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The day began just as easily as any other. Thinking back to the first time that I found myself at an auction, I was thrilled about it.  By now, however, I had been through so many that the normalcy of the occurrence made it feel quite monotonous.

I had been at the academy now for over a hundred days. It had been several months since I had worn any clothes, and so the whole being around people in just a lacey extra small thong no longer phased me in the slightest. I even found it quite easy to stay relaxed as prospective buyers waltzed around me, grabbing whichever body part they pleased. Mostly my limp dick.

I had even grown accustomed to the inevitable punishments that came after. You see, at the academy all the sissies in training were forbidden from becoming erect. Most of the time that wasn’t a problem. However, occasionally one of the buyers would decide to entertain themselves by doing this to try and arouse the sissies in training, knowing full well that they were setting them up for a harsh punishment. 


I had seen it happen on my first time being at an auction. Thankfully it wasn’t to me, but rather the next sissy in line besides me. The woman was a foot taller than him, with flowing blond hair, and was being escorted by one of the academy instructors. 

“You see,” said the instructor, “their limp dicks haven’t seen any action in so long that it’s a wonder they haven’t fallen off. None of them have been hard in ages. Go ahead and see for yourself if you don’t believe me.

Without needing any more prompting, the buyer walked over to this sissy beside me and began massaging away at his cock. I tried my best to peer through the corner of my eye without being too conspicuous. True to the instructors words, his cock stayed just as limp and pathetic as it had always been. The instructor watched the scene before her unfold with a beaming smile on her face.

The woman, seemingly content, withdrew her hands. Only instead of continuing on with the auction, she put her middle finger in her mouth and walked behind the sissy in training.

I didn’t see her put her finger in his ass. I only heard the sudden intake of breath from the sissy. I felt a pit form in my stomach as I knew that he was already in for a punishment.

We stayed like that in silence, until slowly but surely his tiny cock grew to its meager erection. The instructor, though polite, was clearly masking her anger that the sissy had failed the academy. The woman was shuffled off and we both spent the the remaining time at the auction in an uncomortable silence, knowing that his punishment was immenent. Later that night I saw him return to the dorm, walking awkardly like a penguin. It wasn’t until later I learned that he had been given a 1 liter enema and told that he was expected to produce the entire liter in the morning. If at any point he fell asleep and expelled the water, the process would start again the following night. That was last month, and he still hasn’t completed his punishment. I know i should feel bad for him, but that is simply what happens when you disobey the instructors here.


The only part about the whole thing that I could never quite get myself used to was that I never knew what to do with my face. I didn't want to look too desperate of course, but I didn't want to look as if I was trying too hard, either. Most of all, I didn't want my eyes to betray the look of sadness I felt when the buyer inevitably turned away and brought his attention to another Sissy In Training.

As you may have noticed, my life isn't exactly what you might call typical. I'm Jess. Not Jessica, Jess. I'm 19, and I’m one of the many  sissies in training here at the Sissy Academy.

The deal was simple. Two years of service to a buyer and my college tuition would be paid for in full, no questions asked. I'm talking about rent, food, books, the whole goddamn kit, and caboodle. I know this because I read over the contract myself, every last word of the fifty-two pages of text as small as salamander toes. I even paid a lawyer to take a glance at it, just to make sure everything was legit. Sure enough, Ironclad in legal print was the promise that if I spent two years in service as a sissy, college would be on them.

I found out about the program the same way that most people my age find out about things; through the internet. I was on one of my many searches looking for any sort of scholarship program that might help me out, when in the corner of one of the sites sat a small ad, no larger than a postage stamp on my screen that indicated that there was a company out there that was offering to pay tuition in full.

Needless to say, I was quite suspicious of the offer, as I was about anything that seemed too good to be true. However, my curiosity got the best of me and I clicked on it anyway, being taken to their website. Within just a few minutes, my mind was completely blown. I mean, there's always some weird undiscovered corner of the internet to stumble upon, but this was an introduction to a world that I simply could never have thought existed.

I did my best to do some due diligence about the company, and it didn't take much digging around at all until I discovered that the company itself had been founded by the trillionaire  Sophia Peggingrod, somebody whom I had never heard of before then. Knowing that this company was funded by somebody with such deep pockets certainly made the whole thing make a lot more sense, as well as made me feel better about the odds of this thing actually being legit. I guess that when you're born into a family that has that much money, you can do whatever you want, and what  Sophia wanted to do was create the perfect sissy. At the time I didn't even know really know what a sissy was, but I didn't care. For now, I just wanted to know if this company was even legit or not, and at least so far it seemed to be.

They had plenty of pictures of women who had gone through with the program, smiling in pictures with their diploma in hand, assumedly having been paid for all by the Peggingrod corporation. Whether or not the women in those pictures were actually real or paid actors had yet to be determined. Still though, I felt as if I had at least seen enough to justify at least filling out the form.

Now, I have filled out many resumes in my day, but their application form was unlike anything that I had ever seen before. First on the list was my weight and height, as well as my hip measurements. I was quite perplexed at why it was that they needed to know all of the information about me, but I continued to fill out the form on the page regardless.

It wasn't any longer than 48 hours after I originally sent in my application that a response from them popped up in my email. Eagerly clicking on it, I voraciously read through there response, until at the very bottom of the text it informed me that I had been accepted. Checking the attachments, I saw that there was a PDF attached, and to my surprise when I clicked on it I was presented with a one-way first-class plane ticket, scheduled for tomorrow. It all seemed to surreal to be true, but when I looked up the flight itinerary I saw that everything that they had sent me checked out. It looked like I was flying first class all the way to the other side of the Country, to Los Angeles.

Looking back at my old life now, it almost seemed more like a dream than it did a reality that I have ever lived through. Everything about who I thought I was had been changed, stripped away from me as soon as I arrived on the premises. How foolish I was to have ever thought that I would be able to return to the life that I had left behind.

When I first arrived I was confused when the person who went to take my luggage away never seemed to give it back. Later I would learn that this was because I was no longer permitted to own items.

When I finally would be chosen by a buyer to be their sissy, that's when my two years of servitude would officially start, meaning right now I was doing little more than simply biding my time. I tried not to think about what would happen to me if nobody ever picked me, and I spent the rest of my days waiting for an  Mistress who never came. The prospect of it seemed almost too terrible to even think about, so I did my best to quell my anxious thoughts.

I didn't know what the problem was. Since I had arrived, I tried my best to do everything right, to do everything the way that the instructors taught us. It wasn't like I had much of a choice, after all. The punishment for not behaving was always swift, and often severe. I understood why they had to be so strict, the expectations on us were high and stringent, and so it was in our best interest to be disciplined as they say fit. Or that's what they told us, at least.

I had been pretty lucky in avoiding the harsher disciplines. Luckier than some of the other Sissies In Training, at least. I still remember my first week here at the academy, when a girl chose to talk back to one of the instructors and they decided to make an example out of her. Thy crowded all of us together and watched as two instructors spanked her without mercy until tears streamed from the corners of her eyes and she begged for mercy. Her bottom was as red as a cherry by the time they finally relented. As soon as I saw that, I realized that it was definitely in my best interest to always do exactly as I was told and try my best to be the perfect sissy.

As it turned out,  sissy training was far more intense than anybody could have ever have guessed. here were often competitions between the other Sissies In Training, like fashion shows where we would be rated by instructors. The winner would be rewarded with special privileges like a soft extra pillow, and whomever was unfortunate enough to get last place would be subject to discipline and humiliation however the instructors saw fit.

I had only been the  last Sissy In Training once, and it was a mistake that I have no intention of ever repeating. I was given a pair of heavy nipples clamps, and told to continue for another lap. I begged and pleaded with the instructor, which was a foolish mistake that I should have known better than to make. This, of course, did nothing but make my situation far worse than it was already, as he grabbed the nipple clamps, which were attached to one another from a chain. I could tell that I had angered  her with my flippancy when she told me my rightful punishment, and now she was thinking of just exactly what it was that he was going to do to me to put me in my place. To my horror, I saw  her reach for the carabiner clipped on his belt that held the keys to various rooms in the Sissy Academy. With no warning, she jerked down on the nipple clamps so that I had no choice but to bend my body all the way over, lest my nipples get ripped clean off. She attached the nipple clamps to the carabiner, leaving me contorted bent over with his face at my face height.

"Well there, it looks like you could use a bit of a hand with finding the motivation to do one more runway would. Tell you what, I’ll be quick. Why don't you try to keep up with me? You're welcome for the help, next time you decide to run your mouth you can expect me to be right there, waiting to lend you another helping hand."

She said all of this with an evil, devious smile and without another second passing by she started walking at a brisk pace. I was already exhausted by this point, given that we had been walking around the same  runway under bright lights for hours. However, in my current predicament, it wasn't as if I had any choice but to try my best to keep up with her. Any time that I started lagging behind her. the chain was stretched tight and pulled the clamps on my nipple, sending shockwaves of pain radiating all throughout my body. The pain was intense, like nothing else that I had ever felt before. To make matters even worse, all of my fellow sisters were there watching me. Some of them were empathetic, clearly caring for me in my suffering state. Others however basked in laughter at the site of me bent over, yelping helplessly as I tried my best to avoid any more pain on my poor abused nipples.

There was one woman im particular who always seemed to go out of her way to let me know how much she loved watching me suffer. Her name was Alyssa, and she was a straight up bitch. I don't know what made her so mean, but nobody on the Sissy Academy campus enjoyed watching the newcomer get broken in more than her. She seemed to like watching it even more than the instructors, who often made it clear that they were simply doing their jobs in enforcing order and making sure that we were always applying ourselves to be the best Sissies In Training that we could possibly be.

She found me later that night, just to gloat about it. We all slept in an open style barracks, as privacy was a luxury we were not allowed. I was sitting on the bottom bunk, with two ice cubes covering my bruised nipples. This was in the early days, when I was still clinging to something resembling a shred of dignity. When it bothered me to know that everybody had seen me be totally vulnerable and helpless, bent over with my ass in the air and sweat dripping down my forehead.

"Well hello there Jess. How goes it? I meant to tell you earlier, you clearly need to up the amount of squats that you do. With your teeny little ass, as soon as you bent over all anybody could see was your asshole between those two flat pieces of flesh you call ass cheeks. It was pathetic, almost as pathetic was watching you beg for mercy with your nipples about to be ripped off. And now you're what, icing them?"

She said all of this as she walked over to me and grabbed the ice from my hand.

"Hey! Stop it!" I said. The words sounded much more meek than I had wanted them to as they came out of my mouth. I hoped that she didn't notice how flustered I was. I was tired and embarrassed and at that moment wanted nothing more than to be able to relax and get some peaceful sleep before what was sure to be another harsh day of training tomorrow, but it appeared that even that would have been too much to ask.

"I'll tell you what. I'm gonna be nice to you tonight." She said, with an uncharastically charitable smile creeping across her face.

Back then I was still quite naive, and for some reason took her completely seriously. I looked up at her from where I was laying on the bed and said "Really?" with a hopeful gleam in my voice.

"Yes, really."

I breathed in a sigh of relief. Maybe I would get off easy with tonight after all.

"As I'm sure you are more than aware, and sort of food or beverage after hours is strictly forbidden. I know what you're thinking, that I could simply just go tell one of the instructors here that you're still breaking rules, and that you clearly need to re-experience your discipline from earlier in the day, and the message hasn't sunk in, clearly."

"No, please don't," I said, feeling my throat choke up at the horror of the prospect of having to go through those nipple clamps again. I hated being reduced to begging like this, but there was nothing that I could do to help myself. I would have done anything if it meant being able to avoid going through that kind of embarrassing suffering again, even if it was in the name of training to be a good hucow.

"I wasn't planning on it," she continued. "As I said, I'm going to be nice to you today. I'm going to let the evidence of your little transgression melt away. Once that's happened, there's no evidence of you ever having broken any rule, isn't there?"

I breathed a sigh of relief. So maybe she wasn't actually going to tell the instructors here after all, and I would be safe tonight.

"There's just one thing, one little caveat for me. You see, if I leave her and you get caught with contraband, they might come after me, and ask me why I didn't say anything. And you can't really expect me to take the fall for you, can you? So, I think that it's only fair that you make the ice cubes melt in front of me right now. Then we can all go about our merry little way.

I was so confused by everything that was happening. I still couldn't tell if she was being nice to me or fucking with me. I was still so new at the academy, I  hadn't worked out who my friends were and who was just looking for somebody who would be an easy target to take advantage of.

"And, um, how exactly are you proposing that I do that? I could put the ice cube in my mouth." I suggest. Somehow, I didn't think that she was actually going to let me off that easy, but I suppose that it was worth a good old fashioned try.

"Hmm, well that would definitely work. The only problem is that I'm really quite bored. I think that a little entertainment in exchange for not ratting you out is in order, wouldn't you say? She asked all of this in a way that made it totally clear that this was much more of an order than it was a request. The only question now was what was she going to try and make me do for her, and would it be worse or better than whatever the instructor would do to me if I was caught breaking the rules.

"I think that a swell place for you to put this ice cube to make it dissolve lickedy split is in your pussy, don't you agree.?"

My eyes went wide with shock. I just couldn't believe that she was so capable of being sadistic, of finding joy in my pain and shameful suffering, but the amused gleam in her eye told me beyond any shadow of a doubt that she was absolutely loving every second that went by. She was soaking up the confused, vulnerable expression on my face, basking in it. What made it all the worse was knowing that if I wanted to make it through that night without incurring the wrath of the instructors, I was going to have to everything she said.

"I... I have to put both of them in my pussy?" I asked. I was still hopelessly optimistic that perhaps she would only make me do that with one of the ice cubes, that she would spare me the other one. Me running my foolish mouth, however, never seemed to do anything but make my situation worse.

As much as I tried to quell it, I could feel tears forming in the corners of my eyes again. I just hated feeling so helpless, and being made to be at the beck and call of a sadistic bitch like Alyssa. However, I knew that if I tried to fight her I would only make things worse for myself, so I did the only thing that I could. I turned over on my stomach, so that my pert little ass cheeks were presented to her.

She seemed to amuse her a little bit, but a little bit was never enough for her.

"What, you aren't going to put your ass in the air, like you did earlier today? I thought that I had told you how hilarious that was. If you aren't willing to even try to entertain me, I'm more than happy to go grab an instructor right now..."

'No that's alright!" I said, as I hopped to my knees. I'm embarrassed even writing this now, but I was so desperate to earn her good graces that I grabbed a handful of my own ass cheeks and spread myself open to her, splaying myself. This finally seemed to bring a smile to her face, as she knew that I was little more than putty in her fingertips and that there was nothing that I could do about it.

She decided to at least reward me for this last little humiliating gesture by making the punishment that she had chosen for me swift. With the ice cube clenched in her fingertip, she traced the outside of my rosebud with the edges. Out of instinct I felt my asshole tense up, and it was only after she saw that I had clenched my butthole shut that she jammed the cube in, forcing its way up my ass. As if that wasn't bad enough, once the cube itself was in my ass she didn't see fit to stop there. She kept [pressing up and up, pushing the frozen little ball of us further and further up my butt. She didn't stop until her finger was all the way in my butt up to the second knuckle.

I shuddered with my knees buckling beneath me. Her finger was still in my ass, and I had absolutely no idea what to do.

My, it's so warm and cozy in there. Have you taken anything in your asshole before?" She asked. I didn't want her to know that I was still a virgin, let alone played with my ass. I still wanted the other ladies at the Sissy Academy to think of my as experienced, and so I lied.

"Yes, all the time," I said, a voice that I'm sure was not at all believable.f

Sadly, she caught onto my lie, honing in on it.

"Oh really, all the time you say? So what you're telling me is if you like it in the butt. That means you're loving what's happening right now, aren't you?"

I was still in a mental haze from all the strange feelings that she was putting my body through, not to mention the long and exhausting day that I had already had up until that point. For some stupid reason, I decided to give her the honest answer.

"Not at all, Allysa."

As soon as the words came out of my mouth I realized that I had made a grave error. Lesson learned, it's never a good idea to be snarky to the person who currently has a finger in your asshole. She made a sound of mock shock and surprise at the fact that I wasn't loving being humiliated by her, before saying "So tell me then, what's the problem? Am I not doing a good job? I know what the issue must be, you're one of those ladies who only likes having a lot of movement in your ass, aren't you?"

Before I had even had a chance to process anything that she said, she ripped her finger out of my ass, making my knees quake. After a brief pause, she rammed her finger back in, continuing to do this. I grunted, trying and failing to be as quiet as I possibly could. By now several of the other Sissies In Training at the academy had gathered around me to watch the show, a fact that only served to make me feel even more humiliated.

"That's what you like, isn't it? Or do you need two fingers?"

I started to say no, but before I even had a chance to get the word out of my mouth her second finger was in my ass. SHe was fucking my butthole with her fingers without mercy. I finally wised up to what I needed to do to make her stop.

"Yes! I love it! thank you for fucking my butthole it feels so good!"

As soon as I had said this she stopped, slowly pulling her fingers out of my ass.

"That's exactly what I thought. Have fun feeling that ice cube melt, I'll be sure to see you around." She said as she left with a wink.

That was without a doubt the roughest day that I had since I joined the academy. Most days weren't nearly that much of a struggle. For the most part, everything was kind of calm and easy so long as I did everything that was asked of me by the instructors there. I had even managed to make a few friends. After a few weeks, the days started to blend together as my sense of what normal was became totally redefined. It's amazing what one can get used to, given enough time. I got used to the early morning, to the discipline and punishment and physical exhaustion. I got used to showering in front of a bunch of other random women whom I may have never even have spoken to before.

There were only two things that, no matter how many days went by, never seemed to leave me unbothered. The first was the rejection I felt every time that my body and servitude was up for auction, but no potential buyer came to my rescue to whisk me away. The second thing that I could never take in stride was the miserable torment and bullying I received at the hands of Alyssa. I tried as best I could to simply let it go, but day by day I could feel myself fume with anger more. We were supposed to be equal, and yet she always seemed to domineer over me and leave me helpless.

I tried talking to the friends I had made, to see if it would make me feel better, but it was all to no avail. They would simply tell me to try and forget about it, to move on. They would tell me that any day now I would be whisked away by a Mistress, and that Alyssa's torment would be nothing more than a faint memory, fading in the rearview mirror. It felt nice to have people to talk to, but the fact of the matter was that every day that I wasn't being chosen by a buyer, meant another day getting bullied and pushed around by Alyssa. At a certain point, I had decided that I had had enough. If I wanted to make a change, well then I was just going to have to take matters into my own hands.

But what to do? I knew already that my first priority had to be not getting caught by the academy. They like to keep order in their Sissies In Training, and they wouldn't tolerate one hucow sabotaging another if they caught wind of it. Alyssa had always managed to skate by because she had a certain way with some of the instructors at the Sissy Academy. The rumor in the barracks was that she would constantly lick pussy for favors,and I had to admit that that little theory made a lot of sense. It would explain, for instance, why the instructors never seemed to be around or be in earshot whenever she would decide that it was time to torment me again.

The more I thought about it, the more that I realized that if I wanted to win against her, I was going to have to beat her at her own game. She had a way of finding things that she could use against me, so that meant that I needed to find something to use against her.

I knew that if there was ever any evidence of her sucking on the instructors cunts, there would be hell to pay. After all, the academy was founded on discipline, and letting the sissies in training  lick your slit definitely didn't seem like the kind of thing that would promote discipline. That meant that I was going to have to catch her in the act.

It took a lot of patience, day after day of observing her schedule until I knew what she was going to do probably even before she did. I started noticing that she seemed to vanish every day right after lunch was served, and it just so happened that an instructor whom I recognized was never anywhere to be found during this time either. One day when I was feeling particularly brave, I followed her as she snuck away from the mess hall.

The one advantage of being denied all clothing is that you don't have to worry about a shoe making and loud noises when you follow somebody! I had never felt more sneaky in my life! I was half worried that she would be able to hear my heart pounding in my chest, as the adrenaline from the entire situation had my body on the fritz. I had become so accustomed to following every little rule that was put in front of me, that to actually do something against the grain for once set my heart ablaze.

Imagine the sudden shock of joy I felt when sure enough, I saw her pull into a mop closet with none other than the exact instructor whom I had suspected. It seemed too good to be true. Now that I had discovered their little secret, the only question was what to do now? I mean, did I just bust in on them? It wasn't as if we were permitted any cell phones to take pictures or record video with--we weren't allowed to have any property at all. Besides, I had decided that it was in my best interest that the instructor not be made a way of the fact that I knew about their little exchange. It was definitely in my interest to be on all of the instructors' good sides, and I didn't want to give any of them a reason to make my life more difficult than it was already.

Given that I had a little bit of time to kill while I waited outside of the mop closet while they did their business, I decided to position myself beside the door, so that when the inevitably opened the door to leave, I would be out of sight from them. Now that I was in position, there was nothing left to do but wait.

And wait is exactly what I did. Now that I was closer to the door, I could make it the sound of what was happening inside of the mop closet. I'll spare you the details, but let's just say that there were quite a lot of slurping noises, which turned to gagging noises. One thing was for sure, which was that Alyssa was earning every last favor that she got, as it sounded like she was working her heart out. Eventually, the noise subsided, and I knew that it wouldn't be long before they emerged from the mop closet. Sure enough, after the sound of some rustling pants and a belt buckle being done, the door to the closest was opened cautiously. I saw the instructor peak his head out, but of course, he couldn't see me as I was positioned behind the door that had just swung open.

I must say, it was quite a thrill watching an instructor actually be nervous for once. I had become so accustomed to them being our gods here on the Sissy Academy campus, that it was quite nice being reminded that they were, in fact, normal regular people who were afraid of getting caught misbehaving on their job just in the exact same way that I was afraid to be caught misbehaving as a Sissy In Training. Now here I was, somehow with the upper hand. I may have been stripped of all of my personal possessions, my clothes, and every last modicum of my dignity, but I still hard my smarts to rely on.

Having assured herself that the coast was clear, the instructor darted out of the room. As I had suspected, Alyssa waited for a few moments so that the two of them wouldn't be seen in the hallway together. Which was smart, or at least it would have been if it didn't give me the perfect advantage to caught Alyssa off guard.

After a minute or so of the patient waiting, she finally left the closet. As she opened the door, she was greeted with the site of me standing there, with a big smirk on her face. In the space of only a few seconds I saw Alyssa's face contort to match the sudden rush of emotions that she was experiencing; first shock, then anger, then finally her eyes widened as she accepted that she had just been caught red-handed, and by the last person that she would have ever have wanted to be caught by. I didn't even have to say a word, we both knew exactly how fucked she was.

She took a  deep breath and then muttered a quick "OKay. What do you want?"

It suddenly dawned on me that even though I had worked so hard for this moment, I had never actually asked myself the very question that she had just asked me. What did I want from her now that I suddenly found myself in a position of power over her?

"First things first, I want to know what your fucking problem is with me. Ever since I got here you've done nothing but make my life a complete living hell, even though you don't stand to benefit anything from it. We're both equals here, we both have enough things to deal with from the academy itself. Why do you insist on making everything harder than it needs to be for me?"

I could tell that my question caught her off guard. Hell, it even caught me off guard a little bit. It had been so long since I had spoken my mind freely, without fear of retribution that I had forgotten just how good it felt to do so. It felt so good that even though I had made my point, I simply had to go on, to get every last ounce of pressure off of my chest.

"I've never done anything to you! I've never done anything to anybody! And yet for some reason you've always gone so far out of your way to be a complete cunt to me. You're even  licking pussy for favors just so that the instructors will turn a blind eye while you entertain yourself by making me dance for you. So you tell me, just what gives you the fucking right to treat me that way?"

By the time I had finishing talking, my breath was heavy with passionate rage. I could feel all the quelled up emotions that I had had no choice but to bottle finally making their way to the surface, and now that it was all out in the open the silence while I waited for her response was nothing short of deafening.

I could see tears start to well up in the corners of her eyes, and for a brief moment, I almost started to feel myself have pity for her.

"I don't know." she sputtered out, her voice cracking as tears started flowing down the sides of her face."I just wanted everybody here to like me, but when I got here I found out that I didn't really have many friends. Whenever I looked at you, it always seemed like you were surrounded by people that you could talk to. I thought that maybe if I couldn't have people like me, then I could have people be afraid of me instead."

I could feel my sense of anger become diminished as it was replaced with pity. However, that didn't mean I was going to let her get off that easy. After all, this woman had made my life a living hell for months now, you think I was going to totally forget about all of that just over a few quick tears? No way. I was going to forgive her, but I was also going to make sure that she earned every last drop of forgiveness from me.

"Things are going to change, for good. Starting now. For one, no more giving my shit ever. I swear Alyssa if I happen to so much as catch you looking at me the wrong way, there's going to be hell to pay. I have zero issues going to the academy about your little side business that you have going on here. Don't test me."

It felt good beyond words to finally be the one giving orders, instead of the one who was following them. "And another thing" I continued, "I'm tired of waiting for my tits to grow bigger. If my rack was more impressive, then I would be long out of this hell hole of an academy and into my two years of servitude. I'm taking half of your breast supplements from now on.

I saw her eyes go wide with protest. She definitely didn't see this move coming. Me taking her growth hormone meant that she would likelu be stuck in here until I was out. It was the perfect move.

"You can't do that!" She sputtered at me. She was still so very used to always getting her way. Oh well, I knew just how to change that.

I raised my eyebrows at her as if to say "Oh really?"

"Get on your knees," I said, in the most taciturn voice that I could manage.

"Do... what?" She asked. Before the words had even finished coming out of her mouth I grabbed her by the hair and forced her down, her knees hitting the linoleum floor with a loud thud. Alyssa gasped in surprise at the attack. I turned around and lowered my thong.

“Eat it.” I said

"You can't be serious," she said. I guess that she still had not managed to learn her lesson, but that was more than alright with me. It just meant that I was going to get to take this opportunity to teach it to her.

My hand was still gripping the back of her scalp, and so without further hesitation, I loved her face first into my ass. Alyssa was clearly not all expecting it, because her mouth opened with surprise as I forced her head into my crack. This made it all the richer, as she ended up with a mouthful of my booty in her protesting mouth. She clamped her mouth shut.

"Oh no no no, I gave you an order. You're going to open your mouth and lick this  buttholeunless you want me putting my thong back on and walking straight into the academy office." I warned her.

She looked up at me with pathetic, pleading eyes, to which my only response was to look down at my crotch and say "Well? I'm waiting."

Realizing that I had no intention whatsoever of relenting, she slowly opened her pursed lips, and ever so slowly stuck her tongue out. Moving her head slowly forward, she took a nice long lick of my ass. I was so into the power trip of that moment, that I wasn't at all expecting it to feel so good. A little flutter went all throughout my body as her curved tongue made its way across my butthole. Once she had reached the top of my crack, she moved her head back down so that she could do it all again. She was definitely earning it, as she hungrily lapped at my glistening boipussy.

I felt my hands soften their grip on the back of her head. I had expected it to feel good, but she was teaching me things about my body that I never even knew to begin with. I could feel something powerful building between my legs, something that was new and exciting for me. Her tongue worked its way expertly at my hole, as Alyssa hungrily lapped away at me. Unable to help myself, I been grinding my  assinto her face, smearing my  assall over her. She was mine now, it was almost as if I was marking her as my territory.

I could feel the orgasm coming to, it was building inside of my body like a fire slowly growing. My knees become weak, and I outstretched my hands onto the wall behind me. My eyes were closed now, and my mouth open as I soaked in all of the pleasure that was radiating throughout my body. For one brief, beautiful moment, I forget entirely about my life at the academy, about all of the troubles and tribulations I had faced since arriving here. I even forgot about Alyssa, who was eating my pussy as if her entire life depended on it. At that moment, all there was in the entire universe was me and that wonderful feeling growing between my legs.

When I finally came, I surprised myself so much than audible gasp escaped my lips. It was long and powerful, my body convulsing as I sent cascades of my sweet juice onto  the ground beneath me. I finally started feeling as if I was returning to earth as Alyssa removed her head from my cunt, and sat back exhausted from the  booty buffet that she had just gotten to enjoy from me. I made sure to lock eyes with her, to make her know at that moment that she was beneath me. There was a new pecking order in the Sissy Academy from now on, and it all started now.

"Now see? That wasn't so bad, was it?" I asked her in a mocking tone of voice. In truth, she seemed as if she had enjoyed eating my butt almost as much as I had, if that was even possible.

"Promise that you won't tell anybody? Not a single soul?" She asked, pleadingly.

"I promise. I won't tell anybody that I caught your little deal in the act. This time."

Her eyes went wide.

"What exactly do you mean by 'This time'?" she asked.

I gave her a curt glance. "It means exactly what it sounds like, nothing more and nothing less."

Her face went stark. "But I can't stop  getting her off, we have an ongoing deal. If I suddenly have to stop, that'll mean that she'll know that something is up." She explained.

I gave her the most amused reaction that I could muster. "Well, that sounds an awful lot like a problem for you, doesn't it?"

I could see the crushed look in her eyes, as she realized that she was stuck between a rock and a hard place--literally.

I put my hand on her shoulder. "I guess you'll just have to work extra hard to stay on my good side, won't you? You've certainly shown that you know exactly what a lady wants. I trust you to use your best judgment and put your skills to use." I said all of this with a wink. "In the meantime I have to get going, good running into you!"

I smacked her on the ass and began walking down the hallway. I was so elated with myself that I could hardly contain my excitement. I'll admit, there were times when I really didn't know if I had it in me or not. However today I had proven to myself that I was more than capable of handling somebody like Alyssa. Now all I needed to worry about was finishing my sissy training so that I could get the hell out of this place. Hopefully, that would be easier now that I would be getting half of Alyssa's growth formula. With that extra boost, my tits should be full and ready to be milked within the week.

The only bittersweet part of my victory was knowing that I wouldn't be able to tell anyone about it. After all, if everybody knew about Alyssa's little arrangement  getting off the staff here at the Sissy Academy, then I would lose the leverage that I currently had over her. If I wanted to maintain the power that I had, that meant that I needed to keep my mouth shut. But I was more than okay with that, it was enough just knowing that I had finally served that bitch up some justice.

Once I got back to my room, I checked on the calendar to see when the next auction was going to happen. It seemed like my day just couldn't get any more perfect, because the next one was scheduled for just over a week. With the extra boost from Alyssa's growth formula, that meant that my tits should be in tip-top shape by the time that the auction rolled around. Or should I say tit top shape?

The next day simply couldn't come fast enough. I walked into the cafeteria with my face beaming and waltzed right on up to Alyssa sitting by herself at one of the tables.

"Well hello there, pretty lady. Long time no see. I'm sure that you are still plenty full of your big meal yesterday, so I trust that it won't be a problem at all giving me half of your bottle."

As I said all of this I set an empty cup on the table, meant for her to pour half of her formula into.

Even though I could tell that it was the last thing that she wanted to do, she reluctantly poured out half of the glass bottle of formula that we were provided with at every meal.

Even though that satisfied the original requirements of the deal that we had made, it just didn't seem as if it was enough for me.

"You know what? I think that I change my mind.I'm gonna be taking all of it. Every last drop, if you'd be so kind."

She went pale as a ghost. I saw her lip quiver as she fought the impulse to protest. However, as she had learned yesterday I had no issue whatsoever with showing her who the new boss was. If she wanted to say on my good side, that meant that she was going to have to give up all of her formula for however long I said.

Just to prove a point, I thirstily chugged both of our portions of growth formula in front of her, making her watch as I emptied my bottle and cup into my mouth. As soon as I had walked away, I began questioning my choices. The instructors had always warned us against drinking more than the allotted amount of formula. I tried to think back to my orientation, so many months ago, to see if I could remember what it was exactly what they had said.

If I wasn't mistaken, it was something about how if we ended up taking too much, our bodies transformation would be rushed and that it could lead to some "extreme results." Whatever that meant. I shrugged off the concern as nothing, I'm sure that it was fine.  Besides, drinking both of our rations meant that I got to stick it to Alyssa, and that was really what mattered to me anyway.

I did the exact same thing the next day in the cafeteria, as I did the day after that.

I probably would have taken it the day after that as well, if I hadn't woken up in the middle of the night to a strange feeling in my bed. Rolling over while half asleep, I discovered that the mattress that I was laying on was strangely wet. I briefly wondered if I had somehow pissed the bed, but as I sniffed the mattress material I was shocked to discover that it smelled like... milk? Because we all slept in an open Barracks, it wasn't as if I could simply just flip on a light in order to see what was going on. Not wanting to disturb the other sleeping Sissies In Training, I tiptoed out of bed and to the bathroom down the hall, where I would be able to inspect myself properly.

As soon as I walked into the light of the bathroom a gasp escaped from my lips. There was a white, thick creamy fluid dripping from my nipples. Not only that, but it appeared as if my breasts had grown remarkably in size like they had at least doubles. The site was so shocking to me that I had a hard time even believing that it was my own body. Watching myself in the mirror, I reached up and grabbed my swollen tit with my hand. As soon as I applied even the smallest amount of pressure, milk shot out from my nipple. My eyes went wide with shock, and then a smile spread across my face.

So, it appeared that my little plan had been effective after all. Perhaps just a little bit too effective. My momentary elation was quickly replaced my concern as I realized that I was going to need to find a way to explain to everybody just how I had managed to make so much progress in such a little amount of time. I mean, everybody knew that my chest was one of the flatters of the bunch here, so it wasn't as if nobody was going to notice me suddenly having increased my cup size by two or three fold, let alone the fact that creamy milk seemed to be pouring from my nipples constantly. In fact, my boobs felt so full that they felt swollen, like having them emptied would be a tremendous relief, and I didn't know if I was up for the task to do it all by myself.

That meant that I needed a helping hand. Much like Alyssa, I needed to know somebody on the inside of the academy, somebody that I could rely on to do me a favor. But how? I mean, it wasn't as if I could simply walk up to one of the people working here as instructors at the Sissy Academy and just simply state my case to them. My head was turning. Checking the clocks, I saw that it was 2:30 am, meaning that I had exactly five and a half hours to figure out a solution before everybody got woken up at the same time. I needed a plan, and I needed to come up with it fast.

There was only one person whom I could think to ask. I had never known anybody before Alyssa who had managed to broker some sort of deal with one of the instructors here. Since she was the only person whom I had ever known to accomplish such a feat, it made sense that she would be the only person whom I could ask for advice and how I could make the same thing happen for myself.

Luckily I knew exactly where she slept in the barracks, and she was on the bottom bunk so I wouldn't have to climb over anybody in order for me to wake her up. I crept over the other sleeping sissies, snaking my way through the endless rows of old bunk beds until eventually, I found her sleeping there.

She looked so peaceful there, lost in her slumber that I almost felt bad about waking her up. However, I was a sissy on a mission, and that meant that I needed to know exactly how she had managed her little arrangement with the instructor here.

I gently shook her awake. It took her a moment for her eyes to focus once she opened them, but as soon as she saw me I saw how startled she was. I suppose that made sense, she probably figured that I was waking her up in order to make her do god-knows-what as part of the payback for the way that she had treated me. Not knowing what else to do, I placed my hand over her mouth so that her sudden yelp of startle wouldn't wake any of the other people sleeping around us.

"Look, I need you to calm down. I promise you that I'm not here to make you suffer or anything. I'm going to take my hand off of your mouth, and you're gonna stay quiet and not make any noises, understood?" I asked her, speaking in the slowest, calmest voice that I could manage to speak in, given the current situation that I was in.

She slowly shook her head at me to indicate yes. Cautiously, I removed my hand from her mouth. Luckily for both of us, she followed my advice and didn't make any noises.

"Look at me," I said. She brought her eyes up so that she was making eye contact with me. While I appreciated the feeling of power over, that isn't what I needed to look at. I pointed downwards with my eyes, and hers followed until she was staring straight at my overgrown tits. as soon as she saw them her eyes went wide.

"Jess, how in the fucking fuck did that happen? All from the extra formula?"

I shrugged in response. "I guess so."

She blinked her eyes. It was clear that she was starting to wake up. "And what exactly is it that you need me for?" She asked.

"That instructor here? the one whom I, um, stumbled upon you and her in the closet. I need to know how you made that arrangement happen. It looks like I'm going to need to earn a few favors myself, as it turns out.

Her face went blank.

"I didn't make it happen. She approached me one day."

I raised my eyebrows at her suspiciously. I didn't know if she was telling me the truth or not.

"You really expect me to believe that? So what, he just came up to you one day and offered you some extra growth formula if you wrapped made her cum?" I exclaimed, angrily.

In her face, I saw desperation brewing. "It's the truth, I swear. But it didn't start like that. She’s really nice, actually. She just gave me a compliment one day, and things kind of went from there. It was never anything that I planned to have happened, and I doubt that it's anything that I could make happen again. I'm sorry that I can't be of more assistance to you."

I could tell from the tone of her voice as well as the sense of desperation on her face that she was telling me the truth. Which was unfortunate as it meant that I was currently at a dead end.

My mind was racing trying to figure out what options I had available to me. Time was definitely not on my side, as I had already wasted a good half following a dead end.

"I'm meeting with her in the morning, maybe you can come along and try to win him over?" Alyssa suggested. I thought it over. On the one hand, if that plan backfired it could be really bad. After all, I was essentially bringing myself straight to an academy instructor and telling them that I had broken the rules. On the other hand, if I was able to win her over with Alyssa, then she could make the problem of explaining my sudden increase in boob size go away like it was nothing. It was a risky move, but at the time it was the only move that I had to take.

"When are you meeting with him, exactly?" I asked her, still trying to work out the pragmatics of the whole thing.

“6am, so that we have a full hour to ourselves before everybody else wakes up.here." Alyssa said.

I agreed to her plan, and we decided that I would meet both of them at the same mop closet that I had caught them at just a few days earlier. I would get there before the instructor, whose name I learned was Michelle, would show up. The idea would be that when he opened the door, he would be greeted with two Sissies In Training instead of one, and hopefully, he would have a positive reaction and just roll with it. It wasn't the best-laid plan ever, but it would have to do for now.

As much as I would have loved to have fallen asleep after I had maneuvered my way back to my own bunk, I was still so full of adrenaline that I knew that there was no way that I was going to be able to go back to sleep. Unfortunately, that left me to sit in silence in my own thoughts whilst I waited for time to pass, by far my least favorite activity ever.

There a few times that I almost managed to shut my eyes and drift away for a little bit, but before I knew it it was 5:45 am, and that meant that it was time to slither away from my cozy bed once more. I could feel my heart pumping through my chest as I walked my way towards Alyssa's bunk. Thankfully everybody that I passed was still sound asleep, and I managed to avoid tripping over any of the many items that crowded the pathways between the beds as I tiptoed around.

When I had reached Alyssa's bed, I saw that she was awake. It looked like she hadn't slept at all either, and while part of me felt bad about robbing her from a night of sleep (already quite a rare commodity at the Sissy Academy), I also felt a sense of relief at not having to go through with this plan alone. I was almost starting to feel something of a sense of camaraderie around her. Maybe she wasn't so bad after all, and she really was just scared and nervous like the rest of us here at the Academy.

Even though the walk to the mop closest was practically just around the corner from where we slept in the barracks, under the current circumstances walking there felt as if I took miles worth of steps until I finally saw the door on the side of the hallway.

"Home sweet home," Alyssa said, sarcastically, as she creaked open the door to the mop closet and walked inside. Following her lead, I stepped into the closet with her and she slowly shut the door, and then everything was dark and silent.

I tried to ignore the intense feeling of awkwardness that comes along with being locked in a broom closet in the pitch dark with your former worst enemy while waiting to hopefully seduce an instructor at a Sissy Academy, because doesn't everybody find themselves in that circumstance at least one point in their life?

The closest that we were in was quite small, so small in fact that I wondered how two people were able to fuck in here at all. I was practically pressed up against Alyssa, and the fact that my tits had tripled in size since yesterday made the tight confinement of the space all the more apparent for both of us.

To my embarrassment, I found that because my tits were being pressed up against her, a little bit of thick creamy milk was leaking its way out of my nipple and onto her. It didn’t help that my ass had grown considerably as well. Now my bubble but was so large that my cheeks slapped together when I walked.  I was momentarily glad that we were in the dark so that she wouldn't be able to see my beet red expression currently affixed to my face.

However, after only a few moments of this, I heard her say "Is that... is that your milk??"

"Um... it's hard to tell in the dark." I lied. "What does it taste like? I asked

"You want me to taste a random liquid dripping on me in the dark while I'm in a mop closet?" She asked me.

"Fair point," I responded. "Tell you what does it happen to get any worse when I do this?" as I asked this, I reached with both of my hands and cupped my boob, pressing down on the soft squishy flesh. Milk shot off from my nipple, and with a loud splatter covered a large part of the room before splattering to the floor. Even though I couldn't see it happen, I knew that a lot of it must have gotten on Alyssa too, as  I heard a sudden shriek of surprise that one would expect to hear from somebody who had just had a bunch of fluid suddenly dropped on them.

"Yup, I think that we can now say beyond any shadow of a doubt that the liquid currently dripping on me is definitely your titty milk." She said, starkly. "How does it feel to be milked, anyway? I've always been curious about if everything that the instructors said about it was actually true or if that was just designed so that we would go along more easily." She said.

I shrugged. "I'm not really sure yet. I just woke up like this, I haven't actually had a chance to being milked yet. They were at least telling the truth when they said that once you start the lactation process, the desire to be milked would go up and up. I can already feel the pressure in my boobs growing, and it's only been a few hours. Honestly, if  Michelle isn't down to milk me whenever she comes to visit you, I'm not entirely sure what I'll end up doing."

As if on a cue, there was a knock on the door. I felt my heart plummet somewhere down into my stomach. This was it, this was when I would find out if I was going to be in giant trouble with the academy, or if there was some way for  Michelle to do me a favor. And if it was the case that Michelle would be willing to help me out, what would be those costs for me? I didn't have those answers, but I definitely was about to.

I stared at the silhouette of the woman in front of me, momentarily blinded from the sudden influx of light from the door opening.

"What the hell?" I heard Michelle say, in a confused tone of voice. There's... two of you?" He asked.

"Yes, well, just for today," Alyssa responded, her tone sounding unsure of herself. "You see, my friend here is in a bit of a pickle, and so she was wondering if there was any way that you could help her out."

I suddenly felt quite awkward and self-conscious standing there. I had never been particularly good at asking for help.

"Help with what, exactly?" Michelle asked.

"Jess, if you wouldn't mind stepping forward into the light, I think the situation here pretty much speaks for itself.

Following her cue, I took a few steps forward. Even though I was completely used to being naked in front of instructors, this time I felt especially bare. Sure enough, his eyes were immediately drawn to my chest. She must have recognized me from seeing me around the Sissy Academy campus so much because he seemed able to tell that just yesterday my boobs had been quite a bit smaller.

"You're... lactating? How were you able to make such progress in such a short amount of time? It shouldn't be possible. I've seen you on the campus, you're the one that always looked so sulky whenever the buyers would walk past you. I remember seeing that at our last auction only a few days ago, now you've gone up a few cup sized and you're lactating to the point that your nipples are practically leaking milk? How?" She said, confounded.

"It's, um, a funny story actually. And a long one, one that I don't have time to tell right now." I lied. The truth was I didn't want to tell her that I'd been pilfering the extra growth formula from his fuck toy. However, it was true that time was most definitely of the essence. There was no clock in the mop room, and since we weren't permitted to have clothes it wasn't as if I had a watch on my wrist, but I estimated that I only had a few hours before the early risers would start to awaken.

Michelle gave a large sigh. It was clear that she was thinking.

"There's only one thing that I can possibly think of, but it's a longshot. And it's risky." She finally said.

I didn't care how long of a shot it was, at the moment I had no shot, and a long shot is far better than no shot.

"I'll do anything," I said. "What's the plan?"

Michelle spoke slowly, with precision and discretion.

"So, the academy here just got in a new compound that we've been intending to test to see if it's viable to safe or the Sissies In Training here. There's been some promising evidence of its efficacy, but we haven't actually tried it on anybody here yet. If we're able to come up with a story where you were given the new experimental  feminization formula instead of your usual dosage, that might be able to explain to all of the higher-ups here how've you been able to make so much progress in so little time all of the sudden.

It was like every word that came from his mouth was simply music to my ears. What a relief to know that after all of this stress, there was a simple solution for everything after all. However, I had a sneaking suspicion that this answer might not be as simple or easy as I would have hoped for.

Sure enough, just as I had expected, the next words out of Michelle's mouth were "There is going to be a bit of a catch, though."

"And that so-called catch is what, exactly?"  I asked him, earnestly.

"Well, if the administration here at the academy thinks that you've accidentally ingested the new substance, they are almost certainly going to be running tests on you. Which means that if you don't have the new chemical in your system, you'll be right back where you started at square one, only this time you'd be even more fucked because the administration would know that you didn't take the new chemical, and you'd need to explain real quick just how in the hell you were able to make your boobs grow and lactate so fast. In other words, the only way that this plan has any chance of working is if I go use my security card to get into the research lab, steal a small amount of the formula, and then give it to you in secret."

I listened to her intently. Thinking everything that she had said to me through, I realized that she was right and that everything that she had said checked out and made sense. That only left one question left.

"What's your price?" I asked him, a little out of the blue.

She looked a little taken aback. "I hadn't said anything about a price." He explained.

I may be a little naive, but I'm not a complete idiot, and after several months in the Sissy Academy was certainly no stranger to the inner workings of the instructors. They never did favours. Not for free, at least.

"You're just going to go sneak into the research facility here and risk your job to help out the friend of the person who licks yout cunt, all out of the kindness of your heart?" I asked her, sarcastically.

"Well, I mean when you put it that way... But no, that isn't what I was going to ask for a favor in return for."

I raised an eyebrow at her, the universal signal for being perplexed.

"Tell me something. At this moment right now, how badly would you say that you want to be milked. Like, on a scale of one to ten, where would you say that you are, exactly?" She asked, with an amused tone of voice.

Her mentioning it suddenly brought my achy tits to the forefront of my attention. She did have a point, my boobs had felt more sore and swollen every minute since they had woken me up. Even if he did give me the new formula, the idea of having to wait several more hours while my tits continued to inflate seemed almost unbreakable. Fuck. I realized that he had me trapped in more corners than just one.

Still, though, I tried to maintain my composure and strike a fair bargain--as far as one can strike under these circumstances, at least.

"How about this, I'll go get the formula. It might take me a while considering that the research lab is all the way on the other side of campus. When I come back, we can discuss exactly what sort of transaction you're willing to make."

I breathed a sigh. "Sounds fine to me," I said, lying.

I knew exactly what she was doing, of course. By making me wait before striking up a deal, he was going to ensure that by the time she returned I would be all the more desperate to be milked. Still, though, it wasn't exactly as if I had any choice in the matter, so I decided to go along with his little plan. As long as I was able to unfuck myself from the current clusterfuck that I had created for myself, it would be completely worth it in the end as far as I was concerned. Still, though, I had a sneaking suspicion that whatever this bizarre favor costed me, it was going to be a whole hell of a lot more than just a quick episode of earing box in a mop closet. I supposed that I would simply just have to wait and see.

And just like that, she was gone. The room went back to the dark, and it was only me and Alyssa back in the closet together, waiting in silence.

"So what do you want to do to pass the time?" She asked.

"99 bottles of milk on the wall, 99 bottles of miiiiiiiiii--"

"Oh shut the fuck up." She said, laughing. It was the second time that we had actually laughed together, and I have to say that it felt good to be able to mentally escape the weird and fucked up situation that we had both found ourselves in. Even though I still partly hated her guts for the way that she had treated me over my time at the academy, I couldn't help but start to feel a sense of camaraderie with her, as well as a sense that she wouldn't merely just helping me out of a sense of blackmail fueled obligation. It was starting to feel like she was actually my friend, as if that were even possible.

Still though, considering the fact that for the time being we were both completely stuck with one another, it did seem to make sense that we should at least be friendly to one another. Now that I had finally managed to get her back for all the months of torment that I had experienced at her hands, there was a strange sense of equality between us.

'So, how long have you been seeing this instructor, anyway?" I asked her, not knowing what else I could say that would constitute small talk.

"A while, actually. Since my second week at the academy. As I said, she's actually nice. It was never like I had to get her off, it just kind of happened naturally. And I guess when you scratch someone's back, they're more inclined to scratch yours. It just so happens that in this context scratching a back means something closer to sneaking in extra rations, or an extra pillow. Just small little gestures like that, she's never done anything major for me. Certainly never anything like sneaking into the research facility here." She said

"Yeah, I have a feeling that whatever she ends up asking from me, I’m gonna have to earn. Still, though, I do appreciate her helping me out. She's damn right about me needing to be milked, too. I haven't been able to stop thinking about it ever since she mentioned it to me. I feel like if I don't get some hands on my tits, and soon, I'm going to pop just like an over-inflated balloon." I said, half-jokingly.

"You can't just do it yourself?" She asked.

"Just that little bit from earlier. The angle is too weird for me to really be able to get all of it, though.

"I mean, do you think that it would be worthwhile for me to try it? Milking you, I mean." Alyssa said, rather shyly. This wasn't a side of her that I was used to seeing. I was used to seeing her be conniving and sadistic. However, now she seemed coy, and nervous.

"You want to milk my tits?" I asked her, still not totally sure if she was kidding or not. Even though she was started to appear to be trustworthy, I still had a bad feeling that at any moment this would all come crashing down and be revealed to be a part of some elaborate ruse that she had planned, and that convincing me that there actually was a decent person underneath all of that bullying was just another one of her many tricks.

However, she seemed quite genuine as she answered "Yes." She almost sounded as if she was afraid of me rejecting her. I thought back to all of the times that I had seen her sitting by herself at the lunch table, or studying her notes alone before class. I had always just figured that she was a loner, unneeding and certainly undeserving of basic human interaction, but now I was starting to see her in a different light. I was starting to see her as somebody who was just doing the same thing that we all we're doing here at the academy; trying to find a way to cope with the bizarre set of challenges that our particular lot in life had presented to us. And while maybe she hadn't dealt with those challenges in the best of ways, I could at least see her as a little bit more of a human being now.

Beyond that was of course the fact that she was the only other person present, and that we were currently alone, in the dark, with my tits aching more with each passing second from all of the creamy milk that was building up.

"Okay, I would be down to try that," I said, with a slight smile on my face.

"Really?" She said, looking suddenly excited. I could tell from her reaction that she probably wasn't anticipating my accepting her proposal.

"We just need something to put it in..." I said, as I fumbled around the dark closet to try and find something. Just my luck, there was an empty bucket laying on the ground right beside me.

"This will do!" I said as I put the bucket flat on the ground so that it sat between us.

"I've never actually felt somebody's tits before," Alyssa said, with a giggle.

"Well, there's a first time for everything," I responded, grabbing her hands and clasping them firmly to my tits.

By that time my tits were near full to bursting, so full in fact that her merely pressing her hands against my breasts was enough for milk to start seeping out through the cracks in her fingers. I could hardly see her in the darkness of the mop closet, but I could still see enough to make out her eyes growing wide as she felt my creamy milk in her hands.

"It's so... Warm." I heard her say, in a tone of voice that made me question how aroused she was

This was the first time that I had actually been able to have somebody milk me since I had first woken up in my wet bed hours ago. The feeling was intense and unreal. All over my breasts I felt a skin-deep tingling that intensified whenever Alyssa applied pressure. And whenever she squeezed my boobs, working and molding them in her hands, kneading my tits as if they were dough, I could feel a rush of blood to my nether regions. The feeling was so strong that it took almost all of my willpower to not let a moan escape my lips. I didn't want Alyssa to know how much I was enjoying this, how good it felt, how much it turned me on. I was thankful that we were in the dark because I had no clothes on to hide my wetness in front of her. Though I don't think it would have mattered too much, considering the pure volume of milk that was pouring out of my nipples and dripping down my chest. I could feel the warm milk creeping down my navel, into the slit between my legs and mixing with my pussy juices.

The more that she milked me, the better it felt. "Harder," I said, not thinking how sexual the word would sound until it had already passed from lips. Thankfully she acquiesced, increasing the pressure on my boobs. To my delight, this meant that even more of my thick creamy fluid starting coming out, shooting from my nipples before splattering onto the floor.

Unable to help myself any longer, I felt my hand reach unconsciously to my limp dick. Touching ourselves was strictly forbade on the premises of the academy, and for the most part, I had always done a good job of adhering to that one rule, as any sissy in training had been. However, every woman has her breaking point, and it would appear that I had just reached mine. I simply couldn't help myself any longer, I had a craving between my legs that only cumming would signify. Even though it was too dark in the mop closet for Alyssa to be able to see what I was doing with my hand, after a few moments of me pumping away at my tiny dickshe suddenly paused what she was doing.

"What is that sound?" She asked.

Oh shit. Busted.

"Um, what sound?" I said, clearly lying.

"Are you... are you jacking off right now?" She said, in a tone of voice that was equal parts amused and enthralled.

"I...." I said, unsure of what I could say to explain myself. After all, I had been caught red-handed, but I was embarrassed. I didn't want her to know just how much being milked by her was turning me on.

"You know just as well as I do that masturbating is strictly forbidden at the academy." She said, in a matter of fact tone of voice.

"You're right," I said, suddenly worried that she might use that information against me at some point.

There was an awkward pause of unfilled before Alyssa suddenly said "I could try doing it for you. There are no rules against that happening, I don't think.

I didn't know if my ears were deceiving me or not. Did she really just offer to get me off, as nonchalant as offering anything else? I was speechless. On the one hand, I desperately wanted to say yes, but on the other hand, I still couldn't quite bring myself to admit to her how badly I wanted it, and specifically how badly I wanted it from her.

"You would do that for me?" I asked her, sincerely.

"I mean, I could try it. I've only done it to myself, and that would have been before I joined the academy. I can't like, promise that I'll be any good at it or anything... But I'm willing to give it a try if you are.

"I... I guess that I could be okay with trying that." I said, trying my absolute best (and failing, I'm sure) to not let on how excited and amazed I was that she had even offered to all.

Without saying another word, she slowly began lowering her hand down from one of my boobs, tracing my tummy until she was at my belly button. I could myself tense and intense under her touch, dancing with anticipating as she got closer and closer to teeny soft dick. I shut my eyes, savoring the feeling and wanting it more and more with each passing second that went by. She took her sweet time with, prompting a long moan from my mouth. I wanted it so bad now.

To my delight, I started to feel one of her fingers creeping inside of me. Ever so slowly, she slipped in her pointer finger down to the first knuckle. Without thinking, I thrust my hips in her direction, so thirty to feel more of something inside of me, but she quickly backed her finger away, denying me of the pleasure that I was close to being reduced to begging for.

I couldn't take it any longer, I needed to feel that sweet, sweet relief. It had been so long since I had cum that I had forgotten what it was like, but now I simply could wait no longer.

I opened my mouth, ready to say please, ready to beg. I would have done whatever she asked and more, as I was little more than putty in her hands by this point. However, just before the words came out of my mouth, the door to the mop closet opened.

To be Continued in book 2!
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