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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trent gripped Bobby’s hips, plunging his thick cock deep inside the feminine boy’s ass with savage intent.  He wanted the boy to feel every inch, to cry out in pain.  And a second later, Trent was rewarded when Bobby murmured a thin whimper around Evelyn’s strap-on, which was currently halfway down the young man’s throat.   
 
    Even as the sound of his hips slapping against Bobby’s cheeks filled the air, accompanied by the soft squelching noise of a well-lubed fucking, Trent locked eyes with his wife.  She was beautiful, of course.  Blonde-haired, blue-eyed, and with a centerfold’s body, she was the very picture of strong femininity.  So, why wasn’t he content with her?  Why was he fucking Bobby’s ass instead of hers?   
 
    He’d had those thoughts before, and he knew the answers quite well.  The fact was that he was chronically bored.  With life, with sex, with everything - and he needed something - anything - to break that monotony.  Luckily, Evelyn had no issue with letting him satisfy those urges.  In fact, she eagerly participated as they explored their various kinks.  Whether it was bondage, roleplay, or any number of other fetishes, she’d been right there beside him every step of the way.  It was one of the reasons he loved her.   
 
    Bobby let out another soft moan, bringing Trent out of his reverie.  The boy was extremely feminine, if a little unrefined, but his body showed none of the curves Trent might’ve liked to see.  In short, he’d had better.  But Bobby - one of the computer specialists at Trent’s firm - had been available and extremely willing.  Trent would’ve been a fool to have let that opportunity pass.  So, he’d dressed the young man up in the sluttiest clothes they could find - ending up with a leather miniskirt, a pink halter top, and matching thong panties - and treated him like the whore he wanted him to be.   
 
    And it was satisfying enough, though that wasn’t terribly surprising.  There was something altogether intoxicating about feminizing a man, about dominating him to the point where he hardly even thought of himself as male anymore.  If Trent kept going, Bobby would soon be wearing panties every day.  Maybe he’d even transition completely.  And then, inevitably, Trent would lose interest and move on to the next one.   
 
    It was the domination that enticed him.  Male or female, it didn’t really matter much - though lately, he’d definitely shown a preference for the former - as long as he could subvert someone to his will, he was happy.  At least for a while.  Once they were broken, the pleasure leaked out right alongside whatever personal willpower they’d managed to hold onto.   
 
    Trent reached out, gripping Bobby’s long hair for leverage.  The boy arched his back, either by choice or because Trent would’ve pulled his hair out otherwise, and for a moment, Trent was able to see the sissy Bobby could become.  He was almost there already.  All it would take would be a little care, a lot of hormones, and the right attitude.   
 
    How many had it been?  Ten?  Fifteen?  Trent had lost count of the number of young men he’d feminized.  He’d dominated just as many, if not more, women, but he had to admit that he had a soft spot for sissies.  So did Evelyn, which made it all so much easier.  Nobody wants to go through life alone.   
 
    Trent’s cock slammed home again and again until, at last, he felt himself building to an orgasm.  He kept going, faster.  Harder.  More viciously.  Bobby let out a whimper of protest, but Trent paid it no heed.  The boy knew what he was getting into.  He’d said he liked it rough.  And rough was the only way Trent knew how to do it, save with Evelyn herself.  With her, he could be gentle.  Loving.  Tender.  It was the difference between making love and merely fucking.  One was an expression of deeply felt emotions.  The other was simply the satisfaction of sexual desires.   
 
    Finally, Trent came, spurting his load deep into Bobby’s well-fucked ass.  The boy trembled, experiencing his own orgasm - his manhood hadn’t even been touched; he’d cum completely from anal stimulation, which excited Trent even more.  And then, Trent started to come down.  Slowly, his mind cleared, and as he pulled out, his impressive cock softened.   
 
    “My turn?” asked Evelyn, her voice rich with desire.  Trent looked up to see her pulling her black dildo out of the boy’s mouth.  For his part, Bobby looked back at Trent, his heavy makeup streaked with tears and sweat, almost asking for permission.  That was good.  The boy knew his place.  He knew who was in charge.   
 
    Trent nodded, and Evelyn grinned.  A few seconds later, they’d switched positions.  Even as Evelyn plunged her faux phallus into Bobby’s ass, Trent looked down and told the boy, “Clean it.”  
 
    Obediently, Bobby bent his face down to Trent’s cock and started licking it.  After only one session, the boy was already broken.  As soon as that thought crossed Trent’s mind, he started to lose interest.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Propped on his elbows, Trent silently watched Bobby getting dressed the next morning.  He’d made an effort over the rest of the previous night, but his heart hadn’t really been in it.  Evelyn had picked up on his lack of enthusiasm, and as always, had tried to pick up the slack.  No doubt, that was the reason Bobby winced a little with every step.  She’d been absolutely savage with that dildo.  It had almost been enough to turn the tide of Trent’s own arousal.  But each time he let his mind wander, he just felt disappointment.  Dominance was always fun, but if it came too easily, it lost quite a bit of its appeal.   
 
    “You want me to get breakfast or something?” asked Bobby, looking back.  His face had been scrubbed clean, and there was a hint of facial hair on his once-smooth cheeks.  His long, brown hair had been tied up into a man-bun, and without his costume, which lay on the floor, he looked masculine enough that Trent could hardly look at him.  He didn’t even have the illusion of curves anymore.  “I could hit that bagel shop up the -” 
 
    “No,” said Trent.  “I’ll see you at work.”  
 
    It was clear a dismissal as any Trent had ever uttered, and thankfully, Bobby got the picture.  The smaller man dressed quickly, then scurried from the room.  Even amidst his malaise, Trent had to smile a bit when he saw how stiffly Bobby walked.  And when he heard the front door slam shut, he relaxed, letting himself fall back to the mattress.   
 
    “He’s finally gone?” asked Evelyn, who hadn’t even bothered opening her eyes.   
 
    “He is,” Trent said.   
 
    “I actually saw it, this time,” his wife said, rolling over.  She levered a hand under her head as she studied him, her golden hair cascading down the pillow.  “The moment you lost interest.  Do you want to talk about it?” 
 
    Trent sighed.  “You think it’d make any difference?” he asked.   
 
    “Maybe,” was her answer.  “Try me.”  
 
    For a long moment, Trent was silent.  But then, he said, “I don’t know if it was post-nut clarity or whatever, but the moment I came, I looked down, and I saw a boy.  He wasn’t a sissy anymore.  All I could see were those masculine characteristics.”  
 
    “He’s not even on hormones, yet,” Evelyn said.  “With a little work, he’d be pretty damned cute.” 
 
    “I know,” Trent said. “That’s why I picked him.  But that’s only part of it.  Not even the biggest part, I think.  It was just…it was just too easy, I guess.  I mean, he didn’t even hesitate.  I don’t know.  Maybe I’m just tired of it all.  Maybe we just need something to break the trend.”  
 
    Evelyn laughed.  “Seriously?” she said. “We’ve got the least orthodox sex life in the world, and you’re complaining it’s too boring?  You probably just weren’t into Bobby.  Too skinny or something, maybe.”  
 
    Trent couldn’t help but smile. “Yeah,” he said. “You’re probably right.”  
 
    “I usually am,” she said before slapping his naked thigh.  “Now, get up, or you’re going to be late for work.” 
 
    Trent shook his head, then rolled out of the bed.  Looking back, he couldn’t help but admire his wife’s perfect body as she put her hands behind her head.  She hadn’t bothered with putting anything on before falling asleep.  Nor had Trent.  He had half a mind to make love to her right then and there, but, as she’d said, he was running a little late.  So, without any more hesitation, he quickly found his way into the bathroom, where he took a quick, scalding hot shower.   
 
    Once he’d finished showering, he wiped his hand across the foggy mirror to reveal his reflection.  A familiar face stared back at him.  Square-jawed, with a straight nose, and piercing blue eyes, he’d always known he was a handsome man.  A hint of black stubble, matching the hair on his head, sprouted from his jaw, which he quickly shaved. After that, he went back into the bedroom to find that Evelyn had already gotten up.  He could hear her in the kitchen down the hall.  They lived in an apartment that they paid far too much for because of its centralized location.  With Trent’s job as a tax attorney and Evelyn’s as an accountant, they could afford something bigger, but they’d have had to give up the convenience of being in the middle of the city.  At this stage of their lives together, neither would’ve been happy with that exchange.  So, the result was that it was a little smaller than either of them might’ve liked.   
 
    Trent quickly dressed in one of the suits he found in his closet, then met his wife in the kitchen.  She’d already made him a cup of coffee, which she handed to him without comment.  He said, “See you at work?”  
 
    She nodded.  “I suppose,” was her answer.  “One of these days, though, I’m going to quit and go solo.  I could make more money.”  
 
    It was an idle comment, and both knew that she wouldn’t soon leave her position.  The money was good enough, but the benefits - not least that, working at the same office, they could see each other far more than would otherwise be possible - were too great to ignore.  Besides, they’d met on the job, so the place had sentimentality going for it as well.   
 
    After a few more moments of idle chat, Trent gave his wife a kiss on the cheek and left for work.  During his short commute, Trent’s mind wandered, inevitably, to his kinks.  As was so often the case, he pictured his perfect submissive.  Shorter than him, sure.  Blonde.  A cherubic face.  Wide hips.  Small breasts.  Round ass.  And a tiny, almost vestigial penis.  In his mind, the sissy would’ve once been a manly man, strong and forceful, who’d been feminized by Trent’s more dominant personality.  It was arousing enough that he had to shift a bit in his seat, lest he grow completely erect.   
 
    The problem was that most of the boys he’d managed to snare were naturally effeminate.  Almost all were, like Bobby, already gay and halfway to femininity on their own, and they merely tolerated Evelyn’s participation because it was what he wanted.  But there was something about forcibly feminizing a real man, about seeing his masculinity melt away and be replaced by absolute submissive femininity.   
 
    As Trent pulled his brand-new BMW coupe into his parking space, he let out a shuddering breath.  He remained in his car for a long few minutes, thinking of everything but his fantasies, before the tent in his slacks subsided.  When it finally submitted to his self-control, Trent climbed out of the low-slung sports car and quickly covered the length of the parking garage, arriving at the elevator and riding it up to his firm’s floor.   
 
    For the rest of the day, Trent tried to concentrate on work instead of his many kinky fantasies.  It was difficult, considering that his job was so boring; when he’d gone to law school, he’d always imagined becoming a trial attorney, like he saw on television.  The reality, though, was that his current specialization was far more lucrative than anything else.  And he had bills to pay.  On top of that boredom, he couldn’t help but imagine every younger man he met being transformed into his perfect, little slave.  It was during one such flight of fancy that he stumbled upon an advertisement for something called “Sissy Island”.   
 
    Thinking it was a porn site, he ignored it at first.  However, curiosity got the best of him, and using a private browser, he clicked the link.  What he found took his breath away, and as he perused the details, he couldn’t stop the erection from forming in his pants.  Sissy Island, as it turned out, was just what its name implied: a resort populated by feminized men and boys.  They offered packages for men who wanted to be feminized as well as people or couples who wanted to enjoy those same feminized males.  He was so engrossed in the promotional website that he hardly even noticed when one of his coworkers shoved his way into his office. 
 
    Trent looked up, clicking furiously to scrub his desktop of the offending material.  After all, it was one thing to have a few unorthodox kinks; it was another thing entirely for his friends and coworkers to find out.  Thankfully, though, it was Bobby, looking disgustingly male in his hoodie and blue jeans.   
 
    Bobby pushed the door shut behind him.  “Hey,” he said.  At least his voice wasn’t deep.  It wasn’t the high-pitched tone he’d affected during their encounter the night before, but it was far from masculine.  “Can we talk?”  
 
    Trent nodded, saying, “Sure.  What’s up?”  
 
    Bobby winced as he sat down, and Trent smiled across the desk.  The boy was still sore.  That made him feel a little better, but he itched to go back to that website, to find out if it was, indeed, what it seemed to be.   
 
    “I wanted to talk about last night,” Bobby said.  “I…um…I had a really good time.”  
 
    “It was fun,” Trent agreed.  There was no need to tell the young man that he was tired of him.  Not until absolutely necessary.  Hopefully, Bobby would just drift away, like so many others had.   
 
    “Right, yeah,” Bobby said. “I’m…um…I don’t…I don’t usually do that kind of thing.  I’m not even gay.  I don’t think.  I mean…maybe…if…if you want…I could start taking hormones like you said, and -” 
 
    “That was just idle talk,” Trent said.  Indeed, at the time, Trent had been testing the waters to see how amenable to full feminization Bobby would be.  That he’d taken the bait so easily - and so quickly! - only served to smother Trent’s desire all the more.  “I wasn’t serious.  It was just a one-time thing, Robert.  No strings, like I said.” 
 
    “W-what?” Bobby asked.  Trent could see tears welling up in the boy’s eyes.  After only one encounter, he was well and truly hooked.  Of course, it had taken weeks to coax him into just the right frame of mind, but Trent didn’t count that.  “Just like that?  You’re dumping me?”  
 
    “We were never together,” Trent said, his tone colder than he really intended.  He wasn’t without sympathy, but if he indulged the young sissy’s emotions, he’d only hurt the boy worse.  A clean cut was better.  “You were just a plaything.  A toy.  We weren’t -” 
 
    “I could still be a toy!” he insisted.  “I’ll do whatever you want!  I’ll get surgery and take hormones and -” 
 
    “No,” said Trent.  “Just no.”  
 
    Bobby stared at the floor for a long moment before lifting his head.  “How can you be so heartless?” he asked. 
 
    “Practice,” Trent answered.  He gestured to the door, adding, “Now, please - I have work to do.”  
 
    Bobby didn’t immediately react, but when he did, a war of emotions raged on his young face.  Clearly, he wasn’t happy with the dismissal, but just as clearly, he badly wanted to obey Trent’s command.  And then there was the pain.  The sadness.  He’d obviously invested quite a bit more into the budding relationship than Trent had.  But in the end, he got up and stiffly made his way out of the office.  Trent couldn’t help but note that the boy still walked a little funny from the savage fucking he’d endured the night before.   
 
    Trent was just going back to the website when there was another knock at his office door.  He looked up to see one of the other partners, Gary Lewis, standing in the doorway.  “Got a sec?” the man asked.  He was tall, with broad shoulders, and a jaw that looked like it had been chipped from marble.  A brief image of the man kneeling at his feet and begging to be feminized flashed through Trent’s mind, and he couldn’t help but smile.  It wasn’t realistic, though.  Gary was a real man, and even if Trent could get him the right frame of mind, he would end up looking like a shaved lumberjack in panties.  Still, though, it was a pleasant fantasy.   
 
    “Sure,” Trent said.   
 
    Gary closed the door behind him, then asked, “What was that faggot doing up here?  He works downstairs.”  
 
    Trent silently seethed at the man’s casual bigotry.  “Is he gay?” he asked, forcing his voice into a neutral tone.  “I didn’t know.”  
 
    Gary shrugged. “The way he minces around here, he might as well be wearing a sign,” the big man answered, sliding into the chair that had, only a few moments before, been occupied by the boy in question.  “What’d he want?”  
 
    “Talking about the Simmons account,” Trent answered.  “He had a few questions about some -” 
 
    “Probably trying to sniff around for a sugar daddy,” Gary said, throwing his arm over the chair’s back.  “You know how their kind are.  Worse than women, if you ask me.  Bunch of degenerates.”  
 
    Trent humored the man, enduring his crass bigotry for a few more minutes before he realized that Gary didn’t really have anything to say.  He was just killing time.  So, when the dictates of politeness had been satisfied, he finally said, “Look - I was just finishing up a brief, but I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    Gary nodded.  He knew a dismissal when he heard one, so he said, “Sure, man.  Should’ve told me you were busy.”  
 
    Even so, it took another five minutes before Gary found his way out of Trent’s office.  Trent, for his part, felt like he was just counting the seconds until he could go back to the website and see what Sissy Island was really all about.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I think it could be really good for us,” said Trent, a huge grin spread across his face.  The rest of his work day had been spent browsing the Sissy Island website, and he had discovered that it was, as far as he could tell, his own personal heaven.  Not only were the sissies there as close to perfect as he could imagine, it was precisely the hedonistic paradise he’d hoped it would be. 
 
    “Really?” Evelyn asked.  She sat beside him on their couch, her legs tucked under her as she looked at the laptop’s screen.  “I mean, how is this different from any other sex resort?”  
 
    “Other than the fact that it caters to people who love sissies?” he asked.  “I mean, you saw those pictures on there, right?”  
 
    She sighed, looking up as she said, “Problematic nomenclature aside…so what?”  
 
    “Think about it,” Trent said, sweeping his hand across his body as if setting a scene.  “Perfect, little sissies everywhere, just waiting - no, begging - to get fucked.  And the best part?  You get to see them get feminized.  Everything’s recorded.  Normal guys go in, sissies come out.  It’s kind of perfect.”  
 
    Indeed, one of the reasons the place could attract so many willing young men was because it offered an all-inclusive feminization service that far outstripped what was possible via normal surgery and hormones.  And on top of that, all the changes were completely reversible, so if being feminized wasn’t all it was cracked up to be, a sissy could opt back into his old life.  Not that Trent cared much about how they created the main attraction, just that they met his admittedly high standards.   
 
    He described this and more, ending with, “I think it’s perfect for us.  What do you think?”  
 
    “Sure,” she said.  “Next vacation, we can -” 
 
    “I’ve already requested a year-long sabbatical,” he said, grinning.  “We have plenty of savings to see us through it.” 
 
    “A year?” she choked.   
 
    “A year,” he responded.  “Come on.  Even if we get tired of the sissy stuff, it’s still a tropical island.  We’re still young.  If we’re ever going to do something like this, this is the time.”  
 
    Evelyn looked back and forth between the laptop’s screen, on which was a photo of a pair of beautiful, naked sissies - one blonde, the other brunette, and Trent.  Clearly, she had her reservations.  But then again, she’d never been quite as into the fetish quite as thoroughly as Trent.   
 
    In the end, though, she loved her husband, and she wanted him to be happy. On top of that, she had few objections to spending an entire year lounging on the beach.  So, she said, “Okay.  But only if I can guarantee my job will be there when we get back.”  
 
    Trent grinned, then said, “I’ll take care of that.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trent leaned on the ferry’s railing, his eyes following the boat’s wake.  So far, the trip had been incredibly frustrating, but then again, traveling usually was.  They’d had two separate layovers before arriving at the first stop of their destination, from which they’d boarded a ferry for the trip out to the island proper.  It would still be another couple of hours before they arrived, and not for the first time, Trent found himself wishing they’d opted in on the helicopter.  It would’ve been far more expensive, straining their budget to the limit of what they could afford, but as he felt his stomach twisting itself into knots, he regretted not exercising that option.   
 
    “I have some motion sickness pills if you want,” came a soft voice from his left.  Trent turned to see a slight man with shoulder-length, blonde hair.  Though he wore a Hawaiian shirt and a pair of long shorts, the masculine attire could do nothing to disguise his obvious femininity.  Pair that with the knowledge of their destination, and Trent could recognize a sissy when he saw one.  However, he decided not to make a big deal of it; after all, when they arrived at the resort, there would be no hiding it.   
 
    “I’m good,” Trent said.  “Thanks, though.” 
 
    “I’m Henry,” the man said, extending his hand.  Trent took it, noting how soft and delicate it was.  At another time, Trent might’ve started the young man down the path toward feminization, but as it stood, he knew he didn’t have to.  It would come for him soon enough, regardless.   
 
    “Trent,” he said.  “You here with anyone?”  
 
    Henry glanced back toward the enclosed area where most passengers rode.  There were almost a dozen of them, of mixed gender, though there were more males than females.  Trent had already studied them, trying to figure out which of them were going to the island for transformation and which were going to enjoy the fruits of said change.  For some, like Henry, it was obvious.  There were a couple of big men with all sorts of alpha energy back there, too.  But for some, Trent couldn’t tell.  And that excited him, because he could easily imagine them leaving lives where everyone thought they were big, masculine men, only to spend their vacations getting fucked at Sissy Island.   
 
    Henry said, “My wife.  She…um…she’s kind of…you know…she kind of made me come with her.”  
 
    “Oh?” Trent said, further excited by the idea that there were other dominant women onboard.  He got so turned on when Evelyn fucked one of the sissies he brought home.  “I’m sure she’d get along with my wife, Evelyn.” 
 
    “Wait…are you…I mean…you’re here with your wife?” the effeminate man asked.  “Like, is she…I don’t know how to put this, exactly.  I’m not really into this culture.  But my wife sometimes makes me call her mistress.  Is that what your wife is?  Is she your mistress?”  
 
    Trent stared at the little man for a long moment in confusion.  Then, that confusion turned to annoyance.  Annoyance to anger.  Had he just implied that Trent was there to be feminized?  Did he have eyes?  Did Trent really look like a simpering sissy?  He knew he didn’t.   
 
    Thankfully, Henry recognized his mistake straightaway.  “Oh, I’m sorry!” he said, a hint of a lisp making its way into his voice.  “I don’t know why I said that!  I didn’t mean to imply…I…you know…I’m sorry.  I don’t need to know your business.”  
 
    With a force of will, Trent calmed himself before saying, “No - it’s no problem.  I suppose we should all get used to certain assumptions being made.  Everything’s out in the open, now.  Especially with where we’re all going.  But to answer your question, no.  My wife and I are both dominant.  We like to find pretty, little things to play with.  That’s why we’re coming here.”  
 
    “Oh,” said Trent, a hint of disappointment in his voice.  “You mean you like…ah…God, can I even say it?”  He took a deep breath, then said, “Sissies.  Isn’t that, like, a slur, now?  It seems incredibly politically incorrect.”  
 
    “I don’t think anyone here’s really worried about that,” he said.  “Do you?”  
 
    Henry shook his head.  “M-maybe not,” he said.  He glanced back toward the other passengers, and Trent followed the feminine man’s eyes to see a tall woman standing with her arms crossed.  She was staring a hole in Henry.  “Oh.  That’s my wife, Kara.  I need to go back to her.  I’ll see you at the resort, I’m sure.”  
 
    Trent gave the boy his most charming smile, then said, “I’m sure I will.  I look forward to it.”  
 
    Henry blushed, knowing exactly what was on Trent’s mind.  However, he didn’t tarry long before scurrying back to his domineering wife.  She shot Trent a glare, then dragged the man back inside.  Trent didn’t care, though, because he’d gotten a hint of what was to come.  And he was already hooked. 
 
    He remained at the rail for another twenty minutes, just staring out at the waves as they slowly made their way to the island that would be their home for the next year.  They’d already been going for a while, and Trent was anxious to arrive.  His meeting with Henry had only enhanced his excitement.   
 
    After a while, Evelyn approached.  She didn’t say anything at first, and Trent didn’t turn to acknowledge her.  He only knew it was his wife because he could smell the familiar scent of her perfume.  Finally, she broke the silence, saying, “I was talking to a woman inside.”  
 
    “Yeah?” said Trent.  “And?”  
 
    “She expressed some doubt that a pair of alphas could coexist in the same relationship,” she said.  “She thinks that there’s always got to be one dominant person and one submissive.  That’s how her marriage works.”  
 
    “What do you think?” he asked, turning to face her. 
 
    “I think we make it work just fine,” she said.  “We…wait, is that it?”  
 
    Trent followed her pointing finger toward the horizon, where a distinct landmass was beginning to take shape.  As the drew closer, he could make out a prominent peak as well as the greenery of a tropical forest of trees.  It was much bigger than he had expected. 
 
    “It looks like it,” he said, feeling his stomach turning flips. 
 
    The island quickly resolved into a recognizable shape as the ferry closed the gap, and soon, Trent could make out pristine white beaches, which were populated with tiny dots that he knew were people.  The boat swung wide, so he couldn’t get a good look at them, which only served to exacerbate his excitement.  By the time they reached a dock on the other side of the island, almost another forty minutes had passed.  Once they were safely docked, Trent’s excitement had reached a fever pitch.  When they finally disembarked, they were greeted by a woman in a crisp, white suit.   
 
    She said, “Welcome, guests, to Sissy Island.  I’m Ashley Black, the resort’s head administrator, and I expect to make your stay a memorable one.  If you would all follow me, we’ll get you checked in.”  
 
    Trent shot his wife a quick grin, then practically pulled her along the dock behind him.  The sooner they got checked in, the sooner they could start to enjoy the island’s unique attractions.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trent tried not to gape as the white-clad woman led them into what she labeled the Welcome Center.  Not only was the place much larger than he would’ve expected, but it was furnished like a five-star hotel lobby.  Marble abounded, only giving way to polished wood.  In the center of the room was a huge fountain with a statue depicting a trio of ultra-feminine boys, their arms stretched toward the giant skylight in the ceiling.   
 
    Miss Black, their guide, led them to a series of velvet ropes, at the end of which was the single largest man Trent had ever seen in person.  If he was an inch under seven feet tall, Trent would’ve been surprised, and he was built like an NFL defensive lineman.  His bulging muscles were only barely constrained by the khaki slacks and white, button-up shirt.  He watched them over the shoulder of a woman who sat at a desk.  Behind the pair was a single door. 
 
    “Right,” said Black, turning to face them with a beaming smile.  “Arrange yourselves in a line.  Yes, like that.  Fantastic.  I’m sure some of you know this, so forgive me if this explanation is redundant.  Company rules, you see.  If I could skip it, I would.  Behind me are Mr. Duncan and Miss Leah.  One by one, you’ll go to her, and she’ll send you on to the medical exam.  After that, you’ll be sorted into your proper places.  Any questions?”  
 
    Trent didn’t have any, but he’d thoroughly read the entire orientation pamphlet.  Multiple times, even.  He was ready, which was why he’d planted himself at the front of the line.  No one had even considered challenging him.   
 
    Black directed smiled at him, then said, “I see we’ve got an eager one.  Step right up.”  
 
    Trent strode forward confidently, and when he reached Leah, he said, “My name is Trent Sims.”  
 
    Leah typed something onto a tablet, then smiled up at him.  “Ah, a platinum member,” she said.  “Step into that room, then it’ll be the first door on your right.  Enjoy your stay.”  
 
    Trent announced that he would, then followed her instructions.  The difference between the Welcome Center and the adjacent hall was night and day.  If the former resembled the lobby of a high-end hotel, the latter looked like it belonged in a hospital.  Or maybe that was the distinctly antiseptic smell.  In either case, Trent wasted no time in finding the proper door.  He pushed through it to find what looked like a typical doctor’s examination room.  And true to form, there was a slim man in a white coat inside.   
 
    “Welcome, welcome!” the man said, extending his hand.  Trent shook it.  “I’m Dr. Osa.  I’ll be performing your medical examination today.”  
 
    “I sent my tests in already,” Trent said. 
 
    The doctor took the objection in stride, saying, “I’m sure you did, or you wouldn’t have made it this far.  I’m certain you understand that we’ve got to be extra careful around here.  It is a sex resort, after all.  Part of what you’re paying for is a clean, safe experience.  So, today, we’ll screen you for sexually transmitted diseases.  In addition, we’ll do what we can to…ahem…enhance your performance for the duration of your stay.”  
 
    Trent had read about that, too.  The testimonials he’d read had likened it to being on a low dose of Viagra, but different in some ways.  He didn’t really understand it, save that he saw the enhancement as a good thing.  The last thing he wanted was to go limp at the wrong time.  Still, he couldn’t keep himself from asking, “And what is it, exactly?  None of the literature was specific.”  
 
    The doctor smiled.  “Trade secret,” he said in a conspiratorial voice.  Then, he laughed.  “No, seriously - it’s completely safe.  Basically, it’s a neurostimulant that removes the roadblocks that keep you from peak sexual performance.  Nothing to be worried about, at all.  We’ve been using it for more than a decade.  It’s perfectly safe.”  
 
    “Ah,” Trent said. “I guess we should get on with it, then.  I’m sure you’ve got a lot of people to see today.”  
 
    And then the doctor’s examination commenced.  Trent had endured quite a lot of physicals in his day.  After all, he’d played sports throughout his childhood, even earning a scholarship to play lacrosse in college.  But in all his twenty-seven years, he’d never been as thoroughly examined as he was that day.  No nook or cranny was left unexplored.  He was poked and prodded and tested until he was sure they’d exhausted all the possibilities.  And then he was tested some more.  By the time the doctor sent him into the next, adjoining room, Trent was well and truly out of sorts.  Still, he was glad to find that he was perfectly healthy.  That was something, at least. 
 
    In any case, he was one step closer to the realization of his every fantasy, so he suppressed any annoyance he felt as he stepped out of the examination room and into the next step in his orientation.  As the door closed behind him, he took only a moment to notice that the room was completely bare, but with metal walls that looked like they’d been assembled from a series of identical squares.  He went forward, and when he reached the center of the room, a feminine, yet plainly artificial voice said, “Stop there, please.”  
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    The voice didn’t answer.  However, as soon as he stopped, he felt a pair of metal bands cuff themselves around his ankles.  Then, as he turned his alarmed attention to his feet, another pair slapped themselves around his wrists.  He pulled against his bonds, but he was pinned in place.  Looking up, he saw that his wrist’s shackles had descended form the ceiling just as the cuffs around his ankles had snaked out from the floor. 
 
    “Do not be alarmed,” the voice said.  “You must be immobile for the next step in your preparation.”  
 
    With an effort of will, Trent forced himself to stop struggling, and as soon as he relaxed, the room whirred into motion.  All around him, the metal squares swung open to reveal a complex series of rods and wheels that eventually resolved themselves into mechanical arms.  And they were systematically cutting his clothing from his body.  It was an efficient process, so by the time he realized what was going on, Trent was shivering in the center of the room, completely naked and with a pile of rags at his feet.  They soon disappeared, dragged into one of the holes near his feet.   
 
    “Denuding process initiating,” came the voice.   
 
    A series of nozzles jutted from beneath the room’s panels, and soon, they were spraying some sort of foam all over Trent’s body.  Within seconds, it began to tingle.  Then, to burn.  But before the discomfort turned into real pain, another set of nozzles sprayed water all over him, washing the stinging foam away.  When it went, it took every follicle of body hair with it.  Eyebrows, eyelashes, and hair, too, judging by the slight tingling he felt in their place.   
 
    An arm extended from the ceiling, and for a moment, it hovered in front of Trent’s face.  It flashed a series of red lights, then Trent felt a warm sensation where his eyebrows used to be.  Then, the feeling extended to the edges of his eyelids, his head, and, finally, in a spot just above his penis.  When it finally faded, the disembodied voice said, “Hair growth controlled.  Initializing facial adjustment.”  
 
    That’s when Trent screamed, a wordless howl that accomplished nothing.  And when a metal band clamped itself to his head, preventing him from moving even that, he started yelling for help.  It didn’t come, and soon, a series of needles were working their way all over his face.  Then, after the voice announced the commencement of “Body adjustment”, a different set of needles started working their way over his entire body.  He wasn’t sure, especially in his panicked state, but he thought the needles had an especially heavy concentration on his hips and butt.   
 
    When the needles had finished their work, Trent thought his nightmare was over.  He had no idea what was being done to him, but he knew it couldn’t be good.  The machine was silent for a couple of minutes, and Trent hoped it had finished its torturous ministrations.  He wasn’t so lucky, though, because the artificial voice soon said, “Inserting plug.”  
 
    Suddenly, Trent found himself bent over, with his legs spread.  He’d never felt so vulnerable in all his life.  He renewed his screams, his scratchy, hoarse voice echoing in the metal-clad room.  But there was no one to help him.  No one could stop the machine from shoving something substantial between his parted cheeks.  Tears streamed down his cheeks as he felt like he was being ripped in two.  But it didn’t matter.  He’d descended into hell, and nothing could save him.   
 
    He was so miserable that he hardly even noticed a sharp stinging on his left butt cheek.  But he certainly noticed when the machine announced, “Stamp complete.  Beginning penile adjustment.”  
 
    After spending what felt like hours - but was probably a fraction of that - struggling against his bonds, Trent didn’t have the energy to resist as yet another arm extended from the wall and sprayed something on his genitals.  It felt like nothing.  And besides, Trent was far too focused on the other arm coming closer.  It held a tiny, pink device that he recognized all too well.  He’d forced more than a few of his projects to wear them before.   
 
    So, even as exhausted and hoarse as he was, he found a way to scream bloody murder as the chastity cage was clamped over his cock.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trent stumbled out of the torture chamber, his legs unsteady as he almost fell to the floor.  Luckily, he staggered into someone, who kept him on his feet. 
 
    “Are you okay?” came a soft voice.  Trent looked up to see a completely hairless face staring back at him.  It looked so alien that it took a moment for him to recognize Henry.   
 
    “W-what the hell happened?” he managed to croak.  “What is going on?”  
 
    “You lied to me,” Henry pouted.   
 
    “I don’t -” 
 
    “Alright, sissies!” a strong voice erupted from the head of the room.  Trent extricated himself from Henry’s arms, then looked around.  He was surrounded by naked, hairless bodies.  Each and every one looked blotchy, but they all were bald.  And they all had pink cages around their genitals.  Finally, Trent noted that each of them had a tattooed stamp on their left cheek that said “Sissy”.  At the front of the room stood Miss Black, who was standing behind a podium.  “Eyes up here!  And quiet down.” 
 
    Mr. Duncan loomed behind her, still silent.  Still intimidating and huge.   
 
    Miss Black said, “You are all here because you wanted to be the best sissies you can be.  We’re here to help you become just that.  Apologies if the machine was a bit rough, but you’ll experience more rough treatment before your stay is finished.  Most of you like that sort of thing, anyway.”  
 
    She said it with a knowing smirk, and the gathered sissies giggled in response.  She went on, saying, “For the next month, we’ll continue to help you to cultivate the sissy inside you, but in doing so, there is a possibility that you will resist.  Know that we will not tolerate bad behavior, especially during your training.”  
 
    The woman proceeded to explain that they’d each be assigned to dormitories and that a senior counselor would soon find them.  After that, she turned and left the room.  Pointedly, Mr. Duncan stayed behind.  After a few moments, a pair of doors in the far corners of the room opened, admitting a group of women.  All were wearing what looked like porn-star versions of schoolgirl outfits, complete with criminally short, tartan skirts, knee-high stockings, white blouses tied at their midriffs, and a pair of white, patent leather high heels that would’ve been at home on a group of strippers.   
 
    Trent was in shock.  Not only had he been thoroughly humiliated and emasculated, but he could scarcely bring himself to speak, much less object.  So, he was standing there, mouth slightly open, when a pretty redhead approached him.  Her hair had been arranged in pigtails, and she had a voice that belonged to a particularly peppy high school cheerleader. 
 
    “And you must be Trent!” she said, smiling broadly.  Her every step looked like a bounce, and each one ruffled the skirt just enough that Trent could see her white thong.  More, there was the tiniest bulge down there, which led Trent to believe that she wasn’t a woman at all, but rather a sissy.  “I’m Destiny, your big sissy sister.  If you’d follow me, we’ll get you settled in!”  
 
    She turned to stride away, but Trent’s hand darted out, grabbing her wrist.  He spun her around, half-shouting, “There’s been a huge mistake!  I’m not supposed to be here!”  
 
    In an instant, Trent found himself pinned against the wall as Mr. Duncan loomed over him.  “No touching,” he growled.   
 
    “It…it’s okay, Mr. Duncan,” came a strained voice.  Destiny poked her - or his? - head out from around the man’s wide body.  “You said there’s been a mistake?  We have to take this to Miss Black.”  
 
    The huge man obviously didn’t agree, but he also didn’t seem like the sort of guy who made any sort of official decisions.  He was muscle, and that was it.  In the end, Destiny’s plea won out, and before Trent knew what was going on, he was being dragged from the room by Mr. Duncan.   
 
    They traversed a series of hallways, making two lefts and a right until, eventually, they found their way to an office.  Through it all, Trent was distinctly aware of his own nudity - and the tiny, pink cage compressing his manhood.  He couldn’t feel it, but he feared what such a device could do to his proud member.   
 
    As Duncan shoved Trent inside, Miss Black stood behind a huge, ebony desk.  The office itself was tastefully decorated in a modern style, all sleek woods, shiny glass, and gleaming metal, but it seemed impersonal.  Like nobody actually used it.  There were no personal effects.  No photos.  Nothing but a few impressionistic art pieces, a couple of formless sculptures, and a computer monitor on the desk.   
 
    “What’s this?” asked Black.   
 
    “This one says there was a mistake,” Duncan grunted.   
 
    Black shook her head.  “There’s always one,” she said.  Then, to Destiny, she said, “You couldn’t handle this yourself?”  
 
    Destiny hung her head, saying, “No, ma’am.  I didn’t think -” 
 
    “Good,” Black said.  “You’re not supposed to think.  Both of you, wait outside while I tend to…ah -” she looked Trent up and down, continuing, “Mr. Sims.” 
 
    The two quickly exited the room, leaving Trent to stand naked in front of Miss Black.  He tried to throw his shoulders back, to seem confident and strong.  But he didn’t feel it, not naked, with his cock bound by pink plastic, and completely denuded of hair.  Never mind the plug pulsing in his rectum, which still throbbed in dull pain.   
 
    “So,” said the white-clad woman, leaning forward, her hands on the desk. “You say there’s been a mistake, do you?  Trying to back out of the contract you signed?”  
 
    “What?” he said.  “No.  I mean, yes.  I don’t know.  But I wasn’t supposed to be here.  Not like this.  Not as a…a…s-sissy.”  
 
    Even the word sounded soft as it left his mouth.   
 
    “Is that so?” she asked.  She sat at the desk, then punched a few keys on her computer.  A few seconds later, she asked, “Then why does it say here that you signed up for a year’s stay as one of our sissies?”  
 
    “I…I didn’t,” he said.  “I’m not supposed to be -” 
 
    “Do you want to know what I think happened?” she asked, standing back up.  In her heels, she towered over him.  She must’ve been well over six-feet tall without them.  “I think you’re having second thoughts.  I think you’re scared.  I think you’re trying to back out of your commitment.”  
 
    Clearly, there’d been some sort of mistake in the paperwork, but if it had made its way this far, it probably wasn’t going away.  Trent’s experience as a lawyer told him that he only had one choice.  He had to cut his stay short.   
 
    “He said, she said,” he muttered.  “I just want to go home, now.  Just give me some clothes, get me off this fucking island, and I’ll let this all go.”  
 
    Black laughed.  “So generous of you,” she said.  “And what about the cancellation fees?”  
 
    “W-what?” he asked.   
 
    “You have to know you’re not the first one to get cold feet,” she said, circling the desk.  When she had, she stepped close to him.  Leaning close, she almost whispered, “There’s always one closeted sissy who’s too afraid of embracing his real self.”  She ran a fingernail along Trent’s smooth, hairless skin.  “I’ve heard every excuse.  I’ve fielded every complaint.  But you must know that, even now, we’ve invested quite a lot in you.  We have costs.”  
 
    “I’ll pay them,” he croaked.  “Just -” 
 
    She stepped away.  “If only it were that simple,” she said.  “But the fact of the matter is that places in our little resort are valuable thing.  We’ve turned down other potential clients to accommodate you.  What about that lost income?  That lost opportunity.”  
 
    “Fine,” he said, irritated.  Her arguments made perfect sense.  “Keep what I’ve already paid.  I don’t care.  Just -” 
 
    “Again, you’re not seeing the whole picture, here,” the tall woman said.  “If I let you go, there’s a void in the resort.  An empty room.  An empty spot.  Men and women come here to enjoy their time with a bevy of beautiful sissies.  If we have one less, the equilibrium gets thrown off.  Maybe it’s fine.  But maybe one of our other clients has to go without a companion when he wants one.  That can’t be tolerated.  Not without recompense.  Thus, the cancellation fees - which, I’ll remind you, were part of the contract you’ve already signed.”  
 
    “How much?” he asked.  She told him, and he almost choked.  It was an exorbitant sum, and even if he cashed out his retirement plan, he wouldn’t have enough.  “But…b-but I don’t have that much!”  
 
    “Then, I suppose you’ve only got one option,” Miss Black said, a venomous smile spreading across her lips.  “Welcome to Sissy Island, indeed.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “It’s not so bad,” said Destiny, patting Trent on the arm as they walked down the hall.  “It’ll all grow back, and better than before.  I promise.”  
 
    That jerked Trent out of his shocked state.  “W-what?” he asked. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “Your hair, silly,” she said.  “It’ll be shoulder-length in a few days.  Maybe a week.  And it’ll be gorgeous.  They just get rid of it so they can start fresh.  It’s the same with your eyebrows and eyelashes.”  
 
    That certainly made sense, a logical, detached part of Trent’s mind insisted.  Nobody wanted a group of bald sissies running around, after all.  And he wasn’t so out of it that he couldn’t figure out bits and pieces of the rest.  Obviously, his body hair had all been removed, for one.  And doubtless, the plug throbbing in his ass was meant to prepare him for a year spent being fucked.   
 
    He almost fainted just thinking of that eventuality.  Thankfully, Destiny was there for him to lean on as they made their way through the facility and to what she called the dorm room.  She led him inside, where a pair of other naked, bald men waited.  One of them was Henry.   
 
    “Where did you go?” the effeminate man asked.  Trent didn’t answer, but Destiny made up for the lack, explaining that they’d had to take care of something with Miss Black.  Meanwhile, Trent studied the room.   
 
    It wasn’t huge, but it wasn’t small, either, and it was dominated by a huge, oversized bed with what looked like silk sheets.  In each corner of the room stood a door, which Destiny quickly explained led to their respective closets.  Otherwise, the room was bare - except for a large cup sitting on the room’s lone table.  Destiny retrieved it, then shoved it into Trent’s hand, telling him to drink up.   
 
    “What is it?” he asked. 
 
    “Meal replacement shake,” said Henry.  “We’ll be drinking them for the first few weeks.  Didn’t you read the orientation pamphlet?”  
 
    Trent had, but he given that he hadn’t read anything about meal replacements, body hair removal, or having a butt plug shoved up his ass, he was beginning to think that he’d gotten a different orientation pamphlet than the others.  Which made sense, considering that he wasn’t even supposed to be there.   
 
    “But what’s in it?” he persisted. 
 
    Destiny answered, “Everything a growing sissy needs.  Just drink it.  If you don’t, one of the men will come in and make you.”  
 
    “Jesus,” Trent muttered, staring at the semi-solid liquid.  It looked just like any other protein shake, but he knew it wasn’t.   
 
    “I’m missing something, aren’t I?” asked the last of the room’s occupants.  He was a short, stocky young man who looked like he’d eaten one too many donuts in his day.  If he was more than twenty years old, Trent would’ve been surprised.  “Why don’t you want to drink it?”  
 
    “Trent says the resort made a mistake,” Destiny said.  “He doesn’t really want to be here.”  
 
    “Wait, what?” asked the young man.  “Why wouldn’t you want to be here?  This place is awesome.”  
 
    Trent glared at him, and the young man shrank away.  “Because I’m not a fucking sissy,” he muttered.  “I was supposed to be on the other side of things.  That’s what I signed up for.”  
 
    “Oh,” said the plump young man.  “That sucks.”  
 
    “That’s enough, Phillip,” said Destiny.  “Don’t antagonize him.” She smiled broadly - obviously a forced expression - then said, “Why don’t we do this?  While Trent finish his shake, we should all introduce ourselves.  Give us your name, then something about yourself, and why you’re here.  I’ll go first.”  
 
    Without much choice, Trent took a sip of the shake.  Surprisingly, it tasted like the best milkshake he’d ever had.  Rich and creamy and…wait, why couldn’t he pin down a precise flavor?  Was it vanilla?  Chocolate?  Strawberry?  He couldn’t tell, but he did know it was amazing, so he didn’t think twice before taking his second sip.  Meanwhile, Destiny introduced herself.  Or himself.   
 
    “My name’s Destiny, obviously,” she said, flipping her hair.  “I’m a Capricorn, and I’ve been here for four years.  Before that, my name was David.  Yuck, right?  Anyway, I’m a counselor here, and my job is to help new sissies during the transition period.  So, I’m here for you anytime you have a question or a concern.”  
 
    She’d never stopped smiling, save when she’d mentioned her old, male name, and when she did, her frown had been as exaggerated as her smile.  It reminded Trent of the cheerleaders back in high school and college.   
 
    “Okay, I guess I’ll go next,” said Phillip.  “Um…my name’s…ah…Phillip, but my roommate calls me Felicia.  Boyfriend, I guess, now.  Anyway, we were assigned to the same dorm during freshman year, and he found my stash of panties, so he’s been…um…we’ve been doing stuff ever since.  He paid for us to come here, mostly so they could make me prettier.  I think if I’m pretty enough, he’ll start calling me his girlfriend and introduce me to his parents.”  
 
    Pathetic.  No doubt, the boyfriend was using the naive sissy.  Trent had done the same on countless occasions.  Promises were easy to make, after all.   
 
    “My turn?” said Henry.  Destiny nodded at him, encouraging him to go ahead.  “I’m Henry.  When I married my wife, she insisted on a female-led relationship.  That means she kind of wears the pants in our household.  Which means I’m supposed to wear the panties.  That’s why she brought me here.  She wants me to get more used to it so I can be a proper sissy husband.”  
 
    When Trent didn’t immediately pick up where Henry had left off, Destiny asked, “What about you, Trent?  What brought you here?”  
 
    For a moment, he thought about telling them just how much he enjoyed dominating and fucking feminized men - which, as the thought crossed his mind, he admitted would be stupid.  But something in him wanted to trust his new roommates.  And, instinctively, he knew that desire didn’t originate in his own mind.  Already, he suspected the place of manipulating him, and he refused to let it win.  So, he said as little as possible. 
 
    “My name’s Trent,” I said. “I came here with my wife because I thought it would be a good vacation.  But that was before they basically kidnapped me.  I won’t be here long, though.  I can assure you that.”  
 
    Destiny frowned at him, and for a split second, he wanted nothing more than to turn that frown back into a smile.  In that moment, he might’ve done anything just to do so.  However, it passed quickly.   
 
    “Well, there’s no time to waste,” Destiny said.  “Let’s get you three into your uniforms.”  
 
    “Uniforms?” they all said in unison, and Destiny laughed.   
 
    “We can’t have you all traipsing around naked, can we?  We’d never get anything done!” she said, walking toward one of the closets.  Trent and the other two followed, and he soon saw that it had the name, “Felicia” stenciled in pink letters upon its facing.  He glanced at one of the other corners and saw that it had been decorated with the name “Heather”.  The other bore the name “Trixie”.   
 
    As Destiny opened the closet, she - or he; Trent still wasn’t certain of which pronoun to use - explained, “These are all personalized closets for each one of you.  This one belongs to you, Phillip.  You’ll find that everything inside fits you perfectly.” She quickly gathered a few hanging garments, then rummaged in one of the drawers for a few more.  When she emerged from the closet, her arms were full of clothing.  She handed the bundle to Phillip, then guided the others to their own closets.  Trent got the closet belonging to Trixie, and when he was given his uniform, he almost walked out right then and there, financial penalties be damned.   
 
    “You really expect me to wear this?” he asked, holding up the tartan skirt.  It was a twin to the one Destiny wore, though it was sized quite a bit bigger for Trent’s frame.   
 
    “It’s the uniform,” was her only response.  To Trent, it sounded like a challenge, but it was one he knew he couldn’t win.  After all, he’d already conceded the moment he’d left Miss Black’s office.  So, he swallowed his pride and started getting dressed, just like the others.   
 
    The panties were surprisingly comfortable, and the knee-high stockings went on without much of a hitch.  However, he had a little trouble with the skirt until he solved his problem by zipping it up in the front, the rotating it until the zipper was in the back.  But the blouse conquered him, and he was forced to ask for help.   
 
    “I don’t know how to tie it,” he admitted. 
 
    She beamed at him.  “This is the attitude I want to see!” she said, already helping him.  “Nobody even had to tell Trixie to tie her shirt, but she’s doing it anyway.  That’s a sissy after my own heart.”  
 
    The other two glared at him, and Trent tried to say that he was only mimicking her, but nobody was hearing his objections.  In the end, they were all dressed in their uniforms, and to Trent’s eye, they looked ridiculous.  Like a bunch of bald men in skirts.  Or wait - was that fuzz growing from Phillips head?  Did he have the hint of elegantly arched eyebrows?  No.  Of course not.  It was just a trick of the light, he though.   
 
    “Alright, sissies!” said Destiny, faux excitement in her voice.  “Follow me!”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “As you all know,” said Miss Black, standing at the front of what could only be called a classroom.  It was a rectangular space, longer than it was wide, and it was populated by a series of blocky desks that were built into the floor.  At the head of the room was a podium, behind which the tall woman stood, and behind her, there was a projection screen.  “Your time on Sissy Island will be a transformative experience.  That is, of course, the very reason many of you are here.  Over the next month, you will be molded into the perfect version of yourselves.  The most feminine, submissive sissy you can be.”  
 
    There was a titter from a few of the other sissies - all of which were wearing variations of the same outfit Trent and his roommates had been forced to don.  One and all, they looked absolutely ridiculous, like a group of hairless men who’d donned the wrong Halloween costumes.   
 
    “But with all worthwhile pursuits, there will be sacrifices,” Black went on, pacing back and forth in front of the projection screen.  “There will be rules.  Some of them will seem onerous.  Others, you may actually enjoy.  However, they are all there for your benefit, to help you along your pursuit.  Are there any questions so far?”  
 
    Trent wanted nothing more than to stand up and shout the woman down, to declare that he in no way, shape, or form wanted to be transformed into a sissy.  No - that he wouldn’t be.  Whatever they had planned wouldn’t work on him.  He was certain of it.  He wanted to say that and so much more, but his pantied ass remained firmly planted in the seat of his desk, the uncomfortable butt plug making him squirm every so often.   
 
    “No?” said the tall woman.  “Good.  Now - the first rule is a simple one.  You do as you’re told.  No questions.  No objections.  And no hesitation.  We don’t have time to coddle you into subservience.”  
 
    She went on, holding up a pair of fingers as she said, “Rule number two concerns your little cages.  Even if you somehow manage to figure how to remove them, you will do no such thing.  No one wants to see a sissy running around with a disgustingly erect clitty.”  
 
    Another finger went up, and she said, “Which brings me to rule number three.  The plugs in your boy-pussies are there for a variety of reasons, not least of which is to make sure you can accommodate real cocks.  If you were to remove them, you would only be hurting yourselves.”  
 
    As the woman went on, Trent stared at her in dejection.  And more than a little arousal.  If he’d been watching a video of the proceedings - rather than being subjected to them - he would’ve been overwhelmed with desire.  After all, he’d imagined a hundred different ways to mold a feminine boy into his perfect sissy.  Before he met Evelyn, it had been his favorite masturbatory material.  Even now, dressed up like some macabre, bald version of a schoolgirl, he felt his cock twitching with need every time he imagined one of the nearby boys being subjected to such rules.   
 
    But he wasn’t on the outside looking in.  He was right in the middle of it, and soon, he’d find himself subjected to those same feminizing rules - and whatever else Miss Black had planned for them.  It was not a comforting thought, especially considering that he had first-hand experience in how effective many of those techniques were.   
 
    “Now,” said Miss Black, jerking Trent from his reverie.  “We’ll move on to the next phase of your training.  Making yourselves presentable.”  
 
    She clapped her hands sharply, and the door opened, admitting a trio of young women, one of which was Destiny.  She walked like she’d been born in a pair of heels, and Trent could easily tell that, beneath her schoolgirl outfit, there was a perfected body with curves in all the right places.  Each of the girls carried a stack of cases, which were about eighteen inches wide.  They started putting them on the would-be sissies’ desks, and when Trent received his, he realized that it was a huge makeup case that, when it opened, would reveal a mirror on the underside of its lid.   
 
    As the counselors handed out the makeup cases, another group of veteran sissies entered the room pushing wheeled carts with a series of boxes stacked on them.  As each of the sissies-in-training received a box, Miss Black stood at the head of the classroom, observing the proceedings with a keen eye.  When everything had been passed out, she told the counselors - it seemed there was one for each of the fifteen seated sissies in the room - to stand against the walls.  They obeyed without a hint of hesitation.   
 
    “Good,” said Miss Black.  “Inside those boxes, you’ll find a custom-made wig.  Remove them.”  
 
    With trembling hands, Trent opened his box and pulled a mass of blonde tresses from a mannequin’s head.  The others did the same, only their wigs were a variety of colors.  Red.  Blonde.  Black.  Brown.  There were even a few that were in shades no natural head of human hair had ever been.  As they did so, the counselors stepped up behind their would-be students, one to a sissy, and waited for Miss Black to say, “Now, we’ll get those into place.  They’re not as good as the real thing, but it’ll take a week or two for your real hair to grow back the way it should.  So, these wigs will have to do.  The counselors behind you will assist you for the remainder of this lesson.  Obey them as you would me.”  
 
    As it happened, Destiny had found her way to Trent’s shoulder.  “Oh, blonde!  Like me!” she said.  “So lucky!  I would hate to be something so horrible as a brunette.”  
 
    One of the other nearby counselors cut her eyes at Destiny, but the bubbly blonde didn’t notice.  Instead, she chatted amiably as she helped Trent don the wig.  It was a more complicated procedure than he might’ve expected, and it included using a variety of adhesives to keep it in place.  When they’d finished, Destiny levered his makeup box open and bade him look in the mirror.  When he did, Trent was shocked to see that the blonde wig had softened his appearance quite noticeably.  Everything about his face looked softer.  More rounded.  His lips seemed fuller, and his eyes appeared bigger.  It was amazing the difference long hair could make.   
 
    Destiny said, “Now, you’ve probably played with makeup before, so -” 
 
    “No,” Trent said, his voice low and brimming with repressed anger.  “I haven’t.  I’m not a sissy.”  
 
    Of course, that statement didn’t really hold much water, considering he had long, blond hair, was wearing a schoolgirl outfit that wouldn’t have been out of place at a strip club, and his proud cock was currently snugly confined by a plastic cage.  And that wasn’t even considering the sex toy shoved into his ass.   
 
    “Right,” she said.  “I forgot.  You’re not supposed to be here.  But be that as it may, you are.  So, you have to follow the same rules as everybody else.  That means you need to learn about makeup.”  
 
    “Fantastic,” he muttered. 
 
    “It is!” she said.  “You can pretend you’re, like, a rock star or something if it helps you process it more easily.  I had a friend - well, he was kind of the person who first introduced me to this world.  I’m not even sure what happened to him.  Last I heard he was working as an escort out in California.  He had these great, big boobs, and -” 
 
    “Is this relevant?” interrupted Trent.  He didn’t know Destiny well, but he could easily tell that she was the kind of girl - and yes, he’d decided to think of her as female, because thinking of her as a male made his brain hurt a little - who would jump from one subject to another without taking a breath.   
 
    “Oh, right - anyway - before he kind of came to terms with what he was, he told himself that he liked to wear makeup because it was something he saw a rapper do once,” Destiny explained.  “Or was it an actor?  I don’t know.  My point is that sometimes we need a little self-deception.”  
 
    Trent shook his head.  “I don’t need that,” he muttered. “Let’s just get on with it.”  
 
    Destiny grinned in spite of Trent’s fatalistic tone.  And then Trent’s world devolved into a cloud of powders, paints, and all manner of makeup.  He tried to take it all in.  Despite the fact that he didn’t intend to stay, he also didn’t want to find out what punishments Miss Black could dole out.  If they were anything like what he’d concocted in his own fantasies, he had no desire to get on the woman’s bad side.  But even though he tried to learn as much as he could, there was no way he could take in all that information.   
 
    And when Destiny had finished, he couldn’t help but stare at her work.  If the wig had given his features a girlish cast, the makeup had shoved him into deep shadows of femininity. It was obvious that he wasn’t a real girl.  The makeup was clearly apparent.  But in photos?  Under the right light?  He could pass as a particularly strong-jawed girl.  So long as the rest of his body wasn’t in the frame.   
 
    “It’ll be better once your actual eyelashes and eyebrows grow back,” said Destiny, casting a critical eye on her work.  “But for now, I think it’s okay.  How much of that did you get?”  
 
    “Optimistically?  Twenty percent,” he answered.   
 
    She grinned at him. “Better than most,” she said.  “You’ll backslide a bit when you start learning to do it yourself, but makeup is one of the cornerstones of the program.  You’ll have a two-hour class each morning dedicated to it.  Hair after that.  Then, you’ll have a dance class - it’s supposed to build grace.  Afternoons will be feminine comportment classes.  And finally, in the evenings, you’ll get to have some fun.  At the end of the month, you’ll be a perfect, little sissy.”  
 
    “G-great,” he muttered.  “I’m so looking forward to it.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Destiny unlocked the tiny padlock that held Trent’s cage closed, then opened the chastity device, freeing his manhood.  Strangely, though it had seemed for two days like he was going to burst, Trent’s cock didn’t even twitch - not even when she started handling it.  Trent bit his lip as he looked down on her.   
 
    “Definitely need a smaller size,” she said, grinning up at him.  “You’re making such great progress!”  
 
    Trent didn’t see it as progress.  Instead, he saw himself falling further into the trap, and he imagined how difficult it would be to climb out.  For three days, he’d followed the schedule they’d set for him, and that time had already begun to take its toll.  Not only was he getting better at applying makeup - he could actually boast competency now, if not expertise - but he’d nearly mastered the art of styling his blonde wig.  More than that, though, the feminine comportment classes had also begun to affect him; he could hardly walk with swaying his hips, and when he spoke, he found himself emulating Destiny’s speech patterns.   
 
    But that wasn’t the most distressing change he’d experienced.  No - that label belonged to the way his body had been altered.  Only three days, and he’d lost nearly twenty pounds, all of it muscle.  His shoulders and waist had narrowed, and his hips had widened.  When he got to look at his reflection in the mirror each morning, he saw a shadow of the man he’d been.  The worst of it, though, was knowing that the changes had only begun.   
 
    Destiny busied herself with rummaging in a box at her side, and Trent looked around the dorm room.  His roommates were, like him, standing naked along one wall, their hands at their sides as they awaited their own evaluation.  They’d changed at least as much as he had, and he could see the beginnings of femininity etched on their forms.   
 
    He resisted the urge to scratch his itching scalp.  His hair had grown out by about two inches, itching the whole way.  Soon, Destiny had said, it would reach its normal length - just below his shoulders.  His eyebrows had already grown back, and they bore a delicate, feminine arch.  And his eyelashes had followed suit, settling in at a length and thickness any model would be proud of.   
 
    Destiny found her quarry - a much smaller, pink cage - and quickly stuffed Trent’s manhood into it.  It was, he noted, the same brand and size as the one he’d made Bobby wear back home.   
 
    “There,” Destiny announced.  “Let’s check your plug.” 
 
    Trent turned; he’d already endured the process twice - once each day after his initial plugging - and he knew it well.  He bent over, giving the sissy access to his asshole.  Without hesitation, she hooked her fingers around its base, and slowly eased it out.  It came with a gentle plop.  A few seconds later, Trent felt something cold and metal against his rectum.  He relaxed, and it eased inside of him, almost comforting.  After wearing a plug for three straight days, being empty just didn’t feel right.   
 
    Trent had been surprised to learn that the shakes that comprised their diet were designed to alter the way their bodies eliminated waste.  So long as they didn’t eat normal, solid food, they wouldn’t defecate.  Instead, they’d eliminate all waste via urine - which Destiny had declared on their first day, adding that it would make getting fucked so much more convenient.  Trent couldn’t disagree, though he certainly wasn’t eager to test it for himself.  But true to Destiny’s word, he hadn’t had the need to go to the bathroom in that way since orientation. 
 
    Once the new, much larger plug had settled into place, Destiny moved on to the next in line.  Henry - or Heather, as the boy insisted upon being called - didn’t so much as endure his caging and plugging as he savored it.  The same could’ve been said for Phillip - or Felicia, which was the sissy’s adopted name.  Trent refused to think of himself as Trixie.  Doing so would’ve been an admission of defeat.  And no matter what else they did to him, he wouldn’t let himself give in.   
 
    Or that’s what he kept telling himself. 
 
    The evidence, though, said something else.  He hadn’t once objected to anything Miss Black or her cohort of counselors had forced upon him.  In fact, he’d distinguished himself by showing that he had a talent for feminine things, including the application of makeup and dance.  And while he told himself that he was only doing it because he didn’t want to be punished, he was having an increasingly difficult time convincing himself.   
 
    Once Destiny had finished giving the sissies-in-training new cages and plugs, she told them to get dressed.  They all did so with practiced precision, donning their schoolgirl outfits without hesitation.  However, when it came to their shoes, Trent noticed something.  He got Destiny’s attention, then asked, “Are these heels higher than before?  Or is it just me?”  
 
    Was his voice higher pitched than usual?  Was he doing that on purpose?  Or was it yet another changed prompted by all those needles? 
 
    Destiny smiled broadly, “Of course, silly!  We’re slowly getting you used to proper sissy footwear like mine!”  
 
    As if to demonstrate, she lifted one shapely leg and waggled her dainty foot.  It was encased in white, patent leather, just like her pupils, but her heel was almost six inches tall.  She balanced on it without even a hint of difficulty.   
 
    “Oh,” said Trixie.  Trent, he thought.  His name was Trent!  “That makes sense, I guess.” 
 
    Still, as Destiny led them out of the dorm and through the halls, Trent found himself struggling to both keep up and maintain his balance.  Destiny called back, “Take shorter, mincing steps.  It’ll help.”  
 
    Trent focused on doing just that, and his hips, which already had a slight wiggle to them, began to sway even more.  He hated it, but he couldn’t see any other way to maintain his balance.  By the time they reached the classroom, he’d managed to cultivate at least a little mastery of the damned things.  However, he still almost stumbled when he walked into the classroom.   
 
    Sprawled facedown across a table at the front of the room was a naked sissy, his hands and feet tied to the corners.  It took Trent a moment, but soon, he recognized the unfortunate boy as William.  Or Barbie, as their trainers kept calling him.  He was weeping, and Miss Black stood over him, her arms crossed.   
 
    Trent didn’t gawk for long before finding his seat.  The new plug in his ass pressed further into him as he sat down, and Trent found himself squirming a little.  He put it from his mind as he waited for the rest of the class to arrive.  When they did, and they were all seated, Miss Black cleared her throat.  The assorted sissies went silent. 
 
    “Good,” the woman said.  “You’re all here.”  She ran a perfectly manicured, red fingernail up Barbie’s calf, then to his thigh, and finally, across his round bottom.  The boy squealed a little around a ball gag in his mouth.  “And I’m sure you’re all wondering why Barbie’s up here instead of sitting among you.”  
 
    Trent bit his plump lower lip, wondering what was going on.   
 
    “Barbie has broken a rule,” she said.  “She tried to remove her cage.  Her counselor found signs of tampering during her refitting.  No doubt, the poor dear just found this whole scenario to arousing.  Understandable.  Even laudable.  A sissy should, after all, enjoy her transformation.  But rules are rules, and that useless, little thing is not to be thought of in such a way.  Therefore, Barbie must be punished.”  
 
    The tall woman pulled a small remote from her pocket.  A black rectangle, it didn’t look much different from a television remote.  But when she pressed a button, Barbie let out a frightened squeal.  Miss Black chuckled. 
 
    “Punishment. Pleasure.  Sometimes, there’s not much space between the two,” she said.  “Right now, Barbie is experiencing the first of many anal orgasms via her plug.  She probably thinks she’s in heaven.  But I assure you, after an entire day of this, her mind will feel like mush, and she’ll hardly be able to move.  Most of all, though, she’ll crave more.  Now, let’s begin today’s class.”  
 
    As Trent went through the daily task of mastering the art of applying makeup, he couldn’t help but flinch every time Barbie let out another moan of pleasure.  Or pain, after the tenth or so.  Maybe it was both.  In any case, Trent’s resolution not to earn any punishments doubled.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trent settled into his familiar seat in the classroom, wondering what was in the package on his desk.  Each of his fellow sissies had the same, exact package, but they’d been told not to open it.  So, they all just stared at the mysterious box with earnest curiosity.  After a few minutes, Trent looked up to see Miss Black finally enter the classroom.  Barbie came at her heels, tugged along by a short leash, which was attached to a collar around her neck.  Aside from her cage and the heels on her feet, it was her only attire.   
 
    It had been a week since Barbie’s initial punishment, and in that time, Miss Black had taken the black-haired sissy’s training into her own hands.  Barbie never wore clothes, which made the changes to her body readily apparent to anyone who looked.  Not that Trent needed the reminder.  He saw his own body every single day in the mirror, and each time he looked, it seemed he’d grown a little more feminine.  On top of that, his hair had completely grown in, settling at a length a little short of the middle of his back.  Aside from that, along with his eyebrows and eyelashes, which had also come in, nice and feminine, the only other hair on his body was a little, blonde heart-shaped tuft of hair over his genitals. 
 
    He squirmed in his seat, his latest - and biggest - plug pressing against his prostate in the most embarrassingly pleasurable way.  At the head of the classroom, Barbie settled into her desk, which was right beside Miss Black’s podium.   
 
    Miss Black smiled, saying, “You are all doing wonderfully.  I think this might be the best class we’ve ever had, and that’s saying something.  You all look fantastic, your makeup and comportment skills are progressing nicely, and your bodies are developing right on schedule.” 
 
    The gathered sissies-in-training all tittered in excitement.  Trent even found himself grinning in spite of himself - at least until he remembered that he wasn’t supposed to take pride in his femininity.  He was a man, damnit.  And nothing they could do would change that.   
 
    “But a proper sissy is more than just looks,” the woman said.  “She is a tool.  A toy to be used.  She is there to give pleasure to others.  Which brings me to today’s lesson.  Please, open the boxes on your desks.”  
 
    Trent reached out, and with trembling hands, slowly opened the box.  Inside, he saw his worst nightmare.  An extraordinarily realistic-looking penis stared back at him.  The thing wasn’t enormous.  It wasn’t even bigger than his own equipment.  Or rather, it wouldn’t have been, if he hadn’t been forced into progressively smaller cages.  In any case, what it lacked in size, it made up for in sheer realism.   
 
    Without prompting, Trent reached out, and he felt something that surprised him.  He’d expected latex.  Or plastic.  Maybe rubber.  But if he didn’t know better, he’d have said it felt like normal, human skin.  The thing was even warm.  But it wasn’t real.  Obviously.  Because it was completely disembodied, and it had a wide, suction-cup base.  Still, Trent couldn’t help but feel intimidated by it.   
 
    Miss Black said, “Those will be your new study aids.  Comprised of the latest in lifelike artificial flesh, you’ll find that they react quite similarly to the real thing.  For those of you who have experience in such matters, at least.  For those who don’t, you will become intimately acquainted with it.”  
 
    The sissies all giggled.  Trent didn’t.  He was too busy staring at the fleshy monstrosity in front of him.  There was no mistaking what it was meant to represent.  What it was meant to prepare him for.  If it hadn’t been for the previous week’s demonstration with Barbie, he might’ve revolted right then and there.  But it only took one look at the punished sissy’s vacant, glazed-over expression to stop those thoughts then and there.   
 
    “Barbie, if you will please demonstrate to your sister sissies today’s lesson,” the woman said, reaching out to stroke Barbie’s long, glossy hair.  “Just like we practiced.”  
 
    Barbie didn’t hesitate.  She practically ripped the faux dong out of the box, then quickly fastened it to desktop.  Even as she handled it, the thing went rigid, growing like a normal penis.  And once it was completely erect, Trent reassessed his previous evaluation.  It was bigger than his had been, if not by much.   
 
    Even if Trent was intimidated, Barbie obviously wasn’t.  She started worshipping the thing, planting kisses all along the underside as she slowly made her way up to the head, which she promptly took between her plump lips.  Within seconds, she was bobbing her head up and down as she gave the fleshy toy an enthusiastic blowjob.   
 
    Enthusiastic, but inexpert, Trent couldn’t help but think.  He’d received fellatio from hundreds of women and sissies in his day, even training a few novices himself.  For instance, before Trent had gotten ahold of him, Bobby had harbored illusions of being straight, so he’d never so much as seen as a real man’s cock in person, much less sucked one.  Trent had been forced to train him, and Bobby hadn’t been the first to require such instruction.  And while he’d had Evelyn there to demonstrate the proper techniques, Trent would’ve had to have been a fool not to internalize the lessons himself.  And as he watched Barbie blow that toy, he wanted nothing more than to show the other sissy how it was really supposed to be done.   
 
    No.  Wait.  Not like that, he thought.  He didn’t want to demonstrate.  Why did his mind keep going in that direction?  He was a man.  He wanted to get blowjobs, not give them.   
 
    After a few minutes, the class got their second surprise of the day.  Apparently, the toys were more anatomically correct than they knew, because, after Barbie had reached some unseen threshold, the thing actually came, spurting a load of milky, white liquid into Barbie’s eager mouth.  A second after that, and that familiar expression erupted across Barbie’s face.  She let out a moan of obvious pleasure as she licked the cock clean.   
 
    “Very, very good, Barbie,” said Miss Black, petting the seated sissy like he was a particularly good pet.  Then, looking back at the class, she said, “You will all have no doubt noticed that Barbie got a little reward for her efforts.”  
 
    The all had.  How could they not have noticed that after, only the week before, seeing Barbie orgasming over and over again?   
 
    “Your latest plugs are equipped with what we like to call the Pleasure Button,” she said. “From now on, when you accomplish something, you’ll be rewarded.  Right now, accomplishment means getting your toys to cum into your pretty, little mouths.  You may begin.”  
 
    Trent hated himself for it, but after a week-and-a-half without even being able to touch his manhood, he craved sexual release.  And ever since watching Barbie’s punishment, he’d been unable to think of much else.  So, with shaking hands, he reached out and grabbed the fleshy cock.  It immediately began to grow harder, and when it had finally reached its apex, it was at least eight inches long.  He could even feel the veins under the realistic skin.   
 
    After attaching it to the desk, Trent leaned forward.  It smelled faintly musty.  Almost like sweat.  It took a moment before he realized it was the distinct scent of a man that he smelled.  He drank it in.  Then, with his eyes closed, he stuck out his tongue, grazing the tip against the thing’s shaft.   
 
    It tasted like skin.  Shifting slightly in his seat, Trent tried to pretend it was just an inanimate object, but it was difficult, considering how it looked, felt, and smelled.  His every sense screamed at him that he was touching a real cock, attached to a genuine man.  It was only his brain that told him otherwise.   
 
    But strangely, he wasn’t disgusted.  In fact, as his tongue darted out again, he had to admit that he was intrigued.  Without thought - or maybe he just shoved his rational brain aside - Trent went down on the thing with every ounce of skill he could muster.  He knew the theory.  He knew what he liked.  And he gave that toy just that.  He kissed.  He licked.  He sucked until his jaw ached.  And then he sucked some more.   
 
    Eventually, he felt the cock contract sharply, then, it shot something warm, salty, and thick into his mouth.  He eagerly swallowed it.  Every last drop.   
 
    Then, his ass erupted into the single, greatest surge of pleasure he’d ever experienced.  His toes curled inside his shoes, he gripped the desk, and he let out a tiny whimper as a wave of ecstasy rolled through his body.   
 
    “And the winner is Trixie!” said Miss Black.   
 
    It took Trent a long few seconds to come back to his senses, and when he did, he looked up to see all the other sissies staring at him in awe.  He’d been the first to get his cock to cum, and they were obviously impressed with his performance.   
 
    “Good job, sissy,” the tall woman said.  “Now, let’s see if you can do it again.  I have to warn you, though - there are diminishing returns.  It’ll be twice as hard to get him off as the first time.  I hope you’re up to the challenge.” 
 
    With the memory of the Pleasure Button’s influence still fresh in his mind, Trixie hoped so, too.  He bent down and started sucking his toy once again.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Um…what?” asked Trixie, his hand on his cocked hip.  His roommates stood behind him; his performance in that day’s class had earned him something of a leadership role among them.  The entire rest of the day, they’d been begging him to teach them how to become better cocksuckers.  And Trixie knew perfectly well why.   
 
    It wasn’t just that all of them, save for Trixie himself, wanted to be there.  They’d all paid quite a lot of money for the privilege of being turned into perfect sissies.  However, that reason was a distant second to the simple, undeniable draw of the Pleasure Button.  Each of them had experienced it at least once, and they very much wanted to feel it again. And again.  And again, if possible. 
 
    Trixie had coaxed three orgasms out of his training aid, which put him well ahead of the rest of the class, and he’d gotten the benefits as well.  Even now, hours later, with dance and comportment class between them, he could still feel tiny jolts of electric pleasure emanating from his ass.  It was all he could do not to beg Destiny for another turn with the toy.  No doubt, all the others felt the same way.   
 
    But presently, that wasn’t what he was thinking about.  Instead, his attention was on the trio of cock-shaped apparatuses on the wall.  Destiny stood beside them.  She repeated herself, saying, “This is where you’re going to be getting your shakes from now on.  Isn’t it wonderful?”  
 
    “From the cocks?” Trixie asked.  “How?”  
 
    “You suck on them, of course!” she said, shaking her head.  “You of all people should understand that.”  
 
    Trixie’s cheeks reddened.  He wasn’t stupid. He certainly knew why they were doing what they were doing.  The Pleasure Buttons were intended to condition them into enjoying giving blowjobs.  And the new shake nozzles were meant to reinforce that.  He knew it, because he’d imagined doing something similar to his own sissy projects.  Not as high-tech, of course, but he’d definitely pondered using pleasure as a training aid to elicit the appropriate response.  But knowing what they were doing and resisting it are two very different things.  Even after only one session with the training aids, he couldn’t look at the dick-shaped nozzles without feeling butterflies of anticipation dancing in his tummy. 
 
    “They’re metal,” Trixie said.  “They can’t feel anything.”  
 
    “You know that for sure?” she asked, raising one eyebrow. 
 
    “Does it matter?” asked Felicia.  “I just want my shake.”  
 
    Suddenly, Trixie realized that she was craving hers as well.  Was it addictive, then?  Probably.  Or maybe they were just hungry.  They weren’t ever given solid foods, so the shakes were their only source of nutrition.  Whatever the case, Trixie very much wanted hers for the evening.   
 
    “It’s timed,” said Destiny.  “Suck it for thirty seconds, and you’ll get a trickle.  But you have to keep sucking to get it all out.  Don’t tell anybody I told you, though.  I don’t think I’m supposed to.”  
 
    “T-thanks,” said Trixie. 
 
    The other two sissies pushed past him, got on their knees, and went to work.  Sure enough, thirty seconds later, Heather exclaimed, “Oh, it’s so salty!  It tastes a little like cum!”  
 
    Of course it did, Trixie thought as he watched his roommates fellating the cock-shaped nozzles.  Their heads bobbed back and forth, almost along the same rhythm.  One blonde.  One brunette.  But Trixie hardly noticed that.  Instead, he focused on their bodies.  When had they developed hourglass figures?  Or those perfect, heart-shaped asses poking out from beneath their short, tartan skirts?  More, was Trixie’s like that?  Had he developed further than he thought? 
 
    “You’d better get to it,” said Destiny.  “I’d hate to have to report you for disobedience.”  
 
    That snapped Trixie away from his thoughts, and he scurried forward, almost overbalancing on his three-inch heels.  But he’d gotten better in them, and so, caught himself before stumbling to the floor.  A second later, he was kneeling right beside his roommates, his lips wrapped around the nozzle, and sucking for everything he was worth.  Sure enough, thirty seconds later, he was rewarded with a tiny trickle of a thick, salty substance.  It was similar to the fake semen he’d swallowed a few hours before, but subtly different.  Certainly, it wasn’t the sweet shake he’d had every other mealtime of his training.  But for some reason, it seemed to scratch the same itch, so to speak.  He wanted more, and he knew precisely how to get it.   
 
    So, he sucked.  And sucked.  And sucked until the nozzle ran dry.  Then, he sucked a little more, just to make sure.   
 
    “Okay, then - bedtime!” said Destiny, clapping her hands.  “Get undressed.”  
 
    Trixie almost groaned.  Once, he’d have loved the notion of sleeping naked with a trio of sexy sissies.  And for the first few days, it had been an exercise in torture because he couldn’t satisfy any of his urges.  However, over time, as his cock had slowly become more and more useless, it had turned into a simple annoyance.  Not for the first time, he found himself wishing he could just have a bed to himself.   
 
    But that wasn’t to be.  So, like the other three, he undressed and climbed into bed.  Snuggling up close to his roommates, Trixie tried to go to sleep, but was kept awake by thoughts of sucking a real cock instead of an imitation.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trixie looked down at the fake vagina on his desk.  It was constructed of the same fleshy material as the faux cock, and was just as realistic, even having a few pubic hairs sprouting from the mound.  However, Trixie just couldn’t get as excited about it.   
 
    Another week had come and gone, and he knew his training time was coming to a close.  There were signs everywhere, from the simple fact that their bodies had become still more feminine to the pregnant buzz in the air.  Everyone could count the days.  They knew they were scarcely more than ten days from being set free in the resort.  And then, most of the sissies thought, the real adventure would begin.   
 
    For Trixie, though, the knowledge that his training was coming to a close was met with indescribable dread.  Not only would he be forced to go to his wife, Evelyn, looking like a perfect sissy, but he had doubts about whether or not he could stop himself from acting like one.  A month doesn’t sound like a long time, but when you spend that entire time straining to act as femininely as possible, just turning it off isn’t really possible.   
 
    Of course, there were questions in his mind about what would come next.  He still wanted to leave.  To cut his time short.  And he was certain that if they put their heads together, he and Evelyn could figure something out.  But would she lose respect for him if he showed up as Trixie?  Or would she understand?  Doubtless, she would help.  She was his wife, after all.  But that didn’t say anything about her mindset.  About how it would affect their future together.   
 
    He glanced around the classroom.  Most of his fellow sissies were staring at the faux pussies in disgust.  Trixie could sympathize, because he felt similarly.  While he was completely straight - unlike most of those who seemed on the verge of objecting - but he’d never been much for cunnilingus.  It had always seemed undignified.  Submissive.  And he’d never liked the smell or taste of a woman’s sex.   
 
    “I know what you’re all thinking,” said Miss Black, pacing back and forth in the front of the classroom.  She stopped beside Barbie, whose punishment still hadn’t ended.  The slender sissy sat with his back straight, his tiny breasts thrust forward.  They weren’t even an A-Cup, but they were unmistakably breasts, especially given their oversized, puffy nipples.   
 
    Not that they were that unusual.  From what Trixie had seen of his roommates’ bodies, they all had similarly sized breasts.  And given that Destiny’s were no bigger - though she liked to wear padded bras, which gave the illusion of something more - Trixie assumed that was by design.  They were sissies, not women, after all.   
 
    Miss Black put her hand on Barbie’s head, drumming her fingers as she said, “You don’t want to lick pussy.  That’s understandable.  We can’t change a person’s sexual orientation.”  
 
    Trixie glared at her.  That was precisely what they were trying to do to him.  And bit by bit, Trixie had to acknowledge that it was working.  The combination of their daily sessions with the lifelike dildos - and the pleasure that came from making it cum - and the thrice-daily attempts to suck the addictive, nourishing sustenance from their cock-shaped nozzles had left Trixie to dream about sucking cock.  And more than once, he’d even found himself daydreaming about doing other things.  More degrading things.  But now the tall, thin woman was going to let the other sissies off the hook because they couldn’t stomach a little pussy?  It was infuriating. 
 
    “But here’s the problem,” Miss Black said.  “What you want, what you like - it is irrelevant.”  
 
    Trixie’s ears perked up.   
 
    “A proper sissy doesn’t think of herself,” the woman explained.  “She only thinks about giving pleasure.  If you make your master - or mistress - cum, that’s the accomplishment of a goal.  If you have an orgasm yourself?  Well, that’s just a byproduct.”  
 
    Ah.  That made more sense.  Trixie would never have put it so bluntly, but he’d made his own submissive partners care more about his - and to a lesser extent, Evelyn’s - pleasure than their own.  Most of them got off on the subservience, so it wasn’t terribly difficult.  The island’s training program, it seemed, wasn’t so different.   
 
    “As I’m sure you expect, your new…ah…toys will react just like their real counterparts,” Miss Black explained.  “And let me tell you, the female anatomy can be a tough nut to crack.  So, you’ll have your work cut out for you.  I expect each of you to have given your toy at least one orgasm before the end of this session.  If you need pointers, ask your counselors.  You may begin.”  
 
    Trixie dove in, desperate for the reward he knew would come if he managed to entice an orgasm out of the toy.  He employed every method he knew, but while the thing quivered a bit here and there, he didn’t give any indication it was close.  So, he redoubled his efforts, madly licking and fingering until he felt his jaw tightening up. 
 
    “Figure-eights,” came a voice from behind him.   
 
    He sat back, his face covered in the thing’s sticky juices.  It had ruined his makeup, but he didn’t care.  He just wanted his reward.   
 
    “What?” he whispered, glaring at Destiny, who’d interrupted him.  Already, he was getting behind.  One of the other sissies let out a cry of pleasure as he achieved the goal.  
 
    “Make tiny figure-eights with your tongue,” she said. “On the clit.  Like this.” 
 
    She waggled her tongue at him, but he couldn’t really see what she was talking about.  Still, it seemed simple enough.  “But don’t go straight to the clit.  Work your way up.  Suck it, too.”  
 
    Trixie hated the thought, but he couldn’t help but think that he’d much rather be sucking a dick.  It was far less complicated, at least, and it got him his reward much more quickly.  Still, he bent back to his work, with Destiny coaching him along the way.  He licked.  He kissed.  He sucked.  He even made her stupid figure-eights.  But he was still the last person in the class to feel the thing contract and spasming in its own, simulated orgasm.  He was rewarded with a jolt from his own Pleasure Button. 
 
    He was basking in the glow of a job well done when Miss Black loomed over him.  “Tsk, tsk, Trixie.  I expect better of you,” she said.  “But I suppose a cocksucker can’t change her stripes, huh?”  
 
    Trixie wanted to dispute the woman’s label, but he had to admit it fit.  He liked sucking dick, and he was good at it.  What was so wrong with that?  It didn’t make him less of a man, did it?  No.  Of course not.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    By the end of the fourth week, makeup and hair styling classes had been abandoned in favor of cocksucking and pussy-eating sessions.  Trixie and his fellow sissies need not have worried about the lack, though - even in their spare time, they fussed over their appearances almost to exclusion of all else.   
 
    Trixie expertly balanced on his new, five-inch heels.  The transition from four-to-five hadn’t been as difficult as he’d expected, and he’d hardly even had to adjust his stride to accommodate the larger heel.  However, what little he’d changed definitely added more than a little extra wiggle to his already swaying hips.  In any case, he wasn’t worried about any of that - not when he was standing at the front of the classroom, facing Miss Black.   
 
    “You’ve all done extremely well so far,” the woman said.  “But you’ve only unlocked a mere portion of your true potential.  You all look the part, certainly.  And you act like proper sissies.  But you’ll never be true sissies until you learn how to take a cock in your asses.  That’s the subject of today’s lesson.” 
 
    Trixie’s stomach fluttered in mingled excitement and fear.  Over the previous few weeks, he’d begun to think of his ass as a source of pleasure.  It was inevitable, considering how often he’d earned “rewards”.  That Pleasure Button was an insidious device that could make even the straightest man crave anal stimulation.  Not for the first time, Trixie found himself appreciating the symmetry of it all.   
 
    “Trixie, if you’ll be a dear and bend over?” said the woman.   
 
    Trixie didn’t hesitate to obey, bending at his waist and grabbing his delicate ankles.  His ass was completely exposed for the whole class to see, but he couldn’t be bothered to care.  They’d all seen him naked, just as he’d seen them.  Whether it was during their training or in their communal showers, there wasn’t much privacy for the sissies.   
 
    “Your latest plug completed your transition,” Miss Black said, tracing the plug’s base with one fingernail.  Trixie shivered in anticipation.  Or was that dread?  After all, on the rare occasions when his plug had been removed, he’d experienced a deep, abiding sense of emptiness.  It wasn’t just uncomfortable.  It was anxiety inducing.  So, he braced his mind against it.  “You see, you’ve all been changing down there.  Not only will you find that your rectums are far more malleable than ever before, but stimulation will be incredibly pleasurable.  On top of that, you’ll create your own lubricant, just like a vagina.  Isn’t that wonderful?  No more hunting down lube, just so your man can fuck you.”  
 
    There was a titter of excitement at that.  Trixie felt his stomach tying itself into knots.  That sounded like a permanent change, and one he didn’t look forward to.  He wasn’t gay, and he very much didn’t want to be fucked by men.  Maybe he could get into being pegged - and he’d certainly buy a toy or two when he got home - but he wasn’t ever going to let a real cock enter his most private place.   
 
    Miss Black gripped the base of his plug, then slowly eased it out.  Trixie let out a tiny whimper of regret as he felt the thing leave his body.  He almost begged her to put it back in, but he restrained himself.   
 
    “You may stand, Trixie,” Miss Black cooed.   
 
    Trixie did as he was told, and when she told him to go back to his desk, he felt a deep sense of loss.  He wanted his plug back.  Why would she take it from him, anyway?  Had he done something wrong?   
 
    “Now, Trixie, I want you to get your little friend out of his box,” she said.  Trixie did it, removing the lifelike cock out of storage.  He handled it with due reverence; after all, it was his greatest source of pleasure.  “What’s his name?”  
 
    Trixie answered, “Leon.”  
 
    “A good name,” Black said, smiling down at Trixie from behind the podium.  “Now, stick the base to your seat.”  
 
    Trixie rose, then did as he was told.  The cock had already grown erect, and it quivered in faux anticipation, just like the real thing.  It was all Trixie could do not to get on his knees and start sucking it.  But that didn’t make any sense.  Without his plug, there was nothing to push his pleasure button, was there?  Maybe if he slipped a finger in there, he could simulate the experience. 
 
    “Now, I want you to straddle it and lower yourself down until the head is barely grazing your rectum,” the tall woman instructed.  Trixie’s heart jumped into his throat, because he knew what was coming.  It wasn’t hard to guess.  But he also wasn’t in any position to resist, so he did as he’d been ordered, lowering himself slowly until he felt the thing’s spongy tip brush against his anus.  The muscles in there contracted and relaxed of their own accord, almost as if they could anticipate what was coming.  “Now, finish.”  
 
    Trixie didn’t need a more specific command.  He reached back, gripping the familiar cock, and guiding it into position.  Without any more hesitation, he lowered himself onto the head.  It went in easily, with little resistance.  It didn’t even hurt.  He kept going, and a wave of pleasure swept through his body.  It wasn’t nearly as potent as when his Pleasure Button gave him an orgasm, but it wasn’t weak, either.  In seconds, he’d taken the entire cock inside his ass.  For some reason, he felt proud of that accomplishment.   
 
    “Good girl!” exclaimed Miss Black, clapping her hands.  The rest of the class joined in, some of them even shouting encouragement.  Trixie blushed.  “Now, I want you to make Leon cum.  I want you to ride him until he orgasms.”  
 
    Trixie could hardly even remember how to refuse such an order, and in seconds, he started bucking his hips up and down, sliding the long, thick cock in and out of his well-lubricated ass.  It slid easily, though there was at least a little resistance.  A little friction.  In only a few seconds, Trixie lost a grip on all reason, his only thoughts dwelling on riding that glorious cock - and, of course, the pleasure it gave him.   
 
    After only a couple of minutes, Trixie felt the faux cock tense, then, it flooded his ass with fake cum.  As soon as it did, Trixie experienced his own, earth-shattering orgasm that put even the Pleasure Button to shame.  His entire body shook.  His every muscle contracted.  He screamed out, his wordless moan becoming a high-pitched shriek.   
 
    It took quite some time for Trixie’s orgasm to run its course, especially when the aftershocks were almost as strong as any of his previous orgasms.  And it took even longer for him to regain his wits.  When he did, he saw the other sissies staring at him in awe.  Leon had already started to go soft, and at some point, Trixie had levered himself off of his disembodied lover.  Cum dripped out of his ass.   
 
    “Now, who wants to tell me what Trixie did wrong?” asked Miss Black.   
 
    Heather bit his bottom lip, then raised his hand tentatively.  Miss Black told the sissy to go ahead.  He said, “Trixie wasn’t using his muscles.  He needs to contract his…um…butt muscles and grip the cock so it feels tighter.”  
 
    Miss Black beamed at him. “Very good!” she said.  Then, to Trixie, she said, “Not that your performance was bad, per se.  It was fantastic for a first-timer.  You’re a born cockslut, don’t you worry.  Now, as a reward - Heather, you can suck the cum out of Trixie’s ass.”  
 
    Heather perked up.  The substance was addictive enough that the sissy didn’t care that the fake semen was literally inside Trixie.  In seconds, he was kneeling behind Trixie and licking up the small puddle that had leaked out of Trixie’s hole.  Once he was finished, he pushed his face beneath Trixie’s raised bottom, clapped his lips to Trixie’s well-fucked hole, and started licking and sucking.  The act almost made Trixie cum again. 
 
    When they were finished, Miss Black said, “Now, girls - let’s see what you all can do.  Everyone mount your little boyfriends to the desks, and start riding.  First one to make her toy orgasm gets a prize.”  
 
    Not that they needed it.  All of them had seen the orgasm Trixie had experienced, and they were eager to taste that pleasure themselves.  So, in only a handful of moments, the entire class was moaning as they tried to coax an orgasm out of their toys.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Congratulations,” said Miss Black, standing just offstage.  All of the sissies were huddled behind her, wearing porn star versions of cheerleading uniforms emblazoned with the resort’s name.  “Over the last five weeks, you’ve all made fantastic strides.  Tonight, everyone gets to see exactly how far you’ve come.”  
 
    Trixie felt a tremor go up his spine.  Finally, after what had felt like an eternity, he would be free.  No more orders.  No more ridiculous costumes.  Certainly, he might not be able to change the way he looked, but that didn’t mean he had to actually become a sissy.  No - it didn’t matter what body he inhabited; he was an alpha, and that meant he would call the shots.  In fact, he wouldn’t have been surprised if, once he got out into the resort proper, he started enjoying some of his classmates.  Heather, in particular, had caught his eye - especially after the sissy had demonstrated his skills with his tongue.  But that would come later.  For now, he had to play his role, lest he be punished.     
 
    “Are there any questions about the graduation ceremony?” the woman asked.  None of the boys raised their hands.  They all knew what was coming.  They’d been preparing for it for quite a while.  Even the worst among them would perform flawlessly.  When it became clear that there were no responses, Miss Black said, “Good.  Listen for your cue.”  
 
    Then, she disappeared onto the stage.  A roar of applause greeted her, but Trixie ignored it.  Heather, who stood beside him, said, “I’m so nervous.  What if Kara’s disappointed in me?”  
 
    Trixie didn’t think that was likely, unless the woman had unattainable standards.  Heather, like all the other sissies, was a perfect picture of femininity.  Curvaceous, with a slim waist and narrow shoulders, a tiny, compact bosom, and a beautiful face.  Anyone would’ve been happy to claim such a gorgeous sissy.   
 
    Like me, he thought.  I’m probably the prettiest of the bunch.   
 
    That much was almost undoubtedly true.  Not only had Trixie distinguished himself with his incredible skills at pleasing a cock, but he’d also set himself apart with his appearance.  Everything about him had been dialed a little higher than his fellow sissies. His butt was rounder.  His hips a little wider.  His skin softer.  His voice higher-pitched.  And his tiny, perky breasts were tipped with perfectly formed, eraser-sized nipples.  He was the ideal sissy, and he knew it.  Whatever masculinity he’d once possessed had disappeared completely, replaced by absolute girlishness.   
 
    As Miss Black finished her speech, the butterflies began dancing in Trixie’s stomach.  Then, she finally said, “And I present to you your latest batch of sissy graduates!”  
 
    That was their cue, and all the sissies bounced onto stage, rustling their pompoms.  After arranging themselves into formation, they started the cheer.  It was laden with sexual innuendo, and the movements were designed to expose as much of the sissies’ bodies as was possible.  Trixie tried not to pay attention to the crowd - the whole resort seemed to have turned out - instead focusing on keeping his movements precise.  In the end, the sissies performed the cheer flawlessly, then trotted off the stage.   
 
    Immediately, they all undressed.  The cheer was just the opening.  The rest of the ceremony would be occupied by the talent portions of the event.  Miss Black had handpicked the class’s representatives in each event.  Trixie had been picked as a blowjob skills representative, and he resolved not to disappoint.   
 
    It was the first event, so as soon as he’d discarded his clothing, Trixie and another four sissies sashayed back onstage and stood in a line facing the crowd.  Trixie could see men and women pointing at them.  At their tiny, caged packages.  At their exposed bodies.  He blushed deep red.   
 
    Thankfully, Miss Black announced the nature of the competition, then said, “And now the sissies’ partners…” 
 
    Five hulking men with strode onto stage.  Each was naked, musclebound, and well-endowed, and they found their way to each of the sissies in turn.  One planted himself firmly in front of Trixie.  He couldn’t help but look down at the man’s cock, and he found hismelf thinking that there was something familiar about it.   
 
    Then it hit him. 
 
    Hanging between that man’s legs was Leon.  Trixie had sucked and been fucked by that thing so many times that he could’ve identified it by smell alone.  And there it was, right there in front of him, in the flesh.  He almost dropped to his knees right then and there, competition be damned.   
 
    Clearly, the other four sissies had recognized the cocks in front of them, and two of them had indeed fallen to their knees.  It took Trixie a moment to realize that he’d done the same.  And that his mouth was watering.  His ass clenched and unclenched in anticipation.  Suddenly, he didn’t care who was watching.  He just wanted to suck that cock like a proper sissy.  He wanted to show Leon’s real owner what he’d learned.   
 
    Miss Black had been talking the whole time, no doubt going over the rules.  It was simple.  Whoever got the cock to cum first won.  But she always had to aggrandize everything, and so, it took far longer than Trixie wished.   
 
    Finally, she asked if the sissies were ready.  They all nodded eagerly.  Then, she said, “Begin.”  
 
    All five sissies wrapped their lips around the cocks in the space of a second, but Trixie knew not to rush it.  He knew that a proper blowjob was as much about teasing as it was about sucking.  So, after tonguing the head for a few seconds, he pulled away, then started licking and kissing the man’s heavy balls.  The smell was almost intoxicating.  So musky.  So manly.  Trixie was getting wet just thinking about it.  Without thinking about it, his finger crept back between his legs, then slipped into his wet boi-pussy.   
 
    As Trixie fingered his ass, he slowly licked and kissed his way up Leon’s shaft, he could feel the cock trembling with need.  And then, once he thought it was ready to burst, Trixie took the head in his eager mouth and started sucking in earnest.  Back and forth, he bobbed his head, taking as much of it as he could.  He could deepthroat as well as anyone else, but it wasn’t necessary.  Not with a man so close to cumming already.   
 
    Working his hand up and down Leon’s shaft, Trixie sucked.  And sucked.  He kissed.  He licked.  And after only thirty seconds, he felt the man’s balls constrict, and then Trixie’s mouth was being flooded by hot, salty cum.  He drank it down eagerly even as his body’s trained response asserted itself in the form of a tiny orgasm that swept through him in the space of a second.   
 
    “And we have a winner!” announced Miss Black.  “Just as expected, Trixie is our Cocksucking Queen!”  
 
    Trixie still had the cock in his dainty hands, and he was licking every drop of cum off of it.  It was important that he get it all.   
 
    After a couple more minutes, the other sissies finished their work, and they got their rewards as well.  Barbie finished second.  A sissy named Kyla came in third.  Felicia took fourth.  And bringing up the rear was a beautiful redhead named Lola.  Trixie couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of pride as Miss Black put a gold medal bearing the words “Cocksucking Queen” around his neck.   
 
    The rest of the ceremony passed in a blur for Trixie.  He watched as Heather won the pussy eating contest, and another sissy named Erica won the fucking portion.  Trixie thought he could’ve made Leon cum quicker than Erica had pushed his man to orgasm, but he could only compete in one event.  And he’d won that.  He was the Cocksucking Queen.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dr. Osa, the same physician who’d given Trixie his very first physical, beamed at the sissy.  “Another success story!” he proclaimed, looking Trixie up and down.  The sissy was very aware of his nudity - and the undisguised hunger in the doctor’s eyes.  But there was nothing to be done but to stand there and endure it.  The doctor bent down, inserted a key into the tiny padlock holding Trixie’s cage shut, then unlocked it.  He removed the cage, setting it aside and saying, “There, isn’t that better?”  
 
    “Wait, it doesn’t stay on?” Trixie asked, feeling even more naked than the moment before.  Like the plug that wasn’t in his ass anymore, he’d grown used to the cage.  Not having it on made him feel undressed and uncomfortable.   
 
    “Unnecessary,” Osa said.  “Now, let’s get your measurements, shall we?”  
 
    The doctor picked up a plastic device that looked like a retail pricing gun, then swept a red laser over Trixie.  Once. Twice.  Then, he focused on Trixie’s finally freed manhood.  It felt cold without the cage.  After a few minutes, he said, “There.  All done.  Would you like to see?”  
 
    Trixie nodded, then followed the doctor to a screen in the corner, on which was displayed a photo of Trixie’s body.  And it had numbers in key places.  The doctor explained, “Twenty-two inch waist.  That’s fantastic.  Thirty-four inch hips.  32AA chest.  And, oh - that’s a bit bigger than normal.  An inch-and-a-half penis.  No testicles visible.  Almost perfect, if I do say so myself.”  
 
    “G-great,” murmured Trixie.  “What now?”  
 
    “Now?  Now, you get to have your fun!” the doctor explained.  “Once I release you, you’ll report to the resort’s sissy dormitory, which is where you’ll sleep when you don’t have a partner to put you up.  Not that that’s very likely.”  
 
    “And the rules?” Trixie asked. 
 
    “None,” the man said.  “They’re unnecessary.  Sissies behave as sissies have been trained to behave.  You’re leaving rules and regulations behind, Trixie.  Now, you’ll be governed by your own desires.”  
 
    “Oh,” Trixie responded.  “Yeah.  I guess that makes sense.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trixie’s high heels clicked on the sidewalk as he exited the sissy dormitory.  He’d chosen the least provocative outfit he could find, which consisted of a pair of cutoff, denim shorts and a halter top that probably would’ve been better described as a sports bra.  After his exit physical, he’d gone directly to the dormitory he’d call home for the next eleven months, and he’d been surprised to find it mostly empty.  Most of the residents, it seemed, had better places to be.  Still, there were a few of them inside who were sleeping off a particularly tough night.  Trixie ignored them, quickly finding the room he’d share with the other sissies who’d been his roommates for the previous month.  It was there that he’d found a full wardrobe, consisting of all the skimpiest clothing imaginable.  From tiny G-strings to barely-there cocktail dresses, it was everything a beautiful sissy could ever want in a wardrobe. 
 
    There was a part of him that found the clothing quite interesting.  After all, he’d been dressing in female clothes for a while now, and he’d grown accustomed to the way they felt.  And besides, there was nothing wrong with wanting to look good.  If he was going to be stuck as a sissy, he might as well embrace the fashion.  Still, though, he hadn’t wanted to be wearing a G-string when he reunited with his wife.  That wouldn’t send the right message.  So, he’d chosen the most conservative outfit he could find and set off to hunt her down.   
 
    As he walked through the resort, he was careful to avoid the most heavily trafficked areas.  The last thing he wanted was to be propositioned by some horny guy who didn’t know better.  Trixie thought to himself that he didn’t want to go through the hassle of turning someone down, but in the deepest parts of his mind, he wondered if he was strong enough to resist the temptation.  Either way, he didn’t think it was smart to tempt fate, so he skirted the most heavily populated spots, which included the various pools, the central square, and the multitude of bars and cafes.  In fact, his path was so deserted that he suspected it was intended for staff use.   
 
    Even so, Trixie caught more than an eyeful as he trekked across the sprawling resort, which was predictably decorated in an island theme.  Palm trees abounded, as well as tiki torches, grass-roofed gazebos, and a host of water features.  But more ubiquitous than any of that was the sheer number of sissies he saw.  Everywhere he looked, there were feminine pseudo-boys traipsing about in various states of undress.  They all possessed hourglass figures, cute, often beautiful features, and almost-flat chests.  And between their legs were, one and all, the tiniest, cutest penises Trixie could imagine.  Some were even so small that they could’ve passed for enlarged clits.   
 
    But as he made his way through the resort, he didn’t feel aroused in the way he thought he would.  Certainly, they were everything he’d fantasized about before coming to the island, but, for some reason, he just wasn’t as attracted to them as he’d been back then.  It was like looking at a statue or a painting.  He could acknowledge that they were aesthetically attractive, but that didn’t mean he found it arousing.   
 
    The men he saw, however, were a very different story.  They weren’t as pervasive as the sissies, but to him, they were far more noticeable.  With their hard bodies, their strong features, and, probably most importantly, the cocks hanging between their legs, Trixie found himself getting wet just thinking about all the things he wanted them to do to him.   
 
    Shaking his head free of the dirty thoughts, Trixie plunged ahead, keeping his head down and his mind on the task, eventually making his way to the bungalows where all the non-sissy guests stayed.  Grass roofed and on stilts, they were located in the shallow water of a protected lagoon, and the only way in was by wading through the water.   
 
    Sighing, Trixie stripped out of his cutoff shorts, revealing the high-waisted thong bikini bottoms he’d worn beneath them.  They were a deep red, just like his top, and together, they looked like a normal bikini.  Once he was suitably undressed, Trixie waded into the turquoise water, making his way to his wife’s bungalow, information he’d acquired via the resort’s registry.   
 
    The water felt amazing, especially after spending a little more than a month indoors, and he had to force himself not to lean back and let the water envelope him.  He kept on, though.  He needed to see Evelyn.  No doubt, she was worried sick.   
 
    Eventually, he reached his destination - the fourth bungalow in the row - and climbed the steps.  They creaked a bit under his slight weight, but otherwise, his presence went unnoticed until he finally reached the door.  He stood there for a long, long moment, wondering what he was going to say.  Certainly, once he explained everything, Evelyn would understand.  Doubtless, she would help him get everything sorted out.  Or failing that, they could make the transformation work for them for the duration of their stay.  The thought of dominating some of his classmates filled his mind, and he smiled.  Yes - it could work out, after all.   
 
    He knocked, then waited.  There was a rustle inside, so he knew Evelyn was there.  He knocked again, more insistently.  But still, no one answered.  Finally, as his hand was poised to knock again, the door swung open, revealing Trixie’s worst nightmare and fondest dreams all mixed together.   
 
    “Well,” said a tall, broad-shouldered man.  He was completely naked, and he was the very picture of Trixie’s most recent fantasies.  His cock was as big as the sissy’s forearm.  “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes?  To what do I owe the pleasure?” 
 
    Trixie stared at the man, his eyes inevitably settling on the huge thing hanging between his legs.  After a few humiliating seconds, during which Trixie couldn’t even form a rational thought, the sissy said, “Oh.  Um…I think I might have the wrong bungalow.  I was looking for -” 
 
    “Adam?” came a familiar voice from inside the bungalow.  “Who is it?”  
 
    A second later, Evelyn came into view.  She’d obviously just gotten out of the shower, because her hair was still wet.  But she wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing, which put her perfect body on full display.  A month at the island had done her quite a lot of good, because she looked better than Trixie could remember.  Tall and toned and tan, her blonde hair was almost identical to Trixie’s.   
 
    “Evelyn?” he croaked, his voice cracking into an even higher pitch than normal.  “W-what’s going on?”  
 
    Evelyn stared at him for a long moment before recognition dawned on her face.  Finally, she said, “Trent?  Is that you?  No.  It can’t be…” 
 
    “It’s me,” Trixie said.   
 
    The woman pushed past the Greek god in the doorway and wrapped her arms around Trixie’s narrow shoulders.  “I missed you so much!” she said. “Why didn’t you tell me?”  
 
    Trixie pulled away, asking, “Tell you what?”  
 
    “That you wanted to be a sissy,” she said. “I would’ve supported you.  We could’ve been having -” 
 
    “But I’m not a sissy!” Trixie insisted, knowing full well how ridiculous the denial sounded, given his appearance.  “It was all a huge mistake!  I don’t know what happened, but for some reason, they put me with them, and…and…” 
 
    Suddenly, he realized tears were streaming down his cheeks.  Evelyn pulled him close, and he wept.  After a few more seconds, she said, “I saw you onstage.  I didn’t know it was you, then, but I saw you.  You…you sucked that guy’s dick like a pro.  And you looked happy doing it.  Do you really expect me to believe you didn’t want this?”  
 
    “I…I didn’t,” he sobbed.  “I didn’t want it.”  
 
    Evelyn didn’t believe him.  He knew it, even as he wept against her shoulder.  She thought he’d come to Sissy Island so he could live some fantasy of becoming a sissy.  It was such a huge disappointment that he almost forgot the naked man was still there.   
 
    He pulled away, accusation in his eyes as he asked, “Who is this?”  
 
    “Oh,” Evelyn said.  “Where are my manners?  This is Adam.  Adam, this is Trent.”  
 
    “Trixie,” the sissy muttered before he could stop himself.  He wasn’t Trixie - not really - but thinking of himself as Trent was too painful.   
 
    “Him?  This is your husband?” Adam asked, looking Trixie up and down.  “Interesting.  Well, come on in.  Let’s get you out of those clothes so we can get a good look at you.”  
 
    “Adam, he’s not -” 
 
    “He’s a sissy, Eve,” the man said.  “He came here for this.  He’s probably getting wet just thinking about being used.  He’ll complain.  He’ll act like he’s not really a sissy.  But in the end, nobody’s here by accident.  Trust me.  He’ll love it.  Right, sissy?  I’ve seen the way you’re looking at my dick.  Don’t you want to suck it?”  
 
    Trixie licked his lips.  Every instinct told him to get on his knees and worship that glorious monster, right then and there.  But some part of him resisted.  Some part of him managed to say, “N-no.”  
 
    “Liar,” Adam said, stepping forward.  He bent down and grabbed Trixie’s wrist, guiding it to his manhood.  “Feel it?  I saw you on that stage, too.  You want this.  You were born for it.  Just give in.”  
 
    Trixie wrapped his fingers around the man’s thick cock.  He tried to resist.  He tried to pull away.  But his training had been extremely thorough, and he couldn’t stop himself - not when the object of his lust was right there.  True to Adam’s prediction, he was getting wet just by touching it.   
 
    Trixie couldn’t stop himself from dropping to his knees and, in seconds, he was worshipping the man’s long cock.  He was in heaven as he licked and kissed and sucked.  He hardly even noticed Evelyn looking on in disbelief.  When Adam finally came, Trixie felt the familiar jolt of conditioned pleasure slide through his body, and he swallowed every ounce of Adam’s issue.  It wasn’t until then that he remembered his wife was still standing there.  He looked, up, the taste of cum still fresh in his mouth, and Evelyn said, “I guess that settles that, then.  Come in.  I want to get a good look at you.” 
 
    Trixie could hardly think as he was led into the bungalow, and he definitely couldn’t bring himself to resist when Adam ordered him to strip.  He did so with mechanical efficiency, then stood before his wife and the man who was obviously her lover, naked and trembling slightly.   
 
    “Damn,” said Evelyn, looming over him.  “They really did a number on you, didn’t they?”  
 
    Adam said, “They’re the best in the business.  You should see the research that went into their transformative capabilities.  They’re on the cutting edge of genetics and nanotechnology.  My company…wait, never mind.  I don’t want to bore you with shop talk.  Not when there’s such an enticing, little morsel right in front of us.”  
 
    “Can you give us a minute, Adam?” Evelyn asked. “Please?”  
 
    There was something in Evelyn’s tone that spoke quite clearly to Trixie.  Having been on both sides of the equation, he could recognize submission when he saw it.  And if he was honest, he couldn’t blame Evelyn.  Adam was as perfect a man as he’d ever seen.  But still, that didn’t prevent a spike of jealousy from driving itself into his consciousness.   
 
    “I don’t see why not,” the man said. “I need a shower anyway.”  
 
    As Adam passed Evelyn, he gave her a sharp slap on the ass, then disappeared into the next room.  A second later, Trixie heard the unmistakable sound of running water.  He bit his bottom lip, then looked up at Evelyn.  “When did this start?” he asked.   
 
    She sighed.  “A few days after you disappeared,” she said.  “I tried to get them to let me see you, but they refused.  So, I didn’t have a choice but to come back here.  Adam had the bungalow next door.  I figured we came here for a reason, so I just kind of immersed myself in the island’s culture.  I fucked a different sissy every night.  And then I ran into Adam, and we just kind of hit it off.  One thing led to another, and…well…you can’t blame me, right?  Not with everything that’s happened.”  
 
    Trixie stared at his wife.  In their real lives back home, they hadn’t really been monogamous.  But their relationship hadn’t been completely open, either.  Neither ever had sex with anyone without the other at least knowing about it, and usually, only with whichever submissive man they were in the process of feminizing.  Evelyn had never gone outside their marriage for a real man before.   
 
    Evelyn interrupted his thoughts by saying, “God, I can’t believe you’re the same person.  I mean, you’re still in there.  But…I mean…those curves.  That face - you could be on the cover of a magazine.  And your dick…is it even an inch long?”  
 
    “An inch-and-a-half,” Trixie said, recalling what the doctor had said during his exit physical.  “Apparently, I’m bigger than normal.”  
 
    “Amazing,” Evelyn said. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” asked Trixie. 
 
    Evelyn shrugged.  “What do you mean?” she asked. 
 
    “I mean you and me,” he answered.  “And Adam, I guess.”  
 
    Evelyn said, “As far as I’m concerned, our marriage is on hold for now.  That was the deal, right?  When we decided to come here, we agreed to be completely free to enjoy the island for its intended purpose.  I don’t see why that has to change.”  
 
    “But -” 
 
    “I’m not going to get in the way of your fun, Trixie,” she said. “Mmm.  I like the way that name sounds.  It fits you.  But just because we’re not man and wife right now doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy one another’s company, right?  I’m sure we can figure out all sorts of ways to have a good time.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Trixie and Evelyn continued to catch up until Adam came out of the shower.  Trixie’s breath caught in his throat as he saw the big man, his skin still glistening from the water.  He squirmed a bit, his boi-pussy contracting and relaxing as he imagined the pleasure he could experience at the end of that man’s monster cock.   
 
    Evelyn noticed.  So did Adam. 
 
    “She’s panting like a dog in heat,” said Adam, grinning.  “Let’s put her to good use.  Go get your dick, babe.”  
 
    Evelyn patted Trixie’s shoulder, then disappeared into another room.  That left the sissy alone with the big man.  Smirking, Adam said, “She told me all about you, you know.  How you pretended to be a real man.  She didn’t say that, of course.  I think she expected you to show back up unchanged.  Unconquered.  The man she had in her mind wouldn’t give in to the training, she no doubt thought.   Obviously, she was wrong.”  
 
    “It was all a mistake,” Trixie muttered, his eyes trained on that magnificent cock.  He couldn’t help but lick his lips.  “They told me they’d sue me if I didn’t go along with it.”  
 
    “Sure,” said the man, obviously doubting Trixie’s statement.  It wasn’t surprising, given that how the sissy looked.  He was practically shaking with cock-lust, so it was probably easy to see him as just another sissy in denial.   
 
    Evelyn came back into the room, sporting a very realistic-looking strap-on dildo jutting from her groin.  It was long and thick, and it seemed just as real as Leon and the other sex toys Trixie and the other sissies had trained on.   
 
    “This thing is amazing,” Evelyn said.  “I don’t know how they do it, but I can actually feel it.”  
 
    “Nanotech and microscopic sensors in your vagina,” Adam explained. “I’ve told you all about how it works.”  
 
    “And I didn’t understand any of it,” Evelyn said. “I’m an accountant, not an engineer.  Besides, I don’t care how it works, just that it does.” She looked at Trixie, then gave him a knowing smirk. “Well?  I’m waiting.  Let’s see how skilled your pretty mouth really is.”  
 
    Trixie was moving before he could even think to refuse.  After all, he’d been trained, night and day for a month, to obey.  Besides, it was easy to give in to his conditioning, considering how horny he was.  Just looking at Evelyn’s faux member put him in mind of Leon, and that, in turn, elicited the most lustful reaction.  He knelt before his wife, then bent every ounce of his considerable skill toward pleasing her and her strap-on cock.   
 
    After only a few moments, he was kneeling on all fours, bobbing his head up and down as Evelyn lay beneath him.  He was dripping wet with arousal, which was good because, only a couple of seconds into his efforts, Adam plunged his mighty cock deep inside of him.  Adam grunted, and Trixie let out a tiny whimper, but the massive thing slid in without a hint of protest.  Silently, Trixie thanked the progressively larger plugs that had stretched him out enough to enjoy the slithering pleasure snaking into his well-prepared ass.   
 
    So it went, with Adam coming at him from behind as he fellated his wife’s fake cock.  For her part, Evelyn seemed in ecstasy, her eyes trained on Trixie’s every expert move.  Her hand found the back of his head, pushing the dildo deeper down Trixie’s relaxed throat.  Meanwhile, Adam pumped away, his huge cock pushing Trixie’s Pleasure Button with every thrust, eliciting a miniature orgasm each time.  Trixie almost wept with the ecstasy of it.   
 
    Then, Trixie exploded into a real orgasm, his ass spasming out of his control.  He let out a primal squeal of pure, unadulterated pleasure as a wave after wave of ecstasy swept through his entire body.  It was all he could do to keep sucking Evelyn’s cock, it was so powerful.  But his training paid off, because he kept on.  After all, her pleasure was far more important than his.   
 
    Adam, to his credit, had plenty of stamina, and Trixie experienced two more anal orgasms before he finally filled the sissy’s boi-pussy with his seed.  Evelyn came soon after Trixie’s first orgasm, though her cock didn’t relax.  She remained hard even as it spurted the familiar salty semen Trixie had learned to love during training.   
 
    When Adam pulled out, Trixie felt a distinct and utter emptiness that was almost overwhelming.  Ever since he’d been unplugged, that feeling, to one degree or another, had been with him.  Luckily, it wasn’t long before Evelyn switched places with her lover, and soon, she was pounding away at Trixie’s ass.   
 
    Her cadence was different.  Faster.  More frenetic.  And where Adam had merely gripped Trixie’s wide hips, Evelyn liked to slap his ass, asking the sissy to call her daddy.  Trixie obliged.  Meanwhile, Adam planted himself in front of the sissy, ordering him to clean his cock.  Once again, Trixie did as he was told.  He couldn’t have resisted, even if he wanted to.   
 
    In the end, Evelyn came, sending her hot, sticking issue deep inside Trixie’s well-fucked ass.  It felt like a perfect ending.   
 
    But it wasn’t.   
 
    No - it was just beginning, because almost as soon as Evelyn finished inside Trixie, she took off the strap-on, got on all fours, and begged Adam to fuck her.  And he did.  Trixie made himself useful by tonguing his wife’s nipples, even as another man brutally fucked her to multiple orgasms.   
 
    “Clean her up,” said Adam, looking down on Trixie, who lay on his back beneath Evelyn.  “Now.” 
 
    Evelyn shifted up Trixie’s body, planting herself over his face.  Then, she lowered herself until her pussy hovered only inches from the sissy’s mouth.  He knew what to do.  He’d been trained for it, after all.  He immediately started licking, tasting the nectarous mixture of her juices and Adam’s semen as he ate her pussy with expertise born of hours upon hours of intense practice.  It wasn’t long before she was cumming again, and each time Trixie felt her contract with orgasmic pleasure, he experienced his own tiny orgasm as his conditioning took hold.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Trixie stepped out of the shower, having spent almost an hour thoroughly cleaning Adam and his wife before scrubbing the semen and various other juices from his own body.  He glanced at his reflection in the mirror, hardly recognizing the person looking back at him.  Certainly, he knew how much he’d changed.  Academically, he knew he inhabited a body better suited to a college cheerleader than to a man in his late twenties.  However, each time he caught his own reflection, he found himself stunned by what he saw.   
 
    Only a month before, he’d have given Adam a run for his money.  He’d been strong-jawed, tall, and muscular.  He had been dominant.  An alpha male.  But now?  Now, he was a petite sissy who’d just been fucked by both his wife and her lover, then watched as the man did the same to Evelyn.  And the worst part was that it had felt right.  Even now, without endorphins clouding his judgment, he couldn’t summon even a hint of jealousy or possessiveness.  Evelyn had made the right choice.   
 
    But there was still a nagging voice in the back of his head, screaming that he wasn’t a sissy at all.  It was the training.  The conditioning.  The hormones and whatever other chemicals they’d pumped into him.  He’d been brainwashed and manipulated into becoming just what they wanted him to be - a submissive sissy obsessed with pleasing their guests.   
 
    However, with every moment he spent as Trixie, that voice faded a little more.  Soon, he knew, it would disappear entirely.  He only wondered whether he’d regard that as a good thing or a incalculable loss.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Don’t be scared,” said Evelyn, holding Trixie’s hand as she led him down the sidewalk.  Wearing a speedo that did little to hide his massive equipment, Adam strode in front of them.  Evelyn wore a bikini and a pair of shorts, while Trixie was dressed in nothing but a skimpy thong with a pouch so small that even his tiny package made a lump.  “This is why we’re here, isn’t it?”  
 
    Trixie wanted to argue.  He wanted to claim that he hadn’t come to Sissy Island to play the role of the resort’s namesake.  But regardless of what he’d originally intended, that was what he was, now.  The previous day and night’s amorous activities had made his place perfectly clear, as he’d been fucked by both Adam and Evelyn so many times that he’d lost count.  By the morning, he’d lost track of why he wanted to resist in the first place.   
 
    But that was then.  That was in the privacy of their own bungalow.  And while he’d had his turn in front of that crowd of resort patrons, just like all the other sissies, he wasn’t looking forward to mingling with the rest of Sissy Island’s population.  Adam and Evelyn, though, wouldn’t even think of hearing his objections.  They insisted that he come along, and given his training and conditioning, he couldn’t even begin to consider going against their wishes.  Which was how he found himself being dragged to the resort’s daily Happy Hour event.   
 
    Ostensibly, the event itself marked the resort’s transition from a normal-ish resort, where its visitors enjoyed typical beach activities, to a more sex-centric, raunchy sex club where anything went.  Alcohol and other drugs would flow freely as the resort’s population indulged their most intimate desires.  And Trixie knew that the moment he set foot in that communal pool area, he’d be the centerpiece of those desires.   
 
    There was a part of Trixie - maybe even the most dominant part - that found that perfectly acceptable.  His mind was filled with big cocks and admiring suitors.  However, there was still enough of Trent leftover that he found the whole thing incredibly unnerving.  He hated himself for giving in as far as he had, but he didn’t know if he’d ever recover if he let himself be used by an entire resort full of people.   
 
    Not that he had much of a choice, of course.  Evelyn had made that abundantly clear.  While he’d planned to hole up in the bungalow and fly under the radar until they figured out how to right the ship, so to speak, Evelyn had insisted that he “enjoy what he’d come here to enjoy”.  She still thought he had engineered the whole thing himself, regardless of what he’d claimed.   
 
    And so, he found himself being dragged along, not knowing if it was against his will or not.   
 
    When they finally reached the main pool complex, Trixie was taken aback by the sheer opulence of the place.  There were hot tubs, pools, gazebos with plenty of furniture, and bars serving all sorts of alcohol.  And the people…the number took Trixie by surprise.  So did all the nudity, which was prevalent.  Everywhere he looked, there was a naked man or a woman, and mixing in with all of them were Trixie’s fellow sissies.  Most were naked.  Some, like Trixie, wore the barest excuse for a bathing suit.  Still others wore elaborate costumes.  He even caught sight of a couple of identical twin sissies dressed like someone’s pornographic vision of cheerleaders.  To put it bluntly, this was the Sissy Island he’d come so far to enjoy. 
 
    Just not as one of the sissies. 
 
    He was reminded of his status the moment he left the safety of the tree-lined sidewalk, because it felt like every eye in the place trained themselves on him.  It was all he could do not to blush.  And he wanted nothing more than to turn on his heel and run away as quickly as his feet would carry him.  The only thing keeping him from doing just that was Evelyn’s iron-like grip on his hand.   
 
    And the familiar moisture building in his boi-pussy as he looked around at all those wonderful cocks.   
 
    Before Trixie could make sense of his conflicting emotions, he was being introduced to a group of burly men.  All but one of them had a beard, some with sprinklings of gray.  And there was a mat of hair on all their chests.  They looked like a group of lumberjacks.  If lumberjacks walked around with big, swinging dicks bare for all the world to see.   
 
    “Trixie, eh?” the obvious leader said.  “How about a round with me and my mates, huh?” 
 
    “Jesus, Tom,” said Evelyn.  “No pleasantries from you.  Just jump right into “let’s fuck” territory.”  
 
    The man shrugged his thick shoulders.  “No point in beatin’ around the bush,” he said. “This is a sex club, isn’t it?  She knew what she was getting into the moment she came here.  Likely, she’s been looking forward to this for some time.”  
 
    Evelyn ignored the man’s logic, turning to Trixie and saying, “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”  
 
    Of course, that wasn’t necessarily true.  While Trixie was ostensibly in charge of his own sex life, meaning he could turn down anyone he liked, his conditioning was such that doing so would’ve left him feeling like a complete failure.  He was built to please, and if someone wanted to use him, he could no more turn them down than choose not to breathe.  So, he just shook his head, saying, “I…I’ll do it.”  
 
    The big man, Tom, gripped Evelyn’s shoulder, saying, “See?  The sissy’s here for a good time, same as all the rest!”  
 
    Then, he grabbed Trixie by the arm and pulled him away from Evelyn’s safe grip.  Suddenly, Trixie was surrounded by big, burly, and very naked men.  Even before his transformation, the group would’ve dwarfed him.  But now?  He felt positively diminutive in their presence.   
 
    Thankfully, he knew precisely what to do.  Within seconds, he was on his knees and trying to suck five cocks at once, alternating between them like he was playing a game of oral hot potato.  Idly, he heard Evelyn say, “God damn, look at him go.  I wasn’t completely sure before.  But now…” 
 
    Trixie ignored her.  Or rather, he couldn’t concentrate on anything but those glorious cocks.  They were all that mattered.   
 
    Before long, Trixie was on his back on one of the nearby couches, a cock in each hand, one in his mouth, and another between his spread legs.  And he was in absolute heaven as he pleased so many men at once.  They took turns fucking him. Time passed as minutes became hours, hours became an entire night.  One cock bled into another as the original group was replaced by another.  Then another.  By dawn the next morning, Trixie had been fucked by half the resort, or so it seemed.   
 
    At some point, he’d lost track of Evelyn, so with the sun peeking over the horizon, he made his way back to the sissy dormitory.  His thong had been lost hours before, so he was naked, covered in all sorts of sexual juices, exhausted, and a little dehydrated.  But he felt more satisfied than he’d ever felt in his whole life. 
 
    On top of that, though, was a deep, abiding sense of humiliation.  He hadn’t just given in to his conditioning.  He had embraced it.  He had enjoyed it.  He had become Trixie in truth.  And he feared that there was no going back.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been more than a month since Trixie had been released into the resort proper, and he’d spent that time indulging his inner sissy to such a degree that he’d gained something of a reputation among the other feminized boys.  So, Trixie wasn’t surprised when, after another night spent among the resort’s patrons, he returned to the sissy dormitory to find a trio of his peers waiting for him.  One of them was Heather, the sissy he’d met on the ferry and his roommate.   
 
    “You had me fooled,” Heather said.  The sissy wore a black string bikini and a pair of high heels, and he wore it extremely well.  “I thought you were telling the truth when you said you weren’t supposed to be here.”  
 
    “I…I was,” Trixie said.  Unlike the other three sissies, he wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing, so the entirety of his feminization was on complete display.  He felt exposed but more than a little proud; his body was far better than those of the boys in front of him.   
 
    One of the others whose name Trixie couldn’t remember rolled his brown eyes.  “Oh, sure - real alphas spend their nights getting gangbanged, right?  Please.  You’re the sissiest sissy here.”  
 
    “W-whatever,” Trixie said, pushing past the others.  One of them grabbed his upper arm, stopping him in his tracks.  He turned and spat, “Let me go.”  
 
    “Or what?” said Heather.  “You’ll suck our dicks until we do?  You know what?  Get on your knees.  I’ve been wanting something from you since the moment I saw you.”  
 
    Trixie couldn’t bring himself to disobey.  Even the other sissies could order him about, and he couldn’t muster the strength of will to refuse.  So, he did as he was told to do, and the trio giggled, their laughter both menacing and insanely cute.  It was like if Tinkerbell had been a little bit evil.   
 
    Heather yanked his string bikini down, revealing his tiny penis.  It was completely hairless, and if it was half-an-inch long, Trixie would’ve been surprised.  The thing was barely more than a nub.  If Heather wanted him to suck that, it would be a little difficult.  Not that Trixie would shrink from the challenge.  He could suck any cock, even a tiny one.  But that wasn’t what Heather had in mind.  Instead, the dominant sissy turned around, thrusting his bubble butt out, and said, “I want you to eat my ass.  Do it right, or I’m going to make your life a living hell.”  
 
    Trixie didn’t need threats.  He probably would’ve done it anyway.  But the last thing he wanted was for his roommate to be angry with him, so, without a second’s hesitation, he thrust his face between Heather’s cheeks and started licking.  It wasn’t so different from eating pussy, really.  The smell was different - better, even.  And it tasted a little different.  But other than that?  The mechanics were strikingly similar.   
 
    And Trixie had honed his skills well.  Before long, Heather was grinding his ass against Trixie’s face, moaning all the while.  Trixie persisted, spreading the cheeks wide so he could get his tongue in there, and soon, Heather was cumming, the sissy’s ass spasming as the orgasm rocked him.   
 
    But they weren’t done with Trixie.  Not by a long shot. 
 
    Each of the three made Trixie repeat the same process with them, bringing them all to orgasm in turn.  Trixie, for his part, fingered his own ass as he worked, and each time they came, he got a little closer to his own orgasm, eventually going over the top himself.   
 
    “No wonder you’re so popular,” said Heather, standing over the still quivering Trixie.  “I can definitely see the appeal, now.”  
 
    “Thanks?” was Trixie’s reply.  It came out as a half-moan.   
 
    “From now on, when you’re not being used by the real men and women, you’re ours,” Heather said.  “Understand?  When we say jump, you jump.  Got it?”  
 
    Trixie nodded, a quiver excitement running up his spine.   
 
    “Good,” said Heather.  “Now, get up.  I’ve got something for you, and then we’re going for a walk.”  
 
    Trixie did as he was told, then followed Heather to the room they shared with two other sissies.  Inside, Heather affixed a wide, patent leather collar around Trixie’s neck, then attached a long leash to it.  Suddenly, Trixie realized what “going for a walk” meant.  Heather wanted to establish his dominance by parading him around like a pet.   
 
    “Now, hands and knees,” Heather said.  “You’re my little bitch right now, and I want everyone to know it.”  
 
    Trixie dropped without a moment’s hesitation, then, struggling on all fours, followed Heather out into the resort.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    So it went for the next ten months.  By day, Trixie was Heather’s and her friends’ sex slave.  It wasn’t so onerous, really.  Most of the time, it was just posturing.  Heather didn’t have the capacity for true dominance.  More than enough to put a true submissive like Trixie in his place, but not enough to take real advantage of it.  The worst Trixie ever had to do was to “play puppy” for the sissy, and that was a rarity.   
 
    And by night, Trixie was used by a wide variety of men and women.  Sometimes, the encounters were more intimate.  He’d be propositioned by a man or a woman, then taken back to their bungalow for a night of passion.  Other times, someone would pull him aside and fuck him right then and there.  Still other times, the whole place devolved into a wild orgy, and he as passed around to more partners than he could count.  Once, he was even the centerpiece of a sex show where he and another sissy went ass-to-ass with a double-sided dildo.  That had preceded one of the orgies.   
 
    Over time, Trixie almost forgot who he really was.  He stopped thinking of his real life, instead letting the resort take over.  It was easier that way.   
 
    Sometimes, he saw Evelyn or Adam.  He was even used by them on more than one occasion.  However, as the weeks wore on, he saw them less and less.  Eventually, he realized that they were spending their time together as a couple.  Trixie was distraught for a full day after coming to that realization.  It lasted until the next orgy, when all negative thoughts faded in the face of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.   
 
    On a few occasions, he and the other sissies made their way back to the mainland.  It was a four-hour ferry ride, but the change of scenery was worth it.  Sissy island was an unparalleled paradise, but even that got old after a while.  Still, each time he returned after a few days in the coastal town that was closest to the island, Trixie was struck by how much like home it felt.   
 
    So, as the day of the vacation’s inevitable ending approached, Trixie felt a deep melancholy.  He wasn’t just leaving the island and all its pleasures behind, but he’d also be leaving his alter ego as Trixie with it.  He didn’t know how the transformation back into Trent would go.  Did they have some method to quickly and easily reverse the conditioning?  What about the physical changes?  He knew that, once he was Trent, he’d welcome the return of his identity.  But as Trixie, the sissy?  He couldn’t help but dread it.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Gripping Trixie’s hips for leverage, Evelyn thrust her faux cock deep inside the sissy’s well-fucked ass, filling it with thick, hot cum.  She grunted, and Trixie felt a wave of pleasure - still potent, after all those months - radiate out from his ass, the result of bringing someone else to orgasm.  And then, once the aftershocks had faded, they both collapsed to the bed, Evelyn on top of the petite sissy.   
 
    After a couple of minutes, during which they both panted in exhaustion, Evelyn said, “It’s hard to believe it’s over.”  
 
    As she pulled herself off of Trixie, the sissy said, “I know.  It doesn’t seem like so long ago that we were on that ferry.”  
 
    “But at the same time, it feels like a lifetime, doesn’t it?” Evelyn said.  “I don’t feel like I’m the same person.”  
 
    Trixie almost laughed, because of the two of them, he’d definitely changed far more than Evelyn.  However, he also knew that she’d been transformed as well.  Before, she’d needed him, both as an emotional crutch as well as a sexual one.  He’d been the driving force behind all their kinks.  But now, she was independent in every sense of the word.  Even Adam was just a hanger-on, a secondary character in the story of her life.  Not for the first time, he wished he could’ve heard her full story, the unabridged version she’d never tell anyone.   
 
    “Yeah,” Trixie said. “I can relate.”  
 
    This time, they both did collapse into laughter.  The day had finally come.  After Trixie’s exit meeting with Miss black, he’d be transformed back into his old self, and then they’d go home.  He would resume his old life, and they’d live happily ever after.  Or something like that.   
 
    He glanced at the clock on the wall, then said, “I think it’s time.  Do you want to go with me?”  
 
    Evelyn shook her head.  “I think you need to do this alone,” she said.  “But don’t get sidetracked.  I’d hate for you to miss your meeting just because some big-dicked Canadian caught your eye.”  
 
    As he levered himself out of bed, Trixie laughed again.  “That happened one time,” he said.  “And you saw it.  That thing was bigger than big.”  
 
    “I overheard him telling someone that everybody calls him Tree,” Evelyn said.  “Like, he’s got a freaking tree in his pants.”  
 
    “Apt,” was Trixie’s response.  “I’m going to hop in the shower really quick, get dressed, and go.  I’ll see you tomorrow morning on the ferry.”  
 
    Trixie disappeared into the bathroom, then after showering, chose a sundress and a pair of tasteful sandals.  Normally, he’d have dressed a lot more provocatively, but he was going home soon.  He needed to adopt a more normal mindset.   
 
    Soon, after saying goodbye to Evelyn, Trixie made his way through the resort one last time.  He hardly noticed the copulating couples, the nudity, or the sheer beauty of the place anymore.  It wasn’t that he didn’t appreciate those things.  He did.  Rather, it was just that he was used to it.  Indeed, it felt more like home than his apartment ever had.   
 
    A while later, he found himself back at the orientation center.  As he went into the lobby, he cast his mind back to the day he’d arrived, so full of testosterone and confidence.  He still had confidence, though it was a different sort, the kind that made him certain that he had the skills to please anyone life put in front of him.   
 
    He found a chair near one of the doors, then settled down to wait.  A few other sissies were there, and they all looked anxious, fidgeting with hems of dresses, twirling long locks of hair between their fingers, and biting their fingernails.  By comparison, Trixie felt extraordinarily calm.   
 
    Finally, a good-looking woman in a black pantsuit appeared and called his name.  Trixie rose and followed the woman through a maze of halls, arriving at a non-descript office.  It was the same one where he’d argued for his masculinity so long ago.   
 
    He went inside.   
 
    Miss Black sat behind her desk, hands folded in her lap.  She smiled broadly, saying, “Ah, my prize student.  Would you like to extend your stay?  I could use someone like you as a counselor.”  
 
    “Uh…n-no, thanks,” said Trixie.  It was a tempting offer, if for no other reason than that it could extend his exodus from the real world.  Life on Sissy Island had taken on something of a dreamlike quality, and he couldn’t help but dread the return to the harshness of his real life.  But he had to go back because he did have a life.   
 
    Miss Black shrugged.  “I suppose that would be expected,” she said.  “So, what else can I do for you?”  
 
    For a moment, Trixie was confused.  Wasn’t it obvious?  Then, he thought about it for a moment and realized that, for most of the sissies, they had no intention of ever going back to manhood.  For some, the transformation was the reason they’d come to Sissy Island in the first place.  It was far more comprehensive than anything offered in the outside world, after all.  For a transgender woman, you couldn’t ask for a better way to transition.   
 
    But Trixie never intended to spend his year at the resort as a sissy.  Miss Black knew that, too.  She’d heard his complaints.  But then again, she’d also dismissed them as him having cold feet.  She truly thought he was just a normal sissy, and not a man who’d been mistakenly transformed into one.   
 
    “I want to go back to being me,” he said.  “I want you to change me back.”  
 
    Miss Black gave him an incredulous look.  “Is that so?” she asked.  “I have to tell you, that’s not a request we often hear.  Sure, we get it from time to time.  Some people just want a vacation as a sissy; they don’t want to live as one for the rest of their lives.  But I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone sign up for the platinum package who went back.  May I ask why you’re making this request?”  
 
    “You know why,” Trixie said.  “I’m not a real sissy.  This was a mistake.  I didn’t sign up for this.”  
 
    Miss Black frowned.  “Ah, this again,” she said. “I thought you’d gotten over this.  I can show you your registration forms.  I can show you your signatures on all the necessary releases.  We even had video confirmation.  I assure you, Trixie - you did sign up for this.”  
 
    Trixie was at a loss.  He’d done none of those things.  The contracts he’d signed were simple releases and financial forms.  He’d read them back to front, and there had been nothing about his transformation.  And he’d certainly never made a video for the resort.   
 
    “But be that as it may, it’s irrelevant at this point,” Miss Black said. “You want to go back?  We can start the process today.  It’ll take a week to reverse the physical changes, but the conditioning is a little tougher.  We’ll do the heavy lifting here, but you’ll have to listen to subliminal tapes for at least the next year before you get back to your old self.  However, I caution you to rethink this course of action.” 
 
    “W-why?” Trixie managed to ask. 
 
    “Because you are a born sissy,” she said.   
 
    “I’m what you made me,” he said. 
 
    “Is that so?” Miss Black said, arching one elegant eyebrow.  “I disagree.  We make sissies here, certainly.  We give you the tools to maximize your potential.  But you became a true icon of sissihood.  Or did you forget?”  
 
    She turned a tablet that had been on her desk toward him.  On it was a video depicting one of Trixie’s numerous sexual escapades.  He recognized the look on his face.  He was in heaven, completely content as a stranger rammed his cock in and out of his perfectly formed ass.   
 
    “You could have this for the rest of your life,” Miss Black said.  “You could be this perfect version of yourself.  Or you could go back to the boring man who first walked into this facility.  It’s your choice.”  
 
    Trixie stared at the screen for a long moment before making her decision.  In the end, it wasn’t even a difficult one.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Three months later, Trixie sat in her old desk, trying not to think of all the rumors still flying around about her transition.  Upon making her choice to remain a sissy, Trixie had decided it would be easier to adopt a female identity.  So, as soon as she got back to the mainland, she started on the paperwork to legally change her name and gender.  She also opted to get a pair of small breast implants to complete the transformation.  When it was all finished, Trixie looked as female as any other woman, save for the barely-there penis nestled in her panties.   
 
    Evelyn had been surprisingly supportive of the decision, even confiding that she preferred the feminized version of Trixie.  However, she also made it clear that, while they would remain friends and partners, their marriage was effectively over.  They divorced three weeks after returning home, but they remained roommates, best friends, and sometime lovers.  It was better that way, not least because while Trixie certainly could accommodate a female lover, she had a distinct preference for men.  Evelyn wasn’t so different in that respect, and after spending her year on Sissy Island, she seemed to have gotten much of her kinky nature out of her system.   
 
    When Trixie decided to finally go back to work, the reaction had been predictable.  Most of his coworkers and superiors were more than a little surprised at his transition, but because of anti-discrimination laws, they couldn’t voice their displeasure.  Still, Trixie felt it.  She knew what they thought of her, and what they thought was definitely not pleasant.  Even so, she wasn’t going to let them drive her off.  Not now that she’d finally discovered the person she was meant to be.   
 
    It had been a few days since her return, and Trixie was just getting caught up on some of the new tax laws when there was a knock at her office door.  She cheerfully said, “It’s open!”  
 
    To Trixie’s surprise, the door opened to reveal Bobby.  His hair was shorter, almost a buzz cut, and in the year since Trixie had seen him, he’d cultivated a beard.  He wore a white, button-down shirt and a pair of slacks.  In short, he looked far more manly than he ever had before.  Or maybe Trixie’s perception was skewed, because the last time she’d seen him, their relative situations had been far different.   
 
    “Bobby!” she exclaimed, rising from her seat.  She’d chosen to wear a modest skirt suit and a blouse that was just low-cut enough to display some of her new cleavage, but not to so low-cut as to be scandalous.  She circled the desk, then threw her arms around her former acquaintance.  “It’s been so long!  How have you been?”  
 
    Bobby endured the hug, but when she released him, he shut the door behind him.  Then, he made a show of closing the office’s blinds so nobody could see inside.  When he’d finished, he said, “How did you enjoy your stay at Sissy Island?”  
 
    “W-what?” Trixie asked.  Upon returning, he’d made it known that he’d taken the sabbatical so that he could transition.  To his knowledge, no one knew about the island resort where he’d really spent the previous year.  Or they weren’t supposed to. “How do you know about that?”  
 
    Bobby gave Trixie an evil smile, then said, “I wondered if it would work.  You really should take your internet security more seriously.”  
 
    Suddenly, it felt like a brick had lodged itself in Trixie’s stomach.  “It…it was you?” she whispered.   
 
    The young man laughed.  “Obviously,” he said.  “I didn’t know what they’d do.  I honestly thought they’d just send you back or sue you or something like that.  Then, you’d have to admit to everyone that you liked fucking boys.  I’m sure all your friends would’ve loved to hear about that.  But when you didn’t come back, I found myself hoping you’d somehow have to go through with what I signed you up for.”  
 
    It was Bobby all along.  He’d somehow hacked his way into Trixie’s computer, altered the contracts and…wait, Miss Black had said something about a video.  “How did you do the video?” he asked. 
 
    “Deepfake,” said Bobby.  “It was easy.  It was all too easy.”  
 
    “W-why?” Trixie asked. “Why’d you do it?”  
 
    Bobby shrugged. “At first, I just wanted you to pay for what you did to me,” he said. “But then I wanted to expose your hypocrisy.  Or something.  I don’t know.  I was just angry, and I wanted you punished.”  
 
    “You…y-you asshole,” Trixie said. 
 
    Bobby grinned.  “Maybe,” he said, his hands going to his slacks.  He started unbuttoning them as he continued, “But at least I’m not a sissy.  Besides, I’ve got a theory.  Rumor says the sissies at that island are completely submissive.  They’ll do whatever you want.  And you’re one of them, now.  So, tell me.  Are you going to do whatever I want?”  
 
    He pulled out his cock.  It wasn’t as big as Trixie was used to, but it was far bigger than hers.  And while the conditioning had begun to fade the moment she’d set sail from Sissy Island, it hadn’t completely dissipated.  There was still an overwhelming need to serve inside of her.  The moment she saw a cock - any cock - she wanted to get on her knees and worship it.   
 
    So, she did, hating her inability to resist, even as she sucked Bobby’s cock.  However, that faded away when he bent her over her own desk and fucked her to an orgasm.  After that, she decided not to care.  After all, he hadn’t really hurt her.  In fact, Bobby had probably done her the greatest favor anyone ever could’ve. 
 
    The day she’d been consigned to sissihood was, in retrospect, the best day of her life.   
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