    
 
   Kyle was nodding, he felt like this was the end of the conversation. He would be able to escape this dreadful man.
 
    
 
   "I asked if you got it."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. I have got it."
 
    
 
   "Good girl. You need to earn your maid's uniform before Friday. So work hard at your lessons and do as your teachers tells you."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir. I will."
 
    
 
   "Excellent." Mister Harrison reached down beside his desk and picked up a shiny purple bag with string handles that crinkled as he brought it up to view. "Open your mouth."
 
    
 
   Kyle opened his mouth as Mister Harrison popped the string handles between his teeth.
 
    
 
   "Close your mouth." He laughed at the gormless expression on Kyle's face as the bag hung down over his chin.
 
    
 
   Kyle was relieved that it felt light and didn't hurt his mouth.
 
    
 
   The man picked up his phone keeping his eyes fixed on the blushing sub before him. "Send that tramp Zoe in."
 
    
 
   Within seconds Zoe was handed the leash handle and ordered, "Take this tramp straight downstairs. Her bedtime is 8.30 not 8.31."
 
    
 
   Zoe bounced a curtsey, "yes Mister Harrison," before offering a sweet smile.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 11 Sleeping Quarters and the Recordings
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   With his mind lying somewhere between terror and misery Kyle was led downstairs by Zoe who offered constant sympathetic glances as if sharing his pain.
 
    
 
   The corridors seemed full of maids and dominants, all of whom had a good chuckle at the blonde girl in her underwear with a bag hanging from her mouth.
 
    
 
   As soon as Zoe opened the door to Kyle's room and unclipped the leash from the collar, he opened his mouth and dropped the bag on the bed. The maid released the cuffs as Kyle's tears poured out.
 
    
 
   "Awe!" Zoe cuddled the sobbing figure. "He can be really cruel. Awe, Abbie!"
 
    
 
   "It was horrible." Kyle stamped his heels and found himself staring at his sexy garb in the wardrobe mirror. "Oh my God just look at me!"
 
    
 
   "Oh don't worry. We will fix your mascara before you go to bed."
 
    
 
   "No, not the mascara. But me!" Zoe was such a dolt.
 
    
 
   Zoe nodded and 'ahhed,' but looked as though she didn't understand. "Anyways, let's see what's in your bag. It might be a present!"
 
    
 
   Looking down at the pretty purple bag glistening on the bed he felt fear grip his guts. "You open it. I dread to think!"
 
    
 
   "Oh goody. I love opening presents!" 
 
    
 
   Zoe carefully pulled open the bag and squealed. "Oh, oh, oh!"
 
    
 
   "What?" Kyle dared not peer inside.
 
    
 
   "Look!" Zoe plucked out a pink chemise top. She held it up with the delicate spaghetti straps between the fingers and thumbs of each hand. "Look at this. It is real silk. Wow. You must thank Mister Harrison!"
 
    
 
   Kyle ran his fingers down the delicate garment. It looked little more than a vest but he wanted to rub it over his cheek to feel its sensuous qualities.
 
    
 
   And another squeal. "Look matching shorts!"
 
    
 
   She draped the top over Kyle's fingers and pulled out a matching pair of shorts decorated with amazing broderie anglaise around the legs. 
 
    
 
   "It's pink."
 
    
 
   "Well yes. Rose pink. Aren't they amazing. oooh! There is a card."
 
    
 
   Snatching it from the bag she handed a stunned Kyle a postcard with the picture of a sexy woman wearing the items from the bag. He turned it over, muttering aloud as he read, "After a long hard first day I am sure you will sleep better in something a little special. Wear tan tights beneath. Signed, your owner, Mister Harrison."
 
    
 
   "How lucky are you?" Zoe embraced the dazed Kyle. "You must put it on now. Quickly. Your bedtime is only five minutes away!
 
    
 
   The ditzy girl unlocked the corset and helped Kyle strip down to his humiliatingly tiny chastity cage and his collar. Zoe opened the top drawer of the dresser to reveal a rich assortment of underwear, panties, bras, stockings and what Mister Harrison had insisted upon: tan tights.
 
    
 
   Within moments Kyle had pulled them on up to his waist as Zoe slid the shorts up his smooth legs sending him to a sleepy orgasmic state. He moaned and Zoe giggled. Next she helped slide the top down over his shoulders squeezing it tightly into position, leaving a slight gap between it and the pants.
 
    
 
   "Oh two minutes! Quick use the bathroom and clean your teeth. Quick." 
 
    
 
   Still in a daze Kyle complied as if Zoe had injected him with the same desperation to get to the bed in time. He heard Zoe shout, "and put a fresh sheath over your cage. You don't want to be messing up Mister Harrison's lovely present."
 
    
 
   Bang on 8.30 he slipped between the satin sheets, the feeling of his smooth body in expensive fine silk sliding down between the silky sheets sent him into electric overload. He just had to cum!
 
    
 
   Zoe kissed his cheek, giggled and said. "Lights will go off soon. Sleep tight. I'll help you with your dressing tomorrow."
 
    
 
   He heard her leave and the door bolts shift home. Instead of feeling trapped he felt relieved. Finally alone. He rolled onto his tummy and immediately rubbed himself up against the sheets for pleasure. All he achieved was more torment, more arousal. With his dick stuck in the tiny mechanism he couldn't rub it at all.
 
    
 
   He pulled one of the pillows down beneath the sheets, between his legs so that when he turned back onto his tummy it produced a mound beneath his groin. He again tried rubbing himself but yet against achieved nothing but anguish. His dick could not erect and he couldn't cum.
 
    
 
   He rubbed harder and odd thoughts slid through his brain. He could see Zoe looking so sexy he wanted to fuck her. Then he felt himself in the sexy lingerie he had worn all day as he danced before a mirror. Someone was holding his leash. He wanted to ask Zoe to tighten it. He was aroused. Then he could see the punishment room with two maids strapped and locked to the devices hungrily sucking one set of dildos whilst the others shafted their bottoms.
 
    
 
   In his imagination it was he who was strapped to the machine with it filling his two holes. His dream developed. He was rubbing himself against the post to which he was secured, sucking on the dildo. He felt his leash being tugged and looked up to sees Mister Harrison, laughing at him.
 
    
 
   Kyle gushed precum into his sheath round the chastity cage but felt no sense of release. Rather he became even more aroused. He rolled onto his back squealing, "Please, please."
 
    
 
   But every movement added to his frustration, intensified his shaming needs.
 
    
 
   It was at that moment of brick wall frustration and need that the music started. A piano, played slowly, delicately. It was familiar. His mind slid from his wet dream as he listened to the gentle notes in a warm darkness. 
 
    
 
   The only light he could make out was the green and red ones on the computer. 
 
    
 
   The mellow music faded into seawash, waves gently rolling on a beach with the melody whispering through the lapping. Oddly, beneath the sounds was a slow pulse pumping bass sound, but it all felt relaxing. When Miss Richter's voice wafted majestically over the music it seemed natural to hear her.
 
    
 
   "You must be so tired my dear. After such a long day. You do feel tired don't you?"
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded in his agreement. It was so nice of the sweet lady to come and talk to him.
 
    
 
   "You just lie still like a good girl and listen to the words I am saying. Listen to the way I am saying the words."
 
    
 
   Finding himself smiling he made himself comfortable and listened.
 
    
 
   "Now take a deep breath in and hold it. Hold it for me like a good girl."
 
    
 
   Doing as instructed Kyle opened his eyes with a start. Suddenly his brain was cold, rational and thinking. Miss Richter was hypnotising him. This was a hypnosis session!
 
    
 
   He said "no", out loud. Or maybe he didn't. He tried to. Perhaps he had. But she was right, he was very tired.
 
    
 
   "And exhale slowly, that's a good girl. Good girl. Let's take a walk on the beach together ...."
 
    
 
   He was trying to shake his head but in his sensual dream world nothing seemed to function as it ought. Was he awake? Was he asleep? He needed to turn off the speakers. But he couldn't so much as raise his arm.
 
    
 
   "Look at the deep blue sky. So blue. Have you ever seen it so blue and warm before? And listen to the sea."
 
    
 
   Kyle could hear the sea and it felt pleasant, restful. He could turn off the speakers tomorrow. Right now it was much easier just to listen to what Miss Richter had to say.
 
    
 
   "Good girl, good girl. We will go on a journey. A journey you have always wanted to take ...."
 
    
 
   That would be all he could recall but he knew he slept soundly.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 12 The Classroom, Miss Martinique.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zoe was as bright and chirpy in the morning as she had been the previous night. She rabbited on as she helped Kyle slip out of the sensuous tights, chemise and knickers. "Oh I wish I could tell you what happened last night in the club. Oh wow! It was like, I don't know. I can't explain it and but even if I could I couldn't tell you." She burst into giggles at her own silliness. "Now you need to shower. I'll sort out your first school day outfit."
 
    
 
   "Zoe!" Kyle felt he had to shout to stop her rambling.
 
    
 
   Appearing upset at first Zoe smiled, shrugged and waited for Kyle to speak.
 
    
 
   "Look last night Miss Richter tried to hypnotise me ..."
 
    
 
   "Gosh," The cute blonde put her finger tips to her mouth in shock like position 8.
 
    
 
   "This music came on. It was weird. Then I heard Miss Richter speaking. Luckily I fell asleep before she could get at me. But a trained psychiatrist like she is would be able to hypnotise me, wouldn't she?"
 
    
 
   Patting Kyle's bare arm Zoe shook her head. "Oh silly. They are relaxation tapes. You have them every night. Just before you go to sleep. And they worked in your instance. I bet you can't wait to hear her again tonight?"
 
    
 
   "Well ..." actually Kyle did have an urge to listen to it once more. Like a pressing desire to have an extra slice of chocolate cake.
 
    
 
   After the shower he was dressed in the locking corset, stockings, condom over his chastity belt, and fresh panties following the attire restrictions of the previous day with the same strappy high heels.
 
    
 
   But after that he had to step into a tiny flared tartan school girl skirt that barely reached the stocking tops, with a short sleeved translucent blouse so thin and delicate Kyle was fearful he would tear it just by doing up the miniscule buttons. Why make a shirt so small that the buttons are almost impossible to do up?
 
    
 
   "Aw! You look so sweet. Wish I could wear it again. I did have this owner who was always dressing me up as a school girl." She giggled, blushed and moved into confidential, gushing mode: "In fact they both liked it. Him and her."
 
    
 
   Whilst she burbled on Kyle devoured a dish of low fat cereal with skimmed milk. It was pretty tasteless, but having eaten so little in the previous 24 hours, he was famished and  gobbled it down. 
 
    
 
   In his mind he was laying out his main aims for the day. Most important was to get out of this nightmare and rescue his wife, Madison, before that so called alpha male, Mister Harrison, got his teeth into her.
 
    
 
   Once cuffed and leashed Zoe led him outside to meet Mister Williams, who had already secured Brandi and Kelsey on their leashes in a similar coffle to the previous day. He was soon leashed to Kelsey's collar at the rear and they set off.
 
    
 
   "See you later," squealed Zoe with a finger wave and giggle.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   In the classroom Miss Martinique wore a stunning all black leather creation with high heeled boots from which protruded the handle of a whippy cane. Her elegant black hair swept down around her cheeks to her neck and she seemed delighted to see them. Like long lost friends.
 
    
 
   Once they had been uncuffed, unleashed and told to sit on the three stools Mister Williams left them, without a word.
 
    
 
   The teacher grinned knowingly, exposing beautiful white teeth. "Did you feel that? Yes? Sitting straight down on your butts with your little caged dickies in contact with the hard wood of the stool?"
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed. The stool was cold on his bottom and thighs with his lacy panties offering little protection.
 
    
 
   "Just make sure your skirts fan out around the top of the stool. Longer skirts can be pressed flat up against the back of your thighs when you sit but short flared ones should always be allowed to drape prettily around the stool. Decoratively. Just like these and those of the maid's uniforms you are all so keen to be wearing. They would look scruffy if you tried sitting on them. Just look at the girl next to you. See how sexy and neat it looks?"
 
    
 
   Kyle had to acknowledge she was right. It did look sexy to see a girl sitting straight down on the wooden seat with Brandi's little tartan skirt hanging over the top of the stool.
 
    
 
   "Also young ladies, and this is doubly as important. It will constantly remind you of how exposed and vulnerable you are. You should be able to feel the cage resting firmly on the wood. Yes?"
 
    
 
   The male schoolgirls nodded. 
 
    
 
   "No matter how you fidget you will not escape that. So whenever you sit down you will be reminded of your confinement. Remember your Master and Mistresses won't be exposed like this. Only you."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt a rush of erotic steam power through his head. His dick shook in its confinement. This was heaven and hell all rolled into one.
 
    
 
   "Now today is a big day. We will cover deportment, then more positions followed by further developing your speech. I expect perfect behaviour and will thrash the living daylights out of any one who chooses to try my patience. Understood?"
 
    
 
   They replied "Yes Miss Martinique," in a subdued, wary way. Kyle was never quite sure what he should and shouldn't be saying. 
 
    
 
   This seemed an opportune moment to tell her he needed to leave the class and get dressed. He would be polite and thank her for all the hard work of Club Zero Nine. 
 
    
 
   But just as he was about to raise his arm he heard:
 
    
 
   "Miss Martinique!" Brandi had put her arm straight up in the air and spoke the words briskly, nerves speeding her up, making her gush.
 
    
 
   From her reaction it was obvious Miss Martinique was not pleased at the interruption. "Brandi! We have not even started the lesson. What on earth is it?"
 
    
 
   "Please Miss. I am not sure how to say this," he flapped his wrists before him, "but this isn't for me. Really it isn't. Sorry."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt relief flood through him. Someone else shared his thoughts and had actually dared say them aloud. Soon he and Brandi could leave this traumatic predicament.
 
    
 
   Groaning, Miss Martinique put on a brave face, "Oh. And why are you sharing that with the class?"
 
    
 
   Kyle was shaken by the remark. Had Brandi said she was not happy with what was happening?
 
    
 
   "Well, erm, Miss Martinique. I need to get out. My wife is ..."
 
    
 
   "Your wife? You are a maid and you have a wife?" 
 
    
 
   Brandi sighed, his cheeks flushed with indignation. "Ok, yes sorry. I know! I mean Miss Parker. I need to take Miss Parker away from here."
 
    
 
   The tall domme smiled, her eyes shimmering with mischief. "Oh. And why would that be Brandi?"
 
    
 
   "Because we met up last night, just before I got sent to bed," he spat out the last few words to show how cross she was with being sent to bed. Kyle noticed she spoke whilst gently flapping her hands before her. "And she was with this absolute arsehole. This guy, I mean, he kept pawing her. In fact it was he who told me to go to bed! It was terrible Miss Martinique. I didn't sign up for that! Now I am worried about her!"
 
    
 
   Summoning up the courage to speak Kelsey wiggled to the edge of her stool. "Please Miss Martinique. It is the same for me I ..."
 
    
 
   Kyle took his cue, "and me Miss Martinique!"
 
    
 
   "Shush young ladies. I am addressing the concerns of Brandi here. Put your fingers on your lips. Both of you. Now!"
 
    
 
   Exchanging glances and feeling ridiculous, the two male school girls put their fingers to their pink lips.
 
    
 
   "Pout your lips when you have your finger on your lips!"
 
    
 
   They did as they were told. Stealing a glance at Kelsey, Kyle could see she was as embarrassed at this pose as he felt. Her cheeks glowing bright pink.
 
    
 
   Brandi fidgeted suddenly feeling very isolated by the fact her colleagues were not allowed to speak to back up her case.
 
    
 
   "Now then little Brandi," the Mediterranean skinned woman lifted up her android tablet and tapped at the screen. "I see," she said at last. "And what is the name of this gentleman who was with Miss Parker?"
 
    
 
   Closing her eyes and shaking her head Brandi whispered, "Some arsehole called Mister Stempel." 
 
    
 
   "I see. Shall I phone Mister Stempel and tell him that you think he is an arsehole?"
 
    
 
   Shock shivered through the room. Kyle fidgeted on his stool desperate no one would catch his eyes. He noticed how Kelsey suddenly found the sight of the floor to be most entrancing. They both kept their fingers tight on their lips. Kyle felt the danger could include him if he made one wrong movement. This was Brandi's predicament. She had spoken up.
 
    
 
   "No, no. No please don't do that." Brandi was frantic.
 
    
 
   "But that is what you said. Yes?"
 
    
 
   "I er, I erm, I ...."
 
    
 
   "I could phone him right now. I have his mobile number right here."
 
    
 
   "M-m-miss Martinique. Please. All I want is to take Miss Parker home."
 
    
 
   "I see. So Miss Parker said she wants to leave?"
 
    
 
   Brandi swallowed. "Well. No. Not in so many words. No."
 
    
 
   "Because according to my reports here she has actually booked in to stay the next few nights until your graduation on Friday. Doesn't sound like she wants to leave does it?"
 
    
 
   Brandi's Adam's apple bobbed above her collar. "No. I suppose not. Perhaps I could discuss it with her."
 
    
 
   Drawing out her cane Miss Martinique noted with satisfaction how all three male school girls suddenly sat up straight. Two of them looking wickedly funny with their fingers stuck to their pink pouting lips. "So let me get this straight. In the world in which you live, a maid can instigate a conversation with her owner?"
 
    
 
   "Well, no, not really. No." Brandi's eyes were glued to the cane being flicked through the air.
 
    
 
   "I see. Did you thank Mister Stempel for sending you to bed at the correct time?"
 
    
 
   Brandi swallowed. Kyle could see her eyes sparkling with tears. "No. No. I am sorry I interrupted your lesson Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   "Oh do not be sorry girl. We have discovered that you failed to thank the nice Mister Stempel for sending you to bed." The leather clad dominant lifted up a mobile phone and pressed out some digits she read off her tablet. "So why don't you be a good girl and thank him right now."
 
    
 
   "Now?" Brandi put her hands to her mouth, it was a cross between position 8 and sitting position one as demonstrated by Zoe the previous night. But it didn't look at all amusing now. Poor Brandi was distraught.
 
    
 
   The phone was passed to her. "Tell him who you are and then thank him."
 
    
 
   Accepting the phone Brandi pushed her legs tighter beneath her little skirt as she held the phone to her ear. Her eyes were fixed on the ceiling and it appeared to Kyle that she was praying. 
 
    
 
   "Oh! Mister Stempel? Oh hi. Er, It's Brandi. We met last night." She forced a laugh at something Mister Stempel said. "Yes the maid owned by Miss Parker. Yes. Well ... no I am fine, thank you Sir and hope you are too." She swallowed closing her eyes. "Ah yes. Good to hear Sir. The reason I am ringing is to," then a long pause. Brandi was frozen in hell. Kyle felt that the tall sissy had even stopped breathing. "Is to ... well erm, thank you for," his voice caught, "sending me to bed on time last night."
 
    
 
   Kyle thought Brandi would pass out as her blushing face turned creamy white. Clearly Mister Stempel was sayings something because Brandi was holding her breath. "Oh, thank you Sir. Yes. I slept well. Yes," Brandi's eyes shot up to the eager Miss Martinique before she looked away and died a little. "Yes I wore the nightie my owner gave me. Yes. Yes Sir I am very grateful. Yes Sir, I will work hard at my lessons. Yes Sir. Yes I will see you both tonight."
 
    
 
   Brandi handed the teacher the mobile and sat slightly hunched, her eyes staring out into space at some shocking thought that tortured her soul.
 
    
 
   "And did Mister Stempel say anything about Miss Parker wishing to leave?"
 
    
 
   "No Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   "Shall we ring Miss Parker, your owner?"
 
    
 
   Moaning, Brandi shook her head.
 
    
 
   "Good. I am glad that is clarified. Now you two." Her eyes fixed on the quaking Kyle and Kelsey. "Did either of you have a problem with which you required assistance?"
 
    
 
   They shook their heads quickly and pointedly.
 
    
 
   "Excellent. Then fingers off lips and let us do some revision. On your feet and show me positions one, two and three. Now!"
 
    
 
   The 'girls' raced to obey, their heels clattering in the classroom.
 
    
 
   An hour later they had mastered the first twenty poses. This included a more detailed methodology around the 'shocked positions' numbers 7 and 8 that Zoe had shown Kyle. They could be adapted to be terrified-shocked or amusingly-shocked. In fact he learnt how there was scope within all the positions to adapt them slightly to any situation a maid found herself in.
 
    
 
   The worst variations were for positions 11 to 15. Punishment poses. It was humiliatingly bad enough just in the classroom with the other maids, but Kyle dreaded being ordered into one of these stances by a dominant.
 
    
 
   "Excellent girls. I will give you all a B, which is very good for your first attempts. Now you can have a break. Zoe will bring you some refreshments and light snacks."
 
    
 
   As soon as Zoe wheeled in a trolley full of salads, fruit and water Kyle sauntered cagily up to Miss Martinique who with a single glare reduced Kyle's knees to jelly. "You are not going to bother me with any nonsense about you and your Mistress needing to leave?" She checked the collar and laughed. "Sorry I mean your owner Mister Harrison."
 
    
 
   "Oh no, no. Miss I promise. No."
 
    
 
   "So what is it little girl?"
 
    
 
   "Well I was wondering what I had to do to get an A star please. For the positions I mean. I did try hard Miss."
 
    
 
   "A 'B' is generous enough for your attempts girl. Now go away."
 
    
 
   Kyle stood before her knowing he would not be allowed to just volunteer anything else.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique melted at the cute pleading from Kyle's huge eyes. "Awe Abbie. If you want top marks just try harder next time."
 
    
 
   "Please Miss, Mister Harrison wants me to get all A stars today."
 
    
 
   The elegant leather clad beauty laughed. "'A stars' on your first attempts! I hardly think so."
 
    
 
   "Miss please give me another chance. I promise I will do better."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique's head fell slightly to one side as she studied the lingerie clad male school girl before her. Finally she said, "Mmmmm. Zoe?"
 
    
 
   Springing to life Zoe curtseyed before the dominant woman. "Yes Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   "Girls," Miss Martinique announced to the two others munching at their salads. "Come here a moment please."
 
    
 
   When the three male school girls were sat on their stools, taking care to ensure their skirts carefully fell around the seat, the teacher lifted Zoe's chin. "Tell me Zoe, if you really wanted something. Hmm, say to be allowed to cum or you wanted a biscuit or to be allowed to use the bathroom. How would you ask for it?"
 
    
 
   Zoe gasped. "Miss! Maids are not allowed to ask. Oh gosh, no."
 
    
 
   "Please relax," laughed Miss Martinique. "I am not going to punish you."
 
    
 
   Kyle saw Zoe's shoulders fall with relief.
 
    
 
   "What I want to know is what you would do. Quite right. You cannot ask for things else dominants wouldn't have any peace. Suppose you wanted to be released down below. How would you go about it?"
 
    
 
   Giggling, Zoe blushed. "Well Miss definitely not ask for release Miss. No one ever gives us maids what we ask for. That would be spoiling us."
 
    
 
   Sighing, impatience creeping into her voice Miss Martinique continued, "Indeed Zoe. So?"
 
    
 
   Zoe put her finger to her chin and childishly shook her shoulders back and fore in thought. Kyle had learned that to be position 10 where the maid adopts a dumb pose to entertain the dominants.
 
    
 
    "Well. Hmmm. I would look up at the dominant like this."
 
    
 
   "Show the class Zoe."
 
    
 
   The maid span around so that her little maid's skirt flitted up revealing her suspenders and stockings. Her face was a picture. Her head was bent slightly forward, her eyes huge and puppy like with the corners of her pink mouth pulled downwards. The poor girl needed something. It would be like looking at a puppy begging silently for food from the table. No owner could ignore a puppy's pleading. She moved from position two to position three so her hands came from behind her back to before her, and then back again behind her back. All the time swinging gently back and fore.
 
    
 
   "Now girls, a dominant would need a heart of stone not to ask what you want. Stand up and try it. It is position 10 and few dominants can ignore it."
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself mimicking the facial expression with the huge eyes and pulled down mouth.
 
    
 
   "Bow your heads more. Good girls, clever girls. Now push out your bottom lip a little. Like Zoe here." Miss Martinique laughed. "Oh you look cute as kittens. Ok. Good girls, eat your snack and then we will do the positions again. See if you can push up your marks."
 
    
 
   All the girls gained A stars within thirty minutes of the restart. Miss Martinique showed them how to celebrate. They simply had to grab hold of each other and jump up and down in unison whilst squealing. Although it seemed odd to Kyle, even foolish at first, once they began it felt like a heady wonderful experience. A shared joy with another like-minded soul.
 
    
 
   Following some exercises to improve their giggling Zoe brought a trolley of juices and water. 
 
    
 
   But Brandi remained standing near Miss Martinique. She adopted position two, with hands behind her back and then carried out the begging expression from position 10 that had won Kyle the chance to get his A star for positions.
 
    
 
   At first Miss Martinique was irritated but the jutting bottom lip and huge pleading eyes soon won the day.
 
    
 
   "Ok Brandi. Tell me what you would like."              
 
    
 
   Kyle and Kelsey giggled at Brandi's cheeky approach.
 
    
 
   Brandi suddenly lost confidence. Having amused herself at being able to beg for attention she now furtively glanced back at the other maids in the room before  whispering in a low voice, "Please Miss Martinique I need some relief ... down below. I am desperate. Please! I haven't cum for ages."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique shook her head but before she could utter a word Brandi collapsed to her knees, her hands gripped together. "Please. You do not understand. I will do anything. Oh please." Tears formed.
 
    
 
   Kyle felt total sympathy for her. He thought back to the previous night when even a pillow pressed between his legs only offered him more excitement but no relief.
 
    
 
   The teacher shook her head again, this time with a degree of understanding. "Tomorrow afternoon you will all be shown how to get, erm, relief as you put it. By then you will genuinely be begging for it."
 
    
 
   Kyle nibbled at the raw carrots and mushrooms on one of the plates and felt sufficiently courageous to say. "Miss Martinique. I am ready now. Really."
 
    
 
   Closing her eyes the dark skinned domme smiled. "I really am sorry girls. The only decision any of you will make this week is to come here. After that, others, usually your owners, will decide what is best for you."
 
    
 
   Brandi rose from the floor and adopted position one, her fingers straight out but moving as if they were playing keys on a piano. "Miss I ..."
 
    
 
   "... will say nothing more" Else I will see just how big a gag your mouth will take. But I tell you what girls. Bring your snacks to your desks and let me ask you some questions."
 
    
 
   The girls gathered together the salad ingredients onto their plates, took a glass of water and sat at the school desks with what passed for their nourishment placed before them.
 
    
 
   Walking around the interactive board the domme asked slowly, as if she were thinking through the question as she was asking it, "Tell me girls. If a girl went to a party in a very short dress, would you call her a slut?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey mewed. "Aw. That would be unfair. Not a slut, no."
 
    
 
   Kyle cut in, "Please Miss girls should be allowed to wear short dresses without any comments like that."
 
    
 
   "Ok, good," the teacher mused. "So if she didn't wear any panties. If she were totally open beneath the dress. What about then?"
 
    
 
   The trainee maids looked at each other and giggled. Brandi opined, "Well maybe yes."
 
    
 
   "Maybe?" Miss Martinique raised her eyebrows. "Abbie what do you think?"
 
    
 
   "I know it's unfair but I would say yes she was a slut. She wants sex. I don't mean from any guy. But yes, she may be a bit of a slut."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique remained silent with raised eyebrows. Finally she said. "May be? Is she a slut or not?"
 
    
 
   The male school girls exchanged glances, smiled and admitted she was a slut.
 
    
 
   "Ok good. Suppose a girl goes to a party and ends up in bed with a guy she hasn't met before. Would that be sluttish?"
 
    
 
   The girls shook their heads.
 
    
 
   Kelsey said, "Girls should be allowed to do that without anyone judging them. Everyone wants sex now and then."
 
    
 
   "Yes Kelsey, true. Watch that lisp Kelsey. It is 'girlths' not 'girls'. But what you say is right. So ok. Not a slut. What about if she has sex with two guys that night? Two guys she has not met before?"
 
    
 
   Kyle giggled. "A slut Miss! Definitely."
 
    
 
   Brandi said, "It would be ok with one stranger, but two?" She shook her head. "Definitely a slut."
 
    
 
   "Ok," Miss Martinique pursed her lips, her eyes peering into the distance. "Ok. So what about if she is down on all fours. One guy in her arse and the other in her mouth?"
 
    
 
   Brandi laughed. "Well I guess that would be slutty. Especially on a first date."
 
    
 
   "So a slut?" the teacher asked.
 
    
 
   The maids exchanged looks, wrinkled their noses and nodded. "Yes Miss. A slut."
 
    
 
   "Ok. A complete slut? Or just an ordinary slut?"
 
    
 
   Kyle fidgeted on the hard stool feeling his chastity cage rub the hard wood. He had never thought of their being a difference between a slut and a complete slut. "Well in that case not a complete slut. I mean if she did it every night ..." he left the words trail off.
 
    
 
   The other two maids chuckled.
 
    
 
   "Yes. If she did it every night then she would obviously be a complete slut." Miss Martinique nodded. "So we can say she is a slut if she goes to a party without panties and certainly a slut if she offers her mouth and ass to a stranger. But not a complete slut." She smiled at Kyle. "Unless she does it with more than one guy or does it every night with different guys. Good. Suppose there were four guys in the room? Four guys. And each taking turns in plugging her rear and her cock sucking mouth? A complete and total slut then?"
 
    
 
   "Four!" Brandi put her hand up to her mouth in position 8 with her eyes registering shock.
 
    
 
   Kyle shifted on his seat. "That would be pretty close." He then thought for a bit, using 'thinking' position 7, with one finger to her pursed lips. "Certainly a slut. Yes, I think she would be a complete and total slut then."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique smiled. "Good. So we have an idea of what makes a slut and what would have to happen for her to become a complete slut. That is good. She maybe a complete slut if she gets down on all fours for two strangers but definitely if she does it more than once." She smiled at Kyle. "I think another A star for your owners to purr over girls."
 
    
 
   Kyle giggled. "Thank you Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   "Let us see how you get on with carrying trays. Go to the back of the class and select a silver tray."
 
    
 
   As Kyle and Kelsey set off they noticed Brandi take up position two with the pleading face. They giggled at her cheek until Miss Martinique plucked out her cane from her boot and slashed Brandi across the thigh.
 
    
 
   "It may look cute once or twice in a day young lady, but it will drive your owner nuts if you keep trying it on like that."
 
    
 
   Rubbing the red line on her thigh in a half crouched shape Brandi wept, "But I am so in need!"
 
    
 
   "Trays! Or you will be in need of my crop across your cute arse!"
 
    
 
   The next hour was deportment, with Miss Martinique demonstrating a move that intrigued the male school girls no end.
 
    
 
   She had Zoe stand normally, then having her model positions with legs tight together and knees turned in. 
 
    
 
   "Do you see girls? The more you turn your knees, in the sexier the silhouette you offer. The thinner your legs appear and the more rounded your hips look,"
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded. The posture enhanced the size of her hips and the shape of Zoe's wonderful legs.
 
    
 
   "Just think girls. You are in the bar. You need relief, as Brandi put it earlier. How are you going to attract one of the doms upstairs? Eh? All those other maids all desperate to please, all desperate, all looking pitifully to be released. You need something a little extra. Moves that make you stand out from the others. The maid who forgets the little things will be the one left cleaning up the bar when all the others have been led off on leashes."
 
    
 
   Kyle couldn't wait to get home and pull on his maid's outfit and stand before the mirror in all the poses he had learnt. Now Miss Martinique had shared a true gold nugget of assistance and he felt sure he would learn a great deal more.
 
    
 
   Indeed when they practiced walking with the tray they were admonished for over-emphasising the wiggle. "Let it come naturally. Knees together, feet pointing inward, ankles slightly crossing with each swaying step."
 
    
 
   Kyle could see the effect it had on the other girls where the hips were given a gentle but hot wiggle. This was emphasised by the short flirty school girl skirt flapping about their hips.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 13 Dining Room, Dance Room 2
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zoe led them on the leash train for their first visit to the canteen which housed about 8 tables, each with six placings and a long bar at the far end with food and drinks.
 
    
 
   As Kyle's leash was being unclipped from Kelsey's collar he was amazed at the number of maids in the room. He would say there were about twenty girls, all giggling and squealing, full of laughter and life.
 
    
 
   As soon as they entered a couple of the girls made comments such as 'look, we have virgins here.' 'Don't you look sweet in your school girl outfits.'
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled, "Ignore them. They are only jealous. You would get loads of attention in the club dressed like that."
 
    
 
   Clipping their leashes to a wall they were made to sit at a table on a long cushion-layered bench. Again Kyle felt his caged dick and bottom touch the cushion leaving him feel exposed ... but very hot!
 
    
 
   Two maids came over, and with them all looking so similar it took Kyle a moment to recognize Penny and Trudy from the lift. The taller Penny dropped her plate of salad and drink on the opposite side of the table and giggled. "Abbie! Don't you look sweet like that, leashed to the wall!"
 
    
 
   Trudy sat down as Abbie made the introductions.
 
    
 
   Trudy leaned over the table and Kyle noticed her curvy bosom just above the table top. His dick became rigid in its cage and that delirious hot feeling muzzled his brain. 
 
    
 
   "Oh girl you made an impression on those two guys I can tell you," Trudy smiled.
 
    
 
   Penny gushed. "If you had already graduated then girl, I tell you, you would have pulled!"
 
    
 
   The girls giggled. Trudy added, "On her first day. A record!"
 
    
 
   Zoe brought back a tray with three plates of salad and vegetables with a jug of water and glasses.
 
    
 
   "Well I pulled on my second day!" Penny grinned.
 
    
 
   Zoe laughed. "A slut like you would!"
 
    
 
   Kyle saw Penny's features darken red and he thought there was going to be a fight until Penny burst out, "You mean a complete slut!" And collapsed into laughter.
 
    
 
   The three girls giggled.
 
    
 
   Kyle felt as if he and the other two male school girls were not part of this crazy world as Zoe munched on her food and said: "I only got that box ticked the night before the exam!"
 
    
 
   Trudy chortled. "You mean you got your box ticked the night before you got your exam boxes ticked!"
 
    
 
   They all laughed and Kyle felt the two other 'virgins' grow just as awkward.
 
    
 
   "Erm, may I ask a question?" Brandi's straight faced request seemed to kill the girly banter.
 
    
 
   Reading her name on her collar Trudy said "Of course Brandi owned by Miss Parker."
 
    
 
   The three maids exchanged looks and grinned knowingly.
 
    
 
   "What it is," Brandi hesitated as Zoe cut in:
 
    
 
   "Hands girl. Oh my God. Second day and having to be reminded. You will get us all caned!"
 
    
 
   Sighing with irritation Brandi raised her hands and, to make a point, flapped them about in an exaggerated manner. This seemed to offend the maids sitting opposite.
 
    
 
   "Listen. We've made a mistake. Well at least I have. I just wanted a laugh over the next weekend. You know, wearing a maid's uniform. Now I am stuck in this chastity cage thingee and my, erm, my ..well Miss Palmer has the damned key. And there is this guy upstairs ..."
 
    
 
   Kyle noticed the three qualified maids were growing bored with only the sweet Zoe feigning interest. So Kyle added. "We all feel like that. I guess we got the wrong idea and now no one will listen to us."
 
    
 
   Whilst their table fell silent, all the other maids in the room seemed to find everything they were discussing to be hilarious. Like a number of girl's nights out all meeting up in the same place.
 
    
 
   At last Penny put down her fork and said. "Look. You wanted to know what it was like being maids and now you are finding out. It isn't all 'oh look at me and aren't I sexy'. It can be damned hard work."
 
    
 
   "Exactly," Trudy added pointedly. "And you don't even learn housework until next week. It took me ages to get the hang of ironing blouses."
 
    
 
   Zoe said, "And making the beds exactly as the Club demands. It's not as easy as it looks"
 
    
 
   The other two maids rolled their eyes and muttered their agreement.
 
    
 
   Kyle controlled his annoyance at their stupidity. "Look, all we want is to speak to someone in authority. Get them to sort it out. We'll come in to the club on Saturday and have a drink off you girls. Put in a good word for you."
 
    
 
   For a moment the maids remained silent and then they erupted into gales of laughter.
 
    
 
   Zoe dabbed a paper napkin at her eyes. "Oh don't laugh. It's cruel. They don't know."
 
    
 
   "Know what? Kyle demanded.
 
    
 
   Kelsey was just as irritated. "Tell us!"
 
    
 
   Flapping her hands to indicate the maids should stop laughing, Zoe got a grip on her hysterical laughter and spat out, "oh you will see. But yes girls. You will be at the club on Saturday night. If you are good!"
 
    
 
   The maids howled with laughter.
 
    
 
   Brandi leaned across to Kyle until the leash pulled taut. "We'll have to sort this out. If I don't wank myself off soon I shall go crazy!"
 
    
 
   Kelsey nodded. "It is terrible. Now I have met real maids I can see it is just a game to them."
 
    
 
   Kyle whispered, "Exactly, and I don't want my wife to see me like this. Doing whatever anyone commands me. Having to stand in a certain away, speak in a certain way. It is worse than humiliating!"
 
    
 
   The other two male school girls agreed.
 
    
 
   Kyle articulated what the other two were thinking: "We have to get out of this place before it is too late."
 
    
 
   Yet when he glanced at the happy maids around the other tables he felt his dick try to spurt in its confines. They seemed constantly ecstatic. Obviously it is different for real girls, he reasoned, yet it was so enviable. The gorgeous maid's dresses, the collars, the heels, the stockings. It was endless. The way they slid so effortlessly from one position to another. It would be great to be like that for an evening, maybe a day, but already the weekend for which he had signed up seemed way too long.
 
    
 
   He sighed. Why hadn't they realised he was into femdom and didn't want guys leering at him?
 
    
 
   "Abbie!"
 
    
 
   Zoe stood above him releasing all their leashes. She must have called out to him a couple of times as she was looking impatient. Her lips were pouted and her eyes wide. "We'll be late! I'll be in trouble."
 
    
 
   Then it all became a little weird.
 
    
 
   As the three male school girls were linked together by their leashes and collars, Penny and Trudy raced around the table to give each a little hug and kisses on both cheeks.
 
    
 
   Kyle was about to return the kiss when his leash was tugged and they were back out in the industrial corridors heading for the classroom.
 
    
 
   The classroom was a further shock. They simply gawped at the sight that awaited them.
 
    
 
   There were three up-right chairs placed along the length of the mirrored wall. On each of these was the torso of a female mannequin, without the limbs and heads. They clearly weren't solid like shop dummies but had a soft pink appearance to them.
 
    
 
   If that wasn't bad enough, three dildos were stuck to the mirrors at about the stool seat height. Each one curled upwards but was anatomically correct with veins and foreskins pulled back.
 
    
 
   Zoe released the shocked male school girls.
 
    
 
   "Stools girls!" Miss Martinique seemed impatient. "We have a good deal to get through before Miss Latour starts her second dance lesson so listen up."
 
    
 
   With their eyes on the torso and cocks at the rear of the room, they took their place on the stools. 
 
    
 
   Yet again Kyle felt the indignity of his caged cock rubbing on the wood through his sexy panties. His bottom feeling the chill of the wood. His teacher was right, he did feel vulnerable, open and exposed yet it made him feel deliriously aroused.
 
    
 
   "Ok. A little speech first. And listen carefully. This is important. You are getting on with the lisping and the breathy speech. It will take practice to make it perfect but you are going in the right direction. Now I want you to say 'girls articulate every single syllable.'" She said the words with an emphasis on every part of the word. Her lips perfectly forming the letters. "Men roll words into each other. It's a very lazy speech and probably the easiest way to identify a masculine woman on the phone. Maids enunciate out every syllable. So say it. 'Girls articulate every single syllable.'"
 
    
 
   In a low, hesitant manner they repeated the words but their teacher wasn't happy. She whipped out the cane making the male school girls sit up straight. 
 
    
 
   "Speak from the front of the mouth. Breathy! It is not a case of either or. You must combine all the teachings in order to perfect the speech. So chins up and say 'girls articulate every single syllable' enunciating every aspect of the words. But lisping gently, don't overdo it. Go."
 
    
 
   They repeated the line.
 
    
 
   "Again!" She whipped the cane in the air making a whirring nose.
 
    
 
   "Girls articulate every single syllable."
 
    
 
   "Again!"
 
    
 
   They did so. "Girls articulate every single syllable."
 
    
 
   "Ok. Now say 'girls who don't wear panties under their short skirts are not complete sluts.'"
 
    
 
   The male school girls giggled as they had learned this fact earlier. But each still recited, "Girls who don't wear panties under their short skirts are not complete sluts."
 
    
 
   "Again. Louder. More definition in the words."
 
    
 
   "Girls who don't wear panties under their short skirts are not complete sluts."
 
    
 
   "Ok. That isn't bad. Speech is as important as position, as walking and as actions. Everyone must recognise you are airhead maids the moment they meet you, even if it is on the phone or on Skype. Tomorrow we will go through vocabulary. Words and phrases you may use and those you are no longer permitted in speech."
 
    
 
   Kyle put up his hand feeling the sensuous blouse running along his hairless arm and shoulder. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Abbie?" She pulled the cane up to her shoulder as if she were about to send it crashing down on Kyle's stocking clad thighs.
 
    
 
   "Erm, will I get an A star Miss?"
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique relaxed and laughed. "Oh Abbie! Mister Harrison certainly has you under his thumb doesn't he? And you have only met once."
 
    
 
   "Twice Miss!" He corrected not wanting to seem to be bullied.
 
    
 
   "Little Abbie. The first meeting was with you as someone else, not Abbie. Wasn't it?"
 
    
 
   Kyle was taken aback. As someone else? He wrinkled his nose placing his index finger on his lips in the thought pose 7.
 
    
 
   "Just pout the lips a little more Abbie. Just a little. It just shows the doms you are trying to think hard. And it looks so sweet. Don't you see that the person who came here would secretly be desperate to please a man in her life?"
 
    
 
   At this the other two male school girls burst into a loud chuckle as Kyle fidgeted on his caged member feeling angry that she had used those words. He wasn't trying to please Mister Harrison. It was just that Mister Harrison was one of those awful bullies in life who always just expects to get what they want. 
 
    
 
   Stroking his blonde hair Miss Martinique cooed, "Don't worry. It is all coming naturally to you Abbie. And I reckon if you can remember those speech patterns for the rest of the afternoon that one young lady will win 'A stars'. How about that?"
 
    
 
   Kyle smiled excitedly. "Oh Thank you Miss Martinique. Thank you."
 
    
 
   "So, question time. Don't look so worried. We know you are all pretty dumb. Easy questions. When is a maid at her happiest?"
 
    
 
   Putting their fingers to their pouting lips the three male school girls thought hard. 
 
    
 
   Brandi put up her hand. "When she is getting dressed Miss?"
 
    
 
   Laughing Miss Martinique agreed, "That is a delightful time for a maid. But not when she is happiest. Kelsey?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey looked anxious. "Erm. When serving Miss?"
 
    
 
   "Ah interesting. When serving. Maybe. But what is it about serving that makes her happy? Abbie, you are very pensive. Any thoughts?"
 
    
 
   "When she is allowed to have relief Miss?"
 
    
 
   The other 'girls' readily agreed.
 
    
 
   "Well yes, that will make a maid very happy and very grateful for sure. But what is it about serving and being released down below? How do you attain these pleasures?"
 
    
 
   They thought hard finally Kyle put up his hand. "Miss, when the Masters and Mistresses are happy with what we have done. Then they will reward us."
 
    
 
   "Exactly! Well done Abbie. And there is more to it isn't there?"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt oddly pleased with himself and tried hard not to show it. 
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique settled on the edge of the desk. "As Abbie says. You must make them happy. If maids are sloppy what happens?"
 
    
 
   "They get punished Miss," they chimed together.
 
    
 
   "Yes. Masters and Mistresses have to stop what they are doing to deal with an errant maid. Then they are cross. Do Masters and Mistresses who are cross release naughty maids?"
 
    
 
   "No Miss."
 
    
 
   "No Miss! Indeed not. So a maid's job is to what?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey put up her hand and said. "Please Miss to make the Mistresses happy."
 
    
 
   "Always remember to wait until being told to speak Kelsey. Your Mistress won't want to hear you jabbering on and on will she?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey blushed and looked down. "No Miss."
 
    
 
   "But you are right. Your single aim in life is to please others. What is it?"
 
    
 
   "To please others Miss," they said.
 
    
 
   "All together and as a sentence, girls. What is your single aim in life?"
 
    
 
   "My single aim in life is to please others Miss."
 
    
 
   "Good. And if they are happy who else is happy?"
 
    
 
   "The maids Miss!" The adult school girls giggled.
 
    
 
   Smiling, Miss Martinique nodded behind them. "So we will show you how to be happy by pleasing a Master and Mistress. Don't look scared. You will see. It will feel fulfilling."
 
    
 
   She glanced at Kyle, "and some girls need to please their Masters don't they Abbie?"
 
    
 
   Kyle hated the remark. It wasn't true and he hated the teasing.  It wasn't fair. 
 
    
 
   "Don't worry Abbie. Guys need to control. Before we go to the mirrors do any of you know why men need to get their way? Huh?"
 
    
 
   The male school girls exchanged glances and shook their heads.
 
    
 
   "It's really interesting. Male brains are wired differently. Whilst females have connections between the left and right hemispheres, guys have most of theirs cut when they get the first hit of testosterone in the womb. This happens at about 8 weeks in the womb. This means that whereas women's thoughts pass from the logical part of the brain to the emotional, and then back again, with guys they only think for a moment about something and then move on. That's why they make decisions quicker and get annoyed if anyone challenges it. They don't see any reason to think differently."
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered whether she was being truthful or whether what she said was designed to help them see that they were different from real men. Yet it did make sense. Madison always had trouble letting thoughts go, she would constantly worry about things.
 
    
 
   "Ok. I know you are all terrified of what you saw at the rear of the room. But nothing is going to happen that you don't want to happen. So girls go over to the female shapes and kneel before them"
 
    
 
   Moments later Kyle found himself looking up at the naked soft torso desperately wanting to kiss it. The detail was amazing, even down to the belly button and the sight of hip bones pushing up the 'flesh' on the hips.
 
    
 
   "Now all good maids need to be able to please their Mistresses. Obviously this only occurs when you have been precisely instructed to do so. I don't want any of you thinking you can walk into a room and whisk a woman into bed. Those days are gone!" She saw the terrified expression on the male schools girls faces so quickly added, "For now!"
 
    
 
   They didn't seem any less apprehensive and their eyes often strayed to the menacing looking cocks stuck to the mirror.
 
    
 
   "Girls who want 'A stars' should be concentrating on the matter at hand. I know you all want to get that gorgeous cock in between your lips but first you have another matter at hand. Now kneel up and gently kiss around the nipple without actually touching it. It is called the areola but you don't need to know that. All you need to know is to be butterfly gentle when kissing it. Go on."
 
    
 
   Though tentative at first, Miss Martinique noticed that they had all closed their eyes and were setting about their tasks dutifully. "Good girls. Now just gently lick the nipple. Gently Brandi! It is not food. This has nothing to do with you. It is for the pleasure of a Mistress. And if a Mistress is happy, who else is happy?"
 
    
 
   "The maids Miss."
 
    
 
   "Exactly. Now, and only now, just gently kiss the nipple itself. Women love the touch and kisses of girls. It is different from guys. Makes us feel special and relaxed. Good girls. Don't hurry. Now those who want 'A stars' should be making pleasurable moans. Let her know you are enjoying pleasing her."
 
    
 
   The material felt like flesh to Kyle's lips as he eagerly went about his work around what he imagined to be Madison's breast. "Hmmmm."
 
    
 
   "Excellent Abbie. A maid's single purpose is to please. So please. Now kiss the torso all the way down to the groin area. Gentle kisses Kelsey! You are not a sports jock. That's better. Take your time. Make her feel special. Excellent. Truly excellent.
 
    
 
   "The secret is to let her wait for the attention to her vagina. Unless she instructs you otherwise! Kiss and lightly kiss her back and thighs. Light kisses Abbie! Just flicks of the tongue to keep it different. I want to hear you tramps moaning! You are enjoying this! Let me hear you!"
 
    
 
   Kyle intensified his moans and felt his acting enhance his own needs. He was aroused between his legs as he licked around the rubbery torso.
 
    
 
   "No biting girls! Leave that to the guys. "Good girls. Now gently, and do be gentle, alternate kisses around her pussy lips to those on the thighs. Take your time. You are not like one of these men desperate to get his cock in there!"
 
    
 
   Kyle giggled at her joke and heard the other two chuckle. This was easy. He was desperate to try out these techniques on Madison. 
 
    
 
   "Now let your tongues tickle her clit. Just beneath the hood of the vagina. You should have spent fifteen minutes warming her up before hitting that spot. I cannot hear you, you tramps!"
 
    
 
   The male school girls intensified their moaning and their tongue flicking.
 
    
 
   "Remember you are not in a race. Let your tongue work deeper up the front of the pussy. You may need a finger for this. Sadly the torso doesn't have an actual g spot, but if you put a long finger inside towards the front and up towards the belly button you will find a soft spongy area. Just press and tickle it. This is her G spot and she will move to orgasm. But keep her on the boil for as long as you can before touching her here. I promise you will get extra marks from Mistresses for that. You might be allowed to stay up late."
 
    
 
   A clap of hands from Miss Martinique. "And stop!"
 
    
 
   Kyle settled back on his heels, feeling his bottom on the leather ankle straps and his cage tap on the heel He would do anything to be free of his cage and just rub himself to relief.
 
    
 
   "Ok. Now I know none of you have listed pleasing guys on your forms but you need to be able to do so. Maids who graduate at Club Zero Nine have to pass all aspects of the course. And you need to do it well to pass your tests on Friday Morning."
 
    
 
   The male school girls exchanged apprehensive glances. Kyle needed to say that there was no way he was going to kiss the dick stuck to the mirror!
 
    
 
   "Now pleasing women is a little more straightforward for sissies. After all you have all encountered women sexually before you came here. You know they want real men to just take them, usually. But they always want maids to be gentle, under control and pleasing. They want to feel safe with them. They need to know they are not going to be hurt. It is a very different feeling between men giving them pleasure and their maids giving them pleasure. So it is for you when pleasing men. In some ways it is a lot easier. Put down your hand Brandi. If you want to pass the test on Friday you have to be able to do this."
 
    
 
   "Miss!" Brandi was frantic.
 
    
 
   Kyle raised a tentative hand. 
 
    
 
   "Abbie, you can put down your hand too. You will all see. It will not be a big deal and you will gain yourselves fifteen marks or more in the assessment."
 
    
 
   Kyle dropped his hand. He nibbled his lips as he checked out the cock rising from the mirror. It appeared threatening, scary. It was like a bully in school waiting to torment him. He knew it was there and he knew he couldn't avoid it.
 
    
 
   "Firstly guys are easy. Not many guys would turn down ministrations from a maid. Whether a hand job or a mouth job. But sometimes they can be a little nervous. Has Miss Latour covered lap dancing yet?"
 
    
 
   The three horrified male maids shook their heads, their blonde hair flapping around their faces as they took in this glanced up from their knees at this terrifying leather clad domme. She seemed to be describing hell as if it were just another day at school.
 
    
 
   She laughed. "Don't look so startled. You look like terrified kittens. All I am about to say is that when lap dancing you need to make a guy feel relaxed. Guys always come on with all this bravado but actually they get nervous when facing a sexy girl. It is part of your job to wash away those nerves. So what you don't do is just dive in like a complete tramp!"
 
    
 
   The male school girls chuckled with a release of nerves. They were, after all, all in this together.
 
    
 
   "Zoe!"
 
    
 
   "Zoe leaped forwards, adopting position two." Yes Miss?"
 
    
 
   "Let us say that you have a guy in the room and, just for arguments sake, you have been told to give him a blow job."
 
    
 
   The blonde nodded, listening intently.
 
    
 
   "But let us say the guy is a little shy. A bit timid. So his dick isn't rising."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss." 
 
    
 
   "Show the girls how you would approach such a task."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss." She giggled. She took in the three male maids and with a little shoulder shrug dropped on all fours.
 
    
 
   Licking her lips she stared at the cock before crawling slowly towards it, as if looking up into the eyes of the cock's owner. 
 
    
 
   "Oh excellent Zoe. Excellent. Doesn't she look cute girls?"
 
    
 
   Kyle had to agree because his own dick was pulsating in its cage at the very sight of her feline approach. Her lovely legs with the stocking tops now on display, her pretty face smiling, all ready to please.
 
    
 
   On reaching the cock Zoe knelt, leaned back and with huge pleading open eyes licked her pink lips.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique laughed. "You see girls. Any guy is just gonna melt when he sees you on your knees before him desperate to please him.  Notice how Zoe has not so much as touched the cock yet. The guy is in charge. She waits. Then at a signal from him she ..."
 
    
 
   Zoe immediately kissed the top of the cock as it were some delicate flower, she repeated the butterfly kisses down the cock occasionally looking up at the imaginary guy, else keeping her eyes closed and moaning from her throat with desire. Her tongue languidly licked the dick from bottom to top.
 
    
 
   "Ah, a move to be remembered girls. That is a killer. By now he will have grabbed your hair and he will be dictating terms. You can just enjoy yourselves as he bounces your head up and down his shaft. Sometimes he will leave you to carry out the task unsupervised but rarely for long. Guys need to control."
 
    
 
   She clapped her hands but Zoe by now was totally spellbound. Her groans were orgasmic as she rolled her mouth down the cock and before pulling slowly upwards. 
 
    
 
   "Zoe you slut! Zoe!"
 
    
 
   Finally a reluctant maid crawled away from the cock, her mouth drooping open, her eyes half closed with lust. She mumbled, "Sorry Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   The teacher ruffled her hair. "Don't worry Zoe. You will be up in the bar tonight."
 
    
 
   Closing her eyes the cute maid purred 'hmmmmmm,' as if imagining the taste of wonderful food.
 
    
 
   "Right girls. Do not rush. Remember there are times then they are more nervous than you. Follow Zoe's moves. I liked those. Crawl to the guy like a cute, inoffensive kitten longing to taste your man."
 
    
 
   Kyle stared at the penis. It wasn't real yet it was still a penis. He could see his reflection in the mirror beyond the troubling cock. Blonde curly hair around a soft cute face, dark mascara and eyeliner, pink lips. The sexy lingerie being little more than a fancy dress adult school girl's outfit. And there, before him, was the imitation penis. Curving upwards. Beckoning but at the same time pushing him away.
 
    
 
   His stomach twisted and he felt ill.
 
    
 
   He could see Kelsey and Brandi both hesitant before their cocks.
 
    
 
   Kyle felt Miss Martinique's cane flick at his bottom. "Ouch."
 
    
 
   In quick succession both the other adult school girls squealed.
 
    
 
   "Come along girls. What is your aim in life?"
 
    
 
   Another flick along the line of exposed bottoms elicited a chorus of, "To please others Miss."
 
    
 
   "Good girls. Clever girls. So go on then." She chuckled. "They won't bite you. Just give them a sweet little butterfly kiss."
 
    
 
   No one moved.
 
    
 
   "I see. How about six canings for the girl who is last?"
 
    
 
   The slice across Kyle's bottom burnt him raw. His arse was screaming. No one had struck him as hard as that before. He saw Kelsey thrown face down by the pain of her cut. Brandi arched backwards.
 
    
 
   Already the tall domme was turning back towards Kyle who immediately scooted forwards on his hands and knees to the mirror and the dreaded rubber cock. He eased forward with his open mouth but nothing would make him take it inside. But how many beatings could he endure?
 
    
 
   He noticed Kelsey tentatively kissing at the cock as if it were scalding hot. He tried the same but his lips just would not reach out. Turning slightly he noticed Brandi was kissing it gently, her hair flopped around her face.
 
    
 
   His mouth had turned dry. This was not what he wanted. He heard the creak of leather as Miss Martinique squatted beside him, letting her cane shake before his terrified eyes. "Come on Abbie," she cooed. "Just a little kiss. Go on. You know you want to. I bet you have thought about it in your darkest thoughts."
 
    
 
   He found himself nodding. His forehead wore a film of sweat. Yes, he had thought about it, though only when deeply aroused. Part of his cuckold fantasy.  If he were on his own in his bedroom at home then he knew he would do it. But now? In front of others?
 
    
 
   "What will Mister Harrison have to say if I give you a fail? He so much wants you to have 'A stars'."
 
    
 
   Oh God! Mister Harrison, he twisted around to face her, his blue eye huge under his mop of hay coloured hair. The teacher seemed relaxed, at ease, friendly, encouraging. She wasn't laughing at him.
 
    
 
   "I don't think he will like it will he?"
 
    
 
   "P-p-p-please don't tell him."
 
    
 
   She stroked his hair. "Oh Abbie. It goes down on your report. It is procedure. Nothing I can do about it. Your owner will have to see it."
 
    
 
   Suddenly he wanted to tear off the collar. Run from the room. But he couldn't. Mister Williams would catch him. They would beat his arse. Worse. So much worse, they would tell Mister Harrison. The dreaded Mister Harrison. The guy who had terrified him upstairs.
 
    
 
   "Miss. Please. I just can't."
 
    
 
   With that they both heard a series of gasps. 
 
    
 
   Kelsey was bouncing her head up and down on the head of the shaft like a toy. Her eyes closed. Moaning deeply.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique laughed. "Just look at your friend," she whispered. "She is loving it."
 
    
 
   It was true. Kelsey was head fucking the penis and the noises she emitted were coming from somewhere deep and dark within her. It was such an erotic sight.
 
    
 
   Beyond her Brandi kept bobbing at the head as if hating every moment.
 
    
 
   "Just one little kiss Abbie. Go on."
 
    
 
   "I, I, I can't Miss. Really. Sorry."
 
    
 
   "Oh dear. The girl who wanted 'A stars' for all her lessons to please her owner is in line for a complete fail. A big F. Wouldn't want to be in your heels tonight. What are you going to say to him?"
 
    
 
   "I, I, I don't know." Tears blurred the supportive features of the teacher.
 
    
 
   Then came such a long deep wail that they all looked to Kelsey. Her eyes were closed and her nodding action was now rhythmic and fast, taking in half the cock.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique walked around Kyle and dropped down next to Kelsey. "That's it. Go on. You please him. You have always wanted this haven't you? Eh?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey pulled back enough to whisper a hoarse, "oh yes." The she returned to her eager actions.
 
    
 
   "You are a real slut aren't you?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey nodded even as her head maintained its momentum.
 
    
 
   "The sort of girl who would go to a party without her panties on, yes?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes, yes."
 
    
 
   "A slut. Tell me what you are."
 
    
 
   Kelsey pulled back her hair falling back around her hot cheeks. She might have been hypnotised. She certainly wasn't on the same planet as the rest of them.
 
    
 
   "I am a slut."
 
    
 
   "And if there were a cock at your arse, prodding at you? You would submit to that wouldn't you."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique fondled the girl's backside under her comically short skirt.
 
    
 
   "Yes. Yes. Yes!"
 
    
 
   "That would make you a complete slut wouldn't it?"
 
    
 
   A deep animal wail. "Oh yes. Yes."
 
    
 
   The teacher rose to her heels. "I think someone may be ready for her exam a few days early. Ok, I just want to show you all how to deep throat. To do this well you need his cock well lubricated. So don't do this too quickly. Wait until he is really slippery."
 
    
 
   Kelsey was rocking on her heels, her mouth hanging open like a goldfish.
 
    
 
   "Push out your tongue. Go on. All of you. Not hard. Just poke it out like when you see the doctor. That helps flatten the back of the tongue. Now as you push down on the penis make a yawning action. This will open up the throat. Go on girls."
 
    
 
   Kelsey was smartly down along the cock, as if devouring it. Brandi made a slow movement to take in about three quarters of her cock's length. Kyle remained on all fours before his monster. He had his tongue out, his mouth was open and he even tried the yawning action but no way could he pull the cock into his mouth.
 
    
 
   "Excellent Kelsey. Wow. Just let it rest until you feel the gagging. Only then pull back. Excellent."
 
    
 
   "Ok stop. I just want to see you give the cock butterfly kisses up and down the shaft. So I can tick that box."
 
    
 
   Kyle was aware the other two busily following the instructions. He looked at the cock and knew he couldn't shame himself on it.
 
    
 
   "Stand. Kelsey, that is an A star! Excellent. I am going to put you forward for the assessment when you come back from your dancing class. If you pass that then you can do the exam tomorrow morning. By lunch time tomorrow you could be wearing one of those gorgeous satin and silk maid uniforms and preening round the bar in the evening serving people. How does that sound?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey appeared half asleep. She was clearly still on a sexual high. Her breasts, squeezed upwards by the corset. were rising and falling as if she had just run a marathon. "Thank you Miss." Then she closed her eyes and groaned, her hands falling between her legs. Her fingers fell to the cock and tickled it lightly as if she didn't want to be parted from it.
 
    
 
   "Young lady!" Miss Martinique laughed patting her cane on Kelsey's fingers. "Not in public. And definitely not without your owner's permission!"
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   At the dance class Miss Latour immediately recognised the sexual need in Kelsey's face. "My, my girl. Ideal. Dancing is so much easier when you are deeply aroused."
 
    
 
   Kyle bit his lipsticked lips. Didn't she realise they were all aroused? All on edge? It was just that Kelsey was more of a slut than he or Brandi.
 
    
 
   "You know girls, it is a well known fact that pole dancers actually earn more when they are at their most sexual needy and fertile time of the month. That is when girls wear their sexiest outfits and are more ready to succumb to masculine men. When aroused you girls will be more provocative."
 
    
 
   Kyle swallowed. The last thing he wanted was to dance in a provocative manner before men.
 
    
 
   "Interestingly," She continued with her sexy French accent, "the more you girls turn a guy on, then the more excited you get. So in other words. The more sexy you feel then the more aroused the guys become and then you become even more sexy. Isn't it wonderful how it works out? Around and around and around until he does something about it."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Latour."
 
    
 
   The dance room was the same as before, with its wall length mirrors, stage area and rows of gym bars sticking to the walls. There was just a single difference. Before the mirrors was a line of six upright chairs set in pairs placed before one mirror. So the second set of two were before the next mirror and so forth.
 
    
 
   Their dance instructor wore a long grey vest over black leggings and low heeled shoes. Her hair was tied back in a tight bun.
 
    
 
   Firstly Miss Latour took them through their steps from the previous day. Oddly Kyle could see Kelsey was more into her steps. Her arousal was adding a relaxed fluidity to her movements. Had she been on a stage, a group of men would have been howling at her with appreciation.
 
    
 
   They ended with the humiliating bent over, legs spread, looking backwards position.
 
    
 
   "Remember the smiles my little pussy cats. Always smile. And up, two, three, four and start again, two, three, four."
 
    
 
   For some reason Kyle found the steps came quite naturally. Whereas he had struggled the previous day, all the movements now fell precisely into place. Perhaps his own arousal was helping.
 
    
 
   Miss Latour clapped her hands. "My little pixies. That is excellent. Wonderful. Mmmmm." She went to the stage area and put on a rap song sung by a famous black female singer called Bettini. One that Kyle had often watched on his computer whilst playing with himself. She was amazingly curvy and wore strikingly erotic clothes. Needless to say the PC police were on her back all the time. It was a song called "make me Your Slave".
 
    
 
   "Listen to the beat girls. And two, three, four, And two, three, four. Show me your moves against the song."
 
    
 
   She started it again and the rhythm took control of Kyle's body. Lithely he danced through the steps ending up perfectly in sync with the song. As it reached the end of the first chorus he was bent over looking backwards through his stocking clad legs at the two empty chairs with his reflection beyond. He saw how his blonde hair hung down like a curtain framed his softened features.
 
    
 
   "Excellent girls. Stay like that. Pulsate with the music. Move your hips, one two, three four and again, two, three, four. Truly excellent. And stand."
 
    
 
   She paused the music. "My, my. The three of you are going to light up my stage. That was wonderful. Let us move on. When Bettini starts the second verse you should be back in front of the seats. We do this by standing slowly running our hands up our right leg and then throwing them in the air as you turn. Watch. And one, two three, four ..."
 
    
 
   The instructor was bent over, her smiling face visible between her leggings. As she counted she ran her hands up her right leg straightening like a cat until she threw her hands in the air. "And two, three, four. Now wave your body as if it is like the sea. Starting from your ankles, a slow wave, and one two, three, four. Until your bottom is undulating slowly. Slowly! Then again. One two, three, four. Easy isn't it? Try it girls. No music."
 
    
 
   She counted out as Kyle bent over looking back through his stockings. He wiggled his bottom like a metronome on a piano. Then with his hands on his ankles he felt the sensuous silky stockings as he ran his hands up his legs. He heard Kelsey moan, and felt he was going to explode if someone didn't release him soon.
 
    
 
   This was followed by the step around to face front, followed by the undulating moves with his arms in the air. It was an extraordinary move. He had felt sexy when humiliated by bending over but now he was truly exposed. His arms high above his head waving about, leaving his body revealed, open. He felt his dick harden and vibrate in its confines. If he kept this up he might explode without it being released.
 
    
 
   "Wonderful my little darlings. Oh my, my, my. Wonderful. Now switch to show your backs to the audience. Oh no. More fluid. It has to be fast. You must be turned on the count of two. So when I hit three four you wriggle your hips. But make it an exaggerated move. Like this."
 
    
 
   She showed them and yet again Kyle felt himself stimulated by the erotic movements of the middle aged woman. She shot out her hips as if they were on a spring.
 
    
 
   "Try it girls. And one, two, excellent." She laughed. "Hips out to your left on the first one.  Oh my! You are all over the place! And again two, three four. Better. Good."
 
    
 
   Then they had to do the arm waving routine with their backs to the chairs but whilst peering over their shoulders with big smiles.
 
    
 
   As they ran through the performance from the top Kyle found his brain turning to goo. He didn't know how aroused Kelsey was but right then he would do anything to cum. The sight in the mirror of the three girls cavorting like fun loving tramps in their erotic outfits brought him to the edge.
 
    
 
   He could see that even Brandi was feeling hot. Her eyes were half closed, her lips hung open. Kyle thought of that awful male dildo stuck to the mirrors in the classroom. Suddenly he wanted to pull it into his mouth. He knew he would feel better if it were filling him, crushing his tongue like the gag they had made him wear. Bizarrely he knew it would be comforting and hot, all at the same time.
 
    
 
   The third verse was about being forced to give the guy what he wanted. The dance moves for that were legs together, hands raised above head and a slow twisting move taking the girls low to the floor with their legs held together.
 
    
 
   "Keep those smiles. Lower girls. You must get lower. I know it is hard. Stare at those chairs. Feel the hunger from those men. They want you. You are giving yourselves to them."
 
    
 
   Kelsey exhaled a long groan. "Oh yes."
 
    
 
   "Now hands behind your heads, push into your hair and rise back up. Two, three, four. No! Slow. Slow! Again, two, three, four. No! Slow. Slow. By the time Bettini says 'beat me, whip me, bind me' you should be high on your heels, hands high in the air. Let's go again."
 
    
 
   And they did. Time and time again. Kyle found it hard getting right down to the floor on the haunches without falling over. 
 
    
 
   "Your bottoms should be touching your shoes and your legs always together." Miss Latour clapped her hands in rhythm.
 
    
 
   Kyle's calves and thigh muscles burnt but he wanted to do it. His imagination flooded him with a feeling of a hot small room. He was on stage. Surrounded by horny guys. He couldn't wait to perform like this at home before the mirror in his own room. It would be so fiery, sop gorgeously humiliating and sexy.
 
    
 
   When satisfied she moved on to the next chorus which was a repeat of the moves that ended with their arses in the air and them looking back through their legs.
 
    
 
   "Big smiles girls!"
 
    
 
   And they did. When Kyle ran his hands back up his legs to move into their standing waving shape he felt his dick spurt. He knew he groaned out loud and exchanged a knowing sisterly smile with Kelsey who blew him a kiss. This was a shared experience. Sisters. It made him feel more relaxed.
 
    
 
   They were dancing for Miss Latour but also for each other, themselves and in the dark recesses of their minds they were dancing for an audience. 
 
    
 
   By the time Zoe led them back to the classroom the three male school girls were exhausted and flopped behind their desks the moment Miss Martinique gave them permission to do so. Zoe coiled up the leashes and placed them on a set of cupboards.
 
    
 
   "Well look at you. All flushed and hot. Kelsey do you wish to try the test? If you pass it tonight then you will do the full exam tomorrow morning."
 
    
 
   Kelsey moaned a "Yes please Miss Martinique."
 
    
 
   "Ok, you need to master just one trick. For a tramp like you it will be easy. For your two classmates it might be hard. They are still letting their male egos block out their internal animal desires."
 
    
 
   There was that mention of the male ego again. 
 
    
 
   Kyle could see the male members stuck to the mirrors at the rear of the room. He felt he could take it in his mouth if only his teacher instructed him to do so.
 
    
 
   Ok girls open your desks and you will see a dildo in a polythene bag. Take it out of the bag and stand it upright on the desk before you."
 
    
 
   Kyle did so. It wasn't an anatomically correct penis like those stuck to the mirror. It was more a thick long butt plug, maybe six inches from its thin waist near the rounded suction section to the more bulbous top. Like the penis behind him there was something threatening about it. Scary. He wished it wasn't even in the room let alone within licking distance. He also appreciated that if he were alone he would certainly offer it some attention.
 
    
 
   "Ok girls. Now I don't know if Miss Hall mentioned that we would teach you how to cum?"
 
    
 
   The girls nodded tentatively, not wishing to admit it.
 
    
 
   "Good. Now maids just cannot cum on their own. Treats have to be deserved and then handed out at a dominant's discretion. Now sissies are blessed with a G spot of their own. Just like real girls. Only it is found up your cute little bottoms. You can get something called a prostate massager that will hit this spot and make you cum like the sluts you really are. But what I am about to teach you is how to cum with this. Now lick the suction cup and stick it to the stool seat behind you."
 
    
 
   Kelsey was already fixing hers to the stool as Brandi and Kyle pulled a face at each other. Should they follow suit? Kyle felt that sticking it to a chair was not a problem so complied with the command. Brandi followed suit.
 
    
 
   "Ok. Slide off your panties girls."
 
    
 
   Kelsey's were in her hand while Kyle was still sheepishly tugging his past his knees. Though they were only delicate and small, at least they offered some measure of dignity. To be wearing nothing at all beneath his apology for a skirt left him feeling worse than naked.
 
    
 
   "Good girls. Place them on the seats behind your desk." When they had obeyed she put her finger to her lips like the thinking position before saying. "Now normally you should lubricate this before taking it inside but I am not going to let you use jellies or oils. Instead I want you to suck it until it is soppy wet."
 
    
 
   Kelsey was away. Her head bobbing unhurriedly up and down the shaft.
 
    
 
   Kyle wanted it in his mouth. He was stimulated and he needed something. Why did he have to do it before all these people?  He leaned forward and licked at the head.
 
    
 
   "And how does it feel to be doing that without your knickers on. All on display down below?"
 
    
 
   Even Kyle found himself groaning at that. He did feel exposed. He felt totally submissive.
 
    
 
   "Can you remember what we call a girl who goes to a party without her panties on?"
 
    
 
   Kyle giggled 'yes' with the other girls.
 
    
 
   "What was it?"
 
    
 
   Pulling his head back he whispered in chorus with the other two, "A slut Miss."
 
    
 
   "Exactly. A slut. A slut indeed. Hot. Needy. Available. Not choosy. Exposed. Her hole exposed to a guy. Ready to submit to him."
 
    
 
   "Please Miss let me take it inside!" Kelsey was bent over, her naked bottom visible beneath the ludicrously short tartan skirt. Her face was a picture of need.
 
    
 
   "Do it gently girls. No matter how much you want it. Take care on the first insertion. Ask the guy to be gentle with you. They usually are for the first few thrusts."
 
    
 
   Clambering on the chair Kelsey sat down and issued a long moan as she took it in.
 
    
 
   "Slowly slut!" barked Miss Martinique. "You mustn't damage yourself."
 
    
 
   Having only ever inserted a small butt plug in the past, Kyle found the object just too intimidating to sit on. He continued to lick at it. He noticed Brandi's eyes were fixed on her glistening shaft. She needed it as badly as Kyle, but she also had the presence of mind to think twice about the indignity she was being asked to face by climbing on it.
 
    
 
    "Kelsey, manoeuvre it about. That's it. Ride it. Manoeuvre it until it hits your point inside. Rub against it. It is difficult at first. Just keep trying. He will appreciate it too."
 
    
 
   At those words Kelsey arched her back, held still for just a moment before pounding the seat quickly with her hips. "Yes, yes, yes."
 
    
 
   Mesmerised by the tramp riding the stool, Kyle squatted near his dildo watching the performance.
 
    
 
   After a while the convulsions subsided leaving Kelsey pushing hard down on her seat with a long sigh. She pulled herself off the dildo and sat on the floor hugging the stool legs.
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered if she would be admonished for sitting without permission but Miss Martinique stroked her hair and purred. "Awe. There, there. And isn't it wonderful? You have come but don't feel satisfied?"
 
    
 
   With drooping vacant eyes Kelsey stared at the teacher struggling to understand.
 
    
 
   "If another guy came along you would be more than ready for him wouldn't you?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my God yes. Bring him here."
 
    
 
   Chuckling Miss Martinique helped the spent Kelsey stand on her wobbly legs. "Don't bother with your panties. You won't need them for the test. Zoe?" She called out. "Leash this slut and take her for the assessment."
 
    
 
   Zoe beamed as she clipped the leash to the collar of Kelsey before kissing her on the cheek. "Everything's going to be wonderful. You'll see."
 
    
 
   After she had been led from the room Miss Martinique asked the two remaining male school girls, "so either of you wish to attempt sitting on it?"
 
    
 
   Kyle was burning to try it. He wanted to taste what Kelsey had experienced but rectitude just held him back. He just didn't want the other two sharing his shame.
 
    
 
   The teacher smiled. "No hurry girls. You will get there. Now then." She clapped her hands. "Panties on. Slut time over. We will practice speech and walking again. We will give you alternative words to swearing, as maids are not allowed to swear. Then you will both have appointments with Miss Richter and your owners before bedtime."
 
    
 
   His owner! Mister Harrison. A hand gripped his insides and twisted. Oh my God. Kyle's aim had been to get away from here before that meeting. His best hope lay with the wonderful Miss Richter who understood his dilemma. She could tell him what to do to get out of this shaming situation before he had to face up to that dreadful brute later on.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 14 The Classroom and Miss Richter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   The classroom felt oddly empty even though only one of their group was missing.
 
    
 
   The cocks on the mirrors seemed to fill the room. It was all Kyle could think about. He just had to suck it and he, like Kelsey, could go for the assessment for the exam. He wanted to. But the shame of doing it before the others held him back. He now understood the term he heard so much, 'foolish male ego'.
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique tested them on their range of twenty positions along with some fresh speech patterns. They were reminded to enunciate the start and ends of all words. But all this was becoming second nature for the two male school girls.
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered, why didn't Miss Martinique ask him to try out the cock sucking again? All she had to do was ask him. Dare he make the request? Was it too late?
 
    
 
   "Girls, can you concentrate? I know where your minds are. Kelsey will be fine. I want to show you how you should behave if you are pleased by being given a treat by a dominant. Zoe, show the girls here how you might react if an owner let you stay up late."
 
    
 
   For a moment Zoe grinned but then her face looked as it would explode with delight. Her hands formed loose fists in front of her boobs before she waved them up and down. Her entire body seemed to be on a spring. "Oooh! Ooooh! Ooooh! Thank you soooo much. Awe. Thank you!"
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique laughed. "You can see why Zoe is so popular upstairs can't you? Ok girls. This comes from the inside out. You have to feel it genuinely inside. Think of the nicest treat a dom could offer you. A sweet flouncy nightie, a corset, a bottom pat for being good. Then feel the gratitude well up before it explodes."
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique had to cane the backs of their thighs a few times before they reacted unselfconsciously.
 
    
 
   Kyle judged making himself appear ridiculous was a better option than the awful slice across the backs of his exposed thighs.
 
    
 
   Working hard to bubble up the gratitude from within, he exploded with his legs bouncing in their heels. "Oh thank you, thank you."
 
    
 
   "Remember," Miss Martinique waved her cane to make the point, "the doms love seeing subs behave helplessly. As if they are no more than little children. It amuses them. If you are lucky they will show you off to other doms who will then feel jealous and want to collar you for themselves. Imagine that, girls: Doms wanting to own you. To take you. To use you."
 
    
 
   Kyle's breathing fell short. All his life he had fantasised about being helpless, totally helpless with a dominant woman and here he would be actually, truly helpless and controlled. He moaned.
 
    
 
   Chuckling, Miss Martinique raised Kyle's chin with her fingers. "Awe Abbie, I bet you'd love to have that dildo stuffed up your cute little bottie now wouldn't you? And just think of that gorgeous cock filling your hungry little cock sucking mouth."
 
    
 
   She rubbed her thumb over his lips and he closed his eyes and sucked it in. Brandi stepped closer and opened her mouth and the tall domme did the same for her, using her free hand so that they were both sucking mindlessly on her thumbs. She grinned, knowing the despair her next words would cause. "Ran out of time girls. Back to your rooms and then go when Miss Richter calls for you."
 
    
 
   Kyle's head was spinning. He was in sexual need. "Miss Martinique, please let me do it. Please. Please."
 
    
 
   "And me! I promise I will be good," joined Brandi, gasping for air.
 
    
 
   "Oh you two tramps are going to be ready for assessment before lunch tomorrow! Maybe have your test in the afternoon. Interesting, all three of you could be serving on licence by Wednesday evening."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Richter was her cool elegant self. Her highlighted hair neat and tidy as was her light grey trouser suit over her thin body.
 
    
 
   "Lie down Abbie. I bet you have so much to tell me."
 
    
 
   Making himself comfortable in his little school girl outfit, he lay as she had instructed, arms turned slightly up, knees facing in. "Miss Richter I need to get this thing off," Kyle patted at his groin.
 
    
 
   Taking a seat next to the reclined sissy, the older woman ran her fingers through Kyle's hair. "And why don't you take it off?"
 
    
 
   Looking astonished at the foolishness of her remark, Kyle said, "Well, obviously. I don't have a key."
 
    
 
   "I see. You have no control over your little dickie?"
 
    
 
   "You know I don't."
 
    
 
   "And how does that make you feel?"
 
    
 
   Groaning, Kyle spat, "angry. Really cross with everyone. All I need is to be released so I can have some relief. So I can start thinking properly again."
 
    
 
   "You can't think properly right now?"
 
    
 
   "No, of course not. How can I? I just have needs. The feelings are overwhelming me."
 
    
 
   "And how does that make you feel?"
 
    
 
   "Frustrated. Helpless. Humiliated. Out of control. It is terrible Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   He saw the psychiatrist smile, but in a moment the smile receded, replaced by her studious, sympathetic look. "I see. So who can release you?"
 
    
 
   Shaking his head and his fists Kyle replied, "Mister Harrison. You know all this."
 
    
 
   "Your owner."
 
    
 
   "Yes. He thinks so."
 
    
 
   "I see. What makes him think he is your owner?"
 
    
 
   "Look! He has his collar around my neck. With his name. Property of Mister Harrison, it says. I mean, how degrading is that?"
 
    
 
   Running her fingers lightly over his cheek, her breathing becoming short as she asked, "and do you feel owned?"
 
    
 
   Kyle thought for a moment. "Well I guess I do. But that isn't part of my fantasy. I wanted a female domme not a guy!"
 
    
 
   "I see. Do maids get what they want?"
 
    
 
   "Well. No. Yes. I don't know. I told you I can barely think right now. Everything is making me feel confused."
 
    
 
   "How would a man describe a maid who was confused and couldn't think for herself?"
 
    
 
   Laughing, Kyle replied. "A bimbo! A dumb blonde."
 
    
 
   "I see. How would you describe a girl who needs others to make decisions for her, to tell her what to do?"
 
    
 
   "Oh well obviously she would be a submissive girl. A Marilyn Monroe type. Sort of a dumb blonde." 
 
    
 
   "Indeed. So how do you think, say, Mister Harrison sees you? A blonde, in sexy clothes, helpless, controlled, constantly confused and waiting for others to tell her what to do?"
 
    
 
   "If he were gay he would probably see me as a typical dumb blonde."
 
    
 
   "Interesting. But he isn't gay is he. So how does he regard you?"
 
    
 
   Sniffing up a tear Kyle shifted on the leather couch. "A figure of fun. Something that entertains him. He likes to bully people."
 
    
 
   "Wouldn't he," she paused, eyes half closed, "and I put this to you, so do try and think about it, I know it is hard for you right now. When he sees you wouldn't he see an attractive, even a sexy young girl? A blonde who is helpless, as you freely admit, who is confused, as you have said yourself, a sexy blonde who appears, for want of a better word, dumb."
 
    
 
   Kyle giggled as Miss Martinique had shown him, by bringing the sound to the front of his mouth. "I guess so."
 
    
 
   "I see. Yes. That is probably true. Do you think others would identify you with the trope of Dumb Blondes?"
 
    
 
   "Trope?"
 
    
 
   He saw she was amused at his ignorance, as if she had scored a point.
 
    
 
   "Meme? Yes? You know what a meme is?" Sighing she sat back in her chair. "It is a notion, an idea, a figurative use of language." Stroking his hair she softened. "Don't let it worry you that people use words you don't understand. And best not to bother them by asking what it means all the time."
 
    
 
   "I wouldn't be asking what stuff means all the time if people used simple words that I know!"
 
    
 
   "Of course not. So would others see you as a dumb blonde too?"
 
    
 
   "No! Well maybe, I guess."
 
    
 
   "And that would be pleasing to some people."
 
    
 
   "Male chauvinists from the last century maybe."
 
    
 
   "Really? So women don't love seeing Marilyn Monroe movies? Want to be her?"
 
    
 
   Swallowing Kyle muttered. "Well I guess some girls might. I hadn't thought of that."
 
    
 
   "Well, you don't need to think about such things anymore. Don't women find intelligent guys sexy? Do you think? Men more intelligent than themselves?"
 
    
 
   "Well yes, but that doesn't make them dumb."
 
    
 
   "But it wouldn't be just men who would see your type as attractive? A dumb blonde is also attractive to women?"
 
    
 
   "Yes. I guess so."
 
    
 
   "And how would," she consulted her android tablet, "Miss Richards react when she sees a dumb blonde like you?"
 
    
 
   "I don't know. Like me?" he stared at the ceiling.
 
    
 
   Miss Richter smiled, stroking his cheek. "What do you think she sees when she witnesses the maids upstairs under control of people and loving it. The girls wanting to please. Blonde girls. Confused. All in need of direction."
 
    
 
   "She would see dumb blondes. That's what you want me to say. I don't know. Girls who aren't threatening. Girls she can boss about."
 
    
 
   "I see. So when she sees you she will see you as someone who is anxious to obey, to please, perhaps not too bright, sweet, obedient, maybe a little dumb?"
 
    
 
   "No! No! Well yes, when she sees me. But not when she knows who I am. We all look alike. So yes, when she sees me she will think that I'm a dumb, sweet blonde too I suppose."
 
    
 
   "I see. But when she knows who you are, it is your belief that she will throw away her initial impressions and see you as .... As what?"
 
    
 
   "Her husband. I am not allowed to say it in here I know. But she will know me as her husband."
 
    
 
   "I see. Yes. You can say anything you wish between these four walls. It is confidential. You mean that you were her husband? Not what you are now?"
 
    
 
   Kyle laughed to hide his indignation. "Well I am still that aren't I? Her husband."
 
    
 
   She hummed doubtfully. "Yes, I think I see where you are coming from. But perhaps when you think this through more clearly you might see it all a little differently."
 
    
 
   Fearfully he leaned up on his elbows. "What do you mean?"
 
    
 
   "Lie back dear. You haven't been told to rise."
 
    
 
   "Sorry Miss Richter." 
 
    
 
   He reclined on his back again, adopting her preferred position whilst her hand ran gently down his school blouse, making his skin tingle. He was aroused again. Anything could arouse him now, he was permanently horny.
 
    
 
   "As you have trouble thinking intelligent rational thoughts let us both examine your current view. Her initial notion will be of you as a dumb, blonde maid. You said so. When she sees you in your collar and recognises you as Abbie then, you think, her assessment might change? Instead of seeing what is solid before her, she might cast her mind back to some previous vision of you?"
 
    
 
   "When put like that it doesn't sound likely. I don't know. Yes, I guess so." The uncertainty was obvious in his voice.
 
    
 
   "So when she sees you being summoned by someone and given instructions, say to fetch a drink, how do you think she will see you?"
 
    
 
   "She will know it is a game Miss."
 
    
 
   "I see. A game. So you might refuse someone an instruction. After all, if it is a game you might choose to be disobedient?"
 
    
 
   "Well, I er.., that is hard here. You are not allowed to be disobedient."
 
    
 
   "No, I do not believe you are. You are studying to be an amenable maid Abbie. Wouldn't be very good if the maids were noncompliant would it?"
 
    
 
   "Well no."
 
    
 
   "How do you think a real man like Mister Harrison would respond to an errant maid?"
 
    
 
   Kyle closed his eyes and shook his head. "I would rather not think about that. It would be horrible."
 
    
 
   She laughed. "No. best not to think about such outcomes. Would you disobey him?"
 
    
 
   "No! Oh God No! He is a horrible bully."
 
    
 
   "So Miss Richards would observe you serving men and women upstairs, being obedient, dare I say docile, compliant. How would she see you then?"
 
    
 
   His eyes grew wide in terror. "Oh Miss Richter. I can see now. That must never happen. You are right. I have made a mistake. I need to get out of here."
 
    
 
   He was rising off the couch but Miss Richter steadied him with her bony fingers on his shoulder before gently pushing him back down.
 
    
 
   "There, there Abbie. No need to be frightened. We are simply rationalising your thoughts for you. Just lie down until told to get up. It is easier that way."
 
    
 
   "But I hadn't thought of that Miss Richter. I hadn't thought it through."
 
    
 
   "I know Abbie. It is so complicated isn't it?"
 
    
 
   He nodded but then wrinkled his eyebrows and was about to ask a question when she continued.
 
    
 
   "So much easier if someone else made the decisions for you." 
 
    
 
   Her hand was on his thigh. His brain was slipping away into lust. 
 
    
 
   "If only someone would care for you. Protect you. Look after you. Make it all easy for you. I bet you would do anything for him wouldn't you?"
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kyle could picture the cock stuck to the mirror in the classroom. He would do anything to please that cock if it would care for him. 
 
    
 
   "Oh yes Miss Richter."
 
    
 
   "It doesn't matter if people know you are a dumb blonde does it?"
 
    
 
   "I don't ..." her hand was beneath his skirt, rubbing at his chastity cage. 
 
    
 
   "Does it? All those years of hiding it. All those years of being someone you are not. So easy just to let go. Be yourself. Everyone will love you being a dumb obedient blonde. You know that. You will become so popular. All those dark years hiding from the truth will be gone. At last. Isn't it nice pleasing people?"
 
    
 
   "Oh God, yes. Yes, yes!"
 
    
 
   "You would be so grateful to a guy who collared you, wouldn't you little Abbie. Imagine it. Collared. Owned. You wouldn't have to worry about anything."
 
    
 
   His hips bucked as if on remote control. "Yes, yes."
 
    
 
   "So long as they found you gorgeous and sexy and loved how you looked?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, yes. Please."
 
    
 
   "Loved your obedience and stupidity."
 
    
 
   He clasped his hands around hers to make her rub harder.
 
    
 
   She plucked her hand away, leaving Kyle staring up at her in need, rubbing his stockinged legs together. "Please ..."
 
    
 
   "You must never seek to take control Abbie.  You are there for the pleasures of others. If they wish to rub you it is because they wish to do it, not because you want it."
 
    
 
   "Sorry Miss Richter. Please do it again."
 
    
 
   She used a finger to mop up a tear from his cheek. "Oh Abbie, how you have not been put in for your assessment yet is beyond me. I have rarely seen such a natural slut."
 
    
 
   "I want to Miss Richter. Miss Martinique says I can do it tomorrow if I am good."
 
    
 
   Smiling, she stroked him beneath his chin revelling in the way in which his entire body responded. "Then you be a good, obedient girl Abbie. I am sure you will be in a maid's uniform very soon, perhaps when I next see you. Won't that be wonderful?"
 
    
 
   Kyle found himself groaning with his eyes closed, his hips bucking.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 15 Mister Harrison's Office and Madison.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison didn't look pleased when Zoe led Kyle into his outer office. Mister Harrison's secretary, Jessica, was showing him something on a computer screen and he was shaking his head. Whatever he saw he didn't like.
 
    
 
   The moment he felt the mood in the office Kyle stepped back, desperate to take flight. The leash tightened and pulled him forward. He yanked at the handcuffs so hard his wrists felt sore.
 
    
 
   "So you are here!"
 
    
 
   His cold eyes narrowed and Kyle wanted to throw himself on the floor and beg for forgiveness even though he did not yet know the reason for Mr Harrison's ire.
 
    
 
   Zoe curtseyed and spoke with a slightly raised airless inflection, "I am so sorry. We only just left Miss Richter's therapy and ..."
 
    
 
   Suddenly Mr Harrison laughed. "Well look at you Abbie, in your cute little school skirt. You think it will keep you warm in the winter?"
 
    
 
   He leaned forward his unshaven chin jutting towards him making Kyle reply with a nervous: "No sir!"
 
    
 
   Snatching the leash handle from Zoe he said evenly. "Zoe stand outside facing the wall and remain outside!"
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "Jessica you too."
 
    
 
   As soon as the outer door closed Kyle felt as if his two best allies in the entire world had vanished, leaving him all alone to face a fearsome fate.
 
    
 
   Winding the leash about his hand Mr Harrison kept his eyes fixed on the simpering sissy until his finger could poke beneath Kyle's collar and raise him to his toes.
 
    
 
   For his part Kyle wanted to pee. He wanted to scream 'please don't hurt me.' He wanted to run to his room downstairs and lock the door. Hide under the sheets.
 
    
 
   "Right Abbie. So you managed a few 'A stars' today."
 
    
 
   Breathing in short gasps Kyle nodded yes. He tried to smile. "Yes Sir. I tried hard."
 
    
 
   He felt the collar tighten drawing him even higher on his toes.
 
    
 
   "Did you girl? Do you call trying hard getting a fail and a D? Eh?" he took the android from his pocket and flicked through the screen with one hand. "For pleasing doms you got a fail and a D. Why?"
 
    
 
   Swallowing Kyle squeaked, "Please Sir Miss Martinique says I will fly through the test tomorrow. Really! Honest!"
 
    
 
   He looked suspicious. "I'll ask her. And one of you three is going for an assessment, right now. If she passes she will be put up for the Maid exam tomorrow."
 
    
 
   How could Kyle reveal that Kelsey was nothing but a cheap slut? "Yes Sir. He did well, I mean she did well today."
 
    
 
   "Let me ask you something." Kyle could smell the sour whiskey on his breath. He clearly wasn't drunk but he had had a drink. "Do you think I want my girl to be second? Eh? Do I look like the sort of owner who wants his girl to finish second?"
 
    
 
   "No Sir, no!" Kyle's eyes were wide, his hands felt so trapped in their cuffs as Mister Harrison wriggled him back and fore with just his finger beneath his collar. Kyle might as well have been a fish on the end of his hand. "Miss Martinique thinks I can do the assessment tomorrow morning and maybe the test tomorrow too!"
 
    
 
   Mr Harrison seemed impressed. "Well that sounds better. If you are a lazy slut I have ways to liven up your act!"
 
    
 
   Swallowing, Kyle gasped, "Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   The pressure on the collar lessened until Kyle found himself back on his heels again.
 
    
 
   "Good. Yeh, I like the sound of that. You listen to your teachers, young lady. We want you to pass that exam tomorrow don't we?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes Sir. Yes I promise I will."
 
    
 
   "Ok. Good." He nodded as if to himself whilst thinking something through. "You see Abbie. I have a little problem."
 
    
 
   Suddenly Abbie was desperate to help Mister Richards in any way he could. "Oh Sir?"
 
    
 
   "Yeh. Miss Richards," he searched his mind for the words, "well, she is doing a course too. One I want her to pass with top marks. Just like you."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "Trouble is. She is a little unsure of herself. A bit nervous about it."
 
    
 
   Kyle recognised that description of his wife. She was always running herself down, forever lacking confidence.
 
    
 
   "So I want you to help encourage her to complete it."
 
    
 
   "Oh I will sir, definitely. Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "She keeps saying," he adopted a high pitched whine, "'oh what will little Abbie think though.' So now you can tell her."
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir." Little Abbie!
 
    
 
   "It's a foundation course in being a domme. Not her natural state I am sure you agree."
 
    
 
   A course in being a domme? For Madison? "Er no, no Sir." 
 
    
 
   She always hated being dominant. She indulged him with some of his maid games but she never really felt comfortable with it. And could never bring herself to spank him. 
 
    
 
   "Good. So let's go and meet her then."
 
    
 
   "What? Sir?" Kyle pulled back on the leash as Mister Harrison made for the inner office. "Miss Richards is in there?"
 
    
 
   "Yeh why?"
 
    
 
   'Because,' he wanted to scream, 'I don't want her to see me on the end of a man's leash wearing nothing but a skimpy, silly, school girl outfit with stockings and heels!' 
 
    
 
   Cold panic swept through his brain. She had seen him in the dance lessons room of course. But that was just in lingerie when he was barely trained.
 
    
 
   The leash was tugged and Kyle toppled forward on his heels, needing short steps to re-gather his balance.
 
    
 
   The fingers raised the collar and Kyle found himself on his tiptoes again with Mister Harrison's grizzled face staring hard into his soul. 
 
    
 
   "Now tell me something sissy. Do you want me to completely humiliate you before Miss Richards?"
 
    
 
   Kyle thought he croaked a 'no' but wasn't sure. The terror was washing away any sense.
 
    
 
   "I could slap your thighs."
 
    
 
   "No, please. No."
 
    
 
   "Maybe put you over my lap. Seems more appropriate given that you are wearing schoolgirl's outfit doesn't it?"
 
    
 
   "No, no, please."
 
    
 
   "Then I take it you will behave?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes, yes Sir."
 
    
 
   "Like a good little girl?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes, yes. I assure you."
 
    
 
   "Say it then bitch."
 
    
 
   Swallowing he said, "I will behave like a good little bitch, I mean good little girl Sir."
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison laughed. "Thought you might. Just don't tempt me young lady. Else you will be crying like a little baby in there. Ok. Good." He let Kyle plant his heels back on the carpet. "I am glad that's settled and a dumb bitch like you understands the situation."
 
    
 
   The leash tugged and as Kyle was walked to the internal office, he knew there was no alternative to facing his nightmare.
 
    
 
   Madison was standing near the panoramic window looking out at the night lights. She looked thoughtful and she looked hot. Desirable. Raunchy. Sex on a stick.
 
    
 
   Careful not to pause and be tugged off his heels by the impatient Mister Harrison, Kyle took in his wife as if he had never seen her before. Normally she felt self-conscious in anything too revealing, but here she was in a black micro dress that had no back and swam over her figure like a river. She wore black tights, the dress being too short for them to be stockings, and elegant high heels.
 
    
 
   Her hair was immaculate. She wore a silver chain necklace around her ownership collar that was matched by a bracelet. In her hand was a half drunk glass of wine. The bottle sat on a silver tray on the desk with another, fuller glass.
 
    
 
   "Look who I found in my office," announced Mister Harrison with a laugh.
 
    
 
   For a moment Madison peered at the sexily clad adult school girl with amused half interest. Then came the shock as the penny dropped.
 
    
 
   "Abbie?" She checked the collar title, 'property of Mister Harrison', and the name tag, and put her free hand to her mouth, similar to position 7 but more elegant and less forced.
 
    
 
   Kyle thought it wise not to say anything. He didn't want to get into trouble and give Mister Harrison the excuse to slap him like a child before his own wife.
 
    
 
   Tugging the leash Mister Harrison softly said, "Answer the lady Abbie. You have been asked a question."
 
    
 
   "Oh. Yes. Yes." Nightmare. Should he really speak with the front of mouth lisping sound he had been taught. This was hell on earth. He wanted to reassert himself as her husband, but in his adult school girl uniform with the ridiculous skirt along with the bondage, he knew it was impossible. His next goal was far more simple but profoundly important. He was determined not to cry before her.
 
    
 
   Madison craned forward, smiling uncertainly. "Are you all right?"
 
    
 
   Carefully checking Mister Harrison for guidance as how to reply he muttered "Yes thank you." Seeing that Mister Harrison appeared uninterested in the chat, he tentatively added, "And you?"
 
    
 
   Smiling she kissed his cheek, gripping his bare arms in her small hands. "Let's say it has been very interesting."
 
    
 
   Interesting? What did she mean? She was smiling, her eyes were bright. Checking him up and down with a sweet grin. "I can see you are getting what you have always wanted."
 
    
 
   "Well ..." was this the time to complain? Mister Harrison lifted up his glass and swirled the wine around watching it in the office lights. Again he didn't seem concerned with Kyle's reply though he kept a firm hand on the lead. Kyle was about to plead for her to rescue him when cowardice took control and he thought better of it. "Everything is fine thank you."
 
    
 
   "Good." She stood hesitantly before him. Kyle was not allowed to speak without permission and she didn't know where to go from here.
 
    
 
   She turned to Mister Harrison. "Richard, can he have a glass of wine?"
 
    
 
   To Kyle it seemed odd that she could use his Christian name so informally whereas he had to be formal and wary when he replied to him.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison shrugged. "Up to you. If you want to be Mistress of the house then those are the sort of decisions you need to start making."
 
    
 
   "Oh phooey!" She giggled. "I don't want to be Mistress of the house."
 
    
 
   "Hey Abbie," Mister Harrison turned his attention on Kyle who immediately stood up straight adopting the equivalent of position two, with his hands behind his back and one knee before the other. "You tell Miss Richards here. She ought to stay on the Mistress of the House course."
 
    
 
   Though his mouth had turned dry enough to weld his tongue to the roof of his mouth he replied, "Yes Miss Richards. I am sure it will be a fine course."
 
    
 
   He found himself speaking naturally from the front of the mouth without any forcing of the lisping. He ensured all the words were enunciated clearly. He certainly didn't want Mister Harrison having any complaint with him.
 
    
 
   "There you are," he grinned, "a fine course. Abbie says so." He then laughed and Madison laughed, her cheeks reddening and her eyes unable to meet those of her husband.
 
    
 
   "Oh I don't know."
 
    
 
   "The way I see it, "Mister Harrison said, "is that back in the day you would have been running a house of maids whilst the man of the house was out. Yes?"
 
    
 
   "Well, I don't know, I guess so, yes."
 
    
 
   "Exactly. So me and Abbie think you should finish it."
 
    
 
   "I am hopeless. I couldn't do the first things right."
 
    
 
   "Like what? Madison? Come on tell me. Share with me and Abbie. We are all supporting you, you know."
 
    
 
   Supporting Madison. A warm buzz filled Kyle's tummy. Supporting. Yes. He and Madison were in this together. They were a couple.
 
    
 
   "Well look at you with the leash. Some of the other wives were going 'oh yes please let me have a turn leading maids around.' But I didn't dare. I knew it would go wrong."
 
    
 
   "Here take Abbie's leash. Go on. Just hold the handle."
 
    
 
   She stared at her husband but he had lowered his eyes. Should she take it? Would that be too humiliating for him?
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison didn't so much offer her the leash handle as visually insist she accept it by pushing it out at her.
 
    
 
   Accepting it she felt foolish holding the lead of a trainee maid, one who was her husband.
 
    
 
   "There. See that's how easy it is."
 
    
 
   Kyle wanted to crawl under the desk. Here was a man making his wife take him on the end of a leash, and there was nothing he could do about it.
 
    
 
   Yet oddly his dick throbbed in the cage, close to cumming. How often he had pleaded with Madison to be more dominant with him yet she had always turned her nose up at such behaviour.
 
    
 
   "So if you want her to follow you then just give a tug on the lead. Make sure it is a big enough tug so even the dumbest of blondes will get what's going on. You wouldn't want to be confused would you Abbie?"
 
    
 
   "Erm, no Sir. Thank you Sir."
 
    
 
   "Good girl. Go on, just a tug."
 
    
 
   Madison did a slight pull and then tried a much bigger one. Abbie toppled forwards but, with her newly acquired skills, easily stayed on her heels.
 
    
 
   "Excellent," Mister Harrison smiled. "Really good."
 
    
 
   "You think?" Madison's expression was that of a girl who wanted to please her teacher.
 
    
 
   "You see, if you do not move then the maid is drawn closer to you. Try walking around the office. Go on."
 
    
 
   "You sure?"
 
    
 
   "Yeh. Go for it."
 
    
 
   Setting off with her head turned over her shoulder to keep an eye on the adult school girl, she took short steps towards the wall.
 
    
 
   Mister Harrison laughed. "Best look forward so you don't collide with anything. Abbie will follow. She has to."
 
    
 
   Walking around the room Kyle found his eyes fixed on his wife's incredibly rounded bottom pushing out the tight black dress. Why had she never worn anything like that for him? 
 
    
 
   Within a few moments she offered the leash handle to Mister Harrison, blushing but amused. Mister Harrison kept his one hand in his pocket and the other around his wine glass.
 
    
 
   "See. You were very good."
 
    
 
   "But you have to be on your toes with maids all the time according to Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Not necessarily. Once they are in their place then everything works out. You just got be harsh on the first meeting. If you are too soft they will run rings around you. After that it is easy. You just let them know who is boss every so often."
 
    
 
   "You see. I couldn't do that. I wouldn't know where to start."
 
    
 
   Nodding Mister Harrison went to a cupboard and returned with a table tennis bat. Here, hold this. No! Keep hold of the leash in the other hand. That's important. So hold the leash in your left hand and take the bat in your right. Good."
 
    
 
   Kyle's mouth fell open. Mister Harrison had said he would spank him if he was naughty but surely he had behaved. What was going to happen?
 
    
 
   Agonizingly not only did he not know what Mister Harrison had in store, he couldn't even dare ask.
 
    
 
   "Now tell her to bend over the desk."
 
    
 
   "Oh I couldn't."
 
    
 
   He laughed. "Go ahead. Abbie will be disappointed if you don't, won't you Abbie."
 
    
 
   The bastard! "Yes Mister Harrison."
 
    
 
   "Go on try it."
 
    
 
   Shaking her head she stuttered, "Bend over the desk please." She wrinkled her nose at saying 'please', knowing how lame it must have sounded to Mister Harrison. She must have looked incredibly silly in front of this sophisticated, dominant male.
 
    
 
   "No. Be more forceful. Don't shout it. You must try never to lose control. It is the maids who don't have any control. Just say matter of factly. 'Bend over that desk'. Add 'bitch' or 'slut' if you like. That helps."
 
    
 
   Please don't say it Madison, Kyle thought.
 
    
 
   "Bend over that desk right now slut!"
 
    
 
   Abbie looked at Mister Harrison: should he obey? But Mister Harrison's gaze were fixed on the sexy woman in the room: Madison, Kyle's wife.
 
    
 
   "Hey that's great. Go on Abbie, you heard the Mistress of the House."
 
    
 
   With his hands cuffed tight behind him and his leash growing taut he did so. Could this be the most humbling action of his short stay at Club Zero Nine? He gritted his teeth and shut his eyes as he felt his body come into contact with the cold, rough wood of the desk.
 
    
 
   "Now you must always take charge at this stage. Tell the bitch to arch her back."
 
    
 
   "You're joking."
 
    
 
   "No! Maids look fantastic bent over anything with their arses sticking up. Order it."
 
    
 
   "Oh ok then."
 
    
 
   Kyle could tell Madison was growing more confident now. Had she forgotten who she was humiliating?
 
    
 
   "Arch your back, slut!"
 
    
 
   Kyle did so and groaned. This was hell. It was his fantasy but now he was too mortified to take any pleasure in it. Rather he was frightened of where this was leading. He was a puppet in their play acting.
 
    
 
   "Have you done spankings in your Mistress lessons?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes. And canings."
 
    
 
   He laughed. "Excellent."
 
    
 
   Kyle held his breath. If he was allowed to he would plead with Mister Harrison to let him leave the office. Have Zoe take him back to his room where he could hide under the blankets for the rest of his life.
 
    
 
   "Just pat her bottom with the bat. Go on."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt the bat strike him like a large firm hand over his panties.
 
    
 
   "Just a little firmer. Let her know who is in charge."
 
    
 
   The next slaps were louder and slightly stinging."
 
    
 
   "Great. Tell her to stand."
 
    
 
   "Stand up Abbie."
 
    
 
   Kyle did so, never feeling more grateful. His cheeks were hot so he kept his head bowed.
 
    
 
   "What do I do now??" Madison asked,
 
    
 
   "What would you like to do?"
 
    
 
   The wife giggled. "Give him a big cuddle."
 
    
 
   "If that's what you want to do then do so. Just give the leash a tug and bring little Abbie closer."
 
    
 
   Kyle felt his collar tighten and pull him towards Madison who immediately embraced him, giving him a tight squeeze. "Gosh can I cuddle the cute maids?"
 
    
 
   "The mistress of the House can do whatever she pleases."
 
    
 
   "Oh that doesn't sound so bad."
 
    
 
   "Good to hear. Now we have a table booked for eight thirty. That's Abbie's bedtime."
 
    
 
   Madison giggled and released Kyle. "I'm sorry," she said to him feeling bad about laughing at the idea of him having a bed time.
 
    
 
   "You take Abbie outside and hand her leash to Zoe, I'll just tell the restaurant we are going to be a little late. You fancy dancing afterwards?"
 
    
 
   "Sounds good," she smiled leading Kyle on his leash to the outer office.
 
    
 
   Dancing! Kyle held his breath. Not only was Mister Harrison taking his wife for dinner at his bedtime, but not long after he would be out dancing with his wife! At that moment Kyle hated Mister Harrison more than anything in his life. 
 
    
 
   In the outer office, with the inner door closed and the two of them safely alone, Madison took hold of Kyle. 
 
    
 
   "Wow you do look extraordinary." Madison gushed.
 
    
 
   "Thank you," Kyle responded.
 
    
 
   "I am really glad you are enjoying it. I knew you would. You know with all those pervy fetishes of yours and everything." Her voice was soft, endearing. As if she was doing him a favour and relishing her gift to him.
 
    
 
   Kyle needed to tell her how they abused him, how he needed to escape. He felt like he was going to explode.
 
    
 
   "I am so glad Richard is taking care of us. He knows so much. Unbelievable. And he is like the boss of this place. He runs it. I am so grateful he is in charge of us."
 
    
 
   Kyle was nodding in agreement. Could he dare confide in her how he had been bullied, how he needed to get out of here? His own wife? Would she tell that dreadful Mister Harrison. He knew she might well do so, especially after a few more glasses of wine over dinner.
 
    
 
   And then dancing! Dancing! With his wife!
 
    
 
   Miss Richter had explained how poor Madison would see Mister Harrison as the dominant alpha male and he, Kyle was now the submissive, dumb, blonde underling to be dominated. Surely that wouldn't really make her randy towards the brute?
 
    
 
   At least he could trust Madison, he knew that much! She was a little naïve and about sex and quite scared of strong male characters.
 
    
 
   Taking Kyle to the door to the corridor Madison handed an eager Zoe the leash handle. "Now you look after her!"
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled, "Yes Miss Richards. We have to go. It is Abbie's bedtime soon."
 
    
 
   Kyle groaned. Did the stupid blonde have to say that?
 
    
 
   "I know," Madison giggled. She kissed Kyle on his cheek: "Aww. Just look at you! I never would have believed you could look so good!" She kissed his cheek again and returned inside the room closing the door.
 
    
 
   The last sound he heard was a loud giggle from Madison followed by her squealing, "Oh you are so cruel!"
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 16 Sleeping Quarters and The Second Present.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kyle was seething. Worse, he was unable to express his rage. Zoe jauntily danced before him, dragging him along on his lead down the familiar industrial corridors. She was rabbiting continuously, mainly about clothes and how she was looking forward to working in the main club tonight.
 
    
 
   But Kyle fumed. His cuffed hands behind his back were clenched and his teeth were locked painfully hard together. 'You are so cruel.' Those were his wife's words. Cruel about what? What had he said? Had he said something to Madison, something cheeky and irreverent that made her laugh in a guilty way. Worse, was it some remark about Kyle himself? Had Mister Harrison made some horrible observation about Kyle's plight? He should be told!
 
    
 
   He groaned loudly as they reached his door. This was too much and as soon as he was allowed to speak he would tell someone.
 
    
 
   "In we go," Zoe skipped inside giving the lead a yank to encourage him to join her.
 
    
 
   "Zoe this is dreadful," he vented as soon as he felt safe with the door closed behind them.
 
    
 
   "Aw." She ran her fingers down his cheek, her eyes the size of traffic lights. "You work hard at school and you will be up in the bar soon too! You will see!"
 
    
 
   Clearly trying to have a conversation with a dumb blonde like Zoe was a complete waste of time. 
 
    
 
   It was when she uncuffed him that they both noticed the package on the bed. It was the same purple sparkly bag that had been in its place the previous evening. 
 
    
 
   "Oh my God. You have another present!" Zoe was on it in a flash, squealing, "Look, it is from Mister Harrison it says ...."
 
    
 
   Kyle snatched the card away from her and read it himself.
 
    
 
   'Good Girls Get Treats. Your A stars deserve this. Your Owner, Mister Harrison.'
 
    
 
   "Open it. Open it!" Zoe shoved the bag at him.
 
    
 
   Kyle pulled apart the gift bag tentatively as if it were a bomb about to go off. It was full of lacy frillies. He couldn't quite make out what they were. His dick engorged and he felt woozy. He needed to cum, why didn't anyone understand that?
 
    
 
   Setting the bag on his bed he eased out the frillies and saw they were a matching set of baby doll top and frilly panties, again in rose pink with a pair of black tights at the bottom.
 
    
 
   He thought he might faint. Just the sensuous slippery material was sufficient make him desperate to orgasm.
 
    
 
   "Oh my. He is just so sweet to you!"
 
    
 
   Sweet? This was crazy but Kyle desperately wanted to wear them. Feel them against his smooth skin.
 
    
 
   "Quickly shower!" Zoe shouted, giggling at the excitement of a present. "And don't forget to put on a fresh condom. You know what you are like!"
 
    
 
   He stripped and showered in a dream. His skin was smooth and hot when he pulled on the tights, feeling the exotic material grip his legs and groin like a silky second skin. He was truly close to passing out as he pulled on the baby doll top feeling it tickling around his hips. The panties were just another exquisite layer of erotic stimulation. He rubbed his hand over the silky panties feeling his chastity belt and almost swooned into bed. 
 
    
 
   Zoe pulled the sheets around the groaning sissy, kissing him on the nose as she giggled.
 
    
 
   "Oh wonder what dreams a naughty girl will have when wearing all this. Wish I had a generous, kind owner like you. He is just soooo thoughtful"
 
    
 
   Somewhere deep inside himself he knew he should be arguing with her, but for now his body and mind were floating on a sea of silk. As he heard the door close and the numerous locks clank into place, he reached between his legs and rubbed hard. Tears of frustration stung his eyes. 
 
    
 
   He moaned rolling over to bite at the pillow. "Oh, oh, oh!"
 
    
 
   The lights dimmed making him feel somehow safe and private so he stroked his groin even harder. In his mind he saw the rubber cock stuck to the mirror. Then the one fixed to the seat of the stool. He felt his mouth open and he whimpered. He wanted to take them both, all at once. He wanted to be a good girl.
 
    
 
   He was only vaguely aware of the music. It all seemed to be part of the universe in which he now resided. A world of rose pink cloudy sensuality. He synced his rhythmic grinding to the slow, deep pulse in the melody until he heard the familiar welcoming voice. How he wanted to hear Miss Richter again. So kind. So understanding. So supportive
 
    
 
   "You must be so tired my dear. After such a long day. You do feel tired don't you?"
 
    
 
   He wanted to say 'oh yes', but his mouth could barely mumble.
 
    
 
   "You just lie still like a good girl and listen to the words I am saying."
 
    
 
   He thought he replied, "yes Miss Richter,' but his brain was circling the planet.
 
    
 
   A voice inside prodded him with a warning. 'She is hypnotising you. You mustn't listen.' But why shouldn't he listen to such a kindly voice from someone who just sought to help him? Besides he needed to hear what she had to say. For some reason he knew he needed to hear what she was going to say.
 
    
 
   "Now take a deep breath in and hold it. Hold it for me like a good girl."
 
    
 
   Smiling, he rolled onto his back and did as instructed. Perhaps he should be fighting this, but then it had been such a tiring day. Miss Richter was right. He did deserve to lie still. He was drained and listening to her and the soothing music was the tonic he needed to unwind.
 
    
 
   "And exhale slowly, that's a good girl. Good girl. Let's take a walk on the beach together ...."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Richter," he murmured.
 
    
 
   The beach was familiar. The sea and its gentle toing and froing, welcome. Like going home.
 
    
 
    "Good girl, good girl ...."
 
    
 
   It felt so good to be a good, good girl. He moaned and may have been aware of himself spurting but the body and mind were separating.
 
    
 
   "Such a good girl. Drifting along ...."
 
    
 
   He dreamed of the awful punishment machine with the two scantily dressed girls being fucked in their mouths and arses whilst they were bound helplessly to the machine. Suddenly he was on the punishment machine. On his knees. Helpless. Bound. Unable to move. In sexual need. Being filled. Unable to object. Objectified. Dreamy pleasure. So hot.
 
    
 
   Somewhere far away or deep inside his head her words continued to swarm through his consciousness.
 
    
 
   Miss Richter offered her helpful advice .... 'It is so good to be a good girl. Good girls like being good, don't you? So obedient, so compliant, such a good little tramp. Tell me that you want to be good little tramp ..."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 17 Classroom, The Assessment Beckons.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next morning Zoe led the three male school girls down the industrial corridors constantly looking over her shoulder at Kelsey. Kelsey was the first in the coffle and her face was the picture of misery. 
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered what had happened to her. He had been desperate to know about the tests and assessments she had undergone the previous day, but none of the sissies dared speak until they reached the canteen.
 
    
 
   Penny and Trudy joined them for their breakfast of porridge and light toast, but their giggling and gossiping gave way to expressions of worry on seeing Kelsey's morose appearance.
 
    
 
   Leaning over the table Penny whispered, "Everything all right Kelsey?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey banged the table with her fists making both the cutlery and the girls jump. "No it isn't!" She blurted. "No. No and no again. It is all dreadful."
 
    
 
   "Aw," Penny took her hand, "whatever happened."
 
    
 
   Zoe cut in with, "it is hard on your first few days."
 
    
 
   Trudy grinned. "It is always hard Zoe." When the others admonished her for making jokes whilst one of the 'girls' was suffering she winced and mouthed 'sorry,'
 
    
 
   Kelsey pulled her fingers from Penny and sat up straight her hands flapping. "Those tests! They are despicable!"
 
    
 
   Kyle twisted on his seat feeling his metal chastity cage rub on the chair. What did she mean?
 
    
 
   Zoe and Penny nodded. "Did you pass the assessment?"
 
    
 
   "Of course I didn't!" barked Kelsey. "How could anyone do that? It was disgusting. Repulsive."
 
    
 
   Kyle's mouth fell open. "W-w-what happened?" He wondered if she had to mount the fucking machine he had dreamed about.
 
    
 
   "I don't want to talk about it."
 
    
 
   Brandi whispered, "You have to tell us. Abbie and I are going for an assessment this morning."
 
    
 
   "What did they do to you?" Kyle asked.
 
    
 
   "Oh it is vile. At first everything is easy. I mean really easy! You just stand before these assessors and do what they tell you. All the different positions. You know easy stuff. Then a few dance moves like Miss Latour has shown us. Oh, oh! And then there was a written test too. Then I got asked these ridiculous questions."
 
    
 
   "Like what?" Kyle had his hands on his thighs, leaning as close to his fellow pupil as possible.
 
    
 
   Shaking her head with her eyes closed Kelsey seemed to want to dismiss the questions. "Oh they were just cruel and mean."
 
    
 
   "Oh," Kyle nodded. "And that's what upset you?"
 
    
 
   "Oh no. I got through that! The assessors are really sweet and so funny. They make you laugh, so I wanted to be a good g..., you know. I wanted to be a good g...," she couldn't quite say the word 'girl'. Her cheeks flushed and she looked down at the table but the others just nodded their support. "Just wanted to be good for them. I sort of hated it but didn't, you know what I mean?"
 
    
 
   All the maids and adult school girls nodded but none really knew quite what she meant.
 
    
 
   "It's what happens next. After you have got through the easy bits."
 
    
 
   Penny nodded. "Yes. The final test. They don't prepare you for that do they?"
 
    
 
   Kelsey stared at Penny. "Did you have to ... you know .... some ....disgusting things?"
 
    
 
   "Well ..." Penny swallowed.
 
    
 
   Trudy giggled. "It is disgusting for most of us Kelsey. But not for this tramp," she nodded at Penny. "She passed all that first time on just her second day!"
 
    
 
   Penny blushed and giggled. "Well you weren't far behind me!"
 
    
 
   "Slut," Trudy laughed.
 
    
 
   Zoe sat up straight. "I did it on my third day. Couldn't the first time. It does seem ..."
 
    
 
   "Seem?" Kelsey shrieked. "Seem? Oh my god. All three of you are ... are ..."
 
    
 
   Smiling compassionately Zoe spoke softly. "We know what we are. And we get reminded all the time. But it is so much easier being yourself than pretending otherwise. Once you have admitted it the truth everything is much easier."
 
    
 
   The two maids agreed but Kyle noticed that Kelsey looked at them with revulsion so he tried again. "But what actually happens? Will anyone tell us?"
 
    
 
   "Yes," Brandie added. "I am doing the test this morning!"
 
    
 
   Zoe patted her thigh. "You will be fine. Remember you have until Friday morning. Everyone passes eventually. Miss Hall is really good at ensuring that."
 
    
 
   Standing up Trudy put her hands on her hips, "and then perhaps the little madam won't be looking down her nose at us!"
 
    
 
   Penny gasped. "Trudy. You know how tough the early days are. Well, and the next few weeks for that matter. Well even now really, I guess. So much to learn about yourself."
 
    
 
   "Male ego, that's the problem." Zoe added and the two maids agreed.
 
    
 
   As they were led to the classroom Kyle tried to ease up close to Kelsey to quietly ask for more information. However, with Brandi leashed behind Kyle every time Kyle attempted to step forwards he was pulled up short. Oh for the day when he could walk unleashed like the qualified maids!
 
    
 
   But what happened during that assessment that so unsettled poor Kelsey?
 
    
 
   Miss Martinique was very sympathetic with Kelsey. "Aw, you were so brave in going to the tests so early. Such a quick learner. I had a feeling you might just do it."
 
    
 
   Kelsey pouted, "Well I am not doing the test and that is final!" She stamped her foot.
 
    
 
   Kyle expected the teacher to reach for her cane but stroking Kelsey's hair she cooed, "See how you feel later. You never know. There is a saying 'maids never know their own minds.'"
 
                 
 
   She then marched to the front of the class. "A little lesson to help Kelsey now and Abbie and Brandi later. I am not sure we have covered sulking yet. Do you remember how to get your guys to let you stay up late?"
 
    
 
   The girls adopted the position with the head bent forward, wide eyes looking up, with the bottom lip pushing out.
 
    
 
   "Oh very good girls. Very good. Now sulking is along the same lines. Remember you are totally helpless as maids. Others will decide what you do, what you say, what you wear and even when you go to the bathroom. So, sometimes, you will feel very cross. Now the way to show that is to fold your arms. Go on girls. Do it. No. More tightly. That's it, really squeeze. Hunch shoulders. Now a big pout. No!  A really great big pout! That's better. And narrow the eyes. Excellent. Well, an 'A star' for the three of you to start you day. Very good.!" 
 
    
 
   Kyle looked at the other two and burst out laughing. They did look a picture. Like a child about to say 'it's not fair.' 
 
    
 
   Brandi laughed at how ludicrous they appeared and smiled at Kelsey. For the first time that morning Kelsey giggled and relaxed.
 
    
 
   "Now Brandi and Abbie. Do you remember what you promised you would have another go at today?"
 
    
 
   The two adult school girls looked at the cocks stuck to the mirrors at the rear of the room and the dildos on the stools before taking in each other. Kyle was shocked when Brandi licked her pink lips with hunger.
 
    
 
   "Let's see how you get on without any prompting." Miss Martinique led them over to the mirrors. "On to your knees girls. See what you can recall without me prompting either of you."
 
    
 
   Brandi and Kyle fell to their knees each seeing themselves in the mirror, but what filled their vision and horrified them was the object sticking right out at them.
 
    
 
   "Kelsey, don't feel left out. If you wish to join them then please do so. You won an A star yesterday at your very first attempt."
 
    
 
   Kyle found it so intimidating that he could only look away each time he recognised its anatomical mouldings. He crept closer and examined it, it was amazingly realistic. The foreskin pulled back, the veins running up the side. He swallowed. He knew that last night he wanted to do it, bizarrely he was hungry to have it fill his mouth. But this morning it seemed disgusting, wrong. Deeply wrong.
 
    
 
   Craning his head forward he gave it light butterfly kisses around the head. He was aware of a tingling in his tummy. Deep down. One of exciting shame. Why should shame be so exciting? It morphed into a pleasant tickling. He kissed it more, offering a few licks.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kelsey's groaning filled the classroom.
 
    
 
   Next to him Kelsey was on all fours, her mouth draped around the cock, sucking it furiously. All the time her animal groans grew louder.
 
    
 
   What a slut, Kyle thought, but she did look hot. Her cute face, her sexy adult school girl kit with the skirt flapping half way up her arse, showing her tight, white knickers. She was a picture.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kyle needed to rub himself between his legs. Rub himself so hard he would cum despite the cage constricting his dick!
 
    
 
   His breathing grew short. Now his whole world filled with the idea of filling his mouth with the male organ. It would feel so good he decided. He could hear Miss Richter's voice from deep within his senses. 'Such a good little girl. Making him happy. Sucking and sucking. All for him. Your pleasure from his pleasure.' When had she said that? But it didn't matter. She was right. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly he was sucking it, his mouth was automatic pilot, rolling back and fore. He wanted to be that good little girl for Miss Richter and for the cock's owner. He needed to please. Be a good maid. Could he please the cock?
 
    
 
   "Oh yes, yes!" his senses flew away as his body mindlessly took over. He stretched out his neck to see how much he could take in. It felt so good. It tickled the back of his throat, shocking him and he was forced to pull back. But not for long. He looked at it with half open, vacant eyes, his lips falling apart and then flew at it again.
 
    
 
   He pushed out his tongue to help flatten it and take it deeper.
 
    
 
   Oh my god this was soooo good! He felt himself spurting into the sheath around the cage.
 
    
 
   He heard groaning and he knew it was him. He didn't care. Why should he trouble himself over his actions? The other students were the same as he and it was only in front of Miss Martinique. What did it matter if they saw him performing like this? The shame was shared amongst friends and his teacher.
 
    
 
   And that was the last piece of logic his mind exhibited for a long, steamy while.
 
    
 
   "Abbie! Abbie!"
 
    
 
   The voice echoed from another world, and it was a moment before he stopped sucking, his mouth still embracing the cock. 
 
    
 
   Glancing about him he saw a sleepy, aroused Kelsey to one side, her fingers still holding he cock and Brandi kneeling back, oblivious to the dribble falling from her lips. She looked as if she had just woken up.
 
    
 
   "Abbie thank you! Oh my goodness you will certainly be popular upstairs," Miss Martinique said, shaking her head with a knowing grin.
 
    
 
   Her words didn't make any sense. But nothing would have at that moment.
 
    
 
   "To your stools girls. You know what comes next. Panties on your desks. Go slowly." 
 
    
 
   Kyle's legs felt shaky, as if they wouldn't hold him up. He needed to grip the stool as he pulled off his panties. Only sluts went around without panties he recalled. That notion made him giggle to himself. What a slut I am and no one knows.
 
    
 
   He set about making the dildo as damp as he could, until his body was demanding the dildo slide into him. He had experimented at home with a smaller butt plug and knew the effect would be arousing and hot. 
 
    
 
   Clambering up on to the stool he parted his thighs and sat above the dildo.
 
    
 
   "Slowly now girls. No damage. Let it happen very gradually. Easy now."
 
    
 
   Settling down Kyle felt the greasy plastic push at his anus. It probed at a door that refused to open. 
 
    
 
   "Arch your backs girls. Think like a real tramp. She would take it in wouldn't she?"
 
    
 
   Oh yes, Kyle reasoned, a real tramp would take it in. He settled down feeling himself yield a little to it. Back up and then down until it bullied its way inside him.
 
    
 
   Tilting his head back he growled and then pushed fully down. He wanted it all. He wanted to be a good little slut. A good little slut, he kept repeating. No panties. Taking this cock in. A real slut.
 
    
 
   He moaned with a deep contentment as it filled him.
 
    
 
   Kelsey was already riding her dildo like it was a bronco. Further over Brandi was still tentatively sliding down it but the huge smile on her face revealed her true feelings.
 
    
 
   Feeling a hand in the small of his back he heard Miss Martinique whisper. "Keep it arched, lean back. Let him know you love it. You love pleasing him. And you do don't you?"
 
    
 
   "Oh God yes!" Suddenly Kyle was riding it as maniacally as Kelsey. He felt his dick building up and spurting into the condom. My god this was heaven. As he couldn't ever get complete satisfaction he would remain in the gorgeous heightened state forever.
 
    
 
   No matter how many times he spurted there was no satisfaction. Only need. Only a growing hunger. Only a desire to please and then please again. So long as he pleased him then the cock would stay inside. 
 
    
 
   On and on he groaned.
 
    
 
   He was still in dreamland when Zoe was clipping the leash to his collar.
 
    
 
   "Don't dally Zoe, there's a good girl. Take this little slut to the assessors right now. I will let them know you are coming."
 
    
 
   They reached the hallway before any degree of cognisance returned to Kyle's clouded mind.
 
    
 
   He stopped, feeling the lead tighten on his collar.
 
    
 
   "Zoe. My panties!"
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled. "Somehow I don't think you will need them. Not at the assessment."
 
    
 
   With that she set off with her jaunty wiggling walk. They used the lift to rise upwards, though Kyle's poor, steamed up, brain couldn't take anything in. It was as if he were half awake. Like when you awake from a dream in the middle of the night and you just want to slip back into it.
 
    
 
   He heard the lift doors ping open. There were voices. Maids in their heavenly outfits jiggling by, some with trays. There were sexily dressed women, often with burly masculine guys, he guessed they were other maids' wives. He could hear pop music playing. 
 
    
 
   A thought infiltrated his senses, but he couldn't quite pat it down into place to think it through. Something was wrong. The maids. Like seeing a quality for the first time in something normally familiar. But he was incapable of unscrambling the problem. It wasn't right, that was all he realised. Something about the maids.
 
    
 
   The carpet grew thicker as they made their way through the labyrinth of Club Zero Nine. Once or twice he caught his heels but Zoe was moving very quickly before him, unrelenting. He had to keep his balance.
 
    
 
   How gorgeous she was in her little maid's skirt. He wanted to wear it. If allowed he would beg to be allowed to wear it.
 
    
 
   Some of the non-maids laughed as Kyle moved past them and Kyle surprised himself by grinning back. Oh to be a good girl, an obedient girl, he felt so ready to serve someone.
 
    
 
   They went through a set of double doors and a pretty girl in a secretary outfit, but with the same curly blond hair and name tag as the other subs, waved them on.
 
    
 
   Through another door and they were in a large wood panelled room with a long desk behind which sat two men, either side of Miss Hall. It reminded Kyle of an 'olde-worlde' University office. It seemed dark, with only a few dim uplighters scattered about. She noticed a slight raised area from the wooden floorboards resembling a small stage that was placed near the wall before the desk.
 
    
 
   Behind them was a window showing a similar city scape to that of Mister Harrison's office.
 
    
 
   The two men were tough looking, something in their demeanour had a 'don't mess with me' warning. They wore suits with ties. One a grey suit, the other a dark blue one. Both looked confident and elegant in a brutal way.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall wore her usual matronly blouse and scarf.
 
    
 
   They studied Kyle and he noticed that the two men were smiling knowledgeably as if they knew all there was to know. He found himself smiling back at them as if he were slightly drunk.
 
    
 
   Zoe moved close to his ear, "give them a finger wave."
 
    
 
   Kyle did so, aiming his waves at the two guys. They both laughed and Kyle found himself giggling. He felt oddly free as if he had been released and could behave as he wished rather than how others wished he behaved.
 
    
 
   "Name," barked Miss Hall as she tapped on the keys of a computer. 
 
    
 
   "Erm, Ky ..." he was half way through saying his first name when he felt a tug on the back of his skirt.
 
    
 
   Zoe whispered, "Abbie, silly!"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes," Kyle giggled, putting his fingers to his mouth in the usual airhead girl way. But he couldn't remember whether it was position 7 or 8, or whether he should have on finger or all fingers over his mouth. Whatever he was doing seemed natural and provided the two men with entertainment, so he knew it was ok. "My name is Abbie."
 
    
 
   Grey Suit laughed. "You almost forgot your name!"
 
    
 
   Giggling Kyle put his finger to his lips in classic position 8 and swung his shoulders around. "Whoops!" And then giggled at his silliness.
 
    
 
   The two men laughed but Miss Hall just groaned. "Well I am glad you got one answer correct."
 
    
 
   "Sorry Miss Hall," he heard himself sing, knowing he ought not to giggle in appropriately as it will get him into trouble. The he giggled again.
 
    
 
   "Ok. We have a good deal to get through Abbie. And you are not the only girl looking to win her first maid's uniform so let's get going."
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 18 The Assessment
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The men were really good fun.
 
    
 
   Initially Kyle was thrown by Grey Suit's abrupt first question. He had such a deep commanding voice that Kyle felt terrified he would get the answer wrong.
 
    
 
   Grey Suit had picked up a pen and asked, "Abbie, are you wearing any panties?"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt his world collapse. His underwear was back at the classroom. It wasn't his fault! He pulled down the ridiculously short adult school girl skirt and felt close to crying. What was the right answer? He felt it wise to be honest. "Erm no, er Sir."
 
    
 
   Should he address them as 'Sir' like Mister Harrison?  It seemed prudent.
 
    
 
   "I see," Grey Suit nodded. "And what sorts of girls don't wear panties to a meeting?"
 
    
 
   Feeling his two hands rise to his mouth Kyle squeaked. Why was this so embarrassing, yet so amusing? Somehow he knew they would be entertained at his antics. "Erm, would that be sluts Sir?"
 
    
 
   "It would," Grey Suit laughed. "So what does that make you?"
 
    
 
   "Oh dear. It makes me a look a bit of a," he swallowed, it seemed improbable to say the word to a guy, yet he did, "slut Sir. I guess."
 
    
 
   "I guess too," he chuckled and Kyle found himself giggling. 
 
    
 
   Had he ever been so nervous? Yet nervous in a way that made him giggly and silly? The test was underway and he so much wanted that maid's uniform. What on earth could Kelsey have faced that would be so bad?"
 
    
 
   Blue Suit cleared his throat. ""So you normally go round without panties?"
 
    
 
   "No Sir!" Kyle honestly felt aggrieved. He never saw himself as a girl who would go around without panties. Not only were panties so wonderful to wear but he envisaged his feminine side as being a princess in company.
 
    
 
   "What if your owner told you to walk around without any on?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, oh," he smiled. This was an easy question. "Well then obviously I wouldn't wear any."
 
    
 
   "So if your owner told you never to wear panties then you would never wear them?"
 
    
 
   "Well I suppose Sir. I hadn't thought of that."
 
    
 
   Grey Suit chuckled, "You often have trouble thinking girl?"
 
    
 
   Kyle pretended to appear insulted but then laughed and said, "All the time Sir."
 
    
 
   Blue Suit smiled, shook his head and wrote a note. "So then you would be without underwear at all times. What on earth would that make you?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my God Sir. I would be a real slut then."
 
    
 
   "And as you walked your skirt would flip up and everyone would see you for what you are?"
 
    
 
   "Ooooo." He felt so hot. "I guess so. Yes Sir."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall adopted her sternest of appearances. "I think they would know what you were the moment they clapped eyes on you, with or without panties, girl. Next question."
 
    
 
   "Have you any complaints about your owner's treatment of you?" Grey Suit again.
 
    
 
   Kyle was close to blurting out how horrible Mister Harrison was, but he saw the cold hard glare from Miss Hall and shook his head. "Not really Sir."
 
    
 
   "Not really? So there is something perhaps?"
 
    
 
   "No, no. Nothing Sir."
 
    
 
   "Does he buy you nice presents if you are good?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my God yes Sir. Really adorable bed time outfits."
 
    
 
   Grey Suit chuckled. "He must be pleased with your progress. Two days and you are in for an assessment. Good girl."
 
    
 
   At the words 'good girl' Kyle felt his tummy tingle like a zillion sweet little electric shocks had exploded. "Thank you Sir."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall tested him on his knowledge of the positions. She tried to trick him by running through them briskly and out of order but by pausing before each change Kyle felt he was getting them right.
 
    
 
   Then followed the written test Kelsey had mentioned. 
 
    
 
   He was sat at a desk with the title 'secretary' on a name board, and a PC screen showed a page flashing for his name.
 
    
 
   He entered Abbie and watched the first series of questions appear.
 
    
 
   Kyle answered them all honestly.
 
    
 
   Following the questions Miss Hall told him he was a good girl - which was an absolute thrill as that had been the first time she had ever said that to him.
 
    
 
   "I hear you have excelled at your dance lessons, Abbie."
 
    
 
   Kyle blushed. "Thank you Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Indeed. Miss Latour says you could raise an erection on a corpse."
 
    
 
   The men laughed as Kyle felt every exposed area of skin glow red hot.
 
    
 
   "So you will give us a taste of your skills, Abbie, by entertaining us. I am sure the gentlemen won't be so vulgar as to actually say whether you have achieved anything down below. Eight marks out of ten will be sufficient."
 
    
 
   Kyle stepped back. He wanted to run from the room. Somehow standing in front of them wearing the adult school girl rig had felt little more than an amusing fancy dress prank bit of fun. It was nice making them smile and pleasing them, but to actually dance for them? Show them the moves he had learned? His heart began to race.
 
    
 
   "Erm Miss Hall ...."
 
    
 
   "Quiet young lady. Put your hand down. Don't waste my time by asking questions. I will delete points should you speak without being spoken to again. Little madam!"
 
    
 
   This must have been what had shaken Kelsey so much! No wonder she was so upset. She had said that the nightmare part had taken place after the written exam. He pulled down the hem of his tiny skirt nervously and suddenly realised that without any panties on they would see everything the moment he began his moves. Including his naked bottom, and worse, that horrible tiny cock cage stuck over his dick. He needed to stop this, and stop it right now.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall had busied herself with the computer, obviously searching for the music track. "Are you ready?" She asked Kyle
 
    
 
   It was the men who answered. 
 
    
 
   "Oh yeh. I wanna see this!" 
 
    
 
   "Give it to us babe!"
 
    
 
   The shame swelled from within him. No! But he wasn't allowed to speak, how could he explain that this would be excruciating. He couldn't think. If only he could cum, rid himself of his sexual needs, and then he might be able to reflect more clearly.
 
    
 
   He heard the opening bars. Oh my God! It was the music Miss Latour had been teaching him his first dance steps.
 
    
 
   Tears stung his eyes. The guys stared at him with eyes ready to see the world.
 
    
 
   He could hear Miss Latour in his head, 'one, and two and one two, three, four."
 
    
 
   With a mind of their own his feet began some stiff movements, as if they wanted to hop to the beat but his legs felt too rigid to follow them fluently. He felt like a doll made out of wooden legs and arms. 
 
    
 
   Smile, he must smile!
 
    
 
   He tried to smile but without the mirrors how did he know how he looked?
 
    
 
   And two, three, four. He turned and marched away from the judges, flipping his head over his shoulder and smiling. Giving the wiggle.
 
    
 
   And, two, three, four.
 
    
 
   And bend over two, three, four. He bent forward, thighs apart until he could see the three assessors upside down, except his new blonde locks fell over his vision. Two, three, four. He wiggled his bottom and then his hips. His body was now on remote control with his hands finding his ankle and then running up until he threw them in the air.
 
    
 
   Suddenly he was lost in the dance. His body knew what to do even though his mind was thinking about how they had just seen his naked bottom. Mortifyingly, he had shaken it at them.
 
    
 
   Yet he felt hot too. This was all coming naturally to him. Dancing for them. Entertaining them. He could see the guys grinning, patting their huge paws to the music.
 
    
 
   And two, three, four. He was turning again. Keep the smile. Bounce in time. Two, three, four.
 
    
 
   Finally the end, bent over, with his bare bottom wriggling at the cheering guys who were on their feet.
 
    
 
   He rose and, giggling, took a curtsey. Silly Kelsey, he thought, the guys loved it. Ok, he looked a bit foolish and silly but he pleased them. Surely he was a good girl in their eyes. Wasn't the humiliation worth it?
 
    
 
   Feeling excited and thrilled with himself he bounced on his toes squealing just like Miss Martinique had shown him to do when happy before dominants.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall coughed and turned off the music. "If we can all calm down. I thought she was a bit slow and behind the beat for the early bars, what about you gentlemen?"
 
    
 
   Blue Suit sat back chuckling, "she can burst out of my birthday cake any time she wants!"
 
    
 
   Grey Suit laughed. "I'd make it my birthday every day if she can wiggle her cute booty like that!"
 
    
 
   "Ten out of ten," announced Blue Suit.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall huffed. "Now look. If you give full marks for a clearly flawed performance, then what will you give for a superlative one?"
 
    
 
   "Well Miss Hall," Blue Suit said, "just take a look at my pants. It worked hundred percent for me. So the girl gets a hundred percent."
 
    
 
   Grey Suit laughed, "And ten out of ten from this judge!"
 
    
 
   Looking down at the man's groin Miss Hall seemed half disgusted and half impressed. "Oh dear, dear." She looked at Blue Suit's groin and shook her head. "Well I am only giving 6, because that is what it deserved."
 
    
 
   Kyle stopped skipping girlishly and stared with concern.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall shook her head. "Oh don't look like that Abbie. Twenty six is an excellent pass rate for your assessment. Whether it is deserved or not, I really wouldn't like to say."
 
    
 
   Kyle couldn't wait to get his maid's uniform, just like Zoe's and the other girls. Wait till he bragged, modestly of course, to Kelsey about his success.
 
    
 
   "Ok gentlemen. Let's do the final test. It seems to me as if you are ready for it already!" She put on some rap music and turned the levels up so that the room bounced to the rhythm.
 
    
 
   Kyle wondered if he ought to dance again. He shook his hips feeling his little skirt shake about his body. This was so much fun! And so easy! To think he had been so petrified about the test.
 
    
 
   The men stood up and suddenly Kyle felt tiny and weak in their presence. They were both well over six foot. And so chunky. Their hands seemed to be those of giants. They were coming around the desk towards him. Kyle felt the masochistic thrill of fear. He was fragile, small, dressed like a tramp and wasn't allowed to speak let alone just leave of his own accord.
 
    
 
   Blue Suit smiled and just as Kyle smiled back he saw Blue Suit pull down his trouser zip.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall picked up her android device and announced, "On your knees girl. On the raised dais behind you. Quickly. We haven't got all day. Plenty of other girls to assess!"
 
    
 
   He slipped down to his knees on the cold wooden platform raised a foot from the floor. His head was now slightly below the men's waists. Grey Suit was behind him so Kyle turned around to smile up at him, desperate to want to please him. Kyle's eager smile vanished when he saw the cock in Grey Suit's hand. It was thick and veined like the one on the mirror in the classroom. It was impossible not to see it as a weapon being aimed at him.
 
    
 
   Kyle felt sick and turned away only to gasp as he saw Blue Suit's cock sticking up at a slight angle just before his nose. He pulled his tiny pelmet skirt down about him but he felt totally exposed. When he moved his shoes they rubbed along his cock cage reminding him of how captured and helpless we was. Miss Hall and Miss Martinique had warned him how vulnerable and exposed he would feel whenever he sat down.
 
    
 
   He turned to plead with Miss Hall, but as he opened his mouth a hand gripped his hair and tightened. He squealed and the cock took the opportunity to slide in along his tongue. He attempted to pull back but the hand held his head securely whilst the dick head ran back and fore over his tongue. Automatically his tongue edged out to flatten itself to offer the man more room in his mouth.
 
    
 
   He may have said "please." But the cock was gagging him. It grew slimy around his lips. It was an earthy taste, nutty and fruity. He felt himself groaning. It felt good to have his mouth filled like this. Who would ever find out? The hand moved his head back and fore in rhythm. It was painful. Kyle put up his fingers to try and prise away the tormenting hand. He wanted to tell them he could do it himself but his hand received an almighty painful slap so he brought it back in front of him as he sucked Blue Suit's cock.
 
    
 
   Inside his head a voice was telling him how good he was and obedient as he ought to be, yet he knew he should stop this. Bring it all to a halt right now! Tell them he wanted to leave. But that huge hard cock felt so good inside his mouth. He was moaning, a low needy animal noise as he remembered he heard from Kelsey when sucking the artificial penis before the mirror.
 
    
 
   A man's voice in his ear. Grey Suit must have crouched down behind him. He could just see over his shoulder that Grey Suit's erection was thick and long but not as fat as that of Blue Suit.  
 
    
 
   Why did he feel so proud of his talents? His dancing had excited them, made them hard. They were his erections.
 
    
 
   One of the men was speaking in his ear. Breathy, hot, excited. "What sort of girl comes to a party without her panties on?"
 
    
 
   The totally wet cock slid out of his mouth long enough for him to answer, "A slut Sir."
 
    
 
   The cock re-entered and Kyle so badly wanted to suck it all inside.
 
    
 
   A chuckle. "Good girl. A slut. Have you got panties on girl?"
 
    
 
   The cock slide out. "No Sir. I haven't."
 
    
 
   Then back in as the man's mouth nibbled at his ear. "So what does that make you girl?"
 
    
 
   As the cock slipped over his lips trailing precum Kyle felt himself try to lunge for it. "Oh my god. A slut Sir. I am a slut Sir."
 
    
 
   Grey Suit rose and pressed his cock into Kyle's face. Kyle took it as far in as he could, feeling it touch the back of his throat. It wasn't as wet as Blue Suit's yet, but he knew it soon would be.
 
    
 
   Why did he feel so grateful? This was crazy. He wanted to thank Grey Suit for filling his mouth as soon as Blue Suit had left him.
 
    
 
   Blue Suit was now behind him as Kyle felt the masculine man's massive hands grip his hips pulling him upwards.
 
    
 
   Kyle's body complied with the man's efforts until he let himself be manoeuvred into a position where he was kneeling on all fours like a pet.
 
    
 
   "No!" he tried to shout around the cock in his mouth. Something was prodding at his anus. He put a hand under his skirt to try and defend himself but the smack to his naked bottom told him he needed to be compliant. So he returned to all fours, the cock and hand of Grey Suit pinning his head at the front whilst Blue Suit's hands gripped his hips so tightly he was immobile. The cock at his anus pressed again and this time entered him, forcing his head forward so hard over Grey Suit's cock that Kyle felt the wiry hairs irritate his face.
 
    
 
   Tears rolled down his cheeks. He was so aroused. He wanted to rub his cock in its cage. His mind rolled away into sub space. He was theirs, and he desperately needed to gratify them.
 
    
 
   Yet at the same time he knew it was all wrong, all shameful. It was an act he could not ever live down. Two men screwing him and, worse, him reacting so eagerly to it.
 
    
 
   As Grey Suit's cock slipped out of his mouth he hungrily tried to hoover it back in, but Blue Suit's hands held his hips as he fucked Kyle. Kyle was pinned and helpless, totally under the men's control and that felt right. It was like being in an ordered universe where, finally in life, he had a place.
 
    
 
   Fingers under his chin tilting his head back making Kyle open his eyes. That commanding move felt so hot. His entire body was on fire. He was full of lust and need.
 
    
 
   "And tell me slut what do you call a girl who lets two strangers fuck her arse and mouth on the same night she meets them?"
 
    
 
   Kyle was licking at the dribbling cock. "A complete slut Sir. A complete and total slut Sir."
 
    
 
   "And what does that make you little Abbie?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my god I am a complete slut."
 
    
 
   "Are you sure girl?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, yes, yes. Please fuck my mouth please, please."
 
    
 
   "Tell the camera your name honey." Grey Suit used his fingers to make her turn and face a crouching Miss Hall whose android was looking straight at him. A camera?
 
    
 
   "Abbie," he gasped, my name is Abbie."
 
    
 
   "Good girl Abbie," Grey Suit patted his head.
 
    
 
   Kyle felt so good. He had been called a good girl again. And surely he was a good girl too.
 
    
 
   "Now tell the camera what you are Abbie."
 
    
 
   Licking at the precum around his lips and chin Kyle smiled, "I am a complete and total slut Sir.
 
    
 
   "Yes babe you are. But tell the camera."
 
    
 
   Turning to face the android tablet Kyle gasped, "I am a complete and total ..."
 
    
 
   Just then Blue Suit began pumping him hard and he fell forwards.
 
    
 
   Grey Suit brought him back onto all fours by gripping his hair and painfully dragging him upwards. 
 
    
 
   "Try again babe. Didn't catch that."
 
    
 
   Lost in a mindless universe Abbie smiled like he knew he had to. "I am a complete and total slut!"
 
    
 
   "Say it again girl."
 
    
 
   Grey Suit slapped Kyle's face really hard. Kyle felt aggrieved. Why did he slap him if had been so good?
 
    
 
   He was being a good girl wasn't he?"
 
    
 
   Slap. He did it again! This is so unfair!
 
    
 
   "I, I, I am a complete and total slut."
 
    
 
   "And again bitch, say it like you mean it!"
 
    
 
   Slap!
 
    
 
   Ow! And suddenly he did mean it. Suddenly he knew what he was. Here on all fours in his scanty little adult school girl outfit being pounded by one stranger in one end and sucking another in his mouth.
 
    
 
   "I am a complete and total slut. I am a complete and total slut. I am a complete ...."
 
    
 
   He didn't finish the sentence as Grey Suit's cock slid home and Kyle was again impaled at both ends, with the two men using him as they wanted. The words 'complete and total slut' bounced around his brain like an echo chamber. He so much wanted to please them. He just wished they had said he had been a good girl. 
 
    
 
   The dick in his mouth suddenly stopped pumping, though his head was still being powerfully held. It throbbed and then pushed deep inside him. 
 
    
 
   No, no. he wanted to stop this. No. this couldn't be happening but oh my God it was so exciting.
 
    
 
   Like a storm passing it all suddenly stopped. And without the support of the men's hands and their members in him he collapsed to the floor, totally exhausted.
 
    
 
   He heard footsteps moving away, chairs scraped on the wooden boards. Voices. Above it all he could hear himself gasping for air as if he had just run a marathon. 
 
    
 
   To lighten the ache in his arm he rolled onto his side dimly realising his hand was between his legs rubbing at his caged cock. He groaned, rising to his haunches.
 
    
 
   Not only had they not told him he was a good girl but now they were acting as if he wasn't even in the room. Miss Hall was sat at her central position. Blue Suit sat back in his place with Grey Suit standing behind them.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall was exasperated. "I cannot give a new girl yet another ten!"
 
    
 
   Grey Suit shrugged. "About as good as it gets."
 
    
 
   Miss Hall was unimpressed. "Only because she was a virgin. Fresh meat. Let us say 8."
 
    
 
   Blue Suit shook his head. "For me she is a real slut. Complete slut. If I got my mates in here she would fuck them all."
 
    
 
   The dowdy middle aged woman huffed. "Please! Such language. A 9 then. I cannot go higher than a 9. It is her first time for heaven's sake!"
 
    
 
   Smiling at Kyle, Blue Suit laughed. "If that's the best you can offer then fine. A 9. Way to go young lady!"
 
    
 
   Grey Suit also grinned at her. "Nice one girl. Will definitely use you again."
 
    
 
   "Thank you sir," Kyle croaked coughing up something warm and sticky. Yuk!
 
    
 
   "Stand up girl!" Miss Hall barked. "You may be a complete slut but there is no reason for you to roll around the floor like that."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Hall." Kyle stiffly rose to his heels, plucking at the hem of his skirt. His legs felt rubbery and his anus felt battered. Bruised and still hanging open. Somehow he fell into position two.
 
    
 
   Miss Hall continued, rattling through the words. "By the powers invested in me by Club Zero Nine I hereby declare you to be a maid in training. Let no one free you unless it is a member of the Club Zero Nine, whose association with Club Zero Nine has been for at least two years and one day. You are as such entitled to wear the maid's uniform with a white badge denoting your trainee status. Your single aim in life is to please our full members and anyone else as directed by a full member." She paused and looked up at Kyle. "I trust that is clear young lady?"
 
    
 
   Kyle's mouth hung open. He had not understood any of that. His brain was not in understanding mode. "Erm. Am I now able to wear the uniform Miss Hall?"
 
    
 
   Groaning Miss Hall shook her head. "Girl. Did you not listen to a word of your induction? You are fortunate that stupidity is not a barrier to advancement as a maid here. In fact it maybe a virtue."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Hall. Thank you Miss Hall."
 
    
 
   "Hmmm." She narrowed her eyes at him. "It is not me you should thank. It is these generous gentleman."
 
    
 
   Giggling Kyle dropped a curtsey.
 
    
 
   Blue Suit laughed. "She has already thanked us. Maybe later tonight babe?"
 
    
 
   "Sir!" Miss Hall slapped both hands hard on the desk. "She is owned by Mister Harrison. Should you want more entertainment from the slut then you should take it up with him." She turned back to Kyle. "Now you go outside and find that other slut Zoe and go to the department store. You will select a uniform and wear it with pride."
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Hall. Oh, Miss Hall?"
 
    
 
   "Yes girl?"
 
    
 
   "Erm. May I have the key please?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my word. Gentlemen can you see what you have created. She is only demanding the key to her chastity device. Foolish tramp. Whatever next? Get out of here. Such matters obviously lie with your owner!"
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Hall, thank you Miss Hall."              
 
    
 
   Zoe was sat on the desk with the other sub girl. They were gossiping but Zoe leapt from the desk the moment Kyle appeared.
 
    
 
   "Abbie! What happened?"
 
    
 
   "Well I passed. I think. Erm. Well," adopting position 8 with one finger over her lips and eyes wide opened Kyle thought hard. "Yes I passed!"
 
    
 
   Suddenly Zoe and her friend were all over Kyle. Cuddling him. Jumping up and down. Squealing.
 
    
 
   Kyle held Zoe close rubbing his groin up against her and Zoe started kissing his cheek. Kyle heard her moan. Their lips met. They groaned together ready for a mouth to mouth kiss.
 
    
 
   "Girls!"
 
    
 
   Miss Hall had appeared from nowhere. 
 
    
 
   "What on earth is all this noise? Stop it you two, at once. Zoe, get her in a maid's outfit and then back to the classroom or Miss Latour's for dance lessons. Oh, perhaps get her cleaned up first. She has been," she coughed and her cheeks flushed, "been, erm, entertaining. Now run along!"
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 19 The Department Store Return
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
   In silence Kyle had showered, dried and had put on his corset, stockings and heels with Zoe fussing around each garment before Kyle slumped on the bed and stared into space.
 
    
 
   Zoe chewed her lip. "Poor Abbie? OK?"
 
    
 
   Tears formed in Kyle's eyes. "Ok? Are you ... I mean do you .... I am a .... I cannot even say it."
 
    
 
   "Complete slut," Zoe answered helpfully.
 
    
 
   Kyle pulled the pillow around his face and wept.
 
    
 
   "Aw!" Zoe sat next to him and then rolled closer, hugging him. "I guess it must be a bit of a shock. But you must have known? Yes? Already? I mean you must have guessed?"
 
    
 
   Looking up at her with hot tears he couldn't believe what she was saying. "Of course not! All I wanted was to be a maid for a few days. I should have listened to Miss Richards!" he banged the pillow with his fists. "She didn't even want to come here until Miss Hall talked her into it."
 
    
 
   "I guess it hits us in different ways. I think I always knew really. Just had not thought about it. And Penny was on top of the moon when she realised what she was. I guess it is the release. We all react differently."
 
    
 
   Sitting up Kyle felt he wanted to slap the stupid blonde. "But Penny and you are real girls. And yes I can see Penny is a complete slut. Any guy can! You only have to see her move and act."
 
    
 
   "Well," Zoe giggled, "some of the people upstairs might say the same about the rest of us."
 
    
 
   "Zoe! You can see who the tramps are on the streets. I am not saying they would screw just anyone. But some girls are clearly up for sex more than others."
 
    
 
   Zoe grinned. "And we make the best maids!"
 
    
 
   Groaning Kyle stroked the foolish girl's cheek. "But you are a real girl. You said you always knew it."
 
    
 
   The maid bristled. "Humph! And are you telling me that when you dressed in the privacy of your bedroom you never thought about looking sexy?"
 
    
 
   "No. Well yes. Of course. That was the point. Well, feeling sexy. A guy can never look sexy."
 
    
 
   "Uh-uh. Duh! And what makes a girl sexy? Huh?"
 
    
 
   "Look I didn't mean to upset you I ..."
 
    
 
   "What makes a girl sexy?" It wasn't like Zoe to insist, but she appeared upset at Kyle's attitude.
 
    
 
   "I don't know. Stockings, heels, short ..."
 
    
 
   "No!" Now it was Zoe's turn to groan at the foolish girl before her. "Oh my! You really are an airhead!"
 
    
 
   Kyle was cross. Who was she to call him an airhead? "And why is that?"
 
    
 
   "Because duh! Let's see if you can think this through for yourself. Why do heels or skirts or stockings make a girl sexy?"
 
    
 
   "I don't know, because they feel good. They make her look sexy, that's why."
 
    
 
   "Look sexy to whom?"
 
    
 
   "Guys of course!"
 
    
 
   "At last. So the measurement of how attractive a girl is, is the guy's reaction."
 
    
 
   "I suppose." Kyle felt himself pouting. How come he was being outthought by Zoe, of all people? 
 
    
 
   "So for you to dress sexily then you had to dress for guys!"
 
    
 
   "Erm ...." Kyle could not think of an argument against this apparent logic.
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled. "See?"
 
    
 
   "Well ...."
 
    
 
   "But I am not gay!"
 
    
 
   From nowhere Zoe kissed Kyle's nose and wrinkled her features in such a cute fashion Kyle felt he wanted to cum there and then.
 
    
 
   "Silly! Of course you are not."
 
    
 
   Kyle embraced the adorable maid. "I knew you'd understand."
 
    
 
   "None of us are gay. Maids are of service to whoever wants us."
 
    
 
   "Ahhhh! So it doesn't matter if they are male or female."
 
    
 
   Zoe laughed, taking Kyle's hands in her own. "No silly! Our pleasure comes from serving others and doing as we are told. That's why we need strong owners to ensure we do exactly that."
 
    
 
   "I see." It was all falling into place.
 
    
 
   "Oh you will have to chat to Miss Richter about it. She explained it to me a few times. Took me a while to get it too. Trouble with being blonde I guess! At least I think I understand. Whenever Miss Richter explains it then I know she right." 
 
    
 
   Then she laughed so infectiously that Kyle was giggling with her. Two naughty maids. They embraced and Kyle felt a rush of deep love for this wonderful, if somewhat giddy, maid.
 
    
 
   "No wonder you are so popular upstairs!"
 
    
 
   "I have a feeling you will be too."
 
    
 
   Suddenly the smile washed from Kyle's face. "Oh my god!"
 
    
 
   "What is it?" Zoe leaned back still holding Kyle's hand.
 
    
 
   "Oh no!"
 
    
 
   "Abbie? What is the matter?"
 
    
 
   "That horrible bully, Mister Harrison, will ... I mean surely they won't but, I mean does Miss Hall tell him everything?"
 
    
 
   The terror in Kyle's eyes made Zoe search for a kind way to put it. "Well, I suppose she might ..."
 
    
 
   Kyle threw his face back in the pillow. "I can't face him. I hate him. He will laugh at me. Oh my God. He will know what I said!" For a moment his body stopped shaking. "He will know what I did!" Twisting around he looked up at the maid. "Zoe, what am I to do?"
 
    
 
   "Well he is your owner," she said, regretting how unhelpful she was.
 
    
 
   Kyle threw his face into his hands with the thought he would hide his face forever. Shame enveloped him from his toes to the top of his head. All over his body his smooth skin came to life, tingling. He suddenly realised how people could die of shame.
 
    
 
   "Oh, no, no, no," he repeated.
 
    
 
   Stroking Kyle's hair Zoe spoke softly, "You did say yourself Abbie. Guys can see it a mile off in a girl. From the way she dresses, acts, speaks. Maybe he always knew it."
 
    
 
   "Right. I need to get this stupid chastity cage off me. I need to get out of here right now!" His eyes grew wide. "Oh God. Out of here right now before Miss Richards finds out about it all! Zoe help me! Please."
 
    
 
   Smiling, Zoe planted a sweet kiss on Kyle's cheek. "Come with me. No leash. I want you to see something."
 
    
 
   "I only want to see the door marked 'car park this way.'"
 
    
 
   Taking Kyle's hand she led him back out of the door. It felt strange to be walking without a leash for guidance or secured in the cuffs. 
 
    
 
   They walked down the industrialised hallways with their pipes until Kyle knew where they were going. Within moments they were at the Department Store.
 
    
 
   Zoe dragged him in, giggling.
 
    
 
   There were a few maids dotted about the place. Some wearing little more than gorgeous corsets and stockings, others in full maid's outfits and some trying on revealing tight dresses. A few dommes patrolled the room, the crops sticking out from their boots.
 
    
 
   Kyle stopped in shock. "Miss Taylor!"
 
    
 
   The blonde domme who had been the first to walk Kyle on a leash seemed shocked at first until she checked the name tag. "Aw Abbie. Wow. What a difference a few days makes."
 
    
 
   Zoe giggled.
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor wore a similar one piece black leather body and fishnets as he had seen on that first morning, and she looked just as stunning. His dick would have erected immediately had it not been confined so tightly in Mister Harrison's nasty device. 
 
    
 
   Zoe curtseyed. "Please Miss Taylor, Abbie here is now a trainee maid!"
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor laughed. "Well done. Just think only a few days ago you thought you would be controlling everything." She slid the cane out from her knee length boots and pushed it beneath Kyle's chin. "You don't think that any more do you?"
 
    
 
   Standing on his toes as the cane pressed deeper into his flesh, Kyle squeaked, "No Miss Taylor."
 
    
 
   "I can't wait for your slutty mouth to show me what it has learned!"
 
    
 
   Kyle winced at the words slutty mouth. It hurt more to know that the words were undeniable. It felt both humiliating and hot all at the same time. He was a slut and everyone knew it.
 
    
 
   "Why don't you get down on your knees for me like a good little girl?"
 
    
 
   Kyle obeyed without a second thought. It seemed easier to obey then face the consequences of anything else. It just wasn't worth the effort of being disobedient. On his stockinged knees he stared at the sexy creature's tight groin encased in leather and desperately wanted to lean forward and kiss her. The cane tapped beneath his chin forcing him to look up at the young girl's face.
 
    
 
   "Now Abbie, you won't be controlling anything in the future will you?"
 
    
 
   "No Miss Taylor."
 
    
 
   Miss Taylor tapped the cane warningly. "Say it as a sentence, bitch."
 
    
 
   "I will not be controlling anything in the future Miss Taylor."
 
    
 
   "Indeed not. In fact you will have to obey every command anyone gives you, won't you?"
 
    
 
   Kyle felt his little dick spurt. His breathing grew shallow and his eyes half closed. "Yes Miss. I will have to obey the command of anyone who gives it to me."
 
    
 
   He was not sure if he managed to even say the words as his brain yet again wallowed in steamy, dreamy pleasure.
 
    
 
   Suddenly his hair was gripped and pulled back. "I will see you very soon you little tramp. And I will ensure you will please me so much I will cum over your face!"
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Taylor, thank you Miss Taylor."
 
    
 
   With that the hot dominatrix was gone, leaving Kyle to clamber back on to his heels. As soon as he thought it safe he whispered to Zoe, "Did you see that?"
 
    
 
   "Oh my God yes. She must really want you!"
 
    
 
   Kyle understood there were times he was not going to be able to explain anything to this dumb, but loveable, girl.
 
    
 
   "Right, first you need a new corset!"
 
    
 
   "Corset?"
 
    
 
   "Yes of course. You are a trainee maid now! We will have to kit you out from bottom to top."
 
    
 
   They walked through the racks of corsets and Kyle was so aroused by their appearance and feel he could cum there and then. When Zoe helped him into an exquisite little number of silks and decorative ribbons that secured tightly at the back, he thought lust would overwhelm him. 
 
    
 
   His new stockings were so silky and sheer they seemed to stroke his smooth legs as he pulled them up.  His knees were weakening even before the pretty little panties were tugged tightly in place.
 
    
 
   "Zoe I feel faint!"
 
    
 
   The maid laughed. "It's unbearable isn't it? All pleasure and need. And we have no control over sexual release at all. It just builds until you think you cannot take any more and then it builds still again. And then you realise that all the guys know how you feel and then it is even worse." Zoe shivered.
 
    
 
   They made their way through the racks of shoes and boots, all of which would be worshipped by cross dressers like Kyle. There was nothing of any practical use here, it was all decorative.
 
    
 
   "Five inch strappy shoes with a thin heel. Part of the uniform." Zoe held them up. "They should always match the colour of the uniform."
 
    
 
   When the straps gripped his feet and ankles Kyle stood, falling to the classic 'position one.' He found himself whispering hoarsely. "Zoe I am a complete slut. I can't stand this anymore."
 
    
 
   Giggling Zoe led him to the Uniform area. "I think as soon as we put the dress on you I will send you outside to make money for the club. You would make a fortune."
 
    
 
   They chose the classic black maid's dress with built-in petticoat layers of white chiffon. 
 
    
 
   He wore the same apron as Zoe. An over the shoulder number that tied at the back in an exotic bow just above the buttocks. 
 
    
 
   Leading him to the wall mirror Zoe delighted in seeing the sheer astonishment explode over Abbie's face. She giggled as she said, "And just hold still." She pushed the maid's ornamental cap into position and, as Kyle went through positions one to five, Zoe wrapped her arms around him from the back, careful not to disrupt the new trainee maid's view.
 
    
 
   "What do you see?" She asked Abbie.
 
    
 
   Kyle's voice was hoarse but he carefully lisped from the front of his mouth: "A maid Zoe. I am a maid."
 
    
 
   "Uh-uh. And what sort of maid? Tell me the truth."
 
    
 
   "I am a complete slut Zoe. Oh my God I am a complete, slutty maid."
 
    
 
   "It's not just the uniform is it Abbie?"
 
    
 
   As he stared in the mirror tears of pleasure formed in Kyle's eyes as he beheld someone he knew but didn't know. A stranger he had glanced upon in the hidden recesses of his mind when playing with himself for long periods. But now she was out. She was out and she was him. He was her. He was Abbie the complete slut of a maid. There was no denial, no going back. Shaming and invigorating, constraining and liberating. He was himself. Abbie was he, Abbie was she, and he could never again pretend otherwise.
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