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Feminization, Crossing Dressing, Genderswap

◆◆◆

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




There were no clocks in the room, and so I had no way to know just how much longer was left in my third day of training. Usually Madam Rosebud had kept me adhered to a relatively strict schedule, but I had a feeling that today she would keep me there as long as it took for her to accomplish her goal, whatever that may be.

Given that she had just given me a question, I knew that if I didn’t give her a straight answer right away that the punishment had every potential of being swift and severe. I had already seen that she was in a sadistic mood from the way she had mercilessly had me administered enema after enema to Morgan’s ass. I definitely knew that I didn’t want to be next on the metaphorical chopping block! After all, I had already had an intense punishment by being forced to stick my entire tongue up Madam Rosebud’s ass when I showed up just a few minutes late.

I managed to stammer out a quick “Yes Mistress. I would love to continue my training!”

Madam Rosebud let out a smile, and followed up with. “Good. Well, I would say you certainly have some experience now with giving enemas. Wouldn’t you agree with that, Morgan?”

Yes, mistress.” Morgan said, still red in the face from all of the embarrassment that she had been forced to endure.

I was still figuring out how I felt about Morgan. Originally I had hated her guts right down to the marrow of my bones. After all, she was everything that I had wanted to be, a fact of which both her and Madam Rosebud had absolutely no issue with reminding me of. However, now that I had had the opportunity to express some of that pent up aggression on here, I found that I no longer really had the desire to make her suffer. I could tell that she was dreadfully embarrassed from having the newbie stretch her sissy asshole, so much so that she was hardly looking me in the eye now.

One thing was for sure, which was that she now owed me a favour. After all, Madame Rosebud have very unambiguously given me the opportunity to keep punishing her, and I had very thoughtfully chosen to take the compassionate route, no matter how tempted I had been to choose otherwise. Hopefully that favour that I had done here would come in handy in the future. I suppose that only time would tell.

Now however, the attention was shifted back onto me. It was my turn to be trained.

“Lucy, I have to say that I’ve been impressed with your dedication so far. I wasn’t going to mention this to you outright, but roughly half of the sissies in training don’t make it past the first day. Of that half, the other half don’t make through the second. And roughly half of the people who make it through the second day don’t show up for the third.” Madam Rosebud said to me.

Compliments were so rare from Madam Rosebud that I practically didn’t even know how to respond, so I simply kept my head down and muttered a quiet “Thank you Mistress. I only desire to please you like the good little sissy slut that I am.” I said

“Yes, well that is certainly what I hear often. However, talk is quite cheap. It is actions that speak louder than words, and that is most certainly true in this field. Even though we’ve lost a bit of time due to my… shall we say… necessary disciplinary actions… we still have a few hours left. I think that we should make the most of it by going to your very first client. What do you think about that, Lucy?” Madam Rosebud responded.

A smile beamed from my face. I had wondered when it was that I would get my first opportunity to work for Mistress, to show her that I wanted to please her as her newest sissy, to be given the opportunity to pledge my dedication. Even though I hadn’t expected it, it appeared that today was going to be the day that I got the opportunity.

“I would be delighted, Madam Rosebud. I would be more than delighted, I would be honored.” I said. It was the honest truth, and I had a feeling that the sincerity of my comments shown across my smiling face.

“Very good!” Madam Rosebud said. “It just so happened that  a client has messaged me this morning asking me if we had any availability for a last minute session. I had told her that I had some fresh meat to break in, but I didn’t know if you would be ready. This is quite unusual for me, as I’m sure you can imagine. Therefore, I feel that it is only fair that I warn you that if you do anything to embarrass me, that the punishment that you will receive will be nothing short of Biblical in proportion.” Madam Rosebud said to me.

I let out an audible gulp, as I realized that the stakes of my afternoon were quite high. I mean, Madam Rosebud had certainly already proved herself as somebody whom was not to be trifled with, but she had never gone so far out of her way to make it clear to me that if I deviated in any way shape or form from her strict and demanding expectations that my punishment would be severe. In truth, severe was already Madam Rosebud’s natural default, so I shuddered to think what terrible sadistic fate she had in mind for me if I messed up on my first job.

“I understand, Mistress.” I said, looking down.

At first she didn’t say anything in response, instead she simply walked towards me slowly. I heard the sounds of her heels clicking against the floor with every step that she took as her figure got larger and larger in my field of view.

Once she was only a few inches away, she reached her hand out and placed it on my chin, lifting my face until I was staring her straight in her eyes.

This small act of dominance practically undid me. I had already learned that I was little more than a submissive sissy slut by nature, but the way that her gaze pierced into me told me in no uncertain terms what the pecking order here was.

After what seemed like an eternity of her staring straight into me eyes, she finally spoke.

“No. You may think that you understand, but I can promise you that you have absolutely no idea of what I will do to do if you embarrass me in front of a client. I will fucking end you. I will stretch your little sissy asshole so far that your ass will whistle when you walk. You think being made to lick my ass is bad? You have absolutely no idea what I am capable of.”

I was practically on the verge of pissing myself out of fear. When Madam Rosebud was a little angry she raised her voice, but in this moment she was doing the exact opposite; she was speaking softly and clearly, in a whisper so quiet that I wouldn’t have been able to hear her had her face not been mere centimeters away from mine. Her methods were effective, to say the least. I was completely terrified, so much so that I was shivering as I felt her breath against my face.

I knew enough by now to know that anything that Mistress said to me needed a timely response, the less I get myself punished already. This was of course easier said than done considering that I was so terrified I couldn’t form any thoughts. In the midst of my quaking I managed to stammer out a small “yes mistress.”

In classic Madam Rosebud fashion, she switched on a dime, suddenly back to her somewhat typical smiling face as she said “Well then! I’m glad that we’ve all reached a mutual understanding!”

In the blink of an eye she had gone from drill sergeant levels of intensity to her normal cheery self, which only terrified me more as we all knew full well that her sadistic side was merely lurking underneath her smiley surface.

“I’ll need to go to the back room and organize the supplies for the day, as I wasn’t expecting to do a house call so I’m a bit unprepared. And we can’t be showing up unprepared, can we sissies?” Madam Rosebud asked us.

“No mistress!” both morgan and I shouted in unison.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes. Oh, one thing before I go, Lucy will need to wear her cock cage again, just to be on the safe side. After all, I can’t have you showing your pathetic sissy boner through your maid outfit, as you seem to be so predicated on doing. Morgan, cage Lucy’s cock while I’m getting prepared.”

I shuddered, by quickly managed to resume an expressionless face. Inside, I was cursing the fact that I was going to have to wear the dreaded cock cage for the afternoon.

“Yes Mistress.” Morgan said.

“It’s in my desk. I believe you know where the drawer is from… personal past experience.” Madam Rosebud said, making no effort to stifle her laughter.

“Yes Mistress.” Morgan said again, quieter this time.

It made me feel a little bit better to know that I hadn’t been the only one who had had to wear the dreaded cock cage, but that did very little to alleviate to knowledge that the next few hours were going to be spent under the constant threat that if I got hard at all that the pain was immediate and immense. I suppose this was one way to learn to control my little sissy cock.

After all, what use did I have for getting hard anymore? I was nothing more than a sissy slut, a hole to be filled whenever Mistress deemed appropriate. My cock was nothing more than a vestige from the time before I had met Madam Rosebud, before I knew what my true role in the world was. Perhaps the pain from the cock cage would help me learn my lesson, I just wish that there was some way to do so that wasn’t so painful!

Madam rosebud walked to her back room, a personal office that I had yet to see with my own eyes. I had no idea what was back there, but I inferred that it housed all of the various equipment that wouldn’t fit into her desk, which was much more handy and accessible.

Now, for the first time it was just me and Morgan alone. This fact would have been awkward enough as it was, and the fact that she had been ordered to cage up my sissy cock didn’t exactly do much to help the matter at hand.

Still though, an order was an order. I dropped my pants and my cock flopped down in front of me.

“Jeesus, I’d forgotten what a non sissified cock looks like. That would be pretty impressive if you were still a man. Has Madam Rosebud started giving you her formula yet?” Morgan asked me.

“No, she actually hadn’t mentioned anything about it to me. So that’s how your cock is so small and smooth now?” I asked her. This was something that I had wondered every since I had seen Morgan’s tiny little sissy dick hanging down between her legs as I had forcefully administered an enema to her.

“Yup. Mine used to look something similar to yours, although not quite that big.” She said with a laugh. “I’m sure that she’ll start you on her own special formula soon. She gets it from a chemist client of hers under the table, in exchange for our services. She just likes to wait until she’s completely certain that the sissy in question has pledged their utmost servitude to her, since it’s somewhat costly and she’s only able to get a certain amount.That and the fact that the effects of it are totally non reversible.”

This gave me another answer to something that I had wondered. I had a feeling that the changes that I was undergoing, even the ones that were purely psychological, seemed so extreme that there was no way that I could possibly go back. The person whom I used to be, Mike, seemed so far away from me now that it might as well have been a complete stranger. Mike was all but dead as far as I was concerned, I was Lucy now.

Still though, having it finally be confirmed that once I started to undergo the physical changes to my body that there would be no going back put a pit in my stomach.

“How did you know?” I asked Morgan.

“How did I know what?”

“How did you know that it wasn’t just a passing phase? That you wanted to pledge yourself to Mistress for life?”

She furrowed her brow as she thought. In a way it was kind of cute, even though I would have never told her that.

“I don’t know, to be honest. I had no idea what I was getting into when I first showed up to be trained my Madam Rosebud. I was just a college student looking for a job, much like you. It was only when she showed me whom I really was that I knew it was something that I could never unsee about myself. It wasn’t like she turned me into a sissy exactly, even though of course she did that too. But really, she just removed the exterior facade that I had been wearing my whole life. I mean, I never chose to be a guy, I was just told that’s what I was since birth so it was something that I went along with. I knew that there were other options, of course, but I never really considered them for myself. But as soon as Madam Rosebud had me put on the maid outfit, well, it just felt right. It felt like home. It felt like me.”

Her words were so beautiful to me. For the first time since I had begun this process, I realized that I was nowhere near as alone as I thought.

“By the way, thanks for earlier.” Morgan said to me.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean, thanks for not giving me any more enema punishment. That was really something else, even by Madam Rosebuds standards. Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure,” I responded.

“Why didn’t you do it?” Morgan said to me.

“Do what?”

“I mean, why didn’t you keep punishing me? You had every right to, I had done nothing but taunt you since the moment I walked into the room. Anybody else in your position wouldn’t have shown me the smallest iota of mercy, and yet you did. Why?”

I thought about what to say back. Originally I had thought that I made that choice purely out of pragmatism, and the knowledge that I could easily find myself in the same position that Morgan had found herself in. But now that I had thought about it a little bit more, I realized that that was only half of the truth. It was true that I didn’t want to receive any more punishments that necessary, and that showing Morgan a little bit of mercy was one way to accomplish that goal. But it was also true that, so far, Morgan was the only other person whom I have ever met who was on the same path that I now found myself.

As she said this, she knelt down so that she was at eye level with my cock. I suddenly felt a little bit self conscious. After all, her cock was so small that it looked like it was practically about to fall of, something that represented her complete dedication to her path of a sissy.

Once again, I felt as if the disparity between Morgan, whom had been on her sissy path for longer than I had, and myself was apparent. The only thing that made me feel better was the soft, caring way that morgan cradled my cock as she locked the cage around me. It wasn’t at all like Madam Rosebud had held my dick the first time she locked it up, moving in swift jerking motions as she forced my dedicated cock and balls into the mesh cage. I thought back to the way that Madam Rosebud had laughed when I winced in pain, knowing that I was hers to torment in whatever way that she saw fit.

Morgan was the opposite, softly caressing my dick and balls as she slowly closed the mesh cage around my soft member. She even made sure to move my pubic hair out of the way before she clamped it shut with a metallic clicking noise.

If it wasn’t for Morgan, I would have been totally alone. I didn’t just want her as a non-enemy, and I didn’t just want her as an ally. I wanted her as a friend.

This was the first time that I had actually formulated any of these thoughts to myself, and I wasn’t even sure if I was ready to say them out loud for the first time. Still though, I wanted Morgan to know it. I mustered the courage to give her a full, honest answer to the question as to why I had shown her mercy even when I had every right to keep filling up her ass whilst Madam Rosebud laughed at her suffering and misfortune.

I had just worked up enough courage to tell her that I appreciated knowing her, and that I was glad that Madam Rosebud had decided to introduce us, even if I was jealous of her success in her sissification.

However, just as I opened my mouth to speak, Madame Rosebud reappeared.

“Well hello again ladies. I see that you got the cock cage on alright. Good job. Morgan, how is your butthole feeling?”

I saw morgan go red in the face.

“Sore, Mistress.”

Madam Rosebud smiled.

“Good. I must say, you’ve both managed to do an acceptable job so far. That was one of the best ass lickings that I’ve gotten in recent memory, and that is saying something!”

“Thank you mistress, it was my honor to have my sissy tongue up your butt.” I responded, thoughtlessly. After all, what use were thoughts to a dumb sissy like myself?

“How very correct you are.” Madam Rosebud said with a wink.

“There’s only one matter left before we depart. Lucy, go change into your maid outfit. Don’t you dare fiddle with the cock cage while your in the bathroom.” Madam rosebud said to me, pointing to the bathroom. She tossed me a bag that I now knew to be the bag that held my outfit inside of it, and I went to the bathroom and entered into the stall.

This was the first time since I had arrived that morning that I had had any time to myself. I gazed at myself in the mirror briefly. I knew that my time was limited, after all, Madam Rosebud despised being made to wait, but for a solid ten seconds I looked at the person whom was gazing back at me in the mirror.

The reflection was me, and yet at the same time somebody new. Somebody changed. Somebody sissified.

Knowing that I had reached my allotted time to dilly dally, I quickly went into the bathroom stall and changed.

The maid outfit, tiny and frilly and feminine, felt like home now. It was so strange that just a few days ago when I had first seen my uniform that I had thought that Madam Rosebud had made some kind of mistake. Little did I know that the only person who was making a mistake was me, the mistake of thinking that I was anything else other than a sissy!

I stole a glance at myself in the mirror once more as I walked out. In truth, even though I was a tad resentful over having to wear the cock cage, I was also glad that I didn’t have to worry about getting hard in my costume, as I felt a surge to my crotch as soon as I saw myself in my sissy uniform.

I was also incredibly thankful that there wasn’t another butt plug in the bottom of my uniform bag, as there had been the last time that I received my outfit from Madam Rosebud. I suppose that she wanted me to not be distracted for my very first time doing a house visit.

As I walked out from the bathroom Madam Rosebud and Morgan were waiting by the door, and she motioned for me to come towards her.

It suddenly occurred to me that this would be my first time stepping outside into the world dressed as a sissy. Madam Rosebud had me wear a tiny flossy g-string the first day, as well as sending me home with my sissy butthole plugged and wearing a cock cage the second day. However, I was still wearing clothes from my previous life over top of them. Nobody but me would have known that I had been sissified. Now however, I was going outside dressed in my tiny maid skirt which was so short that it showed off my ass cheeks every time that I bent over.

My cock was thoroughly restrained so that it basically looked as if I didn’t have one, and I had my little maid’s bonnet on. In other words, I looked unmistakably like a sissified bitch. What would happen if when I stepped outside somebody whom I recognized from my previous life as Mike saw me? Would they recognize me at all? Would they tell the people from my school? My mind was racing with all of the possibilities as I walked towards the open door.

It was so bright outside compared to inside Madam Rosebud’s academy that I couldn’t even see outside to tell if there was anybody there who could see me. I knew that it was a fairly likely possibility, as her academy was situated on a busy street and it would have been right around when the get out of work traffic started to pick up.

I could feel the sweat in my palms as the doorway got closer to me with every step that I took.

And just like that, I stepped outside into the bright, brave new world. It’s strange how something I had done countless times before, something as simple as walking outside, could take on such a new meaning for me now that I embraced my new life as a sissy.

There were, of course, plenty of people outside. There were people driving by, walking their dogs, doing all sorts of things. However, I was no longer afraid. Not while I was being escorted by a strong alpha female like Madam Rosebud walking ahead of me, and with another fully transformed sissy by my side. It was only a twenty foot walk or so to the other side of the street where Madam Rosebud’s work van was, but every step that I took was a step towards my new fate as a transformed sissy.

When we got in the van, madam rosebud slammed the door shut and took her place in front. I didn’t know if I would be pressing my luck to ask for too much information, but I was feeling bold and brazen so I asked her where it was we were going.

“Oh, to an old client of mine. She’s been employing my services for years now. In fact, I believe that she may have been Morgan’s first client as well, several years ago.

“Correct as always, mistress.” Morgan responded.

“Morgan, answer honestly. What is your opinion on Michelle?”

Morgan paused, and I could tell that she was feeling quite trepidatious.

“You want me to answer completely honestly, mistress?” Morgan asked.

“I don’t believe that I stuttered. Tell me Lucy, did I stutter just now?”

“No mistress, you did not.” I quickly said back. I shot Morgan a look telling her to answer and answer quickly, as Madam Rosebud did not take kindly to having her commands be questioned.

“Good, now that we’ve settled that matter, are you going to answer my question or do I need to stop this van and cancel my appointment?”

“No Mistress!” Morgan quickly responded. I had a feeling that Madam Rosebud had never cancelled on a client before, and I shuddered to think what our punishment would be if Madam Rosebud followed through.

“In all honesty, she’s quite harsh. I believe on more than one occasion that she referred to herself as a ‘sissy breaker’. I would say that she lives up to that title.” Morgan said.

I could tell that Morgan was quite conflicted, as disparaging a client would certainly be the sort of thing that Mdsam Rosebud would never stand for, but at the same time she had commanded Morgan to answer completely honestly. It was evident enough from the way that Morgan was breathing that she was quite nervous about the potential of being punished no matter what she did, but fortunately for her Madam Rosebud seemed quite pleased at Morgan’s answer.

“That’s quite right. My, I would have to say that she is one of the only clients who potential rivals me when it comes to…. Shall we say…. Creativity.” Madam Rosebud responded.

I gulped nervously at this news. One Madam Rosebud was enough, I didn’t know if my poor sissy butthole would survive having two! I guess that I would have to be sure to be on my absolute best behaviour.

After an awkward pause, I asked what her last name was.

“The client? Michelle Stevenson.”

I gasped. I recognized the name. She was my professor, and the head of the business department which just so happened to be my major.

“Something wrong?” Madam Rosebud asked me, flashing her devious smile?

TO BE CONTINUED!
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