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Note from the Author, this story picks up from here, be sure to catch up on all the Sissification fun!

There was a time when I was just a regular guy. Those memories seemed so close, and yet at the same time so far away now.

My family didn't suspect a thing after I had gotten home, which I was fortunate for. They asked me how the first day at maid training school had gone, and I gave them as non descript answers as I could possibly manage. They had no idea that the name they had given me, the name that I had gone by my entire life, was not the name that I was. Not anymore. Not after meeting her.

She had seen right through all of that. In fact, she had seen right through me. She had seen what I really was, even if I wasn't able to see it for myself. She saw me as the little sissy that I was underneath all of the external facade that I had built up for myself.

She had given me a new name, too. One that fit more with the new, true me.

"Lucy."

I said the words aloud to myself once I was alone in my room. First so quiet that it was barely audible, and the second time just a little bit louder. I kept repeating it to myself, and every time that the words came from my lips, the sound felt just a little bit truer to who I really was.

I was so exhausted from everything that my body had been through from the long day at work, that as I layed in bed I was only awake for about twenty minutes. After that, I was out like a light.

I was glad that I got some good sleep, because I knew full well that I had an early and long day ahead of me. After all, this was going to be my second day in training for Madam Rosebud, and while I hadn't had enough time working under her to know much, I knew that she was a stern and demanding taskmaster with the highest of expectations, and that failure to meet those expectations could result in punishments that were quite brutal.

Just as she had commanded me to, I slept in the tiny thong underwear that she had provided for me. I knew intellectually speaking that it wasn't like there was any way that she would know whether or not I had disobeyed her or not; I mean it wasn't like she had cameras inside of my room or anything, but I followed her orders like the obedient little sissy that I was nonetheless.

It felt right, natural even, to be following the commands of an Alpha Female like that. And even though the tiny string invading my buttcrack was by no means comfortable, there was a comfort in being constantly reminded of my place in the world.

When I woke up, I sprang out of bed. It took me a moment to remember everything that had happened. I guess when you spend so long in the same pattern, and that pattern suddenly broken, it takes a minute for the new patterns to really take place. It wasn't until I looked down and saw my morning wood straining against the thin lace material of the thong underwear that I had that I was reminded of the day that I had in front of me. I was to begin my second day of training at Madam Rosebuds Maid service.

I took a quick shower, appreciating the few moments of reprieve that my ass got from the small g-string that I had been wearing for over 24 hours at that point, washed myself, scarfed down some quick breakfast, and then I was on my way.

It was a short walk to Madam Rosebuds Training Academy, but I could feel my heart pounding more and more with every step that I took. Some of it was nerves, some of it was excitement. I wished that I had asked her more of what would be in store for me the next day when I had had the chance, but I knew that I would be finding out sooner or later regardless.  When I finally did walk through the door, I was something of a sweaty mess.

There she was. As perfectly composed as ever, wearing the same slicked back bun and high heels aesthetic that she had been sporting yesterday.

"Why hello there, Lucy. How was your time off?" She asked me. Even though her voice was kind, there was still something in her demeanor that struck fear into my heart.

"Good, Madam. I wore the thong all night, just as you had asked me to."

In response she gave something between a shrug and a sneer, which I took to mean that of course I had, why would she expect anything else from one of her sissy maids in training? I felt my cheeks go red, as I wondered if I had said something wrong,but she seemed to wave the moment over just as soon as it had happened.

She tossed me a package wordlessly, knowing full well that I knew that the contents of the package would be my outfit for the day. Without saying anything in response, I walked to the bathroom stall to change in.

I had an idea of what would be in the package; the same far too short maid skirts that she had had me wear yesterday, complete with a white frilly bib and hat. Whether or not it was an actual maid outfit or something that she had gotten from a sexy halloween store, I couldn't tell you. All that I knew was that if I didn't put on everything that she had in the bag that she had provided for me that the punishment would be swift and harsh. Yesterday I had made the grave mistake of assuming that she had given me the wrong bag my mistake, and when I walked out of the bathroom unchanged, she had spanked me so many times that my ass was still a shade of purple. I knew that I definitely didn't want that to happen again, so I had made up my mind that whatever was in the bag would soon be on my body, even if I couldn't actually see the contents of the outfit itself until I was inside of the bathroom stall.

When I peered inside, I once again saw the same Maid outfit that I was expecting. To my relief, there was another thong in there for me too. I was very thankful that this underwear seemed to slightly larger than the dental floss g-string that she had had me wear all night. Even though it was still a size extra small, the back part of the thong was at least a few centimeters wide and had some lacey trim on it. Perhaps Madam Rosebud was warming up to me, after all. At any rate, I knew that any kindness that I received in her training seminar was something of a hot commodity, and there I would do well to acknowledge it as such.

Once the maids outfit was on, I noticed that there was still some heft at the bottom of the bag. It was a bit dim in the bathroom, and the bag itself was stark black, so when I looked inside I couldn't see anything. Nonetheless, it was clear that there was something resting at the very bottom of it, I just couldn't tell what.

I doubled checked my outfit, noting that I had on everything that had been provided for me so far. Whatever it was that was there, it was somehow something of a new edition for my ensemble. But what?

I reached my hand down to the very bottom of the bad, fishing around. It took me a few moments of groping in the blind before I felt my hand brush up against something.

It had the texture of what I first assumed to be  rubber, although I would later learn that it was in fact medical grade silicone.

I fished out the mystery object and held it in my hand, and the sight that I was greeted with was so shocking that I damn near dropped the thing.

A butt plug.

That's what was in the bottom of the bag. I hadn't seen it because, like the bag itself, it was jet black. It was only 3 or 4 inches at its largest point, not counting the flared base that existed on the end of it, but to me and my virgin asshole it may as well have been the size of a football.

I briefly entertained the idea, just as I had the day before when I had first seen the outfit that I was expected to wear, that this was some sort of mistake. However, I took a deep breath as I realized that this couldn't be the case. After all, Madam Rosebud was deadly serious about her business, and she didn't make mistakes. If there was something in the bag for me to wear, than it was in there for a reason. I had just been operating on the assumption that the objects in the bag would be things that I was putting on my body, not in them. How incredibly wrong I was.

I panicked for a moment, there in the bathroom stall. I knew full well that Madam Rosebud was outside, waiting for me. I knew that she was not a lady who exercised much patience, and she most certainly did not like to be kept waiting. She had the strict expectation that any task that was given to me would be accomplished with the utmost expediency, and I was quite positive that this would be no exception.

I saw a small glitter of light at the bottom of the bag. Shaking it around a little, I realized that there was something else still in there. Once more, I dove my hand in and fished around at the bottom until I felt it. It was a small plastic container, about the size and shape of a travel bottle of toothpaste.

Lifting it up, I held the small object up to the light, straining my eyes to see the faint words that were printed on the packaging.

"Water based Lubricant"

I breathed a sigh of relief. As I had mentioned, any kindness or compassion from Madam Rosebud was something were recognizing, and this time in particular was no exception at all. I shuddered to think what my fate would have been if I had tried to insert the plug up my bottom without any lubrication. I would have to imagine that it would have felt something similar to jumping on a slip and slide with no water.

Once I had given myself a moment to process my current situation, I opened up the little vial of lubricant and applied a generous portion to my finger.

I had never had anything go up my butt before yesterday, but I suppose that there is a first time for everything. I decided that I may as well try a finger first, before going all in with the butt plug that had been provided for me.

Now that my finger was thoroughly lubed up, I rubbed the outside my asshole with my finger. Instinctively I felt my abs tense up, and so I took a deep breath as I tried my best to relax my bum.

Once I was able to do that, I ever so slowly started sliding my finger in. I knew that my time was limited, so I tried my best to work quickly. With the helpful addition of the lube, I was happy to find that the finger went in much easier than I was anticipating. It didn't take any longer than two or three minutes for me to have my entire finger, up to the second knuckle, up my butt.

Removing the finger slowly, I stared at the plug in front of me.  Well, I suppose now that I had made it this far, I might as well try for the whole damn plug. I just about emptied the container of lube onto the plug, and made sure that every inch of the plug was thoroughly covered in the lubricant.

The silky material of the silicone felt cold against my ass as I slowly inserted the plug. Imagining that Madam Rosebud was listening outside of the bathroom, I did my best not to make any noise as the largest part of the butt plug slid in my ass. With a *shwoop* noise, ,my butthole swallowed the remaining of the plug, leaving the flared section resting snugly against my ass.

I positioned the thong string against the plug, and then without a second thought, I walked out of the bathroom stall.

Although, walking may be a bit of a generous description, as I was quite unaccustomed to moving around with something up my butt. 

As I walked out of the bathroom, I saw the tell tale smile of Madam Rosebuds face staring straight at me. It was a sight that simultaneously struckl fear and horniness into my heart. Her smile told me full well that she knew that I was walking awkwardly because I had something in my ass. She didn't need to say a single word, it was all written right there on her face.

"So, tell me Lucy, how are you liking your outfit today?" She said, making no effort whatsoever to hide her delight as I awkwardly shifted my weight back and forth.

"It's um, different. Mistress." I said, sheepishly. I was still unable to look her in the eyes.

"Oh? Judging by the fact that your impressively tiny cock got hard yesterday when you had my feather duster up your butthole, I would have thought you would have loved my little addition to your outfit. Are you saying that I'm wrong? That I'm a liar?" She asked, walking towards me.

Fear was struck into my heart as I once again heard the sound of her heels clicking towards me.

"Nuh.. No mistress! I like it!" I said, my voice cracking with desperation.

"Turn around." She said, once she was standing only a few feet away from me.

I did as she commanded, not wanting to earn her ire any more than was totally necessary.

"Tell me sissy, first the thong, now the plug... you like having things up your little sissy ass, don't you?"

I started to say "Yes Mistress", but before I was able to get the words out of my mouth I felt her reach under the waistband of the skirt that I was wearing and yank of the thong, giving me a killer wedgie. As if that wasn't enough, this made it so that the string of the thong pressed straight up against the plug that was up my asshole, effectively giving me a killer wedgie and pushing the plug up my ass at the same time.

As much as I didn't want to give her the satisfaction, a yelp of surprise sprang from my lips, which itself was answered with a laugh of pure sadistic delight from Madam Rosebud behind me. She continued lifting the thong string up and down, flossing my sissy ass she cackled with delight.

"Dance for me, you little sissy bitch." she said in my ears.

As much as I wanted to be more than just a marionette on a string, doing whatever it was that she commanded, given all of the sensations that I was being subjected to, it was all but impossible for me to try and stay still. Quite the contrary, I danced back and forth from one leg to the other as the plug that was in my bottom get pressed further and further up my ass. I knew that there was only one way for me to stop, which would be to submit myself to her fully.

"I'm a little sissy bitch who likes it up my ass!" I shouted at the top of my lungs.

Finally, she stopped the onslaught on my butthole.

"Good girl." She said, slowly, as if she was tasting every syllable as it left her lips.

I felt myself relax into the words that she was saying. Something about that phrase, those two little words, held immense power over me. In those two words was my entire new identity, encapsulated perfectly. I was nothing more than a little sissy who needed to please her mistress, and Madam Rosebud knew exactly how to remind me of it.

There was another effect of hearing these words, an effect that I didn't notice until my mistress saw fit to point it out to me.

"Is that what a little girl sissy like you do?" She said, pointing to my crotch.

Looking down slowly, I knew exactly what she was pointing at even before I cast my eyes downward. My tiny cock was erect, straining against the thong that I was wearing, which unfortunately had the effect of pushing the buttplug even further up my ass, which served only to make my small cock even harder. It was something of a vicious cycle, one that no doubt Madam Rosebud was aware of.

"I don't think a good sissy that is permitted to work for me is aloud for their tiny cock to get hard on the job. Wouldn't you agree?" Madam Rosebud said to me.

"I agree with everything that you say, Madam Rosebud." I responded.

I could practically feel her emotions sour.

"Then tell me, sissy.... why is your tiny cock still hard?"

"I... I don't know Mistress." I said, desperately willing for my cock to go down. Unfortunately, the knowledge sand embarrassment that she was staring directly at my pathetic boner did nothing to help my current predicament.

"Tell me, sissy, how do you think it reflects on me if you show up, representing me, and you can't even manage enough professionalism to not show up to work sporting a tent underneath your maids outfit. Are you trying to make a fool out of me? Is that it?"

I could tell already that the wasn't going to go well for me, but I was helpless to do anything about it. I tried my absolute best to make my cock go down, but I may as well have tried to sprout wings and fly away then and there.

I heard a long, exasperated sigh come from Madam Rosebud.

"You know, there's nothing I desire more than a sissy who says one thing, and then does another."

I knew that this would be the last words that I heard before my punishment for this transgression, but as for what that punishment would be I would simply have to wait and find out.

I felt her reach under my skirt, grabbing the butt plug that was in my ass right at the flared base.

"Is this what you like, sissy?" She said, pulling the plug out so that the widest part of the plug was stretching my asshole. "Is this what makes your tiny cock hard?"

"Yes Madam Rosebu--" I began to say, but before I had a chance to finish the phrase she twisted the plug 180 degrees, sharply. Given that I was still quite new to having anything up my ass at all, let alone having a buttplug in my ass be rotated. The most I could do was try to stay still and quiet as Madam Rosebud dished out the punishment that I had earned.

She was fucking my ass with the buttplug now, taking it and out over and over again.

"Spread your ass cheeks, sissy." She said. I did as she had commanded. Once my sissy butt cheeks were thoroughly spread, she pushed the plug up my ass as far as it could possibly go. Even though the sensation of having my butt being fucked was quite new and overwhelming, it did nothing to make my tiny sissy cock and softer, a fact that I have absolutely no doubt that Madam Rosebud was more than aware of.

"Well, it seems that we have quite the problem on our hands, don't we? How can you be a sissy maid if you aren't even able to keep your cock under control?"

"I don't know, Madam Rosebud. Please don't fire me. I'll be a good sissy for you, I promise!" I said, with a sniffle. I hate disappointing Madame Rosebud, and not just because her punishments could be so severe and harsh. I really wanted to please her, to be a good little sissy slut for her. But, try as I may, I simply could not manage to keep my cock from staying hard while such a strong alpha female was playing with my butthole.

Suddenly, Madam Rosebud softened in her demeanor. It was only a slight shift, but a shift nonetheless.

"Oh, my sweet little sissy slut. You aren't going to be fired. After all, you're still being trained." She said, softly. Immediately I felt better, knowing that even though I perhaps wasn't doing a great job that day, that at the very least Madam Rosebud still saw some potential in me.

Thank you, Mistress." I said, practically on the verge of tears.

She gave me a smile. This smile wasn't the same sadistic one that I had become so accustomed to that she usually wore during my punishments. This was a soft smile, one that encouraged me.

"No problem, Lucy. However, it is a problem that you aren't in control of your cock. thankfully I think that I have just the perfect solution for this. You see, Lucy, I've been doing this for a long time. Longer than you've been alive. I've trained and disciplined every kind of sissy that you could ever possibly imagine, and I can assure you that you are far from the first person to have a problem like this occur. In fact, you may be relieved to know that it's actually something of a common occurence amongst new recruits. Thankfully I have the perfect solution for exactly this occurrence.

After saying this, Madam Rosebud walked back to her desk, which I now knew full well housed only tools for breaking in new sissies.

I didn't recognize the device that she came back carrying, and therefore I had no idea how afraid of the device that was in her hand that I should feel.

"Do you know what this is, my little sissy slut?" Madam Rosebud said to me.

"No Mistress." I responded truthfully.

"Good. It's a cage."

That much was self evident. What was in her hands was a small metal mesh device. It looked almost like a bird cage, although if it was it would have been only large enough for the smallest bird to just barely fit in.

"A cage for what, mistress?" I asked, sheepishly.

Madam Rosebud didn't answer me directly, rather choosing for her devious smile to answer for her. Her facial expression had switched back now, it was no longer the soft, empathetic smile that she had shown to me previously. This was the sadistic smile that told me in no uncertain terms that I had a struggle ahead of me in my very near future.

"My... my cock? Mistress?" I said. Of course, by the time the words had left my lips I knew that my question was futile.

She simply handed me the cage and and pointed me in the direction of the bathroom.

"Oh, you might find this to be helpful for your, shall we say, cause." She said, reaching into the iced coffee that was on her desk and pulling out an ice cube. Even though I might not have been the smartest sissy to have ever lived, I knew that she was inrtending for me to ice my cock to get it soft enough to fit in the cage.

I walked back to the bathroom, and lowered the thong that Madam had ordered me to wear around my ankles. Doing exactly as I had been commanded to do, I iced down my cock, and to my relief I found that finally my tiny erection subsided. Madam Rosebud really did know everything when it came to these sorts of matters.

I locked the cage around my cock, and it clicked shut with a *tink* sound. I saw that there was a small keyhole where the locking mechanism had clamped shut, and I knew damn well that it was no coincidence that Madam Rosebud had not provided me with a key.

I raised the thong back over my plugged butthole and caged penis, and then walked back out to face the mistress.

"Very good, sissy." Madame rosebud said to me as I reappeared from the bathroom. She didn't need to check to make sure that I had actually put on the cock cage, as she knew full well that she had thoroughly broken me, that I was hers to control.

I have to say, it felt quite nice knowing that she trusted me enough to know that when she gave me an order that I would follow like it without giving it a second thought, or even a first thought. After all, what use is thinking to a useless sissy such as myself?

Now that I am walking again, I could feel the plug shifting around in my ass. This had the effect of making my cock hard, and for the first time I realized just how devious and evil the device of the cock cage truly was. Now that the ice cube that I had been provided with was no longer being applied to my cock, my tiny member sprang to life again. This time, however, there was something much stronger than the flimsy material of my thong and skirt for my cock to strain against. Instead, I felt my cockhead pressing painfully against the mesh of the metal cage.

I tried my best to walk straight, like a good sissy, but between the plug that was in my ass and the cage that my tiny cockhead was straining against.

Madam Rosebud, to her credit, tried briefly to stifle her laughter at the ridiculous sight that was before her, but that only lasted all of five seconds before she simply burst out in guffaws of laughter.

"It hurts, Mistress." I said, as if that wasn't completely obvious.

I would have to imagine so. I don't know why you would complain to me about it. Was I the one who made your cock hard? Was I the one who made you break the rules that I had set out for you?"

"No mistress." I said, looking down.

"Do you need to have your buttplug pulled around again? Will that teach you a lesson?"

"NO MISTRESS!" I shouted out. I know now that I was totally helpless to keep my teeny cock soft when Madam Rosebud was playing with my ass, and so I had no doubt at all that if she decided to punish me in the same way that she had before I had donned the cock cage, that the pain from the punishment would enact itself tenfold.

"Good. Then I'm glad we have an understanding!" She said, her voice bubbly with sadism.

"Thank you, Mistress!" I said. I meant it sincerely, too, as I really was quite glad that she had decided not to go through with the punishment that she was entertaining giving me.

"You're welcome, Lucy. I think you've had quite enough for today, why don't you go home and get some rest? After all, I can assure you with the utmost certainty that you're going to have a very long day in front of you tomorrow. It's going to be our third, and most intense, day of training." She said, with her usual devilish smile.  "You can change out of your outfit, however the thong, buttplug, and cock cage stay on until tomorrow."

My jaw dropped to until it practically hit the floor. It was one thing to have her order me to wear a tiny thong up my butt overnight, but to go from that to being ordered to wear a butt plug and a cock cage for a full 16 hours just seemed like an enormous leap.

"Mistress, is that really necessary?" I said aloud. As soon as I had uttered the words, I knew that I had made a grave mistake.

She walked up to me, the sound of her heels clicking on the ground as her figure grew larger and more intimidating with each passing second.

"Turn around, Lucy."  She said.

I did as she commanded. '

She gave me several spanks on my ass, slamming her hand into my plugged sissy booty. I felt the smack of her hand reverberate against my bottom, and pressing my plug that I was wearing even further up my butt. To my horror, just as I had suspected, the feeling of having my ass being filled coupled with the movement from her spankings make my cock strain painfully against my caged cock. The feeling was intense, surreal, and painful. It made it all the worse knowing that I had brought my punishment on myself. After all, I had chosen to question Madam Rosebuds direct order, which was most certainly not being a good little sissy.

After a few swats on my bottom, she sent me on my way. I had changed out of the outfit that she had given me, and was back in my normal clothes. Although, now that she had shown me my true nature as a sissy, my "normal" clothes felt more like a costume than the maids outfit that she had me wear whenever she was training me.

Walking home was difficult and awkward, to say the least. Once I arrived back at my house I sidestepped my family as fast as possible and went to my room. Similarly to yesterday, I was so exhausted from everything that my body had gone through during the day that it didn't take long at all for me to fall asleep once my head hit the pillow.

After all, just as Madam Rosebud had said, I had a full day of training ahead of me tomorrow. The last thoughts than ran through my head as I was falling asleep was that tomorrow would be my last day of training. After that, I would truly be a sissy, The thought warmed my heart as I drifted off into a deep slumber.
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