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Note from the Author: This Steamy Tale starts here, be sure to catch up on all the action!

My body was so exhausted from the ordeal of my night before, that from my perception it was no sooner than I had shut my eyes than I was once again roused from my sleep. To all of the other  Sissies In Training, this would have been the same start as any other morning before. One of the instructors would walk through the barracks, a metal pot in one hand and a wooden spoon in the other, clanging them together as dreary eyes Sissies In Training opened their eyes. If somebody seemed like they were being extra sluggish, then oftentimes the instructor might pause and rip away their comforter, leaving them naked and exposed. I had been woken up like that more than once, and I have to say something about having to start your day by having some random stranger staring at you while your butt-ass naked is not an experience that I would be eager to recommend to anybody else.

I heard Michelle coming before I saw her, the sound of the pan clattering alerting me to her presence. At least, I hoped it was Michelle, as that was according to the plan the Samuel had laid out for me before I had finally left that mop closet. Sure enough, just as I was opening my eyes I began to make out the features of Michelle approaching me.

I had spent so long preparing for this moment that now that it was finally happening, it was a little hard to believe. Thankfully, my time in the Academy had taught me a great deal about how to put on a face and keep a cool and calm demeanor. It was second nature by this point to wipe my face of any sort of expression, to be nothing but a blank piece of property whose worth was judged solely by my use to others. It was these skills that I tapped into now, keeping my face inscrutable as my eyes focused to Michelles exterior whizzing past me, a loud clanging sound emanating from his person.

"Rise and shine, Sissies !" I heard her say in the exact tone that I had heard from her or a thousand other instructors here at the Academy on countless mornings. Only, this morning was different. This morning would be unlike any that had preceded me in the Academy, and if I was lucky it would be unlike any that came after.

"Instructor!" I said at Michelle after he was a few paces past my bed. I think something happened to me overnight"

Michelle surely deserved something of an Oscar for how she was able to keep a completely infallible demeanor as she came over to me and examined the wet spot on the bed, still there from the night before. Feeling it with his hand, he feigned a surprised reaction.

"This is definitely very unusual. We'll have to send you to the infirmary."

As any Sissy In Training who had been here for more than a few months could tell you, there was no such thing as an infirmary at the Academy. The only thing that there was the Laboratory , where I was now sure to be heading.

"Yes ma’am," I said in the usual meek tone that I would adopt whenever an instructor would speak to me directly.

And just like that, I was on my way. I felt glad that none of the other Sissies In Training around me seemed to take much notice of what had happened. None of them knew as I walked past them in silence that on the inside I was buzzing with excitement and anticipation. It was finally working, I was finally on my way to being free.

While, perhaps not quite free; as I was walking it dawned on me that I still had very little of an idea as to what would be happening to me when I was at the Laboratory , but I had to assume it was better than the punishments that I would have received from stealing Allysa's formula.

I had never actually been to the Laboratory  before, though I had certainly heard a lot about it from some of the other Sissies In Training on campus. Depending on the reason that they were sent there for, their time there could be easy and relaxing, and strenuous and difficult. It all depending on whatever test they decided to inflict on you. I had once heard a story of a Sissy in training whom they discovered orgasmed easily and frequently, and to test how orgasms might affect her Sissy transformation they  inserted a vibrating  plug to her for hours at a time. At first when she had told me the story I was jealous, as sexual pleasure was something that we were frequently forbidden from experience unless it was at the hands of a potential client, but as I spoke to her she told me that they had kept her strapped in long after she came, ignoring her as she begged for the sensation to stop. Listening to her describe her tale of convulsing on the table, her legs in stirrups with tears streaming down her face quelled any sense of curiosity that I felt to experience what was behind the doors marked in large white letters "LABORATORY".

However, I had always had a sneaking suspicion that one day I would be sent there, and it looked as if today was going to be that day. I was still dead tired from the night before, and now that I finally could take in a breath of relief the various aches and pains that I had incurred over the last 12 hours suddenly bubbled to the surface of my attention. My nipples had not only a dull ache, but felt sensitive to even the slightest touch. For the first time since I had arrived at the Academy, I found myself thankful for the fact that I didn't have either a shirt or a bra on, as I don't think that my poor aching nipples could have taken it.  However, it wasn't as if that was the only ache and pain that my body had sustained from the night before. My ass was still bruised and a vague shade of pink from getting smacked with the broom handle, my tiny cockhead was sore from being worked on from Alyssa, and on top of all of that was the reminder with every single step that I took that my butthole had been claimed by cock recently. I shuddered to think how bad it would have been had I not had the idea to use saliva and milk as lubricant, as every time I shifted my weight from one leg to another I was reminded my body send a blazing reminder that I should probably take the day easy and rest. Sadly, there was no way for me to tell my body that resting like this was simply out of the question, that I had to soldier on foot at a time. Thankfully it wasn't too far of a journey to make it to the Laboratory , but due to the state thatbmy body was in by the time that I had arrived I was ready to collapse into the nearest cot that they directed me to.

Assuming there would be a cot for me, of course. I still had no idea what lay beyond the Laboratory  doors.

When I finally did make my way up to the lab, I was quite relieved to find Samuel waiting for me by the door. He too looked a little bit worse for the wear from the adventures from last night, and I can't say that I blamed him.

We walked together through the Laboratory. As he opened the door I was greeted with the site of a wide open space, filled with various instruments, tools, tables, and examination equipment. There were several other scientists, all of whom looked quite hard at work. Even though there was nobody around, he still maintained the facade that we had all agreed on from the night before. When greeting me, he asked about what symptoms I had experiences if there had been any irregularities in my diet. I was impressed at how easily he was able to act nonchalant, but I at the same time I was thankful for it too. When he had finished, he directed me to a closed-off corner of the lab, telling me that I was to remain under observation for the next 12 hours.

Right away I knew exactly what he was doing, which was giving me the means to catch up on some much-needed sleep. Looking around to make sure that none of the other scientists were watching, I quickly mouthed a "thank you" at him. In response, he gave a quick wink as he opened the door to my new quarters.

The room was plain, looking something like a hospital room. It was empty save for a small cot, a chair and a desk, and a table that sat next to the bed. Even though it wasn't much, it was still far more privacy than I had grown accustomed to during my time in the barracks with all of the other Sissies, and for that I  was thankful.

By that time, I was so exhausted that nothing mattered to me. It didn't matter that there were no pillows or sheets on the cot, or that I still had no clue what exactly was going to comprise my time under observation. The only thing that mattered was getting some sweet, sweet sleep. As soon as I laid down in the cot, I felt myself drifting off into a deep slumber.

I have no idea how long I was out for. The lights in my observation room, which Samuel had turned off on his way out were now back on, though whether that was from them being on a timer or if somebody had visited me in my sleep I had no idea. The thought didn't bother me as much as it would have before my life as a Sissy, as being observed at all times of the day had become something so normal for me that it simply felt like another day at the Academy. That's what I tried to tell myself, at least, that this was just going to be like any other day.

I had become so accustomed to waking up to the same dreary site of the underside of a bunk bed, that when I groggily opened my eyes and saw bright lights above me I immediately sat up in bed, looking around the room with wide eyes. It was only after a moment had passed that I remembered everything that had led me up to this moment, and I collapsed back in the bed. Looking down at my body, I saw all the bruises and marks that my adventure had left me with, little tiny confirmations that reminded me that everything that had happened to me was no dream.

While there was a door in my room, I didn't even bother trying to open it. I didn't know very much about the Laboratory  at the Academy, but I still knew enough to know that they weren't going to let any of the Sissies In Training just walk out of an observation room. As much as I didn't particularly want to be left with my own thoughts, for the time being, I simply had no choice.

Still though, I had quite a lot to be thankful for. For one, my hair-brained scheme had actually worked. I would take the unknown of an observation period overtaking a brutal punishment from the Academy for stealing another Sissy in training's growth formula, that's for sure. I also had the first modicum of privacy that I had tasted in many months. I didn't even know when the last time that I had been left alone in a room was, let alone one with its own comfy bed.

Of course, this privacy was tapered by the knowledge that at any moment I could expect somebody to waltz on in, but after staying in the barracks for the last few months, I would take what I could get.

I sat up from the bed, rubbing my eyes as I took stock of my body. My boobs seemed to have inflated a great deal while I was asleep. What relief I had gotten from getting milked in the mop closet was short-lived, as I could feel the swollen skin ache whenever I shifted my torso too fast, sending my newly enlarged tits swinging.

My nipples themselves were sore to the touch, far more sensitive than they had ever been before. My ass was no longer pink, but there were several very clear welts that had formed along my ass cheek from the impact with the broom handle. Beyond that, my asshole wasn't hesitating to remind me at every given opportunity that I had gotten butt fucked last night. Trying to ignore all of the aches and pains from all around my body, I bent over to try and stretch myself a little bit.

It would, of course, be just my like that I heard the door open behind me just as I had bent all the way over. Looking through my knees, I saw the image of an upside down Samuel, looking quite a bit more well rested and professional.

"My Jen, I'm happy to see that you're excited about your first observation session, but there's no reason to jump the gun that much," Samuel said with a smile.

Standing up as fast as I could, which given everything that had happened to my body wasn't very fast at all, I straightened around to see him.

"Well well well, I had a feeling that I might see you again," I said, relieved that they hadn't switched out doctors and paired me up with somebody else.

"Yes well, considering that it was my mistake to accidentally make one of the doses of growth formula extra strong, I told them that it seemed only fair I do the observation period. Cleaning up my own mess, so to speak." Samuel said.

"Speaking of mess, I seem to have a bit of a pressing issue," I said to Samuel, looking down at my swollen tits.

"Seems to me that the issue more is that they aren't being pressed," Samuel responded.

"Hardy har har. I'm assuming that you don't literally just observe, right? Because I feel like in another couple hours these things are gonna burst."  I said.

"Oh, nonsense. It would be several days before that would happen. Though I don't doubt that the strength of the sensation is quite... pertinent... for you." He said, coyly.

"Sam, cmon. I want to be milked." I said, frustrated that he seemed to be taking so much joy in my desperation.

He didn't respond at first, and for a moment I was worried that I had said something wrong. However, I felt a sense of relief as he walked up to me and reached out his hand towards my chest. A smile spread across my face, thinking that I would soon be experiencing sweet relief after all.

However, when his large hand wrapped around my tit, he pinched my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and sharply twisted his hand 180 degrees. I was screaming before I even had a chance to register what had happened, as pain ricocheted all throughout my body. He jerked me down to my knees by his vice grip on my nipple before he finally let me go.

"I don't think you understand exactly how it is that observation works. I'm not one of your little instructors, I don't have to follow their rule book of the committee approved punishments. It's my job to ensure the full compliance of the Sissy in observation. That's you, get it?

"Yes sir," I said, clutching at my sore nipple. The pain was sudden, sharp, and totally incapacitating.

"Tell me, Sissy, what is it that you understand?"

"It's your job to ensure my full compliance, sir,"  I said back.

As the words escaped my lips, Samuel undid his pants, lowering them until his cock fell out. He was already rock hard.

"Say it again." He said.

"It's your j--" I started, but before I had a chance to finish he grabbed the back of my head and rammed it into his cock. I didn't have a chance to open my mouth, but it didn't matter has his meat rocket ramrodded it's the way through my lips, forcing himself until his cock was so far in my throat. that I could only breathe through my nose,

"I said, say it again," Samuel said to me again, sternly. His tone suggested that I really did not want to find out what would happen if he felt the need to repeat himself another time.

It was, of course, totally impossible to say anything given that every last iota of space in my mouth was filled with cock. I couldn't even manage to move my tongue. Still though, I tried my best to waffle my way through the words, even though it ended up being a series of unintelligible muffled noises with a lot of drool. When I had finally managed to get the last word, he removed his massive banana bazooka from my mouth.

"Now tell me Sissy, what did you learn?" Samuel said, lowering his body so that he was looking face to face with me.

"It's your job to... to..."  Fuck. I couldn't remember the phrase. In my defense, it's kind of hard to retain information whilst also having your throat fucked, but somehow I thought that Samuel might be just a little bit unsympathetic to that fact.

"Wrong answer." He said, grabbing me by the hair. Once I was standing up, he once again grabbed me by the nipple, this time the opposite one than the last time he had grabbed me there.

He lead me around like that as if I was on a leash, knowing that I wouldn't dare try to stay still less the pain in my tits get even worse than it already was. His pace was brisk, so fast that I could barely keep up. He led me out of the room and down the hallway, leading me into the men's bathroom. I had no idea why it was that he was leading me there, but I knew that it wasn't going to be for any reason that I liked.

To my horror, he opened up a stall by kicked the door and yanked me inside of it. Once again grabbing me by the back of my hair, he forced me down on my knees again. I could feel my kneecaps against the cold, sticky tile floor.

"Please, sir, you don't need to do this. I understand, I'll be a good Sissy for you I promise." I said, begging as if my life depended on it.

He didn't say anything in response, other than to force my head over the toilet. I was on all fours now, my head inches away from the water. My tits dangled so far down beneath me, still inflated from all of the milk that I was harboring, that they brushed on the bottom of the floor.

"What did you learn, Sissy?" He asked, yet again.

"YOU MAKE ME COMPLY," I said. I could see my reflection in the water, desperate and humiliated. My ass was sticking straight out, and I could feel Samuel's hard cock grinding into me. His grip on the back of my head had only gotten tighter, and it was impossible for me to move my head even an inch in any direction.

To my immense relief, he yanked my head away, and once again led me by my hair back to my room. In just a few minutes, Samuel had broken in me completely. I would do anything to keep him happy, and I definitely was terrified of doing anything now that might potentially piss him off again.

Once I was back in my room, he shut the door in front of her, once again leaving me alone. I was so pumped up with adrenaline that I was shaking. I tried to calm myself as I sat on the bed, clutching at my bruised nipples. It had been a hard reminder that even though I may have escaped getting caught for what I did to Alyssa, I wasn't in the clear yet either. I still had to make it through whatever this observation period was going to be, which apparently entailed Samuel doing whatever the hell he wanted me in the name of science.

I don't know how long it was before he reappeared again. In truth, it was probably less than one hour, but it might as well have been days. The ache in my tits was one thing, but what was even worse was not knowing when I would get to taste sweet sweet relief. I knew that if I asked for it, that would only make me all the less likely to actually get it, and so I simply had no choice other than to bide my time as best I could.

When Samuel came back in this time, he had with him his usual clipboard. He went through and asked me all of the questions that one might typically receive at a medical checkup. Filling out the forms on the clipboard intensely, it was only after every last box and had filled out that he said to me.

"You want to be milked right now, don't you, Sissy?"

"Yes sir," I replied, tears nearly in my eyes.

"Very well." He responded. He set up a video camera in the corner, explaining that documentation of any irregularities in the Sissy in training was of the utmost importance. To me, it only meant that there would be even more evidence of my humiliation beyond just bruises and a sore asshole.

He spoke quietly into the camera, giving his name on the date. He referred to me only as "experiment D-112." After giving his briefing, he ordered me to lay down on the bed.

As I did so, he strapped my arms and legs into stirrups that he pulled from the underside of the bed frame. I had absolutely no idea why he was doing this for, but I didn't dare ask. Once he had all four cuffs on me, he tightened each individual tether until I looked like I was in the middle of trying to make a snow angel. My tits, full of sweet creamy milk, sloshed to either side of me. They were so large now that even though I was laying on my back, the way they hung off of the bed had my nipples pointing directly at the floor.

He grabbed one of my tits with both hands, wringing it like a wet towel. My eyes went wide as milk shot straight up out from my nipple, shooting up like a milky geyser of cream. As they say, what goes up must come down, and I have to say that adage proved itself to be very true as the milk came slathering down on my stomach before flowing onto the floor. The feeling was almost indescribable. It hurt like a motherfucker; I mean, my tits were already super sensitive and here they were being kneaded like fresh dough. However, even though the pain there was a feeling of incredible relief. The pressure that had been slowly building ever since the last time that I was milked was finally being released, and it was a sensation that I could only compare to cumming super, super hard.

Once he had finished with one boob, he gave the other the exact same treatment, wringing it the soft tender flesh as milk shot every which way. It was fortunate that he was dressed in his white doctors' coat, as the splatter of milk emanating from my nipple found a way of splashing just about every surface in the room.

The feeling of being milked was so intense that I could hardly move as it was happening, not that I would have been able to do so either way given that my legs were currently strapped to the sides of the bed. I wasn't sure if Samuel Noticed or not that there was wet spot forming underneath my exposed and spread crotch.

As much as I had been trained to keep from getting erect at the academy, as doing so was strictly forbidden, I now found that I couldn’t help myself. The feeling of being milked was simply too great, and I felt my tiny cock slowly starting to stand at attention.

Samuel spared no time taking note of this, pausing briefly to take some notes. Walking to the drawer in his desk, he produced a tape measure and walked back over to me.

As if I wasn’t already enduring enough embarrassment as it was, he took a measurement of my cock, noting that it was exactly four inches erect.

Even though I had spent the last few hours thinking about nothing other than how much I wanted to be milked, even I was quite surprised at just how much volume of the sweet creamy drink that I was able to produce. There was no way to tell how much exactly, of course, given that all of the milk that had come from me was simply sloshing all around on the floor, but it appeared that it easily could have been a gallon of the fluid that had been expunged from me so far, and with no end in sight.

Looking up at Samuel, I couldn't help but think about how dominant and in control he looked, working away at my boobs like a true artist at work. His gaze didn't acknowledge me, as he was clearly too focused on what it was that he was currently doing to make eye contact with me, but I didn't mind. I liked sitting there, strapped into the bed admiring him. I was used to being helpless, of course. After all, it came with the territory of being at the Academy. However, I was also quite used to seeing instructors who were brand new to the Academy, who so clearly desperately wanted to be taken seriously. Even if the rest of the Sissies In Training would politely pretend not to notice, we could all smell the insecurity from 100 feet away.

Samuel on the other hand really didn't seem to give a fuck. After all, he was nearing the end of his career, and he had the temperament of somebody who was supremely uninterested in impressing other people, and that was something that I found myself respecting him for. He didn't need my approval and knew that if I gave him any reason whatsoever for him to doubt my compliance, that he could punish me in any way that he saw fit without impunity.

While I probably should have resented more the fact that I was totally vulnerable to him, somehow even more vulnerable than I usually was at the Academy, I would have been lying if I said that there wasn't also something of a thrill in knowing just how truly I helpless I could be around a true alpha male like Samuel.

I could tell that he was nearing the end of milking me, and yet at the same time, I didn't want it to be over. If it was over, that likely meant that he would be walking out of the door, and who knew when I would see him again? Who knew when I would see anybody again? I didn't really have any desire to be left alone with my thoughts for any longer than I had been so far. I wanted him to stay.

"Samuel... do you think that you could fuck me? Please, sir." I asked him, softly. The last thing that I wanted to do was piss him off again, so it was to my great relief when he seemed to be almost flattered, and definitely more than a little bit amused by my offer.

"I would like to fuck you again, but I'm afraid that that isn't in the cards for either of us. You see, I've set up a little experiment to test. Here at the Laboratory, we've gotten a lot of work done as far as the relationship between sexual arousal as a means to expedite the sissy transformation process, and there's been an experiment that I've wanted to do for quite some time but have never been able to make it happen. It would appear that this may just be my lucky opportunity." Samuel responded.

Of course, I had absolutely no idea what he was talking about, or why an experiment would mean that he couldn't fuck me, but knowing that Samuel was the type of alpha male who didn't enjoy being questioned I decided it would be in my best interest to simply nod along with whatever he said, no matter how much I wanted some good dick.

"You see, I've done experiments in the past where I've brought Sissies In Training such as yourself to relentlessly cum, and that has lead to a decrease in the amount of time needed for the sissy transformation formula to totally take effect. However, in these experiments, there is always a sharp decrease immediately following the orgasm." Samuel said. As he said all of this, he placed a heartbeat monitor on one of my fingers. It appeared that whatever experiment he was talking about had already begun.

"This made me think if sexual arousal speeds up the transformation process, and orgasm slows it back down, then surely the ideal place for a Sissy being milked would be right on the precipice of cumming, but never quite managing to go over the edge."

I still didn't fully understand where he was going with this, but I was starting to have a sinking feeling that whatever it was, it wasn't going to be something that I liked.

He continued walking around me, as I was still bound in a spread eagle position on the beds' soft mattress. In addition to the monitor that he had placed on my finger, he attached a few more pads to various parts around my body. Coming from the pads were a series of wires that went to a machine placed behind me, outside of my field of view. I could hear the sound of intermittent beeping begin as he connected the pads to the machine, though what exactly it was that they were measuring I couldn't tell you.

Then Samuel said something that truly surprised me.

“Carol, will you please join us now.”

Carol was a name that I hadn’t heard in quite a long time. She was one of the sissies in training, much like myself. However, she had tried to run away from the camp. She was the first, and only sissy I was aware of who had actually ever tried to run away from Sissy Academy. She had been quickly recovered, of course. She had been sent to the laboratory, ostensibly under the guise that they were testing her for outside contaminants. That was the last that any of us other saw or heard from Carol.

Sure enough, Carol walked through the door. She was totally naked, wearing not even the usual thong that was standard amongst the Sissies in Training. She kept her head down and avoided looking at me directly.

Now, all the items that Samuel had attached to me so far didn't seem like anything out of the ordinary for a doctor's office, but the next thing that he held in front of me completely perplexed me. It looked like a pair of panties, only they seemed to be made out of some kind of metal casing.Even though they fit like underwear, there was a small hole in the center that was just large enough for my tiny cock to poke through,  They certainly didn't look like any kind of underwear that I had ever seen before.

"I've been working on this little device for quite a while, and I must say that I am quite pleased with myself that I had the forethought to do so." Samuel said, clearly quite proud of herself.

"What is it, sir?" I asked him, curiously.

"These are a pair of specially made underwear, taylored to your exact speciication. as I've designed them to constrict around the scrotum tightly and not move at all once they've gone one. Beyond that, I've installed quite a powerful  sensor inside the front of the underwear. That sensor is hooked up to all of the other instruments that are measuring your state of arousal."

He paused after saying this, giving me a moment to absorb all of the information that he was throwing my way.

"Assuming that this apparatus works properly, it will shock the scrotal area when you are nearing the point of no return with orgasm.

Once it shuts off, the sense of arousal that you are experiencing will of course decrease, and once your body has cooled down considerably, it will resume vibration. And so on a so far."

"So... what you're telling me is that you made a device to keep me on the verge of cumming without ever letting me cum?" I asked her.

A large smile spread across Samuel's face.

"Precisely."

“I don’t understand, sir. Why is Carol here? I didn’t even know if she was still alive.”

“Well I’m glad you asked. You see, there needs to be some sort of constant source stimulus in order to assure that your body remains in the right state to do the experiment. That’s where Carol comes in. Carol, put on your panties.”

“Please sir, not the panties again.” Came her pleads and sighs, but Samuel was having none of it. “You’ll put the panties on, or you’ll be taking my cock in your ass instead of Jens.”

That was all that he needed to say, as Carol laced the equally strange set of underwear up her legs. I noticed that the underwear had a split in the back, leaving a hole directly over her asshole. 

“The panties that Carol is wearing were designed to work in tandem with your panties. The design is quite simple, and ingenious if you don’t mind me saying so. It works using shocks too. She must stay in motion, lowering and raising her body on your cock. If she removes herself from your cock, she is shocked. If she doesn’t do enough pumps in a minute, she is shocked. This is originally a tool that I developed for my own, shall we say, personal use. Carol is quite familiar with the panties, aren’t you?

“Yuh, yes sir.” Came Carols meek reply.

I didn't know whether to be impressed with Samuel's incredible displays of forethought, or to be horrified.

The metal of the panties felt cold against my skin as he snapped it into place, making sure to tighten so that no amount of squirming from me would let the panties shift in position even a little bit. From his pocket he produced a remote that only had three buttons on it; a start/stop button, and an increase and decrease button. Taking his sweet time with it, he held the remote in my field of vision and waited for a moment, savoring my nervous anticipation.

Then, without any further adieu, he clicked the remote. There was a second or two with nothing happened, and then the machine on my crotch whirred to life. While nothing happened right away with my panties, I heard the sound of a zap come from Carols direction. It started slowly, getting just a little bit stronger with each passing second that went by.

Carol insticeny ran over to me and straddled over my restained body. Grabbing at my tiny cock with one hand, she positioned so that my cock was in her asshole.

“You better go fast, you only have 30 seconds to get in 50 pumps. Unless you want to get shocked again, that is.”

END.

Find out what happens next in book 4!
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