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I was never supposed to be in this dumb situation anyway.

It had all started simply enough, with a visit to my college advisor's office. I had thought that I was good to graduate. I certainly felt like I had worked hard enough for it. I mean, I had been in college for a full four years, after all.

Turns out that I had thought wrong, and as I got the news my heart shrank.

“What do you mean I’m two credit hours short?” I asked, as if the statement wasn’t already self-evident on its own.

My advisor, a hard-worn lady with little patience for frivolity, simply gave me a look that said she wasn’t going to dignify my question with an answer.

After a period of lengthy silence, I asked a different question.

“So, what exactly are my options?”

She reached her hands over and began typing with lightning speed into her desktop.

“Well, it looks as if your options are pretty limited. There aren’t that many summer courses, to begin with, and I’m going to assume you don’t want to wait any longer than absolutely required to graduate?” She asked.

“That would be correct,” I responded.

She drew herself back into her desktop, and after another period of clicking and typing, she drew her attention back to me.

“Looks like you have less than a few options. In fact, judging by what is coming up in my searches, you have exactly zero options.” She said, her voice cool and casual, as if she won't sending my entire world as I knew it crashing down.

“So, basically what you’re telling me is that I’m totally fucked?” I asked, broken-hearted.

“Maybe, maybe not. You might have one another option available to you, which is to see if a professor is willing to do a private class with you. It doesn’t happen very often, but if you can convince a Professor to do that, then you’ll be able to get the credits that you need to graduate on time. But it’s going to be slim pickens, so if you’re able to get a professor to agree to it, I wouldn’t exactly wait around to say yes. As long as I’ve been here, there’s only ever been one professor I’ve known who is willing to do these sorts of things last minute.”

That was all I needed to hear. I had worked my ass off for the last four years, and the prospect of not being able to graduate on time with all of my friends practically seemed too terrible to bear.

Darlene wrote down the office address of the professor who might be able to help me out on a yellow post-it paper, and then off I went. I wasn’t going to waste any time if there was a way to get this done than I was going to be on it like white on rice.

Of course, with my luck, her room was on the other side of campus, but I didn’t mind. The excuse to walk gave me a way to burn off some of my anxiety, and after the encounter that I had just had, I had plenty of it to burn!

By the time I had walked across campus and up the six flights of stairs, I was huffing and puffing and damp sweat stains had started forming on my shirt. To be sure, I wasn’t exactly at my most presentable, but hopefully, it would show the professor that I was willing to do whatever it would take if she was willing to do a private class with me.

It occurred to me that I had no idea what disciple this professor was actually in, anyway. Deciding that it would likely be to my benefit to not show up totally blind, I gave the name written down on the post-it note a google before knocking on the office door.

She came up right away in the search results.

“Monica Rainclear. Acting coach.” read the tagline of the first result. She was an adjunct professor, meaning that she wasn’t really an academic at all. Whether or not that would make her more or less sympathetic to my plight was anybody's guess.

I read through her about me on her website, hoping that I would be able to find any information that might help me shmooze her into doing me a favor. Her description of herself was sparse, mostly consisting of lists of her accomplishments and awards, all of which her totally unfamiliar to me. There wasn’t anything else listed there, so deciding that I had done what I could do, I went ahead and knocked on her door.

“Yes, come in.” came the voice on the other end. The voice was light, dainty even. It sounded the way that vanilla ice cream tastes.

I opened the heavy oak door and walked in.

The room that I entered was… not as I expected it to be. Most of the professor's office’s that I have been in were typically dingy, unorganized and had more in common with a dank cave than a professional setting. This room, however, was as far away from that as possible.

For one, all of the walls had been painted a shade of bright pink, which was exacerbated by the fact that the lighting was so harsh that it bordered on surgical.

Adjusting my eyes to the bright room, I made out the feminine figure sitting behind the also pink desk.

“Hello Professor Rainclear, I’m Jordan.”

She motioned to the chair in front of her desk, which was, of course, also pink.

“Please, have a seat. You’re timing is impeccable, I had just finished my work for the day and was taking a breather before heading out. Correct me if I’m wrong, but you aren’t a student that I recognize from being enrolled in any of my current courses, correct?” She said.

“That’s correct. I’m actually here on a recommendation from my Academic Advisor. She had told me that you might be willing to do something that would be of great help to me.” I responded.

Rainclear clasped her hands beneath her chin, and the look that she was giving me made me think that she was sizing me up.

“Let me guess. You are here because you learned that your a few credit hours short, and so you’re wondering if I’m willing to do a one on one private class in order for you to be able to graduate on time. Correct?” She asked.

Her voice was flat. Even though she clearly had me totally pegged from nothing more than a mere glance, I found that I couldn’t tell a single thing about her, or what was going through her mind as she grilled me with her icy stare.

“That…. Is completely correct.” I said.

She blew a stray strand of hair away from her face.

“Figures. I did that favor one time, and they’ve been sending young men my way ever since. You give a mouse a cookie…” She said trailing off.

Not knowing what else I could say, I simply averted my gaze to the floor. This encounter had been my only hope, and it didn’t seem to be going particularly well. I was expecting her to tell me to get lost at any moment.

She leaned in.

“So tell me something, have you ever had an interest in acting? Don’t lie to me.”

“If I told you that I did, wouldn’t I technically be acting?” I said back, without thinking.

Thankfully, my quip seemed to amuse her more than it did annoy her.

She let out a giggly, girly laughed, and said “Fair enough.”

I made the executive decision then and there that my best route would be to just be honest. I had already gotten the impression that Rainclear was a bloodhound for bullshit, and the chances of me being able to pull a fast one over on her bordered on non-existent.

“No, I can’t say that I ever had that much of an interest in acting. Honestly, I don’t have that much of an interest in any of this. I went to college to play football. I know that probably isn’t the answer that you want to hear, but it’s the truth.” I said.

She gave me an impenetrable look with a raised eyebrow.

“But I can promise you one thing. I’m a hard worker. When I set my mind to accomplishing a goal, I give 110 percent. Always. If you choose to accept me as your student, I’ll show up. I’ll do the work. I’m no stranger to hard work. I’ll do whatever you want. Anything.” I continued on.

There was a lengthy pause.

“You’ll do…. Anything?” She asked. I could faintly smell the mango flavoring on her lip gloss.

I leaned in so that my elbows were on top of her pink desk, and did my best to impress that I was serious.

“Any. Thing.” I said.

Rainclear leaned back into her chair. Apparently, this last response of mine had piqued her interest.

“I will let you know right now Jordan, my classes are not easy. My one on one classes even less so. My students in the past have described me as a stern and demanding taskmaster, and I would have to say that even that description is overly generous. Other professors, they simply teach. And hell, most of them can hardly manage to do that.” Rainclear said, still leaning back into her chair.

“And what about you? What is it that you do?” I asked.

I saw her lips pucker into a sweet and sinister smile.

“I… transform.” She said slowly.

I was a bit taken aback by her answer, and so I didn't know how to respond.

“You do… what now?”

“I transform people. Mold them into something new. Something that they never thought it would be possible for them to be. My methods are… unorthodox, to say the least. But they are effective. So effective that this university has afforded me a nearly unprecedented amount of leeway in how I choose to conduct my classes. However, it’s important to me that you know that you don’t have to do anything I require from you. I have lots of students drop out, and it isn’t something that I take personally.”

Now I was interested. I have always been the kind of person who loves a challenge. Up until now, whenever somebody would find themselves dropping out of a class, it would be one of the notoriously difficult classes, like Organic Chemistry. But who would find an acting class so hard that they couldn’t bring themselves to continue? I mean, based on professor Rainclear’s demeanor, I didn’t doubt a word that she was saying, but what on earth could be so hard about an acting class?

“There are no grades in my class,” Professor Rainclear continued on. It’s pass or fail, based on a performance given in front of me and my peers at the conclusion of the course. You either get a 100 percent, or you get a 0.”

“And… what exactly does that performance consist of?” I asked.

Again, she chose not to answer me directly, instead of flashing me with a tightly pursed smile before saying “Why, your transformation, of course.”

I tried to contort my face into a reaction that wouldn’t make it clear that I had absolutely no idea what exactly she was trying to imply when she was talking about this so-called transformation. Thankfully, she seemed content to continue taking charge in the conversation.

“Listen. I’ll take you on. But I’m going to hold you to that little 110 percent quip from earlier.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Up until this point, I had been on pins and needles as to whether or not she would actually accept me. It appeared that I was in luck after all.

“I wouldn’t celebrate just yet. You might be out of the frying pan, but that's only because now you’re in the fire. I’ve seen your type before; the average college guy, right. Mr. Big man on campus, eh? I bet the ladies just love you.” Rainclear said, with a smirk on her face.

“Well, I don’t know about that… I mean, I do okay. No complaints here I guess.” I responded back. I wasn’t really sure what direction she was taking this, but I had a feeling that I was about to find out.

“You know how they always say that college is about trying new experiences? That it’s about trying new things and pushing yourself out of your comfort zone?” Rainclear asked me.

I nodded in agreement.

“Well, it turns out that that’s all bullshit. Unless, of course, you find yourself in my class. Today is the first day in your academic career that you’re truly going to be pushed. I think you’re due for a transformation. Particularly, I think that you’re due to get in touch with your feminine side.”

This last little bit caught me off guard, mostly because I had no idea what it was that she actually meant. I assured myself that it was merely a figure out speech.

“Tell me, Jordan, what underwear are you wearing right now?” Profesor Rainclear asked me.

I stared at her blankly, figuring that I must have misheard her, or thinking that perhaps she was just asking me a question to fuck with me, to see if I was easily rattled. However, the austere look that she was giving me told me that she wasn’t kidding, even a little bit.

“I, um… I’m not wearing any today.” I said.

It was the truth. All of my boxers were dirty, and I never really minded going commando when I was wearing jeans, so that morning I had thoughtlessly thrown on some pants without giving it a second thought.

“Oh reeeeally.” Rainclear said. Apparently, this fact amused her greatly.

“Uh, yes,” I said, a tad sheepishly. I mean, I hadn’t exactly expected this fact to be broadcasted aloud, and yet here I was, informing the one woman in the school that I really needed to impress about my status that I was currently freeballing.

Rainclear stood up. She was wearing a dress that was so tight that it may have well have been painted on. I had never seen a professor dressed so salaciously in my life, but I did my best to avert my gaze from her prominent cleavage, considering that the absolute last thing that I wanted to do was get on her bad side.

What happened next was something that truly shocked me. She reached her hand above her skirt, and began shimmying down her bright red lace thong.

Holding it in her hand, she gave it to me.

"This is for you." She said, handing me the rolled piece of fabric.

I eyed her suspiciously.

"For me to... what. exactly?" I asked

"For you to wear, of course. I'm assuming you aren't deaf, and that you just heard me say that the intent of this course is to get in touch with your feminine side. This seems as good of a way to start as any." She said. Her voice was cool, calm and collected, and she gave no indication whatsoever that she was kidding in the slightest.

"You... want me to..." I said, my voice trailing off as I found myself unable to finish the sentence.

"Wear. My. Thong." She said, enunciating each word slowly.

I didn't know what else to do. On the one hand, it wasn't like anyone was forcing me into the situation. While I certainly didn't want to have to wait to graduate, it wasn't like it was life or death. The door was right behind me, and I knew that at any moment I could simply turn around and walk away. But that isn't what I did.

"Where is the closest bathroom?" I asked, deciding to go along this strange ride.

"Why? Do you have to pee?" She asked.

"Um, no."

"Then I would say that I don't think that you need a bathroom, do you?" SHe asked, her tone jovial and warm. She was clearly poking fun at me, laughing at my expense.

"You want me to change in front of you?" I asked.

"I do. After all, you had just said that you always give 110 percent, correct? Surely you aren't going to renege on that so soon, are you?" She said, stifling a small giggle that I found equal parts humiliating and seductive.

I couldn't help but acknowledge that she did have a bit of a point there. After all, I had said that to her, so it wouldn't exactly be fitting with the image that I had put forth for somebody who was willing to do whatever it took if I folded at the very first challenge that she had issued to me.

I stood up, and without saying a word dropped my pants to my ankles in front of her.

Whereas I had tried to make an effort not to ogle at her body, she afforded me no such luxury. her eyes became immediately drawn to my crotch. and I could tell from the pure unabashedness on her face that was enjoying every moment of her power over me.

"My my my, look at the big man on campus." She said, her hand over her face as she laughed. As I looked down, I saw why. Apparently, between the adrenaline and the anxiety of disrobing in front of a woman whom I had just met, I had begun sporting a boner without realizing it.

My cheeks flushed red. I wasn't even particularly horny, as much as I was worked up about the fact that I had just found myself naked from the waist down in front of a woman whom I barely knew, but it wasn't as if this fact mattered to her. The only thing she was aware of is that my little guy was currently flying at full mast, a fact that apparently found to be endlessly amusing.

Once I had stepped out of my deflated denims on the ground, I took the frilly lace thong from her. The moment was so surreal that I could hardly believe that it was happening, and yet I soldiered on, sliding my feet through the leg holes of the thong, one by one.

As if it wasn't already obvious, the underwear from the dainty Professor Rainclear was not in my size. If anything, the way that the thong constricted me was nothing short of comical. It took a solid minute of fiddling to get it up my legs, at which point my perma wedgie was instituted.

"Well, go ahead and turn around," Rainclear said. "After all, I want to examine how it's fitting you."

Awkwardly, I acquiesced to her request, rotating my body while I was on display for her. Apparently, she didn't just want to look, because I felt her grab two large handfuls of my ass cheeks. Given that I wasn't expecting the sudden feeling up of my cheeks, I jumped in surprise, which only resulted in a giggle from behind me, followed by a girly "made you flinch."

I turned back around, so that I was once again facing Professor Rainclear. I felt every bit as ridiculous as I looked. Unfortunately, my erection hadn't gone down even a little bit, which made the thong look something like a tent being pitched that was two times too small for the poles that were holding it up.

I was hoping that Rainclear wouldn't draw more attention to the fact that I was still hard, but clearly, my luck was lacking.

"So, tell me Jordan... Am I ascertaining correctly that you like wearing frilly girl panties?" She asked me, as she stood up so that she standing face to face with me.

I tried my best to regain some amount of composure, which was certainly something that was easier said than done.

"Nuh, no," I said. Despite my best efforts, I didn't think that the answer that I was giving was convincing.

"Oh reeeeally. Then tell me, why is your little cock hard? Do you know what I think? I think that you like being a sissy. That it turns you on."

I blinked at her, confused. Up until that point, I had only heard sissy as something used as a playground insult.

"A... sissy?" I asked.

"That's right. A sissy. A little bitch. Not just any little bitch. My little bitch. I had told you that the point of this class was going to be transformation, and now I think I know what exactly that transformation is going to be."

"You want to do what exactly?" I asked, nervously.

Rainclear leaned in so that she could whisper into my ear, which had the effect of being more terrifying than if she had yelled at me.

"I'm going to feminize you." She said, slowly and with a burning intensity that let me know in no uncertain terms that she meant every word that she was saying.

She learned herself backward, suddenly regaining her usual demeanor of being professionally austere.

"Which, by the way, is going to have to involve me taking the necessary measures to ensure that you know your place. First things first, I need to know that you are beneath me." Rainclear said.

I wasn't entirely sure how I should respond. After all, of course, I was beneath her. I mean, I was her student and she was my professor. Wasn't it self evident from that alone that I was beneath her.

She seemed to be watching me, noticing that I had a confused look on my face.

"No, not beneath me figuratively speaking. I think you'll find them I'm being quite literal. Get on your knees. now." She said.

I wasn't entirely what came over me, but I did exactly as I was told, falling straight to my knees.

She gave me an amused look, paused for a second, and then raised her foot to my shoulder. With one quick motion, she forced my torso down so I was lying flat on the ground. She looked even more domineering now from the vantage point that I had one the ground as she lorded over me.

It was clear to me right away what at least one of her intentions was by doing this, as it was no all but totally unavoidable that I was able to look up her skirt. In fact, as she stepped so that her crotch was directly above my face and therefore my line of sight, it was all but impossible not to look up her skirt.

"Oh, it would appear that somebody likes this." Professor Rainclear said as she noticed that my already erect cock was twitching with anticipation at the unexpected site of freshly shaved pussy.

"Well, if you like that, then you'll love this." She said.

Without another moment of pause, she sat on my face.

Now, I have had the experience of women sitting on my face before, but I had never found it to be so literal. She wasn't merely just resting her pussy on my chin as much as she was leaning the entirety of her weight on my face. She smeared her cunt all over me, as if she were marking me with her juices, making sure that I knew that I belonged to her and her alone.

Another experience that I had never had before was licking somebody's assholes. However, it would appear that Rainclear was keen to break me in on the experience, as she shifted her body so that my tongue was now up her ass crack.

I could hardly breathe, given that most of her weight was on my face. The only reprieve that I was able to get was when she would occasionally move her body to adjust her weight enough for me to be able to get in a quick breath.

"Oh, stop pretending that you don't like it. It isn't like your little buddy here has gone down one bit." She said, giving my cock a painful flick, although my yelp was muffled as it was buried into her ass.

"What's the matter? You aren't licking." She said, aggressively. This much was true, as my mouth was still pursed shut, other than the brief moment when I thought that I might be able to steal a quick breath. I would have given her a response, had it not been impossible due to my face being completely buried in her ass.

"This should help you be able to follow orders." I heard her say from above me.

I was wondering what she meant, but I had my answer soon enough. She reached down with the hand that she wasn't using to steady herself, and clamped my nostrils shut. Now the only way that I could breathe through my mouth, a fact that she seemed positively joyous to capitalize on.

I didn't want to her satisfaction, so I tried my best to hold in my breath, but it was a totally futile effort. I don't think that I lasted any longer than 10 seconds before I opened my mouth with a loud sputter.

Seeing her opportunity, she thrust her ass onto my open mouth, and I breathed in a lungful of her sweaty ass.

"That's right, sissy slut. Lick the whole crack." She said, as she leaned her body over so that I was staring straight up her asshole.

As much as I knew that I should have been hating everything that was happening to me, there was an odd satisfaction that was derived from the fact that her cunt was soaking wet. So wet, in fact, that I could feel her juices dripping down my chin as I thrust my tongue in her butt crack.

However, I knew that merely licking her ass crack wasn't going to be enough. It was clear that she wasn't just doing this to get herself off. She wanted to show me my place in this world, to make sure that I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that I was beneath her. And I knew that there was only going to be one way to show that, and that was by licking her asshole.

This was something that I had never done before. Hell, my mind briefly flashed back to a conversation between friends in which I said that I would never do it. It just seemed like the ultimate form of humiliation, which I suppose is exactly why it's what Rainclear chose to do.

TO make matters even worse, she hadn't released her grip on my nostrils, meaning that not only was I going to have to eat her ass, but I was going to have to do so whilst breathing through my mouth. I took a deep breath, and then struck out my tongue and thrust it at her puckered rosebud.

Her response was immediate. A shiver went up her spine, and thankfully she finally let go of my nose. However, this was only so that she could grab two handfuls of her own ass cheeks and spread them far apart, ensuring that my tongue was as far up her ass as was physically possible.

With me sticking my tongue out, it appeared that she was content to do most of the work. She began bouncing her body up in down, effectively fucking her ass with my outstretched tongue. She only stopped when she moved one of her hands to her clit, and began rubbing furiously. I could feel her juices leaking all over me even more now, showering me in her wetness. The more that my tongue went up her butt, the wetter that she seemed to get.

I could hear that her breath was quickening. Whatever I was doing appeared to be working.

"Oh fuck, that's right you sissy slut. More. More. More!" She said as the speed from which she was bouncing on me went up more and more.

I was wondering when she would come, but I had my answer sooner rather than later as I felt her gush all over my face. As if that wasn't enough, she made sure to mark me by rubbing her pussy all over me, ensuring that I was thoroughly covered in her juices.

It was then and only then that she finally lifted her body up from me. My neck ached from how hard I had been licking her ass, and I felt woozy from the little amount of oxygen that I had been subsisting on since Professor Rainclear had sat on my face.

Rain clear seemed would waste no tie, getting up and walking to her desk, pulling out some wet wipes so that she could remove the impressive amount of fluid that was running down her legs. After she had lowered her dress, she went over to a small closet section that sat in the corner of her office. I had originally assumed that this was merely some sort of vestige from her acting classes, although now I realized that perhaps these were her clothes.

I originally thought that she had gone over there to grab herself new underwear, considering I was still wearing her tight thong, and it didn't exactly seem very professorly to walk around without panties on. However, this wasn't the case at all. Instead, she pulled out a mini skirt and matching crop top and tossed them to me.

"Wear these. They'll fit your new persona much better." She said, cooly. She had momentarily lost track of her cool and austere demeanor during her orgasm, but I see now that she was quick to regain her composure. Now, judging from the way that she was acting, it was as if nothing had ever happened at all. Nothing about the casual way that she was conducting herself would have to lead me to believe that just a moment ago, she had been grinding her cunt all over me as my tongue was up her ass.

I, on the other hand, was a bit lost in how surreal the entire situation that I had found myself in actually was. I mean, in the past hour I had learned that I was close to being totally fucked if I actually wanted to graduate on time, to learning that I did, in fact, have a chance to meet the woman who was capable of giving me that chance, to... licking her asshole while I was wearing her thong? The entire circumstance seemed so strange that I wasn't even sure how to process it, other than simply continue to move along.

I stared at the tiny articles of clothing that she had handed me. Neither of them looked anywhere close to my size, though I very much suspected that this was intentional on the part of Professor Rainclear. After all, her thong was so small that even though my cock was now soft, my balls still ached at having to be constricted in the tiny fabric.

Not knowing what else to do, I stood up and slipped on the crop top. It was so small that I could barely fit my head through the opening, but with a bit of effort, I eventually managed to get it on.

Next was the miniskirt. I had never worn a skirt before, obviously, but Rainclear was at the very least charitable enough to zip it up in the back for me. I guess that she was capable of being benevolent after all, albeit only when it was in the service of making me turn into her ideal version of a sissy. I still didn't know what all being a sissy entailed, but I had little doubt that I was swiftly going to be finding out.

Now I was totally in the outfit that Professor Rainclear had picked out for me. She looked at me, smiling from ear to ear.

"So, how does it feel?" She asked me, aftering motioning for me to spin around once again for her, so that she could fully admire just how thoroughly sissified she had made me.

"I, um... I'm not sure. It feels a little strange. I've never worn women's clothes before. It's very tight... especially the underwear."

She laughed. "Tell me about it. that thong was always the worst when it came to chafing. So, um, enjoy that." Rainclear said with a wink.

"Only one thing now that you're missing, which is makeup. I'm going to go out on a limb and assume that you've never put makeup on before?" Rainclear asked.

"That would be correct," I said.

"I'll be nice and put it on you this time. Sit down, I have a mirror on my desk."

I did as I was told. It was difficult admitting it to myself, but there was kind of a simple peace in following the orders of Rainclear. I mean, it wasn't like I was a stranger to following directions. After all, I had been playing sports for the entirety of my adult life, and I had always followed the instructions from my coaches as if they were gospel. However, following the instructions from Rainclear felt different, somehow. It was as if she had access to a part of me that I had never known existed before. She was showing parts of myself that were totally new, parts that felt just as foreign as they did familiar.

She started with mascara, chiding me to hold me head still as she expertly drew her brush across my face. Once that was done, she applied a heavy smearing of lipstick to me.

She held up the mirror to me, so that I was able to see my own face for the first time since I had stepped into her room. The sight that greeted me in the mirror shocked me.

"Is that.... is that really me?" I asked.

It was a silly question, of course. After all, if it wasn't me then who else would be staring back at me in the mirror? I wouldn't have thought that putting on some clothes that belonged to the opposite gender and a quick application of some makeup would have such a profound effect on me, but I couldn't help but feel transformed by the sight that I was seeing in Professor Rainclear's mirror.

My mind flashed back to what she had said when I had first walked into her room. That her private one on one course would be the first time in my college experience that I was actually taken out of my comfort zone. She had said that she was going to transform me. At the time, I had simply shrugged off the words that she had said as little more than the typical pseudo inspirational drivel that I so often heard from professors when I would first enter into their courses. Now, however, I knew what she meant. In less than an hour, she had taken me from a man, to something else. I still didn't know entirely what it was that being a sissy would entail, but I was sure as shit about to find out.

"So, what happens now?" I asked her.

"Well, I would say that we're done for the day. You can walk home now." She said.

I gave her a blank stare, wondering if she meant what I thought that she did.

"Do you want me..." I said, my voice trailing off.

"To walk home like that? You're goddamn right I do." Rainclear responded.

"But what if somebody sees me?" I asked.

Rainclear rolled her eyes at me.

"Then I guess they'll be admiring what a bang-up job I did on that makeup." She responded back, sarcastically.

I wanted to protest, but by that point, it was obvious that Rainclear had made up her mind. She walked over the door and opened it, making a gesture that told me in no uncertain terms that I was to exit.

"Tomorrow. Same place, same time. I'll see you then."

Without another word, I walked out into the world in my sissified form for the first time.

END
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