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Book 1

Finding a job is easy. Finding a job that you actually want to do? That is something else entirely. I suppose that the old cliche about beggars not being choosers has some merit after all, because as I poked around online looking for work I swiftly realized that my options were woefully few.

It wasn't like I was really asking for that much, anyway. I just needed something to do during my spare time during the summer, in between classes.

Though perhaps I'm getting a little bit ahead of myself, and maybe some introductions are in order.

Nice to meet you. I'm Mike. Or, at least I was Mike. Now I'm something else entirely. Or should I say, I'm somebody else entirely.

And it's all because of her.

My life was the life of any regular old college student. I was a pretty middle of the road kind of person. My grades weren't the best, but they weren't terrible either. They were good enough at least for me to be able to get into the school that I wanted to go to, just an hour or two out of the way of my hometime. That was, at the very least, enough to get my parents off my back for the time being.

Of course, once I arrived at college, it didn't take me long at all to realize that I had no idea what I was doing, where I was going, or where I should be headed. It seemed as if all of my friends knew precisely, with decimal point level precision, where they wanted to go.

Me on the other hand? The most generous way that one could possibly describe my freshman year at college would be to say that I was going through the motions. I felt something similar to a shark that has to swim, because it simply doesn't know what else to do.

And while I guess swimming is still better than the alternative of, you know not swimming, by the end of my year I pretty much felt like there was nothing that I had done with my time that I could actually be proud of or stand behind, other than racking up a few college credits from the courses I attended and landing myself in one metric fuckton of debt. The things we do to please our parents, eh?

Now that I was back home for the summer, my life felt even more empty than ever. I mean, I had no structure, only a couple of friends, no hobbies, few interests, etc etc. It only took a week or so of waking up to a full day of nothing at all to do that I w swirly realized that if I spent my entire summer like this I would most likely go completely insane.

So, getting a summer job just seemed like the wise thing to do. It would give my a chance to make a little bit of a dent on the debt that I had already managed to accumulate for myself, and hopefully give my days a little bit more structure. As surprising as it may be to hear, spending all day every day playing video games and masturbating isn't nearly as awesome as it sounds.

I wasn't picky, either. I had played sports all throughout my time growing up, and still hit the gym a few times a week, so it wasn't as if I was any stranger to breaking a sweat.

On the other end of the same coin, I would have been more than happy to have found myself working a retail gig, or even some kind of office job. Really it didn't matter to me what it was, as long as it was something.

Somehow, even with my standards for employment as low as I could possibly make them, there was still pretty much nothing that stuck out to me. I clicked on advertisement after advertisement of various busisnnes who were looking to hire new people, and one by one as I read through the descriptions of the job I would come across a phrase that I soon learned to dread.

"Two years experience required."

I guess this fit with the classic paradox of needing experience to get one's foot in the door. One by one I closed each and every internet tab that I had opened looking for a gig, until after much exasperation only one site remained open.

"this was it." It told myself.I had burned through every other possible option available to me, so this one last page was nothing short of my hail mary. TO be truthful, I was feeling a little bit downtrodden from my stunning lack of success so far, so let's just say that I wasn;t exactly holding my breath. I had opened so many different pages from different hiring sites, that I had even forgotten what the job was in the first place.

Clicking on it, I saw that it was an advertisement for a maid company. Or at least, that's what I thought that it was. It was kind of hard to tell exactly what the advertisement was looking for.

"Welcome to Madam Rosebuds Maid training service; The finest maid training school ever devised. Why should you consider trying out my maid training program? It's simple, those who are able to make it to the conclusion of the course have a 100 percent employment rate. You read that correctly, 100 percent. That means in exchange for only 3 days of your time, you never have to worry about not being able to find work again for the rest of your life.

Maids never go out of style. No matter how much times change, people are always going to have houses that they need cleaned. With a certificate of completion from one of my maid training courses, you are absolutely guaranteed to be at the very top of the hiring list, no matter where you are in the world. My reputation of transforming people is known far and wide.

Of course, my dear pupil, nothing of value comes easy, and this is certainly no exception. My methods of pedagogy have been described as.... untraditional. However, I am a firm believer of progress; out with the old and in with the new as they always say. If you think that you have what it takes, feel free to come by for walk in interviews."

Well, that was definitely not like any of the other ads that I had come across so far. Everything about it seemed the polar opposite, as a matter of fact.

Given that I didn't really have any other options available to me at the time, I decided that I might as well attend an interview. I mean, what did I really have to lose, after all.

Chapter 2.

I was feeling more nervous than I would have liked to have admitted to as I followed the GPS app on my phone to the location that was listed on Madam Rosebuds advertisement. It was in a part of town that I almost never went to where there was little else other than warehouses and various industrial yards.

I was almost certain that I must have had the wrong information plugged into my GPS when I saw a small sign posted above one of the doors.

"Madam Rosebuds Maid training service. Transform yourself today!"

Well, I guess that I had the right place after all. My heart was pounding as I walked into the door, knowing that I had no clue at all what to expect.

The site that I was greeted with was something similar to a waiting room, with Madam Rosebud sitting at the far end. She looked exactly like she did in her pictures online.

She was a tall woman with blond hair that was tapered back into a professional looking bun. She wore a pants suit that hugged her figure tightly, and a work shirt that did very little to obscure her massive cleavage. I made a mental note to myself to not stare too much during the interview process.   She was more of an intimidating figure to me than I would have expected, too. There was something in the way that she carried herself, and the way her blue eyes pierced into me, even when she smiled and got up to introduce herself.

"Why hello there. You must be Mike, I'm assuming." She said, he voice both soft and raspy.

"That I am." I said, trying my best to not let my nerves show as I returned her smile.

"Well, I'm sure you must have a lot of questions. I'm sure that I would, If I was in your position. Would I be correct in the assumption that you haven't cleaned houses for money before?"

I briefly considered lying, but I decided that simply telling the truth would be the best policy.

"No, I can't say that I have."  I said.

"Not to worry! I tend to find that that is preferable, actually. It means that you don't have any bad habits that you need to unlearn."

Her saying this made me feel just a bit better about my total lack of experience.

"First things first, you'll need to be supplied with your uniform." She said, rummaging through her desk until she pulled out a bag that I would have to assume contained whatever my uniform was supposed to be. Given that the bag itself was opaque, I simply took it to the bathroom to change.

As soon as I looked inside however, I realized that Madam Rosebud must have made a mistake.

What was inside the bag was a made costume alright, but it looked more like something that people would find in a Halloween shop than an actual work uniform. It was a comically small frilly black dress with white lace trim. As if that wasn't already strange enough, I couldn't help but notice that there was also a black thong sitting at the bottom of the bag.

I laughed at the misunderstanding and left the bathroom in my normal clothes.

As soon as I stepped back into the main room; however, the expression that was one Madam Rosebuds face soured.

"What do you think that you're doing?" She asked me, in a quipping manner.

"Oh, I think that there was some kind of misunderstanding. I think you gave me the outfit for the wrong gender, there was a dress in bag that you gave me." I explained. Unfortunately, my words did nothing to unsour the look that was currently on her face.

"I'm perfectly aware of what was in the bag. This is my job, after all. I did my job, so my question to you is why aren't you doing yours?"

I stared at her dumbfounded. Surely she couldn't be serious.

However, the stern look that was on her face seemed to suggest to me that she was deathly serious, as there was not one modicum in her expression of anger that wavered in the slightest.

She walked over to me, the sound of her heels clicking against the hardwood floor reverberating off of the walls. There was something about that sound that set me on edge.

My brain empty, I stood up from the chair that I was sitting in, and started backing away from her. I'm sure it would have been a silly site to anybody that had happened to be watching her. I mean, here I was, a full grown man, backing away from a woman who probably weighed half as much as I did. I had been in plenty of fights in my life, and I was no stranger to being around tough people, but this was something different. Something about the way that she was looking at me made me feel as if I was small, insignificant, and depending solely on her mercy.

She was only a few feet away from me now, and as she closed in on me she said "Turn around, and bend over the desk."

Before my mind had even had a chance to process what she had said, I did exactly as she had commanded. I hadn;t even realized the extent to which I had obeyed her until I felt the sensation of the cool exterior to her oak desk pressed against my face.

It didn't make any sense that I should follow her commands so closely, but even as those thoughts flew in and out of my head, it did nothing to change the reality that I had so helplessly and mindlessly submitted to her commands without a second thought.

Of course, now that my head was facing her desk I had no way to see what was going on, so instead I had no option other than to rely on my other senses, namely listening and feeling.

I heard the sound of my belt being undone, and then the next thing that I knew my pants were around my ankles. I could feel the cool air brushing up against my no exposed ass cheeks.

I was feeling so many things at once that it was as if I couldn't decide what emotions to feel first. I was certainly quite humiliated. I mean, I don't think I have ever bent over naked in front of anybody like that in my entire life, except for maybe a doctor. Now here I was, folded in half over and oak desk in front of somebody that I had only met fifteen minutes prior.

There was something else that I was feeling too, though. Something underneath all of the predominant feelings of embarrassment and humiliation. Perhaps it was horniness? Or some sense of thrill? It was something that I couldn't quite put my finger on. It was something like a puzzle piece in my psyche had just snapped into place, and now for the first time I felt fully complete.

Suffice to say, whatever it was that was going on, I was totally paralized from all the emotions. So, I stood there, ass out and exposed and waiting to see what would happen next.

Only a few seconds passed before I had my answer.

I heard it before I felt it; the loid and reverberating sound of skin slapping against skin. Then came the sensation, a stinging in my backside.

She was.... spanking me?

I had never been spanked, not once. It certainly was the absolute last thing that I had been expecting when I had shown up for a job interview that day. And yet, here I was, feeling smack after smack against my ass.

I felt her spare hand grab me at the nape of my neck, forcing my head down into the heavy oak desk. After she had smacked each ass cheek no less than a dozen times, she drove her point home by grabbing my ass with her hands, spreading my cheeks wide open for her to see.

I couldn't have told you why I didn't get up and leave right there. I mean, I certainly had the advantage of physical size over her. The door was only a few dozen feet away on the other side of the room. It wasn't as if there was anything that would have stopped me from simply getting up and walking away. But I didn't, I stayed there as she made sure that I understood that my body was hers to do with as she pleased.

Once she was done, she stood me back up, and turned me around so that I was facing her.

"Now, go put on your uniform." she said to me.

"Yes mistress." Came my meek reply. I skirted off to the bathroom once more, my pants still around my ankles. I heard the sound of Madam Rosebuds laughter from behind me as I waddled with my jeans around my ankles.

Now that I was alone in the bathroom, I finally had a moment to take stock of myself. I knew that I didn't have much time, after all I knew that if I took too long that Madam Rosebud could very well come looking after me.

I stole a glance at myself in the mirror, and couldn't help but notice that the figure looking back at me looked different somehow. Changed in the smallest way. As much as I wanted to continue gazing upon my own reflection, I knew that I was a person on a mission, and I so I stumbled into the bathroom stall and took off the rest of my clothes.

First things first, I suppose, would be to put on the underwear that had been provided to me. Obviously I had never found myself wearing a thong before, and I felt quite awkward as I slid the dental floss sized piece of cloth between my legs. The front of the thing was only barely large enough to contain my tiny soft cock and balls, and it had the unfortunate side effect of making pulling the string even tighter up my buttcrack. Next came the tiny dress, which was only just barely large enough for me to be able to fit into.

I had never felt more ridiculous in my entire life as I once again saw my reflection in the mirror on my way out of the bathroom.

Madame Rosebud seemed to be positively delighted when she saw me walking towards her. She clapped her hands together with joy as she cackle with laughter.

"You know, now that we've given you a proper look, I think a new name is in order, don't you agree?" She asked, in a tone that suggested that she wasn't really asking a question at all.

"How about Lucy?" She said.

Before I had a chance to respond, she produced a name tag from her purse that said "Lucy" on it, in flowy letters, and walked up to me and stuck the name tag on hem of the maids dress that I was wearing. I had noticed that Madam Rosebud seemed to have a habit of asking questions that weren't really questions at all, and I began to wonder the extent to which everything that was happening to me was premeditated. I mean, she seemed so self assured with everything that happened so far, so I kind of suspected that this was all according to some kind of secret plan that she had already laid out, but the fact that she had a name tag with the name she had picked out for me ready to go confirmed my hunch that there was far more going on than just a simple maid service.

"Now that we have all of that taken care of, it's time to officially begin your training. As I'm sure you've gathered, the standards here are quite high, and the training quite... rigorous. So rigorous, in fact, that I believe it could be described only as.... transformational."  I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach that this was no metaphor.

"First things first, sissy. We're going to teach you how to dust. Do you think that you can handle that, Lucy?"

I stared at her, dumbfounded. It was still taking me a moment to register that it was me that she was referring to when she said Lucy. It slowly dawned on me that this was my new name now.

"yuh, yes mistress Rosebud." I finally managed to croak out.

"Good. Now, get on your hands and knees." She said.

I did exactly as she commanded, knowing full well that I definitely did not want to incur the wrath of one of her punishments again. Now I was on my hands and knees, the hard wood floors digging into my skin. The dress that Madam rosebud had had me put on, which was already comically small to begin with, slid up as I bent over, once again exposing my ass into the air.

"Good girl." Madam Rosebud said, as she stood above me. "Now, at my company, I firmly believe in a bottom up approach. That means that employees start with precious few privileges, and only once they've proved their services to me are they allowed to move up. You, as I have no doubt you've noticed, are on the lowest possible wrung. At the moment, that means that you are forbidden from using your hands."

I took a moment to take in everything that she was saying. While I was nervous about the potential consequences for saying anything that could possibly upset Madam rosebud,  the things that she was saying to me did raise one question that I simply couldn't help put ask.

"But Madam, how am I supposed to dust if I can't use my hands."

A smile that was nothing short of devilish spread across her face.

"Well, I'm so glad you asked. I guess we'll just have to find another way for you to hold the duster." Came her response.

"you mean.... in my mouth?" I asked, confused as to what she could possibly mean.

Her smile was swiftly replaced by a frown.

"Oh no no no, that couldn't possibly do. I have.... other plans for your mouth. No, we'll need to keep that hole wide open. I suppose that only leaves one other hole...." She said, softly, her voice trailing off.

My eyes went wide. She couldn't possibly mean what I thought she did, did she?

She produced a duster from her desk,. It was probably about a foot long, with a handle on one end and a plumage of soft feathers on the other. She slowly walked around me until she was totally out of view.

"Madam, please. Where is it going?" I asked.

"Shut the fuck up sissy. I didn't ask you a question." Came her response, along with a painful swat of my bottom.

"God you look pathetic in the tiny thong. Tell me, how does it feel to have it up your ass?" She said, taunting me.

I didn't know what to say in response. The first thing that came to my mind was that maybe if I played along, it might make whatever ordeal it was that I was about to face go a little bit easier.

"I... I like it, Madam." I said.

I heard the sound of a brutal laughter, as she was clearly elated by my response.

"Oh, so you like things up your ass?" She said.

Before I had a chance to say anything, I felt it. The plastic tip of the handle against my asshole. there was still the narrow strip of cloth from the thong that seperated my soft and exposed skin, but that was all of the protection that I have.

I felt Madam Rosebud move the thong to the side, with had the unfortunate unintended side effect of putting even more pressure against my already aching ballsack as she exposed my asshole. Next I heard the sound of her shooting a wad of spit from her mouth onto the crack of my ass. Could this all really be happening? The wad of spit slowly trailed down my crack, and I felt one of her fingers rub it into my asshole. I suppose I should have been thankful that she was at the very least affording me this generosity, as opposed to simply shoving the thing in dry.

However, the small modicum of saliva that she had provided as a lubricant of sorts did little to mitigate the sudden sensation as she thrust the first several inches of the handle up my rear. A gasp escaped my lips as I tried my best to take deep breaths.

"How does that feel, sissy?" She asked me.

I opened my mouth to try and say something, as by this point I had already well learned that Madam Rosebud did not like having to wait for anything, including having to wait for an answer, but just as I was about to say something she twisted the handle a full 360 degrees. My asshole felt something like a lemon in a juicer as my body took in the new and foriegn sensation.

"EEEEP" was the closest approximation to the sound that came out of my mouth, as this more than anything else had shocked me.

"Eeeep?" Said Madam rosebud, in a tone that made it clear that she was doing nothing more than mocking me. "That doesn't sound like a very satisfactory answer to me. Perhaps you need more of it up your heiney in order to come to a proper conclusion?"

"No Madam, I really don't think that will be neede--" I started to say, but before I had a chance to finish my sentence she pushed the handle a few inches more up my ass. I crawled away a few inches, to try and avoid the strange feeling of having my ass impaled by a woman whom I had only just met.

I immediately regretted the fact that I had done this, as it meant that I was refusing to be a good sissy for Madam Rosebud, and that meant only one thing; more punishment.

She removed the entirety of the handle from my ass, and then without warning shoved the entire thing back in, even further than it had been before. Now realizing that taking the punishment like a good little sissy slut would be my only option, I stayed still and shut my eyes, trying my absolute best to not move or make any other noises. Thankfully this seemed to be a wise choice, as now Madam rosebud took a step back to admire her handiwork.

"You know, sissy, I think that my heels are just a wee bit dusty today. Why don't we start with you cleaning those first?" She said, once again asking a question in a tone that made it more than clear that it was no question at all.

"Yuh, yes madam rosebud." I responded.

Given that she was in front of me when she said this, this meant that I had to begin turning around. Even the slightest movement sent jolts of strange sensation cascading all throughout my body, as it was all but impossible to forget that I currently had something occupying my asshole.

Once I was facing away from her, I did my best to back up and lower my body so that the soft feathers of the duster touched her shoes. This was much easier said than done, and I could tell that Madam rosebud was having a ball watching me struggle.

"So, little sissy, how are you liking your job so far? Harder than you expected?" She asked me, her voice taunting me.

"Yes madam." I responded, thankful that I was facing away from her so that she didn't have to see how embarrassed I currently was.

"yes, judging by what you have going on under your dress, I would say that you seem to be enjoying it quite a bit. Maybe just a little bit too much...." She said.

Fuck, I thought to myself. I was praying against all hope that somehow she wouldn't notice that I had started sporting a small erection. At least, as much as was possible given the current restraints that I had on my cock. The most that my body was able to manage was a bump in my crotch as my cock strained against the fabric of the dress.

I was silent in response, as I had no idea what I could possibly say in response to her.

Finally I had finished my task, dusting the non-existent microbes of dust on her high heels with the feather duster that was thoroughly lodged in my ass.

"Very good." She said. I felt the very strange and forieng sensation of movement in my ass as she grabbed the handle of the feather duster, being sure to give it a twist as she pulled it out."

"nnnnnnyagh" is the closest approximation to the sound that I made as my asshole was no longer filled.

"Stand." Came the command from behind me. I did exactly as I was told, ignoring the pang of pain that I felt in my backside as I stood up. I was thankful now, at least, that I was standing up that my ass was covered. It was becoming very apparent to me that I should be thankful for every bit of modesty that I was able to have, as it was becoming increasingly clear to me that this was going to be a rare commodity for me.

"Turn around." Came the voice from behind me once again.

I did exactly as I was told.

"Now I was face to face with her once again. I could barely look her in the eyes, I was so humiliated. I felt small and insignificant, deprived of everything that had made me a man. Now I was something else, something less than that.

"Now tell me, sissy, how much experience do you have with doing laundry?"

"I, uh, not much, madam."

A smile spread across her face from ear to ear.

"Lovely, that means two things. One, it means that you haven't yet had the chance to develop any bad habits, which is quite fortunate as it's much easier to teach good habits than it is to unteach bad ones. Two, it means that you start at the absolute bottom of the totem pole. And I can assure you, when I say bottom, I mean it in the absolute most literal sense."

She said each word slowly, as if she were savoring the syllables as they came out of her mouth. I dared not ask what exactly she meant, as by now I knew more than well enough that I would be finding out eventually.

"I take it that you've never cleaned high quality lingerie before?" She said to me. Her gaze was piercing as she stared straight at me, almost as if she was staring through me.

"nuh, no mistress." I responded.

"Well, the first thing you must know is that these items tend to be extremely delicate. They absolutely cannot be washed using a traditional washing machine. If I ever see you doing such a thing, I will put my heel so far up your ass that you'll be able to taste it in the back of your throat. Understood."

I grew red in the face.

"Yes, Madam Rosebud."

"Good. So then, if you're not using a washing machine to clean dirty underwear, and you're not yet permitted to use your hands, what do you think that leaves?" She asked me.

"I... I don't know." I said. Even though it was the truth, I could tell that this was absolutely not the correct answer that she had wanted from me.

"Wrong. Stick out your tongue. Now."

I did as she commanded.

"Further." She said, unimpressed. It was becoming clear that Madam Rosebuds patience was going thin. I made a show of trying to get my tongue as far away from my face as possible, which thankfully seemed to please her somewhat."

I had no other option other than to stay like that as she reached her own hands up her skirt. Horrified, I saw her pull her thong down around her ankles. and shimmy out of it. Now she was holding the tiny piece of black fabric in her hands.

"I slept in this last night. Didn't get a chance to change in the morning. Why don't we start your next lesson by having you clean this one? I'll let you know now, I tend to have a lot of ass sweat when I sleep. Enjoy that."

I shut my eyes in horror and anticipation, only to feel the sudden sharp sensation of her slapping me across the face.

"I don't believe I told you to close your eyes, did I sissy?" Said Madam Rosebud.

"No mithtrith" I said, trying my best to pronounce the words whilst still sticking my tongue out like a good sissy slut.

Now that it had been made more than clear that I was to watch everything that was happening, I followed her hands with my eyes as she held the thong so that the string that when up her ass cheeks was held between her two hands. To my horror and her delight, she began rubbing the string across my tongue.

The first thing that I noticed was that, true to her description, the string was soaking wet with sweat. I could smell the rank odor before it had even reached my tongue, and as it did I did my absolute best to stifle a gag.

Madam rosebud let out a sadistic laugh as I stood still, her moving the the sweaty string of her thong back and forth across my tongue faster and faster.

Then, without warning, she shoved the entire thing in my mouth and clamped my nose shut.

I gave her a pleading look with my eyes, as if to say "not this, please", but all that seemed to so was encouraged her. My eyes were watering now as I tried my best to keep from gagging. With my nose clamped shut, my only option was to breath through my mouth which would mean inhaling the rank odor of Madam Rosebuds ass sweat, which I most certainly did not want to do. For the time being, I was holding my breath.

Of course, there was no way that I could keep that up forever, and the all knowing smiles plastered onto Madam Rosebuds face told me that she was more than well aware of this fact.

I could feel the pressure slowly building as the need to take a breath grew more with each passing second.

I couldn't tell you how long it was that I stayed like that. In reality it was probably only about fifteen seconds, but it very possibly was the longest fifteen seconds of my life.

Finally, when I could wait no more, I opened my mouth and took a deep inhale in. What relief I felt upon actually being able to breath once again was balanced out by the fact that the air that I was breathing in was thoroughly permeated with Madam Rosebuds ass sweat.

What she said next horrified me even more.

"Now suck."

Surely she couldn't be serious. It was as if he cruelty and sadism knew now bounds.

Not knowing what else to do, I did as she commanded. Gagging as I suckled on her thong, I tried my best to swallow her ass sweat without tasting it too much, an endeavor that I'm sad to say that I was not successful in.

Meanwhile, Madam Rosebud was laughing so much that she could hardly contain herself.

I had been so lost in the whirlwind that had been my day, that I didn't even notice that I had been there now for a full work day until Madam Rosebud pointed at the clock above me.

"Well now, it appears that we're out of time for the day. How sad, we were just starting to make some progress. I have no doubt whatsoever that I'll see your bright smiling face tomorrow at 7 am sharp? Isn’t that right, Lucy?" She said to me.

"Yes Madam." I responded back, mindlessly.

"Good." She said, once again flashing me her trademark smile.

I changed out of the clothes that she had provided, and although I tried at first to return them she made it clear that they were now mine to keep.

"Sleep in the thong, for me darling. Take it from me, it will help you get used to it quicker." She said to me as I walked out the door.

Now that I was finally out of her place of business, I had a chance to reflect for the first time since I had arrived. So much had happened over the last 8 hours that I didn't even know where to begin with processing it. I knew that having my first job would make me grow as a person, but I never could have possible imagined that this would be what I was stepping into. One thing was for sure, which was that Madam Rosebud was not kidding one bit when she told me that working for her would be a transforming process.

As I walked back to my house, I was feeling so many things. For one there was the physical sensation of walking after having something go up my butt, that was certainly something to get used to. There was the feeling of the thong string as well, which I had been instructed not take off by Madam Rosebud. Even though I knew that it wasn't like she had any way to prove whether or not I wore the thong all night, somehow I knew that I wouldn't disobey her. Not after the way that she had managed to so thoroughly break me down like that, make me her own.

What was strangest of all to me was that I knew damn well that I could just as easily not show up the next day. It wasn't like it would be totally impossible for me to find another job, I'm sure. But I knew in my heart of hearts that I would be walking through that door once again, to see madame rosebud. To finish what she had started. To become her sissy.

END OF BOOK 1


Book 2

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.

END OF BOOK 2
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Though falling asleep came for me easily, staying asleep proved to be another matter entirely. Part of it may have been nerves. After all, tomorrow was going to be my third, and final day of Maid Training underneath the stern instruction of Madam Rosebud. Part of it may have been the fact that she had ordered me to wear a butt plug in my ass overnight, something that was entirely new and unfamiliar to me. To make matters even worse, she had ordered me to wear a cage around my tiny cock as well. As much as I wanted to be mad at her for this last edition to my outfit, I knew that I had brought the punishment upon myself. After all, when I had first walked out of the bathroom in the maid outfit that she had provided along with the plug in my booty, I was sporting a small but visible erection straining against the thin black material.

Madam Rosebud had found this unacceptable, and I could see her logic as to why that was. She was somebody who prided herself on professionalism at all times, and it wasn't exactly professional for one of her trainees to be showing up to a house to clean whilst pitching a tent underneath their outfit.

So, she had no other choice but to have me a small metal cage. Now, my cock was going to stay retrained no matter what. Unfortunately, I also had a habit of getting hard in my sleep, something that I hadn't given much thought before today. Now, however, there was no way in hell that I would be able to ignore this fact, as once I drifted to sleep I would inevitably wake up to the sharp pain of my cock straining against the steel mesh of the cage that had been provided for me. I would shift around, which only served to remind me that I had a plug up my butthole, which only made me harder. It was something of a vicious cycle that I had found myself in, to say the least of it.

However, I was determined to be a good sissy, no matter what. Madam Rosebud had told me that the process wouldn't be easy, and oh how right she was. I had already made it through the first two training sessions though, and I certainly wasn't going to quit now!

So, I went on like that through the night... drifting off to sleep, getting hard, waking up to an ache in my tiny cock, feeling the plug up my butthole which reminded me that my hole had been thoroughly claimed my Madam Rosebud, getting harder because of that, taking a quick cold shower, going back to sleep. Rather, rinse, repeat.

Needless to say, when my alarm went off early the next morning, I wasn't exactly the perfect face of being well-rested. Regardless of how much I would have loved to have simply stayed in bed, I willed myself out and went through my usual morning routine.

The walk to Madam Rosebuds' training academy was even more hellish. Every step that I took only served to remind me of the plug that was in my ass. I'm sure to the various onlookers watching me, I probably looked as if I was doing my best impression of a penguin waddling. I didn't care, though. After all, why would I care about the opinion of a random passerby when I had already pledged myself to the ultimate Alpha Female?

There was one unintended effect of walking with a butt plug in that I hadn't seen coming, which is that I ended up walking much slower. I didn't realize it until it was already too late; that there was simply no way that I was going to be showing up on time. For the last several minutes I did my best to run, which of course in my current state was much easier said than done.

I managed to make up for a little bit of lost time, but not enough. When I finally walked into Madam Rosebud's Maid Training Academy I was a full three minutes late. That might not sound like a lot, but to a perfectionist like Madam Rosebud, I knew that three minutes could make all the difference.

The fact that I was a sweaty mess, the fact that I had just ran with my hole plugged, the fact that I had managed to show up on time the last two days... none of it mattered. It was written all over Madam Rosebud's face as soon as I walked in.

"Well well well. I see that you finally decided to show up, Lucy." Madam Rosebud said to me, making absolutely no effort whatsoever to hide her mix of disgust and disappointment. There was nothing that she desired more than an obedient sissy.

"I'm sorry Mistress-" I started to say, but she silenced me with a wave of her hand.

"Save your empty platitudes. Does it look like I'm running a circus, here, sissy?"

I stared down at the floor.

"No, Madam Rosebud," I responded, sheepishly.

"How correct you are. So, tell me then, why are you acting like a complete clown?"

There was, of course, no real answer that I could say to this. Unfortunately for me, Madam Rosebud hated nothing more than silence after she had asked a direct question.

She stood up, walking towards me. The sound of her heels clicking with every step that she took struck fear deep into my little sissy heart. In her hand, I noticed that she had a permanent magic marker, although what she was planning to do with that marker I had no idea.

She didn't say a word as her imposing figure got closer and closer to me, which was somehow even more terrifying than if she was speaking out loud. When she finally walked all the way up to me, so that she was only a few inches away, she spoke for the first time since she had started walking,

"Open your mouth."

I did exactly as she had instructed.

As soon as I had cracked my mouth open, she reached in with her hand and grabbed my tongue, yanking it between her thumb and middle finger. The pain was immediate and intense.

With her free hand, she effortlessly popped off the cap of the black magic marker and put an unbroken black line of ink across near the base of my tongue.

"Do you know what happens to Sissies who can't follow even the most basic of instructions?" She asked me.

"No Mithress" I responded, speaking as best I could considering that she still had my outstretched tongue in her vice grip.

"They get punished. Do you know what your punishment is?"

"No, Mithress" I responded again.

I saw a smile grow on her face. It was a smile that I had learned to fear more than anything else, as it was the smile that Madam Rosebud donned whenever she was about to dish out a particularly brutal punishment,

"You are going to put your tongue up my ass, until I can't see that black line." She said, slowly, tasting every sadistic syllable as it exited her mouth. I shuddered in fear. I had had my face in her ass before as a punishment, but now I was realizing that I was going to have to eat her butthole.

She forced my head down by my tongue, which elicited a shudder of pain from me once again. Now I am on my knees, and she turned around and lifted up her tight business dress until her pale fat ass cheeks were in front of my face. I could smell her ass sweat already. Between her two mountainous cheeks were split by a tiny g string, and under the g string I could make out the pigment of her asshole. An asshole that I was soon to be licking.

I knew that Mistress did not like to be kept waiting, and that if I hesitated with my given punishment in any way whatsoever that it would only serve to make her even more inclined to dish out punishment to me, so I moved the string of her thong to the side and shoved my tongue into her butt.

Sadly, it became apparent right away that getting my tongue all the way up her butt enough so that the line that she had drawn on my tongue would be totally invisible was going to be something that was much easier said than done.

"Now now now, my precious dumb sissy slut... you can't rush a good job. You'll learn that one way or another, I can promise you that." I heard Madam rosebud say from above me.

I knew what she meant. If I was to get my tongue all the way up her ass, I was going to have to work her butthole a little bit. I withdrew my tongue and drew it up and down her crack, licking the outside of her ass.

She moaned in delight, and it made me feel quite nice to know that I was doing something resembling a good job. After a few minutes of working on the outside of her asshole with my tongue, I slowly work my tongue back inside her butt. It was just a little bit at first, the first inch or so of my tongue. In, then out, then back in, as if I was fucking her ass with my tongue.

In a rare display of kindness, she decided to help me out by reaching behind herself with her hands and grabbing a healthy handful of her own ass cheeks and spreading herself wide for me. This helped me out in my current pursuit greatly, as I slid my tongue just a little bit further in her ass.

Finally, I decided to go for the gold. I grabbed her hips with both my hands and thrust her backside in her face. At the same time, I straightened out my tongue and it slid all the way up her ass. Even though I couldn't see my own tongue, obviously, the smile that appeared on her face when she looked back told me that I was finally successful at getting my tongue up her butt until the black line that he had drawn on my tongue was buried in her butt.

However, she wasn't going to let me get off that easy. Just to solidify her message that she had strict expectations that were to be met at all times, she freed her of hands that had been grabbing her ass cheek and clamped my nose shut, making me breathe in her sweaty booty aroma. I heard the sound of her most sadistic cackling laugh at I sputtered in a couple of breaths before she finally let go of me. I fell to the floor, feeling a mix of intoxicated from her booty stench, horny from being dominated, and thoroughly humiliated.

"Now that we've gotten through that little... transgression... I think it's time for us to begin your last day of training." Madam Rosebud said to me as I was still on my knees.

"Yes, Madam Rosebud," I responded.

"Now, I think it's about time that you met one of my most successful sissies here. Morgan, why don't you come out now?"

The words that she had said confused me, as I certainly wasn't expecting there to be an additional person present. However, out from the bathroom doorway stepped out a person whom I didn't recognize, but assumed had to be morgan.

She was, just as Madam Rosebud had said, another sissy. She was certainly further along with her transformation process than I was.

I wouldn't have admitted it out loud, but the first emotion that I felt was a surge of jealousy. How could I have possibly felt any other way? After all, I had worked so hard over the last few days to please my Mistress, but here was somebody whom I already knew had done a better job than I had.

She was daintier than I was, and I suspected that he maids outfit had been tailored to her curves, as her outfit inarguably adhered to her form much better than my outfit did to mine.

"Morgan has been with me for about ten months or so, and I have to say that her progress in that time has been nothing short of astonishing. Without a doubt, one of the best sissies that I've employed here at my academy." Madam Rosebud said.

Her words seared me, although I tried my best not to show it. Conversely, I saw a shade of pink blush across Morgan's face as she heard the compliment. She gave a little curtsy in her maid outfit, and said in a high pitched feminine voice "Thank you, Madam."

She may as well have just punched me in the stomach. I had known, of course, that it wasn't like I was the only Maid that Madam Rosebud had trained, and that I wasn't the only man that she had transformed into a sissy. However, I can't say that I had ever really thought critically about it until this moment. Now here she was, staring me in the face.

Madam Rosebud looked to me as if to say: "Well, aren't you going to introduce yourself?"

"Hi, Morgan... Nice, um, to meet you." I managed to stammer out. I was trying desperately to hide the whirlwind of emotions that was going on underneath the surface, but I couldn't be sure with any degree of certainty that I was being successful in that endeavor.

"I can assure you, the pleasure in making your acquaintance is all mine," Morgan said, her voice several tones higher than my voice, a fact that nobody remarked upon but nonetheless, I have no doubt that we all noticed.

I gave a curt smile in response, not knowing what else to do.

"My, it seems like you two have been busy already. Why do you seem so out of breath?" Morgan asked me.

The fake smile that I was wearing out of politeness faded from my face. I looked to Madam Rosebud with a 'save me' expression on my face, although she only seemed to be more amused by this.

"Yes lucy, why is it that you're so out of breath?"

I gave a long pause as I wished with all of my heart that I could just disappear.

"I was, um, not on time today."

"tsk tsk tsk, the new recruits have such a hard time learning the sorts of standards, don't they? It's as if it gets worse every year..." Morgan responded.

There was an awkward pause in which I wasn't sure what to say next. In truth, I was half afraid that if I opened my mouth to speak I would say something inappropriate along the lines of "Who the fuck do you think that you are." So instead I opted for an awkward silence. Thankfully, as in control as always, Madam Rosebud stepped forward in the conversation.

"Yes, I'm afraid so. Lucy is ambitious, but she still has quite a lot of work to do. You would think having her wear a butt plug and cock cage overnight would have been enough to enforce some discipline, and yet she was unable to even do so much as show up on time today. It's quite unfortunate, really."

I went from beet red to practically on the verge of tears. Morgan gave me an extremely amused look, now that she knew that I had my butthole filled up.

"Ah yes, I remember those days all too fondly. Let me guess, you couldn't keep your little boner under control after having your ass filled, could you?" Morgan said to me, showing a flash of the sadism that I did not doubt that she had learned from Madam Rosebud.

I was silent in response, not wanting to give Morgan the satisfaction of an affirmation.

"Well, aren't you going to answer her? I believe that she asked you a question." Madam Rosebud said to me, in a tone of voice that I knew meant that If I didn't give an answer soon so that I would have another swift punishment in my future.

"...yes." I finally managed to say.

"Yes, what?" Madam Rosebud said to me.

I gave her my best puppy dog eyes, pleading to her with a look that said 'please don't make me say it out loud,' but sadly this seemed to be pushing the envelope just a little too far.

Madam rosebud walked past me so that she was out of my field of vision. I knew what was coming already, bracing myself for the impact that I was soon to feel.

When he hand swatted down on my bottom, I didn't know what was more painful-- the stinging sensation of my butt cheeks, the butt plug inside of my asshole being moved around from the impact, or the look of Morgan laughing her ass off as she saw me try, and fail, to keep a straight face during the whole ordeal.

I knew that there was only one way for me to make the pain and embarrassment from being spanked stopped, and that was to give morgan exactly what she wanted.

"YES, I COULDN'T KEEP MY LITTLE BONER UNDER CONTROL WHILE HAVING MY ASS FILLED," I said aloud, near on the verge of tears.

Both Morgan and Madam Rosebud howled with delight and gave each other a high five, clearly taking extreme sadistic joy in my humiliation.

"Aw, are you gonna cry now? Is that what a good sissy does?" Madam rosebud said to me.

"nuh... no mistress" I said, trying my absolute best to keep it together.

"Good Then we can finally get to the next order of business. Now, tell Morgan why you are so out of breath this morning."

I glued my eyes to the floor.

"Madam Rosebud punished me by having my tongue up her ass," I said, slowly.

Morgan gave Madam Rosebud an amused and knowing look.

"...with the sharpie?" Morgan said, even though the smile that was on her face told me full well that she already knew that answer to the question as she asked it.

"Lucy. Tongue. Out. Now."

Not wanting to get yet another punishment, I did as I was commanded. I spread my mouth wide and stuck my tongue out. Even though there was no way to see it for myself, I had no doubt at all that the black line that Madam Rosebud had put on my tongue when I had arrived that morning was still right there for her to see.

The howling sounds of laughter that Emanated from Morgan told me that my suspicion was right.

"Yep. Don't worry Lucy, we've all been there. I remember the first time that I showed up late to service for Madam Rosebud. Granted, that was after I had already been employed for her for some weeks. You really only lasted a few days? Sounds to me like you got the exact punishment that you deserved. What I can say to you as a word of encouragement, is that if you stick around long enough, you'll find yourself getting your own ass eaten."

Madam Rosebud gave an affirming nod to the words that Morgan was saying to me.

"Yes, it's quite true. You may not believe it now, but I'm just as capable of rewarding as I am punishing. You just haven't had any reason to earn an award yet!"

"Yes, Mistress," I said, in response. In all truth, this was more humiliating than anything else that I had had to endure so far in the journey of my sissification. I mean, I had tried so damn hard over the last few days, I had really tried my best. The realization that my best just might not be good enough was one that thoroughly terrified me to my core.

My entire identity had been flipped around on its head over the last 72 hours. I had gone from thinking I Was just a regular college guy to learning that I was actually a pathetic sissy. Now I was facing the possibility that perhaps I couldn't even do that right. If I wasn't actually a man, and I couldn't even manage to be a sissy, then what hope did I have for myself.

Madam Rosebud seemed to take notice. Perhaps it was the fact that I had never been very good at hiding my emotions, or perhaps it was just her uncanny sense of always seeming to know exactly what it was that was going on in my head. Hell, sometimes it seemed as if she was better at gauging my thoughts than I was.

"there there, Lucy. Not to worry. I know that the last few days have been a lot for you, and I know that you are eager to please. Just remember, Rome wasn't built in a day. Why, even my star pupil had her own idiosyncratic struggles. The path of Sissy transformation is just that: A path. Nobody said that it was going to be easy, only that it was going to be worth it."

Her words touched my heart like a panacea. Just in the very same way that she knew exactly how to tear me down, how to humiliate me, she also knew exactly how to build me up too. In all of my years, I had never met a woman like Madam Rosebud, that was for sure.

It was nothing short of amazing to me, how she was able to switch from harsh and cold as ice, to warm and soft and then back again. One thing was for sure, which was that she certainly knew how to keep me on my toes.

"Now, I didn't bring morgan here just to humiliate you, although that certainly is an enjoyable side benefit. Quite the contrary, my inclusion of her services today is nothing short of pragmatic. She is here for two reasons. One is that I wanted to give you something to aim towards, a vision of somebody who has followed their sissification to the utmost conclusion. The other reason is that she is somebody whom you can practice the skill set that we are going to be learning today. You'll be learning more about that in a bit. First things first, I have no doubt that you are quite desperate to remove that butt plug from your ass. Isn't that correct?"

"Yes, mistress!" I said quickly. She was absolutely not wrong. My ass had been plugged for nearly a full 24 hours now, and any amount of novelty or enjoyment from having my ass filled had been replaced by discomfort. I was committed to taking on whatever task it was that Madam Rosebud deemed fit for me, but that didn't change the fact that I would have done anything and everything just to have the plug out of my booty. This was, of course, impossible to accomplish as the cock cage that I was wearing fit me like a thong, and therefore firmly held the plug in place. That was to say that there was only one way that I would feel relief in my ass, and that would by Madam Rosebud's good graces.

"Very well. I think you've had enough. Morgan, why don't you do the honors." Madam Rosebud said. She reaches into her purse and pulled out a pair of keys that I recognized as the very same ones that she had used to lock my cock before I had left yesterday. I was hoping that she would toss them to me, but hope never seemed to get me very far in this place. Instead Madam Rosebud through them to Morgan, who caught them effortlessly.

"I would be delighted to," Morgan said, with the sadistic smile that I had no doubt that she had learned from Madam Rosebud all over her face. She held the keys between her fingers on one hand, and with the other motioned for me to come closer to her. I did as she commanded.

I walked up to her, slowly. The fact that the plug in my bottom had now become a topic of conversation coupled with the fact that I now knew that it would soon be out of my ass only served to make these last dozen steps or so even more painful and humiliating as I felt my weight shift around my plugged booty.

Once I was in front of morgan, she made a little spinning motion with her hand, telling me to turn around. I did as she said. Dropping my pants to the ground (as I hadn't yet even changed into my maid outfit yet), Morgan dropped to her knees so that her face was at eye level with my butt.

Meanwhile, Madam rosebud walked in front of me and also plopped down on the ground, so that we were both making eye contact with her. The fact that she was essentially staring straight into my soul while I was having my booty played with by one of her transformed sissies only made me even more humiliated.

"My, I have to say I'm jealous at how naturally tiny your cock is. Mine must have been twice the size of yours when I first started my sissification journey. You can consider yourself lucky." I heard Morgan say from behind me.

Somehow I imagine that her telling me my penis was even smaller and more pathetic than she had expected wasn't exactly a compliment, or at the very least it certainly didn't feel like one.

I felt what I assumed to be morgan putting the key inside the keyhole, and a moment later the cock cage fell from my crotch and clattered on the floor.

"Sorry about that Mistress!" Morgan said.

"No worries. The damn thing is indestructible, anyway" Madam Rosebud responded with a wave of her hand.

Now my plugged butthole was totally exposed, and I felt Morgan grab it at the flared base and slowly give it a twist. I tried my best to keep a straight face knowing that my Mistress was studying my face to see how well my butthole had been trained.

Even though I couldn't see her myself, and I dared not look behind me, I could see Morgan's grind in my mind's eye as she slowly took the plug out of my butt.

Despite my best efforts, I was unable to remain totally silent as I felt the largest part of the plug stretch my asshole. To make matters even worse, Morgan made sure to have me stay there like that, with my ass being stretched to its limit, without moving the plug at all. I could hear the sound of a giggle from behind me that told me in no uncertain terms at all that the sensations I was feeling was so accident.

When Morgan had her fun, she finally removed the rest of the plug. I let out a yelp that was a mixture of surprise, pain, and relief.

"Oooh, it looks like our lady is learning how to gape!" I heard Morgan say from behind me.

I saw Madam Rosebuds' eyes light up, and it became quite clear that this was news that pleased her greatly. I had never heard the term gape before, at least not in this context, but I was at least smart enough to figure out what they meant.

"You don't say. My, well perhaps there is hope for you next. Let me see this for myself." Madam rosebud said. I felt a feeling of joy and elation sweep through my body as I realized that I had done something to please my mistress, even if I had done that thing without even realizing it. I decided to stay perfectly still, not moving a muscle and hardly breathing as Madam Rosebud position herself behind me.

I wonder what my parents would have thought of me if they saw me now, their strong young man of a son, standing there bent over as an alpha female and her sissy protege gawked at my open asshole, with me desperately trying to not flinch or cough out of fear that I would tense up my ass.

"Well done, Lucy!" Madam Rosebud said to me. "It would appear that your efforts are starting to pay off.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said. I meant it sincerely, too. I had learned enough to know that compliments from Madam Rosebud were hard to come by, and therefore it would do me well to appreciate them as they came.

As a reward for this, I'll allow you to keep the cock cage off until your training session today is complete." Madam Rosebud said, giving me a soft pat on my ass.

"Thank you, mistress!" I did once again. This was the first thing resembling a reward that I had gotten since I began my training as a maid under Madam Rosebud. It had been quite an emotional roller coaster, and I was very relieved to know that I was indeed capable of doing something right, even if that something was as basic as keeping my sissy asshole gaped open.

"You may stand now." Madam Rosebud said from behind me. I did as she commanded, just like the good little sissy slut that I was.

"turn around, face me and Morgan." Said, my Mistress. I did as she commanded.

"Now that we've.... shall we say... exchanged pleasantries with one another, I believe that it's time that we actually begin our lesson for the day, wouldn't you agree?"

I nodded my head, and I saw a devious smile once again spread across Morgan's face.

"I don't think that it would be possible for me to agree anymore." Said Morgan.

"Delightful." Said Madam Rosebud. "So tell me, Lucy, how much do you know about Enemas...?"
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"A.... a what?" I asked Madam Rosebud, dumbfounded. I had of course heard of an enema before, but her saying that was the last thing that I was expecting. I mean, I thought the point of learning to be a maid was to clean other people's houses, not they're asses.

A smile that I knew all too well at this point spread across her face once again.

"An enema, Lucy. It's when a balloon of water is inflated, and then emptied into somebody's bottom. It's a fantastic way of exercising cleanliness, and I have no doubt at all that by now you are more than familiar with how much I love cleanliness..."

I gave her a curt look, and then nodded my head.

"Yes, Mistress."

Madam Rosebud looked to me, and then to Morgan, the sissy that she had invited along for the day. Even though everything that I needed to know was present in her glance, Madam Rosebud still saw fit to hammer the point home.

"Lucy, why do you think it is that I invited morgan here for your last day of training?" Madam Rosebud asked me.

Even though I had a feeling in the pit of my stomach as to where this was going, I still didn't want to say it out loud.  My mind flashed back to the things that Madam rosebud had said to me earlier about Morgans unexpected presence that day.

"To, um, give me something to look forward to? To show me what a fully transformed sissy looks like?" I said.

This was, of course, true, but I also had a feeling that it wasn't exactly the full truth.

"In a manner of speaking, I suppose you could say that. I mean, I certainly wasn't lying when I had told you those things. However, there's also a little bit of a, shall we say, initiation process. You are correct that Morgan is something of my star pupil. So much so that I believe she deserves something of a reward..." Madam Rosebud said, trailing off.

I saw Morgan gleam in delight as Madam Rosebud espoused her successful transformation into a sissy, which only served to humiliate me even more. Every appraisal of her success as a sissy from Madam Rosebud only served to remind me of how far I had to go. It reminded me that I was barely three days into my journey, whereas Morgan was well over a year. It made me feel as if I would never catch up, no matter how hard I tried. I wanted more than anything else to be Madam Rosebud's favorite sissy, but there just seemed to be so much between me and that goal.

It was one thing when the idea of everything that I still had to accomplish in my journey was a vague and nameless concept. However, that was no longer the case. Now my insecurities and woes had a shape and name, and that name was Morgan. She stared at me, a grin plastered on her face, as she relished in my embarrassment,.

She knew damn well that i was about to clean her ass, she knew that it was the absolute last thing that I wanted to, and knowing that only seemed to make her smile even more.

I had been so lost in my thoughts, that I hadn't even realized that I hadn't responded to what Madam Rosebud had just said to me. I had already received punishments for this exact infraction multiple times before; Madam Rosebud hated having to wait for anything, including a response. I was brought back to earth but the harsh words that I heard coming from Madam Rosebud at me.

"Nothing to say back? Are you saying that I'm wrong? That I'm not capable of judging my own sissies?"

I froze in place, which was unfortunately was the absolute last thing that I should have done, as it only served to make my current situation even worse.

"What's the matter, cat got your tongue?" Morgan said to me.

I wanted to respond, but between the humiliation and the shock I found myself unable to.

"Oh, she hasn't had my cat on my tongue, just my ass." Madam Rosebud quipped back.

Morgan burst out laughing at this. I have to admit, it was a pretty good joke, even if in the moment the idea of laughing seemed just about as far away as possible.

This was, of course, a reference to the fact that moments before my punishment for showing up three minutes late had been to stick my entire tongue up Madam Rosebuds butthole. In all truth I didn't mind licking her ass that much, as it felt somewhat natural to take my place as a sissy beneath an alpha womans booty. What killed me about it was how much joy Morgan and Madam Rosebud were having at my expense, and all while I was standing there frozen in shame.

Finally I managed to get a grip and croak out a meek "No Mistress."

She perked her perfectly curated eyebrows up at me and said, "What was that now? Speak in full sentences deary?"

Before I had a chance to respond, Morgan piped in her with her own quip; "perhaps her tongue is simply too tired from the workout she got this morning, poor pathetic little sissy. Cant even lick asshole correctly. How sad."

I could feel my temperature increasing and my cheeks (the ones on my face, mind you) going red. The more embarrassed I was, the more flustered I became, and the more flustered I became the harder it was to actually formulate any words. As badly as I wanted to say something, anything, back, I found myself unable to.

"You aren't wrong. Ever. Mistress." I finally managed to stammer out.

Madam Rosebud seemed somewhat pleased by this assertion of her dominance over me.

"How incredibly right you are. I'll tell you what, since you already seem to have your work cut out for you, I'll be especially nice and spare you a punishment for this little transgression." Madam Rosebud said to me.

"Thank you, Mistress." I responded back. Kindness was in short supply here at the Maid training Academy, so I knew that I was wise to take what little bit of compassion when it came around.

"Now that we've gone through this, I believe that's time for you to learn how to administer an enema. I think you'll find that these are something of a favorite of mine, so you'll do well to pay close attention to my instructions." Madam Rosebud said to me.

"Yes Mistress" I responded, curtly. I knew that responding with anything else would only end in more punishment, after all.

"Good!" said Madam Rosebud, her voice bright and chipper. "Morgan, why don't you turn around and raise your skirt.

Without saying another word, Morgan turned around and lifted the hem of her maid outfit above her ass ass she bent over. Because the outfit that she had was perfectly fitted and tailored for her body, it took her a moment for her to shimmy the skin tight fabric above her body. Once she did, though, her booty was on full display.

I felt a surge of jealousy ran through my body. Her ass was perfectly trimmed, not a single hair in site. Her butthole peaked out from in between her cheeks, and it was a delicious shade of pink only the smaller smidge darker than her natural skin shade. My mind briefly flashed to my own ass, in comparison. I knew darn well that I had hair in my butt crack, a much darker asshole, and that my booty hole was nowhere near as cute or feminise as hers.

Madam rosebud wasn't kidding when she told me that Morgan's transformation into the perfect sissy. It wasn't just her mental that had changed, or her mannerism. Her body itself was sculpted into the perfect image of what a sissy should be. Even though I knew that I should have been feeling inspired by the sight that was before me, in reality it only served to make me feel even more jealous than I already was.

Her balls were hanging down between her legs, but somehow even those seemed unmistakably feminine. I didn't know what exactly it was that Madam Rosebud had done to her body, but clearly it was working! her ballsack was smooth and small. I could just barely make out her tiny dick, but it looked like it was practically the size of a small pinky. Hell, if I had seen it alone I probably would have thought that it was a clitoris!

Madam Rosebud seemed to take note of how awestruck I was by Morgan's transformation.

"I can assure you this, Lucy. It might not be easy, but if you stay under my training and discipline, you will become a perfect sissy too."  She said to me. She always had a way of knowing exactly when I needed a little push of motivation, because immediately after she had said the words to me I felt much better than I had only a moment before.

Madam Rosebud walked to her desk, which by now I was well aware only possessed items relevant to sissification. She came back carrying what I had to assume was an enema bulb, and a bucket of water.

She showed me how to dip the insert of the enema bulb into the water, and slowly cleared out the air in the bulb, which in turn sucked in the water in the wake of the vacuum.

Now that that was done, Madam rosebud glided my hand so that insert of the bulb went into Morgans pert butthole.

Morgan reached behind her and grabbed her perfectly smooth ass cheeks in her hands, spreading them for me.

"How does everything feel, darling?" Madam rosebud asked, massaging Morgan's shoulder.

"A little tight, Mistress." Morgan responded.

This just about killed me, as my mind flashed back to yesterday when Madam Rosebud had shoved a butt plug into my ass and ordered me to wear it all night, even as I slept. After all, that was the reason that I had been late that morning, as I had greatly underestimated how hard it was to walK after having my sissy butthole be plugged for 20 hours.

Madam Rosebud hadn't shown me even the smallest amount of sympathy, dishing out a harsh and humiliating punishment. That was bad enough as it was, but now seeing that compared to how soft and caring she was with Morgan's booty hole made it even worse. I took a deep breath, trying to control my emotions with limited success.

Madam rosebud, whilst guiding my hand, withdrew my hand that was holding the insert to the enema bulb.

"Lucy, massage morgan's butthole so that she is properly warmed up for the enema.

I managed to keep a straight face, but inside of my own mind I was fuming. With my pointer finger, I reached and slowly began rotating around the outside of Morgan's perfect asshole.

Morgan looked at me over her shoulder and flashed me a smile that told me that she was enjoying this way more than just the sensations alone. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she knew that if I had any interest in keeping with Madam Rosebud's good graces that I would do exactly as I had been told to do.

"Well, aren't you going to ask her how it feels?" Madam Rosebud said to me.

I sighed, knowing that my options were greatly limited.

"How.... how does it feel?" I asked morgan, speaking directly into the ass that was at eye level with my face.

"How does what feel?" morgan said to me, once again casting her condescending gaze over her shoulder.

Man, Morgan really wasn't going to let me off easy at all.

"How does me massaging your butthole feel?" I stammered out, doing a piss poor job of hiding my frustration at her taking every possible opportunity to humiliate me.

"I think it would feel better if you licked it..." Morgan said, her voice trailing off.

I was terrified that I was actually going to have to go through with it, but to my surprise Madam Rosebud stepped in to my aid.

"Easy there, Morgan. You already have your reward, and it isn't getting your butthole rimmed by Lucy. She's already performed that service once today, and it wasn't to you." Madam Rosebud said, sternly.

"yes mistress." Morgan said, meekly.

It made me elated to know that, even if Morgan seemed to be something of her favorite, that she still wasn't above reproach. I did my best to stifle my smile at seeing her be admonished in front of me, and even though I couldn't see Morgan's face, simply imagining her frown at displeasing Madam Rosebud was enough for me in that moment. It was nice to know that as in charge as Morgan may have seemed, we were still both in the same service to Madame Rosebud.

Of course, it's a little hard to be laughing at somebody whilst also massaging their butthole, but I suppose that I would just have to take what I could get.

Once Morgan had had her fill of having me service her butthole Madam Rosebud again held my hand in hers and walked me through administering the enema. I inserted the tip of the bulb back in her butthole, and slowly squeezed the bulb. I heard the sound of a moan coming from Morgan, which surprised me. I had heard of enemas before today, but I had never really thought of them as something that could feel pleasurable. If the sounds that Morgan were making were any indication, she seemed to be enjoying it quite a bit.

Once the bulb was empty, Madam rosebud instructed me to remove the nozzle slowly from her asshole and refill the enema bulb. I did as I was commanded. As I took the nozzle out of Morgan's ass, she let out a little "unph" sound as I saw her clench her ass to keep the water inside.

"You can tell that Morgan's had her own fair share of training with her ass." Madam Rosebud explained to me.

"Yes Mistress." I responded.

A smile spread across Madam Rosebud's face.

"So just know that there is a method to my madness." I recognized the smile that was on her face as the one that she typically wore when she was about to administer a sadistic punishment, but I dared not question what that punishment would be.

Under Madam Rosebud's guidance, she had me insert the enema bulb back into Morgan's ass. What she told me to do next surprised me thoroughly.

"Empty it all into her ass. Now."

The first time that she had had me administer an enema to her, I had probably taken a full five minutes of gradually emptying the enema bulb into Morgan's ass. Now she was telling me to empty the entire thing in one motion? It surprised me, but after all an order was in order, and I dared not defy a direct order from my Mistress.

I squeezed the enema bulb until it was totally empty, which took probably about ten seconds.

Morgan fell to the floor, so that she was on her hands and knees. The sound of pleasure that had been coming out of her mouth was replaced with a sudden yelp of shock and pain she gripped her stomach.

Madam rosebud walked in front of Morgan, holding her face up with her pointer finger as she stared directly into Morgan's face again. Given that I was behind Morgan, I could only see Madam Rosebud's face, and Morgan's ass, but I was left to my own devices to imagine what Morgan's reaction was.

Madam Rosebud was staring directly at her, and by now I knew the expression that she was wearing on her face all too well. It was an expression that told me in no uncertain terms that she was nowhere near finished with her punishment.

"Lucy. Again."

I heard the sound of a whimper come from Morgan. It was clear now that what had originally been her reward had been replaced as a punishment. I suppose that the phrase "too much of a good thing." was certainly applicable here.

"Yes Mistress." I responded. After all, what Madam Rosebud commanded me to do, I was obligated to follow through without a second thought. I knew full well that this was the only way to become the perfect sissy.

I removed the enema bulb from Morgan's asshole, however this time before she was able to clench her butthole shut a spurt of water came out of her ass. I heard an audible gasp as Morgan clutched at her butt cheeks, but at that point the damage was done.  I was quite thankful that I was sitting far enough away that none of the enema water got on me.

Without missing a beat, Madam Rosebud slapped Morgan across the face.

"Is that what you want to do? I had just espoused how well I had trained your butthole, and you want to embarrass me?" Her voice was stern, and harsh. When Madam Rosebud had disciplined me, she generally seemed pretty aloof and giddy about her sadism, but now for the first time I thought that she may have actually been mad.

"No mistress!" Morgan started, but it appeared that her platitudes only served to anger Madam Rosebud even more.

"If you want to embarrass me, then I suppose it's only fair that you get a taste of your own medicine." Madam Rosebud said, practically hissing the words as she said them.

"Lucy. Again."

I did as I was commanded, refilling the enema bulb once more and reinserting it up Morgan's outstretched ass. I heard a long "ooooooooh" sound come from Morgan as she struggled to accommodate the space for the nozzle in her already filled asshole.

I felt overjoyed now that I had finally been given permission to express some sadism towards Morgan. After all, I had built up quite a bit of resentment in how far along morgan was in her sissification process compared to me. Up until now I had simply had to swallow those emotions, but inadvertently Madam Rosebud had given me an outlet to express some of the frustration that I had been feeling. And even though I would have had to follow an order from Madame Rosebud regardless to what it was, the fact that her command just so happened to coincide with something that I wanted to do for myself was an added bonus.

For the third time, I collapsed the enema bad and emptied the contents into Morgan's ass. This time her butthole was so full that some water started coming out even before I began removing the nozzle.

Madame Rosebud made it clear that this was unacceptable by administering yet another harsh slap across Morgan's face. Even though I couldn't see Morgan's face, the sheer volume of the slap as it reverberated across the room told me in no uncertain terms that it was a much harder slap. It was clear that when it came to training Morgan's ass, Madam Rosebud was not playing around.

"Embaress me again, you dumb sissy slut. Embarrass me again and see what happens!" Madam Rosebud said, practically seething.

"I'm sorry, Mistress. I'll keep my butthole clenched for you! I'll be a good sissy!" Morgan said. Even though I couldn't see her face, I could hear from the tone of her voice that she was on the verge of tears. I suppose that having ones ass be filled to the extreme with water whilst being slapped will do that.

"I don't know if I trust you. Since you seem to have decided that, despite my infinite patience in training you, you can't even be bothered to keep your sissy ass shut, I guess that I'll just have to take matters into my own hands." Madam Rosebud said, walking back to her desk.

By now both Morgan and I know that Madam Rosebud's desk wasn't an ordinary desk. She didn't keep papers or usual office objects there. Rather, it only served to house her various implements for sissification, and especially for punishment. I had my eyes glued to Madam Rosebud as she casually strolled to her desk, deathly curious as to what Madam Rosebud was getting.

I had the feeling that Morgan didn't have this same question, as her eyes were firmly glued to the floor. My curiosity was soon satiated however as Madam Rosebud came back with a giant butt plug in her hand. It was probably about the size of a tennis ball at its widest point, and at least twice the size of the butt plug that Madam Rosebud had me wear overnight. In truth, I don't think that I had ever seen a butt plug so large in my life.

"Lucy, Catch." Madam Rosebud said as she tossed the plug to me.

I managed to catch the plug, reminding me briefly of the football games that I had played before my sissification. I guess some of those skills managed to translate, though certainly not in any way that I could have imagined!

Madam Rosebud was clearly in a terse mood, as the next words out of her mouth was "In Morgan's ass. Now."

Even though I had been relished the opportunity to be sadistic towards morgan with Madam Rosebud's blessing, even this seemed like it was going a little bit far to me. However, it wasn't about what I thought. After all, I was just a dumb mindless sissy who wanted nothing more in this world than to please my mistress. And if she ordered me to shove a massive butt plug into Morgan's ass after delivering three rounds of enemas to her, than that's exactly what I was going to do.

I saw a tear drop fall from Morgan's face and plop on the ground as she silently accepted her punishment.

I positioned the plug so that the end of the tapered hunk of textured silicone was pressing against Morgan's ass. Where as before Morgan had clearly taken much delight in me having me serve her asshole, it was safe to say that now the tables had turned.

I slowly began working the plug in, which was easier said than done given that Morgan's butt was already filled to the brim with water. However, it was also true that Morgan's ass had been well trained, because enema or not, she was still able to start taking the plug much easier than I would have been able to if I were in her position.

However, it was still clearly a challenge, as it had been made clear that Madam Rosebud had the strict expectation that not a single drop of water fall from Morgan's ass, and that deviating from this rule would mean a swift and harsh punishment.

I was somewhat impressed, and even admired Morgan a little bit, seeing her struggle with the challenge that Madam Rosebud had set for her. Her ass was opening up now as the plug slowly worked in. It appeared that Madam Rosebud's anal training had been effective, because she was able to finish taking the plug without letting a single drop of water escape from her filled ass. I could hear the sounds of struggle and focus as her butt swallowed up the plug, taking it until the flared base of the plug was resting flat against her ass crack.

Madam Rosebud had been circling us like a vulture, and watching us like a hawk. I could tell that she eagerly watching to see if Morgan would be successful in her command, and she seemed a mixture of proud and disappointed that Morgan had managed to do as she was ordered. She was proud because it showed off that her anal training on Morgan had been effective, and dissapointed because it meant that she couldn't further punish Morgan.

Now that she had taken the entire plug, Madam Rosebud walked in front of Morgan and stared deep into her eyes.

"So, tell me Morgan. Who decides licks ass here?"

Morgan looked up at her with a gaze of deep submission.

"You do, Mistress."  Morgan said.

"Oh, are you sure about that? Because that seems to be something that you've forgotten." Madam Rosebud responded.

It suddenly occurred to me that the entire reason for this punishment had been the quip that Morgan had said about wanting me to lick her ass. I was still becoming used to all the various protocols that Madam Rosebud enforced, but now I was certainly aware that the comment that Morgan had made was out of bounds. Madam Rosebud had made damn sure that we both knew that beyond any shadow of a doubt.

"I'm sure Mistress! You decide who licks ass! You and only you." Morgan responded. I could tell from the tone in her voice that she was speaking from a place of true desperation. I knew that she desperately wanted permission to take the plug out of her filled up ass, but the only way that she would be able to get to experience relief would be from the good graces of Madam Rosebud.

I could tell that even though Morgan wanted to ask for the punishment to be over, asking so directly would likely only make Madame Rosebud inclined to extend the punishment, just to make sure that Morgan had learned her lesson.

So, Morgan stood there quivering in silence, shaking with the effort that was required to maintain standing up whilst having her ass being completely filled with water and then plugged up.

"Go. Relief yourself." Madam Rosebud finally said after an extended period of silence, pointing to the bathroom.

"Thank you, Mistress!" Morgan said.

Now we both watched and laughed as Morgan had to waddle her way to the bathroom. Her steps were so wide that she looked like something out of an old cowboy movie as she slowly worked her way towards the bathroom door. What would have normally been a ten second walk took her the better part of a full minute of awkwardly walking, her hands poised behind her back against the butt plug. I was wondering if she was afraid that the entire ass plug might shoot out from all of the pressure.

She eventually made it to the bathroom and shut the door behind me. Madam Rosebud and I exchanged glances as we heard a loud SPLOOSH sound as Morgan removed the plug from her ass. She must have had at least two full liters of water inside of her body, which was now surely all of the floor of the shower area in the bathroom.

Madam Rosebud gave me a high five, and the fact that I was finally not the butt of the joke (literally) made my little sissy heart grow.

"Well, I would have to say that I think she learned her lesson. Wouldn't you agree, Lucy?"  Madam Rosebud said to me.

"I absolutely would, Mistress." I responded.

I had been so used to being the one who has always lagging behind, and feeling like I could never compare to Morgan as a sissy, that it was extremely nice to finally be on Madam Rosebud's goodside. I knew that the moment would probably be short lived, so I decided to enjoy it as much as I possibly could.

When Morgan finally returned from the bathroom several minutes later, her gait as she walked was still noticeably different. I could tell that even though her punishment was over, she was still experiencing all of the various effects of having her ass so brutally filled by me under Madam Rosebud's punishment.

Morgan walked up to me, and what she said next truly surprised me.

"I'm sorry that I mentioned you licking my ass. Only one person decides who licks butthole here, and it's Madam Rosebud." Morgan said meekly, staring straight down at the floor.

This was so unexpected to me that I didn't even know how to respond. Over the course of about half hour Morgan had gone from somebody who seemed in complete control over me, whom I had to do everything that she said, to apologize sincerely to me.

I looked to Madame Rosebud, who simply gave me a small nod and said.

"I'll leave it up to Lucy. Do you think she's learned her lesson, or shall we do more to her?"

Morgan went pale as a ghost. She knew full well that her fate, whatever it may be, was totally in my hands.

Morgan couldn't say anything out loud, of course, but with her eyes she gave me a pleading look.

My mind flashed with all of the power that I had just been given from Madam Rosebud.

I could do anything that I wanted to do. I could let out all of frustration, jealousy and rage that had been building up inside of me all day.  All of the terrible things that I could do to her were flashing in my mind in those few seconds.

But as I thought about it, I realized that it was extremely likely that I could potentially find myself in the exact same poison that Morgan was in now. After all, it wasn't exactly a secret that Morgan was something of a favorite of Madam Rosebud, even in in this exact moment Madam Rosebud was disciplining her.

So, as tempting as it would have been to have kept her punishment going, I decided instead to take the compassionate route.

"I think that's she's had enough, Madam Rosebud." I finally said after an extended silence.

Morgan dared not say anything in response, but I could tell just from the look on her face that she was incredibly thankful that I had decided not to keep the punishment going.

Madam Rosebud didn't give much of a reaction, instead turning to me and saying.

"Well then, let's get on with the initiation, shall we?"

END OF BOOK 4


BOOK 5

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?

END OF BOOK 5


BOOK 6

I couldn't believe my luck. Of all of the possible people whom I could be on my way to for my first ever session.... it happened to be... My professor?? My mind was awash. Part of me wanted to tell Madam Rosebud of my predicament, another part of me thought the devious knowing smile that she was wearing served as evidence that this may have been her plan all along. Regardless, I was in the van now and so my fate seemed just as good as sealed.

It wasn't as if this was just any professor, either. Hell, I could barely remember the professors from my first few years of school, but I would never be able to forget Professor Stevenson.

There were a few reasons for this, not the least of which being that she was hot as fuck. She tended to show up to class everyday in a dress that did very little to hide her curves of which there were many. Her cleavage was always on full display, and it was perhaps this reason that so many men lined up for class early to sit in the front row.

Her attractiveness wasn't just limited to her looks though. When she was teaching, she was domineering and authoritative, never once letting on even the smallest amount of trepidation. Where as most female professor's likely would have been insecure at having hoards of males staring at her chest and ass day in and day out, she was the polar opposite. She seemed to relish in the attention, thrive from it.

And even though the men may have started, there never would have dared made a lewd comment towards her. Her ability to strike fear into the heart of males with a peer glance was nothing short of superhuman. Adding in that with the fact that she was a notoriously difficult professor and a harsh grader. More than once I had seen a student leave in near tears after receiving a paper, often accompanying a failing grade with harsh critique.

All of this suffice to say, if there was a single person whom I would most not want want me to see in a frilly maid outfit, trying my best to clean her house in two sizes two small thong, it would be Professor Stevenson. And yet, that appeared to be my exact fate.

Even though I was taken aback at just how poor my luck had been, I suppose that it did make some kind of sense that her and Madam Rosebud were friends. After all, they did share a great deal in common. They were both unbelievably harsh, scary, and attractive alpha females who took the utmost pride in intimidating those beneath them.

I gulped as I realized that, at least when I had been in Professor Stevensons class, I had the protection of the normal student teacher ethics in place that would have kept things from going too overboard. Now however, no such protections would be in place for me. I had a sinking feeling in my bones that whatever Professor Stenenson said, Madam Rosebud would make a point to agree with. And since I had already pledged myself willingly to do whatever it was that Madam Rosebud ordered me to do, I had little choice but to abide. I had spent the last several days trying to get used to just having one alpha female lording power over me, now it appeared that I was going to have two of them on my hands. My butthole was clenched with nervousness.

"I take it that you and my client have some... history?" Madam Rosebud said with a giggle, confirming for me what I already knew, which was that the happenstance of today was occuring by no accident. She always had a trick up her sleeve, that was for sure.

Knowing that Madam Rosebud hated being made to wait for an answer, I was sure to respond in a timely manner, lest I face a punishment before I even had a chance to arrive.

"Yes Mistress. I am um... acquainted with her." I said, meekly. Morgan shot me a lot of curiosity, which for the time being I ignored. With any luck I would have a chance to explain to her privately, away from Madam Rosebud's watchful eye at some point. For the time being, while we were all in the van, I knew that if I explained the exact reason that I knew Professor Stevenson, and all of the various emotions that went along with that, it would only serve to fuel the fire.

Thankfully, Madam Rosebud seemed content to play coy and didn't require me to explain any more. Instead, she chimed in

"Delightful! Hopefully that will go a long way to fostering the ever important client to employer relationship that, as I'm sure by now you are well aware, I find so important."

I could tell from her faux chipper demeanor that she was without a doubt fucking with me. Behind her impeccable smile, I was positive that she was simply delighted in watching me squirm.

Thankfully, the car trip was only about ten minutes, so the amount of time spent under that discomfort was relatively limited. On the other hand, this just meant I had even less time until I was thrown directly into the fire!

The house that we pulled into was as unassuming as any other. It had the normal yard, white picket fence, two stories, the whole proverbial nine yards. In other words, it was exactly the sort of house than one would expect a university professor to live in.

Once we had pulled into the drive, it occurred to me that I was going to have to step out into the world in my sissified form, something that was still totally new to me. It would be a short walk from the car to Professor Stenveonson's house,

What would have otherwise been a completely normal everyday experience, something as banal as walking from the car to the inside of a house, took on a completely new meaning. I was stepping out into the world in my new form, signaling the end of the person whom I had always been, and the start of being the person whom I know was.

Thankfully there were seldom few people outside, given that Professor Stevensons house resided in a relatively spacious suburban community. I stuck my head out of the car and shifted my gaze back and forth, seeing only a runner off in the distance, a lady tending to her garden, and somebody fussing with their dogs leash. I counted my blessings (few as they were) that everybody who was in eyesight of me seemed to be off in their own little world, and would therefore likely take little note of something as banal as a maid service.

I felt the wind of the crisp fall evening against my bare thighs as I stepped out of the van. Getting used to wearing a mini skirt was still something that was quite new to me, especially given the fact that underneath the skirt there was nothing but a frilly lace thong that was so small that it may as well have been constructed from fishing line.

We walked up the stone walkway to the door, and no more than one second after Madam Rosebud had rang the doorbell did the door slide open.

And there was. Still looking as professional as ever, Professor Stevenson stood in front of me in all of her glory. There were a few differences between her presentation now and the image that I was used to seeing in class. Her hair, which was typically held in a tight bun when she was teaching, was now resting freely on her shoulders. Her usual thermos of coffee had now been replaced with a mug of tea, and instead of her dress shoes she was wearing some regular slippers. She was still however wearing the exact same kind of skin tight skirt that I was so accustomed to seeing her in.

"Why hello there, old friend!" She said to Madame Rosebud, giving her a warm hug. I have to say, it was a bit strange seeing somebody refer to Mistress as a friend, or even as an equal. I watched with eager eyes as Madam Rosebud returned the hug with an equal measure of warmth. m

"So good to see you! The flowers outside are looking lovely." Madam Rosebud said as she left the embrace of the hug.

"Ah, as much as I would love to take credit for that, I'm afraid that would be due to my husband. I've since delegated all of the domestic tasks to him, minus the stuff I hire you for. You know how men are, practically useless until they have a women to show them their place!"

Madam Rosebud flashed a knowing smile, the sort of smile that somebody only gives when they find themselves in familiar company.

"Yes, I have to say that I know that all too well."

Now that her and Madam ROsebud had exchanged pleasantries, she looked past her, and now to us.

"Two maids this time? I'm used to you just bringing one. I only took out enough cash for the usual service, but I'm sure I can run down to the ATM if that's any issue."

Madam Rosebud waived her hand, as if to say that it was no issue at all.

"Oh! Yes you must forgive my manners. This is the newest higher, Lucy. Usually I don't tell clients these sorts of things, but this is actually her very first time coming out to a job with us. She's as green as can be."

Professor Stevenson looked up and down at me, studying me. It was the same intense look that I was so used to seeing whenever she was deciding how to respond to somebody in class. I had no doubt in my mind that she recognized me immediately, after all I had been one of the horny men whom had always found themselves sitting in the front row when she taught, and the fact that I was so seldom able to tear my eyes away from her cleavage meant my grades had suffered, and as a result I often found myself visiting her during her office hours.

I was worried that she would go on to tell everybody about all of the times that I, back when I was Mike, had nervously found myself in her office, stammering out questions about if there were any extra credit assignments. However, to my relief she seemed perfectly content to play along.

"Oh how exciting! Yes, I have to say she does look quite new. Perhaps a little bit familiar as well." She said, flashing a wink to Madam Rosebud that was so quick I wasn't sure if I had even seen it at all. "Tell me, what is her name?"

"Lucy, Ma'am." I said, giving a little cursy in my maid outfit.

I saw Madam Rosebud give me a genuine smile of approval, something she seldom did.

"Lucy." Professor Stevenson said. slowly, as if she was tasting the syllables as they came out of her mouth.

Again I had a flash of fear that she was going to out me as Mike, that she was going to tear through the facade of my brand new sissification just as easily as she tore through students all of the time. But contrary to my anxiety, she did no such thing. Instead, a wide smile spread across her face and said. "I think that's a most lovely name."

I breathed a sigh of relief.

"Thank you, Mistress--I mean Ma'am!" I said, just barely catching myself.

Both Madam Rosebud and Professor Stevenson laughed out loud at my faux pas.

"My, she really is brand new, isn't she?" Professor Stevenson asked.

"Quite. In fact, this is only her third day training with me. I'm quite optimistic about her potential, though, if I do say so myself. She's taken quite well to her sissification, minus a few hiccups here and there." Madam Rosebud responded.

"Oh? Hiccups..?" Professor Stevenson asked, egging her on.

"Yes, yes I'm afraid so. Nothing too extreme, of course. She wasn't able to keep her cock soft like a good little sissy bitch, so for the moment her tiny member is caged up."

PRofessor stevenson laughed out a guffaw of laughter at this fact, making me feel incredibly self conscious. It was, of course, completely true. My inability to control my little sissy dick had meant that underneath the maid outfit that I was wearing I had a cage that made sure that what little remained of my manhood would not show poking a tent in my already skin tight mini skirt. The fact that this little tidbit of information was now being publicly announced so that two alpha women could share a laugh at my expense did little to quell my already growing embarrassment.

"so, why couldn't she control her cock? What was she doing that made it so difficult?" Professor Stevenson asked Madam Rosebud, clearly egging her on.

"What an excellent question! Lucy, what were you doing that you weren't able to keep your pathetic sissy dick soft, despite having been ordered to do so?"

I was starting to realize that Madam Rosebud and Professor Stevenson seemed keen to play off of one another, especially since they both seemed to take such delight in my humiliation.

I let out a sigh, knowing that I had no way out of my current situation other than to answer honestly. Even Morgan, whom had started being more empathetic to me recently, was having a hard time keeping a straight face.

"I was licking mistresses butthole. Ma'am." I finally said, all too aware that all eyes were on me.

"Oh were you? My, Madam Rosebud, you certainly know how to break them in, don't you?"

She gave a laugh and jokingly pushed Professor Stevenson on the shoulder.

"I hardly had a choice! She made the decision to show up late. What else was I supposed to do?" She responded.

"Ah, if only I were able to have the same levels of autonomy in my class as you are in yogurt academy. I tell you, grades would go waaay up if these darn ethics boards would get off my ass." Professor Stevenson responded.

She had always seemed so harsh to me when I was taking her class, now it seemed even more terrifying a prospect that she was holding herself back. Even worse, now I had found myself thoroughly in her clutches, and there was nothing holding her back from whatever punishment that she decided to inflict on me. It certainly didn't seem as if Madam Rosebud was going to stop her.

"Strange though, when I remember her in my class, she never seemed to have much of a problem showing up on time. If I'm recalling correctly, you always had a habit of showing up early to get one of the ever so coveted front row seats. Isn't that right?" Professor Stevensona asked, turning her body so that she was now facing me directly.

I let out a gasp. This was the first time that she had actually acknowledged that she knew me prior to me being sissified.

"Yes, well in classic pathetic sissy fashion, she had a perfect excuse up her sleeve as to why she was late. Although, up her sleeve might not be the most correct use of that phrase. Up her ass would probably be a little bit more accurate." Madam Rosebud said.

I could tell that she was stringing me along, saying just enough to goad Professor Stevenson into asking me what exactly she meant, whilst still being vague enough so that all of the most humiliating details would have to be disclosed by me.

"Is that so. Tell me, Lucy, what was this excuse that you had prepared? I certainly remember you being full of excuses, so that much is certainly accurate."

I let out a defeated sigh.

"It was hard for me to walk." I stammered out, my eyes were glued to the floor.

"Aaaand? Why was it difficult for you to walk?" The Professor asked me.

After another moment of silence, I finally responded.

"I had my sissy butthole filled by one of Madam Rosebud's buttplugs." I said.

"Oh wonderful! Isn't that just cute. Gosh Rose, I wish I could just do the same for my students. They're so fucking fragile, they can practically barely take the way that I talk to them. If I had access to their asses, I'd be grading 100's on every test, guaranteed."

"I keep on telling you, you've always got a place open for you as a guest instructor if you ever want to come blow off some steam." Madam Rosebud said with a sleek smile.

Amidst my humiliation, I took note of the fact that Madam Rosebud had a nickname that she was given by Professor Stevenson. I shuddered to think what would happen to me if I made the mistake of calling her anything besides Madam Rosebud or Mistress.

"Yes, yes I suppose that is true. Still though, until I take you up on that offer I'm simply have to make do during these little sessions of ours. So, tell me Lucy. Back in the days where I would see you in class, why was it that you always showed up early?" She asked me.

I was totally broken and defeated at this point.

"I liked to look at your tits, Professor." I said.

"oh did you? I had always suspected that was the case, considering that it sure as shit wasn't because you were paying attention in class, considering your piss poor grades and half assed attempts at essays. I'll tell you what though, she's still wearing the cage, right?' Professor Stevenson asked, turning her gaze to Madame Rosebud.

"That is correct." She responded.

"Lovely. Here's what you always wanted, then." Professor Stevenson said. As she did she reached behind her and lowered her dress so that it fell down beneath to her ankles. Underneath she was wearing nothing. no panties or bra to speak of. Now her tits were at full display.

She knew exactly what she was doing. she was giving me the exact fantasy that she knew that I had always wanted, but only because she knew it would make me hard. I could feel the cage compressing my sissy cock as it swelled. I closed my eyes.

"Lucy, if you don't open your eyes this instant, your asshole will never recover." Madam Rosebud said sternly.

Fuck.

"Yes Mistress." I responded. What other choice did I have? After all, an order is an order.

I again opened my eyes, and once again was greeted with the sight of Professor Stevenson's lovely tits. A sight that, up until now, I had spent countless classes and afternoon masturbation sessions dreaming of. Now however, that dream was something more like a nightmare. I could feel a bead of sweat forming on my forehead as I tried my best to keep my cock from getting hard.

"Having just a wee bit of trouble there, sissy?" Madam Rosebud asked me.

"Nu... no mistress." I responded.

"Oh, we have a fighter now, do we? Well, I can admire somebody who gives a good challenge." Professor Stevenson said. She started walking towards me, and once she was only a few feet away from me she took her hands in mine, lifted them up and placed them on her bare breasts.

This was too much for me, my aching cock pressing against the cage.

"Oh, go ahead. Have a good squeeze. It's what you've always wanted, isn't it?"

I knew that I had no other option other than to answer any question that was directed towards me honestly, so I responded.

"Yes Professor Stevenson."

"Then squeeze my tits, you pathetic bitch." She said, staring me straight in the eyes.

"Yes professor." I responded, following her command.

"Perhaps there is something we can do that might help expedite the process." Madam Rosebud said, flashing her trademark sadistic smile.

"And how do you suppose we do that?" Professor stevenson responded. She was clearly enjoying having her tits massaged a great deal.

"hmmmmm....." Madam Rosebud said, giving her best thinking face even though I think we were all well aware that she had already come up with exactly she wanted to do. She was simply drawing out the moment, making me exist on the precipice of uncertainty for as long as possible.

"Morgan. Get on your knees and lick Lucy's butthole."  Madam Rosebud said, suddenly and sternly. Her tone of voice made it clear that this was an order not to be questioned. No ifs, ands, or butts (besides my own, of course.)

Morgan kept a straight face like the trained sissy that she was, even though I was sure that beneath her austere facade she was none too pleased about being made to eat my ass. Still, given that we had both freely given ourselves to Madame Rosebud, it wasn't as if we had much of a choice in the matter. After all, an order is an order.

Given that I had been ordered not to take my eyes off of Professor Stevenson tits, which I was still massaging, from the corner of my eye I saw Morgan walk behind me. I felt the hem of the mini skirt from my maid outfit be flipped up. The material was so tight and stretchy that it stayed in place above my hips, leaving my thong'd sissy ass exposed.

Now I felt Morgan gingerly lowering my thong so that it rested somewhere above my knees.

This also meant, of course, that my cock cage was on display for Professor stevenson, who delighted herself in laughing at the sight of it.

"My gosh that's a tiny cage! I'll have to get one of those myself for my husband." She said. I couldn't tell if she was kidding or not. Given everything that I knew about her so far, it would not have surprised me in the least if she was being totally serious.

"I can forward you the maker of them. She's got such a wonderful... passion... for the craft of sissification. The art, if you will."

I was busy thinking about the idea of somebody making a living selling sissification paraphernalia when I felt it.

Morgan's tongue warm and wet, licking up and down my crack. \

This was the first time that I had ever had my ass licked, and so it wasn't as if I had a lot of experience to compare it with. If I had to take a guess though, I would have to say that Morgan was quite proficient at it. I had no doubt that she had had lots of opportunity to practice, given that it seemed to be one of Madam Rosebud's favorite punishments.

SHe started by simply licking up and down my ass crack, gingerly grazing the tip of her tongue against my buttholem warming me up. Once she had done a bit of that, she grabbed a handful of my ass cheeks in both hands and spread them far and wide. I could feel the coolness of her saliva on my ass crack as she breathed on my butt.

Next she shoved her tongue all the way up my ass. I had been trying so far to be as stoic as possible, given that was the only way I could think of to mitigate the hardening of my little sissy dick. However, once I felt her tongue thoroughly up my ass, a long moan escaped my lips.

Madam Rosebud, ever the instigator, came up behind Morgan and shoved her face even further into my ass. Gripping the back of Morgan's hair, she moved her head back and forth. In effect, morgan simply had to kneel there were tongue sticking all of the way out as Madam Rosebud tongue fucked my butthole.

This was simply too much for me. Any amount of control that I had been able to muster was totally gone by now. I was little more than a pawn to be used for the amusement of these two alpha women.

The metal cage that sat around my cock felt as if it was getting smaller and smaller with each passing second, even though of course I knew that in reality what I was feeling was due to my sissy cock getting harder and harder. Sadly, having the other people in the room laughing and pointing at my misfortune only served to make my tiny cock even harder.

Professor Stevenson walked all the way to me, grabbing my head and forcefully moving it to her tits.

"Motorboat me, you pathetic sissy slut. And don't forget to suck on my nipples when you're done." She said, her voice commanding and harsh.

This was it, something that I had spent countless afternoons fantasizing about. Now I was finally getting the chance to live out my dream, although it appeared to me to be more like a nightmare. The old adage "be careful what you wish for." Had never felt more appropriate than it did right now in this moment.

I did as I was commanded, causing the cage around my cock to tighten even more. This went on like this for a few minutes, until I heard Madam Rosebud speak from behind me.

"Now that we've gotten a chance for introductions, why don't we start the work...."

End of Book 6
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I shuddered. This wasn't work? It certainly felt like it to me. Perhaps that was just the fact that all of my biggest fantasies that I had ever had for my Professor had now been subverted against me in the worst possible way imaginable.

I had always had the hots for her, but now she was delighting in making me hard knowing full well that I was wearing a cock cage that made even the slightest erection very painful. This was a punishment that I had earned fully of my own accord, of course. After all, I had been unable to keep my sissy dick soft, and there was no way that madam rosebud was going to send me out to work for my first client if I couldn't even keep my boner under control. She really had no other choice but to punish me by constraining my sissy dick.

The real trouble came for me when Professor Stevenson had learned of my predicament. Or should I say.... My predickament? (Sorry)

I could tell that Professor Stevenson had a lot of pent up rage from her years of teaching college students, and had never really been in a position in which she could let out some of that steam on one of her students. Until now.

'I thought back to all of the time that I had shown up to her class early so I could sit in the front row and get a glimpse of her luscious cleavage.  All of the little smirks that she had given me. I had thought that I was so slick, being able to get away with all of it scott free. Only of course, in an unforeseen twist of events, I hadn't gotten away with it at all. She was going to make sure to punish me thoroughly, it just so happened that grabbing my hands and placing them on her tits was the perfect way of accomplishing this.

Although thankfully Madam Rosebud had apparently decided that I had had enough, and so she had decided that it was now time to get to work. What exactly that work was, I did not know, although I had no doubt whatsoever that I was about to find out.

This also meant that Morgan, whom  had had her face buried in my ass cheeks upon orders from Madam Rosebud. I had never had my ass licked before, and perhaps would have enjoyed it if I wasn't in a situation where getting hard caused me immense pain. I could feel the coolness from the wet spot on my ass where morgan had just buried her tongue.

Now we both stood in front of our mistress, Madam Rosebud, eagerly awaiting our orders like good sissy sluts that we were.

Morgan was much more prepared for this than I was, given that she had much more experience both as a sissy as well as working for Madam Rosebud.

"What do you think I should have the ladies work on today first, Prof?" Madam Rosebud said, her trademark smirk spread across her face.

"What an excellent question, Rose! Well, for one my sex toys need cleaning, that's for sure. My strap-on has gotten quite dusty, I'm sad to say. I suppose that you could call it a sign of me being in my slow season!"

I went beet red, even though I tried to the best of my ability to keep a straight face. I was learning more and more about my old Professor with each passing moment, but learning that she was in possession of a strap on dildo surprised me. Though I suppose that on second thought, it did make some kind of sense. It wasn't exactly hard for me to picture in my minds eye her fucking dudes in the butt, given that she seemed to take such delight in domination.

Madam Rosebud chimed in with "I think that's a wonderful idea! I'm sorry to hear that you've not been able to use your strap-on much lately. Perhaps we could fix that problem whilst were at it, too...?" She said, her voice trailing off in a way that was both suggestive and ominous.

"Hmm. That's an intriguing prospect, to say the least. I assume both of these sissy sluts have pledged their holes to you?" Professor Stevenson asked Madam Rosebud.

I couldn't help but feel just a tad turned on by the way that they were speaking about us, as if we weren't even there. Like we were nothing more than holes to be used for their entertainment. We were sissy sluts that had given ourselves fully to the service of Madam Rosebud, in whatever form that happened to take. Her wish was our command, and Madam Rosebud had all but given Professor Stevenson the reigns to our control.

"How much time do we have today?" The Professor asked.

"Not too much, I'm afraid. After all, this was something of an impromptu house call. Probably two hours at most." Madam Rosebud responded.

"I think that should be plenty of time. Has the new one had her ass broken in yet?"

Fuck. She was talking about me. I could feel my butthole clench up involuntarily.

"Only a bit. Some smaller objects here or there. An enema or two. And obviously a tongue, as I think we are all well aware. Isn't that right, Morgan?" Madam Rosebud asked.

"Yes mistress, my tongue was just up her butthole." She answered instinctually.

"And how tight would you say it was?" Madam Rosebud asked.

I felt like I was forever getting used to my new life as a sissy, but having people discuss something like the tightness of my sissy hole with the same level of banality that one might used to talk about the weather was definitely one of those things that was going to take some time to get used to.

"It was quite tight at the beginning. I could tell that she was clenching because she didn't want to get hard, Mistress." Morgan answered. As much as I wanted to be mad at Morgan for answering in such detail, I knew that she had to answer any question that Madam Rosebud asked with complete honesty. After all, that was part of our pledging ourselves fully as sissies in training.

"So then, Morgan, I would take it that Lucy could use a bit more training for her sissy hole, correct?"

Morgan shot me a quick look as if to say 'sorry' about having to answer honestly, before saying "Yes Mistress. She's come a long way, but she definintel;y still has quite a long way to go."

A smile which I now knew all too well crept across Madam Rosebuds face. It was the smile that always preceded her doing something especially sadistic. I had little doubt in my mind that I was going to be the subject of this sadism.

"Well, considering you've had a chance to be loosened up by Morgan's tongue, I would say that now is the time for you to go about cleaning Professor Stevenson's dildo. Am I to assume correctly that you've never properly cleaned a dildo before?" Madam Rosebud asked me.

"That is correct, Mistress." I responded.

"Very well. Morgan, accompany Professor Stevenson and Lucy and show her how to clean a dildo. Silicone, Right?" Madam Rosebud asked, looking at Professor Stevenson.

"That is correct. Black Silicone, to be exact." She answered.

"Good! In that case boiling it. Nothing better than some classic dildo soup, as I like to say." Madam Rosebud said, cracking up.

Both Morgan and I did as we were commanded, following Professor Stevenson up the stairs. Her house was exactly what I would have expected it to be. Everything was set in meticulous order, with not one single item being even the smallest bit out of place. It kind of shed some humor on the fact that she had hired a maid service, considering judging by her house she was the last person who would have ever needed to have one. All that observation did for me was confirmed that Professor Stevenson's reason for hiring us was secondary to our actual ability to clean.

Once we entered the room,. the Professor vanished into her walk in closet, and came out moments later holding two items in her hands. One was what I would have to assume to  be her strap on harness, although with it simply in her hands it looked like little more than a mess of straps dangling.

The other item was immediately recognizable. It was a large black dildo, perhaps nine inches in length and slightly smaller than a soda can at its thickest point. My jaw dropped as I realized that, somehow, I was soon going to have to take that monster of a black cock inside of me. I felt my ass clench up out of pure instinct. Looking up, I could tell that Professor Stevenson was savouring my response.

I was never particularly good at hiding my reactions to things, and this situation was certainly no exception.

"What's wrong there, Lucy? Feeling a wee bit nervous, are we?" The Professor said, with a deep smile on her face.

"Perhaps a little bit." I said. As much as I wanted to lie, I had a feeling that if I did so it would only tempt the Professor into working even harder to break me. My mind breifly flashed to the old adage "Don't bite he hand that feeds", only in this situation I suppose that it was more something like "Don't lie to the big black dick that is about to fuck you in the ass."

"I'm sure you'll do just great, if you actually apply yourself. For once." The Professor responded, somewhat deadpan. It was still a bit jarring, being around somebody whom had known me from when I was Mike, as well as knowing me as Lucy. Nobody else had seen me as both people, besides Madam Rosebud whom had only known me as Mike long enough to convert me into a sissy. With Professor Stevenson on the other hand, she was somebody whom I had spent hundreds of hours around in my previous male form, before I had been turned into a sissy.

I didn't know what else to do, so I shot my eyes down to the floor and answered with a "Yes, Professor."

WIthout saying anything else, we walked back downstairs where Morgan walked me through the process of cleaning a dildo, something that was entirely new to me. It was clear that this was not Morgan's first rodeo, as she reached into a cabinet seemingly at random and produced a very large stainless steel cooking pot. I didn't want to ask her in earshot, but I had a sneaking suspicion that I was not the only one whom had been fucked by Professor Stevenson's big black dildo before.

She filled the pot near to the brim, and moved it over to the stovetop and set it on high, dropping the dildo in, along with a small dab of PH balanced soap.

I still wasn't entirely sure what the professional boundaries were, given that this was my very first job as a Sissy Maid, but I decided to take a gamble and ask Professor Stevenson a personal question.

"So, how did you and Madam Rosebud meet?" I asked her.

Professor Stevenson gave a quick laugh.

"Well, it's a somewhat tight knit community of us. SIssifiers, that is. As I have no doubt you've noticed, I tend to be a somewhat methodical person, so I was immediately drawn to Madam Rosebud's methods. I don't know if anybody else has ever really managed to break down sissification to such an art and science like she had been able to do. It's really something that it quite incredible to see." She responded.

I was more than a little relieved that I hadn't overstepping any boundaries, given that the punishments for doing so could be quite severe.

"Yes, she is definitely unlike any person that I've met before. Er, besides you, Professor." I said, so nervous that I was practically shaking.

"Yes, I think she's something of a one of a kind type of woman. That plus the fact that my damn job places me under so many limitations, what with all of the moral turpitude clauses that come along with being a professor. I suppose that you could say that I've been living somewhat vicariously through her sissification methods. My job would simply be so much easier if I could fuck some of these students into actually studying, but given that unfortunetly isn't an option for me, this is something of the next best thing." Professor Stevenson explained.

"So, I guess this is something of a special treat for you, I suppose." I said.

"What do you mean?" Professor Stevenson asked.

"I mean, getting to butt fuck on of your former students. After all, you did just say that you had always wanted it." I answered. I wasn't sure if I was speaking out of turn, because the Professor's response to what I had said surprised me greatly.

"Oh, don't be silly, Lucy. You aren't my student. You aren't the same person anymore, and I certainly don't see you as such. Yes, we met before you began your transformation process, but that doesn't mean I still you think of as the M word." She said, with a sudden and abrupt sincerity that surprised me. I don't know if I had ever seen her genuinely act so sweet before. It also took me a moment to register just what exactly she had meant when she said "The M word." My mind briefly flashed through all of the swear words that I could think of before I realized that she had meant my name. Well, my old name, that is.

"That's.... that's really nice, Professor. I don't know what else to say."

I really meant it, too. I mean, even though I was still quite new on my journey of being sissified, it was still something that I had put so much effort into. Now, for the first time, I was actually being seen as Lucy. And to make matters even better, it was by someone whom had known me back when I still thought that I was mike, before I had been transformed by Madam Rosebud. And on top of all of that, it was somebody who was famously hard to impress, somebody who virtually never gave compliments to anyone. If I could pass as a sissy for Professor Stevenson, then I felt like I could pass as a sissy for anybody.

She flashed me a quick smile.

"No problem, Lucy. You've earned it. Well, not completely. I'm still going to fuck your sissy ass into the next dimension." She said, trying to hide her laughter.

That certainly brought me back down to earth. I was so taken aback by her suprise compliment that I had forgotten that I was currently in the process of sterilizing a dildo for her to brutally butt fuck me. Such is life, I suppose.

"Which reminds me, the back of that cock cage fits you like a thong, doesn't it?" Professor Steevnson asked me.

"Yes, it does."  I answered.

"We'll need to get rid of that, then. Morgan, go fetch the keys from Madam Rosebud. The water's boiling now, so once you come back with that it's time to rock and roll. Or, should I say, it's time to cock and roll." Professor Stevenson said with a laugh.

"Yes, Professor." Morgan responded before turning and walking away. Madame Rosebud was enjoying herself playing video games in the living room, satisfied that we were working to the best of our sissy slut abilities.

Now it was just the two of us in the room, me and Professor Stevenson. I didn't know what to say, as I was always pretty bad at making small talk, so I simply averted my eyes to the floor like the submissive sissy that I was.

My eyes being glued to the floor was the reason that I didn't see the professor walked up to me.

"Sissy. I have a wedgie. Pick it for me." She commanded, turning around and lifting her dress so that her thonged ass was exposed to me.

I did as she obliged, delicately running my hand across the string that was buried in her ass crack.

"No, not with your hands. With your tongue." She answered.

An order was an order, so I dropped to my knees and buried my tongue in her ass crack, once again lifting the thong string out.

She reached behind and clamped my nostrils shut, making it so that I had to inhale the smell of her worn thong through my mouth. Such was the life of a feminized sissy in servitude.

"Mmmf, I like that quite a bit. Keep licking." The professor said. I did as I was commanded, running my tongue up and down her crack, noticing the slight shiver that she gave whenever my tongue grazed her asshole. This was giving a whole new definition to the term "ass kisser."

The professor turned around, and lifted her thong to her knees. Now I was at eye level with her pussy. In classic Professor Stevenson style, her pubic hair was meticulously maintained, with a landing strip that looked so well defined that it may as well have been painted on.

Her order was succinct and domineering.

"Lick, slut."

I did as I was commanded. I didn't have a lot of experience with eating pussy, but at the very least I had more experience than I did licking buttholes. I ran my tongue up and down her sacred opening, tasting her wetness. I had certainly never imagined that I would be in this position, but of all of the things that I had been commanded to do since I started my journey of sissification, this was probably the least degrading of all of them. To my satisfaction, I heard a moan of delight escape OProfessor Stevenson's lips from above me. I guess I was doing something right after all.

She grabbed me at the top of my head forcing my face into her soaking wet cunt. I barely had time to open my mouth and stick my tongue out as my face as thrust into her pussy.  Breathing was secondary, and what little breaths I was able to take were thin wisps of pair amidst the sweet smell Of Professor Petersons pussy.

"Oh fuck. That's right, you dumb silly slut. This is what you are. This is what you're good for. You exist for my pleasure and amusement, and nothing else. You understand me whole?" Professor Peterson said from above me in between heavy breaths.

I would have answered her, but of course my mouth was just a little bit occupied with the task of pleasing the professor.

I continued on with pleasuring the Professor as she rode on my face. I could tell that she was nearing the edge of climax, as her legs began twitching ever so slightly. Sure enough, I could feel her wetness increasing with each passing second.

I was so lost in my own world of pleasuring the professors pussy, that neither of us noticed that Morgan had returned up the stairs with the key to my chastity cage. She simply stood watching us, waiting for an order from a professor.

One the one hand I perhaps felt a bit strange that my friend had been watching me eat pussy like it was my last meal for the last several minutes, but on the other hand it wasn't like there was much else that she could do. Interrupting the professor herself could have easily ended in a punishment, and the punishments here tended to be quite severe.

The Professor drew my head away with the same grip that she had on my hair.

"Oh, well hello there Morgan. I take it that you were successful in finding the key to Lucy's cage?" She asked, matter of factly.

"Yuh, yes Professor. Morgan Responded.

"Very well then. As you may or may not have noticed, I happened to have become just a little bit.... distracted during your absence. However, not to leave you out of the fun, you may have noticed that nobody is eating out my asshole right. Rectify this situation, whore." Professor Perterson said with a smile.

"Yes, Professor." Morgan said, and without another word, she walked behind the Professor and fell to her knees. 'Poor Morgan', I thought to myself. She simply couldn't catch a break. I mean, we had hardly been here over an hour and she had already been made to lick two different assholes, one of them being mine! Such was a day in the life of somebody who had pledged themselves to sissy servitude, I suppose.

Now Professor Stevenson was oscillating her hips. As she pressed herself forward, she moved her tongue on to my clit. Anytime she moved backwards, Morgan's outstretched tongue went straight up her butthole. I have to say, it seemed to be both an effective and efficient system. The Professor moved her hands from the back of my neck and spread her ass cheeks, ensuring that Morgan's tongue was as far in her as was physically possible. Meanwhile I hungrilly lapped at her clit. Morgan and I were in something of an unspoken competition now, to see which one of us would be able to provide the professor with more pleasure with our mouths. After all, Professor Peterson had been completely correct when she had said was that this was our entire purpose. All that we amounted to in this world was to be sissy sluts, to exist for the use and pleasure of alpha females. If we didn't know that already, well then the professor was going to show us!

We kept at this until the Professor came, long and hard. It was no mystery to us that she had had a thunderous orgasm, as her wetness was so great that it dripped down my chin as I continued to lick her cunt. I saw Morgan's hands reach from around Professor Petersons ass and grabbed her by the hip bones, forcing her hips back so that her ass was totally in her face, which also had the unintended bonus of exposing her engorged clit for my tongue to continue to work away at.

"Oh fuck! That's right you dumb sissy sluts. Show me what you can do." The professor said. Her voice was so loud that it bordered on screaming. I have to say, after knowing Professor Peterson to always have a demeanor that was calm, poised, and austere it felt pretty good to see her lose her control, even if only just for a brief moment.

Finally, when she had decided that she had had enough of our sissy tongues pleasuring her, she forced both of our heads away in one move.

"Both of you. On your feet, before me." She said, while fixing the stray hairs that had fallen out of her place whilst she was bucking around. The small sliver of disinhibition that we had seen faded entirely, and the usual domineering Professor Peterson that I had always known took her place instead.

Now that I was finally doing something other than licking pussy, I noticed how tired my tongue was, and how fatigued my neck had been from spending the last ten minutes having it rained in whatever position might be the best for pleasuring the Professor. Not that it mattered, of course. After all, what place did a sissy slut have for discomfort, if she was serving her one and only purpose in this world.

We did as we were commanded, standing before the professor as she eyes us up.

"Lucy. Naked. Now." She said.

Not that it was in the least bit unusual for the professor to issue out stern commands to us, but there was a part of me that suspected that she was being especially terse with her wording because she wanted to compensate for having a moment where she was lost in herself. All the same, I did exactly as she commanded. With Morgan's assistance, I unzipped the skin tight maid's outfit that I was wearing, and I shimmied the extra small g string that I had been provided down to my ankles and stepped out of it.

"You can leave the maid's tiara. I think it's a nice touch, sissy." Professor Peterson said with a smile.

"Yes Mistress, I responded, drawing my hands away from my head.

"Now let's get to some real fun. Morgan, go ahead and hand me my strap-on...."

End of Book 7


Book 8

I stared at Professor Peterson's big strap on cock, trying to make sense of the fact that the entire thing was soon going to be up my ass. Professor Peterson chose not to remark upon my nervous gaze directly, but it was obvious to everybody in the room that she was soaking up my trepidation.

“You know, I’ve wanted to do this ever since I first saw you. I never once thought that I would actually get the opportunity. And now look at how things ended up. You, transformed as a sissy, offered up to me. The world has such a funny way of working out sometimes.” Professor Peterson said with her eyes on me. Her hands slowly rubbed lube back and forth on the cock in a masturbatory motion. “Morgan, why don’t you be so kind as to spread Lucy’s cheeks for me. Judging from her expression, she’s going to need all of the help that she can get!”

"Yes, Professor,” Morgan responded. It wasn’t as if she had any choice in the matter. Madam Rosebud had made it clear that we were to follow every order that Professor Peterson gave us without question or hesitation.

I turned away from the Professor so that I was facing the wall.

“Palms flat on the floor, slut. Show me that sissy ass” Came the order from Professor Peterson. I did as I was told, bending over until both of my palms rested flat on the hardwood floor. Just as I was expecting, I felt Morgan grab a handful of both my ass cheeks and forced them apart, so that my sissy hole was thoroughly exposed. There I was, a sissy who was offered up for the taking.

I could see the Professor, albeit I could only see her upside down through my knees. She walked up to me, sauntering slowly with the strap on cock swaying with every step that she took.

I closed my eyes as I felt the tip of the cock pressed against my spread opening.

I had had my ass trained a little bit by Madam Rosebud, but I hadn’t taken anything even close to the size of the strap on that was about to go up my butt before. Still, I had learned some valuable lessons during my three days of training that would help things go a little bit easier.

I took a deep breath as Professor Peterson entered her pecker, the first few inches sliding in. Thankfully she was taking her time with it, and not just ramming the entire thing in. She slid it back and forth, going just a little bit deeper.

“Oh look at that!” Professor Peterson said, mocking. “No wonder Madam Rosebud was having you wear a cock cage. Does somebody like getting buttfucked? Hmm?”

As she said this, she slid her even further than me. I could now that the girthiest section of the dick was stretching my hole, and Professor Peterson was clearly enjoying watching me struggle with the challenge of taking it. I was so consumed with trying to adjust to the sensation of having my ass get filled, that I completely forgot to answer Professor Peterson’s question.

“Oh no, cat got your tongue? Morgan, do me a favor and give Lucy a spanking to help bring her back to earth. Don’t go soft now, or I’ll be spanking you next.” Professor Peterson said.

“Yes, Mistress” came morgan’s response

Before I had a chance to register what had happened, I felt it, the first of what would be many slaps against my backside. I had been spanked before, of course. Being a sissy in training meant subjecting oneself to a certain amount of discipline. However, the experience of getting spanked while having a silicone cock moving in my ass was an entirely new experience. A yelp escaped my lips as her hand came down again on my exposed ass, which was followed shortly after but the sound of laughter from Professor Peterson.

Morgan had her own reason to make sure that she wasn’t going light on me, as if she failed to deliver on my punishment, it was going to be her ass on the line.

The third and fourth swat came down on my bottom.

“It’s a shame that you can’t see how your ass looks from here. Cherry red is a nice color on you” said the professor, throwing in a few swats herself.

She wasn’t holding back at all now, sliding her silicone cock in and out of my ass without mercy. The slaps of her thighs bumping against my ass proved to me that her silicone dick was as far in me as physically possible. I felt her hands grab me at my hips as she slammed her strap on inside of me, before slowing removing it and starting the cycle once again.

“Morgan, why don’t you go get Madam Rosebud, I think she’ll want to see me make Lucy my bitch.” The Professor said, her voice punctuated with grunts as she poured herself into fucking my sissy butthole.

“Yes Professor.” Came Morgan’s response as she walked away. Once the door closed it was just me and the Professor.

“So tell me, Lucy, how does it feel?” Professor Peterson asked me.

“Very full, professor!” I squealed out.

Professor Peterson leaned in, so that she was speaking directly into my ear. Up until this point, her voice had always been booming with pride as she fucked me. Now, however, she chose to speak in a whisper.

“I want you to know something, lucy. This is all that you are. You may have come into this world as a lot of things. As a man, a student, a sports player. But you’re none of that now. Every last inch of you belongs to me, and do you know what I’ve decided?” I’ve decided that you are nothing but a hole to be filled.” The professor said, in a voice that was barely louder than a whisper.

“Yes, Professor!” I responded. Or at least, I tried to, although as soon as I tried to speak she resumed fucking my ass with vigor.

“Tell me, slut. What are you?” The Professor asked.

“A hole to fuck!” I said.

“Louder, slut”

“I’M NOTHING BUT A HOLE FOR YOU TO FUCK!” I exclaimed, screaming as loud as I possibly could.

Just as I shouted it, I saw Madam Rosebud, standing in the doorway watching me. Her face was beaming with pride, as she was seeing me in the process of being completely sissified.

“I have to say, I’m impressed,” said Professor Peterson to Madame Rosebud. “I didn’t think for a second that she would be able to take my largest dildo so easily. Whatever magic you do at your sissification Academy, it’s clearly working!”

“Is that so? Well, I’m glad to hear she’s servicing you nicely. We do pride ourselves here on customer satisfaction, of course.” Madam Rosebud responded.

I could see now that there was something other than just pride on madam Rosebud’s face. It looked like she was enjoying the sight of me getting fucked in the ass, because the next thing I knew she was walking up to me as she lifted up her dress.

“Why don’t we see just how good our little sissy slut it as multitasking.” Madam Rosebud said as she walked up to me. Because both of my palms were still on the ground, with me all the way bent over, Madam Rosebud’s crotch was at face level with me. She didn’t need to finish saying the order, I already knew exactly what she wanted from me. After all, I was nothing more than a sissy to be used for the pleasure of Alpha-Women. Professor Peterson was already using one of my holes, so it only made sense for Madam Rosebud to make use of the other. I lifted my head and extended my tongue, and as I did Madam Rosebud grabbed me from the back of my head, grabbing a thick handful of my coarse hair. Now that she had me exactly where she wanted me, she forced my head straight into her crotch, lifting my head up and down so that my tongue was engulfed by her soaking slit. She threw her head back in ecstasy as I sucked on her clit, all the while Professor Peterson continued to fuck me up my ass.

I’m not sure how long it was that I remained like that. I do know that by the time that Madam Rosebud came, my tongue was achingly sore with how tiring it was. Her excess juice dripped from my chin as the last squirts from her shot onto my face.

Professor Peterson finally withdrew the entirety of her massive strap on, and I fell to the floor. As I have learned, it is surprisingly hard to stand up after having one's asshole stretched and fucked for the first time.

“All, look at this little sissy slut. All tuckered out, already? I can’t imagine that you think that you would be able to get away with sleeping on the job, do you?” Madam Rosebud taunted me. She looked even more dominant than usual from this angle, with me on the ground looking up at her, my face at eye level with her stiletto heels.

It was those very same heels that she now lifted up and pressed against my exposed testicles.

“Now that you’ve completed your sissification, I can’t imagine that you’ll be needing this any time soon.” She said as she applied pressure to my scrotum, pinning it to the floor.

“Nuh, No mistress, a silly slut like me has no use for balls,” I said, gritting my teeth as Madam Rosebud crushed my testicles.

“Open your mouth.” Professor Peterson said from above me. I did as I was told as she got down on her knees. I knew exactly where this was going, as amused herself by slapping her big silicone dick against my face and outstretched tongue several times.

Positioning herself so that she was sitting over my face, she slowly inserted the dildo into my mouth, not stopping putting the cock further and further in until I sputtered and coughed all over it. This only had the effect of making her laugh even more. Professor Peterson always had a certain manner of deriving joy and delight out of watching me struggle with one of her challenges.

Deciding that making me suck the silicone dildo that had just been up my ass somehow wasn't humiliating enough for me, Professor Peterson reacher with her free hand and clamped my nostrils shut, leaving me no choice but to breathe through my mouth. Of course, breathing through my mouth was something that was easier said than done, given that the only time that I was able to steal any air was in the brief periods before she plunged her strapon on back into my throat. This was made all the more challenging by the fact that Madam Rosebud still had not relinquished her heel on my balls, so to say that my breathing was labored would have been an understatement.

However, I knew full well that this was exactly what I had signed myself up for when I had decided to pledge myself as a sissy in training for Madam Rosebud. I was nothing but a hole to be used and Professor Peterson wanted to make sure that I knew it!

"Flip her onto her stomach, I'm not finished with that tight little hole yet." Professor Peterson said from above me.

The next thing that I knew. I felt morgan place her hands between my body and the floor and flip me over like a pancake.

"Ass in the air, now." Professor Peterson Barked from above me.

I did as I was commanded, just like any sissy in training would have done.

It would appear that Professor Peterson's inclination to be delicate had all but completely worn away, because she wasted no time in shoving her silicone cock deep inside of me. I yelped with a mixture of pain and pleasure as I felt my ass get violated with Professor Peterson's cock. Thankfully by the point, my hole had been plenty warmed up for her. I couldn't see her face, but judging by the very aggressive sounds of her labored grunts as she fucked my ass, I could imagine that she was getting out all of her pent up aggression from her day job teaching students, and taking it all out on my stretched asshole.

Looking up, I could see Madam Rosebud at my side. She had a look on her face of absolute pride, which in turn brought me great joy. She had thoroughly turned me into a sissy, and now she was seeing the final result of all of that effort.

Finally, when Professor Peterson could fuck me no more, when it seemed as if her body was about to give out on itself from how long she had been pounding away at my ass, she withdrew her cock and rolled over on the side of me. She was huffing and puffing as if she had just finished a race.

Morgan and Madam Rosebud locked eyes and burst into laughter.

"You know, I was wondering just how long you were going to be able to keep that up for! I must say, I'm impressed!" Madame Rosebud said to Professor Peterson, wiping away a tear of laughter from her eye.

"I will admit, the ol' knees were getting a little sore from being pressed into the floor. But you know me, I'm a workhorse. And besides, ya girl still has it!" Professor Peterson quipped back.

"Clearly. Morgan, why don't you be a dear and clean Professor Peterson's strap on. Considering that you got off light today, I would have to think that that is only fair." Madam Rosebud said.

"Yes, Mistress," Morgan Responded as she unclipped the strap on from Professor Peterson's harness, holding the big flopping dildo at arm's length as she took it back downstairs to boil and sanitize the silicone.

"So Lucy, it would appear that you've finally been broken in, huh?" Madam Rosebud said to me.

"Well, that is certainly how it feels, Mistress," I said as I rubbed my backside. Now that I was no longer under the adrenaline rush of being fucked, it was occurring to me just how sore my ass felt."

"You know, I remember when I first trained you, so many years ago." Madam Rosebud said.

I looked up to her confused. After it, it wasn't as if Madam Rosebud had known me for very long. To my surprise, however, she wasn't looking at me at all. Quite the contrary, she was staring quite longingly at Professor Peterson.

"Yes, my how the time flies. That must have been... what? Almost a decade ago? To think how different my life could have ended up had our paths never crossed..." Professor Peterson said, her voice trailing off

Could my ears be deceiving me? Was I really hearing that Professor Peterson had, at some point in time, been one of Madam Rosebud's Sissies in training?

"Yes, that sounds about right. You were so wet behind the ears then! And now just look at how you've grown into yourself. Of course, I knew that you had it in you all along. With training a sissy, it's always about finding the right way of... motivating the person, to become what it was that they always were."

Madam Rosebud caught a glimpse of my confused expression, and gave me a quick wink. My curiosity got the best of me, and even though I knew that asking questions out of turn could result in severe disciplinary action, I decided to risk it and speak my mind. I simply had to know.

"Where... were you trained by Madame Rosebud?" I blurted out to Professor Peterson.

"I suppose you could say that. Of course, back in those days, sissification was more of an interest or a hobby for Rose, rather than her full profession. I guess you could say that we sort of fell into it together."

Madam Rosebud gave a laugh, the sort of laugh that she gave when she actually found something genuinely funny, as opposed to simply laughing from being entertained by watching her sissies follow her orders, her usual cold sadistic laugh. Instead, this was a laugh of genuine warmth and nostalgia.

"I'll never tell all of my secrets," Madam Rosebud said with another wink, "But I will say that that dildo that Professor Peterson just pounded you with, was actually a gift from me to her. Let's just say that I put quite a bit of mileage on that thing breaking Peterson in."

I gave Professor Peterson an exasperated look as if to ask if what I was hearing was actually true. For the first, and what I would have to suspect the only time, I saw Professor Peterson go a little bit red in the face.

"Well, let's just say that I've lived a very... storied life before you eventually walked into my class. Or before I rammed you up the ass, for that matter. It's true, what Madam Rosebud is saying. There was a time, a looooong time ago, where I wasn't much different than how you are now. I can assure you, Madam Rosebud's... methods.... we not as quite defined back then."

Madam Rosebud gave a knowing nod in response.

"That may be true, but we still got there eventually. We just had to arrive together." Madam Rosebud said. \

"But yes, in between the time when I graduated college and the time that I returned as a professor, I was in a certain special academy all my own. A secret that I've done quite a good job of keeping a secret, until some big blabbermouth had to go and spill the beans!" Professor Peterson said, playfully ribbing Madam Rosebud.

"Fair enough, fair enough. I just wanted to give some of the sissies in training something to aspire to." She said.

I now saw the look that Madam Rosebud was giving Professor Peterson in an entirely different light. Madam Rosebud wasn't looking at her that way because she was her friend, or her customer, or somebody else who equally enjoyed delighting in the service of sissies. She was giving her that look because Professor Peterson was more than just all of that. She was her student, too. She was her greatest achievement.

It wasn't long after that Morgan returned with the freshly cleaned and sanitized dildo, the steam still coming off it the silicone as it wobbled back in forth as Morgan walked up the stairs. By that point, the sun was setting, and the day is nearly over.

Later, walking back to my house after being dropped off at the sissy academy, I reflected on just how much my life has changed over the course of the last 72 hours. I could feel all of the effects that Madam Rosebud's academy had had on me, not the least of which because my asshole was still quite sore from the vicious pounding that I had received, and therefore it was something that I couldn't help but take note of with every step that I took.

I slinked into my room unnoticed shortly after arriving. Thankfully Madam Rosebud had not returned the cock cage after Professor Peterson had finished having her way with me. I had my normal male clothes on, after all, I didn't want to raise any suspicion. However, hidden by my pants I had decided to wear the same black frilly lace thong that had been supplied by Madam Rosebud as part of my outfit. She hadn't ordered me to do so, but it felt nice having a reminder of everything that I had been through, even if it was one that nobody but myself could see.

So much had changed, and yet for the first time in my life, I knew exactly where it was that I belonged. I had started the week as Mike, but I had ended it was something else entirely.

I had become the Feminized Maid.

The END.
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