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While in reality it probably took a minute or two for Jess to finish her mascara job, the fact that I had to remain motionless made the entire process seem to stretch on forever. Once Jess finally let me know that I was good at opening my eyes, I did so and fluttered my lashes a few times. I could see in the smiles reflected on the faces of the ladies around me that Jess must have done a good job applying the mascara. 

As much as I would have wanted to be able to take a gander at myself, given that there were no mirrors or anything in the living room where all of this was taking place, the fact of the matter was that there simply was no time. If I was to go for a walk outside and show off the handiwork of the SIssy club, then it was going to have to happen right now. Admiring myself in my new form was going to have to wait.

My nerves, which hadn’t really had a chance to settle since I had arrived at the sissy club, flared up again as I prepared to take my very first step outside in my new sissy outfit. I tried my best to calm myself, figuring that I probably looked so different now compared to the muscular college guy who had walked in the door that even if I did see somebody that I knew, it was highly probable that they wouldn’t even be able to recognize me. Now, whether or not that was actually true or not was another matter.

I had never quite appreciated until that moment just how difficult it was to walk in heels, and I thought back to the various memories that I had of going on dates with women who were sporting heels, and wondering how on earth it was that they were able to manage to be so graceful. I felt like I was learning to walk for the first time all over again, and every step that I took was punctuated by an awkward pause of me trying to steady myself. The ladies make small efforts to obscure their giggling at my clumsy attempt to maintain a feminine grace whilst also learning how to walk in heels, but by this point, I had become immune, accustomed even, to having the girls in the club laughing at me. Much like everything else that had transpired that day, I felt a mix of embarrassment, indignation, interest, and arousal and the constant stream of giggles that I could hear from behind me.

Of course, it didn’t really help matters that the mini skirt that had been chosen for me was hiked up so high that I could feel the raw wind against my butt cheeks with every step that I took, and I had little doubt that anybody who happened to see me was treated to the sight of my ass protruding out from the bottom of the skirt by several inches. The thong panties that I would still wear were wedged so far up my butt that it likely appeared as if I wasn’t wearing anything at all, and the front of the skirt did virtually nothing to obscure the erection that was straining against the thin fabric.

Thankfully, there didn’t seem to be anybody on the quiet suburban street as I took my first few dozen steps out into the world. As for how long that would last, I couldn’t say, but at the very least it meant that I was able to gather myself up a little bit before I had to face the eyesight of random strangers upon me.

That bubble of comfort popped as soon as I heard a car approaching from behind me. I could feel my breath go shallow as my body tensed up. What was I supposed to do? I fought the strong urge to look behind myself at the vehicle, knowing that if I did so it would only serve to draw even more attention to myself. Instead, I fought my instincts and walked steadfast, trying to keep my gait even. When the car finally did approach, there was no such opportunity to pretend that it wasn’t there, as I heard a honk honk as it drove past me, the car slowing down long enough to make it totally unambiguous that I was the object of the catcalling. I didn’t get a chance to see if I recognized the person inside of the car, but at the very least I didn't recognize the vehicle itself, so it couldn’t have been somebody that I knew too well even if it was the case that it was an acquaintance.

I could see the ladies in the club beaming at this turn of events, and I too felt a sense of pride. I’m sure that they were happy to have gotten some validation that their efforts of turning myself into a sissy, even if it was the case that I was still only a few hours into my journey, were not in vain. If the very first person who happened to see me now that I was Samantha had cat-called, then perhaps there was hope for me yet as far as becoming a tried and true sissy slut.

The entire walk itself didn’t take particularly long, as it was quite chilly outside, and the revealing outfit that I had been dressed in did very little at all to provide any sort of protection from the environment. In addition to the weather, the sun was starting to set, and with it, the natural light had started to fade. I knew just as well as the ladies did that there was no point in showing me off if I couldn’t be well seen, and so after walking to the end of the block, they had me turn around.

There were a few more people who saw me on the way back, though all of it was quite subtle. A curtain or two fidgeted as the people who lived on the street gazed out at the strange sight before them. And what a strange sight it was! A whole gaggle of college-aged women, walking around a sluttily dressed sissy as she awkwardly stumbled in her heels. While I couldn’t yet say that I was nailing femininity, it still felt good to know that I was well on my way to starting my journey.

Once we finally got back to the house, the ladies sat me down on the couch. I no longer felt quite as nervous as I had when I first arrived at the club. Even though I suppose that that had really only been a few hours ago, so much had transpired in those few hours that it felt as if an entire lifetime had passed.

“You did a great job today, Samantha!” Dot said to me, her face beaming with pride that let me know that the compliment was genuine. I felt myself smiling back at her, though I was still shivering just a little bit from being out in the cold in such a revealing outfit.

“Think we’ll be seeing you for our next meeting?” Rebeccah said to me.

“I think that can be arranged,” I said back with a smile. I was trying my best to play it cool, but the fact of the matter was that I could scarcely wait.

“When is it again Dot?” Jess asked, having pulled out a leather-bound notebook that I assumed to be her schedule. Like everything else that Jess owned, the notebook was jet black.

“Three days from now, same time, same place.” Dot said without averting her gaze.

Jess scribbled a bit in her notebook. “Yup, I'll be there.” She said as she tossed the notebook back into her backpack.

“I guess we’ll see you then.” Dot said to me.

“Can’t wait!” I said back, finally feeling my nerves calm down now that my first day of becoming a sissy was coming to a splendid ending.

It took me a moment to change back from Samantha to Sam. The first step was the removal of the makeup. Thankfully the process of getting the Makeup off was not quite as difficult or arduous as getting it on, but it still meant taking several minutes as the ladies dabbed my face with a soft cloth.

“No fair, why do the sissy’s always have the thickest lashes?” Jess said rhetorically as she got the last of the mascara from around my eyes.

“And such big doe eyes” Jess continued. “I’m pretty sure that if I put on that much mascara, I’d look like a raccoon. With you it just makes you look more like a sissy slut.”.

Even though it wasn’t exactly obvious if the comment that Jess was making towards me was intended as a compliment or not, I decided to take it as one.

I returned the Shirt and Dress to Dot, changing in front of all of the ladies who once again made a big show about getting me to turn around in the thong that had been so generously provided for me.

“Oh right, I almost forgot,” Jess said as she walked up to me and pulled down her thong to my ankles.

My cock, which had been rock hard since pretty much the moment that I had arrived at the house, flopped out and bounced several times, and I breathed a sigh of relief now that my sore member was no longer so tightly constrained. I suppose that, like so many other things that were brand new to me, that was something that I was just going to have to get used to. In the meantime, however, I decided to cherish the feeling of being naked for as long as I could before I was going to be expected to change into yet another sissy outfit.

“Oh, one more thing,” Jess said to me. As she spoke, she was working her own jeans down to her knees. Unlike the panties, which she had removed in only a matter of seconds, her jeans appeared to take quite a bit of effort to remove.

“Yes?” I said back, wondering where this was going to go.

“If you tell anybody that I licked your butt, I’m gonna peg you until you cry. Understood?” Jess said to me, her voice deadpan.

All of the ladies burst out into laughter at this latest comment, but given that it was my butthole which was on the line, I couldn’t say that I was able to find quite the same level of humor at the comment.

I turned my eyes downward so that I was now staring directly at the floor.

“Yes, mistress,” I said quietly.

“What was that, sissy slut? I couldn’t quite hear you.” Jess said to me. As she spoke, she walked up to me, still naked from the bottom down, and grabbed my balls with her hands.

Unlike Dot, who had also had her hands on my cock but treated me to a gentle caress designed only to illicit pleasure, Jess made a point to squeeze my ballsack with just enough force to let me know in no uncertain terms that she was not fucking around.

I let out a gasp of breath at the sudden and unexpected sensation of having my balls squeezed. Unfortunately, in doing so I committed what I had already ascertained to be one of the things that Jess liked the least; I waited to give her a response. She squeezed even tighter, tightening her vice-like grip just a little bit more with each passing second.

“Yes, Mistress!” I said, much louder than the first time. Jess, apparently not yet quite satisfied with my commitment, did not yet let go of my already aching balls.

“Now tell me, who is a good little sissy slut?” Jess said to me, her voice cold and callous, and her eyes boring into me as she awaited my response.

“I am!” I said, desperately wanting the pain of having my balls squeezed to subside.

Jess, however, was determined to make sure that there was no confusion whatsoever as to what the pecking order was.

“What are you?” She said to me again.

“A good little sissy slut!” I yelled out, the words rising in pitch with each passing syllable as she twisted her hand ever so slightly. Even though Jess had only rotated her hand a few centimeters, it had the effect of wrenching my entire scrotum to the point that I was nearly in tears.

Finally, once she was totally satisfied that I had been thoroughly degraded enough that I knew exactly where my place was, she let go.

I reached out my hands and cradled my aching balls.

“They're so cute when you grab their balls. You really gotta take advantage of that before they get em cut off.” Jess said. A smile, which I had learned by now was a rare occurrence for Jess, crossed her face briefly.

I looked at her in confusion, wondering what exactly was implied by this latest comment that she had made, but I decided that it was probably for the best that I didn’t ask, and instead opted to save that one for the next Sissy club meeting.

My mind was adrift as I made the walk back to my place. So much had happened, so much had changed. Had it really only been a few hours since I had found myself first gazing at the advertisement? Even though the clock on my phone told me that this had to be the case, it still seemed to me to be so unbelievable. My entire sense of self had been altered. The fog that I had been subsisting in was lifted, and I don’t know if I had ever felt so invigorated in my life. It was as if I had put on a pair of prescription glasses that I never knew that I needed, and now I was seeing the world in full color and perspective for the first time.

And not only that, but for the first time in my life, I had a secret. There was a part of me that nobody else, besides the ladies at the sissy club, knew about. Even when I would be in class tomorrow, I knew that my professors would see the same old Samuel that was there every class period. However, inside, I knew that this was no longer the case. I wasn’t simply Samuel anymore. I was something greater than just what that name entailed. I was Samantha now, too.

I said the name to myself quietly under my breath as the leaves beneath my feet crunched. Samantha. It felt so new, and yet, it felt so right. It felt like home.

And to think, this all marked my very first day of my transformation. If that much could happen in the time span of a single afternoon, then what could I expect to have happened to me after going through weeks, months, even years of being feminized? These were answers that I didn’t yet have, but I knew that there was only one way for me to find out. I had to see the entire process through, I had to show them that I was serious about this. From a place deep within me, I could feel something welling up. I was inspired, determined, not only to become a sissy, but to become the best sissy that I could possibly be. I was quite sure that, with the help of the ladies of the Sissy Club, I could do anything that I set my mind to. Samuel hadn’t gone anywhere, but Samantha had finally arrived.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror once I had finally gotten back to my place. It was as if there were two people who were staring back at me. There was the person I recognized, the person who I knew that everybody else would see the next time that I showed my face in public. And then there was something new in the reflection, as well. There was something beyond what was visible. It was as if Samuel was the block of marble, and it was only with the wise help of the ladies of The Sissy Club that I was now able to see the sissy girl who existed underneath.

Laying my head down on my pillow, I looked at my calendar for the next few days. I had quite a while before the next meeting was scheduled to occur--as it was a twice-weekly occurrence it would be a full three days before the next sissy club meeting took place. I wasn’t sure if I should feel a sense of relief that I would have some time to collect myself, and process everything that had already transpired over the course of my afternoon, or if I should feel a sense of impatience and desire to continue my transformation as fast as I possibly could.

Before I had left, I had managed to get several of the ladies' numbers. I wasn’t sure how many of them attended every single club, but it was plainly clear which three members were the most serious about it. Dot, being the both the leader and the host of the sissy club, was going to present at every single event. That much was a given. Jess too seemed so invested in everything that was going on, and if my intuition wasn’t mistaken, she seemed to have taken a special interest in me. Dot had slyly let me know as much, as she motioned for me to ask Jess for her number.

“I think she likes you.” Dot had said to me with a wink and a slight head nod in the direction of the goth vixen. I didn’t know whether or not to fully believe that, but the prospect of it alone was more than enough to send flutters all throughout my stomach. Why would she have a thing for me? I was so new to all of this, so awkward and shy as I managed to slowly come into myself. It didn’t made sense to me, but then again hardly anything about what had happened made sense to me. The most that I could tell anybody, including myself, was that it simply felt right.

I scrolled through my contact list, and seeing the names listed out in front of me confirmed that the events of the afternoon had actually happened after all. It wasn’t long after that that I felt my eyelids grow heavy, and soon I was out like a light. Just the first day of many in the life of a member of the Sissy Club
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