
        
            
                
            
        

    
Palmer’s Education

By Deborah Ford

A disturbing tale of cuckoldry, domination and forced feminisation.

Strictly adults only.

My thanks continue for my editor’s input and patient direction.

All Rights reserved

©Deborah Ford 2020

Cover design ©Deborah Ford 2020

Picture credit:/attribution:

Pictures © Can Stock Photo Inc. / 1388361227/by Alex Koral

ISBN: 978-1-71699-743-3

Warning: This work is for adults only. It contains material relating to forced feminisation, cuckoldry, bondage, gay situations, humiliation, femdom and other aspects some people may find offensive.


[image: ]

Pictures © Can Stock Photo Inc. / 1388361227/by Alex Koral


High Wood Lyceum of Improvement

Motto: we must improve or be improved.

Having talked his gorgeous wife, Katie into role playing cuckoldry with bulls, Palmer finally discovers a man who encourages his sissy nature. The confident Alpha Male, Ryker talks an already eager Palmer into enlisting in the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement. Palmer is won over at the idea of being indulged in his sissy and chastity fetishes for a few days.

Overwhelmed by his kinky impulse, Palmer fails to see himself walking headlong into a series of traps. With every step he takes, the doors thump shut behind him as the school’s Miss Harding insists on total immersion for her pupils. Even at home Palmer is relentlessly treated by his wife and her lover as a naughty schoolgirl who must do his homework to avoid further punishment.

Meanwhile the school effortlessly educates him in all aspects of being an obedient, sexy sissy ready to graduate into a new world of servitude.

Warning: contains events of a kinky nature: sissy, chastity, bondage, BDSM, beatings, lesbian and male gay events.

All characters are fictitious and not based on people in the real world.
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Chapter 1   The Difficult First Day

“Change is painful, but nothing is as painful as staying stuck somewhere you don’t belong.” Mandy Hale, writer.

“So now your world has changed. A new world order beckons. One where you will be pulled out of the nasty secretive darkness you formerly inhabited. You will learn your place in the new world. Your place in a new order. One in which you will find peace with your inner demons. One where you will be your true selves.” Mrs Harding, Head of High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.

	  


Palmer’s first day as an adult at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement would live long in his memory.

It was like his original first day at school, around 20 years before. Then he recalled standing in the wintery playground, leaning into the comfort of his mother as he took in the raucous, rumbustious children before him.

They scared him.

There was nothing raucous about the sight in this school yard. Two silly looking sissies in their matching school uniforms stared nervously back at him. Their uniform consisted of silky white blouse beneath a navy-blue pinafore styled short, pleated dress, that flared over naked white thighs, decorated with goosebumps. White socks and clumpy Mary Jane shoes with a small heel completed the outfit. The tie was neatly hidden by the dress top, though their locked leather collars sat above their blouse collars.

Both the sissies wore ill-fitting wigs. One was podgy, with dark eyes, the other tall, and slightly crouched around the shoulders, as if self-conscious of his height. Both were clearly nervous.

Palmer knew the skirt was painfully tight around their waists because he wore exactly the same uniform, with an identical navy-blue pinafore dress. He had wheezed when his wife, Katie tugged the zip up his back, the dress crushing him in a tight embrace so that the flared skirt felt positively obscene in its length and looseness about his hips. Any gust of wind would send it floating around his hips, revealing his tight, little white panties decorated with the embarrassing pink flowers.

Each of the other two sissies stood cowering with a neatly dressed, and sexy looking woman. They were each leashed, from a white leather collar to a brutish looking male. They were those sort of tough looking guys who think too much of themselves. The ones other men avoided.

Palmer was the mirror image, standing with his own sexy wife, plus a white leather collar leashed to her lover, the terrifying Ryker. For amusement Ryker would sometimes yank the lead to make Palmer topple forwards.

At the end of the yard stood the imposing school, a 1930’s red brick building bearing the name: High Wood Lyceum of Improvement. A tall, concrete wall skirted the school play area, preventing any shocked eyes gazing at the oddities to be found within the enclosure.

“I’ve changed my mind, Ryker,” Palmer whispered as quietly as he could to his leash holder.

He looked up as plaintively as he could at the unyielding dark-skinned Ryker, who leaned down to say: “Suzie, don’t worry. It’s only natural. A dumb sissy like you will love it. And remember, it’s Daddy when at the school.”

Palmer made to argue when a fussy middle-aged woman in neat office wear, along with a tall black woman, in a black leather cat suit, emerged from the building. They made the short distance to the strange group with a determined pace as if there was not a moment to be lost.

The middle-aged woman stopped short a few steps from the group and smiled pleasantly. Instantly, Palmer didn’t trust her.

She spoke, emphasising each syllable of the words, as if to young children, “Aw. Well don’t you all look dandy for your first day.”

The wives in the group giggled, more from general nerves than finding any humour in the line. Katie smiled at her nervous husband, trying to inject some courage into his being.

Palmer swallowed. Just a few metres away Ryker’s imposing white Audi waited, offering a quick escape and safety from this humbling experience.

The middle-aged woman, closed her eyes, preparing her weekly speech, “My name is Miss Harding, I am the Head of the school. Your Daddies have already met me of course. This,” she indicated the giant black woman in the figure-hugging outfit beside her, “is Miss Bourne.”

Miss Bourne must have towered well over six foot, though the incredible heels on her knee length boots would have contributed to much of that. She lifted back her chin to gaze down upon them all as if she were a queen. If Miss Harding was somewhat frumpy, then the black Miss Bourne was the epitome of sexy elegance. She was resplendent in an all leather cat suit that rolled tightly over her curves as if she had been dipped into hot leather and it left to mould tightly to her skin.

Miss Bourne’s head tilt was all the movement the assembled group merited, as if the 3 groups, of one wife, one sissy and one Bull, were wholly insignificant.

Miss Harding smiled and continued. “I’m sure all of you silly, fluffy headed sissies are nervous on your first day. Please relax. We at the school will do all we can to accommodate your every need. And my, my, won’t you have an exciting tale to recite to your Mistress Mummies and Daddies on the way home.”

Her words would have been reassuring had there not been an odd flicker in her eyes. She seemed to be not welcoming the sissies so much as smirking at them. Perhaps the last look a mouse sees before a cobra eats it.

Palmer turned to look up at Ryker, ready to plead to be returned back to the warmth of the car. Bare thighs in the Autumn made his entire self feel a vulnerable chill, but as he turned on his Mary Janes, so he felt Ryker snatch at the leash and tug him forward.

Palmer’s neck trailed the tug as he found himself staring up at the formidable Miss Bourne in her tight leather outfit. Her breasts looked so neat and sexy, protruding like two mounds through the leather, itching to be felt. Palmer felt his dick flourish in its little chastity cage.

Palmer protested loudly over the weekend that he would be locked in chastity with only the school and Ryker holding a key. It was a terrifying thought to someone who had only been locked up for a maximum of six hours. Even then, that was two hours voluntary captivity, then four hours of pleading with Ryker who had hidden the keys. Palmer was disappointed at his wife’s manner. Rather than supporting his pleading to her lover, she found the whole event to be hilarious. In fact, Katie had to bury her face in the cushions on the sofa to pretend to hide her amusement at his plight.

Miss Bourne advanced, grabbed the leash handle from Ryker, and led Palmer skipping forward on his little heels towards the two other sissies who gazed with huge eyes and rounded mouths at the spectacle.

Within seconds Miss Bourne had pulled together the other leashes from the macho guys and was lugging the three sissies towards the school building.

Palmer just heard Miss Harding lower her voice to the wives and their Bulls, as she said, “You know all about their intro day, something of course of which the silly sissies are wholly ignorant. As they should be. You can read more on the PDFs online. But please be assured, we will only deal with them in the way that their Daddies have prescribed in the ticked boxes.”

Boxes ticked? Palmer felt a troubling electric charge in his tummy. What on earth had all the Bulls agreed to? Why wasn’t he consulted?

The Head’s voice trailed away as they approached the double doors beneath the sign, “High Wood Lyceum of Improvement”. Palmer noticed the smaller words: “Motto, We Must Improve or Be Improved.”

The doors clattered open and shut on Miss Harding’s speech.

What more was she saying? Didn’t he need to hear it, so he knew what was happening? How could he discuss the proposed lessons if he didn’t know what they were? Clearly, they hadn’t thought through their plan.

Palmer and the other sissies took in each other’s wide-eyed apprehension.

Somehow, he felt it unwise to speak, not that the Amazonian black woman appeared concerned as to anything they might say. She was already banging through an internal set of double doors labelled: “No Sissies beyond this point without permission.”

As they squeezed through the doors, being hauled along by the impatient Miss Bourne, Palmer heard the doors thunk closed behind him. An electronic lock whirred mechanically closed, sealing them shut. He twisted about to see the doors had shut and they now had the appearance of cell doors. This must be what it’s like on the first day of a prisoner’s incarceration. Prison gates sealing out the exterior world and drawing the anxious prisoner into an unknown alien world.

Miss Bourne’s heels clip clopped rhythmically as she dragged her terrified charges briskly down a long corridor.

With windows set high up, Palmer saw little of the town, save a for a grey cloudy sky, threatening storms. His attention was glued to the rhythmic sway of Miss Bourne’s perfect derriere. Had he not been so sick with trepidation his dick might have risen to the occasion, filling the plastic chastity device.

The sissies no longer shared their fears with the other trapped adult schoolgirls, rather they were lost in their own unease. What on earth had they agreed to?

	  


The classroom’s high ceiling allowed for more lofty windows set high up the wall, so that they only revealed the billowing clouds beyond their confines. The sensation of being held captive was exacerbated by the hefty classroom door closing solidly behind them.

There were various old school desks, with tall bar room stools placed behind each. Each stool had a support for the small of the back. The walls were littered with TV screens, a couple of white boards and posters showing photos of school uniformed sissies striking various poses. One wall was covered with high mirrors stretching from the floor to the ceiling.

An old fashioned large faced clock was secured to the wall, showing the time as 5 minutes past nine. It was the sort of mechanical mechanism you used to see at train stations.

The room was neatly arranged with paraphernalia that Palmer could only imagine being obtained in pervy sex shops. Bondage equipment and punishment devices such as canes and paddles adorned the walls.

Miss Bourne, released their leashes, barking, “don’t say anything. Don’t do anything. And, if you know what’s good for you, keep your mouths shut!”

In shock, they obeyed. The sissies maintained their watch on her lovely bottom as it swung left and right as she made her way to hang the leashes over some coat hangers near the door.

To Palmer’s disquiet he didn’t even recognize some of the punishment tools near the coat hangers. He moaned, wishing he hadn’t agreed to all this. Ryker had been so positive about the arrangements that his wife’s Bull overwhelmed any of Palmer’s caution.

“Listen,” Ryker said, after he’d screwed Katie for the umpteenth time that day. “I know guys like you. Been here before. You love all this sissy nonsense. And there’s a place that’ll help you with it all. Dress you. Do the dom thing. I’ve booked in a couple of sissies in the past. They’ve all thanked me for it in the end. You’ll be right at home. You’ll love it.”

Ryker had carelessly painted a picture of sissy bliss which had Palmer’s plastic chastity device filling with his engorged cock. It sounded really hot, like a dreamy work of fiction.

Right now, in the chilly intimidating classroom he felt anything other than hot. He was scared and vulnerable If you want to feel vulnerable then wear a short, flared skirt that constantly threatens to reveal more of you than you’d like. Somehow the restricting tightness of the upper part of the uniform made the lower part feel even more embarrassingly exposed.

As soon as Miss Harding returned, he would explain to her that it wasn’t what he had in mind and, if it were all the same with her, could she phone Ryker or Katie to take him home. He would be polite, but they needed to know this isn’t what he had imagined from Ryker’s enthused description.

However, Miss Harding arrived with such force, determination and energy that he didn’t have a chance to speak. She was like thunder bursting into the room.

The Head stood before them, running her red fingernailed hands down over her thick skirt. Not only had the smile vanished, but she now looked as if she had never in her life experienced any amusement or joy.

In the school yard, she had appeared sporting a welcoming smile, as if greeting residents in a hotel on their first day. She was now a pitbull snarling at the adult schoolgirls. Each of her words delivered with a barbed steel that penetrated their very being.

“Now listen up sissies. All your life you’ve known what you are. Worthless, silly sissies. Nothing more. From an early age you’ve grabbed your girlie underwear from any source possible, just to satisfy your perverted cravings.”

The three sissies looked down at the floor, mortified to have their secret dark pasts rolled out before them. How did she know?

“So now your world has changed. A new world order beckons. One where you will be pulled out of the nasty secretive darkness you formerly inhabited. You will learn your place in the new world. Your place in a new order. One in which you will find peace with your inner demons. One where you will be your true selves. Heads up girls!”

The sissies caught their breath and looked up through their eyelashes at this daunting woman.

She continued, nastily, “A world in which everyone can see you for what you truly are!”

The head pulled up her mouth at one side and wrinkled her nose. It was an image of disgust. “Look at you. Too ashamed to even catch my eyes. Dumb sissies. You have a great deal to learn. The final test is on Friday.”

Test?

Palmer was so shaken, that along with his two classmates he didn’t respond vocally, just felt his mouth slump open.

“You will be tested at the end of each day to discover what has stuck in those empty heads of yours. I am not optimistic.” She glared at them, “You have a great deal to learn. The final test is on Friday. And no one, and I mean no one is permitted to fail. Clear?”

Their silence was sufficient for Miss Harding to pluck a cane from the wall and wiggle it at them.

“I said, is that clear?”

“Yes,” they said tentatively, one after the other.

Palmer had only experienced the cane once. He cajoled a reluctant Katie into using it during one of their domination games. Katie wasn’t exactly an enthusiastic dominant. She had to be encouraged to play her role as he eagerly bent naked over the end of the bed. Yet the two cuts from the cane had him bouncing straight back to his feet. The pain had been excruciating. So, he knew how the cane could hurt. Its cuts sliced into his memory, and he wasn’t going to allow Miss Harding to use it on him. Clearly, he would have to explain that to her. Maybe a nice little spanking would be alright, if it was all the same with her.

Miss Harding looked from one chastened sissy to the next and sighed.

“Miss Bourne, please fetch a Year Three girl here.”

Miss Bourne sneered at the adult schoolgirls before leaving the room.

“Now, you silly fluffy haired girls are going to learn a few simple instructions. Though you are dumber than a puppy playing with a ball of wool,” she paused for the tentative laughter from the trio, “we will ensure you learn sufficient basics that your Daddies will be proud of you. And that your Mistress Mummies will understand you fully, for what you truly are.”

Feeling a little spurt in his panties, Palmer was drawn by the dichotomy of what was happening. He had been insulted and dared not reply. He had been told that his ‘Daddy’, Ryker, would be proud of him, though the Head of the school didn’t say why. If that induced troubling niggles in his tummy that was nothing compared to the line about his Mistress Mummy. His wife would see Palmer for ‘what he was’. That didn’t sound good. Yet the helplessness had aroused him. His panties felt damp.

What was going on down there? Moreover, what was going on in his head?

Miss Bourne returned bringing a delightfully sexy girl behind her.

Though wearing the same uniform as Palmer, this new girl was clearly female and hot. He quickly noted the curly blonde perm that bounced on her smiling head. Her pink lipsticked full lips and eyes darkened by heavy use of makeup. Beneath her flared skirt she wore tights that made her thighs appear tanned golden brown. Rather than the blocky Mary Janes, she wore elegant, high heeled shoes.

A steel collar was fastened about her neck, with no obvious sign of a lock.

What drew Palmer’s breath was her beaming confidence, as if she were delighted to be here with them.

As Miss Bourne released the leash, so the girl fell smartly into a pose, hands behind back, one knee before the other, attentively awaiting further instruction.

Feeling his little dick uselessly expand in its tiny chamber Palmer took in her dark thighs. Somehow the dark tights and pristine white socks drew the eye leeringly to the exposed part of her legs.

“This, girls, is a girl from Year Three. You,” she said pointedly, “are Year One. As you can see, she is graceful and obedient. As stupid as you three are, but she is able to comply with any instruction issued by an adult. Her name is on the label on her collar.”

Studying the girl’s lovely curves, Palmer’s eyes rolled up to her collar and noticed an engraving of her name: “Melody” imprinted on the front.

Miss Harding walked to a space before the desks and lifted Melody’s chin as if proud of what she was about to declare. “In the space of just a few short weeks you too will be as hot and as desirable as her. Her simple presence will inflame the desires of any red blooded, real male,” she grinned her horrible grin, “and most women. Isn’t that right Melody?”

Melody momentarily showed alarm at being asked a question. She mulled over her possible reply for what appeared to be an eternity, before giggling and shrugging as if lost for words.

“Melody, be a good girl and demonstrate to these graceless reprobates how a good girl sits on a stool.”

As if thrilled at being given an instruction, Melody beamed, before excitedly walking to the nearest stool, her bottom rhythmically jerking one way then the other. She paused. Slid, arse first on to the stool, raising her skirt as she did so. She pulled her thighs together, allowing her skirt to drape over the seat.

“A picture of elegance, I am sure you all agree,” Miss Harding said.

The taller, stooped sissy with the misplaced dark wig, gasped. “Oh my. She certainly does.”

Melody’s delight faltered and slid from her face to be replaced with an expression of concern. Her pink lips draped open as she stared hard at the white board.

An icy mood flooded the room. The trio of newbies held their breath, yet none knew why they felt such terror. It was as if Melody’s fear radiated through every one of them.

After a millennium of steely silence, Miss Harding spoke sotto voce, “I see we have a silly little girl here who doesn’t know what her mouth is for.”

Her glare fell on the tall sissy, who defensively put a hand to his mouth.

Palmer’s head fell as he glanced cautiously at the tall girl. Palmer may not understand what was taking place in this classroom, but he knew a faux pas when he heard one.

Wiggling the cane to create a threatening whoosh sound, Miss Harding said, “As you have yet to receive instruction, I will spare you all. But be clear about this, young ladies. Should one of you so much as utter a single word without being asked a question by an adult, then I will tan the hides of all three of you.” She turned to Miss Bourne: “As ignorant as dishwater.”

Miss Bourne shook her head with weary contempt.

“I am determined to make your Daddies proud of you.” Miss Harding’s eyes sparkled. “Now. Melody has been a good girl and shown you how to sit on a stool. Your very first lesson. Notice girls, how the skirt is not permitted to form a layer between your pantied bottoms and the seat. It is important that you are in constant state of reminder about your flimsy clothing and vulnerability.”

Melody’s wide eyes beamed, making Palmer’s tummy warm and his cock engorge. She stepped down and again elegantly positioned herself atop the stool. As Miss Harding had advised, the skirt hung down over the chair, so Palmer realised she was sitting directly on her bottom. What struck Palmer was the sheer grace of how the girl performed a simple action such as sitting on the stool.

The Head turned attention to the three sissies. “OK. Let us see how you dumb bitches deal with it. Mount a stool behind one of the desks like the good girls I know you can be.”

Feeling awkward Palmer clambered on to the stool. It was so high his feet were a foot above the ground, left to nestle on a bar between the front legs.

Miss Harding and Miss Bourne made obvious their scorn at their efforts.

“Get down at once,” the Head roared.

Palmer stumbled down so quickly he caught his Mary Jane in the foot of the bar and was fortunate to maintain his balance.

“Dear Lord,” Miss Harding sighed. “The school motto is ‘We Must Improve or be Improved’. That is one of ten facts you will learn today and be tested up on before you leave tonight.”

Palmer’s mouth went dry at the thought of a dreaded test. Ryker had sold the school to him on the basis that it would be fun. He had assured Palmer that all the sissies he had cuckolded had loved the lessons. But he hadn’t mentioned the tests!

Miss Harding told Melody to yet again demonstrate the art of gracefully sitting on a high stool and flourishing the short skirt about the seat.

It took a quarter of an hour of attempts before Miss Harding shook her head and said, “That will have to do for now. This will be part of your homework tonight.”

“Homework?” Palmer muttered out loud, gasping as he realised, he had spoken.

Miss Harding was a little shorter than Palmer but possessed a fearsome bull like quality to her demeanour that cowed those before her.

“Were you asked to speak?”

She glared at Palmer until his eyes fell to the floor and he swallowed.

He squeaked, “Erm, no Miss Harding.”

“Not speaking to an Adult unless spoken to, is one of the instructions you will be learning today young ladies.”

Nibbling his lip Palmer decided the best response was to nod his head.

Turning to Melody, Miss Harding said, “Be a good girl and fetch Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt, will you. Oh, and tell them to bring their cameras and horses.”

With a smiley, “Yes Miss Harding,” Melody wiggled from the classroom. The eyes of all the sissies glued to her splendid derriere and its erotic movements under the short flouncy skirt.

Palmer didn’t like the sound of this. Horses? Cameras? Miss Bourne caught his eye and sneered knowingly at him. Palmer felt an urge to flee this absurd school and call Ryker to come and pick him up. Only trouble was, he didn’t have a phone and secondly, he was too damned terrified to do anything other than see what Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt would bring into their classroom. Surely it wouldn’t be real horses would it?

Worse what sort of men were Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt. Palmer hoped they were sissies. The last thing he wanted was to have real men stare at him with scorn.

	  


As Palmer was bent over one of the horses, he had the answers to some of his questions, but these in turn raised terrifying new queries.

Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt were those thick set, hairy arsed, no-nonsense males with whom you avoid any argument.

Both men wore casual clothes, the balding one, appearing older, his thinning his hair meshed with grey. He walked with that crouched appearance of man about enter a wrestling ring, ready to do battle. The younger man, maybe in his thirties, was more wiry, though still with broad shoulders. In fact, both the guys had that terrifying ready to fight demeanour you get around rugby clubs. Both were about 6 foot and had a rough unshaven look.

They had planted the padded trestles, or horses as Miss Harding called them, before the wall of mirrors. Once satisfied with their positions, they brusquely manhandled the sissies over the leather padded bar, securing their wrists to the front legs and their ankles spread out and secured to the trestle rear legs. It was only when all the sissies were secured into their humiliating positions that the two men took video cameras from a sports bag, and after a brief check on the settings, began to record the sissy’s discomfort.

Palmer wriggled so that his tummy was more comfortable over the bar but was perfectly aware that his tight, white panties were on full view. Due to his predicament, the miniscule skirt part of his pinafore dress rose up like a curtain. He hadn’t felt this vulnerable since the time he had agreed that his wife’s lover, Ryker, could spank him. He had regretted that agreement the moment he was hauled over Ryker’s knee.

When the men’s cameras focused on Palmer, he hid his blushing face by looking away, his cheek resting on the dark cushioned leather of the trestle beam.

Miss Harding, Miss Bourne and the sexy Melody stood between the sissies and the mirrors.

“Even the dumbest of my sissies say they have never forgotten their first lesson. Even years after the event.” Miss Harding said with smug, self satisfaction. “This will hurt. There will be no mercy. If you complain we will continue your beating. You will be beaten until you know, you will never again be naughty before a teacher in this school. Eventually, you will be well behaved before any adult. You will make the school proud of you. And in so doing, you will achieve an inner peace and satisfaction for which you will be grateful.”

Not feeling particularly grateful right then, Palmer swallowed. He should have run for it before being secured. Though, how ridiculous he would have looked running down the high street in his silly little uniform! That image didn’t warrant a second alarming thought. But surely anything would be preferable to what he now faced.

Oh God! Suddenly there was a camera in his face, pointing right at him. He tried to divert his attention to anything in the room other than the camera, but the lens was as hypnotic as a snake. The man then swept the camera on to the podgy sissy next to him, who squealed at the intrusion.

The Head, Miss Bourne and Melody each now held a leather strap that divided into tails of about six inches in length.

Miss Harding appeared satisfied with herself. “This, young ladies, is a tawse. Scottish in origin. Tawse is the plural of taw, spelt t-a-w. Oh you do learn so much when in school, girls. It was used on miscreants in educational establishments north of the English border. It might be known as the school strap or occasionally the belt. The Scots, an eminently practical and inventive race, saw it as an excellent means of disciplining unruly children.”

She stepped forwards, making the sissies strain their necks to take in the awful implement in her hand.

“So effective is it, that courts throughout Scotland followed the schools in using it on those who transgressed. The armed forces came to use it. And now, you will discover how effective it is at maintaining much needed discipline.”

With a tilt up of her head and a superior smile she made her way behind the chubby sissy to Palmer’s right.

Miss Bourne grinned and circled around the upturned Palmer. She rested a hand on the small of his back, leaned down, with the sound of gently creaking leather, and whispered, “Oh, I’m glad I got you. You’ve looked terrified since you got here. Now you’ll know why.”

Tears formed in Palmer’s eyes from the vulnerability of his position. He was so helpless. He wanted to say ‘Please’ but dared not.

For a moment the first slap seemed to be all noise and fury but no pain. There was a swoosh, a slap and Palmer jerked over the horse. But then the hurt came, like thunder after the lightening. An electric stinging across the top of his buttocks radiated through his body. He squirmed but already there was a second swoosh. He steadied himself but felt his body thrown against the leather padding.

“Ugh.” He wanted to cry out that he had learnt a lesson, but again the words, wisely, didn’t come.

The belting continued. Rhythmic. Slow deliberate and agonising. Slap. ‘Yelp’. Slap. ‘Yelp’. Slap. ‘Yelp’.

The hot tears flooded his eyes. In part from the pain. In part the humiliation. But mostly because he had no power over what was taking place. He was a mere puppet at the control of others.

He would never return to this damned school again. Not ever. This was barbaric.

That was before the girls experienced their first consolation.

	  


Palmer lost any sense of time or place. His arse raged and with his hands secured at the front of the horse, he was unable to rub it. Not that he wanted to touch the fiery flesh.

He sobbed, sniffing up huge globs of snot. It was then that he discovered a camera only inches from his face, recording his every mortification. Even in his state of distress he made the logical plan that he had to get hold of those tapes and destroy them. He didn’t relish being the star of PornHub.

Miss Harding raised her chin and said, “Right young ladies. I believe a lesson has been learnt. Your improvement has begun. People think you sissies are too dumb to learn, but with patience and resolve, we at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement, are determined to improve your disposition. One day you too will stand here like Melody.”

Through the blur of tears, Palmer watched as Melody beamed at the compliment before blushing childishly.

Ha! Thought Palmer, now they are pretending that Melody is a sissy when everyone can see she is a genuine girly girl.

Clapping her hands Miss Harding announced: “OK, release the sissies.”

As Miss Bourne unclipped the ties securing Palmer’s wrists she spoke in a low voice. “You are so gorgeous I could eat you up. I love sissies when they are scared and clueless.”

Taking in her malevolent grin, Palmer gasped. She was so hot in her tight black leather cat suit, yet absolutely terrifying. So why did his little dick fill its chamber whenever she was close to him?

Once on his feet Palmer watched as the terrified other sissies looked at the floor as they mopped away their tears. Their sniffles every bit as loud as Palmer’s.

“After a well deserved punishment it is important for sissies to show they are loved and cared for.” Miss Harding smiled fondly. “Girls, you will revisit the horse in a few hours, for a little reward for advancing with your lessons. You will discover that the horse can be used for great joy as well as discipline. Compensation for your trials and tribulations. But first we must get you to the hairdressers and makeup workshop. My, you all look like some drag queens brought in from the local pub.”

This was too much for Palmer to take in. Hairdressers? Makeup workshop? Worse, he was going to be reacquainted with the horse! He swallowed. Didn’t they realise that if he wasn’t allowed to speak, he couldn’t ask to leave this madhouse and return to the safety of his home?

Yipes! He groaned out loud. Miss Bourne had whirled his hands behind his back and cuffed them in a single, experienced action. He pulled at the steel handcuffs knowing he was trapped until someone released him. He watched in awe as Miss Bourne tackled the chubby sissy in the same way. Two simple movements locked his hands behind his back. Then Miss Bourne did the same to the third taller sissy.

This was outrageous and Palmer would have to make a complaint as soon as he could.

	  


And the pernickety Palmer’s list of complaints grew by the minute.

At the hairdressers three lovely looking, steel collared schoolgirls strapped them to deep, highchairs before mirrors and removed their wigs. They then set about adding hair extensions in the most painful hairdressing process Palmer could envisage. It was as if his hairs were being individually dragged from his scalp. He and the other two sissies squealed in protest, but, despite the hurt, none dared to articulate their protest with words.

They were dyed blonde, given tight flouncing perms making their hair cascade around their faces and turning them into cherubic princesses.

The makeup session was a gruelling, testy hour of being shown by the girls how to apply makeup from a base up to the detailed eyes and lips. The sissies had to show they could do it themselves – with decidedly mixed results.

Miss Bourne laughed unkindly at their efforts. “Don’t worry. By the end of the week you’ll be experts in applying your faces.”

Indeed, already at the end of the hour the sissies were far improved in their appearance from how they were on arrival at the school.

Somehow the eyes were larger, the dark makeup and the light eyeshadow having a magical effect on them. The pink lipstick now decorated fuller, more pouty lips. The makeup slimmed the nose and highlighted the cheekbones.

Palmer was so mesmerised by his attractive appearance in the mirror that he didn’t hear Miss Bourne command them to stand.

“Sissy!” Miss Bourne bellowed at Palmer, who jumped out of his chair in fear and shock.

Laughing at the hapless sissy Miss Bourne shook her head, saying, “Oh, you silly air headed dreamboats. We will go down for a supervised lunch and then return to the classroom. For a supervised lunch you are not permitted to speak unless spoken to.”

Lunch was a piece of unbuttered bread with a variety of vegetables. Palmer felt hungrier when he finished than when he started.

	  


Mister Rocco and Mister Wyatt were busy in the classroom when the three sissies returned, cuffed and leashed. They were led by Miss Bourne who told them again to keep quiet in a gruff manner indicating she didn’t expect any arguments.

Miss Harding was directing the two burly men in rearranging the ‘horses’ until they were 90 degrees from the mirrors, pointing straight at the reflections.

“Oh my, my, my,” Miss Harding announced on seeing the primped sissies. “What an improvement. Exactly what my school is all about. Remember our motto, we must improve or be improved. Excellent work Miss Bourne. By the end of the week they will certainly be ready to move up to the next level. You’ll all be Year Two girls”

Next level? Year Two? Palmer was seething. He had not agreed to any of this with Ryker, his wife’s lover. He had been assured by Ryker that the school was a safe space for sissies like him. During the informative and friendly chat, Ryker had his arm around Palmer’s wife, Katie, as he languidly explained that Palmer would be able to dress as he pleased. Nothing had been said about a humiliating school uniform, which he was only introduced to at the weekend before his school start.

Though, once Ryker and Katie disappeared to the master bedroom, Palmer secretly, paraded himself about the second bedroom before the mirrors. He admired the way the skirt moved around his hips whenever he walked or turned.

When Palmer protested that very Monday morning about wearing an overly short pinafore dress outside the home, Ryker had shrugged. “School rules. It’s only part of the process. Don’t fret.” He had then scowled at Palmer preventing any further discussion.

Ryker was not the sort of guy with whom it is worth discussing anything. Once his mind was made up then it was end of debate.

For her part Palmer’s wife, Katie, said, reassuringly, “Aw. Palmer. You wanted this. Why not just see how it goes. Eh?”

She had given him that lowered head, wide eyed look that always melted his resistance. So Palmer ended up in the rear seat of Ryker’s white Audi being driven to the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement in the middle of a town just a few miles outside the city.

Mister Rocco and Mister Wyatt picked up their cameras and began filming the sissies. If only Palmer was permitted to speak then he could quietly point out that they shouldn’t be curtailing his human rights by videoing him. He would need to ensure the pictures were destroyed as soon as he could.

“OK girls,” Miss Harding announced, “You can recognise Melody from her name etched on her collar. Isn’t that helpful? As you can see, it is difficult to tell you airheaded tramps apart now you have your hair and makeup in place.”

Palmer could see that the three sissies were indeed like triplets. Their curly blonde hair and uniforms presented them as nearly identical. Only their heights and weights drew attention to any differences.

“To help us identify you by name, you will each have your very own steel collar. Isn’t that divine?” Miss Harding smiled benignly, like an aunt with a Christmas present for her favourite nieces.

She waved an arm at her desk on which there lay three glistening steel collars.

Palmer gulped. The collars hinged at the rear and circled around to a menacingly austere locking mechanism at the front.

“Melody,” Miss Harding said, “Please attend to this.”

“Yes Miss Harding,” Melody bounced towards the desk, her bottom wiggling as if on pistons.

She held a collar in her two hands and approached the tall girl, with the slouched shoulders. Miss Harding took out a key and unlocked the sissy’s present collar.

“Your Daddies have helpfully given us the keys to your collars. Aren’t Daddy’s helpful?”

No one replied. For a brief moment the tall girl’s neck was naked, and then Melody giggled and pulled the collar around her neck. It locked with an emphatic clunk.

“Izzy!” Giggled Melody.

Miss Harding grinned. “Excellent. Now Izzy, you cannot deny your own name when everyone can see it stamped around your neck.”

The girl now called Izzy put her fingers tentatively to the metal and her mouth fell open.

“Next,” Miss Harding said.

This time Melody approached the chubby sissy who stood with her mouth and eyes wide open, a picture of shock.

Miss Harding again unlocked the present collar and Melody locked the new steel collar about the sissy’s neck.

“Bunny!” squealed Melody, as if delighted.

Palmer heard the chubby girl gasp at her mortifying new name and felt his own tummy tingle. Oh my God. What was he about to be called? He was about to be given a girl’s name and hadn’t been involved in choosing it.

As Melody closed in on Palmer, so he noticed that she had exactly the same hair and makeup as him. Her steel collar displayed her name for all to see.

This would be too humiliating for words!

He raised a hand to protest when the menacing Miss Bourne clip clopped into view, towering over them all. She snatched the collar from Melody.

At once Palmer relaxed, Miss Bourne was rescuing him!

Miss Bourne said, “I want to do this one!”

Miss Harding unlocked Palmer’s collar and Miss Bourne with a deliberate, slow motion action curled the collar around Palmer’s neck before clunking it shut.

Palmer shuddered, his finger touching the instrument of bondage. It felt so heavy, and so tight. It gripped his neck in a way in which his former leather collar didn’t. It felt terrifying to have a steel collar locked about him.

Miss Harding announced, “Suzie!”

Suzie? Palmer groaned, that was the name Ryker gave him when he wanted to tease him about him dressing as a sissy. Palmer hated it, far preferring his unisex name of Palmer.

Miss Harding said, “These will be your names from now on. They have been agreed with your Daddies so no complaining. If you wish to have a different name, then chat to your Daddy about it.”

“Got that, Suzie,” Miss Bourne grinned?

“Excellent,” Miss Harding said. “How exciting. Your Daddies and the school have given you new names. You are not permitted to answer to any other name and please ensure you use the correct names when addressing your silly headed school chums. By tomorrow you won’t even think about your old names. And tomorrow is an exciting day. We will be going through your first speech lessons. Isn’t that thrilling?”

Control over Palmer’s own life and existence was flying away like an escaped balloon. It was like standing on a station watching the tail end of one’s train depart into the distance.

“And I want to implant into your minds the names of your Daddy and Mistress Mummy. That is non-negotiable for silly little girls like you. You never use the terms he or him, when speaking of your Daddy. Always say Daddy. The same with Mistress Mummy. Aw. Look at those long faces. Being a sissy should make you sparkle with happiness. Isn’t that right Miss Bourne?”

“Indeed, Miss Harding. Sparkle.” Miss Bourne replied on cue.

The Head smiled, raising her eyebrows in delight. “Look at Melody here. Not a thought in her empty little head. Yet she is wholly happy with her existence. Isn’t that absolutely correct Melody?”

“Yes Miss Harding,” Melody beamed like a puppet prompted into action.

For all his fear, Palmer felt his little dick spurt into his panties, making him uncomfortable, yet oddly aroused. Part of his darker fantasy would be to behave like Melody. Be wholly attractive and submissive doll, primed to move by the commands of others.

Miss Harding said, “So let us see if we can make you three sparkle with happiness. After all you have tried to be well behaved and, at this early stage, that can be as important as being well behaved. Miss Bourne, please take charge and I will watch these silly girls revel in the simple pleasures they can only be permitted when acquiescent.”

Miss Bourne pulled back her shoulders, a giant in the room. “OK girls. Obey my every instruction like good girls. Dumb brats will not be tolerated. Remember the tawse?”

The sissies wriggled with the memory. Palmer’s bottom still burnt.

Moving to the front of the ‘horses’ just in front of the mirrors, Miss Bourne said, “I want you all to mount your horse as gracefully as you can. We do not expect wonders on the first day but be elegant. Climb up and sit astride your horse. Now!”

The ‘now’ was spoken so sharply that Palmer jumped. He made for the horse he’d been bent over that very morning for the punishment from hell. Using his hand on the bar as a balancing aid he was able to hoist himself up and cast a leg over the horse. He settled down on it so that his chastity cage just touched the firm creaking leather of the bar.

Mister Rocco and Mister Wyatt moved about them, videoing their efforts.

“Melody,” Miss Bourne said, “be a good girl and secure them. Wrists at the front and ankles at the rear.”

Palmer watched as Izzy’s wrists were pulled forwards and lashed with belts to the front legs of the horse. Melody then raised Izzy’s ankles to secure them to the back of the trestle.

Izzy was now helplessly fixed to the contraption, her bottom raised but panties just about hidden from view under the skirt.

Melody moved onto the chubby Bunny. As she did so, Miss Bourne gripped Palmer’s wrist making him flinch.

“I’ll deal with you, you little minx,” she said to a shocked Palmer.

She used the ties to bring his wrists together before him, forcing him to lean forwards and take sight of himself in the mirror.

Mister Wyatt zoomed in on Palmer’s wrist bonds as Miss Bourne pulled up his ankles behind him, making him feel unsteady on the horse. Straps soon bound his legs in place, leaving him bent forward. Palmer wanted to dip his blushing face away from the prying lens but found himself again mesmerised by its magnetic eye.

“Melody, play some of that juvenile rock music that sissies seem to like.”

“Yes Miss Harding,” Melody replied sweetly. She wiggled delightfully over to a tablet set into a hifi and swiped the screen searching for a track.

Palmer’s eyes found something in the world more beguiling than the camera lens. The jiggling bottom of Melody. It seemed to flick to the left, pause, then flick to the right. Rhythmic and seducing.

The pop music blew into the room, jarring everyone.

Miss Harding bellowed: “Melody!”

The adult schoolgirl giggled and set about the knobs until the music simply boomed. It was a body grabbing, hip hop number. Thumping bass. Inaudible lyrics.

“OK girls,” Miss Harding smiled. “look at your gorgeous selves in the mirror.”

The sissies did so, red cheeked and shocked at the sexy image staring back to them. Their pink lipsticked mouths hung open adding to their slutty appearance.

“Now girls, rub yourselves against the horse like the naughty girls you are capable of being.”

The sissies looked at each other, one to the other. Dare they? Should they?

Miss Harding was unimpressed with her pupil’s response. “Miss Bourne, use the cane this time. Their lovely bottoms are upturned for a reason.”

As Miss Bourne excitedly plucked the cane from its holder on the wall, so the sissies gently rubbed themselves against the bar. Slowly and self-consciously.

Palmer felt a slice to his already sore bottom. Then another. The cane cruelly whipped through the air before cutting his body, even through his skirt and panties.

Miss Bourne laughed. “Come on Suzie. Faster girl!”

Palmer did as instructed, rubbing his caged cock against the leather, feeling the friction tingle through his being. He knew he was erect in his confines. Trapped and already deeply aroused.

“The rest of you,” Miss Bourne commanded, “faster. I said faster!”

Palmer heard the tell-tale swoosh followed by the slapping sound of cane against panties. Izzy yelped and moments later Bunny squealed.

“Faster girls,” Miss Bourne demanded.

Oh my God, Palmer thought. He needed release from his restraint between his legs. He needed to cum. And cum right now. He moaned loudly.

Miss Bourne settled beside him, talking slowly, emphatically, but in a sweet lullaby manner. “You love this don’t you slut.”

Palmer nodded.

“Tell me what a slut you are, Suzie.”

Palmer garbled some words. His mind had long since fried itself away, leaving a vacuous space where his brain had once existed.

“I can’t hear you slut. Tell me what a slut you are, girl.”

Palmer couldn’t. He was too lost.

Miss Bourne commanded, “Stop Suzie. Stop right now!”

He became still, no longer edging on the leather bar, and stared up at the black dominatrix who had denied him the masochistic pleasure of playing with himself without ever being able to cum.

“Tell me what you are, Suzie. Make it clear.”

“I am a slut,” Palmer said, with vacant eyes and shiny lips of spittle.

“Louder girl.”

“I -am -a -slut,” he said emphatically, ensuring each word would be clear.

He watched a slow smile grow on the face of Miss Bourne. Did that mean she was going to permit him to play again?

A long, protracted pause during which forests around the earth may have risen and died.

Finally, Miss Bourne said, “Then rub slowly, slut. Should be your new name. Slut. That’s it. Rub slowly.”

Palmer ground the bar at a leisurely pace, his half-closed eyes peering into space.

“Nice and slow girl. Good girl. Such a good girl,” Miss Bourne said reassuringly.

At the mention of the words ‘good girl’, Palmer emitted a loud orgasmic groan.

A delighted Miss Bourne said, “so faster slut. Just a little faster. Such a good girl.”

Palmer groaned and rubbed. Rubbed and groaned. His cock firm in its confines. He squirted a long unsatisfying stream into his panties. Somehow this wanton slutty act made him even more aroused. He pulled at his bonds for the simple pleasure of wanting to feel how helpless and secure he was. Waves of arousal rolled through his very being.

“Stop girl.” Again, Miss Bourne spoke gently as if to a doe, not wishing to spook it. “That’s it. Just rest.”

Palmer paused his movements as instructed He knew he was ready to spurt again. Just one more rub and he would do it. He looked longingly at his tormentor, Miss Bourne, but of course remained silent.

Then he gasped. As his eyes focused, he saw what she had in his hands. It was a dildo. A black dildo. There was no doubting its shape and design. One of an average sized cock.

“Now be a good little slut and kiss the tip, Suzie.”

From far away a message was echoing. ‘No’. ‘Don’t’. But it was like a road sign on a foggy highway that couldn’t be made out. Besides his lips were already pouting, preparing for the shameful act. His lips, indeed, his mouth, were not in his control. His neck stretched and he lightly kissed the black plastic.

“And again Slut.”

Miss Bourne’s words were his only connection with the world.

He kissed it again.

“Now be a good little slut and lick it. Show me you want it.”

He licked at the plastic. Quick whips of his tongue.

Miss Bourne spoke evenly, “Oh you so want this in your empty, slutty mouth don’t you? Filling it. Filling your needy, slutty mouth.”

Palmer’s mouthed ‘oh yes’. Maybe he spoke, maybe he didn’t. How did he know? He was floating in orbit and his mouth, lips and tongue were carrying on just fine without him.

“Tell me you want this big black cock in your slutty mouth, Suzie.”

Eyes closed, he mumbled some words.

Miss Bourne laughed gently. “Open your eyes, Suzie. Look at the big black cock.”

He did so. The cock was the only thing in his entire existence.

“Now tell me what you want. You want this big black cock in your slutty mouth, don’t you?”

“Oh God, yes. Yes. Yes please.”

“Then say it girl.”

The dildo was tantalisingly just out of reach of his hungry lips. “I want that big black cock in my slutty mouth.”

“Good girl.”

Those words again! He moaned and spurted. Oh, to be called a ‘good girl’.

“Eyes open. Slut! Say it again.”

“I want that big black cock in my slutty mouth. Oh Please. Please. I beg you. I’ll do anything.”

With that the cock entered between his soft lips, for a moment he thought it would be pushed too far, causing him to gag, but it rested heavily on his tongue. Then it drew back a little, before being brought forward. Back and fore while he sucked and licked. It was so satisfying.

Then it was out of his mouth and he was as empty as bowl. It felt so wrong. His blurry eyes opened to see what had happened.

“Your Daddy would be so proud of you,” Miss Bourne said, like an affectionate nurse, “You want to call him Daddy don’t you?”

“Yes, yes,” he nodded eagerly.

“Say it then, girl. Tell me that you want to call your Daddy, Daddy.”

“Yes, yes. I want to call Daddy, Daddy.”

“Beg to call him Daddy forever. Go on girl, like the slut you are.”

“Yes, yes.” He was hoarse, mind blank, but somehow his mouth could speak. “I want to call him Daddy forever. Oh my god. Please let me call him Daddy forever.”

“Good girl. Such a good girl.”

Oh, those words! They resonated with his total existence.

“Just rub yourself gently on the bar like the slut you really are.”

He did so, growling to the universe in lust.

“And you want to be such a good, obedient little girl for your Daddy, don’t you?”

He nodded blankly.

“Say it like the good girl I know you can be. Say you want to be Daddy’s good obedient little girl forever.”

Rubbing himself and ejaculating regularly, yet without satisfaction, Palmer said, “I want to be Daddy’s obedient little girl.” His eyes hooded and he added, “Forever. I want to be Daddy’s good, obedient little girl for ever.”

“Such a good little girl. Here you are suck the cock like the slut you really are.”

And he did. And he did. And he did.

	  


Late in the afternoon, as the skies outside darkened, a wobbly legged Palmer, still flushed with arousal mounted his stool.

Miss Harding spoke with derision. “Have you forgotten already how to elegantly perch on a stool? Such a simple task, yet you have failed. That is the first part of the test and you have all flunked it. How ditzy can you be?”

Her words skimmed over Palmer’s mushy brain. All he wanted was to have his chastity device removed and to finally be able to cum. There had been an electric masochistic joy at riding the bar and being unable to satisfy himself. Spurt after spurt soaked his panties. But now he finally needed to enjoy a full release.

All he had to do was get through this final hour of school before he was to be picked up by Ryker and his wife, and then returned to the security of his home. No doubt they’d had a torrid time in his bed. Ooooh. That too made his dick engorge.

“Melody will hand out your test papers.” Miss Harding nodded to the eager, cute girl nearby, before turning her attention back on the sissies. “Keep them face down and turn them over only when I say. You will be given a light blue pen with which to write in your answers.”

The A4 test paper was laid gently before Palmer, who cared not one jot about it. He was still preoccupied with the growing wetness between his thighs.

“OK,” Miss Harding said, “Time starts now. 15 minutes. And no cribbing and no whispering. You are all on your own.”

It was only when Izzy turned over her sheet that Palmer followed suit. Izzy’s eyes were half closed, her pink lips hanging open, as if in a daze. He felt her emotion.

Miss Harding spoke again, “Be good girls and mark down a fail next to question 1.”

This is the test Palmer saw:

High Wood Lyceum of Improvement

Test for Day One, Week One.

	Sit on a stool in the manner demonstrated earlier 
	What is the motto of High Wood Lyceum of Improvement? 
	What are the names of your two class mates? 
	Write down the names of the two men kind enough to offer assistance today. 
	Correct the following sentence about your Daddy: “He is of great help to me.” 
	Correct the following sentence about your Mistress Mummy: “She is of great help to me.” 
	From where did the tawse originate? 
	What is the name of your hair style? 
	How should sissies behave when in the company of adults? 
	Of which Year was Melody a graduate? 


Palmer wrote ‘failed’ next to Q1, as instructed.

Half hour later the powerful Miss Bourne stood next to a still flustered Palmer. She looked at his answer paper and shook her head. Palmer noticed an apologetic Melody chat to Izzy whilst Miss Harding stood stiffly before the third sissy, Bunny.

Palmer didn’t care. He would be going home soon to release his chastity cage and be free to play with his impatient member. He would complain to Ryker about being misled and they could discuss different games.

“Right,” Miss Bourne began, her voice deepening. She placed Palmer’s test paper before him and scrawled on it with a red pen. “Question one. A fail. Girl, you were only be told this morning how to sit on a stool. You didn’t even pull out your skirt,” she tutted

“Your answer to question two, ‘What is the motto of High Wood Lyceum of Improvement?’ You have scrawled, and there is no other word for it but scrawled ‘the improvement of girls. Really, Suzie? Take a look when you leave. It has been mentioned umpteen times today. ‘We must improve or be improved’. Remember that for your homework tonight.

Palmer shot up straight. “Homework?”

“Yes girl. Of course. You will re-sit the test tonight along with the rest of your home assignments. Now don’t pull a face, if it were left to me, you’d be held in detention and made to answer all these questions properly.”

Palmer pulled a face. This was humiliating and irritating.

“Question Three, about your classmate’s names. Well, you got half right with Izzy. I’ll give you half a point. How could even an airhead like you forget Bunny? Question Four, heavens you couldn’t remember the two men who have been recording your every move since you got here? Mister Rocco and Mister Wyatt. Really girl. You have a head full of nothing!”

This was odd. Every time she reprimanded him Palmer felt further aroused. The helplessness felt delicious. Though he had played games with Ryker and his wife, Katie, never before had he been truly on the receiving end of being so thoroughly subjugated.

Miss Bourne laughed. A pleasant, indulging laugh, as if placating a child. “Oh my, Suzie. The next answers are so funny! Question Five. Correct the following sentence about your Daddy: “He is of great help to me.” And all you did, oh you are so sweet, is to change the aitch to a capital letter giving you He. Hilarious. No girl, you are not permitted to say ‘He’. You don’t remember anything from your lessons, do you? Silly girl. You are so sweet though. You should have written, ‘Daddy is of great help to me’. And the same for the next question. Mistress Mummy is of great help to me. I hope you are paying attention little girl. The retest tonight will not do itself, you know.”

Obviously, he was not going to do a retest, so he just sighed and looked away. He could hear Miss Harding upbraiding Izzy nearby while Melody was being sweetly patient with Bunny.

“Oh dear,” Miss Bourne said, though Palmer was only half listening. “You have said the tawse originated in Scotland. We explained girl. In Scottish schools. And your hair style isn’t curly blonde. It is ‘permed’. Again, you were told. ‘Permed’, from the word permanent. What a silly girl you are.”

Palmer thought, ‘who cares’ but tried to keep his face from expressing any thoughts.

“Question 9,” the teacher went on, “How should sissies behave when in the company of adults?” You’ve written ‘obedient’, which I suppose is right. But ‘remain quiet unless spoken to’, is the correct response. I’ll give you half a point, because you look so cute when you’re upset and can’t do anything about it.”

Half a point, even if the answer was right in its own way? So unfair, Palmer thought.

“You couldn’t even answer the final question. You were told that Melody was a Year Three girl loads of times today. Well, I am being kind in giving you one mark. But really girl, you must improve your listening skills while you are with us.”

Izzy achieved two marks, but Palmer and Bunny only scored one.

Miss Harding was deeply unimpressed, and let her annoyance be known. “You will re-sit this exam later tonight as part of your homework. Now then girls, let’s have you back, bent over your horses. Mister Rocco and Mister Wyatt, if you could arrange them as they were this morning please. Come on girls. Quickly.”

Palmer froze and he saw the other sissies gasp. Bunny raised her fingers to her pink lip in shock. They all feared the beating they appeared to be promised.

“Girls!” shouted Miss Harding. “I hope I do not have to repeat myself.”

Izzy climbed down from her stool, hanging onto the back of her skirt. Bunny followed and Palmer slid down last. Should he just run to the door? The sissies were frozen to the spot by fear and insecurity.

Miss Harding raised an eyebrow. “If even one silly sissy is not over her bench by the time I have counted to three then I will increase the punishment of you all by 6 strokes.” Her pitch lowered to one of menace. “Make no mistake young ladies. If one is slow, then you’ll all be punished.”

Palmer felt faint. If only someone were here to help him.

“One,” Miss Harding began.

Bunny fled with a squeal to her trestle. Izzy followed and Palmer found himself jogging as best he could on his clumpy heels to the remaining horse.

He bent over feeling the skirt of his dress ride up over his pantied bottom.

Under the intrusive cameras Miss Bourne, Miss Harding and Melody set about securing the sissies over the trestles.

Palmer felt Miss Bourne tighten his straps.

She smiled at him, saying, “make sure you cannot move.” She lowered her voice even more, so that it was nothing more than a husky whisper. “I can’t wait to go to work on that cute arse of yours. Mmmmm.”

Looking up in shock, Palmers overly stimulated brain couldn’t get his eyes past her lovely little breasts rounding out through the soft black leather on her chest.

Taking centre stage between the frightened sissies and the wall of mirrors, Miss Harding curled up her lips to one side of her face. “The school’s motto is Improve or be Improved. So we must advance your training one step at a time. Thus, on this occasion, it will be skirts up and panties down for your punishment.”

Miss Bourne was behind Palmer in a flash, laughing as she raised his tiny flared skirt up before resting it on the small of his back.

There was a moment when Palmer prayed his panties would stay firmly in place. Surely, she wouldn’t. Surely not. Surely, she …

But Miss Bourne was moving quickly. The panties were tugged down to the middle of the thighs and Palmer’s already deeply red bottom was left completely exposed.

He groaned in shame just as one of the men with the cameras closed in on him. He wanted to shout out, ‘please go away’. This shouldn’t be allowed. He hadn’t agreed to this. Yes, he wished to explore his darkest fantasies, but he would need to explain in detail how these should be progressed. They should not be inflicted up on him without any discourse first.

But obviously he dared not say anything.

At least not until the first welt on his upturned exposed derriere.

Then he yowled, well, like a girl. He squealed after the second blow too, as the heat turned to pain.

Then the third swipe threw him against the leather padded bar, knocking the wind from him. He turned to stare over his shoulder, through his blonde forest of curls at Miss Bourne raising the tawse for the fourth blow.

He managed to hold back the tears by stabbing his fingernails into his palms and biting his lower lip.

Two further cuts followed.

Then it all stopped, leaving Palmer’s world a sea of raw pain.

He heard the other sissies moaning as he looked up at a very satisfied Miss Harding who waggled the tawse in her hand.

“Now then, young ladies,” Miss Harding began quietly. “I am sure you will try to pay more attention in class in the future. No more low grades for your tests.”

Palmer found himself nodding eagerly and noticed Izzy and Bunny also nodding.

“Good,” Miss Harding said. “Low marks are not acceptable. Your Daddies and Mummy Mistresses will be expecting us to ensure you learn your lessons properly.”

She paused noting that the sissies all lowered their eyes in defeat. The point had been made. She drew in a lungful of breath. “Now then, it came to my attention that all three of you were tardy in climbing down off your stools and positioning yourselves over the horse as instructed. “

Oh no! Palmer wanted to speak. He was desperate to apologise for being slow to react.

Miss Harding shook her head. “I do not expect any of my young ladies to be tardy in carrying out any instruction. In the future you may hear a command from an adult that will upset you. But total compliance is now part of your existence. Hesitancy is a form of naughtiness. Hence, I will strap it out of you young ladies. I will not tolerate brattish behaviour from my girls.”

Lowering his head, Palmer prayed to a deity in which he did not believe that there would be no further beating.

There was. And this time, neither Palmer, nor the other girls, could keep from sobbing. Izzy, next to him, positively bawled like a child. Hot tears ran down Palmer’s cheeks.

When the beating was over the world returned to normal only gradually. The pain burnt but somehow, he was able to deal with it. Glancing up as one of the cameramen stepped back to take him in full shot, he saw the grins on the faces of the Head and teacher. A regretful looking Melody appeared more concerned and drew her tawse behind her back.

“Excellent,” Miss Harding said. “just how I like you. Subjugated, obedient, sobbing and most of all, lessons learnt. Your Daddies and Mistress Mummies will be here shortly, and I have one more surprise for you.”

Surprise? Palmer’s tummy turned over. He didn’t like the thought of one of Miss Harding’s surprises, and he was shaken at the sadistic laugh from Miss Bourne, who stared deep into his soul forcing him to lower his eyes.

All he wanted, was to be picked up by Ryker and Katie and rescued from this sadistic schoolhouse, but he knew that first, he had to face up to his ‘surprise’.


Chapter 2   Close of the First Trying Day

“Any change, even a change for the better, is always accompanied by discomforts.” Arnold Bennett              , writer.

“Daddy,” Palmer began, “I think we all have to remember that this is just a little game …”

	  


Miss Harding surprise came after the three sissies had cleared their desks and each wiped down the padded leather bars on their trestles. The three blonde permed sissies were made to freshen up their makeup, just to check how much they remembered from their morning lessons. After their punishments for performing so poorly in the test, the three adult schoolgirls did their very best to replicate exactly how they’d looked before their beatings.

Palmer felt his every muscle ache, fatigue was melting his will. His arse remained at boiling point, his dignity was shattered and standing on even two inch heels all day made his calves ache.

Yet Miss Harding wanted them to stand next to their desks. The two men continued to film their every move, infringing Palmer’s sense of his rights. Mr Rocco, the older balding guy with the flecks of grey seemed to take a pervy interest in Palmer.

Feeling wholly exposed, with his thighs on display, Palmer tugged down his skirt. An action that was wholly useless, as the skirt was part of the dress, so couldn’t be pulled any lower.

Mr Wyatt, with his stiff wiry body, on the other hand, seemed to ogle all the sissies, especially Melody, who often performed a slutty finger wave to him.

Then came the dreaded surprise.

“Now then young ladies,” Miss Harding smiled. “You are nearly done. Your first day nearly chalked off. Hasn’t it been illuminating? Hasn’t it been exciting? Educational? Your blackest, most pervy fantasy laid bare.”

Palmer wished he could argue with her but his engorged dick, in its tiny confines squirting every so often, betrayed him. How he wished he could gainsay Miss Harding and her exultant bragging. He couldn’t help his fetish.

“So now girls you must carry around your makeup bag at all times. It contains all you need including a small compact mirror.”

She held up a pink, zipped up cosmetic bag and Palmer ensured he didn’t groan at her. The sooner he got out of this madhouse … his thoughts drained away as he saw the next item held up by Miss Harding.

With her bony wrist protruding beneath her blouse, and a knowingly sadistic grin, she held aloft a bright pink, almost luminous pink, Pink Lamb backpack. Palmer shivered at the mortification. They weren’t going to be required to wear those, surely? Pink Lamb was a huge hit in books and TV for young girls.

A cartoony picture of a pink lamb smiled from the rear of the material. Narrow pink straps matched the overall childish design.

Palmer’s gut turned over in shame. Please no!

“You will wear these to school and away from school,” Miss Harding announced. “There is no debate. On school days you do not step out of your front door without it firmly attached to yourselves.”

Bunny groaned.

Sickness spread from Palmer’s tummy to his mind. What would Katie think of him in his schoolgirl pinafore dress and that childish, pink backpack fixed to his person? He would never recover from the shame. Palmer heard Izzy gasp beside him, and he feared Miss Harding or Miss Bourne might hear and react.

“OK girls, place your compact into the inside zip up section of the backpack. The inside section and the rear zipped compartments will have their own uses. As you will learn, as your lessons unfold through the week.”

The sissies complied, filmed by the two hefty guys.

“Good girls. Such good girls. Now put the bags over your shoulders.”

Again, they obeyed, Palmer felt the tight straps grip the front of his arms near his false boobs. For years he had used old socks to duplicate the roundness of a woman’s breasts. The previous week Palmer had been forced to buy false breasts to fill his bra. Katie had said to do it, but Palmer felt certain the instruction had originally emanated from Ryker. He had been surprised at their weight, they certainly couldn’t be forgotten, as every time he moved, he felt them jiggling on his chest.

He seethed, what could be more ludicrous than him wearing a Pink Lamb backpack. He felt ridiculous as he checked the bag’s straps and saw the other cringing girls, to ashamed to look at anyone.

The bag was a mega badge representing his humiliation.

“Excellent, now hands behind your backs, like good girls.” She glanced at Miss Bourne. “The cuffs please Miss Bourne. Girls turn around so your backs are facing us.”

Appalled by his own helplessness, Palmer turned catching sight of Izzy and Bunny’s reddening cheeks. They glanced away quickly, shame overwhelming them.

With his hands behind him Palmer felt the cold steel cuffs enclose his wrists. He heard the click, followed by the metallic whirring as the cuffs were closed.

He was cuffed. Locked. In a school uniform, complete with Pink Lamb backpack strapped to his body. He was helpless and defenceless until released. His breathing grew short with fear. But then, incongruously, his dick grew rigid in its restrictive container and spurted into his soaking panties.

He had always enjoyed the fantasy of bondage and even had Katie indulge him a few times, though not with success.

Katie was uncomfortable binding her husband. Unlike Ryker, who Palmer once had to reprimand when he kept Palmer bound beyond an agreed 30 minutes. At the time, he noticed Katie giggling at his predicament rather than supporting his pleas.

It is impossible to remonstrate convincingly when you are helplessly hog tied on the floor with your wife’s lover laughing at your every utterance.

“Miss Bourne,” commanded Miss Harding, “add their leashes and hook them onto the coat hangers.”

Chortling as if it were her birthday, Miss Bourne clipped a pink leash to Palmer’s steel collar. It was the same one Ryker produced in the house that morning. The handle was looped over the coat hangers high up the wall. The sissies were anchored in place. With their hands cuffed they would remain in that position until they released by someone.

Surveying the delightful sight of terrified, cowed schoolgirls before her, Miss Harding’ eyes sparkled. “My, my, my. What a sight. Mister Wyatt, Mister Rocco make sure you get good shots of the silly girls - for posterity.  I wouldn’t want them to be able to deny their education at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement. Now be good girls, you may jabber and gossip, but do it quietly please. I’ll be next door with your Daddies and your Mistress Mummies. We have important affairs to be discussed. So, I do not wish to be disturbed!”

With a last cruel smile at the trapped sissies, she and Miss Bourne left the classroom.

From the voices in the hallway, Palmer realised that the Bulls and the wives of the sissies had arrived. There seemed to be a great deal of laughter, and a knot the size of a rock turned over in Palmer’s tummy. He closed his eyes and prayed inwardly yet again: ‘please don’t let Katie see me like this.’

	  


So, lost in the horror of the situation, it was a moment before Palmer could hear the whispering.

Izzy had said, “Melody. What is going on? I never agreed to any of this.”

Melody stepped closer to the three schoolgirls, wrinkled her nose and shrugged sympathetically. “I know. But the teachers know best. And Daddy knows best of all.”

Eh? Palmer felt lost.

Issy asked, “What does that mean.”

“Oh.” Melody said, “I mean, basically, you mustn’t worry about new mantras. I mean like, you’ll be taught them too. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Bunny squirmed around, and Palmer saw the leash tighten as she did so, hauling Bunny back closer to the wall. The chubby sissy was frazzled, “What are they doing. Why don’t they come and take us home?”

“Ah.” Melody smiled, as if she were delighted she knew the answer. “Well, like, Miss Harding always says the Daddies and Mistress Mummies need to be taught as much as we silly sissies.”

My God, Palmer thought. She is a sissy! Yet such a convincing girly-girl. Who the hell could tell? Palmer noticed Mr Wyatt, still looking like a wrestler, had dropped lower to video Melody’s wonderful legs in their dark tights and white socks.

Palmer’s mouth was dry as he asked Melody, “But what are the Mistress Mummies and Daddies being taught right now? I mean our wives.” Palmer’s mind raced onwards, “And their Bulls.”

Melody thought this hilarious and laughed so much Palmer felt his cheeks redden further.

“Oh, you are silly,” Melody said at last. “How would I know? Whatever. Like totally, Miss Harding feels it is important that we don’t know anything other than what they need us to know. That way …”

Mr Rocco lowered his camera, his voice low and guttural. “Melody!” he said with warning note to his delivery. He leaned back his head, his eyes dark with a silent warning.

“Oh! Oh!” Melody put her hands over her cute pouting pink mouth, pretending to appear shocked. Then she giggled and wrinkled her nose. “Oopsies. Sorry Mister Wyatt, I am such a silly airhead. Thank you for correcting me, before I got into trouble.”

The man Palmer now knew to be Mister Wyatt grinned, “I didn’t say you weren’t in trouble, young lady.”

Melody gasped and wriggled sexily. She took three steps towards him before resting her hand with spread fingers on his shirt front.

Hoarsely Melody said, “And, seriously like, will you be the one punishing me, Mr Tyler?”

Mister Wyatt thought this hilarious, but Palmer could tell he was turned on by Melody’s slutty behaviour. In fact, he felt the entire room was aroused by her playful, naughty manner.

Leaning close Mr Wyatt whispered something in Melody’s ear. The three sissies strained to hear it, but he spoke too quietly. Whatever he said made Melody dance away, both hands slapping to cover her mouth, as in shock. She gasped, paused, giggled, and said, “Oh. My. God! Wow!”

What was to trouble an already concerned Palmer was the time. The school clock on the wall seemed frozen at five o’clock. The sky outside was dark with flashes of dull yellow around them, 45 minutes were to pass before they heard the door crash open and Miss Harding’s voice, all sweet and nice, said: “And here they are. For your collection after their first day at school.”

	  


The sissies had been warned not to speak until Daddy or Mistress Mummy had spoken, so a chastened Palmer allowed himself to be dragged with his pink leash across the playground in complete silence.

Occasionally, Katie would glance back at him over her shoulder and smile warmly, as if Palmer shouldn’t worry. Palmer didn’t feel reassured!

Katie wore her hot tight blue dress, with a red scarf tied prettily about her neck. Ryker was in his usual dark suit that seemed to be moulded around his muscular torso.

The Bull led a humbled and still cuffed and shocked Palmer back to Ryker’s large white Audi in the school car park. Ryker reached down and opened the rear door and an astonished Palmer saw a cream and pink child’s seat anchored in the middle of the back seat. Oh no!

The child seat was a joke too far. Palmer stared angrily up at his tormentor, his eyes blazing to indicate enough is finally enough.

Katie drew closer, at last, Palmer thought. She will save him. I am going to be released and this hideous nightmare will be over.

Katie unclipped the Pink Lamb strap at the top of Palmer’s shoulder.

She said to Ryker, “If you undo the other one then her backpack can be removed while leaving on the cuffs. Miss Bourne showed me.”

The second clip snapped loose, and Ryker threw the Pink Lamb backpack onto the back seat.

In a single move Ryker lifted Palmer up under his cuffed arms and slid him into the tight child seat. The Bull smartly closed the child seat’s own fastenings about Palmer’s school uniformed body. He wagged a finger menacingly at Palmer. “Not a word!”

A shocked Palmer swallowed, frightened by the anger in Ryker’s voice. His eyes couldn’t meet those of his wife as shame overwhelmed him. His pink leash nestled in his lap, tickling his bare thighs. He was strapped into a child’s car seat, with his hands cuffed behind so unable to escape.

As the car angrily drove out of the car park into the town traffic, Palmer had the uncomfortable feeling of being wedged tightly into the small seat as if he would never be able to free himself of it.

“Stop being such a grouse,” Katie said jokingly to Ryker.

“Well, fucking hell,” Ryker spat, in that growling voice he used when angry. “Your little sissy is the one supposed to be having the lessons.”

“The school thinks it all works better if the parents are involved, hun,” Katie said softly, attempting to placate her lover. “Total immersion, Miss Harding said. We are parents in loco parentis.”

“Loco parentis,” Ryker grunted stealing a look in the rear-view mirror at the silly sissy, trussed helplessly in place in the child’s seat.

Palmer was made to feel that Ryker thought everything was his fault! As if Ryker was the victim in all this and Palmer was somehow responsible.

“It all makes sense,” Katie said. “You know what Miss Harding said. This has to be an immersive experience for little Suzie. You know, if it is to work. He can’t be permitted a moment’s break from being who he really is.”

“And all that work upstairs in the house today? We were only able to shag once. Thought the idea of Suzie, back there, education was to give us more time screwing!”

Work? Upstairs? Palmer’s eyebrows narrowed. He listened intently to the conversation in the front seats from which he was excluded.

Katie laughed. “Hush, not in front of the children.”

Ryker shook his head. “I mean all that hammering and drilling. You’d think they were building a new house.”

Katie relaxed in her seat. “You’re going to spoil the surprise for ‘precious’ in the back if you’re not careful.”

Another alarming surprise! Building work? Palmer’s tummy revolved again, as if he were going to throw up in the back of the car. They all needed to sit down and discuss the situation before it went too far. His arse was still sore and the firm entrapping seat didn’t help relieve his sense of being imprisoned.

“Another thing,” again, Ryker glared into the rear-view mirror at Palmer, his eyes narrowing and his top lip curling up. “I’m spending a fortune on you. And you get one point in a test! One fucking point!”

Katie said, “Oh hun. It was her first test and Miss Harding said all the girls were dreadful. It is part of their learning experience.”

“Learning experience,” Ryker snorted. I’ll give her learning experience when we get her home. If she thinks she can make me look an idiot, then she has another thing coming.”

Katie said, “Oh Ryker, you’re frightening her.”

Ryker said, “good.”

Twisting around in her seat, Katie smiled warmly at Palmer and patted his bare knee. “Don’t worry precious. I’m sure you’ll work harder at your lessons tomorrow.”

“Sure,” Ryker scoffed. “Except, she has bloody homework tonight which we have to check is done.”

“Oh yes,” Katie again smiled warmly at her alarmed husband. She turned back to Palmer, once more patting his bare thigh. “We have your stool and desk and all the things Miss Harding said you’d need. Apparently, you were very poor at getting onto a stool. Not sure why. But Miss Harding said you should be left to practice.” She flattened her hand on his thigh, as if seeking to reassure him. “Aw. Don’t look so worried. Miss Harding and your Daddy will ensure you master all your lessons.”

At that point Palmer thought he was going to faint.

His wife tilted her head to one side, smiled, and twisted harder in her car seat to lean closer to Palmer. She reached out to run her elegant fingers through his hair.

“Oh,” she squealed, “look at those curls. Aren’t they precious!”

Despite himself, in that moment, Palmer’s penis hardened as much as the chastity cage permitted, before spurting into his panties leaving him sitting in a globby mess between his legs.

	  


The impatience of Ryker appeared to grow as he tugged Palmer by his pink leash up to Palmer’s house door, making the sissy treacherously skip on his two-inch heels.

Before the hapless husband was unceremoniously dragged from the car, Katie had clicked the straps shut on Palmer’s Pink Lamb backpack, giggling as she did so. Palmer felt his wife was enjoying his predicament way too much. He’d have to admonish her later, explain how the fantasy ought to develop.

The front door slammed shut, leaving Palmer, still cuffed in his schoolgirl uniform, with the tiny skirt skimming his upper thighs.

Ryker and his wife removed their coats.

“Listen up,” Ryker wagged a finger at Palmer, “I’m not taking any nonsense from you. You wanted this and now we are all doing it for you.”

For me? Palmer gulped, he needed to explain that this wasn’t what he wanted. All he needed was to be released from the cage between his legs so that he could relieve his pent-up frustrated arousal. Only then would be able to think clearly. At the moment, his mind was a pink haze of cloudy nothing.

“You address me as Daddy at all times! Got that?” Commanded Ryker.

Palmer swallowed, mumbling, “yes Daddy.”

Shit, why didn’t I argue, Palmer thought.

“I can’t hear you!” Ryker barked.

Feeling his knees ready to give out, sending him cascading to the floor in buckets of tears, Palmer found the strength to say clearly, “Yes, Daddy.”

“Better,” Ryker said, not entirely convinced. “That goes when you are speaking to anyone about me. Got it? It’s never he or him. Always Daddy.”

Feeling his cheeks catch fire, Palmer said, “yes Daddy.”

This was clearly not the time for sensible debate.

Running her fingers through Palmer’s blonde curls, Katie spoke sympathetically. “Miss Harding has explained it all to us. It has to be immersive for you to develop and learn. It’s for your own benefit.”

Palmer was fed up with the word ‘immersive’, it seemed a catchall explanation for the appalling manner in which he was treated.

Ryker huffed, “You’re not supposed to tell him, er, her, stuff like that.”

Katie giggled. “Oh. I forgot!” She smiled at her dazed husband. “It’s a better learning experience for you if you don’t know what’s happening. Miss Harding has been really helpful in getting us up to speed with your developments. Honestly, they really know what they are doing at that school.”

Ryker released the cuffs, Palmer thought excessively painfully.

“OK girl,” Ryker said, “let’s get all this stuff sorted before the football starts.”

This stuff sorted? Palmer wondered what was going on.

“Oh, silly girl,” Katie laughed, “you look so terrified.”

Moments later they had gone up the two flights of stairs to the top floor where there had been a guest bedroom with its own ensuite. Palmer stopped dead in his tracks. The door to the right of the stairs was painted pink and bore a sign: “Princess Suzie’s Nursery”.

Eh?

This was going too far. Why paint a bedroom door and put up a sign? This is only a fetish game! Then Palmer noticed the brand new Yale lock near the handle. A lock!

Ryker unlocked the door, before pushing it open onto a place of fluffy pinkness. From the bed, to the wardrobes to the curtains to the carpets and rugs. Pinks and creams dominated everything. There was a similar stool to the one on which he sat at school, before a desk with a pink computer. Teddy bears adorned his bed among absurdly fluffy pillows.

The bathroom door was opened onto another room of pinkness, this time tiled.

Palmer looked around at the boy band posters on the wall, his mouth hanging open.

Katie said, “You have a pile of fresh school uniforms in the wardrobe. One for every day of the week. Underwear in the top drawer. Oh, your night attire is in the middle drawer. I’ll lay out something for you before your bedtime each night.”

Bedtime! Palmer needed to say something. He felt as if he were going to burst.

Ryker said, “you need to keep your room tidy. At all times!”

Katie ran her hand through his curls, enjoying the sensual experience, “You’ll have lessons tomorrow on bedmaking and vacuuming. And then they’ll …”

Ryker said, “Katie!”

Palmer watched as his wife blushed and lowered her head. “Whoops. Sorry.”

Ryker said, “That’s the second time you’ve let her future lessons slip.”

Smiling, Katie glanced up at Ryker’s huge frame, “I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“Yeh. I’ll make sure it won’t! Now get down to the master bedroom. And I’ll sort you out!”

“Yes Sir,” Katie’s cheeks grew pink, but a delighted grin appeared on her lips.

As she left, she offered her shocked husband a quick glance before smiling and winking.

Ryker took charge, “Right, I want you standing in the corner. Hands on head. You’ll remain there until I release you.”

“But Daddy …”

Ryker slapped Palmer’s naked thigh so harshly that Palmer staggered off balance.

“And take a look, young lady,” he nodded in the direction of the walls and then the ceiling.

There were cameras everywhere!

“While I am dealing with your naughty Mistress Mummy, you can think about your answers to that test. Then you can do your homework.”

Palmer felt that at this point a quiet, sensible chat was called for. Just to get Ryker up to speed on what happens if a fetish is taken too far.

“Daddy,” he began, “I think we all have to remember that this is just a little game …”

It was a moment before he released what had happened. He knew he’d stopped talking. All he could see was whiteness. Then the pain on his cheek began throbbing.

Ryker had slapped his face with tremendous force.

This was too much! Palmer drew himself up to his full height of 5’5” but was prevented from speaking by the sight of Ryker rummaging through his Pink Lamb bag.

“Got it,” Ryker had pulled out the dreaded tawse.

Oh no! Palmer backed away but the powerful man grabbed Palmer’s wrist in a grip that hurt. Ryker sat on the bed.

Moments later Palmer was upturned over the lap of Ryker and he found himself being jostled into position so that his bottom was at the highest point.

When his skirt was flipped up, Palmer automatically put his hand over his pantied bottom. Ryker grasped his hand, pushing it flat on the small of Palmer’s back.

“Please, Daddy, no. No. It really hurts!”

Palmer squealed as his panties were heaved meanly up into his butt crack, fully exposing his rounded cheeks.

Ryker slapped the tawse over the exposed, but already reddened and sore bottom.

Speaking through clenched teeth, Ryker said, “I don’t need that fucking bitch of your Head, Miss Harding to remind me that a little brat has to be dealt with as soon after the offence as possible!”

So it was, that once released from the lap of the man of the house, Palmer ran to the corner. He quickly rested his hands into his curls and sniffled as quietly as he could. His backside raged on fire.

Ryker was suddenly behind him. Palmer could feel his huge presence.

“I’ll be watching you closely young lady on the monitors. So you don’t move from this spot. Is that clear, Suzie?”

“Oh, yes Daddy. Yes. I promise. Very clear. Thank you.”

“Right, now I have another dumb bitch to correct downstairs.” He grunted a laugh. “I see this is going to be a full time job.”

Palmer swallowed but didn’t reply. He sniffled back a tear as he heard his pink bedroom door close before a lock turned sealing Palmer inside. Then he held his breath as he heard his tormentor go down the stairs to the master bedroom just below him. Yet already it didn’t feel like Palmer’s master bedroom.

He glanced up at a small bump in the pink paintwork. It gave off a deep shadow, varying in pink tones. Palmer was to spend a long time studying that spot.

	  


Trying to imagine the pink dot on the wall as different things hardly kept Palmer amused. Occasionally he shuffled his feet, to reduce the ache in his legs.

The door clattered open.

“Turn round, Suzie.”

Palmer obeyed, tentatively removing his hands from his head.

Ryker closed the door behind him and was only a few feet from the adult schoolgirl.

The Bull was in shirt sleeves, though still wearing his suit pants and shoes.

Ryker gave Palmer’s schoolgirl uniform the once over and chuckled. He seemed relaxed and at ease. The sort of relaxed and at ease he always exhibited after shagging Palmer’s wife. The thought of Ryker screwing his wife had always excited Palmer, yet now he was angry. He had just spent an absolute age staring at the corner and that pink lump whilst Ryker no doubt spanked Katie’s bottom before screwing the arse off her.

And yet, and yet … despite the irritation at what was taking place, his cock hardened in its locked cell.

Summoning a red faced Palmer from the corner, Ryker waved a hand at the pink computer screen, “OK, I see your homework is already on line. Just open up the school icon.” He chuckled, “About the only program I’ve let you have access to.”

“OK,” Palmer pouted.

The slap to his thigh made him squawk like a wounded animal.

Palmer quickly added, “Daddy.” Jesus, wasn’t he allowed to say anything without using the term ‘Daddy’?

Grinning and tilting his head back, Ryker said, “Ah yeh. Windows 10 kiddies account!”

“Kiddies account?” Palmer’s eyebrows met.

“Yeh, you get it in Windows 10. Called a kiddies account because it’s used to keep you kiddies in line. Someone from the school came round and set it up. You can’t access anything unless I or your Mistress Mummy permit it. So you can log onto your school account for example, but little else. We can monitor everything you do on your computer. Isn’t that helpful?”

Oh my God. It was bad enough to hear what they had done to his PC, but did Ryker have to sneer so much?

“So you must do all the homework you’ve been given like the good girl I know you can be.”

Lowering his head so that his eyes fixed on the floor, Palmer felt a tingle at the words ‘good girl’.

“Including the retest, I see,” Ryker was pressing the down arrow on the keyboard to see what else Palmer had in his assignment.

“Yes Daddy,” Palmer whispered, not wanting further corner time.

“OK. And you need to practice getting on the stool,” suddenly Ryker’s eyes darkened. “Don’t you show me up by fucking up that tomorrow in class.”

“No Daddy, in fact that’s what I wanted to chat to you about, Daddy.”

Ryker sighed and shook his head. “I’m supposed to listen to any problems you have. You’re supposed to be sitting on my lap while you do it. But I’m not having that. You stand there.”

“Yes, Daddy. Good. So, what I wanted to say,” Palmer’s courage was squeezing out of him like air from a balloon. But he had started so he needed to finish. “I was thinking, …”

“Get to the point,” Ryker said. “You’re as bad as your Mistress Mummy. Wittering on and on.”

“Yes Daddy. What it is,” he lost the courage to demand not to be made to go to school the following day. Instead he heard his cowardly tongue ask, “Can you unlock the chastity cage please. I just can’t think Daddy.”

“No. Stays on until I see better marks from school.”

Palmer’s fingers rose to his steel collar, “Will you unlock this for me. Just for tonight Daddy, so I can sleep.”

Ryker shook his head, almost sympathetically. “Miss Harding says you remain locked in the collar and cage. It’s so you can learn something, or something. I don’t listen to all the crap she talks.”

“I don’t want to go back to school tomorrow.”

There. Palmer had said it. The words had erupting from him as if they had a life of their own.

Ryker growled and asked, “Why?”

“Well, it’s just not for me. For Katie’s sake too. This sissy school sounded like a good idea when you explained it all. And you sold it really well but …”

“You have to go to school. End of! It’s what you agreed all those weeks back. Me and your Mistress Mummy have gone through a lot of effort to make it happen for you.”

“Yes, well, thank you very much, but I’d rather we …”

“Suzie!”

Hearing Ryker say his name brought the prattling sissy to a full stop. He stared expectantly at the intimidating man standing close to his stool. “Yes, Daddy?”

“Show me your index finger.”

Eh? Not understanding, but not daring to disobey, Palmer raised the index finger of his right hand, pointing it upward.

“Now, be a good girl and purse your lips. Like you are going to kiss someone.”

This was crazy, but, feeling foolish, Palmer complied.

“Now put your finger on your lips, like a good girl.”

Palmer did so, only with the action complete did he realise he was in the classic little girl position of having his finger over his pursed lips. As if hushing himself.

Ryker laughed. “Hey that’s really good. Good girl. Now remain like that while I check your school time today.”

What was happening? Palmer found his finger almost glued to his lips. He dared not remove it.

Small displays appeared on Palmer’s pc monitors, which he tried to take in as Ryker spun through them. As if satisfied, Ryker pulled away from the pink PC and nodded to Palmer.

“Get your fat arse downstairs to my office. Now! And don’t you dare take the finger from your lips.”

The word ‘now’ made Palmer jump, and he walked briskly to the door, checked with Ryker he was alright to leave and made his way to the office, with Ryker’s heavy footsteps following him. Palmer maintained his finger on his mouth, feeling ludicrous and hoping Katie wouldn’t see him.

Palmer’s study on the ground floor near the front door, was no longer Palmer’s study. It was now Ryker’s home office!

When Palmer had left for school that very morning, he was convinced his office space would still have been intact. As an accountant he worked from home, and his space was everything. A large screen on the wall, when he wanted to watch sports, though more often used to watch the Kardashians, his computers with the multiple screens on the large centrally placed desk.

It was all still present, though somehow different. Neater. Cleaner. All his work had been cleared away. His bookshelves had been freed of his own books and replaced with others he didn’t recognise.

Something he did recognize was the bone chilling tawse lying to one side of the desk.

Ryker’s tie and jacket hung over the large padded office chair. The very chair Palmer had purchased as a reward for himself after gaining the mega contract that funded their lifestyle. The same contract that allowed them to spend a good deal of time playing the cuckold sub dom games. He barely worked a few months a year to earn a small fortune.

Settling in the plush office chair Ryker opened up a screen which read “High Wood Lyceum of Improvement. Access to Daddies only. Please enter password.”

“Turn around,” Ryker said.

Having complied with the command, Palmer heard a series of keystrokes. Ryker’s password! He would have to find it what it was, get into the Bull’s school account and read what was agreed between Ryker and the school.

“Turn back!”

Palmer did so and was about to speak when he saw a video open up, clearly shot from a fixed camera high up in over a large familiar room. He watched three adult schoolgirls parade around a classroom, that was instantly recognizable. Oh God! It was actually the classroom in which he been all day and that schoolgirl on the right-hand side of the video was himself! There was Bunny and Izzy close by.

Then the shot changed. Oh God, how many cameras did the classroom possess?

He felt sick.

Ryker mumbled, “boring,” before zipping forward. He then selected another video showing Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt carrying into the classroom the dreaded trestles.

Oh no, this was where Palmer was first tawsed. He needed to stop the video.

The picture speeded up as Ryker forwarded the video until he saw Palmer bent and secured over the ‘horse’ as Miss Harding had referred to it.

Ryker laughed, “This looks more interesting.”

For the briefest of nano seconds, Palmer pulled the finger away from his lips ready to protest. But as if driven by invisible magnets the finger zipped back to his lips.

Miss Harding could be heard from a speaker on the desk: “Even the dumbest of my sissies say they have never forgotten their first lesson, even years after the event. This will hurt. There will be no mercy.”

Still laughing, Ryker fast forwarded to the beating.

As he watched it, Palmer could feel every last whip of the tawse. There were close ups of his wet eyes and squealing as the two burly men filmed the sissies’ ordeal.

Ryker slapped the desk with joy, “This is more like it. This is me getting my monies worth.”

As the sissies were released, Ryker selected another video.

Here the sissies had the full makeup and blonde perm, as Palmer now knew to call it. His hair was frizzy, and he definitely appeared sexier.

Yet as he watched Melody wiggle around the room in her heels, with her tights darkening her thighs, Palmer felt aroused and jealous. What would it be like to look as hot as that?

Ryker was laughing again. Palmer saw why. On the screen the three sissies were being secured length ways to the ‘horses’, so that they were facing the mirrors. When the image appeared of Palmer’s skirt riding up, revealing his white panties, Palmer gasped behind his upright finger, and his little dick squirted yet again into his panties. It was so arousing seeing the ‘girls’ bound to the horse, despite one of them being him.

When the rock music began Ryker turned down the volume, mesmerised as the three sissies gyrated on the trestles, rubbing themselves against the bar.

“Fuck,” Ryker said, “this is hotter than PornHub.”

And then, filling the screen was Palmer’s sleepy, aroused features. His eyes half closed, with the blue eyeshadow decorating his face. He could see himself gasping for air as he rode the padded bar of the trestle, unable to cum, just piling arousal onto arousal, until he was mindless.

The Palmer on the screen was mouthing words, but they were inaudible. Had he spoken? He was so mindless at the time that he didn’t know what he was doing.

Palmer then heard Miss Bourne’s voice over the speaker: “Stop Suzie. Stop right now!”

A cut away showed the black leather suited Miss Bourne crouching close to Palmer. Her black skin sexy in the tight leather garb.

Ryker said, “Fuck. I could give that Miss Bourne one. She is a fuck bucket!”

Palmer could see Ryker stroking his groin, and that fired up Palmer to new levels of arousal.

Over the speaker, Miss Bourne said, “Tell me what you are, Suzie. Make it clear.”

“I am a slut,” Palmer said, his eyes drowsy with desire.

Ryker stopped rubbing himself.

Then Miss Bourne made him repeat it even louder: “I am a slut.”

Ryker howled with laughter, studying Palmer’s humiliation as he squirmed beside him, finger still glued to his lips.

“So,” Ryker said, as if he had just triumphed in a competition, “you are a slut. By your own fucking admission. You can’t go back on that! Not ever. There it is, recorded for posterity.”

Ryker turned back to the image, repeating, “it’s like having my own fucking Pornhub, for fuck’s sake.”

Memories for Palmer flooded back as he saw Miss Bourne raise the black dildo to the image’s hungry mouth.

Standing next to Ryker, Palmer wanted to pause the video, then erase it. Erase all the recordings, forever.

Miss Bourne on the speaker: “Now tell me what you want. You want this big black cock in your slutty mouth, don’t you?”

This was followed by Palmer’s gut twisting, horny reply, “Oh God, yes. Yes. Yes please.”

“Then say it girl.”

The sissy on the screen mouthed her pink lips powerlessly towards the black dildo, just held tantalisingly out of reach of his voracious lips.  “I want that big, black cock in my slutty mouth.”

“Good girl.”

Miss Bourne said something Palmer didn’t catch, but he clearly heard himself say, “I want that big black cock in my slutty mouth. Oh. Please. Please. I beg you. I will do anything.”

Palmer’s head swam. This was a nightmare. How the hell could he think when his cock was locked into its tiny cage. His brain just wouldn’t work.

Hot tears filled Palmer’s eyes. Even a beating with the tawse would be preferable to this humiliation of being in the same room as his wife’s Bull watching Palmer debase himself. He wouldn’t want anyone in the world to witness his shame like this, least of all the macho Ryker.

As Palmer’s mind cleared, he heard the fateful words from himself on the screen: “I want to call him Daddy forever. Oh my God. Please let me call him Daddy forever.”

The dildo was brought closer to Palmer’s mouth before being pulled away. Palmer could hear Ryker moaning and rubbing his crotch.

A nightmare, nothing less.

Oh God, Palmer was speaking on the screen again: “I want to be Daddy’s obedient little girl.” His eyes hooded and he added, “Forever. I want to be Daddy’s good, obedient little girl for ever.”

As Miss Bourne pronounced Palmer to be a good girl and permitted her to rub herself on the bar and suck the dildo, she rose in her black catsuit as if ‘job done’.

Pausing the video, Ryker turned to Palmer with such aggression that the sissy stepped back and caught his breath.

Ryker spoke slowly, menace in every word. “So, you begged to call me Daddy. You fucking mincing sissy. You ever fail to do so, and I’ll show that promise you made in school to your Mistress Mummy. You got that sissy? She’ll watch you perform and beg and plead like the dumb slut you are.”

Palmer felt tears form in his eyes as he nodded. He couldn’t let Katie see him like that.

Rewinding the video, Ryker replayed the section with Palmer promising to be Daddy’s obedient little girl. Then came the damning phrase, “Forever. I want to be Daddy’s good, obedient little girl for ever.”

“Forever sissy.” Ryker said, short of breath. “That’s what you begged for. It’s there on video. Got you where I want you.”

Ryker turned the leather padded seat around to be four square on his defeated quarry. Palmer could see a huge erection swelling under his suit trousers.

“This is how it’s gonna be, Sissy. So listen to every word. You are going to school tomorrow and the next day and the day after. Right up until Friday. As booked. One word of complaint and your wife, your Mistress Mummy sees this.” He prodded a thumb in the direction of the screens.”

Palmer nodded. There was nothing else he could do. He would have to find another moment to plead with Ryker.

Ryker’s voice became quieter, lower in pitch, “Get your sissy, cock sucking arse up to your bedroom. I don’t want to see you again. 8 o’clock bedtime!” Ryker growled a laugh. “If you get some good results getting on and off the stool then you can stay up until 9 tomorrow night.”

Palmer closed his eyes against the humiliation and nodded.

“Now, get out!” Ryker barked.

Palmer turned and fled to the door, his finger still on his lips. He didn’t risk removing it.

“One last thing!” Ryker said.

Palmer stopped, holding the door, but not looking back at his abuser.

“If you upset your Mistress Mummy, if you’re naughty in school, if you try to get out of this in any way, then Mistress Mummy sees you performing on my screen here.”

Palmer used the door handle to keep himself upright, else he would have collapsed to the floor, a defeated, humiliated mess of bawling.

“Now go!” Ryker commanded.

Palmer closed the door before racing upstairs to the security of his own pink bedroom at the top of the house.

He slumped to the bed, next to the night attire Katie had laid out for him: a flimsy, silky pink negligee. He groaned, his hand rubbing between his legs, frantic to get more than merely spurting. He needed to explode and cum until he was so empty, he wouldn’t need to cum again.

He then lay back on the bed, a toy teddy bear rolling onto his shoulder. Collared, caged, trapped. The only thing he knew for sure was that he would be going to school the following day, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Lying on his front he shook his fists helplessly while kicking his legs.

Downstairs, Ryker had the football on one screen and the dumb sissy lying on the bed on the other. When Palmer began kicking his legs and shaking his clenched fists Ryker bellowed a laugh. This was better than the football, and he had another three weeks to look forward of the sissy learning his place


Chapter 3   The Terrifying Second Day

"You never change your life until you step out of your comfort zone; change begins at the end of your comfort zone.” Roy T. Bennett, writer.

“It’s called your comfort zone for a reason.” Sheldon Cooper, tv character.

	  


The most disturbing event of Palmer’s second school morning occurred early on.

It wasn’t when Ryker bellowed up the stairs, “Will you get your fat arse down here so we can get you to school on time!”

Though that troubled and irritated him, as he brushed his hair in the way he had been instructed during the hairdresser’s appointment the previous day. Why did he have to put up with Ryker’s impatient bullying?

Nor, when they were in the hallway the slap across his thighs delivered by Ryker, in front of his wife Katie. Having secured his Pink Lamb backpack to him, Ryker reached for Palmer’s wrists with the intention of securing them with handcuffs behind his back.

It was just at that moment that Palmer made to pull the straps of the backpack to a more comfortable position. In retrospect Palmer understood that Ryker must have thought he was seeking to avoid being cuffed.

Already incensed at being behind schedule, Ryker became more livid at what he took to be Palmer’s antics. Miss Harding had warned the Bulls and wives about the deliberate naughtiness of the cuckold sissies. It was apparently ‘a need for attention’.

“It has be to be nipped in the bud, before it spirals out of control”, as the Head, Miss Harding put it.

Ryker wasn’t going to have this dumb sissy make him look a prat in front of the whole school. He secured Palmer’s wrists behind his back in the unrelenting steel cuffs before inflicting the almighty slap to Palmer’s bare thigh. He then grabbed the adult schoolgirl’s shoulders, twisted him about before pushing him to face the wall.

Katie was shocked, “Be careful. You’ll hurt her.”

“She’ll be fucking hurt when I’ve finished with her!” Ryker was determined to make a point.

Ryker disappeared into the downstairs’ office, emerging a moment later with the tawse.

Gasping, Palmer pleaded. “Please Daddy. I’m sorry …”

The tawse slapped across Palmer’s thigh.

Ryker said, “shut it.”

And Palmer did ‘shut it’. The terrified sissy stood bolt upright facing the wall as he felt his short skirt lifted up over his bottom and being tucked into his panties’ waistband.

“I don’t do late,” Ryker said. “I won’t tolerate you being naughty.”

The first slap across Palmer’s buttocks stung but was bearable – at first. Then the stinging grew angrier until it burnt his soft cheeks. There were 5 more quick, cutting bites of the punishment instrument, leaving Palmer in agony.

“Honey,” Katie spoke softly, “I’m sure she has learned her lesson.” She raised her voice, speaking to Palmer. “Suzie, tell Daddy you have learnt your lesson.”

Sniffling, Palmer said. “Yes Daddy, I’ve learnt my lesson.”

“Dumb bitch,” was Ryker’s only response.

Katie said to Ryker, “I’ll get her out to the car, while you lock up.”

She guided Palmer out through the front door into the chill of autumn to the Audi on the drive.

As she placed the Pink Lamb bag on the leather seats and strapped the cuffed Palmer into the child’s seat she smiled, trying to comfort her distraught husband.

“Oh, he really is testy in the mornings, precious. I’ve learnt that to my cost. We just have to be careful. OK honey?”

She kissed his damp cheeks and ran her hand through his hair. “Oh, those curls. They make you look so sweet.”

Then came the moment that disturbed Palmer. Perhaps it disturbed him even more than his helpless punishment at the hands of his wife’s lover. Katie’s smile grew darker. Her eyes narrowed, the smile grew thin. At that moment a dark fear overwhelmed the fastened and cuffed sissy. Had Ryker shown his wife the video recordings of him humiliating himself with the dildo and saying all those gut wrenching things? Did she know about his mortifying antics at the school the previous day?

He had never before seen Katie with a malicious appearance. One of the reasons he had married her, was her generous spirit and kindness.

Palmer swallowed, that dispiriting thought was even worse than the sore bottom on which he sat.

The door slammed shut on the troubled sissy. He needed to extricate himself from this nightmare, though, he sought to comfort himself with the notion that it surely couldn’t get any worse – could it?

	  


In the classroom, Miss Harding and Miss Bourne appeared deeply pleased with themselves and excited, as if about to have a party.

Melody stood behind them in her schoolgirl uniform, and those lovely dark coloured tights that encouraged Palmer to stare at her thighs. There was something about the darkening of the legs between the neat white, knee length socks and short flared skirt that drew his eye. Those high heels too, made her legs appear to run out of sight. He bet she had a great deal of attention from guys, not just the lecherous Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt.

He felt waves of arousal and envy at the same time. Like watching a coin being flipped. Head. Tails. Heads. Tails. She was sexy to look at but what would it feel like to be ogled by randy guys when wearing a sexy ensemble such as that?

Miss Harding smile seemed to grow even bigger. Dementedly so. “Now girls. Such a busy day ahead for you, isn’t it, Miss Bourne?”

Palmer felt a chill as Miss Bourne adopted that a sadistic expression where her eyes half closed and her grin slipped up one side of her face.  “Oh indeed, Miss Harding. They will be busy little girls today.”

As with the previous day, Miss Bourne’s skintight, black cat suit was in marked contrast to Miss Harding’s middle aged, office worker apparel. One could have been on her way to a fetish party, the other on her way home from her job as a librarian.

“Now,” Miss Harding said, “At ten we have Mr Bridges coming in. Oh, my girls, you will enjoy listening to him. And so enlightening for you too.” She turned to Melody, who, catching sight of the Head’s attention, shifted her high heels somewhat nervously. “So, tell the girls how wonderful Mr Bridges words are, Carli.”

Carli? Had they changed Melody’s name since the previous day? Palmer was quizzical. What a crazy place. But then Palmer checked her collar name. Sure enough it now read ‘Carli’.

Izzy, sitting next to Palmer, tittered.

Miss Harding glared at the sissy, “Something amusing you, Izzy? Something you wish to share with the class, perhaps?”

Swallowing, and trying to compose herself, Izzy spoke rapidly, as if by speaking quickly her rudeness wouldn’t be punished. “No Miss Harding, really no. It’s just that Carli’s name was Melody yesterday. Sorry I laughed. Really I am.”

For a long moment Miss Harding stared icily at Izzy.

Palmer wanted to drop down and hide beneath the security of the desk.

At last Miss Harding said, “It seems you are dumber than usual, little Izzy. Look at Carli’s name engraved on her collar. Yes, Melody was here to assist you yesterday but today it is another Year Three girl. Carli. Why not try to pay attention Izzy? You can’t be a dumb arse all your life.”

Miss Bourne laughed, Carli giggled, and Palmer and Bunny felt it wise to gently join in the merriment.

Suddenly Palmer could see there were slight differences in Carli to Melody. Because they were dressed the same, with the same makeup and permed, blonde hair style, they appeared identical.

Wow. If Palmer had Carli’s heels, tights and demeanour would she appear sexy as her? He felt his dick run through its frustrating performance of getting hard and wanting to spurt into his panties.

“So,” Miss Harding glared so hard at Izzy, Palmer knew that neither Izzy nor either of the other two adult schoolgirls, would utter a word again in class. “If I may continue without the mindless interruptions one expects of a silly sissy. We have Mr Bridges with us at ten. You also have to be checked over by Mr and Mrs Solomon this morning. As well as showing us your sitting on the stool performances.” She raised her voice, “and learning how to sit on a standard chair. My, my, my. You will have to be paying attention today.”

For his presentation in climbing on the stool, Palmer won a ‘Good girl’ accolade from Miss Harding.

Indeed, she seemed proud of all their performances. “Very good. A definite 5 out of 10 girls. Yesterday you were abject failures and today a substantial improvement. All achieved in one day. You must be very grateful to your teachers.”

Perched up on his stool, sitting directly on his tight panties, Palmer felt a little buzz of pride brighten his day. He had been failed the previous day but now achieved a 5 out of 10. He hoped Ryker would be pleased with the advancement.

Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt arrived carrying four chairs of the dining room type. Each had a tall back. The chairs were laid out facing the mirrors.

While the men started up their cameras, Miss Harding led the girls to the chairs.

“Sitting down in such short dresses, is a skill.” Miss Harding’s eyebrows met. “A skill we will ensure you master!”

Palmer was quizzical. Surely, one just sat down? What was the problem?

Miss Harding said, “Carli, be a good girl, and show these silly girls how to sit on a chair.”

Carli beamed with pleasure. “Yes Miss Harding.”

She wiggled as sexily as Melody, as she advanced to a chair. She turned, brought her legs tight together, arched her back and settled her bottom delicately onto the seat. Her little skirt had floated up so that her panties must have been resting directly on the wood of the chair.

“Good girl, clever girl, Carli.” Miss Harding said.

Carli’s smile grew so wide with delight that Palmer thought she would explode with happiness at the compliment.

“Now girls,” Miss Harding turned her attention back to the three trainees. “It’s not as easy as it looks. Firstly, I know you have a slut deep inside you girls. But no! Men do not want a flash of your panties as you sit down. Well maybe they do, but you will deny them that. I will not have you behave like tramps unless instructed to do so. The High Wood Lyceum of Improvement produces delightful young ladies, who are seen, but rarely heard.”

Sitting was indeed a tough challenge. To prevent unwanted flashing of panties, Palmer had to keep his thighs painfully tight together, forcing the plastic chastity cage to dig into his bare thighs. He then arched his back, pushing out his bottom, as Carli had demonstrated, before settling daintily onto the wooden seat.

Carli was then invited to demonstrate a neat little trick. At the last moment Carli performed a slight movement forward to ensure her short skirt flicked up behind her and settled decorously around the seat.

Even once seated, Miss Harding was insistent their thighs had to be clamped tightly together.

“You are young ladies, not drag queens. Keep thighs together.”

And there was the problem again. Palmer’s chastity cage prevented him drawing his thighs together this tight as its hard plastic stabbed at his exposed flesh. He fidgeted until Miss Harding’s glare brought him up to a frozen sitting position. He didn’t move after that.

Palmer discovered a neat little trick. A slight, barely discernible movement rubbed the chastity cage over the seat, sending an electric tingle of excitement through him. Obviously, he had to be careful that neither the head nor Miss Bourne could catch sight of his naughtiness.

Once seated the three sissies had to straighten their backs, pull back their shoulders and arch the small of their backs.

It didn’t feel comfortable for Palmer, but like the other girls, he didn’t complain.

“Not bad,” Miss Harding said, surveying them like a biologist studying a cell. “Not bad at all. Posture is important when sitting. It’s important when standing. Even when lying. You will be posing all the time. Being permanently sexually attractive is not effortless. It has to be worked at. Fortunately, we at the school, along with your Daddies and Mistress Mummies, will ensure you learn your lessons like good girls.”

She marched to the front of them, again her eyes running over their posture. “Keep concentrating girls. Because I now want you to place you right palms on your bare thigh. Good. Now lay your left over the top of it.”

Palmer complied but could see Miss Harding was distraught at their motion. “No. No. No! Grace! Every action performed with slinky grace.”

Carli demonstrated the correct manner of prettily placing a hand on her thigh before resting the second hand lightly on top of it.

Palmer spurted at the sight of Carli posing in the chair. The mechanism of arching her back, thrust out her boobs in a manner so proactive, Palmer became deeply aroused. Her entire posture emphasised her curves, her body and her breasts.

Miss Harding clapped her hands, making the three sissies jump on their seats.

“Right. Practice. Practice, Practice.”

The Head and Miss Bourne watched intently as the girls went through the motion of settling on the chairs and then adjusting their backs. Once settled, the hands came to rest on their bare thighs.

After a number of sit downs, Miss Harding said, “You will learn leg crossing on Friday. Those cheap, nasty chastity cages you all wear prevent natural movement. But High Wood Lyceum of Improvement will be remedying that little impediment in the next couple of days.

Relief spread through Palmer’s being. The chastity devices were going to be removed. At long last! He would be able to cum properly, feel fully relieved, thus washing away the tension that prevented his brain from sensible thought. There was an end in sight to this absurd madness.

A knock on the door made Palmer feel anxious. Could anyone walk in off the streets here? Could it be someone he knows?

“Ah girls,” Miss Harding said. “That will be Mr Bridges.”

Palmer saw Carli squeal, pulling her hands to her mouth like a kid at Christmas. What the hell was happening now?

	  


Mister Bridges was maybe in his sixties but was one of those confident older guys bursting with energy. He wore a sports jacket, over a white shirt with dark grey slacks and would lean forward at times to make a point. He radiated positive energy.

“Well, don’t you look hot? Another couple of days and you’ll really be looking the part.” His voice was mannered, English and sounded as though a lot of scotch had passed down his throat. But he had a pleasant, confident manner that the sissies welcomed after Miss Harding and Miss Bourne’s abrupt, testy approach.

Sat on the high backed chair, Palmer maintained his legs tightly together, as he had been shown that morning. Bare thigh sticking to bare thigh, despite the discomfort of the chastity cage.

“Now, all that’s going to happen is that I am going to relax you. It’s called Guided Imagery and just takes you out of yourselves.” He had the three sissies take in deep breaths and hold them before releasing the air slowly through the mouth. He would count slowly to three before having them exhale.

Palmer noticed that Carli had become childishly excited as Mr Bridges began his lecture. Her wide eyes fixed on his every movement. Palmer knew that any guy would relish her innocent exhilaration.

“You can probably feel yourselves relaxing already,” Mr Bridges said, “Your shoulders sagging. I bet you didn’t realise how nervous and strung up you were. He had them feel their muscles unwind and relax. Then their feet and ankles. He moved up through the legs and body until he had them relax their necks.

“Just close your eyes and picture a beach.” Mr Bridges slowed down the words, until they sounded like the regular beating of a metronome. “A sandy beach. The sea washing in. You can hear its gentle roar. Close your eyes. Just lightly. So you can see this welcoming world of peace and serenity. Cliffs protect you. There maybe a few rocks. But it’s nearly all a sparkling golden sand. Visualise the sand. See how it sparkles. It’s a hot day. You can feel the sun on your cheeks. You have bare feet. No shoes. No socks. It doesn’t matter here.”

The description became real for Palmer. He could feel the sand crunching beneath his toes, which even in his imagination were decorated with pink toe nail varnish. He was wearing his school uniform with the short flared skirt. Had Mr Bridges told them that or did he just know it to be true? From far away, as if an echo, he could hear Mr Bridges pointing out a huge mansion in the distance over the fields.

Palmer walked through the long grass letting it tickle his bare legs and just moments later he was standing at a large set of double doors. He opened them, as commanded by Mr Bridges, and as instructed, he could see a pleasant welcoming hallway, with a grandfather clock, some doorways and a welcoming red rug. This was a good place to be. A space of tranquillity and relaxation.

He had to close the door on the world outside and draw the bolt to seal out all that was beyond his mind. He did so, smiling. It felt so good to be in his own place. A safe place. Secure. Protected.

Still barefooted he made his way up a wide, curving staircase to a landing area, with corridors and doors. Pleasant, soft rich, rust coloured carpet pampered the soles of his feet. He was led by Mr Bridges down a dark corridor of doors, until he reached one marked Number Nine.

Somehow, he understood that room Number Nine was special. A place he’d always wanted to spend time in. A break from the hurly burly of life. A welcome solace.

Before he knew it, he stood in a small library which held all the books and DVDs he had ever known. There was a glowing orb floating in the middle of the room, a shade smaller than a football. He was instructed to place his hands on the orb and feel its soul invigorating warmth.

His tummy felt warm. Someone had mentioned Christmas as a child. Was it Mr Bridges? It didn’t matter. He was safe. Expectant. At peace.

With his palms on the warm ball, as if warming them before a fire, he felt the heat cascade through his body. He felt good. Christmas good. Golden. Sparkling. He needed to smile. A beaming smile. Now he could see golden letters forming before him. When they settled, they read, “GOOD GIRL.”

The words were echoed in his mind, and each time he heard those words he felt an electric charge to his being. GOOD GIRL. The letters glistened. His tummy warmed. He felt good. Relaxed and at ease. If anyone called him a ‘good girl’ he would always feel this emotion. Happiness. Protected. At ease with the world. Hearing those words, ‘good girl’, would make him feel he was successful. It was his single aim in life to have someone say those words to him. That was now his purpose.

He turned and discovered he was in room. 10. The switch was sudden. Room 10 was cold and dark. Frightening shadows covered things he couldn’t see. When he turned to the door, there was no handle and no way of escape. He felt a terrifying panic overwhelm him. Snakes hissed along the floor veiled by the inky darkness. They were near his bare feet. With such a short skirt he felt appallingly vulnerable. He wanted to scream for help. He needed to cry out to be rescued.

Words formed in the room. “NAUGHTY GIRL”. They burst into shocking blue flames. They appeared again, flashing, “BAD GIRL”, before shaking him by turning into yellow sparks. He could hear voices. They were saying, “Bad girl.” He didn’t want to hear those words. He would do anything to stop them saying that he was a bad girl. He didn’t want to be a bad girl. He didn’t want to be in a room with snakes on the floor.

Yet male and female voices snarled ‘Bad Girl’ at him. There were more snakes now and rats too. He could hear them scratching.

Panic.

Alarm.

Entombed.

The air was horrid, stinking of a putrid mess.

The words Bad Girl searing through his ears.

He was about to scream when he was back in room 9. Immediately he relaxed. The words, Good Girl, glittered warmly above him and he smiled. He felt the sheer joy of being a Good Girl overwhelm and pass through his entire existence.

He never wanted to hear the words ‘naughty girl’ or ‘bad girl’ again.

Now, full of positive girl energy he was walking bare foot along the beach again.

Mr Bridges voice booming, as if down a cave. “When I count back from 5 to 1 you will awake. You will feel refreshed. Alive. You will remember every detail of your delightful walk along the beach. So much so that you will want to return here as soon as you can.” The words were like echoed from the blue skies above Palmer. “Nothing happened away from the beach. There was nothing beyond the sand, the sea and peace and quiet of your walk. All you can remember is the sand and waves. Sand and waves. And warmth. Now, 5,4 waking up, coming to, 3, eyes ready to open, 2, opening eyes, 1 and awake. There.”

He smiled like a protective uncle at the three sissies who beamed back.

“Enjoy that?”

The three sissies nodded.

Carli said, “Oh yes, yes, yes! I loved It Sir.”

He said, “Good Girls.”

The three sissies beamed with pride. Palmer wanted to thank him for calling him a good girl. A good girl! Who wouldn’t want to be called a good girl?

“Because,” he continued, his eyes bouncing from one sissy to the next, “we wouldn’t want naughty girls here. Would we?”

Palmer felt a chill around his body. “No Mr Bridges,” he said earnestly. It was if the skies were darkening.

He heard Izzy and Bunny repeat his exhortation, as eagerly as he had done.

Mr Bridges was pleased with himself. “And girls, where did you go during your Guided Imagery?”

As ever, none of the sissies were sure about speaking. Izzy ventured, cautiously. “A beach, Sir.”

Nodding, Mr Bridges asked, “Anywhere else?”

Izzy smiled. “No, Sir. Just a lovely beach. It was so nice and peaceful.”

Turning to Palmer, Mr Bridges asked, “Did you see anything other than a beach?”

What a silly question! “No, Sir. No, just this really wonderful beach, Sir.”

“And you,” Mr Bridges peered at the name on her collar, “Bunny?”

Bunny, nibbled at her lips, warily checking with the other two sissies. “Well I …” She looked from Mr Bridges to Miss Harding and back and smiled. “No, just the beach Sir. I really liked it.”

My Bridges smiled at Miss Harding. “There you are. Such good girls.”

Oh my! Palmer pulled back his shoulders with pride.

Miss Harding nodded, taking in the delighted sissies. “Indeed, Mr Bridges, such good girls.”

Palmer exchanged excited glances with Izzy and Bunny, as if their worlds were full of happiness.

“Job done,” Mr Bridges said, before adding, “For today.”

“Same time tomorrow, Mr Bridges.” Miss Harding said.

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” he laughed before leaving the room.

	  


Within moments of the delightful Mr Bridges leaving the euphoric sissies, they were once again plunged into fear.

They had again been secured over the horses so that they could look up and view their hitched selves in the tall mirrors. Palmer never could get used to his skirt floating up to reveal his panties. It left him feeling helpless, humiliated yet always aroused.

This time his hands were tied to each leg at the front and his ankles to each leg at the rear, so he was bound in a star fish position, with legs and arms fixed resolutely apart.

Miss Harding stood before them, her back to the mirrors holding a wooden implement and all the sissies knew what fate was about to befall them. The wooden implement was shaped like a table tennis bat and a few times Miss Harding hissed it through the air, just to disturb the mindset of the silly girls bound over the trestles.

Then she cleared her throat and explained:

“Now girls, yesterday you learnt all about the tawse and its history. Then you experienced it first hand, and I gather your Daddies have reminded you of its power since then. Today’s instrument of punishment is called the paddle. It is a delightful tool, one of my personal favourites. It comes in many sizes, even one where the blade is a long oblong shape, like a bat. Miss Bourne has a personal favourite which is one of the longest you will experience. It easily covers both buttocks with a single sweep.”

She stopped, and Palmer looked up, his eyes full of fear when he saw Miss Bourne smirking at him.

“Suzie,” Miss Harding said, “I do hope you are concentrating.”

Swallowing, Palmer said, “Oh yes Miss Harding.”

“I do hope so. I am sure your Daddy was not impressed with your poor exam scores!”

Palmer wanted to remind the formidable Head of his recent, improved result in his homework, but simply looked down at the floor.

“Well, we will see how you cope with your test tonight. So pay attention young lady.”

“Yes Miss Harding,” Palmer blurted out.

“The paddle,” Miss Harding continued, waving it before the terrified sissies, “is always used on the buttocks and thighs. We at The High Wood Lyceum of Improvement so not approve of it being used elsewhere. It first came to prominence in slave colonies. Its purpose, to create pain without damaging the victim.” For a moment she stopped speaking, her eyes luminescent with delight. “Believe me young ladies, it does hurt. No young lady who receives this form of punishment from an adult is likely to forget it in a hurry.”

A familiar sickness niggled at Palmer’s tummy. Why didn’t she just get on with beating their backsides so they could put the experience behind them and move on?

“Indeed, young ladies, I know of errant girls who have been unable to sit down following their punishment.”

Palmer’s head swooned. He wanted to beg for mercy, but still Miss Harding droned on.

“Though it fell out of use as slavery was abolished, so it came into use in schools throughout the western world. I trust you are making mental notes girls. Ready for your test before home time.”

At that moment nothing was sticking in Palmer’s mind, making him panic about the future written assessment. In turn, this made his mind even more spongy and even less capable of taking in information.

Miss Harding laughed, “We rather like the development of holes being drilled into the blade. This allows the passage of air to pass through the blade, thus reducing back pressure and enabling it to travel faster through the air. It then has greater impact on the buttocks.”

“The High Wood Lyceum of Improvement does not approve of plastic paddles. Your Daddies and Mistress Mummies have been informed of our recommendation.  Plastic is cheap and tacky. We don’t want tat burnishing the buttocks of our girls, do we Miss Bourne?”

Miss Bourne fixed Palmer with a dick withering glare, “We certainly don’t Miss Harding. The only cheap tat we have in this room is tied over the horses.”

Miss Harding laughed with good humour, as if she had heard the joke many times before. Carli also giggled, making Palmer wonder if he too should laugh. But the sissies remained in an anxious silence.

Miss Harding shook her head, as if disappointed. “Oh girls, it is so much better when you have reached the end of your first week and you learn to giggle when an adult makes a witticism at your expense.” She stared off into space and tutted. “So much to learn, so little time to teach you.”

“OK, Carli, pull their panties down as far they will go. I think it’s time Miss Bourne and I enjoyed our daily exercise.”

	  


Three very subdued sissies sat, wriggling on the sorest of bottoms in the makeup room.

The lesson was on detailed eye makeup with Palmer struggling with the sheer detail of the lesson. He found it particularly difficult maintaining a steady hand at the edges of the eyes.  A girl with the name badge Bexi smiled and would show him yet again how to keep his fingers steady and eyes open, even as the mascara was touching them.

So alike was she, Bexi could have been Melody and Carli’s twin. Her blonde curly hair, the neat school uniform, pinafore dress, along with the enviable dark tights and heels of a Year Three girl, made Bexi a sheer clone. Izzy and Bunny also had girls instructing them who appeared identical. Maybe there was a little difference in height, but little else. Their waists were far trimmer than any of the three newbie sissies, and their demeanour was as convincingly feminine as that of Carli.

They also spoke in a girly, breathy way, reminiscent of Marilyn Monroe. It was as if they had all been injected with the same DNA.

Each time one of them giggled, so the other two would giggle. It was an unsettling reaction that made Palmer’s mind race distractedly away from his eye lessons. He puzzled over how many sissies existed in the school. Were they all trapped and forced like him? These three makeup girls, along with Carli and Melody didn’t appear imprisoned against their will. Sure, they had flashes of anxiety across their pretty faces when Miss Harding or Miss Bourne turned on them, but most of the time they appeared quite relaxed, even revelling in their positions.

At that point, Bexi said something that alarmed Palmer. She had been jabbering throughout the lesson and Palmer took only a few words in, as his mind wandered on what he needed to say to Ryker and Katie about this absurd development. He had only wanted a day’s wanking experience over all the fetishist events Ryker promised at the school. Instead he couldn’t masturbate, not even at home.

Such were the intensity of his thoughts that Bexi’s words almost floated away before he understood them.

“Oh, your lips,” she mused, “so thin really. We’ll just have to go lightly around the outlines. Give the appearance of more body. Hopefully in a couple of days your lips have grown and then we can do a proper job. Oh, they’ll be so hot and sexy.”

She then stopped chatting. Her eyes suddenly alert and terrified. She glanced over her shoulder to see Miss Bourne busy with a fetish magazine. She held her breath, checked on Miss Bourne once again and then nibbled her lip as she put the pink lipstick into Palmer’s fingers.

“Here, you try,” she said quickly, still holding her breath.

Palmer was quizzical. How would his lips grow in a couple of days? “Bexi, what do you mean …”

Bexi grabbed Palmer’s face to squeeze his cheeks and push out his lips.

Bexi ordered, “Hold still and pout. Good girl.” She then set about Palmer’s mouth with great energy, her eyes flickering back to Miss Bourne, who remained oblivious to the exchange.

Closing on Palmer’s ear, Bexi whispered, “hush. Do you want us both punished? Forget I said about your lips becoming larger.” She then nervously rattled on at higher than normal level. “You can use this lipstick. Yes, use this one. It’s a plumper so will make them appear bigger. Yes, that’s what I meant. How silly of me. Of course, it’s only temporary. Oh, oh and gloss. You’ll need gloss across the central part of the lips. That’ll also help them look larger.”

Palmer noted the size of Bexi’s lips, then those of her colleagues. They were all the sensuously puffy pink lips he associated with models and movie stars. Dark fears floated into his mind. He needed to get out of here and pronto!

Lunch was a small omelette with light salad and water.

	  


Back in the classroom they were introduced to the Mr and Mrs Solomon that Miss Harding had mentioned earlier that day. They were clearly a married couple, familiar with each other, working easily in tandem. Both were overweight, with Mr Solomon being ruddy faced, and his pink neck bulging out of his shirt collar as if it were boiling over.

Mrs Solomon had a podgy figure clearly enhanced by a moulding corset. Her voluptuous breasts swelling out through a dark dress.

The three sissies had to strip out of their pinafore dresses and crisp, white blouses until they stood in their white trainer bras, the corset supplied over the weekend and tight panties.

Mr Solomon had a northern gruff accent, “Good girls, now raise your arms. That’s it. Stand straight. Shoulder’s back. Good girls.”

Palmer smiled at the compliment of being a good girl, feeling superbly relaxed and warm whenever he heard the compliment.

Mr and Mrs Solomon then set about measuring their waists, hips and chests with a meticulous concern for the details. The figures were entered into his wife’s tablet but were checked and checked again.

Each time the tape went about Palmer’s waist he was told to inhale, and then relax.

Satisfied with the torso measurements the couple then set about leg length, both inside and outside and even the neck size. The tape measure being run just above their new steel collars, and Mrs Solomon squinted astutely at the figures.

“Oh my,” she spoke with a similar accent to her husband. “The collar is delightfully smooth Miss Harding.”

Miss Harding puffed out her chest and smiled, “Nothing but the best for the pupils of the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.”

“Of course,” Miss Solomon said, and sighed. “Still, they must be changed.”

“Improve or be improved,” Miss Harding said. “But oh my, when you see the delightful results, the work all feels so worthwhile.”

Mrs Bourne smiled, “Ah yes. That final day of graduation.”

Palmer winced. Graduation? Ryker hadn’t mentioned anything about graduation. He felt as if he were down the bottom of a deep dark pit. His entire life had become a mystery, yet everyone else appeared to know precisely what was going on!

Why didn’t someone tell him what happening? What did Mrs Solomon mean about changing the steel collars? Changing them for what?

Graduation indeed! It was totally ludicrous and if he were allowed to speak freely, he would tell Miss Harding and Miss Bourne so.

He doubled up his desire to sit down with Ryker and Katie that very night to discuss what was happening. It was time Palmer was fully informed, even if it was only to correct their errors.

Miss Harding clapped her hand. “Thank you, Mr and Mrs Solomon. We’ll see you Thursday always a special day in the lives of pupils at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.


Chapter 4   The Troubling Afternoon of the Second Day

“Some of us think holding on makes us strong, but sometimes it is letting go.” Hermann Hesse, poet, novelist and painter.

“Everybody is a dumb blonde at heart.” Jessica Simpson, singer, fashion designer and author.

	  


Walking lessons were far more difficult than Palmer had imagined.

Carli brought in three pairs of black strappy heels. Oh my, they were gorgeous. Palmer had always had a thing for strappy stilettos. He couldn’t think of a time when he didn’t admire their effortless sensuality. These were breath taking. Beautiful.

The first task was to pull on the heels seated, whilst keeping the thighs together.

Miss Harding patted her paddle against her palm as she said, “Any slutty flashes of panties will be rewarded by a firm spanking.”

As the shoes were a tight fit in the first place, this was a problematic task to master. Once the foot slid in, then the shoe gripped Palmer’s foot around his thin knee length sock just fine. Even so, reaching down to fasten the absurdly small buckles was a nightmare.

Mrs Harding laughed good humouredly, “Oh my. Graceful girls! Those fasteners are designed to look good. Nothing you wear is practical. It is worn to enhance your appearance and sexuality. Carli, demonstrate different methods of putting on your shoes, like a good girl.”

Beaming at being asked, Carli rose, and standing up she removed her shoes before putting them back on. Palmer and the two sissies couldn’t believe the ease with she performed her task.

Carli blushed at her competence as she stood in her hose, pulled up one foot, slid on the shoe, balancing superbly well, and anchored the catch. Then, standing on one high heel, she did the same with the other shoe.

The Head and her principal teacher laughed.

“Oh. you are a little show off, Carli!” Mrs Harding said, but there was clearly pride in her voice at Carli’s achievement. “Now Carli, demonstrate a simpler method for our three learners here.”

Settling on a hard-backed chair, Carli stylishly slid one foot at a time into her shoes, then with thighs clamped together she bent over and fastened them in seconds.”

Mrs Harding started clapping and was soon joined by Miss Bourne.

“Did you see that sissies? No matter how dumb Carli is,” she paused, and Carli dutifully giggled at the insult before Miss Harding continued, “Carli remained elegant. Elegant is sexy. What is elegant?”

With uncertainty the three sissies repeated the phrase. Unhappy at the response, Miss Harding demanded they repeat the mantra, this time more loudly.

Palmer ensured he would be heard, “Elegant is sexy”.

“Indeed girls, always. Men love it, though they aren’t aware of why they like it. So, ensure you maintain elegance in whatever you do.”

Palmer knew that attracting men was not part of his fetish, though perhaps it was for Izzy and Bunny. He sat down on one of the hard chairs and immediately had a rocket from Miss Harding:

“Oh my. Suzie! Legs together! You are not a cheap slut in a brothel flashing all you have. Keep it hidden. Miss Bourne, I fear the young ladies have gone far too long without a spanking.”

5 minutes later Palmer sat his fiery arse gingerly on the hard-backed chair, his eyes swimming with tears. He noticed that Izzy and Bunny glared at him for earning them a spanking, so he had to look away from their accusatory stares.

But this time, his legs could have been glued together as he pulled on the strappy shoes.

Once they were all shoed, the sissies began their walking lessons.

Miss Harding said, “One foot before the other. Carli, demonstrate.”

And Carli performed an enchanting, sexy wiggle across the room. Palmer was too mesmerised by the bouncing bottom to discern how she achieved the alluring effect.

Miss Harding eyes were also fixed on Carli’s gyrating bottom, “The secret is to keep your legs as straight as possible as you bring down your foot. As you walk, bring your leg directly in front of the other, so you are walking a straight line. But legs straight. Try it.”

The girls did so. Self-consciously. Constantly looking at Miss Harding as if waiting for her to shout and admonish them.

It was so awkward. As with sitting with legs together, so the chastity cage prevented them emulating Cari’s smooth and lovely walk.

Miss Harding sighed. “It will do for now. Practice, practice, practice. All your nurseries at home should have a full-length mirror and space to walk to and from it. This was in the conditions laid down by the school for your Daddies. So practice. Now try again, and this time keep your elbows neatly tucked in, at your sides.”

For a long time, the sissies walked back and forth in front of the mirror before Miss Harding clapped her hands and they all came a stop.

Miss Harding laughed. “You haven’t been taught how to stand yet. So funny. You look like a bunch of dockers in a pub drag show. Don’t be dispirited. This is your first attempt at walking. Now, this time when you walk off, I want you to do the ‘kick off’. This is what models do. The very first step is slightly higher.”

Miss Harding raised her right foot, held it for the briefest of moments and then began walking. Palmer was impressed. Even she looked poised and elegant.

Stopping, she looked at the three mesmerised sissies and said, “Just raise, pause and kick off on that one first, single step. It will put you in the right frame of mind for walking sexily. Every time you start walking you will think of the kick off and then that will put you in the correct mindset. Carli show them the kick off. And this time girls, watch the sway of Cari’s hips. Don’t overdo it. Let it happen naturally. Carli!”

Carli gave her perfect walk as a sexy girl.

“More pointers, you have so much to learn,” Miss Harding said. “But remember to pull your shoulders back. We do not allow slouchers here. Shoulders back. Aw girls, so much for you silly airheads to remember.”

Carli giggled at the joke and Palmer thought it wise to affect a laugh too. Izzy and Bunny hesitatingly joined in.

“Remember girls, practice, practice, practice. Shoulders back, each foot in front of the other. Don’t forget the kick off.”

Miss Harding nodded to Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt and they put down the cameras to rearrange the trestles before the full length mirrors. All while the girls performed their walking.

It was easy for Palmer to register the contempt Miss Harding had for their walking efforts. Not least by the way she would wince, shake her head or sigh theatrically loudly.

Finally, Miss Harding said, “Stop. That’s enough. Remember girls, practice, practice, practice. This school is about improvement. Constant improvement. Carli here is in her Third Year. Yet to graduate, so even she has room for improvement.”

Palmer and the other two sissies exchanged incredulous glances. Carli? Her walk was amazingly sexy and fluid. Palmer sought desperately to emulate her swaying hips and confident girly attitude.

Miss Harding said, “So once more. But this time, lock your elbows tightly in at the sides. And slightly turn your wrists out. Men walk like this,” she stuck out her elbows as if they were bird wings and hunched her shoulders. “It’s what makes them look powerful. Sissies, should be demure, fill less space. People should recognize how submissive and subservient you are simply by observing how you stand and how you walk.”

Palmer nibbled his bottom lip. The last thing he wanted was for people to see him as ‘submissive and subservient’. Obviously, here and now wasn’t the time to raise any objections. Besides, a part of him was desperate to learn how to walk like Melody and Carli and all the other girls he had seen since arriving at the school. At that moment he was desperate to follow the Head’s instructions. He pressed his elbows into his waist.

“Here we go girls,” Miss Harding said, “remember the kick off. Relax your entire being. Heads up, shoulders back, and go! Kick off!”

Finding himself smiling, Palmer used the ‘kick off’ to get himself into the walking frame of mind. He urged his body to chill out. His thighs went straight as he put one heeled foot before the other. There was something different. Something was happening. He was doing it!

He saw the thrill of success in the eyes of the other two adult schoolgirls. They were walking as Carli had done. Backs straight, hips moving.

“My, my,” He heard Miss Harding say. “I do think we have achieved some improvement here. I am sure these silly girls are grateful for their education.”

As Palmer practised his walk, using the kick off to get started, he felt happy, contented. He had become so used to being filmed that he barely noticed the two men and the cameras around the room filming their every move. It was now part of his existence. But he did feel relieved they were no longer recording his humiliations for the amusement of Ryker. So what if Ryker saw him walking like this, it would be embarrassing, but not mortifying like the previous videos Ryker had laughed at.

Palmer’s relief was short lived.

	  


Armed with her paddle, Miss Harding patrolled before the sissies who were secured fast over the trestles. They had been tied, as with the previous afternoon, hands to the front and ankles at the rear of the bar, so that their chastity caged groins rested on the soft padded leather bar.

Miss Harding said, “I know you sluts cannot wait to show your slutty selves off, but I don’t want to see one twitch of a lovely bottom, until I give the instruction. I hope that’s clear.”

Palmer, raised his head and grunted a, “Yes Miss Harding.”

Miss Harding offered that sly, evil grin that so troubled Palmer. What was she going to say and do next? Would she use the paddle?

“Now girls. Important lesson. People must know you are silly, airheaded sissies the moment they meet you. Obviously, we will improve your presentation to that end, as you’ve seen. We are working hard on your appearance. You will revel in the changes we have lined up for you over the next few days, isn’t that right Miss Bourne?”

Was it Palmer’s imagination or did Miss Bourne always fix Palmer with her determined malevolent grin when answering Miss Harding’s questions?

“Oh yes, Miss Harding. Changed beyond all recognition,” Miss Bourne spoke spitefully, her eyes shining at Palmer.

Palmer looked away, seeing a camera from one of the guys, closing on him.

“So what if someone calls you on the phone? Imagine it. There you are, fortunate to be a receptionist or secretary for some powerful hard working adult. Then the phone rings. What do you do? What do you say? Watch the video girls.”

Palmer had to turn his head to see the white board come to life with a ping.

Behind an office desk sat a blonde, curly haired girl in a white dress, that was so tight her figure was completely on display. She could have been Melody, or Bexi, or Carli, or any of the sissies he had seen in the building.

The office in the video was bare, functional and very intently tidy, with a window showing city skyscrapers outside. The girl was doing her nails. Every so often she would check her lips in a mirror fixed to the desk.

Suddenly the phone rang, and the cute blonde jumped as if shocked.

Palmer laughed and found the other sissies, the teachers, Carli and the men also chuckling at the birdbrained bimbo.

The cute blonde lifted the receiver and said, “Mr Harding’s Holdings. Sammi speaking. How may I serve you today?”

The voice was mannered, clear, soft with an emphasis on the ‘S’s.

The video blurred and paused. The Head had pressed a button on her tablet.

“Listen very carefully girls. I’ll play it again.”

The video rewound and replayed the same short sequence. Once again, the cutie jumped when the phone rang, before answering, “Mr Harding’s Holdings. Sammi speaking. How may I serve you today?”

“Listen to her voice,” Miss Harding said. “Every word is enunciated clearly. You hear the beginnings and the ends of the words. Not like some hunky male losing parts of the words and mumbling. Now girls, I want you to speak from the front of the mouth. Not from your chests or throats like a smelly man. Say ‘Mr Harding’s Holdings.’ Then add your own name. For example, ‘Izzy speaking’, or ‘Bunny speaking’ or ‘Suzie speaking’. And, finally, finish with the words, ‘how may I serve you today.’”

“Suzie, you go first.”

Oh, why me? Palmer thought, tightening his fists in their restraints. He swallowed, wishing he were elsewhere. “Erm.,” he tried to bring his voice to the front of his mouth and spoke squeakily, “Mr Harding’s Holdings. Erm, Suzie speaking.”

“OK, try again. Not too fast. Concentrate on the process. Front of mouth, beginning and ends of all words. Carli, you listen to Bunny, I’ll listen to Izzy. Miss Bourne, I know you have a soft spot for little Suzie here, so you listen to her.”

Lowering his head, Palmer groaned as quietly as possible until he noticed Miss Bourne holding the paddle with the drilled holes right before his face. Stuck high up in the air his arse felt like an inviting flag.

With the sexy creak of leather, Miss Bourne raised herself to her heels and reached back to pat Palmer’s bottom with the paddle.

“Let’s hear you, Suzie.”

Feeling his mouth grow dry, he spoke the words, “Mr Harding’s Holdings.”

The slap on his arse made him squeal. It was followed by three more in quick succession. His entire arse spontaneously erupted into prickly pain.

“Please no, Miss Bourne,” he said.

“Then try harder. Speak from the front of your mouth and lisp girl!”

“Mr Harding’s Holdings,” Palmer began and closed his eyes, awaiting the paddling. It didn’t come. When he opened them he could see Miss Bourne giggling.

Miss Bourne cooed, “Aw, that was fine, little Suzie. Hardly brilliant. But OK. So continue.”

He nodded, feeling his flushed face perspire. “Mr Harding’s Holdings Suzie speaking. How may I serve you today?”

Whack, whack, whack.

Palmer squealed with each impact.

“No girl,” Miss Bourne said. “Now try again and get it right!”

Tears clouded Palmer’s vision. This wasn’t fair. How could he concentrate when he knew he could be paddled so painfully hard should he get it wrong?

Whack, whack, whack.

Palmer’s groin leapt from the padded bar.

Miss Bourne said, “I just told you to say it again. Are you deaf as well as dumb?”

Even though he was in agony, Palmer said, “Mr Harding’s Holdings Suzie speaking. How may I serve you today?”

“Again!” Demanded Miss Bourne.

Palmer was ensuring he lisped every ‘S’. “Mr Harding’s Holdings Suzie speaking. How may I serve you today?”

“Oooh,” Miss Bourne said. “I think you are getting the hang of it. Tell me what a stupid slut you are in the same voice.”

“I’m a stupid slut,” Palmer said quickly, ensuring to lisp.

“And again. Remember. Just from the front of mouth. Lisping.”

“I’m a stupid slut.”

“Tell the camera what you are, Suzie,” Miss Bourne said her face lit up with triumph.

Glancing up, Palmer saw the camera fixed on him, just a few feet in front of his perspiring face.

“I’m a stupid slut,” he told the camera.

Whack!

“Youch.”

“Louder, you dumb slut.”

“Yes Miss Bourne.” Palmer said as clearly as he could, “I’m a stupid slut.”

Settling beside him, she kissed Palmer’s nose. “Aren’t you the most delightful sissy that’s ever been educated here?”

He dared not reply, simply lowering his eyes to the floor.

The beatings and chanting stopped. Miss Harding was red faced with exertion. “Well Miss Bourne,” the Head said, still catching her breath. “I do believe we have made some progress here.”

“Indeed,” Miss Bourne smiled. “They may be as dumb as dishwater, but if we work sufficiently hard, we can improve them”

“Ha!” Miss Harding’s eyes flicked from one sniffing sissy to the next. “And what is the school motto girls?”

Palmer screwed up his eyes. It was on the tip of his tongue.

Bunny said, “we must improve or be improved.”

“Excellent,” Miss Harding said, before sighing. “Sadly, only one girl was able to remember. I think, Miss Bourne, a few more wallops on their gorgeously red derrieres might improve their memories.”

Bunny gripped her ropes with trepidation but only Izzy and Palmer were punished, and with some vigour.

Palmer could hear through his squeals, Miss Bourne repeating, “stupid sluts”, over and over again.

As a reward the girls were made to rub themselves helplessly on the padded bar. Slow at first before being ordered to speed up the movement. Then slowly again. The girls complied quickly to their instructions, finding themselves growing further aroused with every order and with every movement.

The black dildo was brought close to Palmer’s lips. He knew it was Miss Bourne holding it from the colour of her hand and black leather catsuit. But his eyes were fixed on the menacing plastic object held tauntingly close to his face. Miss Bourne teased him by keeping the dildo he hungered for, millimetres from his pink lips.

Oh! What the aroused Palmer would give to bring that dildo into his empty hungry mouth.

Miss Bourne whispered, “Tell me what you are, babe.”

Palmer licked his lipsticked lips and ensured he complied with the speaking instructions. He spoke from the front of his mouth with a pronounced lisp. “A stupid slut.”

“Again, babe.” Miss Bourne swallowed, whispering in his ear, “You are soooo fucking hot!”

“A stupid slut. I am a stupid slut.” It was as if a motor had turned on inside Palmer’s head. The mantra was repeated like a chant. “I am a stupid slut. I am a stupid slut. “I am a stupid slut. I am a stupid slut.”

With that, the dildo was buried deep in his face.

From a million miles away, he could hear Miss Bourne’s breathless voice. “Tonight, I am going to watch this video of you and play with myself till I cum all over my bed.

This added to the mental weightlessness Palmer experienced. He didn’t know where he was, nor what he was doing. All he knew was bodily need. Need and pleasure. He rubbed hard his pantied chastity cage hard on the padded bar of the ‘horse’. A hand was fondling his sore arse. But nothing mattered in this strange twilight world of dreamy pleasure.

He could feel himself spurting, but because he couldn’t cum properly, he was never satisfied. Rather he cycled through his performance, soaking his panties.

A clap of hands. The dildo removed. Palmer’s half-closed eyes tried to focus on the classroom.

Miss Harding clapped again. “Good girls always get rewards like that.”

Good girls. Palmer felt so pleased to hear someone use those words about him.

“But sadly,” Miss Harding offered a theatrical downcast expression, “all good things must come to an end. You will be released from the horses. Then you will remove your heels and be put back in your schoolgirl shoes.”

Palmer heard himself moan out loud. It was so unfair! He loved wearing these strappy shoes, and he knew how they improved his legs and his overall appearance. It felt so hot to have the foot continuously arched upwards. He hated those silly clumpy shoes.

It was a moment before he grasped that he had moaned out loud. Would he be punished? Worse, the other two sissies had also vocalised their disappointment.

Miss Harding wore an exultant, knowing smirk. “Oh my. How far you have all come in such a short space of time. I tell you what, as you have been such good girls ...”

Those words again. Good girls. Palmer discreetly rubbed himself on the bar hoping no one would notice.

“… and good girls always get treats. So, Miss Bourne. We will let the dumb sluts keep their heels on whilst they clean the trestles and tidy up. But sadly, young ladies, back to your normal shoes for the test and home time.”

This time all the girls groaned loudly at the mention of the word test. Palmer tugged at his bonds. Another test! He had to do better to ensure Ryker didn’t punish him again.

Palmer’s clear ambition to acquit himself well in his test had one small problem …

	  


Palmer fidgeted on his stool before his desk. No matter where he settled his bottom the hard wood of the stool added to his punishment, forcing him to shift yet again.

Before him the test paper was turned upside down, so he couldn’t view it. But his brain was still elsewhere. He remained deeply aroused. He moved his chastity cage back and forth on the wooden stool, seeking any means of release. The fact that he couldn’t achieve any satisfaction didn’t get in the way of his body trying.

While he edged helplessly, his eyes couldn’t drag themselves away from his strappy sandal high heels on Miss Harding desk. They were there to taunt him. He hated removing them, they felt so wonderful. Worse, he was now strapped back into the ugly school regulation shoes. It wasn’t fair. The Year Three girls wore lovely shoes. Why not him?

He was shaken back into the present by Miss Harding saying, “Turn over the papers and start now.”

He flipped over the paper, but the words on the test sheet might as well have been written in ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs. Graphics floated before his blurry eyes, unable to settle and form sensible sentences. He just needed to cum. It was the only idea in his head. His needs filled his senses. He tried to make sense of the questions but there was a total disconnect between him and the words on the sheet. Cheat. He needed to cheat. Bunny was sitting to his right, so he carefully glanced over at her paper.

Bunny’s shaking pen was held above the paper. Not a word had been written. When Palmer saw her face, he was shocked. Bunny was staring with hooded eyes at the high heels on the desk. Bunny’s tongue flicked out to lick her top lip. The pen in her hand served no useful purpose.

Palmer had to get a grip. He took in the first question, but ooooh. He spurted into his panties.

For those interested, here is the exam paper Palmer faced on that fateful Tuesday afternoon at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement:

High Wood Lyceum of Improvement

Test for Day Two, Week One.

	What three things must you do to improve? 
	What is the most important aspect when sitting? 
	What is the name of the man who helped you relax? 
	What did he call the process he took you through? 
	What are the names of the people who measured you? 
	Correct the following sentence about your Daddy: “he is of great help to me.” 
	Correct the following sentence about your Mistress Mummy: “she is of great help to me.” 
	From where did the paddle originate? 
	What physical improvement enhances the paddle’s effect? 
	What is the first step called when you start walking? 


Carli collected the papers, shaking her head at each sissy’s efforts.

Miss Harding was unhappy. “Girls. Really. You must work harder. Izzy, you scored two out of ten. Bunny, just one! And Suzie, you scored zero. Honestly girls. Can you see how hard we teachers at this school for improvement must work when we have dumb, little airheads like you?”

Palmer threw his head into his hands when he heard his score. Oh hell! What would Ryker do when he heard his result?

Palmer felt queasy. He didn’t want to face home time and Ryker and Katie. Why were the tests so hard? A niggling dark thought entered his consciousness: was it that the tests were hard or was he genuinely dumb? The notion of actually being dumb was such an appalling vista that he tried to squeeze the taunting thought away. He knew he wasn’t stupid. Of course he wasn’t. And yet …

	  


The skies outside the high windows darkened as the aroused sissies tried to focus on Miss Harding’s summing up of the day. But her voice was a drone, and those delectable high heels remained on the desk magnetically grabbing each sissy’s attention. The gorgeous shape and the wondrous warm memories of wearing the heels was a distraction so great that all else diminished from their minds like water draining from a sink.

Palmer heard Miss Harding say ‘so’ and clap her hands. He immediately sat bolt upright on his high backed chair, his panties wriggling on the wood.

“Your Daddies and Mistress Mummies are here,” Miss Harding said as if they should all be thrilled at the news. “Miss Bourne and I will just chat with them about how the course develops for the next few days.”

‘Course develops’? Palmer wondered why they, the students, couldn’t hear about ‘course developments’. In fact, it seemed obvious to him that the pupils should hear about the lessons even before the Daddies and Mistress Mummies. His list of the errors the school was making lengthened by the minute.

So it was that the three sissies had their leashes attached to their collars and the handles of those hung up on coat hooks, above their heads. Their wrists were fastened by handcuffs behind their backs, so there was no way any of the adult schoolgirls could unhook the leash handle. Thus, they would remain in situ until freed.

Once Miss Harding and Miss Bourne left the classroom, Carli stood before them with her girly arse twitching, her knees constantly falling one in front of the other. She wrinkled her nose and said, “Oh. I mean like, I literally hate those tests. They’re so stupid.”

Izzy said, “Stupid?”

“I know, right!” Said Carli. “I totally don’t understand them.” She burst into giggles. “Duh! That’s why I get such low marks. So, honestly, I mean, like, why give us tests if they know we are gonna get low marks? Seriously, it’s such a waste of time”

Palmer was surprised, “You still do tests?”

Rolling her eyes Carli said, “Of Course! I mean, like, why? If I want to know something, I ask an adult. I mean, duh, who wants to think for yourself when it’s much easier to ask someone else? Right, yeh? I mean who’s dull ‘round here? I mean, I’m like why should I know why they keep testing us? See. That’s why we just ask adults. They always know.”

Palmer didn’t want to point out to Carli that she was an adult, though undeniably she was as dim as she admitted. Anyone could see how brainless she was from the moment she opened her mouth but, on the other hand, there would be few guys who wouldn’t want to shag her senseless.

Clearing her throat as if to summon courage, Bunny spoke from the front of her mouth with the lisping effect., “Are you allowed to wear heels all the time?”

“No, silly!” Carli shook her head and giggled. “That would be silly in the shower. Duh! Though,” She dropped one knee before the other, looked up at the ceiling as she tapped her finger on her voluptuous lips. “Let me see …”

Smiling, Palmer thought, Carli is adorable. For a long while Carli pondered whatever notion had entered her vacuous mind. Palmer wanted to laugh out loud at her efforts.

At last Carli surprised herself by remembering what she was thinking.

Carli said, “You have to wear them all the time. The heels, I mean. From the Second Year. Erm, I think. Even in bed. Oh, I forget why. Miss Harding will tell you.” Then she flapped her hands. “Oh, it doesn’t matter does it? Whatever. Just leave it to the adults to give you instructions, that’s easiest.”

Palmer said, “But you have to think for yourself sometimes.”

For Carli this was hilarious. Palmer noticed the two cameramen had started to laugh too. Why was that funny? Of course, one has to think for one’s self.

“Oh, you are silly,” Carli said, taking control of her laughter and trying to appear serious. “I mean, basically, thinking for yourself always gets you into trouble.” She rubbed her bottom through her skirt while giving a charming little wiggle. “Besides. It is relaxing, when you don’t have to think any more. You don’t have to worry about impressing people, or saying the wrong thing or …,” she appeared lost.

After a long moment of thought Carli said, “Sorry what were we talking about?” Again, she adopted the pose with her finger tapping her lips and her eyes looking blankly at the ceiling.

Palmer prompted, “Thinking for yourself.”

A serious Bunny lowered her voice as she interrupted, “Before Miss Harding gets back. What are they talking about out there, you know with the Daddies and Mummy Mistresses?”

“Let me see,” Carli wondered. “Hmmm. Day two. So … no, that will be day three, or maybe day four.” She giggled at her confusion. “Oh yes. The phone apps! Yes, the phone apps, ready for tomorrow.”

Palmer asked, “What phone app?”

The chunky guy with the balding grey hair lowered his camera and said in a low voice, full of caution, “Carli!”

Carli jumped and squealed. “Oh, Sorry Mr Rocco. Oh. I am so dumb.”

She turned back to face the tethered sissies. Her face having lost all its giggly, wide eyed fervour. She was now deeply concerned. “Oh, please don’t tell Miss Harding I said that.”

Mr Rocco laughed, “You telling the sissies to lie, Carli?”

Raising his camera to pint directly at the Year Three girl, Mr Wyatt laughed at Carli’s shock.

For her part, Carli stood bolt upright, her arms tight to her sides, her legs straight.

“Please sirs,” she stammered. “I didn’t ... well I did … I suppose … but I didn’t mean to …you know? I …”

As her nervous jabbering drew to a slow close, the two men laughed, filming every hilarious moment.

Mr Rocco said, “Don’t worry we’ll punish you. If Miss Harding does then it’ll go on your record.”

Bringing her elegant hands up to her mouth, Carli squealed, “Oh thank you, thank you, thank you. You are so kind Sirs.” She brought her chin down, so her eyes were looking up at them. “And is there anything I might be able to do to repay you kind gentlemen?”

The men exchanged knowing looks and laughed again.

At that point Palmer knew Carli was a complete and absolute slut.

The door opened. Voices chatting. Miss Harding, Miss Bourne and the Daddies and Mummies, all laughing.

All that is, except Ryker, who looked so miserable you’d think his football team had just lost. He wasn’t happy. Katie on the other hand beamed at Palmer, giving him a girly wave. Palmer smiled back feeling ridiculous. He was secured to the coat racks, cuffed, not permitted to even speak, all while wearing a schoolgirl outfit. Worse, he had to put up with the unhelpful ramblings of Carli, who appeared to have had her brain removed.

Miss Harding continued a lecture she had clearly began outside the room.

“The phone app will be on the sissies’ phones too. We will be handing out those tomorrow.” She turned to the hitched sissies to add, “if we have good girls tomorrow. Not naughty girls.”

Palmer felt a seed of horror in his tummy. Surely Miss Harding knew he wanted to be a good girl? The thought of being naughty felt like a toothache that had to be treated. He must work harder.

Ryker said, “Why the hell do they need phones? They’ll be able to call whoever they like and look up stuff on the internet.”

Miss Harding smiled. “Don’t you worry. We at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement have been working on this process for over a decade. The girls are permitted to phone each other to gossip about boys and talk about shoes. The little dears will want to do that. But they won’t be permitted any numbers you do not agree too.”

Gossip about boys and shoes? Palmer’s cheeks reddened, not least with inner rage as well as embarrassment.

“Now the phones for the sissies are locked,” Miss Harding went on, with what was clearly a well rehearsed speech, “so that they cannot adjust any settings. Everything they do is sent to your computers, phones and tablets. It’s important to keep an eye on what the silly girls are up to. We find that parents see the school’s app as an invaluable aid in controlling and educating their little charges.”

Sighing, Miss Harding added, “It is of course, as we keep pointing out, a huge responsibility to instruct such mindless tramps. It can feel relentless. So, it is important at times, to just lock them in their nurseries and ensure you all get some ‘me time’ for yourselves. All in the full knowledge they cannot contact anyone you have not added to their phone.”

With the exception of Ryker, all the ‘adults’ as Miss Harding referred to them, seemed to find the situation to be hilarious.

Miss Harding continued, “So check the sissies speech patterns at all times. It is important that they realise they are not permitted to deviate at all from the lessons they have learnt today. If the course is not fully immersive then it won’t work. Likewise, the walking. Perhaps the Mistress Mummies can check the video in today’s pack, and just ensure their little precious darlings are fully complying. Remember, having a little sissy is not just for your pleasure and convenience, it is a responsibility.”

Not even daring to groan, Palmer wondered if Ryker and Katie would force him to speak in this absurd sissy manner. Surely not.

Palmer felt that the scary Miss Harding was actually proud of her speech. As if she had just made an oration to the UN on world peace. He knew that he was locked inside some crazy parallel universe and had to escape as soon as possible.

But his options to chat to Ryker and Katie were cut out as soon as Ryker snatched the handle of the leash from the coat hooks. Palmer was about to say ‘hello’ to the man who now shagged his wife when Ryker said to Palmer. “Keep it shut, until we’re home.”

Palmer immediately closed his mouth.

“Oh Ryker,” Katie said, gently admonishing her lover. She turned to Palmer and wrinkled her nose, “He’s had a bad day at the office.”

Miss Harding said, “Don’t forget to check their homework, which includes sitting on an ordinary chair and walking. The speech directions are in the online video. Please keep on top of that with your precious darlings. Oh, my, yes, the sissies demonstrated true progress in walking. Thanks to the hard work of the school and its staff.”

Still cuffed, and now with their Pink Lamb back packs attached to them, the sissies were led from the room by their wives’ Bulls, Surely Palmer would be allowed to speak once they were safely in the car?

Er, as it happens, no.

	  


Once Ryker, Katie and Palmer had returned to Palmer’s home, following a darkly silent car trip, Palmer’s cuffs were removed and immediately Ryker went rummaging through the Pink Lamb bag.

Katie was quizzical, “Ryker? What are you looking for?”

“Got it.” Ryker pulled out the paddle with the holes drilled in it.

“Oh,” Katie said, “So that’s what it looks like. It’s bigger than in the PDF.”

“Yeh,” Ryker studied it. “One of the other Bulls was saying he’d used it before on a cuckold sissy. Apparently got good results.”

Palmer swallowed, “Please may I speak.”

Running her fingers through Palmer’s blonde curls, Katie said, “Oh honey, hush. Your Mistress Mummy and Daddy are talking about important matters.”

Palmer closed his eyes, this was just preposterous. The sooner they listened to his advice, the better.

“In here now,” Ryker barked holding open the downstairs office door.

“Ryker?” Katie asked.

“I’ll show you, Katie.” Ryker turned to the terrified sissy in his little pinafore dress. “You go and stand in the corner, hands on head. And don’t you dare move till I call you back.”

Such was the fury in Ryker’s words that Palmer rushed to the corner and placed his hands obediently into his soft hair.

“Legs straight,” Ryker commanded.

Palmer instantly obeyed, feeling his bare, naked thighs squash together around the plastic chastity cage.

“Look on here,” Palmer heard Ryker say to Palmer’s wife.

Palmer could tell they were in the centre of the room, near the computers.

“Oh dear,” Katie said quietly.

“I’ll give her ‘oh fucking dear’. What’s she playing at? A mark of zero for her second test! Miss Harding showed me when we got to the school. Zero!”

“Aww,” Katie said. “She was always a scatterbrain. Even before the school lessons.”

Scatterbrain? Palmer bristled. Why did she have to tell him that? Palmer maintained position, hands on head, legs together, but was inwardly furious.

“Yeh! Scatterbrain.” Ryker dismissed Katie’s comments. “So what the fuck am I paying for here?”

“Perhaps the test was hard.” Katie said, without believing her own words. “What did the other girls get?”

“I don’t give a flying fuck what anyone else got. All I know is that little miss madam here, comes home with a score of zero. She’s making me look bad!”

Palmer squeezed his eyes shut, wishing he’d paid more attention in the exam.

“Right. I’m going to deal with this. You!” Ryker shouted and Palmer knew the ‘you’ was aimed at him. “Get your fucking arse back here right now!”

Sheepishly, head bowed, Palmer made his way back to Ryker and an apologetic looking Katie.

“Elbows tucked into waist, honey,” Katie reminded Palmer.

Suddenly Ryker seemed like a giant. He was maybe 6’4 to Palmer’s 5’5”. But he was a thick set guy. A regular player in the local rugby team, and a Judo black belt. Palmer felt tiny standing before the intimidating, burly man. His nerves shook. He needed to have a pee.

“See,” Ryker said. “She can’t even remember the walking stuff. And she only learnt that today.”

Stroking Palmer’s hot cheek, Katie said to him, “Aw Honey. You really must try harder. We are playing our part for you.”

Palmer’s eyes widened. For him?

Suddenly Ryker slapped the paddle under Palmer’s chin, forcing him up on to his toes.

“You doing this on purpose?” Ryker growled.

“No, no. I promise. The test was hard!”

Katie sucked in a breath of fear through her teeth.

Palmer immediately added, “Daddy.”

Palmer found his mouth drying out. He could hardly explain the reason why he couldn’t focus on the test. How could he level with his Bull to describe how he became so aroused from the bondage games that his brain fell from his head.

Ryker glared at Katie. “She can’t even get that fucking right.”

Turning his full nuclear glare back on to the trembling sissy, Ryker said, “So let me get this straight. You didn’t deliberately get zero out of ten to make me look bad?”

“No, no, no, Daddy!” At last a way out. “Honest.”

“So you got zero ‘cos you are dumber than a village idiot who gets chucked out of his job for being stupid?”

Katie giggled at the remark, but Palmer was too scared to find anything amusing.

Palmer wanted to say ‘no’ to the absurd accusation of him being stupid, but he couldn’t think what else to say. He didn’t want to state he was dumb in front of Katie, but he didn’t want to enrage Ryker by saying he had failed the test on purpose.

The paddle’s pressure under Palmer’s chin increased.

“So, Suzie,” Ryker asked, “what is it. You naughty or dumb?”

“Please Daddy, it’s not like that …”

The paddle swatted Palmer’s bare thigh with a stinging swipe.

Ryker said, “Answer.”

Katie said to her terrified husband, “Oh honey, I don’t think you are helping yourself, are you? I bet you weren’t being deliberately naughty, were you?”

Palmer grabbed at the olive branch presented by his wife. “No, Mistress Mummy. Really. I wasn’t being naughty.”

Ryker seemed to relax. “OK. So you’re just dumb?”

The floor beneath Palmer seemed to suddenly become unsteady, as if it were swaying and sinking downwards.

His lips mouthed some words. He just wanted the situation to be over and done with.

“Naughty or dumb?” Ryker insisted.

Palmer lowered his eyes and whispered. “Dumb”

“Louder!”

“Dumb, Daddy.”

“Tell me you are dumb, so I understand you know what you are,” Ryker said.

Palmer’s vision was fogged by tears. “I am dumb, Daddy.”

Ryker considered the words, seemed to relax and said. “Say it like you mean it.”

This was agony for Palmer. If only Katie wasn’t present to hear him say it.

“I am dumb, Daddy,” Palmer said louder.

Ryker grinned. It wasn’t a pleasant grin. “Now tell your slut of a Mistress Mummy what you are. And make sure she believes you.”

Turning to face Katie, Palmer could see his wife was concerned for him. Her worry being so great her eyes grew wide and round.

Palmer swallowed, saying as clearly as he could, “I am dumb, Mistress Mummy.”

Katie smiled and stroked his hair. “Aw. Oh! Your divine hair!”

“Ouch!”

Ryker had grabbed Palmer’s ear and pulling him towards the standard chair, away from the computer desk.

“Right,” Palmer spoke evenly now, “young lady. You are going to receive the paddling of a lifetime.”

Palmer had a fantasy, long before he and Katie began their adventures with Bulls and sado-masochism. One where he was punished by his wife’s lover. He would be dressed, of course. Perhaps as a maid. Or a secretary. Maybe just in lingerie. The fantasy ran many courses. But it was so dark, he only envisaged it when deeply aroused. When masturbating in the spare room, wearing his ragged girly clothes that Katie so detested.

It consisted of him in chastity, naturally, sometimes bound, other times unfettered. But he always ended up over the knee of one of his wife’s lovers. The Bull would then spank him until he cried like a little child. In his dark swirling fantasies, his wife would watch as her husband was reduced to a whimpering sissy. No more would he be able to call himself a man in her eyes.

The problem was few of Katie’s Bulls were happy at involving him in their love making. Ryker had been different. As an experienced Bull, he once said to Palmer, out of Katie’s earshot: “You can relax. I’ve worked with plenty of sissies. I know what you want. What you think you want and what you really need. Just leave it with me, ok?”

It was such an exciting remark that Palmer did just ‘leave it’ to Ryker. Nothing more was mentioned for a couple of weeks until Ryker brought up the subject of the school in a nearby town. “Listen, Palmer, all your fantasies will come true. I promise.”

During the chat, Palmer had noted how Katie kept her eyes averted, as if not wishing to become involved in the conversation. Instinctively Palmer appreciated that his wife knew more about the scheme than she was letting on. Indeed, she blushed red and smiled, when an easily convinced Palmer eagerly agreed.

So here he was, living out his ultimate fantasy. Yet in reality it was soul destroying, humiliating and terrifying.

Moments later, Palmer was over the knee of his wife’s lover, wearing a ridiculously sexual, adult schoolgirl’s uniform. The skirt pulled up and laid over the small of his back. His panties tugged down revealing his still warm backside. For a moment Palmer’s urgent panic made him attempt to resist. He reached around to grab his panties in an attempt to pull them back into position.

Ryker’s double slaps to his bum warned Palmer’s errant hands away.

So now bare arsed. At the mercy of Ryker. Frightened. Helpless. Lacking any say whatsoever in the proceedings, Palmer lay, awaiting his punishment for scoring zero in a school examination.

A needy glance up at Katie shocked him. She stood, eyes half closed, cheeks pink. Her breathing was shallow. Her hands, with splayed fingers, rubbed down the front of her short skirt. A sickening thought for Palmer, was his wife enjoying his predicament? Did his debasement at the hands of her lover get her motor running?

Ryker was speaking. He seemed to have calmed, his voice now steady and low. “You remain in position until released young lady. Clear?”

With his best lisping voice Palmer replied, “Yes Daddy.”

And at that point could no longer look at his Katie’s eyes.

Ryker said, “No girl of mine is coming home with a zero score for her work. I want you to buck up your ideas. From tomorrow. Clear?”

His eyes fixed on the floor, Palmer simpered, “Yes Daddy. Of course, Daddy. I promise Daddy.”

“Six for getting the lowest score. Six for not working hard enough at your lessons.”

Palmer groaned.

“Six for having to be reminded of addressing your Daddy and your Mistress Mummy by their rightful names.”

Eighteen! Palmer groaned. “Oh please, Daddy, I promise I’ll be good.”

With that, the swats began.

Ryker was far more harsh than Miss Harding. Even the first few slaps made his arse feel like it was on fire. This couldn’t be happening! The pain was horrific.

Even by the end of the first six, Palmer knew he was going to blub.

He managed to say, “Please …” in his best sissy voice, but too late. The pounding continued.

And continued.

He guffawed out tears.

The punishment still continued.

He wept like a baby.

It still continued.

Then it stopped.

The room fell silent. A silence where three people possessed their own personal dark thoughts.

A breathless Ryker said, “Get up!”

Never before had Palmer felt his little dick so stiff fill a chastity container. He climbed down from Ryker’s lap, tears streaming down his face.

His arse was exploding. He could still feel the blows reigning down on to his flesh. Even the slapping sound of the paddle seemed to echo in his head.

Palmer glanced carefully up at Ryker and saw that the Bull was staring deep into the eyes of Katie, who, in turn gazed back hungrily at her lover. Neither’s eyes flinched. They just eyed each other, lost in their own world.

Ryker rose, and Palmer could see the deep, obvious outline of the Bull’s own erection in his suit pants.

With his low voice Ryker said, “Suzie, get yourself up to your nursery. Do your homework. Resit your test. Your Mistress Mummy and me have things we need to do.”

Yanking up his panties, Palmer had two conflicting emotions. The first, obviously, he was glad to get out of Ryker’s sight. But the second thought was that this was unfair. Normally he would love to be allowed to watch them having sex, but right then he hated Ryker for being a dreadful, sadistic bully. He had gone too far. He and Katie would have to get rid of Ryker, and it would be Ryker’s own fault.

So, sniffling, and wiping the tears from his face, whilst feeling cheated, he made his way up to his humiliating pink nursery bedroom. With bottom too sore to even sit on the bed he lay on his front. Moments later he heard footsteps coming to his room. They were going to let him watch? Perhaps release him from the chastity so he could finally wank? Tell him everything was ok, and he could go back downstairs?

Instead, he heard the lock being turned, and locked! Moments later the bedroom door, downstairs was slammed shut. He heard Katie’s muffled giggle and then music played.

Palmer shook his little fists and kicked at the bed. This wasn’t how it was meant to be!

	  


In the sanctity of his overwhelmingly pink nursery, with his backside on fire, Palmer finished redoing the test he had barely touched that afternoon. As careful as he was, he remained terrified his answers were no better than those that had resulted in him receiving a score of zero and earning the righteous anger of Ryker.

With the exam completed, he checked the school hub for the next part of his homework. Homework at his age! How demeaning. In front of the mirror, he set about practicing walking, with the kick off and straight legged manner, before sitting appropriately on a high backed chair. The school had generously added notes and a video about sitting. As if he couldn’t recall how to push out his arse and then sit straight backed! He gulped, he had forgotten the little action to flick out the skirt as he sat.

He would often glance up at the cameras around the room, wondering if Ryker and Katie were checking he was being well behaved. Hopefully they would reward him for being a good girl. He certainly didn’t want any further punishment on his tender bottom from Ryker.

Just after eight o’clock, Katie entered, carrying an austere plate of salad with vegetables, plus a glass of water.

She looked as if she had just come off a rugby pitch. Her hair dishevelled, her face glowing red, her pink housecoat with the flowers decoration, casually roped together, as if rushed.

“Aw,” she said, “how’s your bottom?”

Palmer pouted, “Still sore.” Then he remembered to add, “Mistress Mummy.”

Dropping the plate next to Palmer’s PC she sat on the bed behind him. “Honey. You really must remember our names. Miss Harding says it is easy for you sissies to get over excited and forget. That’s why your daddy and me work so hard to keep your lessons embedded in your brain.”

Over excited? What was he? Four?

“Come here, Suzie.”

Katie made her way up the bed to the pillows, reclining with a welcoming smile. She patted the bed invitingly next to her. Palmer rose from his stool but didn’t look at Katie.

Katie’s smile widened. “Aw, honey. Don’t pout and get into a strop. Your Daddy says I have to tell him of any bratty behaviour. Something about keeping you in character.”

As if reluctantly, but desperate to get close to his wife, he settled on the very edge of the bed before edging up close to her.

“Here,” she said, raising an arm, for him to roll under. “And the school wants a report of any bratty behaviour, as well as your Daddy.” She smiled, “Come on hun. Lie in the crook of my arm.”

He did so, his head resting on her forearm, so his cheeks felt the softness of her dressing gown, and the warmth of her body through the material.

He could smell sex. That pungent odour that hangs in the air long after sexual activity.

Palmer whispered, “You won’t tell Daddy that I was naughty, will you?”

“Aw.” She ran her fingers through his blonde curls and kissed his forehead. “I’ll see. Your Daddy has to keep track of your behaviour.” She laughed. “You can imagine how happy that makes him!”

“Why? I mean, why does he need to keep track of my behaviour, Mistress Mummy?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The school has these rules, and me and your Daddy have to follow them as much as you. Anyway, it’s your fantasy isn’t it?”

Palmer sat up, indignant at her words. 

Before he could speak, Katie commanded, “Put your head back Suzie. Ask before you get up.” Exasperated at Palmer’s disobedience, she exhaled and closed her eyes. “I really don’t want you to think you can misbehave just because it’s me. Miss Harding has told we Mistress Mummies that you sissies will try it on with us.”

Oh God! Palmer didn’t want another spanking from his wife’s lover. He had to placate her. “No, Mistress Mummy. I promise I won’t do that.”

He could see Katie was hiding a smile. “I hope not. I have my eye on you!”

She kissed him on the top of his soft curls.

“I just wanted to say it’s not my fantasy to be always locked up like this. I mean down below. I need to cum, Mistress Mummy.”

“Aw. I know, honey. You must be in real need. Poor thing.” Her eyes brimmed with concern until she giggled. “All part of your fantasy though Suzie.”

Groaning, Palmer said, “I think more Daddy’s fantasy.”

He almost said Ryker, but just caught himself in time.

Katie giggled. “Yes, he does seem to be enjoying himself, doesn’t he? I think he just needs to be in charge. Which we girls adore. You know what men are like.”

He was about to protest when she said, “Lie on your tummy, Suzie.”

She pulled out her arm from beneath Palmer’s head leaving him feeling dazed. When before had she ever given him a command?

Wondering if he was mistaken, he rolled onto, his stomach, warily glancing back at his wife.

She smiled, as if surprised, then giggled. “Lie on your back!”

What was going on? Palmer turned over onto his back, again studying his wife for her response.

Kneeling up, she said, “Hands beneath the pillow.”

What was going on here? Palmer brought up both hands and slid them beneath the pillow.

“Wow,” Katie said under her breath. She never dared giving anyone an instruction before. It seemed somehow rude, yet here was her husband obeying every word without question.

She lay down carefully on top of him, “Oh you feel so good. This uniform is so silky, and bloody expensive. You should have seen your Daddy’s face when he saw the price.” She giggled, and whispered, “And then he found out he had to buy one for each day of the week!”

She laughed, inviting Palmer to join in her mirth.

Tentatively Palmer chuckled, not for the first time in the last couple of days he felt bewildered. 

Settling her breasts on his chest, she kissed his nose. “They’re right. You do look gorgeous when you don’t know what’s happening. So lost. So cute!”

Rubbing her groin up against his, she closed her eyes. “And those curls. Wow you are a picture.”

Not knowing what to do, Palmer froze. Hands trapped beneath the pillow, his wife gently riding his groin.

She said, “Spread your legs,” before giggling and adding, “slut.”

He did so, feeling her legs settle between his.

Pulling open her robe she revealed purple bra and panties, before pulling up his skirt and rubbing herself harder.

“Oh, that little plastic chastity cage of yours. Just hits the spot.”

For a moment she rode him letting her weight settle on his body. Her breathing became short. She nibbled at his neck.

She stopped moving, rose up on one arm to look down on him, amused. She was relaxed, in the way women are when not in the presence of a man. “Maybe we should ask your daddy to keep the chastity cage locked on you.”

“Oh,” Palmer said. “The school said they were removing it!” He sighed with relief. “Will that be tomorrow?”

She laughed, “Oh you are funny. No honey, wait and see. They have lots of plans for you and they have to be carried out in precise order. It’s a process. More like army manoeuvres! Your Daddy said that it really works.”

“How does it work Mistress Mummy? A process to achieve what?”

She found this funnier than anything he had said before. “Silly little girl. Don’t let it worry your empty, little head. Big strong adults are handling you now.”

With that she closed her eyes, settled back on his body, and this time rode him harder.

He felt his body respond by rubbing at her groin. He quickly became engorged in his chastity cage.

“Mistress Mummy?”

“Yes honey?” She spoke as if half asleep.

“If you remove my cage, I could really satisfy you.”

She brought herself up on her elbows, still softly caressing her wet quim against his chastity cage. Her blonde hair flopped about her face, her grin was naughty, and sadistic, “Really Honey? Shall I call Daddy and then you can ask him to release you?”

Horrified, Palmer said, “No! Please. Please don’t tell him I said that.”

Dropping down on him again, she rubbed up and down, her breathing growing shallow. She whispered in his ear, “You couldn’t satisfy anyone with your petite equipment. But I love playing with you, so keep moving, little girl. It might be the first time in your life that you’ll make me cum.”

The first time! Palmer stopped moving, but Katie seemed oblivious to his inaction. She moaned and gyrated above him.

The door banged open shocking them both. Katie rolled off the spread-eagled Palmer, who kept his hands beneath the pillow.

Ryker, in just black boxers, his hairy dark body on display, stared hard at them. “What’s this?”

Katie smiled winningly. “Oh, I was just trying out my new sex toy, Ryker. Honest. Nothing more.”

Suspicion darkened Ryker’s hard features. Finally, to the relief of Katie and Palmer he grinned. “Two dumb sluts at it?” He chortled. “Yeh. I’ll have to get my phone and film it for my mates.”

Suddenly worried, Katie crawled on the bed towards him. “No please. We never said anything about filming.”

“Dumb bitch,” he smirked. “Didn’t say anything about not filming you either. Especially with that dumb sissy of yours. Now get back to the bedroom. You look like you need something the sissy can’t provide for you.”

He gripped her hair, hauling her from the bedroom. Katie darted a glance back to her shocked spread-eagled husband, “Soooo hot babes!”

The door slammed shut and the lock was clunked into place with a scary finality. Palmer was imprisoned again! This time in greater need than he could ever remember in his entire life.

When he heard the bedroom door downstairs close, he felt it safe to pull his hands from beneath the pillow and twist over onto his tummy. He began humping at the bed. It mattered not one jot to him that there were spying cameras dotted around his room, he just needed release.

He spurted and spurted, soaking his panties, yet gained no satisfaction, just ever more need. All while he knew was that he had sexually aroused his wife, and her lover had snatched her away, just as she was about to cum!

He whimpered. It was just so unfair!




Chapter 5   The Terrifying but Enlightening Third Day

“Growth and comfort do not coexist.” Ginni Rometty, former CEO of IBM.

“I have studied change in people. I am here to help you get over your irrational fears and face up to the inevitable transformation you are undergoing.” Dr Marsden, psychiatrist at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.

	  


The morning of the third day was different to the previous frantic ones.

Ryker seemed relaxed, bubbly even. Maybe after shagging Katie all night, he was content. Not that Palmer received any gratitude for arousing her.

The drive to school was welcomingly silent too. Palmer sat in his child seat, his Pink Lamb backpack beside him, hands cuffed behind him, watching the traffic of a previous world go by.

Rather than handing over the girl’s leashes to the Head and Miss Bourne in the playground, the Daddies and Mistress Mummies took their charges on the end of the leash, straight into the school. Palmer was troubled in this change to his routine. Why were they entering the school?

Miss Bourne wore a slightly different, figure hugging, black leather catsuit, this one with red stitching. Though she wore the familiar high heeled knee length boots and knowing smirk.

Izzy and Bunny, still leashed by their wives’ bulls were already in the classroom, along with their Mistress Mummies. Naturally none of the sissies dared inquire as to this development, rather, like Palmer, they accepted the route taken and followed compliantly on the end of the lead.

Once in the classroom their leash handles were hooked over the coat hangers near the door. Palmer felt his Pink Lamb backpack being removed by Katie. Was it Palmer’s imagination, but did Miss Bourne bitchily ignore a friendly smile from Katie?

Yet again, everyone seemed to know what was happening but the sissies. Absurd, Palmer wanted to tell them.

Miss Harding arrived in her usual frumpy librarian attire, carrying dark scarves. Miss Bourne and one of the ravishing Year Three girls, with those enviable, sexy tanned thighs, entered, carrying a box. It could have been Melody. It could have been Carli. In fact, her collar revealed her name to be Trixie.

And that was all he read, because in a frightening single moment his eyesight vanished into blackness. He felt something tied tightly at the back of his head and then he could feel the knot being pulled to check it was secure. He had been blindfolded in a manner so speedily accomplished, that he realised Miss Bourne was an expert.

Out of the darkness came Miss Harding words and the sounds of the classroom with all those people moving in it.

Miss Harding said, “Trixie, be a good girl and pin up the skirts of the girls please.”

Palmer heard a cute, lisping, little voice reply, “Yes Miss Harding.”

Suddenly Miss Harding shouted, “No you dumb bitch. Pin up the front of their skirts!”

Trixie giggled, “Sorry Miss Harding.”

Just moments later Palmer’s skirt was raised at the front and he felt safety pins secure it to the pinafore part of the school uniform. He was sickened. His panties were on display to everyone. A fear shivered through him. If he became aroused, then everyone in the room would witness the sight of his panties getting wet. Dark patches would appear. Ye Gods, when would this ordeal be over?

Miss Harding was in full authoritative mode, “As you are aware, the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement insists that all sissies are chastity caged from the night before the first lesson.”

Palmer heard some titters and laughter before Miss Harding continued:

“However, these chastity devices purchased by the silly headed sissies are usually made from cheap plastics and manufactured in China. They can easily be cut open,” she paused before adding, “if the sissy can keep a steady hand down near her little treasures.”

People laughed, and Palmer could make out Katie and Ryker’s laughter.

Miss Harding continued, “The locks are sometimes sturdy, but can be opened with bolt cutters by a determined little girl. Though obviously, only the dumbest of dumb sissies would take a bolt cutter to their nether regions.”

More laughter. Palmer was mortified.

“More likely,” Miss Harding said, “they will find a way to get hold of a key. Or even attempt to pick the lock. I am distraught to say some sissies have managed to open the lock in this manner. Outrageous, I am sure you agree.”

There was a murmur of consensus amongst the Bulls and wives.

“Worse,” Miss Harding continued, “they cannot sit or walk correctly because of the size of the item between their legs. Importantly, the sissies feel chastity locked, but on their own narrow terms. This will not do. The school has come to understand that the sissy must learn a profound truth if she is to grow. That is, her terms, her views, are irrelevant. They are immaterial. Trixie, be a good girl and lower all their panties to their ankles.”

Oh no! If only Palmer was permitted to protest. He was first again. He felt fingers gently slip into his panties, before they glided his underwear smoothly down his smooth bare legs, over his socks. He whined quietly to himself knowing he was fully exposed to the adults in the room. His tiny chastity device on view to all.

“So, if the Mistress Mummies could unlock their silly little girls and remove the old chastity, then we can continue.”

More laughter as Palmer felt the heat of someone close to him. He grew rigid with fear until he recognised Katie’s fresh flowery perfume.

Katie spoke reassuringly, “Don’t be afraid honey. Miss Harding has a special surprise for you. I think you’ll find it exciting. Ryker thinks it’s brilliant!”

A special surprise? Why was no one telling him what was happening? He had enough of surprises at this crazy school. He was the only one kept out of the loop. Wisely Palmer didn’t make his feelings known not least because he felt Katie tugging at his chastity cage. He held his breath. Did she realise she could really damage him?

A click as, in the darkness, Palmer heard the lock open.

He felt the cage part slide down his member as the wives giggled.

“Now you see,” Miss Harding said, “a tiny reminder of why your wives have sought the larger joys of your current boyfriends.”

Palmer blushed as the women laughed at Miss Harding’ remark - including Katie.

Now Katie was removing the base ring, from behind his scrotum. He became rigid with fear. His balls felt so vulnerable in the hands of someone else. But within seconds that too was slid off and for the first time since the Sunday afternoon, his penis and balls hung free.

Rather than rise to the occasion his dick, along with his balls, shrivelled with humiliation at his plight. Cuffed, leashed to the coat hangers, panties around ankles and with no means of objecting to his predicament, he was completely in the hands of others.

“Excellent.” Miss Harding said, “So, Mistress Mummies, now take one of the objects Trixie is handing out. Then use the hinged split ring and bring it together behind, what we laughingly call your sissies’ balls.”

More laughter. Must Miss Harding be so unnecessarily cruel?

Palmer heard Izzy and Bunny gasp before he jumped and whimpered. Something was being attached behind his penis and ball sack. Metal. Icy cold metal, not warm plastic.

“From your measurements,” Miss Harding said, “it should fit tightly and perfectly. Good. Now Trixie, be a good girl and hand the Mistress Mummies the new container. This just slides up the apology of a penis your sissy has.”

Ice cold metal was slid up his member. The new cage felt ludicrously short. Pressure was applied squeezing it up towards his groin. He was waiting for it to pinch at his skin, but it didn’t.

“Now line it up with a little pin and press firmly home,” Miss Harding said.

“Oooh,” Palmer said, thinking ‘Oh God’, as he felt a huge pressure squashing his penis, until there was a metallic click as it all snapped shut.

His dick had been crushed into some tiny metallic container.

“Excellent Mistress Mummies,” Miss Harding said. “Now if you gentlemen would like to get out your smart phones or android devices. Open up the High Wood Lyceum App you have all now installed. Type in your passwords. Excellent. So, as you see, you have a whole menu of items. But the only one that concerns us right now is Lock. Select that, please.”

Once again Palmer found himself holding his breath. Why was an App from the school required? What was going on?

“Excellent,” Miss Harding announced. “Now, Miss Bourne, remove the blindfolds. The sissies shouldn’t be allowed to hide from what is happening to them.”

Squealing as Miss Bourne cruelly tugged the blindfold off, pulling his hair, Palmer’s eyes batted away the darkness until they could focus on the scene before him in the classroom.

Izzy and Bunny exchanged horrified glances with each other and then Palmer. None of them knew what was taking place and all were helplessly victim to anything the school was doing to them. The other two horrified schoolgirls also had their dresses pinned up at the front, and were still leashed to the coat hanger and handcuffed behind their backs.

Miss Harding said, “It is always imperative that the sissies’ eyes are blindfolded if their useless little clitties are exposed. To them, it is as if they haven’t got anything down there, and never had anything down there.”

As soon as this game was over, Palmer decided to always ensure he had a key for his chastity device. Never again would he suffer the indignity of others controlling its application.

“As you have seen on the videos and your downloaded PDFs, you have a number of options. The top one, OPEN, is greyed out of course. The second one, TIMER offers you the menu of times with which to keep them locked away. When the timer is an hour from ending, you will be sent an audible warning along with a text and an email. That way you can decide if you wish to extend the locked period.”

What? Palmer could be locked away in his chastity device by Ryker, and he, Palmer, wouldn’t be able to open it until the timer expired?

He looked down between his legs and where he expected to see the chastity cage all he could see was a tiny, pink metallic nub, little more than the size of a coin. My God, where was his dick?

Miss Harding, continued, “So back at the main menu you will see LOCK NOW. That will communicate across the internet, over phone lines, whatever, to the sissy’s own phone and then on to the chastity device via Bluetooth. So once that is selected the poor little sissy is locked away.”

Palmer swallowed as he saw the Bulls exchange cruel grins.

“The container cannot be opened without the device enabled by the master control. The sissy has a display on which she can see her predicament on her own phone. If you permit them, then she can see if you have locked them for a time period and they can watch that frustrating time count down.”

Miss Harding grinned at the sissies in her usual sadistic manner. “Of course, they won’t know if you will add to the time. I always suggest waiting until 10 seconds to go and adding a day.”

The Head laughed and the ‘adults’ in the room laughed with them.

Where had the school found such a devious contraption, Palmer wondered. He would have an object locked onto him that didn’t require a key! There was no way he would be able to free himself.

Miss Harding clapped her hands, “Sissies!” She watched the dumb bitches stand bolt upright, as if soldiers on parade. “Your new chastity devices are not toys, like your former plastic ones. As we know, it is possible to escape from the old plastic ones. You cannot escape out of the ones in which you have been secured by your Daddies. Once your bull has pressed lock, the cage will tighten slightly, nothing to worry your silly little heads about. And the mesh will interlock perfectly with the base ring. The entire unit becomes one. Impossible to remove. It is created from tungsten steel and its design is unique to the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.”

Miss Harding glanced at the Bulls, “Hence its high cost.” She turned back to the appalled sissies, “So you should be grateful your Daddies are willing to spend so much on your silly little girls. You would need an industrial drill to even make a dent in it.” She laughed, “And I’m sure you won’t want an industrial diamond drill anywhere near your inadequate members!”

Unable to swallow because of the dryness in his mouth, Palmer wanted to scream, ‘No’. Instead he shuffled his schoolgirl shoes, with his ankles held together by his panties. He mustn’t cry in front of Katie.

“Sissies, look at your Bulls. Let them see the fear and submission in your eyes as they lock you. And only they can release you. Ready men? One, two, three …”

Palmer saw Ryker’s grin open mouthed, revealing his teeth, as the Bull tapped at his screen.

Lock. It was a sharp clunk, as if metallic objects whirled and snapped into place. The chastity device tightened, and Palmer realised he was locked until his wife’s lover released him.

Miss Harding said, “As you sissies contemplate your fate, check how the container has become a single unit. There is no chance of pulling yourself out of this one.”

The Head was right., from what little of the gadget Palmer could see, there appeared to be no joins at all. It had become sealed, appearing as a single unit.

Panic set in. It arrived from nowhere, like being hit by a bus.

Bunny squealed.

“Now girls,” Miss Harding used her calming tones, as if speaking to young children. “Anxiety is something you have to learn to live with. We will help you face up to your consternation. You will learn to live with your entrapment,” her eyes narrowed into a wicked leer, “but never ever, quite get used to it.”

Palmer tugged at his handcuffs, but they held firm adding to his fears.

“You Daddies,” Miss Harding turned her attention to the Bulls, “can check your devices at any time on a phone, PC or Tablet. Anywhere where you have the App installed. There is a window showing details such as length of time they have been locked away. I know you will love sharing that information with your lovers, and they will adore seeing it. Some say it is the best aphrodisiac around. A sign of dominance of the Bulls over their silly, sissy cuckolds.”

Palmer’s knees were ready to give out.

“That’s as much as the poor sissies can take for now.” Miss Harding saw the white skin tones of her pupils. “Poor dears.”

Palmer couldn’t raise his eyes from the slight steel enclosure around his groin. How could there not be a joint? How could it appear so seamless?

The Bulls were showing off the display on their phones to the wives. Palmer could see Katie was both shocked and amused. She put her fingers to her open mouth to hide her glee.

Miss Harding continued, “You will have read on the instruction PDF that you can do far more. The punishment shocks for example. A set of shocks from pleasurable tingles for good girls, with the settings on one, to a shock at setting ten that will send the sissies collapsing to the floor.”

How could Katie agree to this terrible torture instrument? Palmer wondered.

“And finally, Daddies,” Miss Harding said, “you have the location monitor. This opens up Google maps and lets you see within a few feet, where your sissy is in the world. Don’t forget to keep it charged. We recommend a charge every 6 months, but some devices have run for an entire year on a single charge. The charge indicator is under the Lock screen.” She gazed meaningfully at the sissies. “Of course, if the battery fails then bring your sissies back to the school and our engineers will free them, but oh my, not without tears. It is somewhat painful to prise it open.”

Palmer felt a powerful urge to throw up. His gut erupted and he caught the results in his throat.

Katie kissed her troubled sissy on his hot cheek. “Aw. Don’t worry. Your Daddy knows how to operate it. He’s used one before. You are perfectly safe. Aw. You look terrified. The school has explained everything to us. It will be fine. I promise.”

As much as Palmer sought solace in his wife’s soothing words, he was too mortified to even think. His brain had locked up as firmly as the chastity contraption between his legs.

Miss Harding clapped her hands. “Thank you for attending and supporting the school this morning. This is a defining moment in the lives of the sissies, and you have all played a part. But now we have to get down to the serious matter of lessons. Their education means everything to the school. Thank you for coming.”

Katie kissed her still dazed hubbie on the cheek again, “See you later babes. Don’t worry. Everything will be just great. You wait and see.”

The Mistress Mummies and Daddies gathered in male and female groups as they left their little sissies behind. Their laughter could be heard until the outer doors closed.

Moments later the classroom fell gloomily silent because Miss Harding had produced a long, thin, whippy cane.

“You will be given instructions on the cane, one of my personal favourite instruments of correction, this afternoon. We just have so much to get through this morning,” Miss Harding said. “Just very quickly, remember this. The cane is different to the tawse or paddle in that it can be used on other areas of the body. The back or the soles of the feet for example. That never happens here. We are far too civilised. Just the buttocks and palms of errant young ladies.”

Miss Harding feigned a wince. “Of course, it can be soaked in water, rendering it even more painful. But it’s attractive to Mistress Mummies and Miss Borne because it requires little effort, indeed little skill. As the cane is whipped through the air, so the part furthest from the hand lags behind. Once the handle is stopped, the end of the cane whips down. Hence the bruising pain. The cane always leaves delightful red lines on a girl’s bottom. It is still used in some countries on criminals and can leave scarring for years to come.”

Enjoying the shock of the sissies staring at her, Miss Harding added, “Of course you are not criminals. Simply naughty children. As such adults will ensure your chastisement fits the offence.”

Palmer stared at the cane, knowing he would do all he could to avoid its dreadful effects.

	  


Miss Harding said, “Oh come on now girls. You look like you’re at a bereavement. Come and practice your walking in front of the mirrors. I have a surprise for you.”

Still in shock, Palmer brought his elbows tight into his waist and planted one foot in front of the other for the ‘kick off’. He stopped dead. Something was different. He couldn’t feel the chastity cage between his bare thighs. It was as if he possessed nothing down there at all. He kicked off again. His movements felt freer, more relaxed. One leg, easily falling before the other.

He noticed Izzy and Bunny were walking more elegantly too. The mirror reflection showed his image so he could witness how feminine his walk had become.

Miss Harding remarked to no one in particular, “My, my. Look at that for an improvement. Izzy, I must say you look like a Third Year girl. Suzie, shoulders back. That’s it. Chins up, girls. So much for you airheads to remember.”

Next came sitting on a stiff-backed chair. Again, it was so easy to hold the thighs together without the physical presence of the awkward, plastic cage.

“Very good,” Miss Harding said. “Good girls.”

Though it was nice being called a ‘good girl’, the waves of pleasure were halted by the shock of what was taking place. He had been locked into a chastity device to which he had no access. Somehow that melted away his maleness between his legs.

“Now cross and uncross your legs. Keep your legs tight together. Oh well done. Good girls. My, my, my. Just look at Izzy. I think someone was practicing hard last night. And you can all see the benefit of your new electronic chastity enclosures. Don’t they make everything feel so much easier and more natural?”

There were a few more deportment lessons and Miss Harding beamed at the results of the poses her pupils struck.

“Trixie,” Miss Harding said to the experienced girl, “Take Izzy to the dressing room, and let her put on tights and heels. Such good girls should be rewarded. Izzy, you have done your Daddy proud!”

Tights and heels for Izzy! Palmer felt hard done by. Resentment filled his being. Everything was so unfair right now. He felt alone and miserable in the world.

If it wasn’t for the terror of his new chastity device, his feelings of injustice would have overwhelmed him. But all the time he walked and sat, with Izzy out of the room, his mind could think of nothing other than how he was going to remove this chastity device. There surely had to be a way. But if it were fixed remotely and electronically then he would need access to Ryker’s phone. He suddenly had an image of himself being caught by Ryker using the Bull’s mobile. He felt sick with fear, as the consequences would be further discipline.

By the time Izzy returned, Palmer was wholly pissed off. Thoroughly annoyed. To add to his misery, Izzy now paraded around as if she were the Queen. Oh, how the superior bitch seemed to revel in her new ‘look at me’ attire. The tights sexily darkened her thighs between the white socks and flared skirt. But just look at her preening about, wiggling her arse like a Third Year girl. All because she was now on heels and in dark tights.

Palmer felt hate and injustice burn away inside him.

Miss Harding said, “Now Izzy, I expect extra special behaviour from you, else you lose your privileges.”

Izzy gasped.

“Oh yes,” Miss Harding warned, “your rewards can easily be taken from you. Only good girls get treats. The school can hand out privileges and it can take them away.”

For Palmer there was some satisfaction in seeing Izzy’s haughty expression descend into one of dread.

“Now girls, please sit on your stools.” Miss Harding had returned to the teaching area, near the desk. “And wait till you see how easy it is to sit gracefully on a stool.”

Palmer was determined to put on a good show for Miss Harding. Why should Izzy be rewarded and not him? Suddenly he felt as if Izzy had always been the Head’s favourite. It was so underhand!

Making a performance out of sitting high up on the stool, and flaring out his skirt around the seat, Palmer pulled back his shoulders and placed both palms on one of his crossed legs.

Miss Harding grew serious. “We appreciate the shock you all experienced today. It isn’t always fun being a dumb sissy. For that reason, today we would like you to pay attention to Miss Marsden, our resident psychiatrist. Trixie?”

The Third Year girl smiled, ready to receive her instructions.

“Be a good girl and go and fetch Miss Marsden.”

“Oh yes, Miss Harding,” Trixie said with surprising enthusiasm.

Palmer’s head swam. There were so many names to remember. And why was Trixie so excited to get this Miss Marsden?

Miss Marsden turned out to be an energetic, fast talking but quite still person. Her frail, thin frame made her head appear too large. Palmer guessed she was in her fifties from her grey hair. She was staggeringly confident, almost like Ryker. Her silver, pixie cropped hair and neat, tight trouser suit over a yellow shirt, gave the impression of an academic in high office. Someone with authority.

As soon as Miss Harding and Miss Bourne left the classroom, Miss Marsden placed herself self-assuredly before the white board.

“OK girls. I am a psychiatrist. I have studied change in people. I am here to help you get over your irrational fears and face up to the inevitable transformation you are undergoing.”

She spoke with a slight German clipped accent.

Pressing a remote control, the white board burst into life, playing soothing music. Miss Marsden, turned down the volume so it could be barely heard and pressed another button.

Palmer felt sick the moment he saw the image.

There on the screen was a formidable looking tiny, steel chastity cage. He instantly knew that what he saw on the screen was anchored to his private parts between his legs.

The chastity device rolled around the screen, showing all aspects of its surface.

“Tungsten steel,” Miss Marsden said, “Impregnable. Pay attention girls. Observe the extraordinary device. No screws or locks. All mechanisms are hidden away from silly, prying fingers. At its very base is a USB socket for charging. But don’t you worry your little heads about that. Your Daddies will see on the Lock App how much charge you have. The device contains a sim card, like in a mobile phone. This ensures your Daddies can keep a close eye on you.”

At this point her thin lips smiled, “So you can never be lost ever again. Your Daddy will always be able to rescue you.” Her smile grew distinctly sadistic, revelling in the terrified reaction of the sissies before her. “Some silly sissies feel they can escape. There is too much ironing, they don’t want to dance for two hours at one of the clubs. And they attempt to flee.”

She pressed a button showing a google map of the country, with its arteries of roads. Pink flashing dots appeared all around it. Miss Marsden said, “Each of those dots shows the exact position of a sissy airhead. The school can monitor the whereabouts of all its students and graduates.”

Palmer’s pink lips fell open with incredulity. This was appalling! Absurd. Evil.

She zoomed in on the nearby city, and then the town in which the school was set. The pink flashing dots settled. There must have been more than 50 dots on the display. It was a moment before Palmer realised that some of the dots were moving.

“Don’t look so disturbed little ones,” Miss Marsden said. “It means we can always come and fetch you. Bring you back. Help you understand what’s best for you. Your Daddies can only see the sissy registered in their name, though they can share the information with another Daddy if they wish.”

Swallowing the bile of fear, Palmer felt his throat clog up. Yet, and this was odd, despite the fear and despite the rage at what they were doing to him, Palmer felt arousal at the base of his tum. A familiar warm tingling sensation that spread down to his groin and then his dick. His penis attempted to expand, but there was nowhere for it to go.

“You see girls, we are talking about a condition known as anosognosia.” She laughed. “Oh, look at you all trying to think. Don’t you worry your silly little heads. Big words like that are for adults. Your tests will focus your mediocre brains and on tasks relevant to good girls.”

Palmer so much wanted to be a good girl.

“Anosognosia is really denial. It is where a patient denies their condition, even if really, they know what they feel but have kept it hidden from themselves. And denial is a barrier to development. What is the motto of this illustrious school?”

Izzy put up her hand and said, “Improve or be improved.”

“Good girl, clever girl,” Miss Marsden said.

Palmer narrowed his eyes at the preening way in which Izzy accepted her praise. Bitch! Palmer also knew the answer, he should have put his hand up too.

“And you cannot be improved, unless you face up to your denial.” She pointed at the forbidding chastity object on the screen. “This is your first real marker in that you have no control over it. Others now have control over personal parts of you that you have always taken for granted. You have no say when they will relinquish that control.”

Jesus! Palmer hadn’t thought of that! He was 100% ensnared. What if Ryker didn’t release him, even when Palmer and Katie sent him on his way tonight? Then Palmer would be trapped.

Smiling, Miss Marsden continued, “We will now educate you about Alpha males and Beta males and,” she paused for effect, “adorable little sissies.”

Trixie giggled, and even Palmer found himself grinning at that. It was amusing to see men divided up in to three obvious groups.

Using videos and diagrams, Miss Marsden explained how Alpha males are a natural result of evolution, particularly amongst mammals. They may achieve their status through strength, size or, as with modern mankind, intelligence. They dominate all situations because Alpha Males believe only they see a problem and only they can remedy that problem. Anyone who disagrees is perceived as wrong and the Alpha will do all he can to crush any obstructions to his progress. Get behind him, else get out of the way.”

“I’m sure you have noticed how your Daddy always gets his way. Ultimately you will learn that there is no point in challenging him. It’s just simpler to acquiesce to his demands. Only then will you feel relaxed and at ease.”

That made a good deal of sense to Palmer. Why hadn’t he realised that before, it would make life a good deal easier for him.

“By the time you reach Trixie’s level, in your Third Year, you will seek to try and please him and even predict his needs.”

Palmer resisted the urge to giggle at the notion of him being in the school for the Third Year as Miss Harding referred to it. Though, it would be fun to know what the sissies learn across the next two weeks.

Miss Marsden gave the example of how Beta male apes service the needs of Alpha males by grooming them and bringing them food.

“When your grumpy Daddy looks happy because of your action, you feel a sense of purpose in your lives has been fulfilled.”

This also made sense to Palmer. He had to please Ryker, to avoid being punished.

“Now,” Miss Marsden back straightened as she became serious. “Mating privileges! Pay attention and you might learn why you are here. In all mammals, mating privileges are left to the Alpha Males. This is acknowledged by the other Beta males. Whereas women are drawn to macho males they will only tolerate Beta males. This can be seen by the fact that Alpha males will have queues of women hoping to be serviced and impregnated by them. You will have noticed that lowly Beta males just try to mingle with women and talk to them in the hope of making a connection. These we term Beta Orbiters.”

If only someone had told Palmer about this years ago, he would have understood his lack of success with women at parties and in the office. He was definitely a Beta Orbiter.

“Just one other point.” Miss Marsden looked severe. “And I can see you are being good girls and paying attention. Beta males, though not sought by women, do nevertheless end up being more likely to married to females than Alphas. This is clearly because of maths. From the Pareto Distribution effect, we can verify that …” She paused smiling. “Oh, you are so delightfully dumb. I can see that went right over your vacuous blonde heads. OK, forget that. Just understand that about 20% of males will be in any way alpha males. So, in a crowd of 100 you’d expect 20 to be aggressive, jocks and 80 to be ready to groom the Alpha males.”

The adult schoolgirls tittered at this.

Miss Marsden waited for the tittering to die down before continuing, “There is only one Alpha male for every 4 Betas. Worse, there will be a hierarchy of Alpha Males, again because of the Pareto effect, only 20% of those will be true high up Alpha Males. What this tells us is that women have few chances of marrying an true Ultra Alpha male. In fact, the odds are stacked against them. Hence, they have to settle for Betas. That of course, doesn’t stop them making themselves available to Alphas at every possible moment. Look at office parties where married women will dote on the Alpha male or boss. This is true even if their Beta hubbies are present.”

She then played a succession of videos cutting from subservient beta male apes serving alpha males to office situations.

“The final part of my talk is the one you will always remember. So, sit up straight like good girls and pay attention.”

Palmer did as he was commanded. These revelations were so exciting. He felt aroused but his dick wasn’t able to grow because its confines were so tiny. He achieved nothing when he tried to rub his chastity cage on the wooden seat, something he had been doing for the previous couple of days, with the old, plastic chastity cage. He found he had to arch his back and push out his arse to get any level of contact with the seat. Even that was frustratingly difficult.

Miss Marsden said. “So we get to sissies. You now have a rudimentary understanding of Alpha males. So just think of Beta males. If you have a Beta group, obviously you get those who are more Beta than others. In psychology call it the Agreeable Quotient. Girly girls are always agreeable. Manly men are always disagreeable.” She grinned, “As you have noticed.”

The three sissies giggled. Yes, indeed they all agreed their Daddies were disagreeable.

“Girly girls get a thrill from serving and pleasing.” Miss Marsden said. “Hence most nurses and care workers are female. At the other end of the scale, most heads of companies and most criminals are male.”

Miss Marsden paused, as if ordering her next words carefully. “So, I dare say, you will have all tried female clothing at a very young age. Perhaps as far back as you can remember.”

Palmer swallowed and blushed, noticing Izzy and Bunny squirm on their stools next to him. Oh! He noticed Izzy’s sexy darkened thighs and heels on display. It was so unjust!

“This dressing will have informed your masturbatory fantasies.” Miss Marsden checked that the pupils were still engaged. They were. Their eyes wide with wonderment as if their entire lives were suddenly laid out in front of them so that they could finally make sense of it. “Once you came, you felt release. Just the act of releasing your useless sperm is the end in itself. And then you became less sissy. Certainly not manly, because none of you have ever been that. But less sissyish. Now girls, why did I call it useless sperm? Why do Betas have useless sperm?”

Palmer found his hand shooting up and saying, “Please Miss Marsden, it’s because women only seek Alpha sperm.”

“Good girl, clever girl,” Miss Marsden smiled. “Exactly right.”

Palmer beamed. He had been called a good girl. Oh, if only Miss Harding had been here to hear that compliment. He felt sure he would be allowed to wear tights and heels too.

“So locking you away in your chastity containers will be of no consequence to the world.” Miss Marsden grinned, finding it amusing to witness the look of horror on the sissies’ faces. They had never thought of that before. “It also means you can never get over your true sissy feelings. As you have no doubt learned already. You are permanently aroused. You are 100 percent sluts. You know this and others who meet you can immediately recognise the slutty needs driving you. You cannot deny it. It is a truth universally acknowledged.”

For Palmer, Miss Marsden made sense, albeit a deeply uncomfortable sense. Katie would always have the hots for Ryker over him, her husband. It was a fact he couldn’t dispute. This both taunted and teased him. He spurted into his panties at the thought that his situation was irredeemably fixed.

“Which brings us back to Anosognosia. Do you recall? Denial. For years you have denied your true selves. You have kept it locked in a wardrobe, a drawer or a suitcase with your frillies. Like a butterfly you can escape your ugly, cold, deceptive world and fly into the light as the irredeemably dumb, slutty sissies, you truly are!”

Her speech was so uplifting Palmer felt like applauding.

Bunny raised her hand.

The psychiatrist appeared irritated but nodded to Bunny to speak.

Bunny’s eyes widened with desperation. “Miss Marsden, surely there is a way to remove these chastity devices.”

Picking up her bag, Mrs Marsden was in a hurry to leave. “This has all been explained to you. You must pay attention. They can be worn for years really. You can shower and wash yourself inside them. I cannot think of any reason for your Daddies to remove them.” She shrugged, “You must ask your Daddy.”

“But please Miss Marsden …” Bunny’s face was wide open with desperate fear.

Palmer knew she was going too far and held his breath. He noticed Izzy sit back and cross her hosed legs away from the foolish Bunny. Neither Palmer nor Izzy wanted to be associated with Bunny’s naughtiness.

“Yes?” Miss Marsden closed her eyes.

“My Daddy doesn’t listen to me. If I try to chat to him, then I’m sent to bed,” she swallowed, “Or worse. He paddled me last night until my, erm, Mistress Mummy stopped it.”

Looking down at the floor the silver haired psychiatrist tried a smile. “Listen. All of you listen. The school will teach you how to approach your Daddies.” She turned to Trixie. “Be a good girl and show these little ones how you would ask for something from your Daddy. Say you wanted to be allowed to stay up late to watch a Kardashian program.”

As if empowered by being asked to do something, Trixie stood before the three adult schoolgirls looking pleased with herself. She gave whatever was in her head a lot of time to settle before she spoke. Then she dropped one knee before the other, pulled her elbows tight into her waist.

Trixie lowered her head and pouted. “Oh, please Daddy, may I be allowed to stay up late. I’ll be ever so good tomorrow. Please. Oh please.”

Wow. Palmer felt himself instantly spurt. That was sooooo hot! No one would be able to deny her staying up late when she pleaded like that.

Miss Marsden raised her head and said, “Trixie. That was delightful. Report to me after school. I believe I have some uses for you before I go home tonight.”

“Oh, thank you Miss Marsden,” Trixie squealed, holding her hands clutched before her, as if in prayer.

	  


The lunchtime makeup session concentrated on eyebrows which were plucked to give them a softened, slightly surprised appearance. Palmer had sought to resist the girls and their painful tweezers, but Miss Bourne wagged her finger at Palmer until he fell silent and submissive. The sissies were shown how to pluck them on their own, to give them shape and body over the eyes.

Palmer was irritated. Throughout their lunch of parsnip soup, he felt certain Izzy was taunting him and Bunny with her hose and heels. She constantly crossed and uncrossed her legs, bouncing her foot so her gorgeous strappy heel was constantly in view.

Bitch, Palmer thought, trying to avoid looking at the enticing sensual view of her brown thighs below the pinafore dress.

Bunny leaned forward over the table, and whispered, “This is getting crazy.”

“Getting crazy?” Palmer asked, “Getting? It’s all been insane from the beginning.”

Bunny asked, “Izzy, what do you think?”

Izzy was admiring her heels!

Tramp, Palmer thought as he found himself taking in the wonderful shape that sensuously arched her foot. He felt his dick respond. Though it could not grow long in its confinement, it would nevertheless twitch before dampening his panties.

“Eh?” Izzy asked as if waking up. “Oh. Yes. Sure. Madness.”

The three sissy schoolgirls fell silent until Palmer asked: “So what we gonna do?”

“I think,” Bunny spoke slowly as if seeking to convince herself, “that we should all confront Miss Harding this afternoon. Together.”

Izzy said, “Oh yeh, sure. Is that before or after we get the cane demonstration?”

Palmer wriggled on his chair. The last thing he wanted was yet more punishment on his permanently sore derriere.

Bunny said, “Maybe when Mr Bridges is here. He is so nice. I’m sure he would protect us.”

Izzy placed both heels on the floor, and, keeping her legs together, shifted forward on her seat to get a feel for the shoes.

Would Izzy’s showing off never end? Palmer wondered.

Leaning right over the table, so that her false breasts touched it, Bunny whispered, “The Guided Imagery sessions with Mr Bridges. I mean. I don’t know, do any of you find …”

Appearing from nowhere Trixie returned with one of the cameramen, Mr Rocco, whose greying hair seemed to sparkle under the fluorescent lights. The sissies were quickly leashed, cuffed before being led back to the classroom. Palmer felt relieved he would not have to listen to any more of the foolish Bunny’s mindless jabbering.

Palmer knew that any pleading for freedom had to be done with Katie or even, on a good day, Ryker. There was no point in speaking to Miss Harding about ending the course.

As Palmer watched a giggling Trixie wriggle before him, he smiled as he recalled her pleading to be allowed to stay up late to an invisible Daddy. She was so delightful! Oh, if only Palmer could be so girlish.

	  


Mr Bridges was already in the classroom, and as soon as the eager schoolgirls settled on their stools, he said “And sleep.”

With his eyes immediately closing, Palmer felt a rush of warm joy flood through his system. It was so good to relax. To unwind under the tutelage of the kind Mr Bridges.

“It’s what you deserve,” he heard Mr Bridges say, as if from down a long metallic pipe. “Relaxing ‘me time’ after a rigorous day in school”.

Now Palmer was strolling leisurely down the familiar beach, in his schoolgirl tunic, but no shoes or socks. Simply bare feet on the beguiling warm sand beneath his bare feet. He could hear the gentle sea wash and seagulls. The sky shimmered blue in the warmth of the day.

Before he knew it, he was back at the large manor house, standing before the doors. Suddenly inside the comforting manor house, Palmer felt desperate to get upstairs to the good girl’s room and experience the waves of pleasure there.

The ball of energy was still glowing in room nine, reassuringly warm to the touch. Instantly, Palmer realised that he didn’t want to go to the naughty girl’s room, that he would do anything to avoid displeasing an adult. All he wanted was to hear the words that energised his being.

“Good girl.”

Oh my!

A new room. A welcoming sign on the door read: The Acorn of Giggles. A truly happy room. There were smileys all over the walls, floors and ceilings. Photos of sexy girls laughing their heads off decorated the walls.

He felt good entering it, somehow knowing only pleasure awaited him.

It was a bright room. A room full of happiness. The joy could even be breathed into his body. Happiness could be tasted.

Then came Mr Bridges welcome voice, low and calm. “To giggle is to release all tensions. No one is tense when they are giggling. Giggling makes you happy. This is not something that you can choose. You will giggle easily now. Giggle time.”

Palmer felt himself needing to giggle, and knew he was smiling.

“I am going to place this magical sense of giggling deep in your mind.” Mr Bridges voice, from another place intoned, yet sounded, somehow as if it were sitting inside Palmer’s head. “Watch as I burrow down, raise some of your memories and plant Giggle Time beneath your memories. That way you will never be able to find it to remove it. You will not even know it is there. Concealed deep in your mind. It will make you enjoy giggling. When you giggle it will make you feel dumb and blank. When you giggle you will feel sexually aroused. When you giggle you will feel good and safe. This is not a choice as the ‘acorn of giggling’ is sunk deep within your mind. Ever present. But it feels so good knowing you can now giggle. You won’t even know you are giggling. It will just happen. When you see another blonde air head giggling then it will be infectious. You will have to giggle. Your brain will empty, and you will giggle. You may not even realise it is happening. Giggle Time!”

And Palmer dutifully giggled hearing the two other sissies giggle along with him. It was so satisfying and so arousing. His trapped penis responded. And yet his mind went delightfully blank.

Soon Palmer found himself walking back along the beach, the warm sand sinking beneath his toes, delight in his heart.

“As you pass along the beach, so the memory of the manor house disappears.”

A click of the fingers, and Palmer heard himself groan as he fell into a deeper sleep.

“Sleep now. Sleep. Giggle time is part of you. When you giggle your mind will vacate. It will leave you with an empty head. Other thoughts are deeply buried in your subconscious beyond where they can be sought. No hypnotist can remove those instructions. They are planted deep and they are hidden. And you do not want them removed. Hidden under memories so they can only be obeyed, but never retrieved. Just the beach. The beach is now your world.”

“You cannot recall what happened in the house. You cannot think about what you cannot remember. All you will recall is the beach and your warm spiritual feelings.”

“Now you must awake back into the classroom, feeling refreshed and wide awake after your walk along the beach. One, two, three and wake!”

Palmer straightened on his stool, stretching his back. He felt good and smiled.

“Welcome back,” Mr Bridges said. He then smiled and said, “Giggle time!”

Palmer found this charmingly amusing. Giggle Time indeed! So he giggled away with the other sissies. Trixie giggled hard rubbing her hands down the front of her skirt. She seemed close to orgasmic. And as Palmer giggled nothing else seemed to matter. He couldn’t remember why he had started giggling, and he felt vaguely dumb, as if his brain had ceased up, yet couldn’t think why. In fact, thinking was no longer necessary. And this was funny! So he giggled some more.

Feeling confident, happy and full of energy Palmer looked across at the other two adult schoolgirls and even the sight Izzy’s tights and shoes couldn’t dispel his bonhomie.

	  


Miss Harding said, “With all you dumb sissies in such good spirits it is a good time to introduce you all to the lesson for which your Mistress Mummies will be forever grateful. In fact, you are about to discover that even silly, inadequate sissies can please powerful women. Isn’t that a wonderful thought?”

Trixie giggled and the three sissies found themselves giggling. Palmer felt even happier than after Mr Bridges had taken them to the beach. He looked across at the other two sissies who started giggling again. This made Palmer titter.

“OK girls, some decorum please.” She clapped her hands, silencing the girls.

Palmer noticed that Miss Bourne was trying to suppress a laugh by pressing her fingers to her lips, he felt that somehow, she was laughing at the adult schoolgirls, but he couldn’t work out why.

Opening a cupboard, Miss Harding drew out what appeared to be a light brown football, perhaps a little larger than a football. Palmer saw that it was actually the delightful shape of a woman’s buttocks. As the Head placed it on her desk so she turned it and Palmer could recognise the anatomically correct representation of a woman’s vagina within her hips.

Why on earth were they being shown this?

“Now watch this film carefully.” She stared intently at the sissies, “Bear in mind, there may be some questions on this lesson in your test later.”

Immediately Palmer and all the schoolgirls sat up straight, their attention increasing by the second.

The white board flickered, and relaxing music played.

A female voice spoke: “Over millions of years nature has given Alpha males first choice when mating with the females of the species. There then appeared, shots of small apes moving away from an indolent large dominant ape. We see this in our daily lives.” Shots of footballers and wealthy businessmen with gorgeous sexy girlfriends and wives were shown in sharp, quick cuts. “Beta males and sissies are thus chosen by females as second best pairings in order to have children and a home. These women will obviously make themselves available to masculine dominant males at any time.”

The music quickened as the visuals showed footage of good looking tall males surrounded by sexily attired females.”

Palmer was queasy. That troubling sickness he once experienced before his university exams niggled at his tummy. Was this why Katie finally agreed to their cuckold games? Earlier the psychiatrist had made a compelling case for Palmer being worse than second best when it came to women choosing male mates, now this video was underlining it with logical intent.

The female voice continued, with a confident, matter of fact delivery, “Beta males and sissies have always understood their position. They will learn in school how challenging an Alpha will not end well.”

The pictures showed boys in a school yard bullying other boys.

For Palmer, this led to a disturbing flashback to school when the boys would pick on Palmer, calling him a sissy and making fun of him. He shifted uneasily on the stool. When would this horrible lesson finish?

“These qualities are wholly innate,” the commentary continued, “and cannot be changed by psychological interference. This structure remains throughout life.” This was underlined with video of a party where Alpha males chatted up girls while other men simply chatted to themselves.

The music became uplifting.

“At the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement, we take the time to help foolish sissies suffering from self-delusion to overcome their barriers and become fully functioning and useful members of society.”

The pictures were now of smiling sissies, many of whom were in state of undress, wearing just lingerie heels and chastity cages. To Palmer they all seemed enviably joyful, gushing with ecstasy. He felt a pang of jealousy. They looked so sexy and delightful in their various girly outfits.

“Importantly a sissy must be able to please his Mistress Mummy. The satisfaction a sissy generates for herself in this simple act of giving will offer feelings of deep personal gratification. Pay attention, and this video will show even the dumbest sissy how to please his Mistress Mummy or any other woman.”

Desperate to learn these secrets, Palmer leaned forward, his eyes fixed on the screen. If he could learn how to satisfy his wife, then they could dispense with Ryker, only needing to bring in a stud for their games.

In step by step, bite sized detail, the video demonstrated how the sissy had to be 100% obedient, complying instantly with every instruction of the woman. Even a small delay in obeying could cause grave problems. With their new role, sissies needed to be gentle, there was no longer a need for them to try and mimic aggressive males. They should start with tender kissing of the face and body, though not the erogenous zone until directed by the woman in charge. It was totally taboo to so much as touch a female on her breast, let alone a nipple or anywhere around the pussy.

The video was forceful. “Any infringement of these rules will make your Mistress Mummies feel disappointed in you. Sissies hate to disappoint. You don’t want to be a bad girl.”

There followed shots of sad looking sissies, and Palmer made a promise with himself that he would fully satisfy his wife’s needs. He didn’t want to be saddened by a failure to please her.

The video then detailed how to use the tongue on the nipple areas, how to suck like an expert. It covered in minute detail how a sissy must work slowly. “Never be in a rush like an Alpha Male, only interested in their own needs. Sissies achieve satisfaction in satisfying others.”

After a lesson on other parts of a woman’s body, including kissing her back, the video showed a woman’s vagina in a 3D cartoon. It zoomed around the genitalia, highlighting the areas for attention.

The vagina section was long and detailed, running through the entire area like a cartographer examining a complex map. Palmer was engrossed, desperate to demonstrate his new skills and knowledge with Katie.

The emphasis was on licking and obedience.

The video ended with stirring music and a shot of a fully dressed woman, standing in her heels smiling at the camera. In her hand a leash ran down to the collar of a smiling sissy, dressed in lingerie, kneeling beside her. To the woman’s right stood one of those arrogant big males glaring out of the screen.

The sissy in the video looked up at the dominant woman with a deep love that stirred Palmer want to say “aw” out loud. The woman patted the sissy affectionately on the head before rolling herself into the arms of the alpha male.

The shot froze on the three figures smiling warmly at the camera with the pink word: “Happiness” glowing at the bottom of the screen.

Feelings of warmth spread through his body, Palmer’s little todger twitched and spurted. He could wank over that final picture for hours – if his little dick was freed!

	  


It wasn’t until Miss Bourne was securing Palmer over the horse, in the length ways position, so that he could observe himself in the mirror, that Palmer realised something. He just acquiesced to being bound. There was no fight in him. On the Monday he had stiffened and sought ways to avoid being bound, yet now he merely submitted to Miss Bourne.

Once across the padded bar he lay still, raising his wrists into place for the dark skinned dominant to tie his wrists to the front of the horse before yielding to having his ankles bound. Once secured helplessly to the horse, he awaited the next instructions with the patience of a well trained puppy.

“Good girls,” Miss Harding smiled. “Such clever girls. All due to the hard work of the school and its hard working, dedicated staff. Now the first thing you slutty girls will notice is that with your new electronic chastity device you can’t rub yourselves in the same way. Go on, try it for yourselves. Rub slowly on the bar.”

AS soon as Palmer began the gentle to and froing motion, he realised there was nothing at the front of his groin with which to make contact.

Smiling, Miss Harding said, “There you are girls. You’re disappointing little appendage is now firmly trapped between your legs.  So now, like girls, you must rub yourselves between your legs. If ever you’ve seen a woman riding her man’s thigh, you’ll see how she has to slightly arch her back, stick out her bottom, in order to rest her sensitive point on the man’s leg. Try it girls. Back arched, bottom sticking right out and rub on the bar of the horse.”

It sounded absurd to Palmer, but nevertheless, he complied. He raised his shoulders, arched his back and pushed out his bottom and finally, he found purchase. Rubbing himself on the soft leather made him groan, and soon the other two sissies were whimpering around him.

“Clever girls,” Miss Harding said. “Just keep it at that pace. Just gentle rubbing. You see, from now on, to stimulate yourselves you will have to tuck something between your legs. Pillows work well, cuddly toys. Every girl has to do it. And sissies like yourselves will have to learn this technique for the limited pleasure your Daddies permit you.”

As Palmer’s arousal grew, so the world faded. He could only just make out Miss Bourne’s whispering words, even though she was right beside him, her leather cat suit creaking. “Just think girl. Now when someone grabs you between your slutty legs you will respond like the dumb slut you are. There’s nothing you can do about it.”

Hearing himself whimpering even louder at Miss Bourne’s taunting, he perceived, from a zillion miles away, Miss Harding voice:

“Now faster girls. That’s it. Remind us what you are.”

“I’m a dumb slut,” Palmer muttered. He would do anything to continue the sensation, anything to discourage Miss Harding putting a stop to his determined edging. He heard Bunny close by, endlessly repeating the mantra. “I am a dumb slut, I am a dumb slut.”

Having to suck in oxygen through his mouth Palmer did the same. Repeating the statement that was burning the truth indelibly into his brain.

A clap, to disturb his thoughts. Then more clapping.

Miss Harding shouted, “Stop! Hold it right now, else the cane will be delivered to your buttocks.”

The threat brought them all to a standing stop, though Bunny continued to moan and licked lasciviously at the leather padding on the bar. Her cloudy eyes glanced up to see everyone staring at her and brought her shuddering to a halt.

Miss Harding handed Trixie and Miss Bourne the same model of a woman’s torso with the exposed vagina Palmer had seen on her desk. She then picked up a third and advanced on Izzy.

Miss Bourne held the vagina so close to Palmer’s face that he had trouble focusing on it. Not that focusing was easy when he was stimulated to this level of arousal.

“Now girls,” Miss Harding said, “you must show me how much you have learnt from the video. Remember this isn’t about your pleasure, it is about pleasing a dominant. Only when the person in charge of you says you can start rubbing again may you do so. And that instruction will only be issued when you have performed your task fully to our satisfaction!”

For a moment, Palmer merely mouthed close to the torso.

Miss Bourne said, “Just kiss it gently around the edges, Suzie.”

He did so, landing peck after peck.

“You don’t have to be quick, not at this stage,” Miss Bourne said. “Just gentle. That’s it. Aren’t you a clever girl? Now lick inside, towards the top of the vagina. Higher. That’s it.”

Every time Palmer complied with the instruction his hips wanted to start their instinctive gyrating. Obviously, he dared not move a muscle until he received the appropriate instruction.

“That’s it, Suzie. Aren’t you a doll!” Miss Bourne said eagerly. “Feel that bean shape at the top? Found it with that slutty tongue of yours? Good. That’s it, lick harder around that.”

Whimpering with need, Palmer obeyed his teacher, his dreamy eyes opening and pleading with the teacher to be allowed to move.

All he saw on her face was that familiar, pitiless, superior grin, as she instructed him.

“Such a good, little girl. Now ease back on it. Don’t overdo it. Kiss gently around the pussy. Oh, fuck me you have got the magic, girl. One day, one day soon, we’ll find out just how good you are.”

Palmer stopped as he felt a peck on his cheek. “OK, girl, start rubbing yourself and keep kissing your dominant’s pussy.”

At some point Palmer was lost in a universe of endless cycling pleasure. There was no communication from his missing brain to muscles anywhere on his body. His hips gyrated and massaged the bar of the trestle, his tongue and lips performed their tasks on the short form mannequin. He was an automaton at the mercy of his own body which in turn was at the mercy of Miss Bourne’s instructions.

Having his wrists and ankles secured so resolutely added to his needs and arousal. He didn’t think he would ever stop spurting. Without release the arousal carried on ever upwards like a constantly boiling kettle.

Some fifteen minutes later, the girls were released from the bench. They could barely walk back to their stools. Palmer’s legs felt as if the bones had been removed leaving him only able to support his body with difficulty. It was as if his brain had become a mush of nothingness except need and craving. Izzy groaned loudly as she reached her stool in her heels and lovely hosed legs. Oh MY God. What would Palmer give to be allowed to wear hose and heels.

The usual test paper was dropped upside down before Palmer on his desk. The only logical thought that could just about reach his senses was that in no way could he answer questions. At least not until his chastity device was unlocked.

He emitted a whimper of sheer despair.

A hand gently cupped his face. It was Miss Bourne, “What’s up babe? A dumb air head slut? You can’t deny it now, can you?

Palmer thinks he shook his curly locks but at that point he didn’t know anything that was happening. Dazed and confused.

Miss Harding said, “Now you know what it’s like to be fucked, stupid girls. It feels good doesn’t it? You appreciate what your Mistress Mummies enjoy in the hands of their well-equipped lovers.”

Izzy groaned and rubbed herself on the seat, her heels resting on the wooden support bar of the stool, her arse sticking right out, as per Miss Harding’s early directions.

Laughing, Miss Harding said, “Good. You all look ready for your daily test. 15 minutes girls. Off you go.”

Palmer turned over the sheet and saw the words swimming around before him. He arched his back, pushed out his arse and rubbed his chastity device on the hard surface of the chair. Not as good as the bench, but better than nothing. He rubbed and rubbed. His brain empty, devoid of thought.

How long he rubbed he didn’t now, except suddenly Miss Harding clapped loudly. “5 minutes left girls.”

5 Minutes! How was this possible? Bunny gasped and may have even said, ‘No!’. Izzy, looking as dazed as Palmer felt, desperately attempted to pick up her pen, but it kept running away from her grabbing fingers.

Must answer the questions, Palmer thought. For Daddy. No, for Ryker. Not Daddy. What was he thinking? His eyes closed and he rubbed his new tiny chastity device on his hard, wooden seat.

Must answer the questions. Must do as he is told. Must obey.

He opened his absent-minded eyes to glance over the questions.

Here is the test he saw by half closing his eyes to focus them:

High Wood Lyceum of Improvement

Test for Day Three, Week One.

	What is the name of the helpful psychiatrist who taught you today? 
	What material is used in the construction of your chastity device? 
	Can Beta Males ever be Alpha males? 
	On what parts of the body will the school cane errant girls. 
	How was IZZY rewarded for her good behaviour? 
	Correct the following sentence about your Mistress Mummy: “she is of great help to me.” 
	How can a sissy unlock the new chastity device? 
	As sissies cannot satisfy a woman with their derisory appendages, what parts of their bodies can a sissy use to please a woman. 
	During your guided imagery did you go anywhere other than a beach? 
	Read these three statements and choose the one that is wrong: 1. A Beta male should serve an Alpha Male. 2. A beta Male should Obey an Alpha Male. 3. A beta male should behave like a brat before an Alpha male. 


When Miss Harding shouted, “I minute”, Palmer fumbled with his pen. He raced through the test paper, scribbling down answers that may have been right, but have even been nonsensical. With the state of his stimulation his mind simply refused to work.

	  


Home time followed the usual routine with the girl’s collars being leashed to the coat hangers and their wrists secured behind their backs. Once secured Miss Harding and Miss Bourne left the room to greet the Daddies and Mistress Mummies.

“Now, we have a few things to discuss with your dominants, so behave while we’re gone.”

As soon as the door closed behind them Trixie skipped over to Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt and performed slutty dances before them. She wriggled her hips provocatively, at one point, bending right over revealing her panties to the two men, who clearly loved the scene and began filming her.

Palmer whispered, “Mindless slut,” to the other two schoolgirls.

Izzy’s eyes were riveted on Trixie’s debauched actions, her mouth hanging open. “Isn’t she just.”

“Listen,” Bunny wiggled as close to them as her leash would allow. “What answer did you give to the beach question? You know, when we have the guided imagery. Do you go anywhere other than a beach?”

Izzy shrugged, still following Trixie’s every move. “No. Of course not. Just the beach.”

Palmer screwed up his face. “Exactly. We walk on the beach. It’s so dreamy. I feel really good after it.”

Bunny looked down at the floor, exhaling long and hard with worry. “Yes. I suppose so. It’s just that, well, I can see a house. Like a big mansion. No. I am inside the mansion, I think.  A really big manor house. And something not very nice happens there.”

“You’re just dreaming,” Izzy said, shaking her head.

“I guess.” Bunny didn’t look convinced, in fact she seemed very agitated. “I mean does it trouble you that the clock says we are under for almost an hour and it only feels like a few minutes?”

Palmer giggled. “Silly girl. I think you have a good deal more to worry about than time passing. Oh, I adore those visits to the beach. I feel so empowered afterwards.”

Izzy said, “How does Trixie do that hip wriggling thing of hers?”

With that, Izzy stiffly gyrated her hips and smiled at her feeble attempt to emulate Trixie.

Bunny and Palmer giggled. That set off Izzy who also giggled. Soon the three were in mindless raptures.

With that the door opened and the girls quickly stood to attention. Even Trixie stood bolt upright, her face a picture of innocence.

Palmer’s jaw dropped. All the Mistress Mummies were carrying a long cane. Oh God! His tummy twisted as if a coffee bean machine was grinding inside him.

Miss Harding was speaking to the Mistress Mummies, “So here are the phones for your sissies. They’ve already been programmed. The Daddies can see who the sissy is calling and can read all their text messages. The phone is blocked from the internet, but Daddies can free that up and still monitor what their precious little charges are up to. Please don’t worry about the Lock program on their phones. It only enables the silly girls to check that they are locked and the state of their battery power. Access is denied to all other aspects of their devices.” She smiled. “Only your men have access to that.”

	  


Even in the car’s child seat, on the journey home, Ryker felt deep arousal. He needed to get to his bed in the nursery and follow Miss Harding instructions in order to masturbate. There were cuddly toys there, and of course the pillows. Anything he could grab that would offer him the necessary level of purchase between his legs.

With his hands cuffed behind his back, and strapped tightly into the seat, he felt annoyingly feeble. Totally powerless. He wondered if he would ever get used to being bound whenever he was moved about. As streets full of ordinary people, doing ordinary things passed, he crossed his bare legs and tried to edge his chastity device deeper into the surface of the seat to rub his groin.

Frustratingly the straps of the child seat were too tight to push back his arse far enough to get his member rubbing on the material. His trapped dick was now stuck too deep between his legs. He would have to wait until he reached his bedroom, where he could play in peace – hoping the cameras were turned off.

It was then that he heard Ryker say, “So what do you want to do with Suzie this weekend and next week?”

Katie exhaled, “Oh I don’t know. What do you think?”

Pressing against the straps Palmer grew concerned. Had they forgotten this experiment was to last a week. Friday was the last agreed day. And a week was long enough! On Friday night, Palmer would be free of his alter ego, Suzie, and he would be released from his chastity device to play until he tasted the freedom of orgasm.

“Dunno,” Ryker said. “Picking her up from school every evening can be a bit of a pain.”

“I know,” Katie said, “I mean I could do it, but then you’d miss out on all that discussion stuff with Miss Harding. And our lectures.”

Lectures? Palmer listened intently.

“Yeh and the Year Two courses for sissies sound like a real laugh too!” Ryker said.

Katie giggled and slapped Ryker’s suited arm. “Oh, Stop it. You know she can hear all this.”

This seemed a good point for Palmer to clear his throat, and ensure he was speaking politely, from the front of his mouth and lisping, as he said: “Sorry Daddy and Mistress Mummy, but we finish this course on Friday. Have you forgotten?”

Pursing her lips, Katie’s eyes rolled on to Ryker to check his reaction.

Ryker said, “There’s only one person in this fucking car who can’t remember anything!”

Katie said, “Don’t swear at her like that. She doesn’t understand.”

Doesn’t understand! Palmer was steaming with fury, but bound as he was, dressed as he was, he kept a lid on his rage.

Ryker said, “When the airhead can get more than 1 mark in her test paper then I’ll stop saying it.”

Palmer coughed again to gain attention. “Sorry, but when we chatted, you know, making the arrangements, we said we’d finish on the Friday.”

Turning in her seat, Katie looked gravely at Palmer who leaned back, feeling fearful.

“Listen hun,” his wife said, “your Daddy has some big decisions to make in the next couple of days. He doesn’t want to hear your mindless interjections. So be a good girl and let us discuss your future in peace and quiet.”

Unbelievable, Palmer thought. Discuss his future! Without him having an input.

“Actually, little girl,” Ryker said, his eyes catching Palmer in the rear-view mirror, “you agreed to remain at the school until you graduated. I did sign you up for 5 days, I didn’t say that it was the entire course. It costs serious money you know!”

Eh? Is that what they had discussed? Palmer couldn’t recall anything about it being longer than five days.

Ryker smirked. “See, now you are frightened. That’s one of the reasons we can’t tell you anything.”

Katie turned in her seat as far as her seat belt allowed. She smiled and patted Palmer’s bare knee.

“Aw, it must be scary, not knowing what’s going on. Miss Harding has explained to us how that increases the immersive element.” Her face lit up. “This weekend they are doing a one day course for maids and a single day course on being a secretary. Both are voluntary and for First Year sissies. How about that?”

Feeling suspicious, Palmer asked, “But, but what happens on them?”

Ryker said in an even voice, “And how should you address us? Good thing we got the school’s long cane in the boot.”

Palmer was in shock. “Oh no, please Daddy. The cane is really painful.”

Patting Palmer’s bare knee again, Katie said to Ryker. “Aw. Stop it Ryker, you’re frightening the poor thing.”

Palmer was about to tell her of the explosions of pain the cane created on his buttocks when Katie said to him: “Now hush. We’ve both been shown how to use the cane properly, and your Miss Harding said it was the best tool for chastisement for Mistress Mummies to use on their charges. So no complaining, young lady.”

Palmer felt his mouth fall open. “But, but …”

“Hush!” Katie said, with menace in her voice.

Palmer persisted. “But what’s the courses about? What if I don’t want to do it, Mistress Mummy.”

“We’ll explain it all to you later,” his exasperated wife replied. “Let your Daddy decide what’s best for you.”

With that she turned back to face the windscreen, closing the chat with her husband. She said to Ryker, “Fancy a nice bottle of wine tonight?”

“Sounds good,” he replied.

All the while Palmer sat bound in the rear, fuming. But a one day course in being a maid and then one in being a secretary sounded dreamily exciting. Obviously, he would have to find out more info from Katie and Ryker before he agreed.


Chapter 6   The Instructive End to the Third Day

"Education is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the world." Nelson Mandela, extraordinary leader of a nation in flux.

“I don't really think, I just walk.” Paris Hilton, blonde socialite.

	  


Palmer stood in Ryker’s office holding up the front of his dress, his panties down around his knees. His face blushing fire engine red with his mind trying to deny what was happening.

Crouched before him was Katie, prodding at Palmer’s new chastity device. Ryker bent over pointing at various aspects of the mechanism.

“But,” Katie said, “I mean, you know. How does it lock? There’s no means to secure it. It’s like a single unit.”

Palmer wanted to hear more about his new chastity imprisonment, in order to escape it, yet felt sickened at others being able to discuss it without him being permitted to say anything.

Ryker said, “Nah. Its two different pieces. Doesn’t look it I know. When they clip together, the outer part clasps over the ring attached behind his little ball sack. It covers the top part of the ring. So no one can access any of it. It can’t even be prised apart. There are no screws of any description. So, no lock to break open, or to pick.”

Katie said ‘Hmmm’, but in a way in which she wasn’t entirely following the explanation. “So, it locks when clasped together. There is no access to its internal parts.”

“You got it. Once that’s on, it stays bolted on. Sissies can squeal all they like, but it doesn’t come off until their Daddy unlocks it.”

Palmer felt the familiar nausea of nerves.

Ryker, sounded impressed, “some sissies have panicked when it is locked. Can’t think straight. Not that they think straight at the best of times. Isn’t that right Suzie?”

Ryker glared at Palmer so hard that the sissy swallowed and said, “Yes daddy.”

Laughing, Katie said, “It’s amazing, and you are the only person who has access to open it.”

“Well,” Ryker said, “The school has a code on their generic phone app that can release it too. But that’s only in an emergency and after they have contracted me. Else, that baby isn’t going anywhere until I say so.”

“Wow!” Katie tittered at the put down. “I get that. The school must be able to release it in an emergency. Like for the photo session tomorrow.”

She suddenly slapped her hand over her mouth. Palmer could see her looking at Ryker with an expression partly of fear and partly of amusement.

Katie said, “Whoops. Sorry!”

Photos? Palmer thought. Tomorrow? They were going to take photos? And he was to be released from the chastity device fixed between his legs?

Ryker rose, grimacing at his lover, “Listen. How many times now have you shot your mouth off about Suzie’s future?”

“Aw sorry Ryker. Really. I mean it’s not as if he, er, she, can do anything about it.”

Unexpectedly, Ryker ruffled Palmer’s curls. “It’s cruel I know. But it’s best for the sissies if they haven’t a clue at what’s going on or where it’s going to lead.” He turned his gaze to Palmer. “You’re scared enough as it is aren’t you Suzie?”

“Erm, yes Daddy,” Palmer said, never quite certain how to respond when Ryker spoke to him. All responses seemed to lead to a beating.

Katie rubbed a finger over the steel device and stood. “Yes, I know. I did the courses. Immersion. The sissy has to be completely lost in the world. Unable to flee the inevitable.”

Ryker nodded, taking his hand out of Palmer’s soft hair to raise Katie’s chin. “How many times now have you let something slip? Eh?”

A smile appeared on Katie’s lips, “Oh-oh.”

“I think maybe you should get the cane too,” Ryker said.

Katie’s smile fell.

Palmer watched this display of Ryker’s dominance, acted out before him, while not daring to break position. He held up his skirt, gripping it tightly as he noticed Katie amusement at the threat of punishment, but how that amusement was lost as soon as Ryker mentioned the cane.

“Now listen,” Katie said stepping back from Ryker’s hand, “No canes. Or paddles or anything else on me. That’s in our agreement. A hand spanking was what we decided.”

What? Palmer’s manicured eyebrows met over his nose. Eh? She had agreed to be spanked? It was in an agreement? How much else has he not been made aware?

Ryker turned a hard-backed chair around to face a full length mirror that was on wheels and could be adjusted into position.

“Suzie,” he said, “bend over that chair like a good girl.”

Shuffling to the chair, with his panties still around his knees Palmer released the front of his skirt and draped himself over the chair’s back. Immediately he was aware of his skirt fluttering up, leaving much of his bare bottom on display.

“Oh!” Katie squealed. “Look how red her bum is.”

Ryker had picked up some gaffer tape and was busy attaching Palmer’s wrists to the front legs. “Yeh. The idea is to keep it sore. That way, they remember to behave.”

Tearing off the gaffer tape, having secured both wrists, Ryker moved to Palmer’s rear and wrapped the tape around each ankle, tying them to the back legs of the chair. Palmer was fastened, legs and hands apart and fixed over the chair. He felt sickened. The cane stings like nothing else. Even the dreaded paddle and evil tawse were preferable.  As it was beyond his power to prevent it happening, he clenched his fists and inwardly begged for the punishment to be over as quickly as possible.

“Watch this,” Ryker said, taking a step to the side of the doubled over Palmer.

With his arse wiggling high in the air, Palmer felt the cane tapping on his exposed buttocks and froze.

Ryker said to Katie, “I don’t know what they taught you in your lessons …”

Palmer flinched. What ‘they taught her in her lessons’? The school was teaching his wife how to cane?

“… but you’ve got to get a cane length away. Then make sure it covers both buttocks.”

“I know,” Katie said, as if holding her breath while speaking. “We tested it on some Third Year sissies. Oh, they were so sweet.” She laughed. “They actually thanked us so beautifully I couldn’t believe it.”

“Yeh, yeh,” Ryker said. “That’ll come. All in time. Each lesson they have, cascades into the next one, so they don’t know what’s happening.”

Palmer was furious. He wanted to know what was happening. He needed to know, in order to correct the school’s errors.

“So just tap,” Ryker continued. “Lightly. Get a feel. It’s fun to do this …”

He softly performed a series of raps up and down Palmer’s buttocks. Up and down, relentlessly. It warmed his bottom nicely, in fact not only could he bear this easily, it was quite agreeable.

“It’s like bringing a pot to boil with a lobster in it,” Ryker laughed. “The dumb sissy enjoys the feeling of this. But it’s only when it gets harder, she thinks, hey what’s going on.”

Katie laughed.

The Bull increased the severity of slaps until Palmer, despite being bound to the chair, leapt. He squealed and yelped.

It had been so pleasant. His buttocks being gently warmed was a sensual experience, but now the whacks stang his bottom.

Ryker continued, “What the dumb bitch doesn’t appreciate is that the taps, she thinks are nice are actually making her bottom more sore.” He laughed. “Dumb twat.”

Katie laughed too and Palmer didn’t know what was worse, the sharp pains in his posterior or his wife laughing at him.

“Here. Give it a go. That poncey Miss Harding seems to think women work better with a cane. Don’t get that myself. But there you go. So take the cane. That’s it. A little further back. Yeh. Better. So just do what I did. Bounce the cane up and down her arse. Quick succession, just fast, little ones.”

Palmer felt the cane slap quickly at his bum, this time even the little ones were making him jump as his bum was so raw.

Ryker laughed. “The sissy is even squealing at the light touches. Wait till you really burn her arse. She’ll be like a baby.”

Again, Palmer was tormented by the uncomfortable sound of Katie laughing at him. It didn’t seem to matter that he was present in the room. In fact, it didn’t seem to matter what he felt. It was like being bullied in school again.

Ryker said, “Now don’t forget you have to explain to the little girl why she is being punished. Else it’s just cruelty. The silly airhead must understand that there is a reason for her chastisement.”

Katie laughed, “You sound like Miss Harding!”

She settled down beside her hubby whom she viewed now, through his appearance, demeanour and position, as little more than an errant child. Her short skirt rode up her lovely legs revealing her gorgeous, smooth thighs. Suddenly Palmer missed her. He wanted this to stop and reclaim his wife. She was his. He had wooed and married her. No one believed that the stunning dancer would marry him, some weedy accountant. He knew others put it down to the vast sums he earned in his last few years. He didn’t care at the time – but he cared now.

Katie’s eyes were wide with regret. “Sorry, really sorry, little one. But it’s my job to ensure you are well behaved when other adults are about. And not horrible and bratty. And that you do your schoolwork satisfactorily.”

Palmer said, “Please Mistress Mummy I want this to stop. Right now. I mean I’ve had enough. It’s not what I thought.” Tears blurred his vision as his frantic blubbing began. “I didn’t know it was going to be like this. It’s not what I thought. I don’t want to be locked up between my legs like this. Its cruel and I …”

His words were lost in his whimpering.

His wife’s fingers slid sensuously through his curls.

Katie said, “Aw. Just as Miss Harding predicted.”

Palmer looked up, his crying had stopped. What? What on earth had she predicted?

Katie giggled, “Silly girl. Just look at you. In complete denial. You don’t get a say. Try and learn that and it becomes easier for you.”

Palmer heard himself giggle with her, as if in sympathy. Why did he giggle?

“But Mistress Mummy I …”

“Oh Honey. Hush now! You see this is one of your problems. In the car you were told to hush quite a few times. We don’t want a naughty little girl, we want a good, well behaved girl.”

Finding himself in this upside down world confused the hell out of Palmer. There didn’t seem to be anything he could say to mitigate his predicament, let alone escape it.

Smiling, Katie said, “Miss Harding explained to us that when you were to face a serious reprimand you would kick off and pretend you wanted it to stop.”

Palmer broke in, “But Mistress Mummy, I really …”

Katie’s eyes widened with rage. “You really are a naughty little girl! How many times do you need to be told to be quiet?”

Ryker crouched beside her in his shirt sleeves, holding some dark object. Palmer guessed he had removed his suit jacket when he had beaten him with the cane.

Ryker said, “You mustn’t get mad at her. She doesn’t understand.”

The Bull took Katie’s fingers. Palmer was astonished at how tender he was.

“Here, put this in.” Ryker said softly. “I think you’ve had the lessons on how to insert it.”

She nodded, as Palmer saw, in horror, a small penis gag being held up by Ryker. Fierce straps fell away from the black moulded shape.

Oh no! Once that was on, he wouldn’t able to make his point about giving up on his side of the arrangement. He wanted out and needed to be released right now.

Katie had already taken the gag and as soon as Palmer started to speak so she slid the heavy plastic into his mouth and buckled it behind the head of the silly schoolgirl.

A finger pushed Palmer’s chin up until he locked eyes with his wife. And what serious eyes they were. She appeared offended, enraged.

“Now listen to me, Hun,” Katie said. “You were naughty in the car, and you are behaving like a naughty, little brat right now. I will not tolerate it. The last thing I want is that you think you can show me up in front of friends! You’re about to receive the lesson of a lifetime young lady. One, I promise, you won’t forget in a hurry. The last thing I want is that you think you can show me up in front of my friends!”

In front of friends! Who the hell is going to see him like this? Palmer sucked on the gag trying to mouth desperate words around the plastic, but nothing was decipherable.

“The only thing I’d say in her defence,” Ryker said, as if reluctantly, “is that she got five out of ten in her test today.”

“Not exactly brilliant,” Katie said harshly. She returned to her position behind the upturned, bare bottomed little girl.

Palmer guffawed and wriggled as much as could into the gag, until he felt the cane tapping his upturned behind. Oh no! he wanted to shout please no. He wanted to promise that he would do better in class. That he would even hush when told.

“And,” Katie said, “you told him to use the proper terms for us in every sentence.”

“True,” Ryker said as if being regretful.

Then the beating began.

A couple of quick cuts slamming Palmer up against the chair. He shrieked into the gag.

Two more, again in fast succession. Palmer buckled. These were surely worse than the ones in school.

Ryker stood back, the better to observe the proceedings. Getting the wife to beat her husband was a marker in how these relationships developed. Sometimes you just couldn’t get the subbie wife to really crack the whip, they liked a good spanking themselves, but were reluctant to truly inflict harm on someone, especially their husband. That was a difficult line to drag wives across as the slutty wives deluded themselves. They all initially believed that once the Bull left the home then the couple could return to being husband and wife.

The school was amazing at helping get the wives through that invisible barrier. Over the years they had learned to surreptitiously lead the wives to this point. Ryker grinned, though some of the school’s more devious methods would be hidden from the wives.

After beating their own spouse, the wife could never again respect her partner, certainly not as a husband, the man of the house. Once the beating finished, Katie would be in a new place. Ryker knew she would only look down on the little girl she could truly punish any time she desired. It’s not that women are natural sadists, though a few are, it’s just that they feel comfortable if they are in a hierarchy which they understand, and in which they feel comfortable.

The wives were taught the reasoning behind the total immersion for the sissy husband. Their loved ones could only truly experience it fully if they felt trapped and out of control. Which in part, is what a sissy seeks of course. But immersion is important for the wives too. Subconsciously they realise this isn’t a game where the couple dress up on a Saturday night, play with their toys and then put them away the following day. The wives world was changing as fast as that of their sissy husband’s.

Once this door is opened, it can never be closed. The husband is aware that he is now the child in the relationship. No matter what Palmer says or does after this thrashing, he will remain the little girl who is helplessly punished by his Mistress Mummy. It is a feeling that cannot be erased or made light of.

He, Ryker is now King of the household. Beneath him is his sexy Queen, who must remain obedient to him, and in need of male dominance. Beneath her, a long way down, is the little one, her former husband.

What amused Ryker is that Palmer still wouldn’t get it. He will never again be the husband. The events of the next two days plus the weekend activities, would cement forever his new lowly position, not just in Katie’s mind, but for the entire world. If Ryker could get the hapless husband to complete the full three work course, then Palmer’s fate would be secured, even in his own mind.

But that night, following Miss Harding’s well worn plan, they would nail down Palmer even further. He grinned. If anything, they were ahead of schedule. He just had to keep his hand firmly on the tiller

	  


It took Palmer a full half hour to complete and send off his homework, as it included the resit of the test from that afternoon. He rubbed his red eyes and wriggled his almightily sore bottom on the stool. He had already tried to surf the web seeking pictures of women in lingerie but sadly the Windows 10 Child Account, supervised by Ryker, blocked his every attempt.

For that reason, when Ryker commanded him to ,“Get your fucking fat arse down here,” Palmer felt certain it was because of his googling girls in frillies and trying to log onto his old twitter and Facebook’s accounts, all of which Ryker had blocked. The bastard! He could enter his accounts, but the child protection then slammed the door shut on them.

So it was with a great deal of trepidation that Palmer made his way down the stairs, clutching the rear of his skirt in case it flared up. Though no one was coming down behind him he had learnt that he needed to hang onto the base of the skirt else it just bounced up revealing his panties.

By checking in his bedroom mirror, he also learnt that his bottom was a fiery red, covered in stripes and with some lines bruised blue. Now was his opportunity to put an end to this nonsense.

That’s how he ended up on his bare knees on the carpet before Ryker and Katie who sat side by side on the sofa. Ryker had hooked a leash to Palmer’s collar and held the handle firmly in his fist.

Katie spoke first. “I want you to be a well behaved little girl throughout our chat. Not some mouthy brat, shooting her mouth off all the time. I hope you understand that.”

Palmer nodded and bowed his head. He knew that he was going to have to carefully point out that the game was now officially over. Perhaps even thank them both to help mitigate their disappointment. He’d have to tread carefully during the discussion.

Katie looked to Ryker for support and he gave a few nods, as if only vaguely interested in the proceedings. But it was Ryker who continued:

“We just want what’s best for you,” Ryker said, looking sympathetically at the intimidated sissy kneeling before him. “You see, personally, I think you are getting better at your schoolwork.”

Katie opened her tablet, and said, “Yes, look you got a B+ for walking and sitting. On your third day!”

Finding himself beaming, Palmer was surprised at how delighted Katie was at his success.

“Just think,” she said, “what you could achieve if you listened more intently to you teachers and your Daddy. Imagine how proud your Daddy will be if you get an A.”

Ryker spoke generally to the room, “She needs to concentrate more on her lessons.”

Katie was excited as she pulled out her tablet and turned its screen to face the pouty girl before her. “Look. This weekend are two hands-on courses. You actually get to be a secretary and a maid.”

Determined to be apathetic about the weekend courses Palmer raised his suspicious eyes to the picture on the screen.

Oh my! The picture. It was a classic French maid. A gorgeously sexy girl in a hot traditional uniform that inhabits men’s fantasies. The girl was so elegant. From her pretty cap, to her low cut cleavage, narrow waist, flared skirt, stockings and heels. She was the epitome of male longing. Her stocking tops just appeared below the hem of the skirt as if itching to be twanged. The maid’s eyes were looking off screen on some object she found sleepily of interest.

The entire brain of Palmer reacted with a firing or electricity, sending signals straight to his secured penis.

As he felt the erection become quickly inhibited by the chastity device he groaned. “Ooooh.”

“Exactly,” Katie said, mistaking his frustration for agreement. “Isn’t she amazing? And look at these other maids.” She swiped the page showing maids in all manner of dress and undress. Tight skirts, ankle length skirts, even no skirts. Some with sleeves, some without, some with the blouse part buttoned up to the collar. “It’s all manner of maids. House maids. A lady’s maid. Hotel maids. Serving maids. And look, here’s Ryker’s favourite.”

The image of a wonderful, sensual maid appeared, wearing only the apron, suspenders, stockings and heels. Like the other girls she wore a steel collar beneath a frilly band.

It may have been Ryker’s favourite, but it was also a well worn fantasy of Palmer’s.

Moistening his pink lips, his eyes locked on the images, Palmer cleared his throat. “I could wear that outfit?”

Laughing, Katie said, “Of course. That’s the whole idea. A reward for all your hard work in school.”

Wetting his panties, Palmer could feel the smooth fabric of the outfits on show around his body. He could feel his feet raised in the heels, and most of all the stockings encasing his legs. Yet he had to resist. His plan was to draw all these shenanigans to a halt. And yet … and yet … the weekend course was just so bloody enticing!

He was now breathless with a passion he couldn’t release until Ryker freed him from the chastity cage. “Please Mistress Mummy. All I want is to have the chastity device removed. Just so I can think. I can’t think at the moment.”

“That explains a lot,” Ryker laughed.

To Palmer’s chagrin, Katie joined the laughter. She slapped her lover’s arm in a friendly way “Oh stop it, Ryker.” She leaned forward to the sissy husband kneeling before her, leashed to the hand of her Bull. “But aren’t those maid’s uniforms amazing? And you get to wear them at home too. I’m sure your Daddy won’t mind. Will you Ryker?”

He shrugged, “Fine by me.”

“I bet it is! And look,” Katie swiped to another page. “The secretary lessons.”

Palmer felt light headed. Before him were a succession of pictures with smiling office girls in fabulously adorable outfits. Again, the skirts came in various lengths, from illegally short, to knee length, and varied from being flared to bondage tight about the knees. The blouses and tops were cut to offer maximum shape to the breasts.

Palmer had an urge to reach between his legs and rub at his enclosed member.

“I mean, Suzie, look at this one!”

Through glazed eyes Palmer could see an office worker in a pristine, immaculate white dress and blouse. The clothing so tight that the blouse and skirt hugged every available curve. The hose was a dark brown, like that of the Third Year students at the school. The high heels were white, perfectly matching the get-up.

OH – MY – GOD. Palmer just had to wear it. He was desperate to wear it. What he would give to don any of those outfits right now!

“But Mistress Mummy, I just don’t think I can make it until the weekend. I am in so much need.”

“Oh fiddlesticks, Suzie. How do you think women cope when their guys doesn’t feel like it or he’s too small …” She saw Palmer’s eyes flash up at her in horror. “Well. you know what I mean. We, women, learn to go unsatisfied for long periods. We have to. You can do it. And you never know, you get a few A grades and perhaps your Daddy will give you a treat.”

His brain betrayed him as Palmer started making the sort of Devil-like deals we all do with ourselves. It’s only a couple more days, his mind insisted. Just another two days. That’s all. A weekend. Two days of need and then a dream come true. The school beatings were horrible when they were happening, but the sissy schoolgirls soon got over them, didn’t they? And they had rewards, being instructed to play on the bar on the padded trestles or having Mr Bridges take them on journeys in their mind.

“What do you think?” Katie asked.

“I don’t know, Mistress Mummy” Palmer swallowed. He knew he was being defeated again. He could feel it. Yet dressing like a maid or secretary was what he wanted. A dream of his. Would he ever again be offered such an opportunity?

“Can I see that secretary in all white again?” Palmer asked, his eyes fixed on Katie’s Tablet.

“Sure,” Katie said, spinning back through the screens. “Look.”

He gazed at the sexualised dream image. The office was bright, looked warm and comforting. Outside the windows skyscrapers contained what he imaged were thousands of these sexy girls all obediently satisfying the whims of their bosses.

Katie said, “If you agree, I am sure your Daddy will put them on your screen in the nursery. You can look at them all and read all the literature the school has created about the courses. Well, the literature and videos you are permitted to see of course. You’ll love it.”

The ‘Yes’ Palmer croaked out, was, for a long while, held at the back of his throat, it creaked its way forward as if his mouth wouldn’t work. “Yes,” he repeated.

Katie squealed. “I knew you’d agree! Good girl, clever girl.”

Palmer beamed. He loved being called a good girl.

Ryker said, “OK young lady. An early night for you. I’ll put the weekend courses on your computer for you to read. But bed no later than 9.30. By 9.30 I want you tucked up in bed like a good girl. I’ll be in to check.”

Palmer said, “Yes Daddy.”

But when he rose his quaking legs threatened not to support him. His mind was little more than candy floss, his leg bones were rubber. Somehow, he reached the sitting room door. Moments later he was on his stool in the nursery and Ryker, true to his word had put the material onto his PC. Palmer felt grateful and yet appreciated that wasn’t the appropriate response. Why should he be grateful to be permitted to see images he lusted over most nights.

There were so many pictures, in so many poses that his fingers trembled on the mouse, often missing the point he should click for information. Yet he once again experienced the sheer frustration of his predicament. There were a lot of pages and videos to which he had no access. They inevitably flashed with “Access Denied. Consult with your Daddy.”

Palmer’s mouth hung open, sucking in oxygen. Oh my God! What was behind those prohibiting signs. He felt woozily aroused and had to crawl along the bed to grind himself uselessly on it.

Downstairs, on the sofa, Katie seemed to be trying to enmesh her physical body into the hard, steely torso of her lover.

Ryker’s cock was rampantly hard, but he still had the wherewithal to tap some buttons on his laptop. Up came the image of the nursery. The dumb hubbie wasn’t on his stool. Where was he? He opened a couple of other cameras until he saw the adult schoolgirl lying flat on the bed, a pillow between her legs, desperate for any degree of satisfaction.

He knew that the only accomplishment Palmer would attain would be more frustration. The dumb fuck. How could he agree to an additional weekend, when he actually said he wanted out? Sissies were all the same. Predictable, dumb, easily manipulated with a promise of nice new panties.

He laughed and then set about aggressively fucking Palmer’s wife into oblivion.

She came three times in 15 minutes, her body thundering on each occasion.

	  


Palmer had given up on the pillow as a means of satisfaction, it wasn’t as firm as the padded bar on the school’s trestle. He simply changed into the lavender bedtime outfit Katie had set aside for him on the bed. It was so short the strappy top didn’t cover the frilly panties.

He picked up his pink phone and checked it. There was only a short list of numbers, his two classmates, a school ‘emergency number’ and those of Ryker and Katie.

He opened the Apps screen, which was a waste of time. There were only a handful of icons including his portal into school, like on his PC for his homework and classwork. He couldn’t even access settings! But one App caught his attention, the one emblazoned with the single word in capitals: LOCK.

It was embellished with a simple symbol of a golden padlock. Palmer caught his breath and selected it watching the page turning a gentle, washy pink. He now had four options, one of which was greyed out with any lettering or icons to indicate its use. Palmer felt that irrational stir of arousal at the thought of being so helpless he wasn’t permitted to see what the button did. He pressed the greyed out icon, but nothing happened, so he turned his attention to the three short bars above it.

The three he buttons he did have access to read: Chastity, Collar and Corset.

Curious, there were no electronics in any of the corsets he had been told to wear, nor, obviously in his collar. Yet, from inquisitiveness, he tapped the icons for each and he pressed the button and these words flashed up: “Access to this control is denied, please consult your Daddy.”

Palmer smiled, his arousal growing. He dragged his pillow back between his legs desperate to gain some purchase on his secured member.

He rocked back and fore on the pillow, squeezing his thighs to prevent the pillow moving. Wow he thought. None of his fantasies about being forced en-femme and kept imprisoned in girlish garb matched the exhilaration of this. Though it was curious. His corset garments were definitely normal, no electronics involved, and no one had mentioned anything untoward regarding his collar.

He exited that window and selected Collar. The same curt message: “Access to this control is denied, please consult your Daddy.” He groaned. Closed his eyes and rubbed harder, rolling onto his tummy to add to the pressure. Could his collar be connected to anything?

He opened his eyes and exited that page. So just the chastity bar to be selected. Feeling his dick harden and ready to spurt he opened it, and was gob smacked at the screen image.

Across the top it read: “Device: Chastity Remote Control.”[i]

But the next line made him gasp: “OWNER:  R Harris”

He hadn’t known Ryker’s surname before. Ryker Harris. And he was listed as Palmer’s owner! Palmer groaned, squeezing the pillow tightly between his bare thighs.

But the third line down, before he reached the settings, read: Device Locked. In Use. Inaccessible.

Inaccessible! Device locked! He closed his eyes, taking in the sheer masochistic heat those words engendered.

He read down the list of items in the menu, groaning and moaning, rubbing himself mindlessly against the pillow and bed.

UserSuzie

OwnerR Harris

StatusLocked

Deviceinaccessible

TimerYears. Months. Days00.00.00

Time lockedHours Minutes Seconds12:32:00

Time to Release: Indefinite

User Access               Barred

Emergency ReleaseBarred

Options for ReleaseBarred

Battery Level99%

RemoteOn

Shock LevelTingle level 3

Ooooooh.

The door cracked open, but Palmer was too deep into his pleasuring to hear it or be aware of someone else in the room.

“Suzie?”

Coming out of his reverie was like waking from a wonderful dream. His body just didn’t want to respond.

“Suzie.” The voice more insistent.

Opening his eyes, he was about to reply, ‘Katie?’ when he caught himself in time. “Mistress Mummy?”

She giggled. “Who else, silly.”

He sat up on his still sore bottom, his brain still a bag of candy floss from arousal. He shuffled delicately onto his bottom, the caning from his wife and her lover had left his arse with painful ridges.

In the illumination of his bedside light, Katie sat next to him running her fingers through his blonde curls. “Oh wow. I’ll never tire of feeling your gorgeous frizzy locks. You look so adorable.”

She kissed him on his forehead.

Not knowing whether he was permitted to speak he waited expectantly for her next words.

She clambered beside him. “Lie down like a good girl. That’s it on your back. Put both hands under the pillow. Good girl.”

Palmer smiled eagerly at the words ‘good girl’.

She giggled at his obedience. She had never been one of those authoritative people who could simply give someone an instruction. She was the inverse of being assertive. Yet here she was, bossing her hubby around as easily as Miss Harding had told them it would be.

The school had explained how you simply had to give an instruction as if you expected it to be obeyed. Then deal quickly with the miscreant if there were any delay in complying with the command.

“Aw.” She smiled lovingly.

Palmer looked up at the soft, attractive face of his wife. Why did she say ‘Aw’?

Running her fingertips down his face with its subtle makeup. She grinned and quickly straddled her husband, her bottom on his chest with its fake mounds and her knees close to his flushed cheeks.

At that point Palmer’s phone screen shut off. She picked it up and turned it back on to check what he had been up to. The chastity menu page appeared, and Katie giggled.

Palmer found himself giggling in response. Suddenly her musty odours overwhelmed him. The scent left him reeling as if it were chloroform.

“Aw. Poor Suzie,” she chuckled. “Locked out of your own chastity device. Oh wow! You can’t access any of its menus. Ryker’s got a lot more stuff on his screen than you are permitted to see.”

Palmer emitted a low moan of need.

“Now Suzie, I want you to be a good girl. Miss Harding has told me about your lessons today. You got a B plus for your first attempt at licking a girl out. Show me what you’ve learnt.”

Edging her groin up closer to his mouth, she felt her husband’s lips kiss obediently around her pussy. He was so wonderfully gentle, it was amazing. Gentle pecks at her muff. Ryker’s pounding had left her sore, but Suzie’s lips were such balm to her flesh that she pressed her vagina harder to his mouth.

For a moment Palmer felt he was suffocating under her thighs. This wasn’t like mouthing the model in school. Her actual pussy was more giving, more enveloping. He struggled to breathe, but by leaning back his nostrils breathed in the fumes from her fragrant pussy and he relaxed in dreamy pleasure. His lapping tongue automatically began its work.

He probed for her labia, and discovered it pulsated as he licked. The harder he worked the more it throbbed. Fluids arrived in his mouth. He wanted to spit them out, but he couldn’t move his head, besides he could hardly spit them over the sheets. So the juices rolled down his mouth, along his tongue and dribbled into his throat. They were sweet to taste, intriguing, certainly not unpleasant.

Her insides now pulsed forcefully over his lips, like some great machine. The fluids grew thicker and tasted different. More salty. A gooey globule dropped onto his tongue, quickly followed by another. This tasted more sour, metallic even. The goblets became more dense.

Her hot thighs gripped his cheeks as she gripped hold of his ringlets in her fists to hold him in place.

Katie emitted a long whimper of content, riding her husband’s tongue and lips, until she spasmed and came.

Feeling fluids flood his mouth, Palmer could experience the living orgasm of her insides.

She growled, like the engine of a car before shouting, “Yes, yes, yes.”

Slumping, collapsed, beside her husband, she fought hard to catch her breath.

“Wow. Wow. Wow. Who’d have thought you, you of all people could do that?”

She put her hand around his shoulders brining him close. “Something your Daddy can’t do for me!”

Raising his fingers up to the sodden mess around his mouth Palmer made to wipe away the goo.

“Ah, ah, ah.” Katie lightly, put her hand on his arm to prevent him. “What are you up to, Suzie?”

He swallowed. He could see she was gently admonishing him, but did her smile mean she was joking? “What Mistress Mummy?”

“I think you should ask before you clean yourself. Don’t you?”

“I, er, well, yes. If you like. Please may I wipe my face clean, Mistress Mummy?”

“Be a good girl and lick it off your lips and mouth.”

Swallowing he did so, slurping in the globby remnants of his tonguing of his wife’s private parts, before looking expectantly up at her.

“There’s some on your chin and nose honey. Use your fingers to feed yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress Mummy.”

He scooped up the mess around his face and fed himself the gloopy fluid until it was gone.

“Good girl,” She said rising stiffly from the bed.

It was now or never for Palmer. He had to ask her and surely there wouldn’t be a better time than when he had made her so blissful.

“Mistress Mummy?”

She was surprised at him speaking without asking permission, but he seemed so frightened and cute that she simply said, “Yes Hun?”

She hoped the silly little minx wasn’t going to try and argue again.

“Well,” now it seemed difficult to say anything, so he burst out: “Mistress Mommy, one of the girls is wearing these dark tights and heels.”

Where did that come from? He was going to ask her to get Ryker to release his chastity. Somehow those words flooded out of his mouth without him checking them.

Her eyebrows met in the middle. “And, so?”

“Well it’s not fair, Mistress Mummy. Why should she get to wear them and not me?”

Katie laughed. “Oh, aren’t you a little treasure. I don’t know. Shall I get your Daddy to ask for you?”

Palmer was shocked. “No! Erm, no Mistress Mummy. Can’t you ask the school?”

Smiling she pulled up his bed sheet. “Honey, you know your Daddy pays the school fees. He talks to the school about everything. I think you have been so good that he should ask for you.”

She could see the dark uncertainty in his face. It was so funny. He wanted the tights and heels but not for her lover to request them.

“Can’t you do it, Mistress Mummy?” he asked again, this time his eyes betraying his desperation.

“I can see one young lady going to sleep with a sore bottom if she is not careful. You have been told, no. Now do you want your Daddy to ask for you or not?”

Katie studied her husband’s terrified eyes swinging back and fore in misery until he glanced away and whispered, “Yes Mistress Mummy.”

Oh wow. Katie was thrilled. Another victory.

He had obeyed her every command since she had entered the nursery that afternoon. A sadistic dark thought entered her mind. What could she get him to do? What were the limits of this newfound dominance? Glancing across at the camera on the PC, she wondered if Ryker had been watching. Wouldn’t he be impressed at her governance of her husband?

She was right. In the master bedroom Ryker watched the performance unfold with his tablet in one hand and his hard cock in the other. He could have been watching a lesbian shag on Pornhub. Within another week they would be performing before him, at his command and for his pleasure. Brilliant.


Chapter 7   The Traumatising Fourth Day

“The secret of change is to focus all of your energy not on fighting the old, but on building the new.” Socrates, Athenian philosopher.

“It costs a lot of money to look this cheap.” Dolly Parton, curvy, blonde song writer and business woman.

	  


The Thursday drive to school was a wonderfully relaxed time for Palmer. Katie fussed furiously over him in the hallway. Brushing his hair with her hand, tidying his eyebrows with a wet finger and smiling proudly at her husband in his short pinafore school uniform.

When Ryker took a phone call she whispered in Palmer’s ear, “So proud of you honey. You have come so far in such a short space of time.”

Palmer smiled. He was never quite sure how to reply these days as every utterance seemed to lead him to being beaten by Ryker, so he just smiled gratefully.

She tidied his Pink Lamb backpack straps before standing back to admire him. She grinned and stepping close to his face, whispered out of Ryker’s earshot, “And how good were you last night in bed, eh?”

Palmer had never before heard his wife praise him so gushingly about his performance in bed.

Even in the car, she would twist about in her seat to fuss over his curls. “Now you behave today. Be a good girl. Make your Daddy proud of you.”

Her goodwill continued in the playground when a Third Year girl with the name Mitzie engraved in her collar, collected the adult schoolgirl leash handles. Katie still beamed her pride at him.

He smiled back, lost in a haze of wonderment at his wife’s support.

Palmer’s contentment vanished as he found himself behind the egotistical Izzy. Her dark tights making her thighs so alluring between the white knee length socks and the hem of the short dress. Palmer’s eyes rolled down to the wondrous strappy heels adorning Izzy’s feet and seethed with jealousy.

On the other hand, the first lesson was dreadfully familiar, an enthused Miss Harding with her introduction to a new form of chastisement, the crop.

“Now we have so much to get through today. Mr Bridges will be taking you for nice relaxing walk on the beach. I know how you look forward to that. Miss Marsden, the psychiatrist will assist you in the myriad of changes you are feeling. The fitting will be this afternoon so that your Mistress Mummies and Daddies can check how it all works …”

Fittings? Palmer glanced at the other sissies, all of whom were perplexed.

Apparently unaware of the puzzlement in the classroom, Miss Harding drove on. “Today we need to look at speech and standing. Oh my, my, my. You will be such busy girls! Now then girls, over the backs of the chairs. Quickly. Palms flat on the seat of the chair, looking at the mirror. We will be looking for you maintaining position, palms on chairs, throughout your tasting of the crop.”

As the wary sissies made their way to the chairs and positioned themselves in their humiliatingly vulnerable position so Miss Harding continued, “For many years the crop was made of wood. These days it is created from fibreglass, giving it more spring when used. The fibreglass is then covered with leather, like Miss Bourne here.”

Led by Mitzie, the fearful, blushing sissy schoolgirls giggled politely.

“As it is used to help educate horses, there is a loop at one end which goes around the wrist of an adult. A controlled flick of the wrist can cause a rapid acceleration of the crop and give the recipient a well deserved, stinging chastisement. It is something you will not forget in a hurry.”

Bent over the chair back, Palmer wriggled his hips. Why couldn’t she just get on with it? What was the point of all these history lessons?

Staring at the sight of the obediently upturned bottoms, Miss Harding smiled at the silly, helpless young ladies. It made her heart flutter to see how obedient they had become in such a short space of time. At times such as this, when she saw the clear results of her courses, her job was a delight. The inevitable rewards of seeing these foolish sissies crushed into abject obedience made sense of her life.

Now was the time to set fear in their precious tiny hearts by revealing a titbit of information that would trouble them all deeply. “All your Mistress Mummies will be trained to be proficient in the use of the crop. You don’t have to possess the strength of a Daddy to make sure a silly, little brat learns her lessons. As you will realise …”

	  


During a short morning break, following the beating, the girls dried their eyes and sipped water together. Miss Harding and Miss Bourne were chatting together near the Head’s desk. Palmer noticed they were both laughing at something. He wished he knew what they were talking about, he felt it had to be detrimental to his wellbeing.

Miss Harding broke away from Miss Bourne and joined the worried sissies.

“Well girls,” the Head said, “It seems we have a young lady amongst us who has been so well behaved that her Daddy has allowed her to attain heels and hose days earlier than she should, just like Izzy.”

Bunny and Palmer exchange anxious glances, which one would it be? Palmer found himself holding his breath, ‘Please let it be me,’ he thought.

Miss Harding clasped her hands before her and raised her chin. “I always feel so proud of my little girls when their Daddies recommend an advancement or an extra gold star. It means we are all improving. And what is the school motto, girls?”

There are times when the fear of chastisement haunts Palmer so much that his brain dries up and thoughts seep away.

Izzy and Bunny began the chant and Palmer, with relief, was able to smartly join in, “Improve or be improved.”

“Such clever girls. And Bunny you did very well there …”

Damn! Palmer knew it wasn’t going to be him. It just wasn’t fair! The hose and heels were going to that dumb bitch Bunny who imagined all sorts of craziness when she was taken to the beach with the guided imagery.

So bitchy did Palmer feel that it was a moment before he heard his name mentioned.

“Suzie? Are you listening?” Miss Harding seemed amused. “Such a dimwit. Silly girl.” She chuckled, inviting the other two sissies to laugh at Palmer. “Now listen again, Suzie. Mitzie here,” she indicated the Third Year girl standing next to her, “will take you to the changing rooms and you can put on tights and heels. How about that?”

“Oh!” Palmer’s face lit up. “Thank you, Miss Harding, thank you.”

Miss Harding wagged a friendly finger at him. “It’s your Daddy you should thank. Indeed, we could start some of the writing course a little earlier than scheduled. So you could write your Daddy a nice thank you note. Wouldn’t that be appropriate?”

God! A writing course? What was that about? Writing a thank you letter to that oaf Ryker? No way was that going to happen, but he did want his hose and shoes, so he smiled and said, “Yes Miss Harding.”

Bunny said, “But please Miss Harding, I’ve worked hard too. When I redid the test paper last night, I scored eight out of ten.”

Miss Harding’s eyes hardened, “Then behave better and your Daddy might reward you too. Eight out of ten on a test you resat just a few hours after doing it once, is hardly gold star standard is it?”

Despite the bitchy joy of watching Bunny’s face, Palmer managed to withhold a catty snigger.

Palmer was led on a leash down the corridor by a delightfully wiggling Mitzie. They stopped at a set of double doors in a hallway off the main corridor. It was labelled “The Changing Room”.

It was the size of a very, large bedroom, with mirrors across two walls, at right angles to each other. It meant you could see the front and sides of yourself at the same time. There was a set of a double doors which, when Mitzie opened them, revealed a walk-in wardrobe stuffed with girlie items from floor to ceiling.

“Fucking hell!” Palmer said.

Mitzie’s face darkened, she glanced up at the camera and then at the door.

“Shhh. You’ll get us both in trouble swearing like that. Only adults can swear.”

Palmer was too expectant to trouble himself over a silly airhead like Mitzie getting into trouble.

Mitzie, though, proved very helpful. She told Palmer to remove socks, shoes and his school dress, explaining that it’s easier to pull the tights high up the waist without a dress.

“That prevents them rolling down,” she explained.

The sensation of the hose rolling up his smooth legs sent Palmer into ecstasy. There was more advice from Mitzie to avoid tearing them and to get the reinforced areas on left and right thigh into the same place. There was even a contour shaping area for the buttocks that had be tugged into the correct position. No wonder the Third Year girls and Izzy looked so sexy when they walked. The tights shaped and pushed out their bottoms.

Wow! Palmer felt his panties dampen at the thought.

After the silky knee length socks were applied, he slid his feet into the tight grip of the sandal heels. As his foot was forced to arch, he thought he would cum in an instant. He stood in the dark tan tights, white socks and heels before the mirror and simply spurted into his little white panties. What a sensual sight.

As he stepped into the schoolgirl, pinafore dress and pulled it into place, Mitzie giggled.

“Wait till the guys catch you! I mean Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt. With your thighs looking like that. And heels make us stand differently. You have to arch your back more. You appear more helpless. Oh my God, I’m glad I’m not allowed to wear flats!”

Not allowed? Palmer dismissed her silly jabbering and admired his ankles, turning them this way and that in the mirror. “Doesn’t your Daddy let you remove the heels?”

Mitzie put her fingers to her lips as if she had said something out of place.

“It’s ok, Mitzie,” Palmer said, anxious to get to the bottom of that remark. Palmer laughed, “I mean you remove them when you go to bed don’t you?”

Mitzie’s eyes took in the various cameras dotted about the room, her mouth fell open. “Erm well, I ….. not necessarily. You’ll find out. Come on. Quickly. There’s pole dance training this weekend for graduates, I don’t want to be naughty and end up missing that because were late getting back to the classroom!”

Why was she so cross? But already, Mitzie had taken hold of Palmer’s fingers and was leading him back to the classroom without the leash.

Strut is a word rarely used, but there is no other term to describe how Palmer felt when he re-entered the classroom in his heels and tights. At once the two men spun their cameras towards Palmer. Mr Rocco lowered his camera to take in a good eyeful of the confident wriggling lass.

Suppressing a giggle of vanity, Palmer revelled in the attention. Never before had he felt the thrill of turning male heads.

Up until now his dressing up took place in the lonely privacy of the spare room, using clothing that was pretty decrepit. Katie hated his case of tatty clothes and even threw them out when the school uniform and other clothing arrived from the school. The school also had instructions for the preparation of Palmer for his first school day. When Katie assisted Palmer, first with shaving his body hair and applying a skin softening lotion, she relaxed. Rather than feeling shame at Palmer’s dressing up, she showed him a few tricks like the positioning of the breast forms in the cups of the corset.

But today, at the school, with his hair, makeup, flirty short dress and heels he was making a mark.

Miss Harding smiled, knowing that every door the foolish sissies passed through, closed soundly behind them, to be sealed forever. “Thank you, little Suzie. When you’ve finished parading yourself around before the men, perhaps you’d like to sit down on your stool before Mr Bridges gets here. I know you all love to let Mr Bridges take you on your guided imagery.”

Once Palmer perched his sore bottom on the stool, he exchanged knowing superior glances with Izzy. They both felt spitefully superior to Bunny, who flushed with annoyance at the two other sissies preening in heels and hose while she remained in the same uniform as when she started.

Mr Bridges lifted the mood. The sissies sat up straight the moment he breezed into the classroom breathlessly expectant. They all adored their relaxing trips along the beach.

Standing before the white board he clicked his fingers in a down sweep of the arm. “Sleep. Deep sleep. Girls sleep!”

Before his eyes closed, Palmer noticed Mitzie slumped onto a chair near theirs and dropped her head into a pleasant drowsy state. Then all went dark.

Within moments Palmer was walking barefoot along the beach, the sand prickling between his toes. A gentle breeze rolling off the cascading waves. The sky was a brilliant blue, decorated with fluffy white clouds. He felt warm and protected.

In a blur he entered a large familiar manor house and urgently sought room nine with the glowing orb. Once he entered, he wasted little time before his outstretched palms were placed neatly on the orb to receive its energy and goodness. His feeling of wellbeing expanded, until a smile stretched his face.

Words fell into Palmer’s consciousness. “To serve is joy. To serve gives meaning to your world. What is the point of being sexy if no one can appreciate your efforts to ensure you are attractive? Making others cheerful is your aim in life. They will love your silly antics. They will exalt in your dumb behaviour. That is why you must take care of your appearance. At all times. At all times you must be sexy, giving the viewers pleasure.”

Thoughts rolled into Palmer’s mind that excited him. The thoughts made sense of the world and his place in it. They were joined by others:

“Feel the joy of pleasing others. Not just obeying but being prepared to serve without being told.”

Suddenly Palmer saw a dreadfully, dirty messy room. A cluttered table full of dishes, cushions slung on the floor. Paintings hung out of alignment.

A voice boomed from the skies. “Is this how it should be?”

Shame filled Palmer’s senses. How could he leave this as it is? He knew what was called for. Polishing. Clearing. Washing. Scrubbing. Working hard until the room was so clean and tidy it gleamed in the sunlight.

But that wasn’t sufficient. A voice was warning him that there needed to be more before he could feel content and happy. He didn’t want to be a naughty girl, he so much needed to be told he was a good girl. A well behaved girl. Fortunately, the voice from the skies told him to smarten up the room. Move cushions and chairs until everything was balanced.

He knew then that he would never again leave a room messy, a pile of ironing uncared for, an unemptied dishwasher, or any other domestic task that required fulfilling. Others could be troubled over their income, loan repayments, their jobs, but that was no longer a concern to Palmer. He cursed himself for not realising all this before being told.

Self-reproach flooded through his being. He felt so guilty that in the past he might have left a used coffee cup remain on a table. Never again. Palmer was desperate to remedy his idleness as soon as possible.

The voice continued: “This isn’t a phase that will pass. This is your life’s purpose. Forever. You will never escape the responsibility of housework, because you don’t want to. You will only feel happy when being domestically compliant. All without being commanded to fulfil tasks you know you are obligated to perform.”

Moments later he was walking along the beach, feeling warmth and the serenity of knowing his purpose in life.

The voice rose from the sea wash: “You will forget all you have heard and seen beyond the beach. But the truths granted to you, along with the motions you felt, will live with you always. Instilled permanently in your receptive minds. Feel the hot crunchy sand on your bare soles. Delight in the freedom and exultation you feel.”

There was a count of three and Palmer opened his eyes, sharing giggles with the other two schoolgirls. They all felt so happy and grateful to Mr Bridges and were already looking forward to the next session with him.

There were many aspects of the school Palmer adored and Mr Bridges sessions were among them.

As soon as he left, Miss Harding was back at the centre of the room before the white board. “OK girls pay attention.” She clapped her hands. “So much to get through today and Miss Marsden will be here soon. Mitzie come and stand here.”

Mitzie rose from her chair and with that beautiful grace associated with the older girls, made her way to the centre of the room and twirled around so that her skirt rose up like a sail.

“OK, tramp, stop showing off.”, Miss Harding warned.

Mitzie giggled and lowered her eyes, “Sorry Miss Harding.”

“High heels.” Miss Harding announced. “Slutty girls love wearing them, and men love seeing girls in them. It’s a win-win situation. Now look at the arch of Mitzie’s calf.”

Palmer stretched to look over the desk at Mitzie’s delightful legs in their neat socks and dark tights.

“As you can see the calf is compressed. The foot itself is forced into an arch. That is why you’ll only wear three-inch heels later in the first week. This will allow your muscles to adapt to the needs of the shoes. I know you sluts would all love to traipse around in five-inch heels but that is for graduates like Mitzie.”

Oh, my God, Palmer thought. He wanted to be able to wear five-inch heels. He was sure he would somehow cope with their demands.

“Bunny, I am afraid you must just listen for now and hopefully you will be able to put into practice the lessons I am about to give Izzy and Suzie.”

Bunny folded her arms and pouted.

Ignoring the frowning schoolgirl, Miss Harding continued, “Now to help you both adapt, we have told your Daddies and Mistress Mummies to ensure you wear the three inch heels at all times. Even when you sleep. Thus you will acclimatise yourself to them very quickly. We demand elegant walking at all times in the school. We also demand it outside the school gates. Any girl who lets us down will have a session with me that she will not forget in a hurry.”

Palmer sat up straight and vowed to wear the shoes as elegantly as he could.

“Ah, Miss Marsden.”

The door had opened without the terrified girls hearing it. Perhaps because they were lost in the lecture on heels and their minds had gone AWOL. Palmer was beginning to feel his brain was permanently AWOL.

Or, and this made Palmer shiver, there was something ethereal about Miss Marsden, that troubled Palmer.

Miss Marsden stood in her dark blue trouser suit, with a dark blue vest, and flat shoes. A slight woman, radiating fearsome charisma.

Miss Harding stood aside for the slight, diminutive psychiatrist to take centre stage, saying, “Pay attention to Miss Marsden, girls. Today is a talk you will not forget in a hurry.”

There was something in the Head’s tone that unsettled Palmer. A flicker of worry ran down his spine. The Head wore her sadistic one sided grin that chilled the students of the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.

After the Head and Miss Bourne had left, closing the door behind them, they stood in the cool security of the corridor, away from prying school girl ears.

Miss Harding was thoughtful.

“You know, it’s odd. These girls are naturally dumb. That is a given. Way too dumb to see what is happening to them, even with the trap closing on them.”

Miss Bourne laughed. “It’s amazing isn’t it? Every month the same.”

Nodding, Miss Harding continued to contemplate the situation. “But surely even the most dim witted sissy would realise that if your legs are being adapted to suit heels then they will always have to wear heels?”

“Miss Harding,” Miss Bourne said, “I have long since given up trying to understand sissies. I think they are a sub species sent to earth for the entertainment of others.”

Laughing the women continued down the corridor.

“Quite right, Miss Bourne, quite right. But just wait till they hear what Miss Marsden is about to explain to them. Poor little souls.”

“We’ll watch it in the monitor room with a nice cup of coffee. Have them zoom in on the faces. I wouldn’t want to miss it!”

	  


Miss Marsden was her usual serene, authoritative self.

“This is the single most important lesson of your time here at the school. So sit up and pay attention.”

Palmer drew back his shoulders and pushed out his bottom on the stool. The one aspect of tights he hadn’t allowed for was that they were slippery on the solid stool surface. There was always a danger of simply sliding off and onto the floor. So he kept his heels stuck into the bar joining two legs of the stool.

“You will have noticed in life that some people get their way.” Miss Marsden said. “Can you think of a time at school when other boys dominated you, not necessarily bullied but took advantage in a situation?”

Palmer could think of many, he was never the most forward of individuals.

“I can see you are all nodding. And at college the same?”

Palmer nodded again.

“Good. What about the workplace? Do you perceive that some people have more power, even if they do not have the position for it? Yes? Exactly. Have any of you ever been in an authoritative position in the workplace?”

Palmer raised his hand, smiling, he was going to catch out the psychiatrist. “Please Miss Marsden. I have my own company and at one time employed a number of staff.”

Miss Marsden raised her eyebrows to show how impressed she was. “And your staff followed your every instruction?”

Palmer replied, “Yes”, too quickly. He knew he had been too speedy with his response. He crossed his legs feeling the sensual smoothness of the tights.

“Can you think of a time when they didn’t?” The psychiatrist’s clear blue eyes may as well have been laser beams directed at him like a human lie detector.

Swallowing, Palmer lowered his eyes and said, “Yes, Miss Marsden.” This time with a good deal less exuberance.

“Yet, for all your failures, we all perceive that there are some people who can dominate a room. Miss Harding and Miss Bourne for example. Yes?”

The schoolgirls nodded in agreement, giggling nervously.

“They have authority and control. Do schoolgirls have authority and control in any situation?”

Palmer felt queasy. That was exactly the problem. Since they had started this game at home, he had lost all power. He never had any clout in discussions with his wife and her Bull. Perhaps he needed to press on with his plan to confront them, explain he liked some things, but definitely not others. Not least, he ought to have a say in such matters.

Miss Marsden answered her own question, “No.” She turned on the screen and they saw a group of sissy schoolgirls laughing at some story.

“The interesting question,” Miss Marsden said, “is do silly sissies care?”

Izzy said, “I guess they are happy being all girly and stuff.”

“Exactly,” Miss Marsden announced. “They have other social priorities.”

Palmer mulled over that thought, and it seemed right.

“Men concern themselves with status, either in a group or in the workplace.” Miss Marsden pointed at the picture of the group in the picture and said, “Would any of these delightful young ladies be particularly concerned at not being first in anything? Would any wish to lead a group? Or,” she paused, “would they prefer to worry about fashion and boys?”

The adult schoolgirls giggled, knowing the answer.

The picture on the white board rolled down to show a man with his heavy arm around a woman. From his stance you could see he was proprietorial about the woman. She was his woman.

“So who is dominant here, the man or his wife?”

Bunny said, “Well you can see. He’s not a guy to be messed with.”
Miss Marsden smiled and repeated, “Not a man to be messed with. Did you hear that girls? So would another male make advances on his woman?”

The adult schoolgirls giggled, shaking their heads.

“No. So then, it is clearly evident who is dominant between the man and wife?”

Palmer was anxious to offer an answer, “He is Miss Marsden. You can tell easily.”

“Indeed, you can, Suzie. Clever girl. He is dominant within the couple, but also within society as a whole. He will protect his wife, and he will seek to be successful in work to fund their home lifestyle.” She paused, studying them assiduously before asking, “Is the wife happy with him being dominant?”

Giggling, the schoolgirls exchanged glances.

Izzy said, “of course!”

Miss Marsden was impressed again. “Clever girls. Oh yes. What woman wouldn’t want a dominant male to take care of them. Protect them. Provide for them?”

The familiar sickness rolled through Palmer’s tummy again. He most certainly wasn’t protecting Katie from anything right now. In particular, he wasn’t even protecting her from Ryker!

Miss Marsden said, “So here is an interesting fact. It comes up in all studies and always surprises those who create them.  In every single study, women prefer macho, masculine males. And why shouldn’t you believe foolish feminists? Well, because the most striking aspect of these studies is that women who identify themselves as feminists, about 7% of the population, are equally attracted to macho males as girly girls are.”

Palmer and the other two schoolgirls exchanged astonished looks. Feminists preferred macho males too? That was astounding.

Miss Marsden pointed her finger at the couple on the board, “So that woman would have been pleased to nab a macho male, because they are so heavily fought for by rival female friends. So scarce are Alpha males that women will give up the friendship of a close girlfriend to win dominant males.”

Now the sickness twisted Palmer’s guts. Did Katie prefer Ryker and guys like him, to Palmer? Could this be true? Was her reluctance to play the cuckolding game, simply a deceptive game of her own?

“You are clever girls,” Miss Marsden said. “Working all this out for yourselves so that you won’t ever forget it. A small group of males are sought after by all women. All women! You remember from your last lesson how few Alpha males there are. So there are plenty of sissies like you. You are disposable.” Her cold blue eyes became icy, her lips thinned. “You are the very bottom of all hierarchies. And there is nothing you can do about it. Alpha males will put you in your place and steal any woman you believe yourself to be with. That is the law of the jungle.”

Palmer wanted just one thing. He wanted to get home and end all this before he lost Katie for good to that Neanderthal guy in their bed.

He knew though, that he had to be a good girl and remain at school until released at the end of the day.

Miss Marsden smiled and sighed. “I can see from your frowns that you are deeply troubled by these revelations. This is where I will assist your attempts to be at ease with the situation. Firstly, is any of this,” She waved a hand at the board with the macho bull, his woman and the schoolgirls, “Going to change?”

Palmer grimaced. Of course it won’t. he shook his head.

“Cleaver girls. Good girls,” Miss Marsden said.

Oddly Palmer felt good about being called a good girl and beamed. He wished Ryker and Miss Marsden could hear him being called a ‘clever girl’.

“So what on earth is the point of wasting time and energy fighting the immoveable?”

Palmer hadn’t thought of that. If he couldn’t change the natural order of the world, why battle against it?

“All your lives you have fantasised about being silly girls, controlled by dominants.” Miss Marsden’s smile grew as close to warm, as could be mustered by the austere, controlling doctor. “So why not relax. Listen to your teachers, obey your Daddies and be good girls for your Mistress Mummies. Then you can let all the tension evaporate. Like a walk along Mr Bridges’ beach.”

It all made sense. After all, even if he did attend school next week, as Ryker had suggested, then it would just be one more week. Apart from the beatings, school life was at times fun and certainly very arousing.

“So there we are,” Miss Marsden, turned off the white board, picked up her bag. “Denial leads to discontent and misery. Upsetting your Daddy leads to pain and punishment. Being naughty in school holds back your development. But being who you are and fitting into your new way of life leads to joy and contentment.”

Suddenly the sissies were clapping. Miss Marsden had reached such the heights in her rousing speech that she left the schoolgirls feeling freed and invigorated. They had been given authoritative permission to be themselves!

Miss Marsden grinned her malicious sadistic smile and thought, ‘dumb bitches.’ How she’d love to have them in her office to play with for a few hours. She would break and destroy their minds. Leave them empty shells before rebuilding them as she wanted them.

“See you tomorrow girls.” With that Miss Marsden was gone, leaving the girls to wonder at their new life.

Mitzie shuffled to the edge of her chair, “I mean, like, Isn’t she so cool?”

Palmer said, “Yes. She’s very wise. I wish someone had explained it all to me when I was young.”

“oh, I know,” Mitzie wrinkled her cute nose. “But, like tots, she helps out on a one to one basis too. When one of the girls escaped,” She caught herself, glancing nervously at the two men with cameras, but quickly cleared her throat and corrected herself, “I mean, basically, she got lost. Yeh. Duh, lost right? Such a silly girl. But the school and her Daddy quickly found her. I mean basically, they always know where we are. The tracking devices. You know?”

Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt lowered their cameras to stare coldly at Mitzie. Though, Palmer noted, Mr Rocco grinned too as if seeing Mitzie as just being silly rather than naughty.

The Third Year girl, jumped. “Whoopsie. No.” She flapped her hands. “No. Anyways, all I was saying was that Miss Marsden I like, giving this silly girl, who got lost, you know, a talk. And seriously, after the talk, everything is fine again.” She stared dreamily at the ceiling. “Oh, I do adore Miss Marsden.”

When Miss Harding and Miss Bourne returned, Mr Wyatt whispered into the Head’s ear, indicating Mitzie. Miss Harding’ eyes narrowed to dark slits as she took in the Third Year graduate.

Mitzie put her hands behind her back and stared in horror at the floor.

“Mitzie why don’t you report to my office after school?” Miss Marsden said, “I’ll have your Daddy attend for a little chat that I feel could benefit us all.”

Still with her eyes lowered, Mitzie said, “Yes Miss Harding.”

Seeing the rage building in the Head, the adult schoolgirls realised that they would have to be on their best behaviour. They immediately sat up as straight as they could on their stools, with shoulders back and bottoms out.

Their mood soon brightened as they learnt some delightfully amusing speech patterns.

Turning on the white board, the word ‘Like’, showed up near the top.

Miss Harding said, “Now tell me how you feel when Mr Bridges brings you back from the beach. But interject the word ‘like’ into it. You try Suzie.”

Palmer was fearful. What did she mean? “Well, I felt really good.”

“Uh-uh,” Miss Harding said, “but how about, ‘Like, it made me feel really good.’?”

The girls giggled and Palmer said, “Like, it was really good.”

Each of the girls had to say a short line with ‘like’ at the start.

“Excellent.” Miss Harding said, revealing the next line on the white board: ‘It was like’.

They had to repeat, ‘it was like’ three times and then say three sentences with the term embedded in it.

Miss Harding continued with more words and phrases. Each time the girls had to say them three times out loud before using them in a sentence.

Here are the words and phrases Miss Harding had the sissies practice:

Literally.

I mean I was like, literally …

And I was like

And he was like

And they were like

Basically.

I mean Basically …

O.M.G

Oh MY God.

Whoopsies

Totally.

Seriously.

Duh!

I know, right.

Whatever.

Totally.

Seriously.

Inevitably, by the time the lunch time bell sounded there was a long intimidating list on Miss Harding’s white board.

“Don’t feel daunted girls,” Miss Harding said. “You’ll find a PDF with these terms and words in your homework portal on your computers at home. There will be a few questions in which you simply add one term to each sentence.” She smiled, “Pretty soon it will be impossible not to.”

The Head saw the girls laughing at her joke before grinning darkly. If only the dumb sluts knew, she thought.

“After lunch we will be doing rising intonation,” Miss Harding said. “Don’t look so worried. It just means you must finish each sentence as if you are asking a question.” She laughed. “All will be explained later. And then we will do your photographs. So much for your little heads to get around.”

Photographs? What photos? Yet again, Palmer felt disturbed by the hint of what was to come.

	  


The intonation lessons started straight after lunch and were fun. Palmer found it pretty straightforward. Rather than speaking like some Alpha male, with definitive speech, they simply pitched up towards the end of the line. That makes the speaker sound less threatening and more agreeable to the listener.

As soon as they mastered that simple lesson they were stood in a line before the floor to floor mirrors in the classroom, with a chastened Mitzie at the one end, and the three adult schoolgirls next to her.

Miss Harding said, “We must prepare you for your photograph posing. You are ignorant tramps, but you are instinctively capable of presenting yourselves like the airhead sluts you are.”

Palmer was too lost in observing his reflection. He twisted his hips one way then the other to make his short dress flare up around his legs so he could fully appreciate the darker tone of his thighs. His heels made his legs appear so incredibly long and elegant that he found himself admiring himself for his own self’s pleasure. He noticed his reflected face in the mirror was grinning and felt yet another of the endless spurts into his panties.

He finally understood why girls carry spare knickers in their bags.

“May I have your attention Suzie? Can you stop admiring yourself for one moment?” Miss Harding raised her eyebrows at Palmer.

Shaking her head with amusement, Miss Bourne said, “The little slut can’t take her eyes off herself.”

Miss Harding said, “Posing for the camera is not as easy as it looks. We don’t want to hear about any aches and pains, do we Miss Bourne?”

Patting her crop in her palm, Miss Bourne grinned and shook her head, “Indeed not Miss Harding. Whining little girls will be dealt with.”

Palmer withered in his chastity container. Oh God. The crop was dreadfully painful. In the mirrors he noticed Bunny and Izzy wincing at the thought, suddenly all three girls were alert and paying attention.

“This,” Miss Harding said, “Is not a time for trampy girls to behave sluttily before the mirrors. You must listen carefully to your instructions for posing and then comply fully with them. If you have any doubts watch Mitzie perform the instructions. As dumb as she is, she will give you some semblance of guidance.”

Mitzie giggled at her insult.

“Mr Rocco. Would you care to take the silly, little mites through their paces please?”

Palmer inwardly groaned. Why did she have to insult them so continuously?

The balding, wrestler figure stood before them with a hefty, digital stills camera. He didn’t look too happy, but there again he hadn’t seemed happy at all except when the older girls were showing off before him.

His eyes narrowed. “Right cunts,” he spat at them.

The girls froze at the grim nature of the word ‘cunt’. Had he really used that to address them?

“Miss Harding has issued you a warning. You won’t get another. So listen up, and do as you are told. Firstly, you should always be relaxed when in pose. Always. The camera will see into your soul. You adopt the position ordered, then relax all your muscles. Second, you pout and smile. You look sultry. You look horny. You look available. You look wistful. You look happy. You cunts will look however you are directed. And do it instantly.”

Palmer felt unwell and frightened. He suddenly wished Ryker were here to protect him. Yet perversely, his little dick seemed to awake and inflate in its tiny confines. He knew he would spurt soon. He needed to get a grip, but always being in a high state of arousal meant his brain was semidetached from his senses.

“You angle your limbs and your body,” Mr Rocco continued. “Always. Any cunt who is standing straight up and down will get the crop. Do it. I don’t want boring standing poses.”

Palmer watched Mitzie strike a pose of one knee before the other, head tuned slightly to one side and lowered one hand to her hip, leaving the other hand jutting slightly from her waist. Palmer and her two fellow students immediately followed suit. Mr Rocco was not a man to be disobeyed

“If left to your own devices, when a photographer hasn’t issued a command, then turn three quarters onto the camera. It wakes up the image.”

Again, the girls followed Mitzie’s immediate lead. She twisted pleasingly, to be side onto Mr Rocco.

“OK cunts. Now look above the camera at my eyes. Good girls.”

There was a string of flashes that startled the adult schoolgirls. They giggled in surprise.

“Now look to the left hand corner of the room, high up.” He pointed to the area he meant, and the girls followed his finger with their eyes.

“OK hands on hips, three quarters stance. Legs slightly apart.”

Palmer did so immediately.

“Now, cunts, you must always perform. Always. There should be something going on in your little fucking heads every second the camera is on you. Think of guys fucking you. Think of cock. Think of you chewing out another bitch or licking her cunt.”

Spurt. There it came again. Palmer’s breathing grew rapid. If he were to be permitted to climb on to one of the trestles and rub himself, then he would have done so. Instantly.

“Great.” He laughed. “A real collection of sluts this week, Miss Harding.”

Miss Harding nodded, “Indeed Mr Rocco. For all their dimness the hard work of Miss Bourne and myself is paying off.”

“OK cunts,” Mr Rocco said. “Rise up on to your toes and put your head back as if you are being brought to orgasm by a guy who doesn’t give a fuck about you.”

Another spurt. Palmer heard Izzy moaning. Were all models turned on by posing for a brusque speaking man, like this? Palmer knew he wasn’t a slut, and certainly had no interest in men, it was all just fantasy. Yet the instructions left him feeling hot and mindless.

“Now straight ahead and smile,” Mr Rocco said. “Like the moronic airheads you are. Let the camera see how dumb you truly are.”

Palmer complied, his breathing becoming shallow, his mind close to an orgasm it would never quite reach.

“When you stand before a camera you instantly pose.” Mr Rocco said, flashing away with some more pictures. “And I do mean instantly. Instantly. Lazy bitches”

Mitzie stood square on and pushed her hip at to one side, the girls mirrored her posing as quickly as they could.

“OK. Keep performing inside. Think of anything that makes your panties wet. If the cameraman doesn’t tell you what you should be thinking, then just think of a guy bending you over and slamming into your cock hole.”

Palmer’s mouth fell wide open and proved difficult to close. His dick sprayed into his panties and he was desperate to rub himself. Oh, my, God, he thought.

Mitzie had bent forward, her eyes hooded with sexual need, her curls falling about her face. Palmer emulating her, bent over at the waist.

“Keep those arses high. Arch your fucking backs, bitches.”

Palmer did so and Mr Rocco toured around them, taking a string of snaps of their stance.

There was a quality of obeying someone, of being placed into a position, posed and not being permitted to break that posture, that made Palmer’s head sing with pleasure and sexual need.

“OK. Here’s a couple you will need for the shoot this afternoon. Listen up.” Mr Rocco, checked his camera and then glared at the aroused girls before him. “Legs apart, hands behind head.”

Palmer did so, thighs spread, his hands in the back of his curly blonde hair.

“Now hands at sides, but at 90 degrees to the body, elbows tucked in, head turned slightly from the camera. One slutty knee before the other. And smile.”

More photos were taken and Mr Rocco said to Miss Harding. “Get these sluts ready for their photo sessions. One by one. I don’t want them to know what’s gonna happen. They’ll be enough tears by the time I’ve finished with them.”

Palmer was ill with dread yet intrigued as to the fate that would befall him. His phone was in his Pink Lamb bag, could he call Ryker and ask Ryker or Katie to rescue him?

Miss Harding said, “Suzie you first. You other two sit at your desk and answer the questions on your test, like the good girls I know you can be.”

None of the mortified girls could look at each other. Palmer was going first and none of them knew what fate would befall him with this uncouth thug. All they knew is, that it didn’t sound nice and that they would have no say in its imposition.

	  


Palmer’s sense of fear was made worse by the presence of a smirking Miss Bourne and Mitzie. Why did they both have to escort him to the photographer’s studio? More pressingly, why were both the teacher and the Third Year girl wearing coats and scarves?

After climbing some stairs, they reached a small bare walled changing room. It contained lockers, a couple of hard wood benches and showers. It could have been a soccer facility for a club without cash or resources. And it was cold. Freezing.

They had entered via a narrow door and there was an exit at the other end of the changing room with grey double doors. Palmer just wanted this to be over and done with and get back to doing his test in the safety and warmth of the classroom.

“Redo your makeup! “Miss Bourne said, burying her mouth into her scarf.

Why was Miss Bourne being so horrid to him? Did she have to shout at him like that? Palmer used the mirrors in the room to repair and lighten his face.

“Strip,” Miss Bourne commanded.

Palmer reached around for the pinafore dress zip high up his back and had a stinging slap to his thigh from Miss Bourne. “Say ‘yes, Miss Bourne’, when given a command.”

“Yes Miss Bourne,” Palmer said quickly ensuring he lisped and spoke from the front of his mouth.

The unsettling Miss Bourne now stood in her black, high heeled cat suit, slapping the crop against her thigh.

Palmer was intimidated and desperate to obey.

The dress slid down his corset and tights to the floor. He carefully hung it on a hanger and put it over a pole running down the middle of the room as he felt the chill envelop more of his body.

“Keep going,” Miss Bourne insisted.

He felt like crying as he removed his shoes and socks. He didn’t want to be naked in the freezing space.

But on and on he went, until he was down to his tight white, sopping wet panties and waist corset.

“He stared at Miss Bourne hopefully, but she grinned and shook her head.

“Get those panties off too!”

His eyes went foggy with tears as he stripped down leaving him naked bar his steel collar, corset and the tiny chastity encloser between his legs. His groin was damp with his cum but he dared not wipe it. The cold grew pimples on his exposed flesh.

Miss Bourne laughed at the virtually naked terrified girl who cowered before her.

Suzie was just as Miss Bourne loved the sissies, vulnerable, scared and obedient. She took out her phone and dialled a number. “Hi Control. Miss Bourne. With Suzie in the changing room. You’ll see on the schedule her Daddy has permitted release of the chastity for no longer than 30 minutes.”

Release? Of his chastity? Palmer covered up his nether regions with his hands, only to have Miss Bourne pat them away. He noticed that Mitzie seemed concerned for him, which made him feel even more terrified.

“OK, releasing now,” Miss Bourne said.

Palmer heard an electronic bell from between his legs. Miss Bourne reached between his damp thighs and unclipped the chastity device before sliding it off. She left the ring behind his sack intact. His dick, Palmer noticed was shrinking in the sub-zero air. He blushed at how small he must seem to Miss Bourne and wanted to explain about the cold.

“Chastity released,” Miss Bourne said into her phone. “Suzie is now released. Catch up later. Bye Control,” Miss Bourne turned off her phone.

Palmer wanted to know who Control were and why they needed to be alerted about his chastity device being removed. Or half removed, as he was aware of the tight ring remaining about his groin.

Before his dick, shrunk by the frosty air, could respond, Miss Bourne twisted him about, ordered him to put both palms on the long wooden bench and stick his arse up.

There then followed 6 cutting stripes from the crop to his upturned arse. He squealed and wiggled his painful bum which was now incongruously hot in the cold air.

“Stand!”

Miss Bourne grabbed a fistful of Palmer’s curls and drove the naked sissy towards the double doors and into a brightly lit space the size of storage unit.

All around were props and studio sets, to replicate a room, or bedroom, an office, a bathroom. It was like a film studio. Over the top of walls a castle structure rose to the ceiling. Air-conditioning units above him blasted a polar wind so cold he crouched and shivered.

The chill was so intense Palmer felt it burn his exposed skin.

Dressed in a dark fur coat, matching fur hat over his balding head, scarf and thick boots, Mr Rocco had no problem with the wintery conditions.

“Cunt. Get your fat arse over here. Now!”

The word ‘now’ reverberated around the sets and Palmer jumped to obey, toppling forward on the three inch heels.

Mr Rocco was stood before a table of shoes and women’s lingerie. There was a long pair of stiletto boots, resembling those of Miss Bourne’s, with a sexy lengthy zip. How Palmer would love to have tried them.

Mr Rocco slung some sandals with vertiginous, slim stiletto heels at Palmer’s feet. “Get these on cunt. Soonest!”

Palmer’s freezing fingers trembled from fear and cold. The studio floor might as well have been an ice rink as he sat his hot arse on it.

As his trembling fingers mastered the little shoe straps, he noticed he could see his outward breath steaming into the polar air. Why was it so damned cold in here?

Finally, perched up on five inch heels, Palmer found the world to be precarious. When he stepped forward, he felt certain he was going to topple forward. Oh! But perched up on high heels, with unaccustomed arched foot was so exciting.

Mr Rocco took Palmer through many of the poses he had been taught back in the classroom, along with fresh ones. There was barely time for the series of shutter clicks and flashes before he was commanded to change into another position.

There were postures with smiles and poses with pouts, along with Palmer placed in the dreaded bent forward position, imaging himself being fucked from behind.  He constantly had to arch his back and keep his arse high as Mr Rocco went around him taking shots from all angles.

Worst was when he had to stand legs apart, hands at the back of his head. He was totally naked, helpless and freezing. With his little member shrinking away to nothing between his legs he felt humiliatingly exposed.

“Smile cunt!”

Smile? Palmer wanted to cry. He wished to plead to be allowed out of the brutally arctic studio sets and get dressed. Get back to the warm classroom to defrost his body. Suddenly Mr Rocco gripped Palmer’s chin and hoisted him high on his toes, so even his heels were off the studio floor, and he was left balancing on his toes. Mr Rocco squeezed Palmer’s face until he saw the eyes of his victim display sheer terror.

“You did well cunt.” He forced his fat thumb into the terrified and frozen Palmer’s mouth. There was no resistance from the frightened girl. “One day I’ll get you to perform for me in a way that will humiliate and destroy you. You’ll be so debased you’ll never be able to bring yourself to share the experience with anyone.”

Tears flooded Palmer’s helpless wide eyes.

“And you know the worst bit for you, cunt? The very worst part? You’ll always remember how your body betrayed you. How you were so aroused you became as compliant as a sex doll. A brainless fuck toy. Just holes for a man’s cock. And that will stay with you forever. No hiding place. No excuses. You will know what a mindless useless fuck slut you really are. Forever!”

Moments later Miss Bourne led the crying, shocked schoolgirl back to the changing room and made her stand legs apart and sob near the double doors.

Mitzie stood close by and ran her hand over Palmer’s smooth, naked back. “Aw.”

“You are so damned smooth!” Miss Bourne said. “I could lick you all over.”

Ryker had forced Palmer to strip his entire body of hair on the Sunday before the first day at the school. Not that he was ever hairy, but at the time, Palmer felt more emasculated than he could image. Katie sympathised with his predicament and rubbed some sort of sweet-smelling skin conditioner over his now hairless body.

Taking out her phone Miss Bourne was speaking quickly. “Control? Yeh, it’s me. Have Suzie here. About to reapply her chastity. You got it?”

Miss Bourne put her phone on to the bench before forcing Palmer’s chastity back up his dick until it reached his groin. There was a tell-tale clunk, then the chastity device whirred and tightened around Palmer’s small package. Horrifically the action felt so final.

Palmer had been released from his chastity but was too cold and scared to do anything about it and now was back in his chastity container. He heard the meshing of locks and the chastity device tightened. He knew instantly that he was once again imprisoned, and this time felt as if he would never again be released.

He sniffled up tears as he was told to remove the dizzyingly tall heels and re-dress in his schoolgirl attire.

	  


Palmer’s situation didn’t improve as he reached the classroom.

Firstly, Izzy was being taken up to the photography studio and on seeing Palmer her smile waned as soon as she took in his expression and dried tears. Mascara makes tears more obvious, turning the eyes panda black, ensuring the sissies couldn’t hide when they were upset.

Izzy’s expression turned to one of abject fear, not helped by the fact Palmer dared not tell her what grim fate awaited her.

Bunny stared at the inconsolable adult schoolgirl and her mouth fell open.

“Get back to your test, Bunny,” Miss Harding warned, still holding her riding crop.

Miss Harding stroked Palmer’s shoulder as he sat on his stool.

As distressed as he felt, he still managed to execute elegant movements as he climbed onto the stool, and ensured his skirt splayed out around the seat.

“Aw,” Miss Harding appeared genuinely concerned, “It’s not always easy being a helpless and obedient, little girl, is it?”

Palmer couldn’t meet her eyes. He was fed up with the Head, with the school, with Ryker, the uncouth Mr Rocco, and the entire deal. What was supposed to be a bit of fun was actually a dark endless nightmare.

“Well young lady,” Miss Harding sought to rouse the sissy, “the school prides itself on producing smiling, cheerful girls whose mere presence delights those around them. We radiate joy to the world.” At that Miss Harding tapped the crop on Palmer’s arched bottom. “We don’t produce little brats who only care about their own miniscule problems!”

With that, she laid a pink pad before Palmer. It was smaller than A4, with delicate, washed out clouds and balloons in various shades of pinks and lilac.

“Now then, young lady.” Miss Harding severe manner had returned. “Before you attempt your test, I want you to write a ‘thank you’ letter to your Daddy. You must express your everlasting gratitude to him for letting you wear heels and tights, just as you have always wanted from the first minute of your time here.”

A letter of thanks to Ryker? That arrogant bully? Palmer sat back, arms folded, pouting.

More taps on his bottom, this time a good deal fiercer. “Would you like me to dictate its contents young lady?”

All Palmer knew was that he would have to write the damned, shameful letter to that bastard Ryker, and it would debase and trap him further. He tried to plead with her, his dismay pouring through his face and eyes. He had such little confidence in his pleading that his voice sounded even wimpier than he’d been taught by the school. “Please Miss Harding. I don’t want to. You don’t understand, if I write …”

“Then start writing this young lady.” Her eyes narrowed and mouth grew thin. “And I want cursive script. Rounded letters. I want it neat.”

Quickly picking up a pale blue biro Palmer held it over the absurdly pink, baby paper.

He was forced to write his letter of contrition to his Daddy. He stamped the bar on the seat more than once during his recording of the Head’s words. His actions provoked such an admonishing glare from Miss Harding that he didn’t so much as raise his head until he signed it off, with many sighs, groans and even few tears of shame.

Here is what Palmer wrote under Miss Harding’s guidance:

My Dearest Daddy,

Thank you so much for troubling yourself to allow me to wear heels and tights supplied by the wonderful Miss Harding. I feel so proud to have a Daddy who cares so much for his little girl that he rewards her when she deserves it. I promise to be a well behaved young lady for you and look forward to more treats in the future.

You obedient little girl, Suzie.

He was made to fold it up neatly before placing it in a matching pink envelop, also decorated with pale pink and lilac flowers along with soppy clouds. He wrote, as instructed, My Daddy, on it and then put it safely into the zipped up section of his Pink Lamb bag. Did he have to hand it over to Ryker? That would be unbearable. Would Palmer be able to get away with not mentioning the letter to his wife’s bull? Keep it hidden in his embarrassing backpack.

Standing fore square before him, Miss Harding said, “And believe me young lady I will be checking later tonight to see that you have handed your Daddy his card. Don’t disappoint me.”

Palmer stamped on the foot rail of his stool in sheer tormented frustration.

Miss Harding laughed gently. “Oh. Silly girl. I have been teaching here way too long not to know what foolish thoughts drift through the mind of a dumb sissy like you.”

A shell shocked Izzy returned and had to be helped to her desk. With that a terrified Bunny followed Mitzie out of the classroom to face her fate.

A dazed Palmer was presented with his end of day test:

High Wood Lyceum of Improvement

Test for Day Four, Week One.

	What advantage does the crop give to a Mistress Mummy? 
	From what material is the crop made? 
	When Mr Bridges takes you for a walk on the beach do you journey to anywhere else, other than the beach? 
	If a room is messy what is a sissy’s first action? 
	Who has the most natural authority, who has least natural authority? Choose from: a Daddy, a Mistress Mummy or their silly little girl? 
	Is there any point in a sissy challenging a real man? 
	Give three words or phrases a sissy should inject into every sentence. 
	When posing for a cameraman should a model: a) Daydream b) Behave like a naughty brat or c) ensure they are acting a slutty role at all times and obey the photographer’s instructions. 
	Correct the following sentence about your Mistress Mummy: “she is of great help to me.” 
	To which weekend course do you must look forward? A) Maid b) Secretary c) both. 


	  


Mr and Mrs Solomon were better dressed than the previous occasion when they had so painstakingly measured the sissies. Mr Solomon rotund body was now bursting out of an elegant suit, that appeared too small for him. His multi coloured tie was crumpled and slung off to one side. Mrs Solomon voluptuous figure was moulded into a dark blue dress, she wore with pearls about her neck.

The schoolgirls girls had been stripped down to their panties, tights, socks and heels. Following the disturbing photographic session, the distraught Bunny had also been allowed to wear tights and heels to calm her.

So the three sissy schoolgirls stood in a line, facing the wall, feeling deeply self-conscious as Miss Harding brought in their Daddies and Mistress Mummies.

As ever Miss Harding, was in full flight as she led them in, “You will all have access on your phones and tablet devices. We’ll do a recap of the locking system before you go. But, really, it is all quite straightforward.”

Worryingly for Palmer, Mr Solomon had dragged in a large suitcase and, with a great deal of grunting, lifted it on to a table.

By rising a little on his toes, Palmer tried to grab a sneaky look at what was in the case, but daren’t turn his head too far for fear of being caught by Miss Harding.

“If Mitzie can be of assistance then between the three of you, you might sort out all of the girls at the same time,” Miss Harding said to the two chubby workers.

“Splendid,” Mr Solomon said in his crusty Northern manner.

The sounds were of materials and straps being passed over each other. Palmer’s eyes widened in fear. What were they going to do to them in front of Katie, Ryker and the other Daddies and Mistress Mummies?

A smell of nose attacking cologne filled Palmer’s senses as Mr Solomon came close to her and said, “Arms through the straps young lady.”

Mr Solomon was holding up a black corset that appeared lacey and delicate yet fully held its girl shape as if it were created from solid materials.

Pushing his bare arms through the straps, Palmer was soon aware of how rigid the fabric was.

“Breathe in young lady,” Mr Solomon said.

Palmer did so, but he felt the garment not meeting at the back.

The sweating, red faced man said, “Breathe in harder girl!”

Squeezing in his waist as far as possible he heard an almighty grunt as Mr Solomon finally, with tremendous exertion, hauled the back panels together.

“Oooooh!” Palmer felt the air squeezed from his body. His waist was crushed.

Then, in turn, Izzy and Bunny gasped.

Miss Harding said, “Don’t worry girls. The first fitting is always the hardest. That’s why it is left to the experts, like Mr and Mrs Solomon. They have a lifetime of experience. The corset will mould the body and the body will mould the wearer.”

“Breathe in girl,” commanded Mr Solomon.

Wanting to say, ‘I am, can’t you see?’ Palmer instead attempted to further reduce his waist. As he did so, the grip of the corset grabbed him like the hands of a giant.

There was a series of clicks and Mr Solomon stepped back. “There.”

Panic set in. Palmer couldn’t breathe. He glanced at Izzy and Bunny who looked equally terrified. But their figures! They looked amazing. Even the portly Bunny now gave the impression of a curvaceous figure. The girls’ shock continued as they stared up down each other’s hourglass shaped torsos.

A traditional curvy hourglass figure!

The corsets themselves were a delightful frilly arrangement, with firm rounded elements where a bust would normally sit, but in their case was just full of empty air. An interconnecting dark ribbon decorated the front, tied in bows at the top and bottom.

The shoulder straps were too thick to be called delicate, rather being purposeful. They didn’t look as if they would slip down the shoulder.

The corset ran down to just below the waist, so touching the top of the tights.

Mrs Harding said, “Remain in position girls. Your parents need to see the corset in action.”

In action? Palmer wondered what action a corset could perform!

“Now then, if you take out your android devices,” Miss Harding waited for the Bulls. “Now enter the “Lock” App.” She paused while the Bulls, punched at their phones, with the wives moving in closer to examine the events. “Now select ‘corset’. And that should then be primed and online. So press the corset icon. You can see a few options. Firstly ‘lock’. So please select that.”

As the men tapped the screen so Palmer heard the same meshing noise his chastity device made when locked. A tiny whirring of hefty mechanical devices. The three corsets chimed with an electronic bell as if its task was complete.

“Excellent.” Miss Harding was thrilled at the result. “You are now offered the timer stage. We would advise just selecting ‘no’ at this time. This means your girls are locked until you release them.”

At those words, Palmer felt his dick attempt to harden. Oh God. How dreadful, yet totally hot. Locked in a corset to which he had no access to the electronic key, wow!

“Now you can see on your display how the waist is set to a figure,” Miss Harding explained. “Different for each of the girls. Next to it is a plus or minus figure. This will tighten the waist if you select minus or expand the corset if you press the plus icon. You’ll see the figures on the screen reflect your setting.”

Palmer squealed. The waist band compressed with a whirr.

“Ah, Mr Harris,” Miss Harding laughed. “If you could resist teasing your little girl. You don’t want to damage her.”

Everyone laughed as Palmer blushed. He was little more than Ryker’s toy! Gratefully he felt heard the mechanics move and his waist relaxed a notch.

Miss Harding said, “We do recommend that the corset remain in its present setting for at least a few days while your little precious packages become acclimatised. As with the shoes, we advocate you keep them fully worn during sleep. You might like to release the waist by up to two inches at night, though no more.”

Wear it through the night? Never take it off? Palmer knew he wouldn’t be able to survive that. The compression would be unbearable for that length of time.

“Just to remind you ladies and gentlemen, that the corsets are a unique design with a series of thin steel layers, joined by a skeleton of steel cabling. As even our silly sissies are not stupid enough to take a circular saw to their own bodies, you can rest assured that, like the chastity and collar, no girl has ever escaped its confines. They are totally in your hands.”

A clap of her hands and Miss Harding said, “OK girls. Quickly. Get dressed. Your Mistress Mummies and Daddies will want to get you home and check your homework.”

Feeling humiliated, red faced but wholly and helplessly aroused, Palmer turned around and saw the sickening sight of the grinning Daddies and Mistress Mummies.

Katie let her grin fall away when she saw Palmer’s crushed features. She wrinkled her nose sympathetically to her helpless husband. Aw, she wanted to give him a big cuddle and a kiss on the nose to reassure him.

For his part, Palmer encountered the age old problem with a corset. You couldn’t bend the back. So when he made to grab his school girl uniform, he froze.

Mitzie said, “Oh, girls. Like totally keep your backs straight.” She performed a dip towards the floor, with her spine upright, and bending only by the knees, in order to demonstrate. Then she giggled and added, “Oh don’t look so upset. Basically, like, you’ll get used to it. My Daddy says it is a permanent reminder of his control over me. Isn’t that sweet?” She giggled again.

At that moment Palmer knew Mitzie was stark raving mad and felt that was another reason to escape the madhouse, else he would soon end up as insane as her and the other Third Year girls.


Chapter 8   The Disturbing End to the Fourth Day

“People can cry much easier than they can change.” James Baldwin, novelist and poet.

“Ditzy dumb blonde? I can be ditzy. I can be.” Goldie Hawn

	  


A heavily punished Palmer knelt in front of the sofa, before his wife and her lover Ryker.

Katie wore a short skin-tight, baby blue dress and Ryker had lost his suit jacket and loosened his tie. They sat on the sofa ignoring the kneeling, flushed, adult schoolgirl.

Palmer’s bottom sang. It was sore before Ryker had instructed Katie on the utility of the crop, explaining that it requires little strength or skill to achieve results. Bent over the chair, palms flat on the seat, Palmer had suffered with two cuts from Ryker followed by a full six from Katie. Worse, he hadn’t been naughty at all!

Following his school lessons, he was making a major attempt to improve his attitude and obedience.

Did Ryker really have to ensure Katie had mastered the technique of using the crop?

So, whilst emptying the dishwasher, Palmer had asked Katie about foregoing the following week at school.

She stopped answering her Facebook friends on her tablet and pulled the face she always pulls when she is thinking. It’s where she squeezes her face, closing her eyes and wrinkling her nose.

Palmer added, “I mean I was like totally enjoying it but now I’ve so had enough of it all. Like, seriously, it was totally, like, fun. At times. But now it’s just a pain. And tedious!” It was a scary moment before, following a glare from his wife, he added “Mistress Mummy.”

After a long sigh Katie sighed, “I’ll tell your Daddy. Let him sort it out.” She laughed. “Though I know he’ll say,” she adopted her comical gruff male voice, “Ungrateful, fucking bitch.”

They both giggled at her bitchiness about Ryker, but Palmer grew concerned when she left the kitchen having apparently made up her mind.

‘Tell Daddy?’ Palmer was so shocked that by the time he said, “Wait,” Katie had closed the door.

Damn! Why did their discussion have to include the bully Ryker?

Just 15 minutes later, having cleared the dishwasher, which left him feeling oddly satisfied, here he was kneeling, looking up at the pair who had authority over him. Palmer ensured the skirt part of his dress was flipped neatly out over his calves and thighs, forming a neat little circle. Miss Harding would be proud of him!

Katie curled her lovely legs up near the cushions, rested her bare arm on the sofa back, and said, “So, as I said, Suzie wants to end the school lessons this week. Says she’s had enough.” She crinkled up her face in thought. “I guess maybe it is quite onerous. Especially with the homework.”

Palmer set an earnest gaze on Ryker, surely even he’d see that it had all gone too far.

For a long time, there was an aching silence. Light pop music from the hi fi filled the void.

“OK.” Ryker nodded and Palmer felt his heart sing. “I mean obviously Suzie must stay the course, so remain in school until Friday. Tomorrow. And I have already paid for the weekend courses, for maids and secretaries, so she’ll have to do that too.”

Katie seemed relieved, she said to Palmer, “There Suzie, I said your Daddy would sort it didn’t I? So no school next week.”

Ryker laughed and Palmer’s relief vanished as he realised how Ryker found him little more than a figure of amusement.

“What’s so funny,” Katie asked, smiling.

“Well, Suzie is just like any other teenager. You know, not wanting to go to school.” He put on a whinny, girly voice, “But Daddy, I don’t want to go to school. It’s so unfair!”

Feeling humiliated by the mickey taking Palmer was surprised to find himself giggling blankly.

Unable to stop herself laughing at her Bull’s jibe, Katie said to Palmer, “anyway, Suzie, you were looking forward to the maid and secretary courses. You said so. Just one more day at school, then the weekend maids and secretary studies!”

With that Katie scooted up close to her lover to peck him on the cheek, “Thank you.”

They locked eyes, making Palmer feel uncomfortably alone in the room. He hated it when his wife and lover had a personal moment together, which was happening all too often. This was not part of the plan.

Palmer’s wife leaned closer to the hunky lover, closing her eyes and parting her lips. Ryker planted a large brutish finger in her open mouth and said to Palmer:

“Go and stand in my office. Facing the wall. Hands on head!”

Giggling, Katie slapped his shirt clad arm playfully, “Oh, Ryker!”

Ignoring the wife, Ryker leaned over to Palmer and said in a low voice, “You heard. Get your arse in my office. Now. And wait for me!”

Even before Palmer had left the room, with fear driving up the pace of his retreat, he heard them collapse back on the sofa.

Bastard! Palmer thought as he found a place near the wall in what had become Ryker’s office. He placed his hands in his curly hair and pouted angrily. Meanwhile his little dick shivered and thickened in its tight confines. He felt his panties grow damp with him uselessly spurting precum.

Bastard!

He dared not move from his position, in case Ryker could see him on of the many cameras. Worse, he didn’t know when Ryker would join him!

	  


“Stay there!” Was the only command Ryker issued when he finally reached the office.

Palmer remained rock solid still, legs straight, hands firmly in his curls so that his arms ached with the effort. It was impossible to know how long he’d had to wait for Ryker, but guessed it was getting on for half an hour. He heard the computers boot and Ryker settle in the leather chair that had once been Palmer’s.

“Get your fat arse over here!”

Ryker sounded a little fatigued, which again irritated Palmer. What had they been up to when he left the sitting room? Why couldn’t they share?

He patted his trousered leg, “On my knee! We’ll do this properly, as the school suggests.”

For a brief moment Palmer paused, not out of disobedience, but just because it felt ludicrous for him to settle down in a man’s lap.

When the burly man barked, “Quickly!”, Palmer sat his tender hot bottom delicately on Ryker’s thigh and pulled his legs around, so he stared at the computer monitors. His feet a foot or so from the floor.

On the screen, Palmer could read the legend: “High Wood Lyceum of Improvement. Suzie’s Day Four”

He closed his eyes and groaned. “Please, Daddy. We don’t have to see this.”

“One more unprompted word from you and I’ll get your Mistress Mummy to deliver six of the hardest cuts of the crop a little girl has ever experienced.”

Swallowing, Palmer fell silent, perched on the knee of his nemesis, a man he had grown to loathe. He rested his hands on his thigh, one on top of the other, as he had been shown at school.

Muttering under his breath, Ryker said, “I’ve been told to take a look at some portraits of you.”

Portraits? Suddenly Palmer’s eyes grew wide with distress. Oh My God, he thought. From nowhere he could hear Rocco addressing him as ‘cunt’ again. It was a moment before he realised Mr Rocco’s voice was emanating from the speakers on the desk he had once felt was his. He could feel yet again the deep fear in his tummy as he was commanded into positions on the screen. He wanted to stop Ryker’s mouse button clicks.

He dared not. Instead, he sat deferentially on Ryker’s knee gawking at the screens before him and the large TV screen on the wall showing the central image in pristine detail.

Palmer’s heart sank.

On the display was what appeared to be a naked girl, wearing only heels and a steel collar. Though naked she was clearly pleased to be so, as there was a warm, wide smile on her cute face. It took Palmer a long moment to recognise himself from that afternoons shoot. His legs appeared long in their tall, strappy heels. His face angelic in its light makeup, decorated by an array of blonde curls. The corset, the one article of clothing he was allowed, pulled in the waist giving him a determinedly feminine appearance.

Yet, that wasn’t the worst of it.

Between the sexy, grinning girl’s legs there was a miniscule appendage. It was all that remained of Palmer’s dick after Miss Bourne’s beating and the freezing temperatures of the studio. Yet the dumb blonde on the monitor appeared delighted with everything about her life.

Ryker laughed. “Fucking brilliant!”

Another shot, this time of ‘Suzie’ from the rear, looking over her shoulder with the same dopey smile, as if she were loving every moment. Then one of him bent over, from the rear, looking back through his smooth, spread legs. Again, that fixed inane smile.

Ryker continued laughing as picture after picture flicked onto the screen. “Nice! Lovely.”

He paused at one with ‘Suzie’, standing legs apart, half side on to the camera, but her face looking fully at the viewer. The smile indicated how much she delighted in showing off herself. 

Palmer’s jaw had fallen open. His male equipment was a tiny, little joke. He felt sick. These pictures had to be destroyed. Immediately!

Resting his paw of a hairy hand on Palmer’s thigh, Ryker asked, “So which one would you like on your Facebook page?”

Palmer mouthed words that refused to sound. His brain swirled like a whirly top, refusing to settle. If only he were permitted to cum, then he could start thinking properly again.

“I mean,” Ryker grinned, “even a slut like you wouldn’t want all the pictures up at the same time.”

“Look, Daddy,” Palmer thought through his words as he spoke them, he dared not infuriate Ryker. “I know you are just trying to frighten me. I know you wouldn’t do such a dreadful thing. I know …”

“Fuck all,” interjected Ryker. “You know fuck all. Fuck all about anything.”

Palmer wanted to make a stand and quickly counted, “I am not giving you my Facebook password no matter what you do!”

Tears blurred the sissy’s eyes as he was a good deal less certain than he acted before his wife’s lover. Though he knew Ryker could force the passwords from him.

Stroking Palmer’s cheek, Ryker relaxed, and smiled. “You truly are a dumb fuck aren’t you?”

“Eh?” Palmer’s eyes were huge with shock and fear.

“It’s no fucking act in your case. Your brain really is cotton wool. Dumb bitch! You were told I was monitoring your PC in your nursery. Yet you still tried to log onto Facebook and your bank. And tried to log onto adult sites. All of which I’ve blocked you from. With the kiddies’ software on your computer I can see and record everything. I have all your fucking password and logon details you dumb bitch. Look!”

With a few key presses Ryker opened Facebook and loaded Palmer’s personal page.

Palmer threw his head into his hands. “Stop. Stop. This isn’t what I want!”

Speaking softly, as if being understanding, Ryker said, “What should you call me?”

“Look,” Palmer wanted to grab the initiative but felt so humiliated and weak. “OK, Daddy. Yes, I agreed to that and …”

“Good girl. But you still get 6 swipes of the crop for forgetting. Being dumb can’t be an excuse for continuously behaving like an ill disciplined brat.”

Palmer groaned.

“And,” Ryker said, “I think we ought to be changing your name on your Facebook page. And your status, yes? Set it to Suzie. Then change the password so you can’t alter that.”

The Bull gained a great satisfaction from observing the formally, mouthy husband now too shocked to speak. He had to rub it in further. “Your friends and work colleagues are gonna to want to know how you are doing at school.”

“Oh, my God. Please. Please stop this, Daddy. I’m sorry. Please don’t do this anymore. I want it to stop.”

“So which picture, babes?” Ryker clicked the images until he had one showing Palmer from the front, hands behind head, one knee coltishly before the other. Nothing could hide the shamefully miniscule dick between his legs.

Tears started. “Please Daddy. Don’t. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“But don’t you want your friends and your business acquaintances to know about your homework? Maybe we should put up a short video clip too. How about that? Let’s see.”

A screen came up called, “Suzie’s Archive. Within that was a section titled ‘videos’. Ryker found a shot so quickly that Palmer knew he must have viewed it many times.

On the display Palmer could see a sleepy faced Suzie bound to the horse. She was saying “I am a slut” over and over.

“Like fucking Pornhub!” Ryker announced.

Palmer shifted around on his tormentor’s lap until he was earnestly facing him full on.

“Please Daddy. Please don’t do any of this. Let’s talk about …”

“Dumb Bitch,” Ryker scoffed. “The only time you’re boring as fuck is when you’re talking. You look sexy when you are obedient, then you are useful and entertaining. Na. Let all the world see you for what you are. A dumb, fucking slut.”

“Please! Please!”

Ryker took his hands from the keyboard and sat back, stroking Palmer’s blonde tresses. “Well, maybe there is a way you can stop it. Na. Maybe not.” His hands went back to the keyboard.

“Please Daddy. What?”

The burly guy’s eyes rolled up to the ceiling as if in thought. “Well how about you get your Mistress Mummy to convince me to book you in for a second week in school.”

“No Daddy. No. Just this weekend and …”

“OK, just a suggestion.” Ryker called up the Facebook page and selected a new entry on Palmer’s timeline. The photo of Palmer with his hands behind his blonde curls appeared. Ryker laughed. “Just wait till your old girlfriends see this.”

Ryker’s finger hovered over the send icon, it might as well have been the president’s finger hanging over the red nuclear missile button.

“All right. Yes. All right, Daddy. I’ll tell Mistress Mummy that I want you to book me in for a second week at the school.”

Palmer hated the triumphant grin on Ryker’s cocky face. He hated Ryker. He hated the entire situation, but for now he had to play along.

“Good girl. See, when you do as you’re told, you’re quite a clever little girl.”

Unable to look his bully in the eyes, Palmer’s head fell forward. “Yes Daddy.”

“Now show me what a good girl you can be by fetching my crop from the cupboard so you can receive your six stripes for being naughty earlier.”

	  


Thus it was, that Palmer was knelt before Katie, who, seeing the distraught expression on her husband’s face, turned the sound off on the hifi.

The wife ran her fingers through Palmer’s curls and purred, “Oh, those curls are so gorgeous.”

Wriggling his sore bottom that rested on his heels, Palmer looked down at the carpet. “Thank you, Mistress Mummy.”

“So, what did you want to say to me? Remember your Daddy wants you in bed in half an hour.”

“Yes, Mistress Mummy. Well, the thing is,” Palmer’s voice trailed off. Now he felt completely foolish. Only a moment ago he had pleaded with Katie and Ryker not to have to go to school next week. Yet Ryker’s grim blackmail meant he had to beg to be allowed to go back to school. Best to get it out in one go. The quicker he debased himself, the least worst it would be for him. “Mistress Mummy, I want to go to school for all of next week.”

There, he’d said it. Yet he didn’t feel gratified.

Katie’s eyebrows curled towards the top of her nose as she stared blankly at her silly husband. “But you just told your Daddy and me that you didn’t want to go.”

“I know. Yes. But you see,” Palmer couldn’t think of a reason, so just blurted out, “I’ve changed my mind.”

Shaking her head, Katie rose. “I’ll fetch your Daddy. You can tell him. I tell you what babes, you are more trouble than you are worth at times.”

Palmer soon found himself having to entreat Ryker into allowing him to go to school the following week. Irritatingly for Palmer, Ryker made a big show of dismay.

“But you just said you didn’t want to go,” the Bull said, play acting irritated astonishment. “First you don’t, then you do. What is it, little girl? Do you want to go to school next week or not?”

With a fire engine red face, clenched fists and eyes glaring at the carpet, Palmer lisped from the front of his mouth, “Yes please, Daddy.”

Ryker exhaled a major theatrical sigh. No hammy actor could have outdone him for over his top facial expression. “You see what I mean Katie? She shouldn’t even be allowed to discuss what’s happening. She is so scatty and dumb we need to make choices for her. In fact, that’s what’s happening from now on. My first decision for your little girl is that she’ll only know about anything when we tell her.”

Katie giggled, “You mean as if she is a really young child. You’re so cruel.”

“But you get my point,” Ryker said, seriously. “I could have just wasted my time cancelling next week with Miss Harding.”

Katie sought to placate him, resting her palm lightly on his arm, “I’m sure the Head’ll be delighted to hear Suzie will be attending school next week. So it’s all sorted now.”

Ryker placed his hand on her cheek, and their eyes locked.

Speaking to Palmer without looking at him, Ryker said. “Suzie be a good little girl and get your fat arse up to bed. Your Mistress Mummy has laid out an outfit for you. Put it on and finish your homework. Then bed. I want you under the quilt by 9.30. No later.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

With relief, Palmer fled the room hearing his wife’s giggling as he slammed the door. Bastard!

	  


On Palmer’s nursery bed lay a delightful, red lingerie set. A shorty, lacy top with matching little briefs, all decorated with matching ribbons. Alongside them was a pair of white hold up stockings.

Palmer groaned with pleasure, running his fingers over the sensuous material. His little dick dampening his panties.

Once he wore the delightful outfit over his locked corset and reattached the heels, his mind went deliriously AWOL.

He needed to finish his homework, knowing that once Ryker had finished with Palmer’s wife, he would check on his schoolwork.

Consequently, Palmer sat on the cold stool, in his flimsy little panties and opened up the assignment page. Oh God! As part of his assignment he had to say out loud all the brainless, girly statements three times. Each time louder than the previous.

He scanned the list and suddenly wanted to really say the words. He rubbed his stockinged thighs together and spoke them hoarsely.

Literally.

I mean I was like, literally …

And I was like

And he was like

And they were like

Basically.

I mean Basically …

O.M.G

Oh MY God.

Whoopsies

Totally.

Seriously.

Duh!

I know, right.

Whatever.

With his task fully performed he clambered on the bed, pulling the pillow between his thighs. With his dick secured so tightly between his legs he could no longer achieve any pleasure by rubbing his front on the quilt.

He opened his phone on the bed side table and through half closed eyes flicked open the school’s Lock App.

He selected CORSET and saw the familiar words. Owner. R Harris.

He groaned and rubbed his face into the pillow. When he opened his eyes, he read the screen and his brain disappeared into space.:

He spurted and moaned. He felt truly owned, his fingers touched the steel collar. His blurry vision took in some of the sentences. ‘Device inaccessible’. ‘User Access: Barred’. These words flooded his senses.

He backed out of the Corset section and entered the CHASTITY selection.

Ooooooh. The page was the same. His hips ground at the pillow. He ran his fingers down his sexy garments, his fingertips absorbing every frilly sensation.

“What are you doing, Suzie?” Katie laughed.

Dragging the pillow from between his legs, Palmer was too flustered to reply.

She sat on the bed next to him wearing a black silk kimono tied around the middle. Palmer knew instantly from her shape that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She picked up the phone and looked at the chastity app. “Oh, you are such a slut aren’t you. You love all this!”

Wanting to say ‘no’, he found himself silenced by her tipping him onto his back with her fingertips. “Hush now. Lie still like a good girl. I have something for you.”

She edged up over his face so he could smell her intoxicating aromas. She wasn’t wearing panties and her trimmed blonde bush was millimetres from his eager mouth. She gently rested her quim on his parting lips and pressed down. Instantly she felt her husband obediently lapping at her pussy in that expert way he had learnt. The school had taught him so well.

Groaning loudly, she pressed down harder. She felt the thick gooey mess run down from her insides. There was a quality so powerful and erotic in this action, that she felt totally in control. Hot and commanding.

For the third time that evening she climaxed, though this time she took her time. She let her arousal grow and grow before permitting her body to release all her needs.

Sliding down beside her ‘little girl’, she wrapped an arm around his neck bringing him closer to her half exposed boob.

“Suzie, you are such a hot girl. I get everything. A thick huge dick from your Daddy and then love and affection from you.” She pulled him snugly to her body. “When your Daddy’s out with the guys, you and me are going to have some serious ‘me time’. Fuck yes. Show me all the tricks you’ve learned in school. Oh my. Oh my.”

She propped herself up on her arm, gazing down at her girl and stroking her delectable frizzy hair. “I mean guys are fun and everything. And he is so amazing in bed, but with you, it’s different.” She kissed his forehead. “I love my adorable little girl.”

“Katie!” Ryker’s voice boomed from downstairs.

Katie giggled and rolled her eyes, girls together. “His Master’s voice! Better go.”

She kissed his forehead again and looked at the gummy mess around his swollen pink lips. Yuk. She’d wait for another time to kiss his luscious thick lips.

“Night babes. Don’t be late for school tomorrow.”

And she was gone. The key in the lock on the nursery door clunked shut and Palmer lay on the bed, desperately in need and wondering how to move forward. If only he could cum and think straight. His wife’s body was so voluptuous, so soft, so hot.

He dragged the pillow back between his legs fantasising about pleasing his Mistress Mummy under her instructions. Her perfume hung in the air like a fog, and the taste of her quim covered his tongue like a memory.


Chapter 9   The Revelatory Fifth and Final Day

“Change is the law of life. And those who look only to the past or present are certain to miss the future.” John F. Kennedy, US President.

“But placing yourself over the knee of someone else, for them to administer a punishment is an act of submission that has no comparison to any other experience.” Miss Harding, Head of High Wood Lyceum of Improvement

	  


Two revelations and one momentous event shocked Palmer on that final Friday of the first week.

That particularly chilly morning found Palmer being led on a leash into the playground by Ryker, with his hands cuffed behind his back. He wore his schoolgirl uniform with the Pink Lamb backpack and the three inch heels. All was straightforward until he stopped short, as if brakes were applied to his heels.

Ryker impatiently gave the leash a tug to haul Palmer clip clopping forward.

Katie said, “Aw don’t be mean to her.”

What had stopped Palmer in his tracks was the sight of Bunny no longer wearing tights or heels. She was back to being bare thighed and in the clumpy small heeled shoes. And, boy, did she not look happy.

Knowing he wasn’t allowed to speak as Miss Harding took command of the leashes, he exchanged a shocked glance with Izzy.

Bunny, for her part, was morose and determinedly pouting.

The adult schoolgirls were led into the school while their Mistress Mummies and Daddies departed from the car park.

In the classroom Mr Rocco and Mr Wyatt were still busily setting up their cameras.

As the sissies were released from the cuffs, and Bunny climbed onto her stool with a petulant ‘ooomph’, Palmer was shocked to see that the new Third-Year girl was wearing a completely different schoolgirl’s uniform. Her blouse was so crisp and white you could see clearly the dark corset entrapping her body. She wore an outrageously short tartan kilt, that flared about her hips and appeared lewdly too short at the rear. Her legs were encased in the familiar dark tights, silky knee length white socks and black, strappy high heels of the other Third Year girls. The name engraved into her collar read Ditzie

She was a sight so hot it stimulated Palmer down below.

If Ditzie were let loose amongst a group of guys, they wouldn’t be able to keep their hands off her.

Izzy nudged Palmer, her eyes indicating Ditzie, with a ‘get a look at her’ expression.

With all three sissies perched on their stools, skirts spread over the seat, Miss Harding addressed them warmly, as if they were old pals.

“Now girls. Your final day of your first week. You’ve come so far. All thanks to the hard work of the school. One day your Daddies might let you see videos of yourselves on the first day. Clumping here, clumping there, like drunken bricklayers. What a sight you were.”

She shook her head in mock exasperation. Izzy and Palmer giggled, though Bunny maintained her fixed frown.

Miss Harding continued, “Your final day is a delightful one. You will recall it with enchantment for the rest of your days. You will learn how to be hand spanked over a man’s knee …”

Palmer’s eyes widened. Spanked? Over a strange man’s knee? No way! That would be too degrading.

“ … you will have a very important guided imagery session with Mr Bridges. I know how you will be thrilled to hear that.”

The three adult schoolgirls giggled in delight. They did revel in his relaxing therapy.

“Then you will have a special photography session with Mr Rocco.”

Palmer felt sick. That bastard! He turned a cautious eye to Mr Rocco who had already begun filming them.

“Finally, you will be able try on your uniforms for your weekend’s activities. What a special day!” She was gratified to see all her schoolgirls perk up. “But firstly, and you will love this, what do you think of Ditzie’s outfit?”

Palmer and Izzy ogled the hot girl from her blonde hair to her dark heels. Bunny looked up through her blonde curls feigning reluctance.

“Well,” Miss Harding spoke eagerly, “that is next week’s outfit. For Second Year students. Now, how would you, Izzy and Suzie, like to wear the Second Year uniform today?”

Was this a trap? Palmer cautiously said, “Well, it would be nice, Miss Harding.”

Izzy quickly agreed.

It was clear that Bunny was not involved in the discussion.

“Wonderful! Aren’t you lucky girls!” She crooked her finger at Ditzie who sprang into life and approached her. “Ditzie, take the girls to the fitting room and help them change.”

As Palmer slipped off his stool, eager to try on the new uniform so Bunny let out a wail.

“Please Miss Harding, it isn’t fair!”

Shaking her head as if in sorrow, Miss Harding said, “now Bunny. Naughty girls get punished. We all know that. Good girls like Suzie and Izzy get treats.” Her eyes looked witheringly in Bunny’s direction “And you, young lady will be redoing your First Year next week. On Monday you will be back on that stool starting it all over again!”

Bunny dropped her head into her hands and blubbed, “Please Miss Harding. I told Daddy I was sorry. I said I wouldn’t do it again!”

“It’s a harsh lesson, I know. But your Daddy is resolute in this matter. You were not sufficiently apologetic, apparently despite two sessions with the crop.”

“But Miss Harding, I’m sorry. I really am.”

“Then,” Miss Harding said, “why don’t you write your Daddy a wonderful letter of apology. Letting him know how sorry you are and how obedient and well behaved you’ll be in the future.”

Bunny banged her Mary Janes on the cross bar of the stool. “No. Please. I won’t.”

“Very well, then I’ll get you a colouring in book until Suzie and Izzy return.”

Once they were safely in the corridor, Palmer and Izzy giggled guiltily at Bunny’s plight.

“By the sound of it, it’s her own fault,” Izzy said.

“I know right,” Ditzie said, “But aw. We all literally get into trouble from time to time.”

Soon Palmer and Izzy were beckoned along the corridor by an eager, excited Ditzie. She was marching them off down a direction they had never before ventured. They walked through long school corridors running scarily deep into the building.

“Wonder what Bunny did,” Izzy whispered.

“She doesn’t help herself,” Palmer said. “Silly bitch.”

The two girls giggled and then came to a stop.

There were voices, female voices coming from a room to one side. They were chanting.

“1-2-3-4, I’ll suck your cock and beg for more. 5-6-7-8, think of nothing but fellate.”

The two sissies shared a look of shock. Then they could hear footsteps like, well timed footsteps. Beyond the door whoever it was, were dancing.

The chant started again, “1-2-3-4, I’ll suck your cock and beg for more. 5-6-7-8, think of nothing but fellate.”

Ditzie giggled, “Second Year girls. Doing well by the sound of it!” Oh, I do love Fridays. Everyone loves Fridays at the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement.”

Realising she was as stark staring mad as the rest of the those at the school, Palmer smiled and nodded in agreement. But when they set off again, and Ditzie was looking ahead, Palmer raised her eyebrows at Izzy.

After a few more steps, outside another room, they could hear a clear woman’s voice, lecturing with authority. It was a voice familiar to Palmer and Izzy.

“… and a sense of disobedience jars your world. You cannot even mentally question an instruction. The moment you do, civilization quakes and ends. And it will be your fault. If you even think about not fully obeying, you will experience misery on a scale you won’t be able to believe. Only when you obey, and obey willingly, will a sense of order return and you will find internal peace.”

Ditzie whispered, “Third year students. Miss Marsden always has helpful advice. I was at a refresher day with her a couple of weeks back.” She smiled, her eyes staring into a distant bubble of happiness. “Oh my, she is so helpful. I honestly don’t know what we’d all be like without her.”

“Free,” Izzy whispered to Palmer, with a giggle as they walked on.

There were other classrooms too, some playing rock music, with the steady thump of in time footsteps dancing.

Palmer wanted to know more about what happened at future ‘years’. He would, of course, continue to try and talk his way out of having to do the second week, or ‘year’ as the bimbos seemed to call it. But there again maybe he could come back just to observe some of the lessons. The modules were straight out of his darkest fantasies.

His little dick spurted into his panties. Perhaps he could volunteer to return sometime in the future. But on his say so! Not be bullied and conned into it as had happened with that bully Ryker.

	  


The fitting room was a dreamland for the two sissies. With the semblance of a small woman’s clothing shop, it laid out neat racks of dresses, and shelving piled immaculately with every line of clothing Palmer could imagine. He brushed his hand over a dark, silky dress, formed into a perfect hourglass figure. Then he saw the racks of lingerie and immediately noted the red negligee he had worn the previous evening. In fact, there were all the outfits he had worn for bed that week.

Odd, Katie must have shopped for all Palmer’s clothing items here at the school.

Katie had always detested Palmer’s shabby collection of women’s clothing, so she must have been relieved to have replaced them with the striking outfits from these shelves.

Why didn’t she mention it? Palmer would have loved advising her on the best garments to purchase.

Taking in the two sissies’ expressions of wonderment, Ditzie giggled. “I know, right! Seriously right, isn’t it literally the bestest! I mean. Like you’re dreaming!”

Izzy hesitantly asked, “Can we try on some of these items?”

Pulling a face to share their disappointment, Ditzie said, “Aw. I mean like, I’d love to say yes. It’s all so adorable. But we don’t have time. I mean, basically like, we need to get you back for your over the knee spankings lesson. So.” She stopped talking as if thinking and then restarted, “Oh yes!” She giggled. “Duh, forgot. Your Second Year uniforms! Over here.”

Palmer asked, “Are there Third Year schoolgirl uniforms too?”

“Oh my, aren’t you nosey. Well, and I’m like, you know, loving to tell you, but I’m not allowed.  Best ask your teachers or Daddy.” She then leaned closely to them and whispered conspiratorially, “I mean, like, if you want to know something don’t ask the sissies here.” She giggled. “What do we know? Duh!”

Clearly Ditzie was appropriately named! Palmer couldn’t believe how dumb she was, nor how she didn’t appear to wish to hide it!

The new uniform felt laundry fresh on Palmer’s body. The crisp white blouse deliciously tight over his upper body, emphasising his boobs in the corset. The short flared, reddish tartan kilt, saucily splayed out around his hips, bobbing and dancing around as he walked. The white socks were delicately silken to touch. So thin, Palmer feared he might tear them as he pulled them over his tights and up to the knee.

But the shoes!

“I know! Like Oh My God!” Squealed Ditzie.

As soon as Palmer’s feet slid into the strappy heels and his feet were forced into the sensual arch, he felt his brain hover towards orgasm.

“I mean, like, they’re only slightly taller than your previous shoes,” Ditzie fussed around them, “but literally, I mean, don’t they make a difference!”

Palmer noticed Izzy’s eyes drain away as if she were hypnotised.

They admired themselves in the various mirrors.

Ditzie burst into life, as if a button had been pressed on a doll. “You’ll be back here for your maids and secretary lessons too. Isn’t it just sooo cool! Aw, they are so good to us.”

“Um,” Palmer, pulled his kilt down, fearful it was exposing his underwear, “isn’t the back cut too high?”

Ditzie laughed. “Oh, duh, aren’t you dumb! And I was like thinking that. But, basically, no. That’s the cut, so your bum pushes it out.” Again, she leaned closer and lowering her voice, “I’ve never heard any guys complaining!”

Being called dumb by Ditzie was like being called fat by a plus sized woman who dines solely on fast food and milk shakes. Palmer and Izzy exchange a sly rolling eyes expression.

An odd thought filtered into Palmer’s mind like light through a cracked door. How would it feel to be that stupid? Her dumbness made Ditzie childlike and adorable. You couldn’t help but like her and feel relaxed around her. It added to her sexuality, to her attraction. Guys would feel happy approaching and trying to seduce her. She was way too passive to ever complain. In fact, she appeared to adore being ordered about by Miss Harding downstairs. Indeed, all the Third Year girls who had helped out this week, possessed those qualities.

Suddenly Palmer wanted to be on his bed in the nursery, rubbing the pillow between his legs. He imagined himself being as dumb as the other girls here. He found himself groaning out loud.

Yet again, Ditzie leaned close, “I shouldn’t tell you this. And please don’t tell anyone, but, like, next week you’ll be seriously shown how to totally cum!”

Palmer gasped. Next week? Would he still be locked away if he was forced to attend school for that second week?

Izzy asked, in an equally low tone, as if someone might be listening, “You mean they take off the chastity devices?”

Ditzie was scandalized at the idea. “No. No, of course not. Silly. Oh. My. God. What are you two like? No! With them on, of course. I mean, basically they’ll show you a number of ways.” She laughed, “And Oh. My. God. Will you be grateful for their guidance.” She paused, her nose wrinkling, “Especially compared to what else we learn.” She then shivered at some grim thought.

Palmer asked, “Oh God. What do you mean?”

Ditzie looked left and right and, when the two sissies leaned closer, whispered, “I’m not allowed to say.”

	  


On their return to the classroom in the Year Two uniforms, Palmer and Izzy were even more shaken.

Bunny was standing, arms defiantly folded before her boobs, her face like thunder.

Near the wall of mirrors there were four males, of various heights and appearances. They all sported neat dark suits and ties, along with superior grins.

They reminded Palmer of when Ryker was full of himself, usually after shagging Katie or putting Palmer down in front of his wife.

There were a number of high back chairs nearby and Palmer closed his eyes. He’d forgotten. The over the knee spanking! Palmer hoped it would be over quickly. He could see the guys were making out Palmer, Izzy and Ditzie’s outfits.

Standing in one of the poses he’d learned during the photo sessions, with one knee before the other, Palmer felt a rush of arousal. This was heady. No one had ever ogled him so lustily before. There was a determined horniness in the men’s expressions that made Palmer spurt into his panties.

His sexuality was being disturbed.

Miss Harding stepped forward between the adult schoolgirls and the lusting men. “Now girls. An over the knee hand spanking can be the most demeaning punishment of all. The punisher may use any implement they like, so the pain will be as difficult to bear as any of the beatings you have thus far endured.”

Though feeling sick with fear, Palmer’s senses were so inflamed he wasn’t taking anything in. As if everything was a weird dream.

Miss Harding took in a breath, as she always did before one of her well worn lectures. “By now you will be aware that any pause in obeying the punisher is deemed as further disobedience. For which you can expect a further spanking. But placing yourself over the knee of someone else, for them to administer a punishment, is an act of submission that has no comparison to any other experience. You are little more than a child. The punisher is the adult. Your compliance will help you appreciate how far you have travelled this week.”

Palmer, Bunny and Izzy exchanged troubling glances, though Palmer noted that Ditzie was hanging onto every word of Miss Harding’s sermon as if her words were some universal truth.

“Now here is what will happen. Listen carefully. Izzy, Suzie, take one look at Bunny to see what happens to naughty little madams who think they know best!”

Still in her first year, bare thighed outfit, and ashamed Bunny blushed and glared at the floor.

“A man will beckon you forward.” Miss Harding explained. “You will comply with his directives. You will comply without hesitation.”

Palmer’s knees turned into a wet towel, ready to collapse. He needed to hold himself together.

“You will then be ordered over the man’s lap.” Miss Harding spoke slowly as if to young children. “The punisher will manoeuvre you into the correct position. You will allow him full access to your bodies. You will comply with his every direction. Your skirts will be raised …”

Izzy exhaled a long noise, that Palmer took to be close to an orgasm, but could have been fear. It could have been both.

“… your punishment will start, and you will remain in place until it is concluded. You will not be given any indication of how long you have to remain prostate over their laps. That compliance is an important aspect of this instruction.”

With that, the Head clapped her hands, the sissies held their breath and four of the men went to an open case from which they took out various instruments. One held a paddle, the second a twase, the third a crop and the fourth a cane.

Closing his eyes, Palmer wished for his to be the paddle. It covered a large surface but at least its impact wasn’t a sharp pain like the others.

The man on the far left leaned back his head, sat on a chair and patted his lap. He said, “Ditzie.”

The Third Year girl’s mouth dropped open and she wriggled to him, stepping to one side. The man used an arm movement to indicate his thighs and Ditzie quickly lay across them.

Did she giggle?

Palmer watched as the man gripped her hips, edged her forward so that her hands were flat on the floor and her arse high in the sky.

“Suzie.”

Palmer’s name was spoken, but it could have been the name of everyone. Somehow, he thought that maybe, if he simply ignored it, this humiliation could be avoided. But everyone was looking at him, so he wiggled over to a man who had dark eyes and appeared unshaven. He was well over six foot, though not as thick set as, say, Mr Rocco. He was holding the dreaded crop, the implement that caused Palmer so much pain the previous night in the hands of both Ryker and Palmer’s wife.

The man grinned with all the superiority Palmer detested in Ryker. His hand movement was slight, but Palmer knew what he had to do. He leaned forward, fearful of tumbling and lay down over the man’s lap.

Aaargh. The gut wrenching, nauseating humiliation of lying across a stranger’s lap! He hadn’t even been naughty! It was so unfair!

Yipes! Firm hands gripped his hips beneath his skirt. The man had actually placed his hands under Palmer’s skirt! He felt himself lifted and dropped forward. His palms, like those of Ditzie’s, were now face down on the floor and his bottom raised upwards as the highest part of him.

Shame flushed his cheeks, yet at the same time he was growing wetter between the legs.

As he heard Bunny’s name called by the man with the paddle, so Palmer’s senses vaguely returned, he was aware of the cloth of the rough man’s trousers beneath him. He wiggled a little to get more comfortable until he received a tap on his skirted bottom as a warning. He then settled obediently still.

When Izzy’s name was called, Palmer looked up, his blonde curls tickling his perspiring cheeks. Izzy was in a state of shock. Her eyes wide, her mouth open in a circle. Was it shock, or was it slutty sexuality that made her face look like that?

“Good girls.” Miss Harding grinned her pupil’s compliance. “Such well behaved young ladies. Now then gentlemen, please raise the skirts of these naughty little girls. And if you wish, pull down their underwear,”

Pull down their underwear! Palmer felt panic grip him. If he had more courage he might have tried to flee, but as it was, fear held him in place.

His skirt was flipped upwards and he knew he was exposed with his white panties clearly visible through the tights. Then firm fingers grasped at his tights beneath his skirt’s waistband. A quick tug and Palmer found himself raising his groin sufficiently for the man to pull down his hose.

Then horror! The man had gripped his tight white panties. Surely not! Palmer pressed himself hard into the man’s lap, looking up imploringly at the man with the crop.

The man simply grinned, shook his head and without a second thought a resigned Palmer raised his hips to allow his tormentor full access to his panties.

He whimpered as he felt them pulled down to his now naked thighs leaving his exposed arse on display. Palmer hid his blushing cheeks between his arms. His legs kicked helplessly for a moment, an empty protest, before settling to be quite still, awaiting the first biting slice from the man’s crop.

“Now I want to see well behaved young ladies.” Miss Harding said curtly. “You’ll remain in place until told otherwise.”

Palmer glanced back over his shoulder, through his blonde curls, at the man with the crop. The man was ogling Palmer’s bottom, patting kneading it. Suddenly he drew back his arm and Palmer closed his eyes.

Slap!

He cried out, hearing the other sissies cry out in their turn.

Palmer counted six dreadful, painful cuts and relaxed. He had survived. His bottom burnt, as did his face cheeks. Being over a stranger’s knee for a spanking was deeply degrading, even more so than over Ryker’s lap. But it was now over.

“Owch!” he had been struck again, and then again, and again! This wasn’t fair.

When would the punishment stop? He lost count, and his body fell submissively limp over the brute’s lap, just accepting his undeserved punishment.

He heard Bunny say through tears, “I don’t deserve this! Please!”

Miss Harding said, “Quiet girls! Silly girls. An extra six for all girls, gentlemen. Teach them to behave appropriately when chastised.”

After that none of the adult schoolgirls dared say a word – other than blub. At some stage Palmer found himself crying and gasping as each cut landed. He was aware of the other girls also weeping.

“Stop!” Miss Harding command finally brought the thrashing to a close, leaving the room silent, save for the sniffling of very disciplined sissies.

Miss Harding walked before them, “Now girls, in a moment you will be told to rise and thank the man for punishing you. This is a very important part in your development, so pay attention. If any girl doesn’t offer her genuine gratitude, then she will be hauled back in place and the punishment will recommence. Consider this your morning test. So be diligent, and sincere with your appreciation.”

Palmer heard himself groan. How could he thank the man when his punishment had been so undeserved?

Clapping her hands, Miss Harding, said, “Now watch Ditzie demonstrate how rising off a man’s lap should be performed. Ditzie!”

By craning his head, Palmer could see the Third Year girl edge back on the man’s knee and place both her palms on his chest. The dumb tramp slid to her knees, in a manner leaving her hands running down the man’s shirt, over his thighs until she rested them just above his kneecaps. She stared up at him with wet adoring eyes.

“Please Sir,” she said in that familiar sissy voice, but speaking very clearly. “Like, thank you so much for punishing me so completely. I am totally so grateful, right, that you took time out of your busy life to deal with such a dumb slut as me. I will greatly benefit from your beating, like forever.”

With that she kissed both his knees and smiled up at him with an expression Palmer could only describe as wanton. She even delicately licked her pink lips. Just a quick lick before biting her lower lip. Palmer felt himself spurt at her performance. What the hell her guy must have been feeling didn’t dare thinking about. Surely, he must be wholly erect.

“What a clever, good girl. Well done Ditzie,” Miss Harding said.

Not taking her eyes from her man, Ditzie giggled.

Miss Harding said, “Right girls. You have had an excellent demonstration of how it should be done. So there can be no excuses for a sloppy display. Let your man know how you feel. Now!”

Palmer saw Izzy slide down from her man’s lap, not as gracefully as Ditzie, but trying to keep her palms on his body. It was an awkward movement, but she reached her knees as Bunny followed suit, in her case almost falling from her man’s knee.

Not wishing to be too late, Palmer manoeuvred back on the man’s lap, ready to slip down to the floor behind him, when he stopped. What the hell was that? There was a thick, hard protuberance in the man’s trousers at his groin level. It was a shocking moment before Palmer realised, he had encountered an unknown man’s erection for the first time.

He looked up at his punisher, seeing a glint in his eyes and a knowing grin. It was as if to say: ‘Yes, babe. A hard on!’

“Suzie!” Miss Harding dragged out his name as a warning.

Palmer quickly continued his journey to the floor. He could hear the other two sissies already pronouncing their thanks. He was running late. Panic set in. Yet having his tights around his knees, and his panties about his thighs, made progress awkward.

His palms touched the floor, but his backside was in the air. He quickly placed his palms on the man’s thighs, either side of the evident mound. It was impossible for Palmer to take his eyes from the sharp bulge. He scooted down on to his knees, drawing his hands down the man’s legs before looking up at him.

“Please Sir,” Palmer croaked, and then cleared his throat to restart. “Please Sir, I am eternally grateful for you taking the time to punish me so well. I have really learnt a lesson and am grateful.”

Palmer paused and swallowed, was his gratitude sufficient?

A long moment followed, during which Palmer was more aware of his dry mouth than his aching bottom, or heated cheeks.

“Good,” Miss Harding said.

The men in the chairs clapped and laughed and the sissies let out relieved giggles.

Miss Harding said, “Now back over the man’s lap …”

The sissies were shocked, hadn’t they performed well?

“… and then practice your slide downs to the floor. Ditzie, please demonstrate again.”

Relief! Palmer had been fearful his stinging bum was going to be in line for further punishment.

Ditzie giggled, rose and plonked herself over her man’s lap in a manner that could only be described as slutty. She then reperformed her slipping down to her knees before her man.

“Miss Harding said, “OK girls. Try harder. Remember girls from the High Wood Lyceum of Improvement are elegant. Always elegant. Remember the school’s motto, ‘we must improve or be improved’.

Palmer rose to his heels, took in the erection beneath the pants before draping himself over the man’s groin again. The man patted Palmer’s bottom through his skirt. Feeling the pat to be one of encouragement, Palmer smiled up at him and then blushed at his actions.

Sliding down from the grinning man’s lap with more grace, Palmer’s palms glided down the man’s shirt and over his tummy. He and the man both shared a smile as Palmer’s hands slid down either side of the erection until they finished at the man’s knees. Palmer looked up at him and lowered his eyes. There seemed to be a relaxing quality to this action. He felt wholly at ease. The man was in charge and all Palmer had to do was obey any instructions.

“Oh!” Izzy was reiterating her thanks to her man. In the heat of his improved action Palmer had forgotten about expressing his thanks.

Glancing up at the man’s smiling, welcoming face, Palmer said, “Thank you so much …” Oh God, what should he be saying? Oh yes, “Thank you so much, Sir, for taking the trouble to punish me. I know I will benefit from you’re your handiwork.”

The man laughed and Palmer giggled.

“Much better girls,” Miss Harding said. “Now practice makes perfect. Improve or be improved. Do it four more times. And really sing your appreciation out loud to your man. Miss Bourne and I will be judging you for your sincerity.”

What had felt to be mortifying now seemed a little joke between Palmer and her man. Just a little playtime between the two of them.

On the third go, Palmer felt he had wholly mastered his movements. Surely, he was as graceful as Ditzie. As he felt so relaxed with the man, so Palmer could fully release a sort of genuine praise to him. As he spoke the words of gratitude, Palmer felt genuinely appreciative of the beating he had received. 

When Palmer finished his speech, the man would laugh and Palmer titter.

On the final attempt, the guy leaned forward gripping Palmer’s chin. Not painfully, but sufficiently firmly as to guide Palmer’s eyes to his.

The man spoke in a deep, commanding voice, though anyone who beats you so hard is going to sound commanding. “I clocked your collar name. Suzie. You did well Suzie.”

Palmer’s heart was about to burst. What a compliment!

He continued, “I’ll keep an eye out for you around here.”

Palmer beamed with thanks. What a sweet thing to say! Not knowing how to respond, Palmer found himself giggling.

	  


Mr Bridges wore just a dull mustard shirt and blue tie with his brown slacks. He reminded Palmer of a friendly geography teacher from school. Even the sulking Bunny sat up straight and beamed as he started speaking.

“OK, girls, you know where you are heading,” he said hurriedly before slowing down as he spoke. “Each time you undertake your journey of relaxation and harmony it becomes easier to return to your beach. Just close your eyes and you will see the golden, crunchy sand and gentle sea wash. So, as your breathing slows, feel your breathing relax. Breathe in through your cute noses and out through your sexy mouths. And sleep. Sleep. Feeling good. Bare footed walking over the warm comforting sand. Hear the sea wash. Just you, alone in your world. Alone in your universe. It feels so good. So tranquil …”

The sea washed onto the sand as Palmer’s naked toes crunched into the forgiving sand. The skies were a brilliant blue, radiating warmth and quiet calm.

Soon he was inside the familiar manor house, walking bare foot up the wooden steps, urgently wanting to reach the room with the sphere. There it was. He beamed. The glowing ball of energy ready to re-vitalise his soul. He felt its warmth run from his palms through his entire body, making him energetic and confident about his sissy self. Why had he denied it for so long?

As a dumb sissy he could relax. Let others take responsibilities and make decisions. Mr Bridges voice came from everywhere, warm, confident, educating Palmer to understand himself. Just be true to the real you.

He was now in a bare room, with an open window and a full length mirror. A maid’s uniform hung on a rail. Suddenly it was on a girl who looked oddly like Ditzie, with blonde curls, full of girlish, fun. The skirt was mid length and the cap a large full white one.

The measured voice explained, “Look, with the uniform on, she is a maid. What else could she be? The sort of maid you’d see in a hotel or a restaurant. Ready to serve. Once the uniform is on, the wearer conforms to its purpose”.

Wonderfully, Palmer was now wearing the delightful uniform and yes indeed he felt obedient, and eager to find a command to obey. After all, that’s a maid’s purpose in life. A bed to make, ironing, food to prepare and serve, floors to clean. If she wasn’t carrying out instructions, then she wasn’t honouring her position as a well behaved maid.

“But, look now,” the voice said.

Palmer could see a maid before her with a full length black dress. He instantly recognized a domestic maid, perhaps a housekeeper. She was all ready to answer doors or phones, to attend the Master and Mistress’ pleasure. A practical maid, who would feel relaxed and at ease only when performing her duties.

Oh! Palmer felt encased in the dowdy dark uniform, with the long apron. He knew that while he wore the uniform it would make him a house maid.

Gasp! Suddenly the maid was wearing a short, flirty pink maid’s uniform. The maid was giggling. She was so full of happiness at being a pleasure maid that Palmer smiled, mirroring her pleasure. It was as if the maid’s happiness radiated out and filled the world. A pleasure maid ready to serve the needs of anyone who commanded her. After all, the voice reasoned, what else would she be good for? Her contentment was wholly dependent upon her satisfying others.

Oh my. In the mirror Palmer wore the short, pink sexy maid’s dress. He exhaled loudly, feeling himself rise to orgasm. As a maid ready to service the needs of others he had a duty to find people to satisfy. He felt terrible not having someone nearby to lick and fuss over. His mouth and cockhole felt open and vacant. Cockhole? From where had that word emerged? Cockhole? But yes, he suddenly realised he possessed one and that it required filling. It felt empty, open, in need of filling. Yet equally, he knew he could never let on about his own slutty needs. Only by satisfying others could he find contentment.

Now he could see all three maids before him. Ah. He understood that they posed and walked like maids, because they wore the uniforms.

He giggled at how obvious this was. As soon as he wore a uniform so he would adopt the mannerisms of that uniform. He had no choice, nor did he want a choice.

Oh! Ditzie, or whoever it was, now wore a delightful tight secretary’s uniform. All white, with a thigh and arse squeezing skirt. Matching neat office high heels. Two more secretaries appeared wearing further sexy garb. Figure hugging dresses, one tight to the knee, the other so short it only just reached down over the girl’s rounded arse.

The first girl, in all white, sat on a desk, crossed her legs and looked gorgeous. The second sat on a man’s lap, he looked a little like Ryker, but then he appeared to be the man who had just punished Palmer with an over the knee beating. It didn’t matter how he looked, only his authority was of any concern.

Then the third secretary, with the knee length dress, got down onto her hands and knees and crawled beneath a desk so that only the wonderful curvy arse, filling out through the tight dress, were in view.

Oh! There was a man behind the desk. Was it Ryker? Was it the guy who had cropped his bottom earlier? Was it a good friend of his, with whom he regularly played tennis?

Now Palmer wore the same white outfit with the revealing short skirt and close-fitting, crisp blouse. He understood that as he was dressed in the attire of a secretary then obviously, he acted and behaved like one. There was no alternative.

All of a sudden, he was on all fours, on a thick golden carpet. He crawled toward a desk until he found himself staring at the groin of a man he knew was powerful and had to be satisfied. Simply servicing him was not an option. The man had to be totally pleasured.

In a series of fast cuts of sexy secretaries abruptly Palmer was looking at a cute girl in a schoolgirl uniform. Schoolgirls need to be protected because they don’t know about life. And looked after because they are so dumb and innocent.

That was true, Palmer thought. That’s why they have strong Daddies to care for them and Mistress Mummies to dote on them and ensure they are behaving. Palmer felt a wave of gratitude for Ryker well up inside him. It was a torrent of emotional need for guidance from Ryker and Katie.

Now he was seeing himself in the mirror in his short red tartan gym slip, white blouse and dark heels. As he was in a schoolgirls uniform so he would comply with the outlook of the wearer of the uniform, again.

All this felt so obvious now it had been explained. He understood that he hadn’t realised this before simply because he was too dumb. He needed to have matters explained to him by adults kind enough to give him their time.

Once a uniform was worn then the attire ruled the attitude.

Palmer grinned. This knowledge made him feel relaxed and at ease with himself and the world. It was like learning the secret of the Universe and discovering that the secret gave one a Buddhist like serenity.

As he walked back along the beach, hearing the sea wash and feeling the sand on his feet, he heard Mr Bridges authoritative voice:

“You walk, feeling so good about yourself, in this wonderful world of yours. Important, indelible truths have been revealed to you. And what happened between arriving on the beach first and walking along it now, slides from your mind until it vanishes. It is not even a distant memory. The events have been lost. Yet, inside your subconscious, beyond your own touch and access, memories and instructions have been laid like railway tracks. They can never be ignored, even if you’ll never know they exist deep inside your mind. It feels so good to obey. So good to be a good girl. It is time now to wake …”

A few minutes later the wonderful Mr Bridges was being given smiles of thanks from the sissies as he left the classroom in a hurry.

“My, my,” Miss Harding said. “What a nice man is Mr Bridges, isn’t he?”

The sissies enthusiastically nodded their agreement, all feeling wonderful and energetic after their guided imagery of a walk on the beach.

“Now go and have some lunch and Ditzie will take you to the studios for more pictures.”

Lunch? Palmer looked up at the clock. How the hell was it suddenly 12.30? Wasn’t that time loss what troubled the silly Bunny when she asked if they did something other than walk along the beach during the guided imagery sessions.

Palmer laughed inwardly at the silly Bunny. If she is so damned clever then why was she still dressed like a First year girl? Dumb bitch, Palmer thought, he should ignore her mindless wittering. Only adults should be listened to.

Miss Harding clapped her hands. “Quickly girls. Mr Rocco will not want to be kept waiting.”

He looked at Izzy and frowned. None of the girls was looking forwards to a spell with the nasty Mr Rocco and his humiliating camera snaps.

	  


As the adult schoolgirls waited apprehensively in the chilly changing room, outside the studios, Bunny again started moaning – again!

“It just isn’t fair. It’s all Daddy this and Daddy that. He just loves to make me feel small in front of my wife …”

Ditzie gasped and Bunny immediately corrected herself: “… in front of my Mistress Mummy.”

But she spoke the words in a childish sing son manner as if she wasn’t being serious.

Izzy said, “Careful Bunny. You’ll get us all in trouble!”

Bunny squeezed up her face in misery. “What more can they do? They’ve taken away my tights. Look how pale my legs look. And my heels. And, I have to resit this horrible first week!”

Palmer said, “Well, duh, if you like wrote the letter of apology like a good girl …”

He stopped. Like a good girl? Where had that come from? “You know what I mean,” He added quickly, as a get out clause.

God, another week here and he’d be thinking like Ditzie! Talk about immersion! Wasn’t that what Ryker and Miss Harding went on and on about? Immersion. Not being able to escape character and situation?

Ditzie said, “Aw Bunny. You look so upset. Why not talk to Miss Harding about it?”

“No way!”

Izzy asked Ditzie, “Don’t we have to take off our clothes?”

For a long time Ditzie thought about the question with her index finger tapping her lovely lips.

Just when Palmer was convinced she’d forgotten the question, Ditzie beamed and said, “Well, we haven’t been told.”

Was Izzy disappointed with that response? To Palmer it appeared she had shrugged petulantly.

At that moment the double doors into what Palmer was convinced had once been a school gym, and had been converted into a spacious studio, opened and the fearsome Mr Rocco stood with his camera in a hand and a scowl on his unshaven face.

“OK, you dumb cunts. Get in here now and keep your traps shut.”

The obedient cowed girls were put through a series of poses they had learnt the previous day, though this time in the respective uniforms.

The big bust up came when Mr Rocco had Izzy and Palmer cuddle closely together, side on to the camera.

“I said close, you dumb cunts. Get your cheeks meshed together!”

Izzy and Palmer obeyed quickly.

“Now each of you kick out the right leg.” Mr Rocco dropped the camera to his waist and glowered at Izzy. “I said the right leg you, dumb cunt!”

Izzy giggled at her silliness and changed legs. Palmer giggled in sympathy for her.

“That’s better,” the cameraman nearly smiled.

The camera emitted a series of flashes.

“Now get yourselves back to back,” Mr Rocco ordered. “Tight up against each other and hold hands.”

The two adult schoolgirls complied with the instructions as they had been taught.

Bunny stepped forward, her face flushed. “And what about me, Mr Rocco?”

Palmer and Izzy exchanged an O.M.G. look. What was Bunny playing at?

Mr Rocco looked her up and down. “Na. I’ll do some close ups later. You sit over there and shut up that hole in your face.”

Bunny’s bottom lip quivered, “Is it because my legs don’t look as good as theirs without tights and heels?”

Mr Rocco shrugged. “Only just worked it out? Dumb as they come.”

Bunny sat on a chair to one side of the lights, as commanded. She then stamped her feet and wept into her hands. “It’s not fair. It’s not fair.”

Mr Rocco was not sympathetic. “You’re fucking up everything here with your wailing.”

Ditzie bent forward so she was only inches from the crying bent figure of Bunny and whispered, “I mean like, shall we go and see Miss Harding about your apology? The written one for your Daddy?”

A tearful Bunny nodded, her head downcast as Ditzie offered her a comforting hand. So hand in hand, they left the studio.

Mr Rocco shook his head. “Dumb fucking bitches.” He turned his attention back to the two terrified sissies. “OK. Now we got shot of the weeping willow let’s get some action here! Stand in front of the white screen. Backs to camera and bend over. Let’s give the punters some arse shots!”

Palmer and Izzy giggled as they dropped into position.

“For fucks sake get your fat arses tighter together. How many times must you be told?”

More giggling as they shuffled into the assigned position for Mr Rocco to capture the shots.

Palmer, bent forward, feeling a little rush of blood to his head, smiled. I bet Ryker will love to see these snaps! He’ll probably wank over them. With that he sighed and pumped into his already sopping panties.

He rather enjoyed being pushed around and posed by the no nonsense Mr Rocco. In his fantasies he often thought of being objectified for the pleasure of others. Indeed, why should women go through so much trouble and effort to look so good if not to be objectified by others?

He and Izzy shared a moment together. Palmer could see she was also getting a kick from the situation. Izzy stepped forward and they both embraced.

“That’s it,” Mr Rocco said. “Girl on girl action!”

The two sissies giggled, thrilled at getting something right at last.

“Right, you dumb cunts, let’s do some lezzie stuff in the bedroom set!”

Giggling the two schoolgirls and followed the burly photographer through the sets. Wow, this was fun!

	  


It turned out the fitting room, in which Palmer had donned the Year Two school uniform, had another set of spaces in various rooms that fanned out from it.

Ditzie opened double doors into a room whose walls ran with endless racks of maid’s outfits. They varied from the obscenely short, like out of a Pornhub video, to floor length. Though most were in black there were other colours including a gorgeous array of pink, shorty maid’s uniforms.

Giggling, Ditzie, said, “I know what you tramps want to try on, but no! Miss Harding wants you in the thigh length skirts.”

Bunny had already picked up a pink outfit with the short-flared skirt. “Aw, can’t we at least try it on?”

Bunny was now kitted out in the matching red tartan outfit of the rest of the girls. Clearly her heartfelt apology had satisfied Miss Harding and appealed to her Daddy.

In a way, Palmer was miffed. He enjoyed being bitchy and superior about her. Now that moment had vanished.

Izzy also held up a short dress, this time in a dark sensuous blue, suitable for a sexy secretary. “Will we get to try it on tomorrow?”

Ditzie laughed. “Silly girl. Like, duh How would I know?”

The three girls laughed in agreement at Ditzie’s point.

“My, my, my. Not changed yet?” Miss Harding and Miss Bourne had arrived with their usual intimidating intensity.

The girls jumped to attention with Bunny and Izzy desperately trying to push the dresses back into position on the racks.

Miss Harding smiled and shook her heads. “Sorry girls I want maid’s dresses that are at least mid thigh. You will have to sit on your slutty cravings,” her smile widened, “for now!”

The sissies giggled and, under Ditzie’s guidance, grabbed the correct size dresses from the racks.

Palmer found himself running his fingers over their satiny finish. He spurted into his panties just thinking about having the dress cling to his skin.

“One further piece of information, that I believe will also make you happy,” Miss Harding announced, “you may wear stockings and suspenders.”

The girls squealed with delight.

“All underwear must be black,” the Head added with a warning glare.

So, within ten minutes all the schoolgirls had been transformed into house maids. Each had elected a tighter, as opposed to a flared skirt part to the dress.

Ogling himself in the mirror, Palmer, turned this way and that, admiring how the dress moulded his curves. More than the appearance, was the sensation of this wonderfully silky, yet body-hugging uniform. The mere presence of suspenders stretching and contracting around his thighs floated his mind away in a dreamy pleasurable state.

His heels and stockings complimented his legs. He closed his eyes, sighing with arousal. His beaming face grew more concerned when he reopened his eyes. There on the mirror was a little smudge, right where people could see it!

He was a maid now and so needed to deal with anything that wasn’t totally clean, else he would be a failure as a maid. Should he mention the offending mark to Miss Harding?

Palmer was vaguely aware of how the smudge bothered him in a way no mark had ever before done in his entire life. It seemed to be taunting him.

Izzy said, “Please Miss Harding, look, the dresses aren’t neatly on their hangers. Please may I sort them out?”

Miss Harding and Miss Bourne exchanged superior, knowing glances and grinned.

“Of course you may, Izzy. And indeed girls, as maids, if you see something out of place, be sure to be good maids and correct it.”

A disturbed Izzy gazed around the room, “Oh thank you Miss Harding. Look at the corsets on the shelf! May I tidy them before someone sees?”

“Indeed Izzy,” Miss Harding said.

At last Palmer thought, he could point out the mark! He said, “Please Miss Harding, there is a mark on the mirror!”

Palmer could no longer contain his horror at the upsetting splodge.

“Excellent Suzie,” the Head said. “Why not look in the cupboards for cleaning materials for glass. And then see if there are any for floor cleaning. Look at the state of the carpets and lino.”

Thrilled to be upholding her maidly duties Palmer set about his chore using glass wipes on the mirror. Gratifyingly the smear vanished, and the glass soon glittered with brilliance under the lights.

Meanwhile Bunny was sweeping the floors with a determined energy none of the girls had noticed before. Usually Bunny was glum and self pitying, but now she appeared revitalised.

Yet, Palmer didn’t understand why Miss Harding and Miss Bourne were laughing so much. They were pointing at the girls as they set about their tasks, ribbing each other as if the scene was hilarious.

Palmer felt he should find their manner annoying, but obviously, he didn’t want to waste too much time thinking when there was further work to be performed. The handles on the doors were greasy and the skirting boards were peppered with dust.

Miss Harding revelled in the dumb bitches following their hypnotic suggestions for as long as she could, before clapping her hands. “Very good girls. I am sure that had your Daddies been present they would have patted your bottoms as a reward.”

The girls giggled. By now Palmer wore a pair of yellow rubber cleaning gloves. He was loathe to remove them as he had not yet started on the grimy windows. How could no one else see the dirt on the panes?

“OK, chop chop. Maid’s uniforms off and let’s go to the secretary cupboard. I’m sure you will simply love what’s in store there too.”

The girls speedily stripped off their beloved maids dresses.

As soon as Palmer’s maid’s dress lay about his heeled feet, he felt a tingling concern in his tummy. Standing in his corset, heels and panties he pondered the now sparklingly clean glass of the mirror, and the small area of skirting boards he had scoured. It had been so bizarre. When had he ever been so concerned at a bit of dust about the place? Izzy and Bunny had worked wonders in tidying up the maid’s room, yet it hadn’t struck him as messy before. He could see a difference in how tidy it had become, but why were they so concerned about cleaning it?

And why did the Head and Miss Bourne find it all so amusing?

Once they were in another large space, off the fitting room, looking through the secretary outfits, Palmer’s apprehension dissipated leaving a longing to be quickly dressed as a neat efficient secretary. Oh, the outfits!

Palmer found himself in a dreamy mid-thigh length, white skirt and matching crisp white blouse with a pussy cat bow. He was still wearing the black stockings and heels.

Izzy wore a black, incredibly short dress and Bunny a red one, slightly fuller, to allow for her figure.

The sissies were then led by a laughing Miss Harding and Miss Bourne to the photography studio, and a number of office sets.

Izzy giggled and immediately plonked herself on the desk corner, legs crossed.

Suddenly Palmer had a deep longing that needed to be satisfied. He was a secretary so he needed to perform as one, else he would be a failure.

Fortunately, there was a pad and pen on one of the desks, so he grabbed them and posed before Miss Harding, as if ready to take dictation.

Izzy crawled on all fours beneath a desk, and said, with her face as red as a beetroot, “Please Miss Harding, I was just making sure I would fit.”

“Clever secretary,” Miss Harding laughed. “Honestly, you three are complete dumb sluts.”

Miss Bourne laughed too, “Not complete yet, Miss Harding. I can’t wait for the next couple of Fridays. See how they all develop.”

“My, my,” Miss Harding said, “Oh yes. And just think, Miss Bourne, how their Daddies will react when they see them performing their tasks so diligently. Aren’t they a picture?”

Miss Bourne’s face grew mean, “Indeed, Miss Harding, and their Mistress Mummies. These silly girl’s lives will never be the same again.”

Miss Harding nodded, thoughtfully, “Never, never the same again.”

At that point, mysteriously, the two women laughed like witches.

Palmer was bewildered at the actions of the Head and her assistant, but he was no longer so intent on leaving this mad place. Amongst the humiliation and pain, there was so much fun to be had, that he was now pleased his Daddy had made him sign up for the second week.

Indeed, when he pulled on his schoolgirl uniform he mused over the idea that Daddies know best. It was one of the first Third Year girls who’d said something like, “… the teachers know best. And Daddy knows best of all.” He suddenly realised the truth of that.

He clearly had to pay close attention to what Ryker and his Mistress Mummy were saying to him. Yes, Daddy knows best.

	  


Sitting in the child seat of Ryker’s large Audi saloon, Palmer felt Katie snap the seat belt tight about his schoolgirl uniform.

Running her fingers through his curls, she beamed. “Oh, that hair style. You always look so gorgeous!”

Palmer smiled, “Thank you Mistress Mummy.”

“Your Daddy, says you can go home without your hands being cuffed today.”

Palmer was surprised.

Katie continued, “But you must behave. You know what your Daddy is like. So be extra good.”

As Katie closed the rear door, through the window, Palmer could see Ryker chatting to Miss Harding in the playground. He towered over the school’s Head, with his long coat somehow making him appear like a giant. Miss Harding was shaking her head at something he had said.

For a brief moment, Palmer wondered what they were talking about, but then reasoned that it was of no concern to him. He was a schoolgirl and as such should have little interest in the discussions of adults. Probably be boring anyway.

Katie climbed into the front seat, closed the door and turned around, pushing back her long blonde hair from one of her cheeks, so that it hooked behind her ear. She said, “So what did you get up today. Were you naughty?”

Thinking for a moment, Palmer shook his head. “I don’t think so Mistress Mummy.” His face brightened, “Oh, we tried on the uniforms for the weekend.” He closed his eyes as his smile became wistful. “They were so dreamy.”

Outside in the evening chill, the air threatened rain.

Ryker was concerned. “Listen, it’s Friday. Last night, the dumb sissy was still going on about avoiding next week’s schooling.”

Miss Harding gathered together as much patience as she could. The Daddies were always impetuous. If developments didn’t occur immediately, they would kick off.

“Mr Harris. Please be assured that everything is running quietly along in the right direction. Sissies are always a little skittish in their first week. You should have seen Bunny this morning.” She shook her head in dismay, but then collected herself. “A fantasy of losing control maybe exciting, but the actuality will be terrifying to them.” She paused, grinned, and said, “At first.”

Ryker pulled a face, he wasn’t convinced.

Speaking with confidence, Miss Harding said, “Suzie had a very rewarding day today.”

“Yeh? Well right now, I think she can still squirm out of it and then all my money’s been pissed up against the walls of this place.”

“Mr Harris,” she said with patient dignity, despite his insults of her school and teaching methods, “we haven’t failed you yet, have we? In fact, in the last two years we have converted into this lifestyle every sissy you kindly brought to our little educational establishment. None have returned to their former selves.”

Ryker glanced at the car in which Suzie was jabbering inanely to his former wife and smiled. “I guess there’s some evidence for that.”

“Our behavioural conditioning is second to none, Mr Harris.” The Head continued. “By ensuring a totally immersive environment, both in the school and in their homes, the dumb sissies are enticed, slowly and deliberately into their new selves. Suzie is just in the appropriate place for her schooling.” She chuckled malevolently. “You’d have loved seeing her in her maid’s uniform for the first time today. It was a scream.”

He nodded. “Oh yeh, that’s always hilarious.” He laughed, “I remember my previous sissies.”

“Exactly Mr Harris. And just think, your poor little Suzie has the major changes of the second week to face. Always traumatic for their vacant sissy brains,” she studied his reaction, “as you will recall from your previous sissies.”

He nodded, looked back at his car where his sexy lover was still prattling with the dumb fuck. “Yeh. We just need to get her to that point. I’ll drop her off tomorrow morning for the maid’s course.”

Miss Harris nodded. “And the secretary course on Sunday too. You have the outfits?”

“I guess,” he said walking back to the car.

What a rude, difficult man, Miss Harris thought. She took in a laughing Suzie, strapped into the child seat and her eyes narrowed. But what better Daddy to keep the silly sissy in her place while the school ‘educated’ her? Especially in the difficult second week.

	  


Though Palmer sought to behave himself all the way home, not least by not speaking unless he was spoken to, nevertheless, once on the drive of the house, Ryker made a big performance about attaching the leash to Palmer’s collar.

Katie watched, smiling sympathetically at her husband, but offered no protests.

So unfair! Palmer thought. Why the leash when he hadn’t been naughty?

So it was, that even in the hallway he was held tightly on the leash.

“Take my coat off like a good girl. And hang it up,” Ryker barked.

“Yes Daddy.”

Reaching up, Palmer carefully pulled the coat from Ryker’s firm shoulders and, stretching the leash to its choking limit, was able to wrap it around a hanger in the coat cupboard.

Surely Palmer would have a reward now! Maybe being allowed to stay up late?

Instead Ryker’s mood darkened further. “Your Miss Harding tells me it took you 5 attempts to master getting off a guy’s lap today.”

Palmer swallowed, staring at the carpet.

Katie said, “You really must try harder.”

This was too much. Palmer clenched his fists and kept his voice as calm as he could, though he knew there was a tremor in his words.

He said to Katie, “Please Mistress Mummy, I actually mastered it quite quickly. And it isn’t easy. We were only shown it once. Bunny was worse than me. And I’d never done it before.”

Katie smiled and flushed. “Quiet! Silly girl. Miss Harris and your Daddy are trying to support you. All this mindless babbling doesn’t help you at all.” She turned to Ryker. “Sorry about her conduct. I guess she’s over excited after coming home from school, you know, with her maid’s course tomorrow.”

Ryker growled, “If the dumb slut wants to go to that maid’s course then she’d better mend her fucking ways.” He tugged Palmer’s leash into his office as one might haul a recalcitrant puppy. “Get your fat arse in here.”

“I’m sorry Daddy. Really” Palmer was beside himself with fear.

“Shut it,” Ryker said. “Katie fetch me the paddle from the desk.”

Katie obeyed saying, “I’m sure she didn’t mean to be so dumb and lippy, Sir.”

Sir? Palmer’s plucked and shaped eyebrows fell together in a vee shape. Eh? Lippy?

“You’re too soft on her,” Ryker said to Katie. “You’ve heard what can happen on your own courses.”

Courses? What was going on? What were these courses Katie was attending? On what?

Palmer’s wife duly delivered the paddle to her lover, and stood back, grimacing at her husband, as if to say ‘sorry’.

Plonking himself on a hardback chair, Ryker wrapped the leash handle around his palm a few times, drawing the nervous schoolgirl closer to him. “So, let’s see how much you remember from your lessons on being spanked!”

On cue, anxiety drove all the thoughts from Palmer’s brain, leaving him confused and bewildered. What was his first act? How did he mount the lap of a man?

“Dumb bitch,” were Ryker’s words as he used the leash to tug the alarmed schoolgirl down over his knee.

Palmer lay there, still and obedient, finally recalling his lessons.

He felt two hefty hands grip his hips through his short skirt and jog him further over, just as happened in school. So yet again he was over a man’s lap, with his two palms on the floor ahead of him. But this time it was the lap of his wife’s Bull. He felt shame overwhelm his senses.

Then horror! His lesson returned to him in a flash. This would end with him sliding down from Ryker’s lap, but keeping his palms on his body until he knelt before him. Then he needed to thank the man for punishing him. Worse, the gratitude had to be genuine. All before his wife!

Perhaps Ryker would let him off his humiliation, be satisfied with merely spanking him.

Feeling his short skirt pulled up, Palmer didn’t have long to wait to know if Ryker was going to pull his tights and panties clear of his buttocks! Both were yanked mercilessly down to his thighs, exposing his permanently sore bottom.

Palmer groaned. “Please Daddy, I’m so sorry.”

Katie crouched beside her miserable husband’s face and kissed his nose. She ran her fingers through his blonde curls. “Aw. Be brave little Suzie. Your Daddy always knows best.”

‘Daddy knows best’, chimed with Palmer and at that point he felt deeply close to his wife, with whom he clearly saw eye to eye. They understood things that Ryker didn’t.

And the beating started.

By now Palmer knew that what would begin as being bearable would at some stage become unbearable. It was no longer worth holding back the tears or the pleading. Both would arrive eventually. Obviously, he didn’t wish to either cry nor plead before his wife Katie, yet, all seemed inevitable.

Thus, after a mere four blows, Palmer began his beseeching, “Please Sir, no. Owch. Please. I beg you. I promise to behave.”

And as ever the blows continued without a pause.

Finally, the punishment stopped. The world became silent, save for the heavy breathing of all three in that room.

“Get off,” Ryker commanded.

Palmer closed his eyes. Did Ryker really want him to follow the instructions from the school about moving off a man’s lap, with his hands on the man’s body, until he was on his knees before the punisher?

“I said off!”

“Quickly,” said Katie, “Don’t be a brat.”

Palmer edged back a few inches and then slid down slowly from his tormentor’s lap. He let his hands lightly touch Ryker’s suited body at all times. It was only when he reached his knees that he saw the tell-tale thick bulge in Ryker’s pants. Jesus! How big was he? It appeared massive, even when being restrained by the pants.

Palmer kept his hands on the thighs of Ryker, just above the knees, as he had been taught and cautiously glanced up to see if his Daddy agreed that he was being well behaved.

The hunky Bull locked eyes with Palmer’s wife. Palmer knew that look.

As expected, Ryker said to Palmer, “OK. Dismissed. Get your fat arse up to your bedroom. You got homework. Do it!”

Wanting to say something to Katie he realised she was, at that moment, totally besotted with her lover. Her half-closed eyes, her parted pink lips, her heavy breathing revealed by her chest, all indicated her wanton desire for her lover.

Infuriating! Palmer fled, taking his sore bottom upstairs to the nursery. Whilst lying on the bed, crying and sulking he didn’t hear any doors from downstairs. Obviously, Ryker’s huge penis was screwing his wife in his former office.

Worse, when he finally opened his homework on the pc, he clenched his little fists and shook them hard.

The screen read: High Wood Lyceum of Improvement. Homework.  Friday. Year One. Izzy, Suzie and Bunny.

Read the sentences at the bottom of the page carefully, and insert words from the list below to demonstrate how you would say these sentences:

List:

Literally.

I mean I was like, literally …

And I was like

And he was like

And they were like

Basically.

I mean Basically …

O.M.G

Oh MY God.

Whoopsies

Totally.

Seriously.

Duh!

I know, right.

Whatever.

Like, forever.

Sentences:

	I’m going to the cinema with my boyfriend tonight. 
	I have to stay in because I need to finish my homework. 
	Mistress Mummy is kind and understanding. 
	My Daddy is always right. 
	I must listen carefully to any instructions from adults. 
	Who wants to be smart and boring when you can be dumb and interesting? 
	Pleats in skirts must be ironed the night before wearing. 
	It’s ok to be bitchy about other females. 
	Thighs should always be displayed. 
	I adore my school and its teachers. 


The next stage was to say out loud the newly formed sentences with the additional words. Each line had to be announced three times.

So, Palmer sat with his sore bottom bruisingly on the unforgiving stool, dutifully completed his homework while he knew his Mistress Mummy were engaged in energetic sex with His Daddy’s huge cock.

When he finished his homework, Palmer stood up, clenched his fists and said out loud. “It’s like, so unfair. Totally! I so hate that.”

He then lay on the bed, pillow between his thighs, running his phone through its Lock software. Oh my! Those very words, Owner R Harris, sent him into a frisson of excitement. The endless display of the words ‘locked’ ‘no options for wearer’, made him rub the pillow so hard he gasped and writhed like a mindless animal.

	  


Palmer awoke with the pillow soothingly pressed between his legs, his mind in a woozy, dreamy state.

Wearing her silky, pink night gown, decorated with green flowers, Katie was crouched right next to him. He wondered how long she had been there, studying him.

She smiled, dreamily and stroked his hair, “I didn’t mean to wake you.”

He sat up, resting on his arm. He was still in his school uniform and had to pull the little skirt down to modestly cover himself. It was only then he realised the tell-tale pillow was stuck between his thighs. He tugged it out quickly, shamefully unable to even look at Katie.

Delicately settling on the bed next to him, running her fingers down his cheek, she spoke softly to him, “It’s ok honey. I understand”

A kiss on his nose reassured him and under the pressure of her hand on his chest he lay back. She snuggled up to him, resting his curly head in the crook of her arm, so he had to look up at her. He was relieved she politely avoided mentioning the pillow that had been locked between his thighs.

“I’ve done my homework!” Palmer quickly said, lest she felt he’d been naughty.

She laughed gently, “Stop panicking. Your Daddy told me that. Don’t forget he takes the time to monitor your every move. He’s always keeping an eye on you.”

Palmer groaned. Katie spoke about her lover as if he were supporting Palmer! It was so easy to forget Ryker checked everything he did and was probably even watching him chatting to his own wife. He needed to bring it all to an end, but at that moment, cuddled up to his wife, in his Year Two uniform, he felt absent mindedly content. Maybe tomorrow, he thought. Then added in his mind, after the maid’s lessons. Duh! So tomorrow night. No! After the secretary lessons on Sunday. He smiled to himself, ‘I mean honestly, what am I like, forgetting that. Duh.’

“I mean, I’m like, wishing Daddy wouldn’t beat me all the time.” There he’d said something powerful and positive. He’d stood up for himself.

As soon as Katie glared down at him, Palmer regretted his courage. He felt himself shrivel up in her protective arms.

“Then try behaving!”

She laughed at him flinching. Jesus, he was so cute!

“Yes, Mistress Mummy,” He said sullenly. O.M.G.. Why couldn’t his Mistress Mummy understand?

“I mean honestly, you wanted this,” she said, “You discussed it with your Daddy. You signed up for it. Your Daddy and I are working hard to make it all happen. That’s all. Nothing to pout about.”

“Well, thank you Mistress Mummy, but,” he paused. Everything he said seemed to backfire. As soon as words left his mouth, he ended up being punished or being corrected. It was so disturbing. The entire situation made him cautious - even to speak.

His wife’s voice hardened. “But what girl? Be a big girl and say it.”

“Can I have the chastity off. I mean just for five minutes. It won’t take long.”

She grinned at him. “Five seconds probably! You never lasted five minutes in bed! Think your performances could be measured in nano seconds.”

Then he really pouted. His wife was being so mean and unfair. He knew he was on a hair trigger when having sex, cumming way before Katie had even relaxed. She frequently asked him to finger her for satisfaction after he’d finished.

“Doesn’t Daddy ever just,” he thought for the correct words, “you know, explode sometimes?”

She shook her head, smirking at his foolishness. “No, no, no, no. The guy has complete control. He can go for hours if he wants.” She stared off into space with a wistful smile. “And can reload, as he crudely puts it, in minutes.”

Noticing his concerned expression, she stroked the curls back from his face. “Aw. You look so bewildered and defeated.” She giggled. “And so, so adorable. I could eat you all up.”

“Do you think you could ask Daddy to unlock it …”

Katie wrinkled her nose. “Oh hush. Your Daddy is so busy right now. Remember, as well as his own work, taking charge of you, he is also head of the household.”

“Head of the Household?”

“Don’t look so shocked. Silly. Yes of course.  I am Mistress of the Household. Of course. But I need a man. Women need men. Miss Allegra Grainger can explain it a whole lot better than me.” She laughed. “You’re not the only one who gets homework!”

“Who’s Allegra Grainger?”

Katie looked waspishly at him, “Miss Grainger to you, don’t you think?”

Resisting an inclination to roll his eyes, Palmer said, “Yes, of course, who is Miss Grainger.”

Glancing back at the door, Katie put her finger to her pink lips and said, “Shhhh. You have your teachers and I have mine.”

“I so don’t understand.”

Katie laughed. “I know. Aren’t you delectable? That’s the point. You are so immersed. You truly are a lost little girl. The school has perfected its courses over the years. So it knows what it’s doing.”

“But Mistress Mummy, what do you learn? You know, on your course.”

“How to be a Mistress of course. Allegra says all women are submissive to strong guys but have a need to be Mistresses of their own homes. There’s a lot more to it. And every day finishes with this guy taking us on a guided imagery walk along a beach …”

Palmer sat up, pulling himself out of her arms. “Mr Bridges!”

“Well, we call him Tom, obviously. But yes, Tom Bridges. Makes all feel ever so relaxed at the end of the lessons. I know he does the same for you every morning too.”

Palmer’s eyes opened wide. Katie has lessons at the school? Too many questions tormented his mind, like high speed traffic travelling so fast you couldn’t spot a single car.

“You, like, literally do the guided imagery thingee?” Palmer asked.

“Oh yes.” She closed her eyes and smiled. “And I feel so wonderful afterwards. Like having a jolt of electricity. I feel so powerful. I just know I can run this household. Lie back, babes” She cuddled closer to Palmer, feeling his warm softness. “And I just can’t wait to keep you in your place!”

Palmer’s mind continued to circle, but he just couldn’t get a grip. It didn’t help that much of his brain was pleading with him to drag the pillow back between his legs. “Mistress Mummy, what do they teach you? I mean …”

She placed a finger on his lips. “Hush now. One thing they teach us right from the start, is not to let any silly little brats like you make demands. Your needs must be totally ignored. Hence total immersion. Isn’t it ingenious? You become locked into your own fantasy. It would take Mrs Grainger to explain it all to you better than me. So you be a good girl and stop asking silly questions you are not permitted to ask. And you wouldn’t understand the answers anyway.”

Her tone was so determined that he immediately fell silent, nestling back in the security of her arms. When Ryker originally mentioned the sissy school, he didn’t once mention courses for Katie in becoming Mistress of the House and learn to be dominant over him. The thought of his wife, who for years had hated even play acting being dominant, now being taught to be authoritarian, excited him.

His little dick tried its futile attempt to grow erect in its tiny chastity container remotely locked. He was both horny yet disturbed. Shouldn’t he have some control in all this?

Katie manoeuvred her body over that of her girl’s, kicking apart his legs so that her pussy rested on the small raised section of his chastity device.

“Bounce Suzie. Please me,” she said hoarsely.

… and compliantly, he did.

	  


Ryker listened to the phone ringing in his earpiece, while on the big screen in his office, he watched Katie ride herself to screaming orgasm on her cuckold husband.

Miss Harding answered, “Ah, Mr Harris. Now, how are you?”

“Better,” Ryker said, zooming in on the image on the screen. It was near enough girl on girl sex, his second favourite fetish after dominance. 

“So, dare I ask if Suzie is complying fully with her programming?” Miss Harding asked.

He chuckled. “Yeh, you could say that. You’ll be happy enough with her homework that’s for sure.”

“I’m glad to hear it. I see you have paid for the Second Year course, next week. Excellent. There’s no coming back from that. Your little girl will be well and truly locked down.”

Ryker said, “Yeh.” But his attention was on the pulsating action taking place in the nursery.

Katie’s back was arched, her eyes closed and her mouth wide open. He thought of ramming his cock into her mouth hole and his dick instantly hardened fully in his pants.

Miss Harding sounded hesitant, as she carefully lined up her next remark. “Well, perhaps now is a good time to book Suzie in for the all-important Third Year ...” Her words trailed off, inviting him to reply.

Ryker tapped the mouse button to enlarge the image, just as Katie forced wide the legs of her husband and accelerated her grinding of his groin.

“Well, I’m sorta busy here right now,” he double checked the hard drive record light was on. It was. “But, yeh, let’s go for broke. Nail the dumb sissy down.”

“Exactly,” Miss Harris said. “We wouldn’t want the silly slut to be thinking there was any door marked exit, would we?”

Ryker chuckled, feeling good and relaxed. “Yup. I gather Ditzie’s a real success.”

“All our girls are Mr Harris.” She paused, with Ryker was too engrossed in the screen images to prompt her. At last she said, “Your Ditzie was a bit of a problem when you first brought her here. Do you remember? She wouldn’t do her homework.” She chuckled meanly, “Stupid bitch.”

Ryker nodded. “Oh, yeh and her Mistress Mummy was so hesitant about the whole scheme. She soon came round when her house was so immaculate it looked like a show room.” He rubbed his erection through the material of his trousers. “Now she was a good fuck.”

Miss Harding sniffed at the uncouth language. “Indeed, I’m sure. But Ditzie is an excellent example of our good work here. I gather, her Mistress Mummy loans her out to other women.”

“Yeh, you should pay me commission on all the dumb fucks I bring you.”

“I suspect you feel you get your money’s worth, Mr Harris.”

On the display screen, Katie had wriggled herself up so her pussy rested on the mouth of her sissy husband, still in his school girl attire. She released her pink dress and bounced energetically on his face. Her exquisite tits bobbing with her action.

That bitch needs some, Ryker thought. He said into the phone, “And Katie? Shall we say a further week’s course with Miss Grainger?”

“At least a week. Definitely! I gather Katie is making solid progress?”

“Yeh,” he laughed. “She’s really making sure Suzie knows her place. It’s hysterical,” he paused for a moment at the antics being streamed to his computer. “You should see her now. Your Miss Grainger would be proud.”

“Excellent Mr Harris. Thank you for letting me know. I shall see you tomorrow when you deliver Suzie to her maid’s lessons. Oh, be sure to check she is wearing her mid-thigh skirt maid’s outfit. I know what these sluts will choose when left to their own devices.”

“Yeh, sure.” Ryker said, hanging up, though he’d leave details like Suzie’s outfit to Katie. He had better things to do with his time. He unclipped his pants, pulled down his zip and plucked out his hardening boner. Yeh, he was getting his money’s worth all right, though he wouldn’t let that harridan Miss Harding know. She’d increase his fees.

The big test will be making sure Suzie stays the course until the following Friday. The last few days would be tough, but he’d make sure he got yet another sissy past the finishing post. Nail the sissy down, just like all the others. That was always hysterical.

Ryker may have been somewhat more concerned had he been able to read the mind of his current victim.

	  


Katie had satisfied herself on ‘her girl’ and then sought her real man to satisfy.

She kissed her husband on his nose and told him to change for bed.

She brought out of his nightwear drawer, a white baby doll, matching panties, with frills across the bottom and white stockings. “Don’t forget to put on your heels. You know you must sleep in those. Oh, and add a white suspender belt. I know the stockings are hold ups, but a suspender really makes the outfit sing.”

“Yes, Mistress Mummy. Are you going now?”

She laughed. “Oh, don’t look at me like that. Your puppy eyes are making me feel bad. You stay up until nine for being a good girl.”

That’s why, just ten minutes later, wearing his white nightwear and heels, alone in his locked nursery, Palmer sat on his pink bed, feeling troubled.

He fingered his unforgiving metal chastity device as he pondered what he had just heard from Katie, whom he still thought of as his wife.

Katie was having lessons in being a Mistress, in fact THE Mistress of the house. She had certainly grown into her role in just a few days. Yet she didn’t realise that this was just a fantasy, that at some point, obviously after the next week’s schooling, they would revert back to their former roles.

Palmer smiled and rubbed at his crotch through his white frilly panties, he’d be able to wank again one day soon. Once he had ejaculated, he could think clearly and free his mind of this pink fog that enveloped his thoughts.

Obviously, he was looking forward to the Maid’s and Secretary’s days, so he wouldn’t rock the boat before those were completed. But next week he would have to assert himself. Make it clear that the game was over. After all, they couldn’t all go on like this forever. Could they? They would have to return to the real world eventually.

He pulled the pillow down between his naked legs, snuggled up and picked up his phone from the bedside cabinet. He made his way to the LOCK App and opened it. As soon as he saw ‘Owner: Mr Harris’, his insides melted away into a dreamy arousal. He began his edging, finding a pleasure in those actions he could never recall from any ejaculation he’d experienced.

The end
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