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Chapter 1

Trev’s Humiliation

Trev was never sure exactly how he’d got to this stage. Never in a million years would he have dreamed that he would ever want to, let alone  actually do it – dressing up in his wife’s clothes and makeup, and posting photos of his cock on the internet, that is. And not just his  cock, but his cock labelled as my ‘sissy clit’, on a  femdom humiliation, sissification  website, and on Twitter, and porn sites too.

But that was the sad stage he had arrived at on that fateful day. The day he was caught in flagrante. Well, he was alone  in the house:  his wife, Abi, away at an important  business conference, and him having been made redundant  from his job, two months ago. Although, the story was actually not as simple as it seems at first hand. It was his own business that he’d been made redundant from – by his wife, when she’d made him sign the business over  to her, after he’d married her.

She’d arrived to work at his company, a very glamorous young secretary, tall and elegant, with long blonde hair, stylish in an understated dark suit, and Trev had immediately been attracted to her, besotted even. It was  just something about her, that set her apart from all the other young women  he was surrounded by in the office, some of whom highlighted their attractiveness far more, with mini-skirts heels, and heavy makeup. Abi was confident, even arrogant, and had no doubt about  the way men viewed her. They wanted her, but she was clearly someone  you didn’t ought to mess with. In fact, she was far more likely to mess with you; and she immediately sensed that her new boss, Trev, had an inner, hidden vulnerability: she sensed that he had a need to be dominated by an assertive, attractive woman – just like her, which really turned her on. So, she’d set about doing just that, showing that she’d be very willing to go out with him, if he asked her. Once Trev had taken Abi out on that first date, for a meal at an upmarket restaurant, his fate was sealed; and they were married mere weeks later. Of course, when you’re married, the wife has an equal share of the man’s wealth and property, and Abi, now she was close to Trev, and aware that he actually found it very stressful to run his own business, suggested  that the business be put in her name, and she should be the new boss-

‘You’re be a lot happier, just staying at home, and taking care of the house, cooking the meals, etc., while running the business will suit me,’ and he’d agreed; though at the same time wondering just what the heck he was doing: standing in front of the firm’s employees, informing them that he was handing his business over to his new wife, and he’d be leaving; hearing sniggers, because he was, at Abi’s behest, wearing an, obviously feminine cut, pair of tight purple trousers, and a pale blue, women’s blouse, instead of his usual business suit. When  he’d been  driven enough to build the business up from scratch in the first place. But love does funny things to people, and Abi was obviously really keen to run the business herself, and to own it – but did she really need for it  all to be in her name, as she’d said –

‘It’s meaningless really, whose name it’s in, but I just have that need for it be in my name: I think it’s because I never had much as a child!’

But Trev had discovered that  being at home all the time, just doing domestic chores didn’t suit him – he’d become bored and depressed, so he thought he’d get a job. However, he found himself unable to get another job.

It wasn’t just that his applications didn’t get any response, but he found himself  feeling listless, unmotivated,  despairing. While Abi was doing really well in her new role, taking what had been his business, from strength to strength. And, as she became  the sole breadwinner, so he began to become more subservient – it was  as if she was playing the traditional male role, and he, what was traditionally considered, the female role. Staying at home, doing the housework, and cooking the meals for Abi when she returned from work. Except he didn’t do any of these jobs very well, and the  house was  turning into a tip.

Abi confronted him with  things, but she wasn’t unsympathetic –

‘You need help with your depression,’ she said, ‘professional help.’

‘But I’ve been to the doctor before, and he just prescribed anti-depressants, which made me feel worse with their side effects, if anything.’ He remembered, though didn’t say , how the  pills had made him impotent, so that he couldn’t even masturbate to escape his depression, though it was true that they hadn’t helped his depression either.

Then , several days later, Abi had broached the subject again, after her dinner hadn’t been ready when she returned home, and she noticed the previous day’s dishes lying in the sink. She’d made some inquiries, and found someone she thought might provide the answer to their problems –

‘It’s this therapist, Louise DuBois: Madame DuBois to be more precise- she has a new approach – she comes round to your home, could be anytime. The thing is you’ll be more relaxed, more yourself, if the visit is unexpected, and in your home, rather than a clinical setting. She’s a specialist in dealing with men’s psychological problems apparently. So, I’ve given her the keys to this place, while I’m away, and told her the times when you’ll be in – which is most of the time, so she could pop by any time – it’s all informal.’

‘Given her the keys?’

‘Don’t worry,  she’s highly recommended – she’ll take you as she finds you, she’s used to dealing with depressed men like you.’

He didn’t think much of the idea, but Abi was in charge of everything at the moment, and he felt unable to contradict her. When this woman didn’t  arrive in the next three days, he forgot about her, so absorbed was he in what he had started doing during his days home alone.

Chapter 2

Madame DuBois Discovers Trev In Flagrante - Posting ‘Dick Pics’

Trev had plenty of time on his hands, and thus  began to increasingly indulge his secret ‘hobby’. Well,  it was something he’d always been aware of having an  interest in, since teenage  years, but had mostly repressed it, but Abi had opened the gates  for this again, ordering him to wear her  panties, and the way she’d made him dress when he gave the speech to his employees  about handing to business over to her – all done to humiliate him, which turned her on, and him too, of course. But now, with so much spare time, and, importantly, the internet, and his depression and need for escape, his interest had turned into an obsession, dreaming of displaying himself on the net, and  even in public: as a crossdressing tart,  a sissy fag, a feminized whore; and, lately, posting ‘dick pics,’ something he never would have dreamed he would do in a million years.

And now, dressed in his wife’s clothes and wearing her make up, he was at his computer, with the photo he’d just taken of his semi -erect  cock on his phone, and was just completing  the upload to various websites.

Just then, to his horror, he heard a  voice call up the stairs, a cultured female voice, he didn’t recognize. He froze, then  a dim memory of his wife telling him about the therapist, and how she’d given her a spare key to the house.

The voice again -

‘Hello, anyone in?’ then footsteps advancing up the stairs, and the  unmistakable tip tap of high heels on the  wooden floor of the landing.  In panic, Trev struggled to cover  himself with  the  bottom of his wife’s flimsy blouse, while with the other hand, trying to close down the open computer sites, and in his haste failing to do either.

The door swung open.

Madame DuBois entered the room, a striking presence: tall and raven-haired - dark eyed and  scarlet lipped, in black leather jacket, red satin blouse, tight , pencil skirt, with long, slim, black stockinged legs, ending in impossibly high heels. And her response was definitely not what he would have expected, as she strode quickly across the floor –

‘Are you up to something naughty?’ she said, peering over his shoulder, ignoring his now swelling cock , and looking at the computer screen.

‘Is that yours? “My sissy clit”. Ha, ha, ha – well you’re not wrong there, I’ve never seen a more pathetic specimen of a cock - even hard it’s  still like a women’s clit.’

‘I’m sorry,’ Trev stammered, ‘it’s not what it seems. I’m researching a book.’ He again, unsuccessfully, tried to cover himself up, tugging at his wife’s blouse. ‘I’m sorry, I forgot you might be coming,’ he continued, stammering. All he wanted to do was flee, get covered up, and back into his male clothes.

But Madame Dubois said-

‘Well now you’re hard – turned on by me, I suppose, we can’t let all that cum go to waste can we, you’ll be most uncomfortable – I know, I was married for years; and with that she  grabbed his cock, and with firm grasp, began to masturbate him; but so slowly and firmly that when he orgasmed his cum just slowly dribbled out, down over his wife’s knickers, now around his ankles, and onto the wood floor.

‘You’d better clean that up’ she said.

Now deflated, in every way, he muttered -

‘I’ll get a cloth.’

‘Why don’t you  lick it up with your tongue?’ his Madame DuBois asked, but it seemed more like a demand than a question.

‘What?’

‘Lick it up - get down on your hands and knees, and lick the disgusting mess you’ve made  up.’

‘I’d rather not’ he replied.

‘So do you want me to inform Abi about what you get up to while she’s at work, how you fill your time with  perversion. Now get down on your hands and knees and lick up your mess, you naughty  boy, and I’ll film you while you do it,’ she said, producing a phone.

It wasn’t just his fear of his wife finding out what he’d been up to, but the authority this woman exuded.

He sank to his knees, his cock already hardening again, and bent his lipstick covered mouth to the floor, and tasted for the first time in life, male semen – it was bitter, almost made him gag, though this may have been more psychological than anything else. After all he had often gone down on his wife, without gagging. But somehow, he didn’t think to question Madame DuBois’s orders – her right to give him  such humiliating instructions: she seemed to exude a natural dominance. He finished licking as much of his cum up as he could, until you could see little any  evidence of it, and raised his face, as if awaiting this woman’s approval. But all she said was –

‘Get up, you disgusting  slut. Look at your make -up. Your lipstick is all smeared. Redo it, and do it properly this time -I want these presentations on the site you’re posting on to be a much better standard – we can make   money from this if you do it properly. Or rather I can make money out of it. You’ll just have the pleasure of satisfying my wishes.’

‘Please don’t tell Abi. I thought you were supposed  to be helping me with my problems.’

‘Well, I am helping you – helping you in discovering your true self, which is that of a feminized man. You need to fully accept your status, and only then will you be happy. A course at the academy I run will help you find your true self.

Now get that makeup done – I want you looking like  a convincing whore, and maybe take another cock photo, a better one – show your member in all its tiny splendour. But I think  I’d better help you with  it. Abi is a bit staid, so her make up is pretty dull. Your make up needs to be more trashy, whorish. I’ve got just the thing in my bag, not that I try to look a like a whore, you understand, but I like a bit of glamour now and again.’

She picked up the bag from a chair and rummaged inside it, bringing out a lipstick in shocking pink. She also produced  brown lipliner, and  a black eyeliner. Sit down, and I’ll  show you how to do it. He meekly sat down on  a chair, and let her go to work with expert hands. She certainly didn’t  skimp – with layers of thick, pink foundation,  and eyes thickly outlined, with sexy  dark lines at the end of each eye, and lips thickly outlined  with liner, and then bright pink lipstick.  When he looked in the mirror, he couldn’t believe it – he really did look like a convincingly sexy slut, rather than a man with inexpertly applied,  rudimentary make up.

‘Thank you’ he gushed.

I would be keen to thank me, if I were you – I have plans for you, my girl. Go and get a cucumber from the kitchen. I presume you do have one?’

‘Hmm, I’m not sure to be honest’ he said apologetically.

‘Well , if you don’t have one, you’ll just have to go and buy one.’

Trev couldn’t answer this – the thought of going out to the shops dressed as he was filled him with dread, though surely, she’d let him get changed. Anyway, he hoped against hope that his wife had bought a cucumber recently, though they seldom ate it.  He searched the vegetable rack, the fridge, the cupboards, but no sign of a cucumber. However, he did find some large courgettes, and selected the most cucumber like one, the largest, though he had no idea of why she wanted one.  He took it through to the  living room.

‘Sorry ‘ He didn’t know why he was apologizing –

‘We didn’t have any cucumbers, but  there were some courgettes.’ He proffered the said item, with trembling hand.

‘Oh, ok, that’ll do I suppose – though a cucumber’s better -  the size.’

He wondered why size was so important to her, but soon realised her intentions, when she told him to  lay on his back, knickers down and legs in the air.

She then proceeded to pour cooking oil over  the entrance to his back passage, and over the courgette, before slowly pushing the vegetable into his anus.

He squealed.

‘Come on – relax, don’t fight it – this is what you crave, isn’t it?’

She had good insight, he thought, as the vegetable was forced inside him, to his pain and discomfort, which suddenly turned to a feeling of enormous pleasure.

‘God’ he moaned ‘Oh my  God’ as unprecedented delight surged through him, and he exploded with pleasure, squirting a stream of cum across the pine wood floor. He collapsed back onto the floor, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

‘Oh my God!’ Trev  exclaimed again, feeling a mixture of extreme pleasure, mixed with abject humiliation.

‘I enjoy seeing folk fulfill their fantasies,  it’s terrible when people are repressed and aren’t able to  be their true selves, pursue whatever makes them happy. I believe in personal liberation, that’s what my therapy is based on. And that’s why I’m recommending to your wife that you undertake an intensive course at my Academy of Gender Studies clinic, since I really think this would greatly help you overcome your problems by realizing your true self.’

Chapter 3

Trev Arrives at Madame DuBois’s Academy

On a misty November morning, a wan sun struggling through the clouds, Trev arrived at the neutrally named Academy of Gender Studies, driven there by Abi, who kissed him on the cheek –

‘Good luck darling – I’m sure Madame DuBois will sort you out, and you’ll come out a new man’ she said,  while her husband nervously wondered just what was in store for him, but in no way was he prepared for the reality of what was to happen.

There were several of them, maybe ten, new arrivals , like Trev, dressed in boringly ordinary male clothes, of all ages and backgrounds. Trev noticed a gaggle of identically clad women, in pink, lycra mini dresses, revealing black stocking tops; heavily made up, with luxuriant bouffant hairstyles. Trev felt his cock stiffening, though on closer examination he wondered just how feminine these ladies were. Then Madame DuBois, dressed in a black leather catsuit, with six-inch heels, walked in, and stood before them: Trev’s eyes were immediately drawn to the riding crop she slapped against her leather clad thighs. She seemed even more scary looking than Trev remembered, though still very sexy. She addressed them, her voice stern and commanding, as if she brooked no nonsense, which Trev well knew was the truth –

‘Take your clothes off, NOW.’

The men looked at each other –

‘All of them?’ a voice piped up.

‘Did I ask you to speak?’ the woman said ‘shut the fuck up, and don’t speak until you’re spoken to. Yes, ALL of them. Every last stitch.’

Everyone began to comply, struggling out of trousers and  jackets and shirts, and dropping them to the floor, struggling not to fall over in their haste.

When Trev was naked, and standing very self-consciously before what seemed so many prying eyes, he glanced along the line at his fellow students, and saw an array of cocks of all shapes and sizes, many of them semi-hard he noted, as was his own. As if reading his thoughts, Madame DuBois said–

‘Look, some of these bitches are getting hard, they’re turned on already’ she sneered, then to the  group of  lycra clad women at the side -

‘Get the cages on this rabble quickly, we don’t want cum over our nice clean floor.’

At that, the lycra clad ladies rushed towards them, as fast as they could in their heels, so that one stood behind each of them: clipping steel cage like devices over their cocks. The female assigned to Trev, struggled to get the cage over his incipient erection, which was getting even harder at her red fingernailed touch. The end of the cage had a pointed tip, which pressed into his stiffening cock as she clamped it over  it, locking it with a small key – which she  then pocketed.

‘How  will I get this off?’ Trev asked ‘what if I want to pee?’

‘You’re not supposed to ask questions, the, very sexy, woman said, but you have to ask Madame to unlock it if you wish it to be removed. If you need the toilet, there is a small hole in the end for peeing.’

‘You all seem caged now’ Madame said. ‘Let’s just test things out, and she pressed something in her hand, a sort of electronic pad, and Trev yelped as an electric shock ran through his cock, and  there were whimpers and moans from along the line as a similar shock was administered to all of them.

‘They all seem to work’ Madame said, ‘now the plugs’ –

And Trev’s delegated  assistant said ‘bend forward and touch your toes,’ and when he did so, he felt her pull his arse cheeks apart, and then a sudden pain, as something was inserted into his anus.

‘It’s to widen your lady holes’ Mistress said.

‘What the fuck!’ Trev muttered with astonishment.

‘Did someone speak, who was it?’

‘It was him,’ a nervous voice said from along the line.

Trev had been shopped, ‘not much honour amongst cross-dressers,’ he thought angrily.

Mistress approached him. Her darkly outlined eyes, piercing into him, as if she could read his thoughts.

‘Do you have a problem with having your lady hole  expanded.’

‘No, erm, Madame, it just seemed an odd use of words, I wasn’t sure what it meant.’

‘It means that  you’ve each received a butt plug, free with the goodwill of the Academy, to make your only entry hole more easily accessible for purposes of sexual  penetration – aren’t you  lucky?’

Trev  had no idea how to reply, so didn’t say anything.

Madame leaned her  face into his, and he caught her strong perfume, and spittle from her scarlet lips soaked his cheeks, and ran down his face –

‘Aren’t you fucking lucky?’ she shouted.

‘Er, yes Madame, I am lucky, very lucky’ he said, voice quivering – surely, he wasn’t near tears, he thought: had he become feminized already?

‘Don’t you forget it’ she said, stepping back, then addressing the group –

‘Right, now get your new outfits on – you’ll be wearing these for the duration of your stay here, and your male clothes will be put  on a  great big bonfire. We intend to extinguish all traces of your previous masculine identities – identities which have caused you so many problems.’

Trev heard an intake of breath from along the line.

They were directed to an array of  clothes on hangers, in a line, each labelled with their new, feminized name. Trev was, to his horror, Trixie. The outfits were all actually identical, just like the assistants, in fact, only pale blue lycra instead of pink. They hung on hangers, with  a suspender belt, and black stockings hanging below, with white six inch heeled stilettoes on the floor beneath. Trev watched the others struggling into them standing up, as  they had struggled out of their male clothes before. First of all, there was the underwear – pink, padded bra, and frilly pink panties. Straight away he was turned on by the softness on his skin: they’d all been given special cream and razors, and instructed to shave off all their body hair soon after their arrival; and then a suspender belt and stockings enhanced the affect. With the whole outfit on, there was no way Trev/Trixie could feel any more feminine.

Next, was the makeup, carried out by the assistants, and again they each had their own personal one, who rarely spoke. Though Trev’s did speak –

‘I see your down for a very slutty look,’ she said, in a voice that didn’t sound  quite convincingly feminine, though not masculine either. He had to admit the touch of her hands on his face did turn him on, though.

‘Oh’ was all he could answer, as she began her work, slapping on loads of foundation to start with, then working on his eyes, then lips, with a dark brown lipliner. It seemed to take ages though was probably about twenty minutes, finishing the process off with a gorgeous blonde wig, with waves of luxuriant blonde locks, cascading to his shoulders. She  showed him a looking glass: and he couldn’t believe it – he really did look like a very sexy slut. It made his cock harden just looking at himself. He’d hardly been in the academy any  length of time, and  was already beginning to lose his masculine identity, and could barely stop gazing at his reflection.

Next step on the  programme, was female deportment, including walking in heels, feminine movement and gestures, voice coaching, makeup, clothes, and, surprisingly, smoking.

‘We  definitely encourage you to smoke, if you don’t do so already, since this, done in appropriately feminine, elegant fashion, is very sexy, and can also serve as a substitute for food, so that you will lose weight, necessary in gaining a properly feminine figure.’ The ‘students’ were told.

‘But that will be bad for our health,’ Trev found himself blurting out, though they weren’t supposed to speak, unless spoken to, so disturbed was he, by the idea of being forced to smoke.

‘It’s not for you to worry  your silly, sissy heads about such things. Those who have paid for your treatment, want you to have it in full, and you have also signed your agreement to the treatment. If you leave the course at this stage, I’m sure those who have paid a lot of money for you to attend it will have something to say to you – we offer no  refunds at all if someone leaves before the treatment is finished,’ he was told by one of the Mistresses- a higher  grade than the assistants, who were known as Sissies - with tight, black pencil skirts, white blouses, and,  the ubiquitous stilettoes.

Thus, Trev found himself learning how to smoke a long, thin cigarette, in a sexy alluring way:  taking small puffs, and blowing out a stream of smoke from between his pink, lipsticked lips, while holding the  cigarette delicately between  his  fingers with their bright pink nails. Actually, he’d always had a bit of a smoking fetish regarding women – it turned him on to see a woman, and latterly a trans man, smoking, despite never wanting to smoke himself. Anyway, he soon became a smoker and it did serve as a meal substitute, as he obsessively began to watch his weight, and worry about his figure, which he’d never done in his previous male identity. Though this was enforced by them being set weight targets, and they would be weighed every week, and punished if they didn’t meet them. At the end of the first week, Trev was a pound over his target weight, and his punishment was six strokes with a riding  crop, administered by one of the Mistresses. He had to bent over a trestle like object, and his knickers were pulled down, and the strokes administered  to his bare behind, but low enough to catch his balls hanging between his legs, too, and this was unbelievably painful. Trev took care to watch what he ate in future, and would maybe have a cigarette instead of a meal.

Electric shocks administered through their cock cages were another form of discipline, Trev discovered to is cost, when he failed to take small steps, and walk upright instead of slouching, as instructed, when receiving training in walking in high heels. Needless to say, after a few shocks, he soon  mastered the art of walking like a woman in high heeled shoes, while sexily swaying his padded hips.

They were also given  daily female hormones, in a special drink, which they jokingly referred to in whispered remarks to each other, as the ‘Cool Aid.’ It was hard to believe that he had signed up for all this, if under some  duress –  but all this would never have happened if he hadn’t been crossdressing, and sending out photos of his cock,  ‘my sissy clit’, in the first place. Though, what if he hadn’t met his wife, which had seemed to release him on a path of masochistic humiliation, and feminized subservience, that was already within him. Part of him, an essential  part, really wanted this to happen, to be turned into a  woman, his true nature; though another part, the more conscious self, didn’t at all, and was scared of what might become a process that could never be reversed. But he was compelled.

Chapter 4

Trev is Attracted to a Fellow Student Sissy

Not only did Trev begin to feel more feminine, but he realised how attractive he was  finding his fellow ‘sissies’, those who’d entered the Academy with him. They all began to look like very attractive ladies, as he did himself, he supposed, with burgeoning breasts filling his bra, softer skin and higher voice; but he was aware that they had cocks  beneath their skirts and panties, though he’d noticed that his cock was already shrinking due to the hormones they were taking; and  five o’clock shadow beneath their heavy makeup – though they were all having electrolysis to remove their beard growth, and the hormones affected this too.

As said, the group were encouraged to smoke, both for ‘sexiness’ and as a food substitute to enable them to lose weight, and they used to go outside to a small patio to do this, where they usually weren’t monitored, and had a chance to talk to each other, though they this was against the rules. Candi, was another sissy, whom Trev found himself very attracted to: friendly, and accessible: she was pretty and slender, with  long, black stockinged legs, emphasized by four-inch heels, with lovely green eyes, highlighted with eyeliner and mascara, pink lipstick and  auburn hair in a bob – even if it was a wig. He was easy to talk to, and told him that he’d been a banker, who’d always had an urge  towards humiliation and being dominated, and  that was how he’d been turned into a sissy by  his girlfriend, and had ended up in this position. There was a mutual attraction, Trev could tell, and one evening, with many of the staff off duty, Candi spoke movingly of how the death of his beloved cat had affected him, and how vulnerably feminine this made him feel; and also, how he enjoyed choosing  suitable clothes for his wife, which she said all of her  married friends were  envious of –

‘I just love female clothes’ he said ‘ the colours and fabrics, whereas I’ve always found male clothes boring.’

Trev explained that many men might be distressed by the death of a beloved pet, but were frightened to show it; and it was to his credit, that he was able to show his emotions, even in male mode; and as for finding female clothes more attractive than male clothes, and having an eye for them, and being able to pick suitable things out for his wife, well he, Trev, was like that too. Candi leant forward, and pecked Trev on the cheek, and before they knew it, they were in each other’s arms, kissing passionately, their lipsticked lips meeting, tongues entwined. Trev’s hand went to Candi’s, now hairless, thighs, reached up beneath the lycra mini dress, to her filly panties, and grasped ….the steel cage imprisoning  her cock; while his own cock thrust painfully in to the point at the end of his own cage.

‘We must meet up when we leave here’ Candi gasped.

‘But I’m married’ Trev said.

‘I’m married too, and it’s our wives who’ve paid for us to be here, and who control us.’

‘There must be a way.’

‘We need to get out of here first.’

Chapter 5

Feminized Sissy Graduation

The final challenge of the Academy, that would enable then to graduate with  full honours, was upon the students, and it was, for most of them, the toughest. But as Madame DuBois explained –

‘If you refuse to  meet this challenge, then you will fail to graduate, and  those who have paid the  not inconsiderable fees for you to undertake this training, won’t get their money back, and therefore will likely be extremely displeased.’

Trev himself was filled with foreboding, as he entered the hall where the challenge was to take place. On a small stage at one end of the hall, stood an array of small trestles, like the one he’d been thrashed over  at the end of his first month. They all had steel wrist restraints at the corners. Madame Dubois ordered them to take their positions, and the Sissies helped them, as they bent over the  trestles, and locked their wrists in place. Several big, muscular men had entered the hall, Trev had noted, and now they each went and stood behind a strapped down sissy,  whose butt plugs had been removed, leaving their now fully expanded lady holes gaping open.  Trev felt  the coldness as lube was applied to his hole, and then gasped as the massively built, guy behind him, firmly  pushed his big, black cock deep up into his, now aptly named, ‘lady hole.’ Trev  groaned with pain, but after several seconds of discomfort, he sighed with pleasure as the cock was accepted inside him, and  each thrust  caused him to groan, not with pain, now, but pure pleasure, that he’d not experienced since Madame DuBois herself had penetrated him with a courgette, before he’d even  been enrolled in her Academy.  Trev’s cock, uncaged for the ceremony, erupted in  the best orgasm he’d ever had.

He'd passed the  challenge, and graduated with full honours, a fully-fledged  feminized sissy.

It was their final day the academy. It had certainly been tough, life changing, and Trev knew that he was definitely not the same man he was when he entered the establishment, or even still a man at all. Now he really did feel feminized, like a woman – his thoughts, movements, gestures were all very feminine; not to mention his appearance, of course – he looked just  like a woman. He’d been used to wearing  female clothes every day for two months, had a more female figure, higher  voice and less body hair, as a result of the regular hormones, and a much smaller cock, of course; which had been  locked up  nearly all the time, and  definitely seemed to have shrunken – more like a female clit. Isn’t that what he’d always wanted, when he posted his cock photos, calling it a ‘sissy clit?’ Well, they say ‘be careful of what you wish for.’

Trev stood in the winter sunshine, with Candi and all the other sissies, who’d entered these portals a mere eight weeks ago as  regular guys. No one looking at them would have thought that now – in all their feminine  finery: high heels, make up, with hair grown out and teased into feminine styles - instead, in many cases, of wearing wigs. His own hair was dyed bright blonde, and cut into a shortish bob, though he had long wigs in his case, along with a change of female clothing, underwear etc. But not the male clothes he’d arrived in, which had been ceremonially destroyed. They were dressed according to the instructions from the women who’d put them in there, in his case his wife, and Madame DuBois herself. So, Candi looked more demure than him, her image more of a classy looking secretary; while he was a full-blown slut, and his black lycra mini skirt, pink satin top, blonde, highlighted hair, and  thick makeup with darkly outlined lips and eyes, reflected this. It did make him quite self-conscious, given that he would  be  bound to be self-conscious wearing female clothes in public,  to be so slutty: which would make him stick out even more than Candi if he was to go shopping dressed like it, for  example.

He and Candi and looked sadly at each other: they did not want to say goodbye, but Trev bent over and touched her arm, ignoring Madame DuBois’s glare.

‘Bye darling’ he said.

‘Bye’ Candi said, choking back a tear.

Chapter 6

Trev/Trixie’s Return Home

Trev’s wife, Abi, arrived, and he tottered out to her car, a brand-new Merc he noted, his heels crunching on the gravel, a long mac over his miniskirt.

Back in the house, after a meal, hearing of his experiences, and commenting about how wonderfully feminine he’d become, and what a great place the  academy was,  his wife said –

‘I hear that you formed some sort of bond with another  student there, Candi.’

‘Yes’, he said, wondering with some foreboding where this was leading – would he be punished.

‘Well, Madame DuBois and me have arranged for the two of you to get together again – in fact, we propose to make a film about the two of you, for future  Academy training – you will be meeting  without your cages on, of course,’ she smiled.

Trev didn’t know whether to laugh or cry!

Well, he very much wanted to see Candi again, but wasn’t sure if he wanted them to be filmed together having sex: unlikely  anyone would want to watch a film of them drinking tea and chatting; and what was it Madame DuBois had said to him at that first ‘consultation’, about making money from his feminization? And, as for sex, well Abi seemed more attracted to her husband than previously, now that he had been femininized; though with his newly shrunken penis, he was no longer able to have penetrative, sex, but she could penetrate him, with his newly expanded lady hole, and she loved this, using a strap-on: it turned her on so much to feel dominant and powerful. The submissive female role had never suited  her, but obviously came more naturally to her husband, than being an Alpha  male. She’d decided to get a ‘Bull’ male,  for penetrative sex, though –

‘We can have a threesome’ she said, excitedly, and Trev  agreed that this was a good idea, though  he wasn’t really at all sure that it was.

Abi thought that he’d be happier,  now that he’d relinquished control of his business to her, and she certainly liked owning it, and  telling everyone what to do; and her now feminized hubby would be better able to  deal with the housework and cooking. He was even a passable enough woman to go to the supermarket for shopping! Yes, going to the Academy had all been well worth the expense, and Madame DuBois had been right about this being the best thing for Trev, or Trixie, as s/he now was. Now all that was needed was for him to sign the rest of his property and bank account, etcetera, over to her name. She would effectively, own him, which gave her a  fantastic thrill, and  also suited him in his masochistic submissive cravings.

Chapter 7

Trixie and Candi Reunited

Candi was invited to stay for a weekend, and duly arrived with his/her wife, Laura. Madame DuBois was also invited: she loved to see the progress of past pupils at her Academy, and how the ‘treatment’ had helped them and their families, not to mention the financial rewards to her. It was her idea that Trixie and Candi would feature in an ‘educational’ erotic, trans film, and it was decided that all three women would feature in it too.

Trixie felt excited about meeting Candi again, and was looking forward to it, especially being freed from his cock  cage. The two  were put in room together, and left in private, with just a camera rolling, as the women watched  through a special double-sided mirror that  Madame Dunois had paid to be installed. Trixie embraced Candi and the pair kissed passionately. Trixie’s hand reached up under the tailored black skirt that the  other sissy wore, and this time felt the warmth of cock, if shrunken, inside the frilly panties, rather than  cold steel, and felt it harden, into a stubby erection. Trev/Trixie knelt before  the other sissy and  took his tiny cock into his mouth, and began sucking it, the first time he ‘d ever done such a thing, though they’d had lessons in the Academy, using dildoes. Candi then eased Trixie onto his back, gently raising his legs in the air, before grabbing some lube from a handy nearby tube, pushing his cock into the sissy’s now aptly described ‘lady hole.’

In the film’s final scene, the women, wearing massive strap-ons, took it in turn to penetrate each of the two men – the two wives, each other’s husbands, and Madame DuBois both of her feminized ex-students.

Afterwards, as the sissy husbands showered together, the women drank champagne, with Abi declaring a  toast to Madame DuBois and her brilliant academy –

‘To Madame DuBois, the champion of gender therapy for depressed, submissive men, how can we thank her enough?’

Laura clicked glasses with her –

‘To Madame DuBois - thank you so much.’

Madame DuBois smiled –

‘You’re more than welcome. If I can do some good in the world…….’

While, in the bathroom, after showering, Trixie and Candi kissed, cuddled, and whispered words of love.
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