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Chapter 1
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We lived in a world where people were afraid of their sons becoming girls. Everywhere on the streets, one could find posters and warnings telling parents about that. The TV and the news outlets constantly talked about the rise of males who wanted to become females.

The stage had been set. The world needed to control the rise of the sissies. Humanity eventually created what they called “The Sissy College.” It was a castle located far from any civilization in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. All governments had helped to prepare the island that housed the structure.

Professors were trained and sent to live the rest of their lives there. They were all female, as there was nobody else who could better train the sissies. Also, they were not allowed to leave the island except for when they died. Their family could only come there on rare occasions.

Was I afraid of being caught? Not much. I used to play with women clothes only when there was nobody else home. I knew I was a sissy who needed to be trained, but I didn’t want to get sent to The Sissy College, so I remained hidden inside my home. I considered myself a smart man, which meant I had confidence I was doing the right thing not to be found out.

I had barely turned twenty-six the last month and never had a stable relationship. Everyone I knew that was close to me asked about when I would find a girlfriend. I liked women and all, but they didn’t satisfy me sexually. My eyes were set on the big, masculine males. I wanted so much to be with one until the end of my life. I always felt sad because all the ones I liked had already been taken.

There was one guy who was free, though. His name was Don, just Don. He was so tall I had to lift my head to look him in the eye. His chest was wide and magnificent. His biceps were round and veiny. I kept on looking at his pictures on the internet to admire the body he had. I was just so envy of his abs that I even began to work out just to achieve something similar, but as was with everything I sought, it was fruitless.

I learned that his work was related to The Sissy College. I never talked to him properly before, and I was pretty sure that for him we weren’t even friends, but I found that much about him. He had been an employee for them, in a way, for a very long time. Don was actually much older than I was. He was probably a decade or even older.

It was during one those days where I was playing with women clothes and jerking myself off that I got caught by someone I knew very well. He immediately dragged me across the stairs all the way to his car and then took me to the airport. The destination was a simple one: The Sissy College.

I had no option but to accept it and sign all the necessary papers. I was a danger to society because I could influence other people to be like me, the officer said before stamping the final paper. I cried a lot and tried my best to convince the people I wronged, but nobody believed me.

When the huge rusted metal gate shut behind me, I wondered what kind of life I would have there. I just hoped I would be treated well, sissy or not. They needed to understand that not everybody chooses to be that kind of person. God was the one who cursed me with being a more feminine young man.​
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“This is your room, sissy,” a large woman said before pushing me inside it and locking the door. The place itself didn’t have much except for a bed, shower and other necessary items so that I could spend some hours there without dying. The door had a small compartment next to the floor which could be opened. Out of instinct, I knew they would give me food through there.

At least I had my own clothes. I managed to pack a bag full of them, thanks to some of my friends who actually cared about my well being. The man who discovered my sissiness didn't want to give time for that. To his mind, there was just one thing that had to be done that day, which was to send me to The Sissy College.

I could hear the sound of people using the toilet and showers from their rooms. The walls seemed not thick enough to prevent sound from going to one room to the next. If I raised my voice just enough, I knew I could talk to one of the sissies. That was something I wanted to do later after I took a shower.

I glanced at the room once again and felt lonely just for being there. The walls didn’t have any sort of decoration. The floor was just plain cement; they had not even bothered to make it so it didn’t hurt to walk in there. The whole place made me feel sad and desperate. I didn’t know when they would start the training, but I was already hoping it would come sooner rather than later.

I opened the showerhead and stepped below it to feel the water droplets hit my body and then roll down all the way to the sinkhole. The shower section didn’t have any walls separating it from the rest of the bedroom, so I had to be very careful not to soak the bed wet. Took me some time in the shower because I didn’t want to get out of it. I felt I was not there anymore when I closed my eyes and let the water cover my whole body.

I eventually turned off the showerhead, used the towel to dry myself and grabbed some of the new clothes I had brought in from the trip. It was then that I realized that I had enough time to talk to one of the sissies. I heard a noise from the room on the left and knocked on the wall.

No response, so I shouted as loud as I could, “Hey! Is there someone on the other side? I need to talk to one of the sissies! I am one of you.”

There was only silence afterward. I thought the sissy on the left did not want to speak to me and that I would be forced to talk to the one on the right, if she was still up, but then I heard, "Who is there? I can hear you."

The voice was that of a woman. It must have come from someone who had been there for a long time. I shuddered when I thought that I would probably sound the same.

“Yes, my name is Mike! I just came here from the coast. How long have you been here?”

Another long silence before she responded, “Too long to count. I lost track of time days after I came here. That sort of thing doesn’t matter when your routine is the same every day.”

“And what is the training like? Do I need to prepare myself?”

Her words were then very terrifying, “The training is nothing of what I can describe. I don’t even remember anymore what happens to me every time I leave this room. I think the same will happen to you.”

Strange that he doesn't remember what happened to him after he got out of the room every day. Maybe the professors gave him some kind of concoction to forget the training?

“I see. Do you think there’s a way to leave this place without going through the training? Are there any weaknesses in their security?”

“No, there is nothing of the sort here. Once you're in this college, you will remain here until someone comes to marry you. You need to wait until a suitable husband finds you.”

I lowered my head and glanced at the floor. It looks like I’m really stuck here. I shuddered, once again, when I thought about going through that training. I didn’t want to become a woman. I knew I was a sissy, but I was afraid of losing my identity in that college.

“Thank you. I won’t bother you again this night. By the way, what’s your name?”

“They haven’t given me one yet...”

✽✽✽

I woke to the sound of a loud bang at the other side of the room. There was someone beside me with a very angry face. I readjusted myself to a fetal position out of instinct because I thought that the large woman was there to give me the beating of my life. I glanced behind her and saw the door still swinging back after being slammed against the wall.

“You have been a very bad sissy for waking up late! You slept through the bell ring and the announcement! All sissies need to get to the main hall for the first session of feminization!”

Groggy, I rubbed my eyes and asked, "What? What happened here?"

The big, frightening woman grabbed me by the hand and dragged me out of the bed. I felt my body colliding against the cement floor and then being dragged farther until we crossed the door.

"You will have to start your session late. Some sissies are lazy like you are. Mistress Minerva knows how to deal with you."​
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