

Major James Robinson was the president of a highly successful investment bank based in London & had achieved great personal wealth since leaving the Army. He did not suffer fools gladly & he was ruthless in firing those who did not come up to the very high expectations of the bank.


His staff had noticed that his eyes seemed to bulge when he sat down over the last couple of months, but unbeknown to them, the Major was in fact wearing butt plugs under his dark grey business suit, gradually increasing in size, as time went on.


The Major was in fact operating on the instructions of the head of the chelsea sissy maid academy, for his dark personal secret was that he had been a lifelong fan of sissy maids & was now taking the first steps of becoming a sissy maid himself. 


The Major sat at his highly polished desk, persuing the trading figures, suddenly a frown crossed his face as he realised that one of his employees had made a substantial loss the previous week. Picking up the phone he barked "Send young Johnson in".


Johnson came in with a smug look on his face, saying "Good morning Maj..." but the Major cut him off, slamming his papers on the desk, he barked "You're fired, I doubt if you could get a job as a waiter in a London pub, you bloody little poof, get OUT".


Johnson merely replied "I have connections & I'll have you one day. Little did the Major know how true the 'I'm going to have you one day' remark would be, in a way that he could never have expected. Johnson left the office, slamming the door behind him.


The Major reached in a drawer & took out a sissy maid magazine, wiggling his hips, he felt such familiar strange feelings sweep over his body, his mouth went dry & his heart pounded. Reaching for a booklet, he read & re-read the joining instructions, rules & the pre-arrival exercises for the sissy maid academy. 


Two days to go before the Major's transformation & he was feeling butterflies in his stomach, but he knew that this was an imperative drive within him, no turning back now. The Major was looking forward to his weeks vacation, telling his staff that he was going to chelsea in order to study Roman archaeology.


THE SISSY MAID ACADEMY


The Major boarded the chelsea bound train at London Paddington & re-read the 'Welcome pack', reading about the history of the academy, the standards required & how they produced the finest sissy maids in the world. It said that the academy also acted as a high class hotel, often having formal dinners for elite London gentlemen, giving the trainee sissy maids invaluable early experience of giving total & utter first class service to all a gentleman's needs.


The Major felt a growing sense of excitement as the train pulled into chesea station, he carried only a small case, as he had been instructed that everything he needed for the week would be provided. 


As the Major approached the ticket barrier, he glimpsed two stunning maids the other side, perfectly turned out in short black maids dresses, white aprons with large bows at the back, black shoes with five inch heels & little frilly white headdresses with all the trimmings.


As they spotted the Major, they gave little curtseys, waved & shouted "Welcome Major, you will soon be one of us".


The Major would normally have been embarrassed about stares from the public, but he was beyond caring, he was being swept along by a tide of raw emotion, every cell in his body tingling at the thought of being like these two wonderful maids.


The Major sat in the back of the Rolls Royce, clutching his case as they made their way to the outskirts of chelsea, eventually making their way up a long winding drive to a rather grand building. On entering, they were joined by two more maids & they took the Major straight to the 'Induction suite'.


On entering the induction suite, the Major was faced by two very beautiful but stern looking maids called Sara & Michelle. The Major was ordered to strip & enter the large scented bath. As the Major sat in the warm scented water, Michelle plucked & shaped his eyebrows, while Sara manicured his nails.


After an hour in the bath, the Major was removed, then had his hands cuffed to an overhead beam, as Sara & Michelle got to work with their epilators. They started at the bodily extremities, working ever closer to the Majors genitals. 


The Major suddenly gasped "Surely, not my cock & balls too?" Sara gave the Major a stern look, saying "Now look here, you're not going to be the Major for much longer now & we'll have no more of this 'Cock & balls' nonsense. From now on, you will have a 'Clittie' 'Eggs' & pussy, do I make myself clear?"


The Major proved to be quite a wimp as Sara & Michelle worked away, but in half an hour, his genitals were perfectly smooth. It was a relief for him when it was all over, Sara & Michelle massaging his body with soothing cool cream.


The Major looked at his smooth hairless body in the tall mirror, saying "Oh my, what next?" Sara replied "First the dressing room, then the naming room".


The Major gasped when they entered the dressing room, it was absolutely huge, containing more clothes, makeup & wigs then he had ever seen. It struck the Major that there were no mirrors at all, but Michelle said "The very first time you will see your new self will be in the 'Naming room'.


The Major sat for a good two hours, as Sara & Michelle fussed over his makeup, then they slowly dressed him in a fancy sissy maids uniform, the Major luxuriating in the feel of soft materials, the black satin panties, stockings, suspenders, the garter, the new feeling of the bra, the fussing over all the trimmings.


Sara & Michelle tried several wigs on the Major, before selecting a long blond one which had lovely long flowing curls. Lastly, the Major was fitted with five inch heel black patent leather shoes.


Sara remarked, "You are going to be so glad that you have practiced walking in heels & have been using your butt plug for months, it's going to make everything easier for you, trust me".


THE NAMING ROOM


The door to the fully mirrored naming room swung open & Sara & Michelle led the beautiful new sissy maid in. Sat behind a long desk, were the governors of the academy, with a parchment scroll in front of them.


The president of the academy spoke... "If you wish to become a sissy maid, come forward & sign the scroll, once signed, you will be forever known as 'Maid Bethany'. If you have any doubts, turn & walk out"


The new maid did not hesitate, walking forward, she signed the scroll, then she gave a curtsey. The Major was gone & sissy maid Bethany was born. Sissy maid Bethany was stunned at her reflections in the mirrors & the feel of the uniform, feeling her true self for the very first time in her life.


The president spoke again... "Welcome sissy maid Bethany, your training can now begin & you can start by helping to prepare for the formal dinner tonight, we have the London bankers coming to stay with us & you will be expected to look after their EVERY need, do I make myself clear maid Bethany?" Maid Bethany curtseyed & said "Yes Madam".


Maid Bethany entered the dining room to help the other maids set the table for the bankers formal dinner, the other maids, whilst being friendly, seemed very formal & somewhat aloof, but one maid took maid Bethany by the arm & said "It's the training dear, it will all seem quite normal to you soon". The maids measured the place setting with rulers & somewhat to maid Bethany's surprise, they placed personal lube sachets & condoms by the port glasses.


One maid noticed maid Bethany's surprised look & giggled "You won't be needing your butt plug tonight dear". After the dining room had been prepared to perfection, the maids retired to rest & then dress in their No1 evening maids uniform.


Maid Bethany took great care in dressing, a little nervous, because she had been told that it was an old tradition that the new maid would be the first to satisfy a gentleman at a formal dinner. The gentlemen drawing straws to see who would have the pleasure of breaking in a new maid.


Maid Bethany had an overwhelming feeling of confidence though & a true belief that she could satisfy any man, indeed, she was looking forward to it. 


DINNER IS SERVED


The gentlemen were seated & it was time for the grand sissy maids entrance & maid Bethany felt an enormous sense of pride as they all trooped in, led by a piper.


The maids served a good number of courses & maid Bethany was surprised but pleased to feel male fingers groping under her smart new uniform, failing utterly to control her stiffness, as her eggs were massaged through her black satin panties.


After they had dined well & toasted the Queen, the vice president stood & tapping a spoon on the table said "Gentlemen, it is time for the sissy maids to prove their worth". At that, a large trestle table was dragged into the centre of the room & covered with luxurious soft fat bean bags in red leather.


It was at that moment that maid Bethany knew that she was going to be taken in front of everybody, being half thrilled & half shocked at the very thought of it.


Yet she seemed to have just one reservation buried deep in her mind...She had noticed that her old adversary 'Johnson' was among the diners, he who she had fired & been so rude to just a few short weeks ago. If anything could possibly bring the 'Old Major' thinking back within her, it would be Johnson'. Thankfully he did not recognize maid Bethany at all, because she now had no resemblance at all to her old self.


It was now time for the gentlemen to draw straws, to see who would be the one to break the new maid in. A bag of straws was passed around the table, all black straws, except a pink one which would be the winner.


Maid Bethany watched as the bag went around the table, black after black straw coming out as it approached Johnson, four left only as Johnson dipped his hand into the bag, to emerge with a bright pink straw.


The academy is steeped in long held traditions & maid Bethany knew exactly what was expected of her. She approached Johnson & carefully removing her black satin panties, she placed them on the table before him. They were then passed around the table with the port, as Johnson let his hands wander under her uniform.


The vice president then raised his spoon, pointing at the mounting bench in the middle of the room & with a clicking of heels, maid Bethany draped herself across it, legs wide apart, her uniform riding up for all to see. 


Johnson needed no second bidding & was naked in seconds & holding his enormous erection in his hands, he slowly approached maid Bethany.


99.9% of maid Bethany's mind was just gagging for it, utter thrills coursing through her body, but the 0.1% still had a bit of the old Major in there, remembering that Johnson had said "I'm going to have you" when he fired him. That part of the brain rebelled at the sight of the slowly approaching Johnson, with such a huge hard on.


Johnson nestled his throbbing erection between maid Bethany's milky white thighs & taking a sachet of lubricant, gently lubed her pussy. Maid Bethany gave little gasps of delight.


A battle erupted in maid Bethany's mind, the old Major protesting violently for such a small portion of her mind. Maid Bethany felt a slight throbbing pressing against her pussy, then she let out a long loud groan of pure pleasure as Johnson entered her.


Johnson set up a steady rhythm which sent explosive erotic feelings flooding through maid Bethany's body, her knees trembled & she lost all feelings of embarrassment having all these gentlemen watching her.


Johnson turned out to be a true sexual athlete, maid Bethany having the sudden realisation that the real thing was far better than any butt plug. 


The weakening old Major was screaming "Johnson is having you, it's true what he said"


Johnson now upped the tempo & going at it like a steam hammer, he gripped maid Bethany's waist as her long legs departed the floor, her heels waving wildly in the air.


Eventually, Johnson let out a great cry as he exploded in orgasm, maid Bethany feeling the urgent pulsing, realising that she had reached her destiny.


The old Major was now truly gone forever. 


As was the tradition, the gentleman watched in respectful silence as Johnson & maid Bethany remained locked together for some time, then tidied themselves up. 


Again, following old tradition for new maids, maid Bethany was presented with a silver salver with her black satin panties on it, with a glass of port on top of them.


Such was the first day of maid training at the academy. 

The sissy maid academy made no secret about it being a tough course, the equivalent of 'P company' in the parachute regiment really, but in a totally different way of course. Sissy maid Bethany was certainly put through her paces that first evening with the London bankers, but she knew that there would be no let up in the following days.


Shortly after the previous evenings formal dinner, the sissy maids retired to bed early, for they would have to be up early the next day to serve breakfast in bed to the gentlemen.


At eight the following morning, twenty perfectly turned out sissy maids queued outside the kitchens to pick up the silver serving trays & following tradition, they removed their panties, carefully folding them & placing them on the trays.


Sissy maid Bethany had been assigned to serve breakfast to 'Gerald' in room eighteen & knocking on the door, she entered to find a naked Gerald lying on top of his bed. 
Gerald had dark brown eyes, a well toned muscular body, a luxuriant hairy chest & one of the largest, most intense erections that maid Bethany had ever seen.


Gerald was very friendly & a perfect gentleman, enquiring about how Sissy maid Bethany was enjoying the course & of her future aspirations as a sissy maid. Maid Bethany then pulled up a table & set breakfast for Gerald. In accordance with tradition, maid Bethany got to her knees under the table & took Gerald's huge erection in her mouth, as Gerald enjoyed his breakfast.


The motto of the academy being 'Sissy maids should always try to exceed our guests expectations'.


Gerald really enjoyed his breakfast, using maid Bethany's panties to wipe crumbs from his lips when finished. Glancing at his watch, Gerald said "Oh, it's nearly time for the grand 'Maid rutting'. Bethany looked a little surprised, but Gerald said "It's the regular morning tradition of the academy dear".


The guest rooms were all on the third floor, forming a crescent & one by one, the sash windows were opened, sissy maids appearing up to their waists. The shaped & padded windows partially closing, holding the maids firmly, but comfortably, the maids grabbing hand holds.


As sissy maid Bethany emerged from her window, she looked at all the other maids, talking & giggling away. She felt the firm grip of the sash window on the small of her back, feeling Gerald standing behind her, gripping her waist & his enormous erection nestling between her legs.


Pools of early morning sunlight lit the courtyard below & the tower clock showed four minutes to nine. The maid to the left of maid Bethany said "The maid rutting starts at nine, working from left to right, you'll be gasping shortly after me".


Maid Bethany was in the middle of the crescent, the clock slipped to two minutes to nine. Maid Bethany felt liberal quantities of lubricant being applied to her pussy, loving the thought of Gerald, but a little nervous about the sheer size of his manhood.


The tower clock showed one minute to nine, maid Bethany felt butterflies in her stomach, a tingling over her body, feeling suspenders stretching at her black stockings. Her five inch heels barely touching the floor as she felt Gerald's enormous erection gently brushing against her well lubed pussy.


Maid Bethany felt that there was something intensely erotic about being held so firmly, her pussy fully exposed to such a gentleman. She held her hand grips tightly, determined to put on a good show in front of the other maids.


The tower clock hands slipped to the nine O clock position...


The crescent suddenly reverberated with a huge gasp coming from the sissy maid on the extreme left, her knuckles went white on her hand grips & she let out long low groans of pleasure. Her upper body seemed to sway in a regular rhythm
& she soon settled down to regular gasps & little squeaks of pure pleasure.


Then the next sissy maid along suddenly stiffened, letting out a long 'OOOOOOOOHHHHH' then 'Yes, Yes Yes please.


Maid Bethany was so turned on, her clittie went stiff, her tight little eggs retracting, the wait was pure torture for her, as oh so slowly each maid in turn let out their groans.


Sissy maid Bethany was tenth in line & so far, only two maids had let out their huge loud gasps, maid Bethany desperately wiggled her hips as much as she was able, as Gerald teased the outside of her pussy with his huge manly weapon.


Again, the next maid along let out a long low groan, as a gentleman sank himself deep into her, followed by a loud panting & gasps. The acoustics of the crescent & opposite clock tower being so good, that the early morning air seemed to be alive with the sound of groaning, panting & gasping.


The maid immediately to maid Bethany's left suddenly stiffened & slapping at her hand grips, she let out a long rasping grunt, then let out 'Yes yes yes, in increasing volume.


Maid Bethany's knuckles went white on her hand grips, her back arched & staring at the sky, her whole body trembling, she let out a loud roar of "YEEEEEEEEESSS, oh, yeeeesss, yeeeessss yeeeessss" 


After a while, maid Bethany settled down to gasps of pleasure, as Gerald set up a steady rhythm. Gerald was delighting at the sight of maid Bethany's smooth milky white bottom, her smooth creamy white thighs above her stocking tops, her lovely maids uniform & the feel of her tight sensitive pussy, gripping his pulsing manhood so well.


One by one, the maids all stiffened, letting out their gasps & groans. From the courtyard below, one could see twenty maids, their upper bodies bobbing away & the air was full of gasping, groaning, heave breathing & the uttering of 'Yes yes yes'.


The gentleman had all been selected for their sexual prowess & they were more than capable of keeping the twenty maids going for quite some time.


Many of the maids had multiple orgasms, in fact, maid Bethany came three times before Gerald had his orgasm. Her first three orgasms really took it out of her & she thought she couldn't possibly come a fourth time.


However, Gerald's orgasm was so explosive in nature, that something happened deep within maid Bethany's body & mind as she felt his rigid tool pulsing so wildly within her. Maid Bethany lost all control & screamed into the courtyard "I'm coming again". 


One by one, the maids withdrew into the rooms & the sash windows were shut.


Such is the breakfast routine at the academy.

Sissy maid Bethany was asleep, dreaming of her new life & so glad that the old Major was now consigned to history. After a lifetime of deep yearning, she had taken the final step & was now a student of the finest sissy maid academy in the world.


The clock by the side of her bed gave a gentle tick & maid Bethany rolled over in her bed, feeling at one with herself at last, her black satin nightie clinging to her body, her mind now at peace, she stretched in her sleep with a feline grace.


The battery in her clock struggled on, but finally gave its last & the clock stopped at six in the morning, all was silent & maid Bethany slept on, dreaming wonderful dreams. It is said that dreams are the minds natural desire to produce an art form, but without the discipline of the conscious mind, it all comes out in rather a disjointed fashion & maid Bethany was dreaming of an old tune... 'In a broken dream'.


Sissy maid Bethany was due to serve breakfast to 'Andrew' at eight that morning, Andrew being a tall, muscular & very fit rugby player & she had been looking forward to being taken by him as she faced into the courtyard out of the sash window. The other sissy maids being rather jealous, for they all fancied Andrew like mad.


At eight that morning, maid Bethany was still dreaming dreams, the lifeless clock by her side, incapable of rousing her with its stark alarm call, she slept on.


Sissy maid Bethany was suddenly awoken as her bed clothes were suddenly torn off, she awoke to see two staff maids glaring at her. They merely said "Sissy maid Bethany, you're on report for failing to satisfy a gentleman" then they marched out.


Maid Bethany suddenly realised the true horror of what had happened, for 'Failing to satisfy a gentleman was one of the worst breeches of the academy rules & could even lead to expulsion. The worst case being expulsion, but maybe she could get away with a session in the 'Moral rectitude room' which was only spoken about in whispers by the rest of the maids.


Maid Bethany dressed in her uniform with a heavy heart, for she knew she was in deep trouble now, however, she was determined to do absolutely anything she could to avoid expulsion. She knew that she would now have to go to the principles office & try to explain herself.


Maid Bethany entered the principles office & stood to attention, the principle taking no notice of her, merely making notes. Maid Bethany stood there for ages her mind in an utter whirl of emotion as the principle kept on writing notes. The principle, eventually looking up at maid Bethany, simply said in a soft sultry voice "So you have failed to satisfy a gentleman?"


Maid Bethany had tears running down her cheeks as she made her excuses, but it fell on deaf ears, the principle slamming her fist on the desk, saying "You have brought shame upon this august institution & we will not stand for it, do I make myself clear? I have every right to expel you right now, however, I will give you a choice.
You may leave now, or spend three hours in the moral rectitude room, you are faced with a tough choice either way, you have one minute to decide your fate".


Maid Bethany didn't even have to think about it, she immediately said "I will take the moral rectitude room, anything, absolutely anything, rather than be expelled." 


The principle smiled saying "Good attitude" we have a couple of distinguished guests arriving this afternoon, the Wing Commander & his wife, you will be meeting the wing commanders wife in the moral rectitude room, you WILL learn your lesson maid Bethany, I can assure you of that & if you can take the treatment the wing commanders wife will give you, your behaviour this morning will be struck from the record".


Maid Bethany felt a deep thrill that her behaviour could be paid for & she was willing to do anything to get back on track. On leaving the office & joining the other maids, she notice a buzz of excitement, for the 'Wing commander' was coming that afternoon.


The maids began their preparation in the 'Rubber room' dressing in clinging rubber maids uniforms, rubber suspenders, rubber high heeled boots & rubber panties. All highly polished to a glistening sheen. The feel of the clinging rubber caused intense arousal amongst the maids & their latex shiny panties bulged with stiff little clitties.


Maid Bethany had heard whispered tales of the wing commander & just wondered if even half of it could be true...


The wing commander swept up the long winding drive in his cherry red E type Jaguar, a fit handsome man with a wide bushy moustache, he was in mufti, wearing a dark grey suit. At his side, sat his wife 'Helen', a most striking figure' indeed all who gazed upon her seemed to come under her hypnotic spell.


A woman of middle age wearing a Donegal tweed suit, the dress just above her knees, her blond hair tied up in a bun with black ribbons, a slim, slender woman, but she exuded power from every pore of her body. A single glance would tell anyone that this woman was a true disciplinarian.


The wing commander was in a happy place, having command over men, but a true disciplinarian as a wife, what man could possibly ask for more?


Helen swept into the foyer, the sissy maids curtseying before her, she never had to raise her voice, her soft posh accent having far more power than any 'Shouty' person. The principal came up to Helen & said "The fetish room is prepared".


The maids were lined up in the fetish room, all dressed in their rubber uniforms. A huge double bed with black shiny rubber sheets was in the centre of the room & a large bath tub full of lemon flavoured jelly was to one side. Not firmly set jelly, it was more of a 'Gloopy, slithery mix, one could take a handful & it would slowly slither between one's fingers.


All was set, all waited for the wing commanders entrance. The door opened & with a clicking of heels, Helen walked in, taking her position in a soft red leather high chair, followed by the naked wing commander, naked except for a pair of first world war flying goggles.


All stood before Helen & with a soft voice, she directed maid after maid to sit in the luke warm bath of gloopy lemon jelly, none daring to question her commands. Every maid had a new erotic experience, as if the rubber uniforms weren't enough, the gloopy lemon jelly added a whole new experience to the sensation.


The maids stood wet, slithery & dripping, slithery rubber panties bulging under their maids uniforms, the air was full of heavy breathing. 


Helen then directed the wing commander into the bath with a sweep of her hand, he got in with quite an impressive but soft manhood, but when directed out, it seemed as if he had an eight & a half inch scaffolding pole between his legs & all the maids gasped in wonder.


Helen directed the wing commander to lie on the rubber clad bed, then took sissy maid Bethany by the arm & maid Bethany did as she was directed.


She slowly lowered herself onto the wing commanders face, a wild grunting came from beneath her rubber uniform as she felt the wing commanders tongue licking the lemon jelly of her black shiny rubber panties. His moustache tickled her inner thighs as he wiggled his face & licked ever harder.


Maid Bethany couldn't help wiggling her bum into the wing commanders face as she saw his enormous erection before her very eyes. Maid Bethany looked up to Helen for guidance, but she just gave a little look with pouting lips.


Maid Bethany could stand it no longer & stretching her mouth wide, she put her cherry red lips around the wing commanders desperately throbbing manhood. Rolling her tongue around this seemingly sentient being in its own right, she gave a huge gasp when the wing commander pulled her black rubber panties to one side & took her stiff clittie in his own mouth.


Maid Bethany at that point started a steep learning curve, formally thinking that an orgasm is mostly a physical thing, but as her body became wracked in multiple orgasm after multiple orgasm, she learnt that the true orgasm is a mental thing, the body only being capable of taking so much, but the brain can & will take anything.


Maid Bethany felt utterly & totally spent, but Helen quietly said to her "You will meet me tomorrow on day four of your course in the 'Moral rectitude room' it gets harder on a logarithmic scale, you have seen nothing yet girl".


Maid Bethany sat utterly spent as she watched the other maids having multiple orgasms, courtesy of the wing commander.
 

Sissy maid Bethany knew that it was going to be a testing day for her, for today was the day when she would have to endure three hours in the 'Moral rectitude' room, under the guidance of Helen, the wing commanders wife.


The other sissy maids helped maid Bethany to dress in her PVC maids uniform, for she would have to be perfectly turned out today. They ironed her black satin panties & polished her PVC maids uniform to a perfect sheen, clipping her suspenders to her black stockings & making sure the seams were straight.


The sissy maids gave maid Bethany gentle words of encouragement, saying "Be strong dear" they knew that sissy maid Bethany would have to pay a heavy price for 'Failing to satisfy a gentleman'. Rumours of what actually happened in the moral rectitude room were spoken of in whispers amongst the trainee sissy maids. Few ever entered the room, but those who did, had their faults purged from their bodies & minds forever.


The perfectly turned out sissy maid Bethany walked along the corridor to the waiting room, other maids curtseying as she passed & saying "Be strong dear". Maid Bethany entered the large smart waiting room, followed by the other maids to keep her company.


At one end of the spacious waiting room, there was a heavy cedar wood door with a brass plate on it which read "Moral rectitude room, no unauthorised admittance".
The other sissy maids tried to cheer maid Bethany up, pointing out that three hours of corrective training, no matter how hard, was better than being expelled from the academy, but the waiting was getting to sissy maid Bethany & the sight of the heavy cedar wood door sent shivers down her spine. 


The waiting seemed endless, the sissy maids lounging in leather armchairs, taking tea & cakes from the trolley. Glancing out of the French windows, maid Bethany caught sight of Helen, the wing commanders wife, in her smart tweed suit, walking up the path with a large broad leather paddle in her hand. Every inch of her the disciplinarian, non could resist her piercing blue eyes. 


Sissy maid Bethany's eyes widened as twenty five naked men filed into the room & then through the heavy cedar wood door, every one of them a bronzed muscular hulk, sporting outrageously stiff erections. A murmur of surprise came from the maids & they all looked at maid Bethany, every one of them guessing that these stunning examples of manhood will need to be satisfied.


Sissy maid Bethany was half thrilled & half shocked by what she had seen, a strange feeling grew in her panties & her mind worked overtime, wondering what would happen on the other side of that heavy cedar door.


Suddenly, the room went silent & sissy maid Bethany turned to see Helen in the doorway of the waiting room. A staff maid came up to maid Bethany & holding out a silver tray merely said one word... "Panties". As if in a dream, sissy maid Bethany removed her panties & carefully placed them on the tray.


Looking again at Helen, sissy maid Bethany's clittie suddenly went bone hard, her nipples went stiff under her uniform & she had the strangest feeling in her pussy.
Helen walked over to a leather armchair with a clicking of heels, & placing her handbag & large broad leather paddle on a side table, she motioned for sissy maid Bethany to approach her.


Maid Bethany stood before this slim but powerful woman, a staff maid hissed "Hands on head" & maid Bethany obeyed. Two staff maids lifted the front of maid Bethany's uniform, as Helen reached into her handbag & produced a soft leather strap.


Helen did not say a word as she placed the leather strap around sissy maid Bethany's clittie & eggs, tightening it to a firm but not uncomfortable fit. Maid Bethany's clittie went absolutely rigid & her eggs stood out like firm ripe plums.


Helen then attached a lead to Bethany's genital strap & then took coffee & biscuits as maid Bethany stood to one side, with a staff maid holding the lead.


As maid Bethany stood there, with all the other maids looking at her, the naked wing commander entered the waiting room & then went through the heavy cedar door, closing it softly behind him.


Sissy maid Bethany felt truly humbled, standing there with a raging stiff clittie, stretched eggs & throbbing pussy. She felt totally owned by this silent, yet magnificent woman 'Helen' who exuded such silent authority.


Helen finished her coffee & standing, she took the lead from the staff maid. Walking so slowly towards the heavy cedar door, sissy maid Bethany was drawn behind her. The heavy cedar door drew inexorably closer, the room was completely silent.


The heavy cedar door swung open & sissy maid Bethany was drawn inside, the door closing softly behind her. She looked around her & almost fainted at the sight, butterflies seemed to fill her stomach & she let out a huge gasp of surprise.


It was too much to take in, too much for her brain to comprehend, such were the sights in the moral rectitude room. Helen slowly led her around by the genital lead, allowing the strange sights to sink into sissy maid Bethany's mind.


The walls of the octagonal room were fully mirrored & twenty six naked men were reclining on long low red leather beds. Maid Bethany had never seen such a show of fine male naked flesh before. The angled mirrors giving the impression that the room was full of erect penis's.


Indeed, they were most certainly fully erect at the sight of Helen leading such a beautiful sissy maid around on a genital lead. The long low red leather beds were motorised, the men showing off the controls, making their manhoods swing in the air, as the beds gyrated.


Sissy maid Bethany gulped when she saw the size of their magnificent organs, then she noticed some framed photos of previous visitors to the moral rectitude room, she recognized the motorised beds, & gasped as she saw photos of maids riding the men 'Cowgirl' style. 


The red leather motorised beds were arranged in a semi circle, facing a strange looking contraption with a staff maid standing to each side. It was constructed of black ebony wood, with deep plush red leather coverings. Brass adjustment wheels were dotted around the apparatus, a most complex thing indeed.


Helen silently led maid Bethany towards the apparatus, the two staff maids leaning maid Bethany forward into its soft embrace. Maid Bethany felt soft leather restraints being fitted, then the whole apparatus was tilted forward, so that maid Bethany's pearly white naked bottom was high in the air.


The twenty six naked gentlemen looked on as the final adjustments were made. 
They knew that maid Bethany had been charged with failing to satisfy a gentleman & that she must now atone for her sins, then prove her ability to provide total satisfaction.


Maid Bethany had a perfect view of the whole room in the mirrors & saw Helen slowly approaching from behind with a broad leather paddle in her hand. Helen spoke for the first time & maid Bethany was surprised by her posh plummy accent.


"Sissy maid Bethany, in order to avoid expulsion from the academy, you must take your due punishment, then prove to me that you can indeed give men total satisfaction. Are you willing to go through with this?"


Sissy maid Bethany did not hesitate in answering "Yes Mistress". 


A sudden loud 'Crack' filled the room & a wave of heat seemed to course through maid Bethany's body, but it soon settled down to a tingling sensation. A second 'Crack' filled the room & maid Bethany let out a huge gasp.


Helen set up a gentle rhythm, gradually building up heat in maid Bethany's bottom, turning it from pearly white to a bright pink. Maid Bethany was determined to take it well, for she needed to prove that she could indeed make a success of being a proper sissy maid.


The sight of this posh woman in the mirrors, filled maid Bethany with a feeling of total humility & somehow deep down, she was enjoying her ordeal. Something in her mind told her that it was her destiny to be here.


Maid Bethany wiggled her hot red bottom as the heat built up & she somehow felt more than naked, having all these men watching her take her discipline, even though she was in her PVC maids uniform.


There was such a contrast between her hot red bum cheeks & her smooth milky white thighs & she started to wiggle like mad as Helen kept up the steady tempo. 


Helen started to feel hot with her efforts & took off her tweed suit, standing there in her black bra, black satin thong panties, black suspenders, black stocking & high heeled shoes. Such a contrast to her light blond hair, tied up with black ribbons.


A staff maid brought coffee in for Helen, Helen saying to maid Bethany in her posh plummy voice "A short break, but don't think that you have atoned for your behaviour yet".


Maid Bethany relaxed, sinking into the embrace of the ancient apparatus, her hot glowing bottom exposed for all the men to see, but she was beyond caring now, just determined to hang in there & prove herself. She knew beyond all doubt now that this beautiful sleek Helen was a true dominatrix & she felt to be totally under her spell now.


Helen finished her coffee & approached maid Bethany, leather paddle in hand, a fine sight in her thong panties & stockings. 'Crack' another wave of heat spread through maid Bethany's body. She again wiggled like mad, but the apparatus held her firmly in its grip.


Maid Bethany desperately wiggled her heels as it went on, letting out loud gasps which filled the room, yet she felt as though her bottom now belonged to Helen, to do with as she pleased.


Maid Bethany reached the stage where she did not care about the burning heat, a deep submissive part of her mind had completely taken over now & she just longed to be a good sissy maid under Helen's command & to satisfy men as her true destiny.


She caught sight of her own bottom in the mirrors & it seemed to radiate a truly blistering heat, but Helen carried on administering the discipline. Maid Bethany's mind went to new states of total submission, her mind seemingly to be completely taken over by Helen.


Eventually, Helen picked up a pot of cooling cream & massaging it into maid Bethany's glowing bottom, she asked "So you submit to me? Are you ready to satisfy men?"


Maid Bethany gasped "Yes Mistress"


Two staff maids released maid Bethany from the apparatus & she stood facing the twenty six men, gently rubbing her glowing bottom. Helen went around the men, fitting condoms, making sure that there was plenty of lube on them, then Helen carefully lubed maid Bethany's pussy.


Helen checked that maid Bethany's genital strap was tight, holding her clittie stiff & her eggs smooth & firm. Helen then led maid Bethany to the first gentleman.


Helen said in her plummy voice "You are to ride the gentleman 'Cowgirl style' & give them complete satisfaction" Maid Bethany looked into Helen's piercing blue eyes & said "Yes Mistress".


Maid Bethany straddled the first gentleman & holding his enormous manhood in her hands, she let out a deep groan as she impaled herself upon him. Intense feelings shot from her pussy up to her nipples & her clittie felt fit to burst.


The gentleman then started the motorised bed gyrating & maid Bethany let out huge gasps of pleasure. Maid Bethany felt as if her insides were being stirred & her nipples stood out under her PVC maids uniform.


The gentleman's manhood seemed to vibrate within her, such a stout vibrating pole of pure manhood. Maid Bethany suddenly let out a blood curdling scream, the first of her multiple orgasms had started & it just went on & on, she just couldn't stop coming.


Maid Bethany was quite shocked to see Helen take her panties off & sit on the gentleman's face. It wasn't long before Helen started to have multiple orgasms too.


Eventually, the gentleman let out a series of muffled groans between Helens thighs, his whole body stiffened & maid Bethany felt an urgent twitching in her pussy.


Helen said in her posh plummy voice "This ones spent, on to the next one".


Again, maid Bethany impaled herself on a huge magnificent manhood & the gentleman licked greedily at Helens muff. Soon, maid Bethany was yet again yelling with multiple orgasms, so loud that they penetrated the heavy cedar door into the waiting room & the group of maids outside looked at each other with concern.


So it went on & eventually maid Bethany mounted the last gentleman in line, her PVC maids uniform now drenched in sweat.


Twenty five totally spent gentlemen & just one to go. Maid Bethany straddled the gentleman & lifted up the front of her PVC maids uniform to show him her bone hard little clittie & shiny smooth eggs, then slowly lowering herself, she fed his stiff rod of iron into her pusy.


Helen slowly lowered her muff onto the gentleman's face, Helen being so turned on that she started her multiple orgasms almost immediately.


Every time the gentleman reached up & rubbed maid Bethany's nipples, shuddering orgasms wracked her body, when he massaged her eggs, she would yell with pure pleasure.


He set the bed gyrating & the feelings in maid Bethany's pussy shot to the tips of her fingers & toes, she felt like a ball of pure orgasmic fury. The gentleman reached under her PVC maids uniform & rubbed her bone hard little clittie.


Maid Bethany let out a great roar as she had the orgasm to end all orgasms. The effect on the gentleman was dramatic & he suddenly shook with orgasm, great bursts of sound as he grunted between Helens thighs. Helen tore her bra off & rubbed her own nipples as she noisily came.


The last gentleman was now well & truly spent.


The heavy cedar door swung open, Helen & maid Bethany emerging. Helen addressed the assembled maids... "I am pleased to tell you that sissy maid Bethany has passed the test & her past behaviour will now be struck form the record"


The maids burst into applause & sissy maid Bethany felt a deep sense of pride at having survived the 'Moral rectitude room'. 
The wing commander sat in the courtyard strapped to the bondage chair, with the latest chastity device fitted to him. How he wished that his wife had not caught him watching gay porn on his computer the night before.


The clock tower showed a few minutes to nine AM & sissy maids started appearing from the sash windows, their waists trapped firm, as the gentlemen prepared themselves for the nine AM 'Maid rutting' session.


The maids gasped & groaned as the gentlemen mounted them from behind, the wing commander wishing he was with them as his manhood strained against the chastity device. The maids orgasmic groans filled the courtyard & the wing commanders manhood felt fit to burst, but he could do nothing about it. 


His wife (Helen) looked down to him from her suite high above & holding a remote control in her hand she pressed a button...


A whirring sound came from the bondage chair & a well lubricated dildo slowly slipped into the wing commander. Helen then pressed another button & the dildo started to gyrate. The wing commanders groans joined those of the sissy maids, he would get stimulation, but no hope of relief.


The wing commander knew what his dominant wife was capable of & he went through agonies of pure raw sexual frustration, as the other gentlemen fully satisfied themselves with the beautiful sissy maids.


The wing commander tried to block what was happening from his mind, but it was hopeless, the sight & sound of all those sissy maids made his manhood swell ever more, yet it was painfully restrained by the chastity device.


One by one, the maids drew back into the rooms & the sash windows shut. The wing commander looked pleadingly up to his wife, but she just looked back with piercing blue eyes, shut the window & a sissy maid served her coffee.


The trainee sissy maids sat at their desks in the lecture room, making notes on their laptops. The course being both mentally & physically demanding, the trainees having constant uniform inspections, drill sessions & PE, as well as learning the theory of satisfying gentlemen.


They all stood to attention, curtseying as the wing commanders wife walked in.


Helen was a truly stunning sight, dressed in black leather thigh boots with six inch heels, black fishnet stockings, skimpy black leather panties, black leather eight strap suspender belt, black leather corset & a black leather collar with huge silver spikes sticking out.


All that black leather contrasting so well with her light blond hair, tied into a pony tail which flowed down her back, tied in place with black ribbons.


Standing behind the lectern, Helen addressed the assembled trainee sissy maids in her posh plummy voice...


"Well done for reaching day five of your course, your graduation in now on the horizon, keep up the good work. Most of you will go into the service of a gentleman, yet some of you may go into the service of a dominant wife, in which case you may be required to assist in the sexual discipline of her husband".


"Todays lecture is therefore about the 'Control of the male'. The male brain is directly connected to the penis, gain control of the male penis & one gains the control of his mind & body, his whole being"


"The penis is the males Achilles heel & can be used for both reward & punishment. The very worst punishment for a male is to be put into chastity, it is the one thing they cannot stand, no matter how tough they are. Take my own husband for example, I caught him watching gay porn last night & he begged me to give him a severe caning, rather than to be put into chastity, but it fell on deaf ears of course"


The trainee sissy maids listened intently to the tall beautiful dominatrix & made notes on their laptops.


Helen spoke again "Sissy maid Bethany, you have come top in the exam results so far, so you will assist me today in giving my husband some sexual discipline"


Two staff maids approached the wing commander in order to wheel him back into the house in his bondage chair. The sight of their maids uniforms & slender stocking clad legs, made his manhood swell uncomfortably against his chastity belt.


The two staff maids bent over in front of the wing commander, letting their maids uniforms ride up to reveal smooth milky white thighs above their stocking tops & black satin panties stretched over their shapely bottoms. It was just too much for the wing commander & he let out a yell of frustration, as his manhood strained so hard.


The gasping wing commander was wheeled through long corridors, then into the fetish room. Taking the wing commander from the bondage chair, they cuffed him to the St Andrews cross, facing into the room full of mirrors.


The staff maids fitted a ball gag to him, then took great delight in sexually teasing him, grinding their hips against his chastity belt, they whispered in his ear "How much do you want it darling?"


Long low groans came from the wing commander, he knew he was going to be in for a tough day & things could only get much worse once his wife arrived.


The fetish room door swung open & the wing commanders eyes stared wide as he saw his wife in all her leather gear & sissy maid Bethany following behind.


Helen pressed her leather clad body against her husband whispering in his ear "Feeling horny darling, I put Viagra in your tea, no orgasms for you today, I'll teach you to watch gay porn darling".


Helen removed his chastity belt & his enormous organ sprang fee of its constraints. Helen turned to sissy maid Bethany saying "Remember your training on orgasm denial?


Sissy maid Bethany got to her knees & putting her soft red lips around the wing commanders throbbing manhood, she gently sucked away, holding his aching balls in her hands.


Helen knew all the signs of when her husband was about to orgasm, she drew sissy maid Bethany's head away & gave her husbands cock a hard slap, then gripping his balls, she gave a hard squeeze.


A look of pure insanity seemed to cross the wing commanders face, the ball gag bobbing frantically in his mouth, as desperate pleading grunts filled the room.


At a signal from Helen, sissy maid Bethany again took the wing commanders utterly desperate manhood in her mouth, as far as it would go.


As the process continued, beads of sweat ran down the wing commanders chest, & his fine muscular body writhed with sexual frustration.


Sissy maid Bethany then backed on to the wing commander, trapping his enormous throbbing erection between her soft, smooth milky white thighs & Helen took the bulging head in her mouth.


The sight of this in the mirrors was too much for him to bear, but bear it he must, no choice for him. Helen had his balls in her strong hand, squeezing when he appeared on the verge of orgasm. 


Helen fitted the chastity belt back on & released him from the St Andrews cross, ordering her husband to lie on the rubber sheeted bed. Removing her panties, she straddled his face & ordered him to lick her muff. Soon her fine body shook with multiple orgasms, the bed creaking loudly as she gasped.


The sissy maids queued outside the fetish room, waiting for their turn to be satisfied. One by one, they came in, clitties stiff & sat astride the wing commander as his wife looked on. 


It was pure mental torture for him, having these beautiful sissy maids sit astride him the scent of their perfume as their uniforms covered his face. So near, yet so far, as his bursting manhood rammed against his chastity belt.


The fetish room was filled by the gasping orgasms of the sissy maids, his moustache tickling their creamy inner thighs as he sucked their stiff little clitties.


The last sissy maid satisfied, he looked to his wife with wide staring eyes. Helen stood magnificent in her leather gear, looking down at her husband with her piercing blue eyes.


Helen turned to all the sissy maids & said "Again girls, again". As one, they all reached under their uniforms & removed their panties.


His chastity belt bit ever harder as he felt the soft smooth flesh of a sissy maid lowering onto his face. 


To say that the wing commander had a proper hard on would be an understatement, his sexual frustration knew no bounds, his dominatrix wife knowing exactly what she was doing.


The wing commanders chastity belt had been fitted the day before, had been on all night as his wife pleased herself with her rampant rabbit & was not due to be released until 9 am that morning.


The wing commander sat in total frustration, his breakfast untouched, looking at the liquid crystal display on the time lock of his chastity belt, ten minutes to go & he willed the seconds to pass.


He screwed his eyes up, looking at the ceiling, but his eyes were inexorably drawn to the sight in front of him...


The white four inch heels, just the toes touching the floor, the slim long legs clad in white stockings, the tender milky white flesh above the stocking tops, the shapely pearly white bottom, the tender rose bud of a pussy which seemed to wink at him.


The frilly pink sissy maids uniform rode up over sissy maid Bethany's most wonderful shapely bottom, as she was half out of the sash window, the comfortable padding pressing on the small of her back & she could hear the wing commanders groans of sexual frustration, as the time lock on his chastity belt slowly counted down the seconds.


The tower clock showed five minutes to nine & sissy maid Bethany braced herself for the ride of her life. She was on the extreme left of the crescent & therefore would be the first to be mounted. All the sissy maids were giggling & chatting as they leant out of the sash windows, the erotic feelings gathering in intensity as the clock hands slowly approached 9 am. 


The wing commanders manhood seemed to have a mind of its own, straining painfully against the chastity belt, his full plum like balls being crushed against this cruel apparatus, as sissy maid Bethany's sweet rosebud of a pussy winked at him so seductively.


Helen had given the wing commander no hint that she was a born dominatrix before they got married, but she certainly taught him new things on their wedding night. It was a VERY hard night for him & by the next morning, he knew that she owned him completely. Indeed, he was mentally naked before her, for she had drawn his deepest sexual thoughts out of him.


Helen knew how to control males & could wrap them around her little finger. Helen used her husbands weakness for sissy maids to great effect, sometimes rewarding him with total sexual satisfaction, but was often tempted to torment him in ways that no male can stand.


Helen believed in total & utter domination of males & the sound of their desperate pleading was music to her ears. Helen had set the chastity belt time lock the night before, telling her husband that he could have sissy maid Bethany when it released at 9am. She knew full well the effect this would have & he went through agonies of constant stiffness all night long. A terrible night for him, listening to his wife having multiple orgasms with her rampant rabbit.


It was two minutes to nine & the wing commanders bronzed athletic body writhed in sexual frustration, beads of sweat running down his manly chest. He just could not take his eyes off that soft, inviting, willing, pink rose bud of a pussy. He imagined picking those long legs up, feeling the soft flesh of maid Bethany's thighs around his waist as he buried his aching manhood deep within her.


He imagined hearing her groans of pleasure as he rode her & the sweet rustling sound of her pretty pink maids uniform. He imagined seeing the reflection of her bone hard little clittie in the mirrors & her sweet little eggs slapping against his balls.


He imagined her kicking her legs, her heels scraping the floor as she had multiple orgasms, her sweet pussy drawing his manhood in greedily, her wonderful soft flesh covered with the crisp frilly pink maids uniform.


The wing commander bit his lips as he got ever more desperate, an opened condom packet on the table ready for him, he looked at the display on the time lock... 55 seconds to go.


The last seconds seemed to be the longest, time seeming to play cruel tricks & the chastity belt seemed to bite ever harder at his raging bull of an erection. The wing commander willed the seconds to pass, as he imagined maid Bethany's tight pussy gripping his throbbing organ.


Eventually there was a slight hum & a click, the wing commander tore the belt off & frantically fitted an extra large condom over his pulsing rod of iron.


All the sissy maids were half out of the sash windows, staring at the clock as the hands swung to nine am & Helen stood below on the courtyard, looking up at them.


Sissy mad Bethany suddenly stiffened, her neck arching skywards, she let out a long gasping groan of satisfaction. Her body rocked back & forth, she swung her head form side to side, giving loud gasps of "Yes, yes, oh please, yes, yes, yes".


Maid Bethany was soon joined by the other maids, as one by one their bodies stiffened & the whole courtyard was filled with the sounds of gasping maids.


The wing commander could never remember being so utterly stiff, his raging bone hard manhood contrasting so well with sissy maid Bethany's soft silky smooth thighs which pressed against him. Her pussy pulsed around his raging manhood as she had orgasm after orgasm, her long slender legs kicking wildly in the air.


The gentlemen in the rooms gasped & grunted, their chests heaving with effort, the maids filling the courtyard with orgasmic sounds, a perfect symbiosis of raw sexual talent.


The wing commanders body suddenly jerked & he let out a great roar as sissy maid Bethany took him over the top. They both seemed to stay at the very sexual heights for time on end, locked together, the orgasm seemed to shoot back & forth between them.


Sissy maid Bethany's soft sensitive rose bud of a pussy, was an equal match for the wing commanders enormous throbbing manhood, just opposite sides of the same coin really, each able to bring the other to an orgasmic submission.


The gentlemen & sissy maids satisfied, they went about the academy routine.


On day six, the academy have a graduation parade rehearsal & the gentlemen were sat in some of the chairs which would be occupied by proud friends & relatives on the day itself.


A military band had been hired for the two days, a very popular job amongst the bandsmen, as they stayed at the academy & could have any sissy maid they wanted.


The thump of the drum was heard first, then the band started as they marched onto the square, followed by the sissy maids, resplendent in their uniforms. The precision of the drill would have put guardsmen to shame, it was all first class.


Speeches & the prize giving was practised, sissy maid Bethany having the rare honour of being given a position as a staff maid at the academy. She practised marching up to receive a scroll, two small gold chevron badges & a ceremonial riding crop. She had sent an email to the investment bank, giving her immediate resignation.


They practised the 'Sissy maids march past' & the clicking of all those heels was a marvellous sound to hear as they swept past, maintaining perfect dressing.


A bus drew up beside the square & the new entry recruits emerged, staring on in utter amazement, as two senior staff maids ordered them to line up. One senior staff maid pointed her riding crop at the parade square saying "That will be you in seven days time, there is an easy way & there's a hard way, but we will lick you into shape". 


"I hope for your sakes that you have been practising with walking in heels & with your butt plugs as instructed, now, off to the preparation rooms with you"


As the new recruits walked through the courtyard, little did they realise that the very next morning, they would be hanging half out of the windows above, fully kitted out in their sissy maid uniforms, with gentlemen at their rear.


The sissy maid academy has a reputation for fast training & throwing sissy maids in at the deep end.


The humming of epilators filled the preparation rooms, the dressing rooms had maids uniforms, stockings, suspenders & panties all laid out.


It would take a few hours, but one by one, the new sissy maids would enter the 'Naming' room & their lives would be forever changed.
 

The End
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