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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Thank you all so much for the kind emails and reviews of Part One of Femford School for Girls
.  A lot of you sent some very high praise for that book, and I hope this second part lives up to your expectations!

In this second part, Lewis must deal with the discovery that Vera isn’t helping him after all.  To the contrary, she has set a series of changes in motion which will forever alter his mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Can he convince his fiancée to rescue him before those changes take hold, or will Lewis lose this race against the clock to save his fading manhood?

This part concludes the story.  I hope you enjoy it!  Please leave a review and let me know what you think!

With love,

Ann :)


Chapter Thirteen: “A Nighttime Visitor”

—o—

Lewis lay in bed in the dark staring at the silhouette of the dress draped over his chair and the high heels standing next to it.  They were his
 high heels and his
 dress.  That thought was inconceivable to him, yet somehow quite natural as well.

“Men don’t wear dresses or high heels,” he told himself.

Hence, it made no sense for him to own a dress and own high heels, much less for him to have worn them... it was inconceivable.  Yet, he knew every detail of how it felt to wear that dress.  He knew where it tugged, where it was loose and where the soft material made his skin feel electric.  He knew what the wind felt like racing up his dress, and how luxurious it felt when he took it off and let it shimmy down his body.

He knew how his feet felt in the heels too.  He knew the sounds they made and the balancing skills they demanded.  These things were part of his life now, even as they felt entirely surreal.  They were part of him, even as he firmly remained a man in his mind.

These thoughts weren’t what was keeping him awake, though.

What kept Lewis awake was Maria.  It had been humiliating when Maria spanked him and put him in the corner.  He was her fiancé!  How could she do that to him?  What’s more, now that he had time to let this sink in, it struck him as deeply emasculating too.  His own fiancée had used her power to humiliate him.  What kind of man would let his fiancée do such a thing to him?  And what must she think of him that she would do this?  If she had any respect for him at all, she never would have done it, would she?  Lewis felt particularly low that night.

“It’s getting worse too,” he told himself.

This was true as well.  The longer he remained in her class... the longer he remained dressed as a woman... the longer he remained subject to her absolute control... the more she saw him as a feminized student and not as her fiancé... the less respect she would have for him.  Soon, he would be nothing to her but a toy.

Lewis rose from his bed and walked down the darkened hallway.  All the students were supposed to be asleep, but he knew a couple would still be awake.  He wasn’t sure where he was going or what he was looking for until he came upon Daisy.  Daisy lay in his bed reading a fashion magazine under a low light.  He had his back to the door.  His long blonde curly hair was tied up in a bun for sleep, and he wore a white babydoll nightie.  He had high-heeled sandals strapped to his feet, as they all did; all the males slept in heels.  Lewis suspected this was meant to cause their muscles to reshape themselves.


Knock knock.
  Lewis knocked quietly.

Daisy startled for a moment.  Then he realized it was Lewis.

“Oh, Laura,” said Daisy with considerable relief.  “I must have lost track of time.  We should be in bed.”

“I won’t tell if you won’t,” said Lewis.

“Agreed.  Come on in.”

Lewis entered the room and stood before the bed.  Lewis wore a similar nightie in pink to the one Daisy wore, pink panties, and his cage.  White high-heeled sandals were locked to his feet.  The corset maintained his shape beneath the nightie and would “train” his figure all night.

Daisy rolled over until he faced Lewis.  As he did, Lewis saw that Daisy too wore a cage and that his penis was rather hard at the moment.  He thought about making a joke:  “Careful where you point that thing,” but it was taboo to mention another student’s penis.  In any event, Lewis found himself more interested in Daisy’s breasts than his penis.

“Wow!  Just wow!” thought Lewis as he stared at Daisy’s breasts.

Beneath Daisy’s gossamer thin nightie, Lewis saw two massive breasts.  They each had to be the size of cantaloupes and they had massive, hard nipples.  It was difficult to tell exactly what size they were because the nightie acted as a sort of veil and there was minimal light in the room, but his nipples appeared to be the size of dimes and perhaps half-an-inch tall as they pushed out the nightie.  The areolas were about the size of the bottom of a can of cola.  The cantaloupes themselves were firm and pressed together to form compelling cleavage.

Lewis’s penis sprang to attention inside its cage.

“What a surprise to see you,” said Daisy.

“You’re telling me!” thought Lewis with a slightly different meaning.

“I never see you except at lunch,” continued Daisy.  This was true.  Lewis wasn’t particularly social.  He felt too much shame being here to socialize with the others, so he kept to himself.

“Yeah, I was just wandering around and I saw your light,” said Lewis.

“You know there’s a curfew, right?”

“It’s actually a bedtime,” said Lewis with a snicker, repeating something Miss Victoria told them whenever they called it a curfew.

“And that makes all
 the difference,” said Daisy with a cynical laugh.  He waved toward his desk chair.  “Have a seat!  Let’s chat.”  He seemed very excited to have company.

Lewis walked over to the chair, brought his legs together, smoothed out his nightie beneath him, sat down, crossed his legs and bounced his high-heel clad foot.  That was a lot of work just to sit down.  It was also a ridiculously feminine display, and Lewis did it now without realizing it.

“You know, you never did tell me how you ended up here,” said Lewis.

“Didn’t I?” asked Daisy.

“No, you sidestepped it,” said Lewis and he surreptitiously checked out various parts of Daisy’s incredible body, everything from the narrow waist to the pointy little nose and the sweet feminine cheeks to his long delicate fingers with their red-painted nails.  He couldn’t believe Daisy was male.  Actually, he could believe it because he could see Daisy’s penis, but it was hard to grasp.

Daisy smirked and set down the fashion magazine he was holding.  “I’m here because of a bet,” said Daisy.

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  “A bet?”

“Oh yes.”

“What kind of bet?”

Daisy sat up on the bed and slipped his legs beneath him as many young women do when they sit on the floor in short skirts.  “My wife and I always argued about being in control.”

“She won that one,” thought Lewis.

“She wanted to be in charge of our household, and so did I.  The thing is, I was naturally more dominant than she, so I always took the lead.  Even when I agreed to let her take charge for a few days, I still apparently took the lead.  She became quite irate about this actually.”

“I can imagine.”

“Oh, it’s not like I was some raving nut demanding that she obey me, it just seemed that whatever we were doing, it would be better if I was in charge.  And when I let her be in charge, it still always seemed to come back to me making decisions and deciding how we would proceed.”  Daisy paused and sighed.  “One day, she came to me with a proposal.  She said that I clearly had ‘control issues’ and that she wanted me to go to a school where I would learn to give up control from time to time.  Then she said that she would be happy to let me lead the family.”

“I don’t understand.”

“She said that she thought I needed to learn to accept the leadership of others before I could be a good leader.  So if I came here, and I made it through the whole year, then she would let me return home and she would submit to my authority.”

“Did you know what the school did?” asked Lewis.

“You mean the feminization?”

“Yes.”

Daisy nodded his head.  “Yes, but that wasn’t a big deal to me.  She was supposed to request only minor changes so that when I left here after the year, I could easily strip off the feminine facade and be myself again, only with a greater capacity for being humble.”

Lewis glanced down to Daisy’s narrow waist, his hourglass shape and his enormous, gorgeous breasts.  “Minor changes?” he said doubtfully.

Daisy pursed his lips and sighed.  He said nothing.

“So what are you going to do when the year is over?” asked Lewis.

Daisy bit his tongue.  “The uh... she um... she enrolled me two years ago.  This is my third year at the school.”

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  “She’s kept you here three years?”

“Yes,” said Daisy sourly.

“Why?”

Daisy shrugged his shoulders.  “I’m not sure.”

“And she had you changed... like... like this
?” asked Lewis and he waved his hand up and down Daisy’s body.

“She told me she might release me this year though,” said Daisy hopefully.

Lewis bit his tongue.  He saw no reason he would believe someone who had broken such a vital promise in the first place, but he wasn’t going to say anything to upset Daisy.  “Hopefully, she does.”

“She will,” said Daisy in a voice which suggested he was trying to convince himself more than anything.

“So you’ve been here three years?” asked Lewis.

Daisy nodded his head.

“How long is the program from start to finish?”

Daisy shrugged his shoulders, which caused his breasts to raise and then drop again.  “It’s up to the student, I guess.  It depends on what they are trying to achieve and how long it takes the student to do what they want.”

“So you could be here a single semester or you could be here years?” asked Lewis.

“I’ve never heard of anyone being here only a single semester.”

Lewis didn’t like the sound of that.  Nor did he like the sound of someone walking in the hallway.  It was time to return to his own room before they were caught and punished.

—o—

Lewis returned to his bedroom and lay back down.  The corset and heels were uncomfortable, but he couldn’t remove them without permission, so he didn’t try.  He was used to them in any event and sleeping in them no longer bothered him.

He closed his eyes and imagined having sex with Maria.  She was naked and beautiful.  He was not; his subconscious decided to dress him in the nightie and heels for this encounter.  That bothered him and he tried to think of something else.  He thought about classes, but he saw Maria putting him in the corner again.  Then he thought about his visit to Daisy, but all he kept seeing was Daisy’s hard penis inside his cage and his amazing breasts.  He suddenly realized he wanted desperately to suck on Daisy’s nipples, which made him hard.  That was deeply embarrassing.

“I need to get out of here before I go nuts,” he groaned.

He closed his eyes and tried to think of something that didn’t excite him, but his mind kept going back to how he was dressed and that he was hard and that made it rather difficult.

“All roads lead to sissydome
,” he said cynically, stretching the rhyme a bit.

Lewis was just about to roll over and try sleeping again when the door to his bedroom slowly opened.  The hallway was dark, but it was a little lighter than his room and he could see the difference in the blackness.  Indeed, as he watched, a shadow of a short feminine figure appeared.  He had no idea who this could be and, admittedly, it could have been anyone, male or female, at this school.  He tried squinting to see if he could make out more details, but it was too dark.

“Who’s there?” he asked as the person slipped through his door.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

This person wore heels... that narrowed it down.  They sounded like stilettos.  He could smell her perfume too.  It reminded him of something, but he didn’t immediately recognize it.  Her shadow suggested large, firm breasts and a beautiful figure.  She seemed to be wearing a short dress rather than a nightie.

“Daisy?” asked Lewis, thinking that Daisy might now be returning the favor of a visit.

He heard giggling.  “Is Daisy your lover, darling?” asked his fiancée Maria.

Lewis blushed.  “No!” he whispered defensively.  “What are you doing here?”

“I’m here for you,” she said and she stepped over to the bed.

“We’re making an escape?” asked Lewis excitedly.

“Not hardly, Laura.  I can’t remove the device.”

Lewis felt like he’d been punched in the gut.  He had fantasized so many times now that Maria would grab him and lead him off the property to safety.  Then she would unlock him and set him free.  To hear her say she couldn’t remove the device seemed to ruin that dream.

He didn’t even notice that she had called him Laura instead of Lewis.

“Why are you here then?” asked Lewis.

Lewis watched as Maria’s shadow unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor.  She stepped out of it.  “Does a girl need an excuse to see her fiancé?” she asked.  She wiggled out of her panties.  Then she placed her knee down on the bed next to Lewis’s hip and she flipped him on his back.  She slid her hand beneath his nightie and pushed it up to his bellybutton.

“Is this really happening?” Lewis asked himself.

“Slip off your panties, darling,” said Maria.

Lewis reached down and hooked his hands inside the waistband of his panties and pushed them down below his lower thighs.  From there, Maria worked them down to his ankles and slipped them off his left leg entirely.  She left them hanging on his right ankle, tangled with his high-heeled shoe.

“Lie back now,” she said.

Lewis lay back.  His heart was racing.  He waited to hear her unlock his device and then pull out his erection.  It had been so long since he had felt her hand on his erection, and he was desperate to feel that again... her soft warm hand expertly manipulating him.

Before Lewis realized it, his fiancée had shoved him back down and swung her second leg over his body.  She now straddled him.  Lewis could feel her moist, warm womanhood just beyond the confines of his cage.  She seemed to be pushing it against his cage.

A moment later, Maria started gyrating her hips.  This caused her pussy to slide up and down the cage, making the cage wet from her juices and driving Lewis wild with anticipation.

Only, it was just teasing.

“Unlock me, baby,” he said.

“I told you, I can’t.  I don’t have the key.”

Lewis started to sit up.  “Then what are we doing he—”

Maria pushed him back down and kept sliding her wet pussy against his cage.  She was on fire.  Her body burned in that moment.  She wanted him inside her badly, but she knew she couldn’t do that, so her body found a substitute, and as she grinded her pussy against the cage, the rugged metal acted like a ribbed surface and tortured her pussy in an exquisitely erotic way which brought her to climax in record time.  Of course, it helped too that she was so intensely turned on by being able to take her helpless fiancé on her own terms for once.

She liked that.

For his part, Lewis was awash in sexual thrill, intense horniness and massive frustration.  He had been so ready to be engaged by his fiancée and now she couldn’t even touch him.  Yet, at the same time, she was rubbing her body all over him in such a way that it was like putting food in a starving man’s mouth only to pull it away as he tried to chew.  It was beyond teasing.

And then it ended.

As suddenly as it began, Maria arched her back, moaned, let out a sharp stifled groan, trembled and came.  Lewis could see her nipples outlined in the shadows.  Then she seemed to collapse.  She hung her head for several seconds as she caught her breath.  Finally, she wordlessly climbed off of Lewis.  She grabbed her panties and slid those over her shoes one at a time.  When they reached her ankles, she pulled them up her legs.  Then she stepped into her dress and pulled it into place.

“Now what?” asked Lewis, who felt her juices dripping down from the cage onto his still-throbbing erection.  He wanted to know her plan for getting him out of the school.

Maria smiled, though Lewis couldn’t see this.  She zipped her dress and stepped to his door.  “Now... now, you go to bed.  See you in class, Laura
.”  With that, she slipped out of his room.

Lewis was stunned.


Chapter Fourteen: “A Huge Mistake”

—o—

Lewis walked along the sidewalk toward his next class.  He was being escorted by a young woman in one of the blue dresses.  She was in the Leadership Program and was considerably younger than he was, which made being escorted by her yet another humiliation.  She was taking Lewis and two other students to their Comportment class.  Lewis carried a pair of stiletto mules with him.  He needed those for the training in Comportment today.  They had been learning to dance as women recently, and today they would learn their moves all over again in high-heeled mules.

Speaking of heels, Lewis had gotten really good at walking in heels lately, so Miss Victoria switched him from wedges to stilettos.  Apparently, he discovered, the school starts students in wedges as they are easier to master and then moves them up to stilettos when they are ready.  He was told this made wearing stilettos a badge of honor, but somehow they didn’t feel that way to him.

“I wonder why we’re starting over in mules today?” asked one of the other students.  He had curly red hair.

“I hear it’s a lot different wearing mules to dance than it is wearing sandals,” said the other student.  He had gorgeous flowing platinum blonde locks.

“Could be,” said Lewis indifferently.

“I like your mules, they’re very pretty,” said the blonde.

Lewis glared at the other student.  He knew this was just nervous conversation – at least he hoped it was nervous conversation – and the other boy didn’t mean anything specific by it, but it sure sounded like the other student was hitting on him.

“How about we not talk anymore?” said Lewis roughly.

“Behave ladies,” said the young woman in blue.

Lewis furrowed his brow.

“Don’t give me that look either, or I’ll spank you right here and now,” said the young woman.  This threat made Lewis cringed, as the female students in blue do have authority over the male students in white, i.e. him, and spanking was within their power.  That made this a legitimate threat.  And the idea of being spanked by this young woman in public, or at all really, was humiliating, so Lewis decided not to risk it.

“I’m sorry, Miss,” he said.

“That’s better.”

“They are pretty mules,” said the blonde boy, taking advantage of Lewis’s humiliating retreat.

“Say thank you, Laura,” said the young woman.

“Thank you,” said Lewis with a shudder.

“I can’t wait to see you in them,” said the young man.

Lewis shot a glance at the young woman, whose eyes snickered back at him while telling him to be nice.  “Thank you,” said Lewis through gritted his teeth.  As he did, he grew hard, much to his embarrassment.  “Thank God for the cage,” he thought, as it kept the others from seeing his erection.

Fortunately, the conversation fizzled out at that point.

They kept walking until they entered the main building and made their way down the long hallway to the Comportment class.  That was Maria’s class.  Lewis dreaded seeing his fiancée today.  He wasn’t sure why.  Something about the prior night had made him uneasy.  He wasn’t used to his fiancée using him for sex and then walking away completely indifferent to whether or not he had been satisfied.  Granted, she couldn’t remove the cage, but still it made him feel used.  And if that wasn’t enough to make him uneasy, the last time he had been in her class, she had spanked him in front of the entire class.  He could still feel the shame of standing in the corner with a red-hot rear as everyone else went about their lessons.

So which Maria would he find today?  Would he find the one who threw him down and had her way with him the prior night or would he find the cruel teacher of the prior day?  Which did he want to find?

“And when is she going to get me out of here?” he asked himself.

By the time Lewis’s little group reached the classroom, the other students had already taken their seats and were waiting quietly.  Maria was talking to two young women in blue at the front of the classroom.  Lewis and the other two males took their seats.

“Good morning, class,” said Maria a moment later.

“Good morning, Miss Maria,” echoed the students.

“As most of you know, around this time of year the young women from the Leadership Program begin the second phase of their training where they are assigned to help the teachers with your classes.  Miss Rachel and Miss Morgan will be helping out in our class.  You will obey them without question, as you would me.  Now greet them appropriately,” said Maria.

Each of the young men rose and performed two curtseys, one to “Miss Rachel,” a young woman with dark red hair, and one to “Miss Morgan,” a slightly older, taller girl with black hair.

“Today, we’re going to work on dancing in mules.  As you may recall from our walking and sitting lessons, mules are much harder to wear because they don’t stay on your feet as other shoes do.  They require you to take special care to make sure they don’t fall off.  They likewise present certain balancing challenges.  These challenges will be greatly increased while trying to dance.  So let’s begin by changing into your mules,” said Maria.

Maria then motioned the two young women to start around the room.  They curtseyed to Maria and did as they were told.  Each started down an aisle carrying small keys.  One by one, they unlocked the young men whose feet were locked in their shoes.  Interestingly, Lewis noted, not all of them were locked in their shoes.  Perhaps a third were apparently trusted to wear their shoes without restraint.  Lewis took a little bit of pride in being one who was not.

When the young men were all unlocked, Maria ordered them to switch shoes.  All over the room, young men in dresses unbuckled their high-heeled sandals and open-toed pumps and slipped out of them before quickly slipping their feet into their mules.  The sounds filling the room were a shoe fetishist’s dream:  the clicking as heels sought footing on the tile floor, the scraping as feet popped out of shoes and then slipped out of leather, the thudding as shoes dropped to the floor, and finally the click-slap sound of soles coming out of mules as the students shuffled around.

As Lewis changed his own shoes, he couldn’t help but notice that none of the others seemed particularly comfortable keeping their feet flat.  Indeed, between the time each young man slipped out of his heels and the time he managed to slide his feet into his mules, every last one of them held his feet at an angle as if he were still wearing high heels, just as Lewis did whenever he was out of his heels.

“This stuff really works,” said Lewis of the school’s plan to retrain and reshape their muscles so the young men could only wear heels.

Lewis shuddered at this.

“All right class, let’s come to the front and form two lines,” said Maria.

As the males came to the front, Maria pushed several desks out of the way creating a large open space where they all could dance.  She then arranged them by size.  When she came to Lewis, she placed her hands on his shoulders to move him to the right several steps.

“Hi baby,” whispered Lewis.

Maria gripped his shoulders tightly and shot him an angry look.  “Don’t you dare address me as anything but ‘Miss Maria’!” she growled.  “Not as anything else!  Do you hear me, Lewis?  Or are you trying to get me in trouble?!”

She was furious.

Lewis was shocked by her anger.  Something inside him had decided to take a little liberty with what had happened last night.  Perhaps he wanted some normalcy back.  Perhaps it was his way of reasserting his control, being able to use her desire for him to take back some of the power she held over him in this class.  Perhaps he just wanted her to assure him that she still loved him and would rescue him.  Either way, it had proven to be a mistake... a big mistake.

“I’m sorry!” exclaimed Lewis immediately.

It was too little too late, however.  Maria yanked him into the middle of the class right between the two lines of young men.  She stopped him right in the middle of everyone.

“Someone needs a reminder of their place,” said Maria to the class, though she meant this for Lewis.  “And I know the perfect way to provide that.”

Lewis swallowed hard.  He assumed she meant a paddling, something she had done at times.  He braced himself for that painful, humiliating punishment.  But that was not to come.

“Kick off your mules,” said Maria coldly.

Lewis slipped out of the mules, but remained standing on his toes.

“Feet flat,” said Maria.

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  He had some idea now what she was doing.  He knew, and presumably she did too, that standing flatfooted was no longer easy for him.  He wondered if that was what she was thinking.

It was.  She had decided on a demonstration of her power, and what better demonstration than to take something they had warped about Lewis and exploit that to make him cry “Uncle!”  It would be painful and humiliating and it would show him the type of power she possessed over him now.

He set his feet flat.

Maria left him standing as she went to search her desk.  It took her a moment, but she found a pair of high heels in the back of her desk.  These were meant as punishment when students dragged their feet in high heel training.  They were seven-inch high heels with no platform whatsoever.  Wearing these would be murder on Lewis’s feet.  She set them on the desk.

Then she grabbed her own shoes, high-heeled wedge sandals she had set aside when she slipped into mules to demonstrate her dancing skills.  She carried them by the back of their straps as she walked over to Lewis and set them on the floor before him only a few feet in front of him.

“You’re going to stand here, flatfooted as the others learn to dance.  Do you understand?”

Lewis nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You will not lift or raise either foot in any way.  Miss Rachel and Miss Morgan will be watching your feet.  If they see the slightest attempt to raise your feet or adjust your position, they will engage the device and shock you.”

Lewis shuddered at the memory of the pain of being shocked.

“Do you understand me, Laura?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis.  His mouth was dry.

“I don’t want this to be too difficult for you though.  So when it becomes too much for you to bear, all you need to do is tell me that you miss wearing high heels and then beg me to let you slip back into a sexy little pair, and maybe I’ll let you,” said Maria smugly.

Lewis shook with humiliation.  His fiancée had expertly mixed pleasure, pain and humiliation to punish him and it had worked.  He felt helpless.  He knew he could not stand flatfooted for long, and as the pain built, he would feel an intense need to give in.  This would be offset by his pride, which would not let him surrender easily.  One or the other must give, he knew, and frankly, it was very easy to see himself begging his fiancée to wear her shoes.  That thought shook him to his core.

“When did she become so diabolical?” he asked himself.

“Tie his hands,” said Maria.

She handed a pink ribbon to one of the young women in blue.  Lewis didn’t resist and a moment later, his hands were tied tightly behind him.  Marie then ordered the two young ladies to watch his feet for any sign he was trying to cheat as she taught the class.  Finally, she patted him on the cheek.

“Let’s hope this teaches you your place,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis submissively.

Maria then snapped her fingers and called the other students together.  She paired them off, arranging them in couples.  Then she reminded them what they had learned a few weeks prior when they learned to dance in high-heeled sandals... sandals with lots of secure straps.

“This time will be a little different,” she said.  “This time, you won’t have that support.”

Maria moved to an open area and demonstrated how the young men were supposed to glide and how they would keep their shoes on their feet as they did.  She was remarkably graceful.  Lewis watched her and tried not to think of the growing tension in his feet.  It was still tolerable, his feet just felt stretched and strained at this point, but he knew it would be getting worse quickly.  Things were just getting started.

—o—

Things had gone from bad to worse to worst for Lewis in the past half an hour.  As Maria taught the other young men to dance, Lewis’s feet became tense.  Then they cramped.  Finally, his muscles and arches began to burn.

This hurt.

It was shocking to him that he couldn’t stand flatfooted without his feet becoming such a mess, but there was no denying it.  His feet had become dependent on his high heels to keep their muscles in balance.  This was embarrassing: a grown man forced to wear high heels by his own feet.  Even more so, it was emasculating that these women had managed to do this to him!

It was that sense of emasculation which made Lewis want to fight.  He didn’t want to give in.  He couldn’t give in.  He needed to resist until class ended to prove his manhood still existed.

“I will not give her the satisfaction,” he told himself.

But surrender was slowly becoming inevitable.  With each passing minute, his resolve weakened just a little bit more.  He became desperate to get some relief... just to stand on his tiptoes for a moment.  But he knew the shock would be worse.  He had to hold out.

His feet were burning now.  He needed to raise his arches.

Lewis glanced at his fiancée’s wedges.  They were mocking him, calling to him.  All he needed to do to end the pain was to beg to wear them... to beg to wear his fiancée’s shoes.  He could do that.  After all, it wasn’t like it was any worse than anything else he had done, right?

“No!  I can’t,” he told himself.

His arches were cramping.  It was unbearable.

“No!  I will hold out!”

Lewis dug deep for all of his resolve.

“Miss Maria,” said Lewis suddenly, more to his great surprise than anyone else’s.  And once he spoke, his resolve collapsed entirely.  He had surrendered.  He had taken the first step and now the rest was easy.

“Yes, Laura, what is it?” sang Maria knowingly.

Lewis swallowed his ego.  “I miss wearing high heels.  May I please wear your shoes?”

Maria chuckled.  “You want to wear my
 shoes?”

Lewis looked at the comfortable wedges before him.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“What a naughty little boy you are!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” agreed Lewis.  He would agree to anything at the moment.

“Are you saying you want to wear high heels all the time now?” asked Maria.

Lewis hung his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“And you want my permission to wear them, do you?” she asked with a giggle.  Her giggle made Lewis feel very small and helpless.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said softly.  Lewis had learned his place.

Maria wasn’t done with the lesson yet, however.  “Very well, Lewis, you may wear heels again... but you may not wear mine.”  She walked over to the desk and fetched the seven-inch heels.  She handed them to Lewis.  “Wear these.”

Lewis looked down at the heels.  These were intense.  They were true seven-inch heels.  No platform.  What’s more, the heels were as thin as pencils.  Wearing these would be a nightmare.  They might even be worse than going barefoot... might
.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis helplessly.

He set the shoes down on the ground before him and he slipped his feet into them.  The pressure on his toes was intense.  His arches were super stretched too; these shoes were incredibly difficult to wear.  But the pain from being flatfooted had stopped.  He felt tremendous relief.

“Now go stand in the corner,” said Maria.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis and he struggled to give a curtsey.  Then he gingerly walked... essentially tiptoed... over to the corner, where he stood for the next hour until the class ended.  Unfortunately, he soon realized that he had just swapped one type of pain for another.  Every second stretched and strained his feet.  They hurt from all that had been done to him and was being done to him.  His toes were crushed.  His arches and ankles strained.  His calves were at their extreme limit.

Worst of all though, he knew that every second spent in these insane heels made his condition even worse.  Every second reshaped his muscles even more extremely, making it even harder for him to return to being flatfooted.  He had traded relief for longer term enslavement, and he knew it, and he hadn’t even gotten much relief out of the bargain.

He wished she had let him wear the wedges.

When class ended, Maria dismissed the class and then came to the corner.  She handed Lewis his own shoes.  “You can put these back on, Lewis,” she said.  “I hope you’ve learned not to disrespect me.  I may be your fiancée, but I’m your teacher too and you will honor that.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis.

He happily changed shoes.

“All right, I’ll escort you to your next class,” she said.

Lewis meekly followed her like a scolded child.


Chapter Fifteen: “A Change of Mind Perhaps?”

—o—

Maria lay in bed that night.  She had a room in the teacher’s wing of the main building on the third floor.  These rooms were generally three times as large as the student rooms and had all the modern amenities, including a television and a phone.  Maria lay on the bed in pink panties and a pink bra.  She wore nothing else.  She had painted her nails bright red and was waiting for them to dry.

She blew on her nails.

Maria thought about her fiancée standing in the corner in the white dress and the seven-inch heels.  She giggled excitedly.  Then she thought about making love to him the prior night in his room.  She recalled how amazing it felt to rub her pussy against his cage and how helpless he was to stop her or to please himself.

She wasn’t sure what turned her on more... her own pleasure or his helplessness.

She blushed.  She’d never had thoughts like this before and it seemed naughty to her.

“Well,” she said, trying to offer an explanation to avert the sense of shame creeping up within her, “he’s left me high and dry enough times... serves him right.  Turnabout is fair play.”

Her mind returned to him teetering in the corner.  He looked so helpless, so powerless.  She could do anything she wanted to him and he had no choice but to obey her without question.

...obey without question...

...obey without question...

Those words echoed in her mind.  Maria closed her eyes and took a deep breath and savored them.  She checked her nails.  They were dry.  So she slipped her hand inside her panties and tickled her swollen lips.  It felt so good.

...obey me without question...

...obey me without question...

She recalled the warm feeling of his rear as she spanked him.  She recalled pushing him onto his back and climbing on top of him.  She recalled making him call her “Ma’am” and “Miss Maria.”  She heard him say those words over and over in her head as he stood in the corner balancing precariously on the impossible heels.  She could see his thin heels wobble.

...obey ME without question...

...obey ME without question...

Her fingers dipped inside her lips now.  She moaned.

Suddenly, she shook her head.  “No, I want a real man,” she said.

She ignored her objection though.  Her fingers slid around inside her, finding her magical spot.  She rubbed it harder in a circular motion.  It sent wave after wave of tingly pleasure racing through her body.

“Submit to me,” she said beneath her breath.

Her back arched and she began to writhe on the sheets.  She was getting closer to orgasm.

“No, I want a real man,” said something inside her again.

“If you wanted a real man, then why did you treat him like a sissy in class?” she asked the voice.

She rubbed even harder.  She was breathing erratically now.

“I need to maintain discipline in class,” she told herself.

She knew that wasn’t true though.  No one had heard what he said and there were other ways to maintain discipline.  She was intentionally flexing her muscles on him at every opportunity.

“You want
 him feminized!” said her brain accusingly.

Maria instantly tensed up and yanked her fingers out of her pussy.  She told herself she needed to stop this.  She needed to focus and remember what she really wanted in life.  She didn’t want some feminized sissy as a husband, she wanted Lewis the man.

“I need a real man,” she said firmly.

Maria folded her arms and tried to take several deep breaths to calm down, but it wasn’t working.  Her pussy was screaming for her to finger it.  It was very hard to resist.  Then she saw the phone.  She picked it up and dialed Vera.

“Hello,” said the voice of her sister Vera.

“Hi Vera,” said Maria.  “How are you?” she asked.

“I’m good.  You been working out?  You’re breathing really hard,” said Vera.

Maria blushed.  “Uh, yeah.  I just did a work out.”

“How are things at the school?”

“Good.”

Vera watched her husband tottered around the room in high heels and a pink teddie.  She had him dusting with an old-style feather duster.  It wasn’t the most efficient way to dust, but it was rather sexy to watch.  She had feminized him every night since coming back from meeting Lewis at the school.  “How is little Laura
?” asked Vera with a laugh.

“He’s doing well,” said Maria.  Then she paused.  “I mean, I think he’s doing well.  Obviously, I can’t speak to him, but he seems all right... he seems ok... I guess,” said Maria.

Vera heard her indecision.  “Care to elaborate?” 

“Well, I mean, he’s doing as well as can be expected.”

“Is that a good thing at a girl’s school for soon-to-be-submissive men?”

Maria bit her lip.  Vera had a way of cutting straight to the chase without any sugar coating.  That made Maria uncomfortable.  “He’s becoming really feminine.  Are you sure you didn’t click too many of those boxes on Hunter’s form?” she responded.  Her tone suggested she wasn’t really making an accusation, she was just trying to talk around what was bothering her, but it definitely told Vera what was on her mind.

Vera decided to take advantage of Maria’s discomfort and inability to say what was on her mind directly.  “Let’s hope not,” said Vera unconvincingly.

There was silence on Maria’s end.  Vera wasn’t going to break it though.  If Maria wanted to raise an issue, then she would need to do it on her own.  Hence, Vera waited patiently for Maria to continue.  As she did, she watched her husband stand on tiptoes, bringing his heels out of his mules, as he strained to reach the top of a clock he was dusting.

“The thing is,” said Maria finally, “he’s really turning into a girl fast.  He doesn’t seem to be able to resist it.”  As she said this, Maria’s fingers slipped back inside her panties and between her lips.  She was wet and sticky and tingly.

“Maybe he likes it?”

Maria let out an uncomfortable snicker.  “Lewis does not like it.”

“How do you know?”

“He told me.”

Vera laughed.  “You know that doesn’t mean anything.  He really might like it.  And that might not be a bad thing,” said Vera cautiously.  As she did, she ran her hand up her husband’s skirt as he came near and she rubbed her fingers over his rear.

“What do you mean?” asked Maria.

“Well, think about it, sis.  Lewis is kind of a jerk—”

“Vera!
”

“Now hear me out.  You know what I’m saying is true.  Lewis has always been kind of a jerk.  He was with me and he’s been with you too,” said Vera.  She used her hand to stop her husband from walking away.  He stood before her just to the right with his rear facing her.  She had her hand up his short skirt and down in his panties.  She nudged his inner legs causing him to spread his legs slightly as he stood there.  Then she slipped her fingers further between his legs and ran her fingers over his balls.  A moment later, she would take the tip of his shaft right between her fingers and start stroking it slowly.

Meanwhile, Maria took a deep breath.  She wanted to disagree, but she couldn’t.  Lewis could be kind of a jerk.  That was no secret.

Vera continued when Maria didn’t object.  “All I’m saying is that maybe it won’t be such a bad thing.  He’s a jerk right now, but after he goes through the program, he won’t be a jerk anymore.  He might be more... accommodating
.”

“Well,” grumbled Maria.

“After all, you can turn him into anything you want.”

...obey me without question...

...obey me without question...

The words rang inside Maria’s brain again and she rubbed herself faster.  Her fingers were covered with her juices now, as were her tiny panties.  She was very very wet.

“I mean, if you think about it logically,” said Vera, “he’ll be more malleable if you let them finish first.  Then it will be easier to put him back together the way you want him.”

“Well, that is true,” thought Maria.

“So there’s no real reason not to let them finish—”

“Except that I want a man... a real man.  I don’t want a feminized half-woman who has been trained to follow all my orders,” said Maria defensively, though she wasn’t sure anymore if this was strictly true.  “Then why did you treat him like a sissy?
” said the little voice inside her head.

“Real men are overrated,” said Vera and she playfully squeezed her husband’s penis.  “Trust me; a feminized, submissive man is where it’s at.”

“Not for me,” said Maria.

“Yes for you... you enjoyed it
,” said that little voice.

“I needed to maintain discipline, I didn’t enjoy it,” she told the voice.

“Liar...
”

“You should give it a chance,” said Vera.  “There’s nothing like an obedient man.”

Maria found her happy spot again and rubbed it faster and faster in a circular pattern.  Images of Lewis in dresses obeying her command filled her mind.  Everything else faded.

“Earth to Maria... hello,” said Vera.

Vera’s voice snapped Maria out of her trance.  How long had she been distracted?  She was breathing hard.  Her pussy was tingling.  She suddenly realized what she had been doing and that Vera might have heard her.  She blushed deeply.  “Sorry,” she said with tremendous embarrassment.

“You really should think about it.  I think you’d find life to be a lot better if Lewis was a little more... cooperative, shall we say.  Trust me.  Let the school make a few adjustments for you,” said Vera.

Vera’s use of the word “adjustments” lit something within Maria’s imagination.  She imagined Lewis tottering around their apartment in heels and a teddie.  Beneath the teddie, he had enormous breasts and a gorgeous feminine hourglass shape.  His face was completely feminized as well.  He curtseyed to her and said something in a sweet feminine voice.  Vera felt herself tremble with pleasure and terror at the image.

“Speaking of, um, adjustments.  What, uh, changes did you ask them to make in Lewis?” asked Maria awkwardly.

“I don’t remember.  It wasn’t anything that didn’t need to be done,” she lied.

“Oh... ok... that’s good,” said Maria.  She wasn’t sure if she was disappointed that her sister hadn’t done more or if she was relieved that this strange whim she seemed to be experiencing wouldn’t really happen.  Perhaps, she thought, her sister had saved her from herself.

Maria made her excuses and said goodbye to her sister.  She hung up the phone.  Then she lost herself in her thoughts and her ecstasy.  She would not get much sleep that night.  And Lewis would spend the night dancing through her fantasies in feminine finery.


Chapter Sixteen: “On A Short Leash”

—o—

Lewis dreaded returning to Obedience Class the following week.  After all, his first experience in this class involved a dildo in his rear and everyone in class touching it.  He did not want a repeat of that.  Nor did he want to experience whatever other tortures Miss Caroline could dream up.  No doubt in real life she was a very nice and very pleasant lady, but here, as far as Lewis was concerned, she was a masculinity devouring monster.

“Good morning, class,” said Miss Caroline.  Today, she wore a red velvet dress with a calf-length hem and matching crushed velvet pumps with a bow over the toes.  She looked very pretty.

“Good morning, Miss Caroline,” said the class.

“How is your rear, Laura?” asked Miss Caroline.

Lewis blushed and the class giggled.  He didn’t dare ignore her question though, or be smart in return.  “It’s fine, Ma’am.”

“Let’s hope you keep it that way.  Come to the front of the class, please.”

Lewis rose to his feet and walked to the front of the class.  Every instinct he had told him to run for his life, but he knew that would be a terrible mistake.  Whatever Miss Caroline had in mind for him, no matter how humiliating, how demeaning, or how unpleasant, he would need to do it.

When he reached the front of the class, he curtseyed to her.

“As you know, some of you will be asked to do things by your sponsors that you would rather not,” said Miss Caroline to the class.  Interestingly, she said this in such a pleasant, perky way that it almost sounded like something fun, as if she were suggesting they would be going on a water slide, rather than being humiliated.  “You must learn to do these things without question.  Remember, it is no longer your right to decide what you will or will not do.  That right belongs to your sponsor and your role is to obey.  And obedience means doing what you are ordered without resistance, without requiring a second order or threat, and without creating any doubt that you exist to serve.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Caroline,” responded the class.

“I’m glad to hear that, but something tells me to take your concession with a grain of salt,” said Miss Caroline with a giggle.  “So let’s put your concession to the test and see how willing each of you is to follow orders you don’t like.”

Miss Caroline raised her left hand.  From it hung a black leather leash about four feet long.  In her right hand was a matching black leather dog collar.  This made the class gasp and Lewis cringe.

“Look in your desks,” said Miss Caroline.

The students opened their desks and saw inside black leather collars and similar leashes to the one Miss Caroline held.  Following Miss Caroline’s instructions, they removed both from their desks.  Then they tied the collars around their own necks, as tightly as they could without restricting their breathing.  They set the leashes on the desks before them and then awaited further instructions.

Lewis bit his tongue.  As he watched the others do this, he couldn’t help but think that he was the only rational one left here.  He would never put a collar on his own throat just because someone told him to... never
!  Although, even as he told himself this, he recognized it as mere bravado.  He knew he would do as ordered to avoid the wicked punishments these women could inflict.  “Still, it wouldn’t be voluntary, not like these other sissies!” thought Lewis.

“And now you,” said Miss Caroline to Lewis, as if to prove the point.

She held out a black leather collar.  Lewis bit his tongue and waited.  He offered no resistance and he remained perfectly still as she fixed it around his neck; it was tight and uncomfortable... and humiliating.  She then attached the leash to the front of the collar before turning back to the class.

“Now pay attention class, as I take Laura for a walk.”

“Yes, Miss Caroline.”

“Come along, Laura,” said Miss Caroline.

Lewis gritted his teeth.  He wasn’t entirely sure he could do this.  This was deeply embarrassing and he just didn’t know if he could make himself act the part of some pet for her.  He wasn’t given a choice though.  Without warning, Miss Caroline started walking away from her desk.  She yanked on the leash and tugged Lewis along after her.  It amazed him how little ability he had to resist in the heels and with the collar attached to his neck.

“Here, girl!  Follow me, girl,” chirped Miss Caroline.

Lewis felt shame boil up inside him.  He wanted to scream at her and rip off the collar, but the other collar – the one he could not reach – prevented that.

Miss Caroline walked to the front of the room in her red dress.  Then she came back, before moving to another corner and then another.  Everywhere she went, she dragged the leash behind her, tugging Lewis along after her.  He felt like a fool following her around.  Even worse, the other students were giggling at his misfortune.  Then it got worse.  She stopped and she leaned on the edge of her desk.  She pointed to the floor before her.

“Down on your knees, girl,” said Miss Caroline.

Lewis gritted his teeth.  Wherever this was headed, he wasn’t happy about it!  Still, he knew he dared not show any sign of hesitation, so he slowly lowered himself to his knees, which wasn’t especially easy in the high stiletto heels and the tight corset – it had been tightened that morning again.  When he reached his knees, Miss Caroline smiled down happily at him, a smile which seemed so incongruous to Lewis compared to what she was doing to him.

“Lift your dress and show me that you’re locked away nice and safe,” she said.

“You want me to show you my penis?” he gasped.

She began counting:  “One... two... three...”

Lewis immediately grabbed the hem of his dress and raised it with both hands.  He reached for his panties and pulled those down below the cage, exposing the cage and his testicles for everyone to see.  This was highly embarrassing, but he did it.  Naturally, this brought more giggling, which made his face burn red with shame.

“Now class, tell me what Laura did wrong,” said Miss Caroline.

“He didn’t obey your orders,” said one student.

“He questioned you,” said another.

Lewis cringed.  How could these other young men be so ready to follow the orders of these women and to sell out a fellow man?  Didn’t they know they were next?  Didn’t their manhoods mean anything to them?

“What is wrong with these sissies?!” he screamed inside his head.

“Correct.  And how should we punish him?” asked Miss Caroline.

As she asked this, she picked up the riding crop from her desk and flipped it toward Lewis with the flick of her wrist.  The crop jabbed against his mid-stomach.  Then she slowly ran it down past his stomach and his penis until it rested beneath his testicles.  She even raised it slightly so it held up his testicles, which draped over it.

Several of the students raised their hands.  Miss Caroline didn’t call on them however, as the question was rhetorical.  She wanted the students to learn to obey, and she thought giving them too much of a say would run counter to that.  Letting them see how eagerly their classmates wanted to offer suggestions did not.  Nor did her taking the final decision out of their hands.  That taught them to defer to authority.

“I could punish you with the rod,” she said coyly.

Excitement seemed to fill more than one face among the boys.

“And maybe stick my toy back inside you first.”  She meant the dildo from the prior class.  This made Lewis cringe, but again brought a handful of blushing smiles.  Then she wiggled the crop and made his ball sack bounce.  “Or perhaps I could punish other parts of you.”

That thought terrified Lewis!  Whatever she was going to do, he did not want her doing anything to his testicles!  This threat brought an immediate and uncontrolled response... but it wasn’t resistance as might be expected from Lewis.  Instead, it was an unexpected whimpering submission.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am!  I didn’t intend to disobey you.  It was just startled!” exclaimed Lewis.

Miss Caroline smiled.  She saw Lewis’s outburst as a complete surrender.  He was losing his ability to resist.  The old Lewis never would have acted this way, but the new and improved Lewis would.  True submission would follow soon.  She was very close to what she wanted now.

“I won’t punish you this time,” she said kindly and she patted him on the head.

Lewis felt relieved and his muscles relaxed.  But as he watched, Miss Caroline slipped further back on the desk and crossed her legs.  Then she shook her foot, causing her shoe to slide off her foot and hit the ground.  She flexed her toes in her stocking in the cool air.

“Lick my foot in gratitude,” she said.

Lewis looked to her foot unhappily.  He cringed inwardly.  Outwardly though, he dared not show any hesitation, so he moved forward on his knees until he was within reach of her foot.  Then he leaned forward and placed his face near her foot, intent on licking the tops of her toes.  At the last second though, she bent her ankle, exposing the underside of her foot to him.

“Take long strokes, dear.”

Lewis now stared at the bottom of her foot.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis, his voice barely a whisper.

Lewis cringed again and moved closer.  He could smell her foot now.  It smelled of musky leather and sour, salty sweat.  It looked warm and moist from sweat.  The stocking looked like it had captured all the unpleasantness of her foot within it.  He closed his eyes and placed his tongue upon the ball of her foot.  He had been right.  Her foot was warm and sweaty from her shoes.

“Eyes open,” said Miss Caroline.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Lewis opened his eyes and dragged his tongue toward her toes.  Her foot tasted as bad as he had imagined.  This was the taste of humiliation, especially as the other students giggled as they watched him.  Lewis kept pulling his tongue toward her toes.  It seemed to take forever, but it finally reached the underside of her toes.  He pulled away his tongue and glanced up to see if she would let him stop.  She didn’t, so he moved his mouth back to her heel and started dragging it forward along her sole again.  He anxiously waited for her to tell him he could stop, but didn’t.

Disturbingly, he started to grow hard within his device.  He didn’t know why, but he did.  Something about being made to do this as Miss Caroline simply ignored him was proving to be a turn on.

“Now class,” said Miss Caroline.  “I want you all to make sure your collars are attached tightly around your necks.”

The other students checked their collars.

Lewis kept licking.

“I had hoped to have some of the young ladies from the Leadership Program here today to help with this, but they couldn’t make it.  So you’ll be training each other.  Half of you, attach your leashes and give it to the person next to you,” said Miss Caroline.

The students did as instructed... and Lewis kept licking.

“Ginger, you’ll be taking Laura’s leash when we’re ready to start.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the sexy young blonde who had played football only two years prior.

“Now everyone stand up and come to the front,” said Miss Caroline.

Each of the young men rose to his feet as Lewis kept licking.  The sound of dozens of pairs of high heels shuffling against the floor filled the room.  This was followed by the sound of those same high heels tapping and clicking their way to the front of the room as each of the young man came forward, with each holding another’s leash.

Ginger too rose to his feet and came up next to Lewis.  Miss Caroline handed him Lewis’s leash and told Lewis to stop licking her foot.  Lewis was happy to follow that order.  He withdrew his tongue and slipped her shoe back onto her foot.  Then he rose to his feet and curtseyed.

“All right, ladies.  I want you to lead your pets around the room,” said Miss Caroline.

Lewis felt a tug as Ginger started off around the room.  He followed Ginger.  They completed two laps.  Then, as Lewis was being led around the room like a dog for a third time, there was a knock at the classroom door.  Lewis glanced up to see his fiancée!!  He instantly thought he might throw up at seeing her – or more accurately, at her seeing him.

“Why is she here?!” he gasped beneath his breath.

He turned bright red with shame.

“Miss Caroline, could I see you for a moment?” asked Maria.

“Of course, darling,” said Miss Caroline.  “We’re learning to accept walking on leashes today.”

“How very submissive,” purred Maria with a giggle.  She then saw Lewis and her eyes focused on him for several seconds as a smirk appeared on her face.  “I see Laura is in your class.”

Lewis felt himself shrink.  He wished he had been the one leading Ginger on the leash at least, but that’s not how it worked out.  Now his fiancée would see him led on a leash by a young man in a dress.  “Talk about bad timing!” he thought.

“Oh yes, Laura just joined the class,” said Miss Caroline.

“How is she doing?” asked Maria.

“Good.  Good.  She’s a little behind the others, but that’s to be expected with new students.”

Miss Caroline called Ginger to bring Lewis over to her and Maria.  Lewis swallowed hard but went where he was led.  Each step seemed as difficult as walking through mud.  When he reached Miss Caroline, he and Ginger both curtseyed to Maria.  Lewis’s erection popped up hard within the cage.  Miss Caroline took Lewis’s leash and held it out for Maria.

“Would you care to test her?” asked Miss Caroline.

A strange look came over Maria’s face.  It looked almost maniacal to Lewis... and it felt almost maniacal to Maria.  Here was a chance for her to humiliate Lewis openly before Miss Caroline.  She could lead her own fiancé around the room on a leash and there was nothing he could do to stop it!  That idea not only excited Maria for some reason, it set her body on fire.  Her pussy became swollen and hot and wet.  She wanted this very badly.

“Sure, I’ll give it a shot... if you insist,” said Maria innocently.

Her heart was pounding.  Lewis’s knees were trembling.  She felt so strong.  He felt so weak and small and helpless.  His eyes pleaded with her not to do this, but she wasn’t listening.

Maria took the leash.  She felt the warm, hard leather between her fingers.  Her body tingled.  “Curtsey,” she commanded.

Lewis felt the sting of being ordered around by his fiancée.  It was humiliating, and that seemed to make him hard.  He curtseyed.

“On your knees,” said Maria.

Lewis bit his lip.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he slowly dropped to his knees.  His erection was throbbing now.

Maria smirked.  “Put your hands in front of you, like a dog begging.”

Lewis’s face blushed with shame.  He did as he was told though.  Both hands were limp in front of him like a dog standing on its hind legs begging.

“Now bark,” said Maria with a laugh.

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  Had she really told him to bark?  This was too much, he thought... until he saw Miss Caroline reach for the fob.  He took a deep breath and gave it his best:  “Arf arf!”

Maria burst out laughing.  “Roll over.”

Lewis wanted to scream “Hell no!” but couldn’t.  He knew he had no choice, so he swallowed his pride and he followed his fiancée’s order.  He dropped to the ground and rolled over as if he were a dog performing a trick.  And it got worse.  When he ended up on his back, his fiancée raised her foot in her high-heeled shoe and all, and placed it right on top of his chest like a flag.  “PROPERTY OF MARIA!” read this pose.

“Be a good boy and stay like that,” she said.

She then showed some papers to Miss Caroline which they discussed.  Lewis heard it had something to do with scheduling, though he didn’t care about that.  He was busy feeling like he was being ground into the dirt by his fiancée’s high-heel encased foot like a spent cigarette.  She had humiliated him beyond anything he had ever expected and she did it with a smile on her face and a giggle.  That was horrible.  Even worse, he had been hard as a rock the entire time.

Neither would soon forget this moment.


Chapter Seventeen: “Visitation Day”

—o—

It was visitation day.

Everyone was excited.  Some were hoping for some sort of good news.  Perhaps they hoped to be released.  Perhaps they hoped to convince their sponsor to change the course of their program.  Some just wanted to hear there would be an end to their stay eventually.  Others dreaded this.  Some dreaded hearing bad news.  Others dreaded seeing the triumphal looks in the eyes of their wives or girlfriends as they took in just how little of their precious manhoods was left.  And for some, visitation was little more than a chance for their sponsors to gloat and to see how much their power had grown over their former nemesis.

Daisy hoped his wife would tell him he would get to go home.

Tiffany hoped his father came to rescue him.

Edgar seemed anxious, but wouldn’t talk about what he wanted.

Even Lewis was going.  He hadn’t expected anyone to come see him, but apparently Vera had decided to pay him a visit.  Boy was he ready to give her a piece of his mind!

The group marched to the visitation room under the watchful eyes of several pretty young women in blue and Miss Victoria in a stern black dress and stilettos.  Each young man looked his best.  Their uniform dresses has been freshly laundered and ironed the night before.  Shoes had been polished.  Several showed off their new stilettos, having graduated from wedges.  Each of the young men paid extra attention to their hair and nails and makeup.  It all reminded Lewis of a sorority preparing for the homecoming dance.  This struck him as pathetic.

Indeed, for his part, Lewis was not taken by the wave of enthusiasm.  He did not see how trying to look extra pretty as a woman would help in any way.  If anything, he found the others’ desire to pretty themselves up to be a shocking encroachment of their growing femininity.  Now, to be clear, he saw no reason to look foolish either, but he saw no reason to go out of his way to pretty himself up, so he did his best to appear as he normally did at the school.

As they walked down the hallway toward the visitation room, the sound of high heels echoing off the tile floor was deafening:  CLICKCRACKTHUNKCRACK!!  CLICKCRACKTHUNKCLICKCRACK!!  CRACKTHUNKCLICKCRACK!!  CLICKCLICKCRACK!!  CLICKCRACKTHUNKCLICKCRACK!!
  The cool breeze blew up Lewis’s skirt and tickled his penis through his thin thong panties.  His corset gripped him tightly and gave him rigid posture.  The smell of the other males’ perfume was intoxicating.  And seeing the boys around him jiggle and shake in all the wrong places made him hard.

They reached the visitation room.  Miss Victoria stopped them at the door.  They could hear several dozen voices inside the room already.

“Ah good.  They’re here,” said Headmistress Hunter when the young men arrived.  She stood near the entrance in a black knee-length dress with white color blocking and black velvet books.  She looked quite professional.

The voices in the room grew quiet.

The students seemed to tense up.

“When I call your name, please go where your sponsor is located,” said Hunter.

Lewis peeked around the corner into the room.  He saw a lot of people.  Most of these were women, but certainly not all of them.  Sometimes there were couples, with a man and a woman.  There were some teenagers too, who had no doubt come with their mothers.

Hunter started down the list of students who had been called to the visitation room.  One by one, they walk over to where their spouse or relative or whatnot was waiting for them.  To Lewis’s great embarrassment, each student would then drop into a curtsey before their spouse or relative before they were allowed to sit down.

“How humiliating!” thought Lewis and he shuddered.

“Daisy,” called Headmistress Hunter.

Lewis watched as Daisy tottered through the door and across the room on his five-inch high-heeled stilettos.  His arms hung nervously at his sides.  He seemed excited, at least at first.  As he made it halfway across the room, however, he apparently realized that his wife wasn’t alone.  She was sitting with a man in a black leather jacket and tan corduroy pants; they were holding hands.

Lewis bit his tongue.  “That’s not good,” he said.

He then watched Daisy struggle to walk the rest of the way.  Each step seemed laborious.  It was obvious he didn’t want to be with them.  He made it though, and then he dropped into the humiliating curtsey.  Lewis saw the man snicker openly.  Daisy’s wife shook her leg excitedly and seemed to smirk almost cruelly.  Daisy then sat down and hung his head.

“Bunny,” called Headmistress Hunter.

Lewis turned to see Bunny reluctantly start across the room.  His wife sat near the window.  She wore a little black dress and black pumps.  She carried a beautiful designer purse.

“Wow!  Look at you!” said Bunny’s wife loudly enough that Lewis could hear it.

Bunny curtseyed.

“Tiffany,” called Hunter.

Tiffany started toward a far bookcase.  Sitting before the bookcase was a slightly older woman in a gray knee-length skirt suit and a black hat with a mock veil.  She wore high black spike-heeled boots that rose to her hem.  Next to her sat a man.  He looked really nervous.

For a moment, Lewis had no idea why this man would be nervous.  After all, he wasn’t the one in the program.  But then his eye caught several details about the man that might offer an explanation.  For one thing, his nails were polished.  It was clear polish, but it was still polish.  His ears were pierced too.  He wore oddly-feminine sandals too, which felt incongruous with his business casual attire.  Finally, it seemed that he might be wearing a bra beneath his shirt.  It was hard to tell from this distance, but Lewis thought he saw the outline of it.

“Weird,” thought Lewis.

“Lewis,” called Hunter, snapping him out of his observations.  He had been called before Edgar.

Lewis scanned the room.  He didn’t see Vera.  Then Headmistress Hunter pointed him toward a seat near Daisy.  There was Vera, watching him from the comfort of a leather chair.  She wore white slacks, white wedge-heeled sandals, and a light blue, silver and dark-blue striped top.  She was smiling, though Lewis would have been inclined to call it a smirk.  Lewis tottered over to her.  His blood began to boil.

“My, my, my, if you don’t look girly,” said Vera.

“Ha ha,” said Lewis.

Vera pointed at his waist.  “You do know you need to curtsey, right?  If you don’t they’ll shock you.”

“Was this true?” wondered Lewis.  He didn’t know, but he decided not to risk it.  He blushed and performed the humiliating curtsey.

Vera laughed.  “I like that,” she said.  “It’s cute.  And I love how easily you handle those heels.  You’re a natural, Lewis.”

Lewis bit his tongue and sat down.  He leaned forward so he couldn’t be heard by anyone else.  Then he aggressively whispered:  “Do you have any idea what you’ve done to me?”

“Whatever do you mean?” asked Vera with a hint of mischievousness.

Lewis glared at her.  “This isn’t some game!”

She patted Lewis on the wrist.  “Oh, I know that.”

“You filled out the form to give me the works!  They’re changing everything about me!  They’re making me do obedience classes.  They even put some implant into my body.”

“I know.”

“You know?  What kind of answer is that?  Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” asked Lewis harshly.

Vera crossed her legs and smiled.  “I know exactly what I’ve done, Lewis.  I’m helping fix some of your problems before my sister makes a mistake and marries you as you were.”

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  He’d never guessed this.  He had thought she had made a mistake.  He thought she was being stupid.  It never occurred to him that she might be acting intentionally when she filled out the form to turn him into whatever he was to be turned into.  He was stunned into silence for several seconds.

Vera saw this and chuckled.  “Speechless?”

“You can’t do this to me!” he growled.

“I already did,” she said with a laugh.

“Vera.  You can’t do this to me!
”

“Oh Lewis, I can do anything I want to you.  If I want your balls to come off, snip
, they come off.  So don’t pretend to tell me what I can or cannot do to you.”  She leaned forward.  “The thing is, Lewis, I’ve know you for some time now.  You’re arrogant.  You’re selfish.  You lack trust.  You’re everything my sister doesn’t need in a husband.”

“That’s not your decision,” he hissed.

“Oh, but it is.  Fate, it seems, has given me the power to save my sister from making the mistake she was making.  Now she’ll get a much nice, much kinder, much more malleable you.  Trust me, this is for the better.  Everybody wins... well, but you of course.”

Lewis glared at her.  He wanted to scream at her, but it was obvious he couldn’t reach her.  She thought she was saving her sister and she wasn’t going to change anything, so he realized his only chance now was to find Maria and tell her what Vera had done and hope she can have this all changed.  In the meantime, though, he realized it might help to find out what changes were coming.  He took a deep breath to calm himself and he tried to find out.

“Can you at least tell me what you’ve done?” he asked, before sarcastically adding, “So I know what joys
 are coming.”

“And take the mystery out of your adventure?” asked Vera equally sarcastically.

“Just tell me.  What have you done?”

“I told you.  I’m fixing your problems, Lewis.”

“Yeah, I get that,” he said sourly.  “What does that mean?”

Vera placed her elbows on her knees and leaned even further forward.  She got right in Lewis’s face.  “When they are done with you, you will be the most polite, most respectful, most submissive sissy imaginable.  Anything Maria wants, you will give her without question.  Doesn’t that sound wonderful?” she asked in a giddy tone.

Lewis swallowed hard.

Vera picked up her purse from the floor and rose to her feet.  Her tone now became rather gloating, almost like a film villain writing off the hero.  “Well, I can’t stick around.  I have other places to go.  I just wanted to see you one last time before the changes really started to take effect.  Enjoy the rest of your stay, Lewis.  And give my regards to Laura.”

With that, Vera walked away.

—o—

Lewis was stunned.  He couldn’t believe what he had heard.  He knew Vera didn’t like him and he knew Vera could be unpredictable, but he never once considered that she might have done this intentionally.  He needed to talk to Maria fast.  Lewis started to rise, but Miss Victoria motioned him to remain seated until the visitation period was over.  So he sat there, anxiously thinking about what Vera had done, what this meant for him, and what he would say to Maria.

After a few minutes, Lewis’s mind calmed and he found himself looking around at the other young men he had come to know.  They were all seated nearby and none of them looked all that happy.

“I guess things aren’t going well for them,” he told himself.

Daisy sat with his wife and her lover.  Things did not appear to be going Daisy’s way.  In fact, it looked to Lewis like Daisy was shrinking in his seat as his wife lectured him.  Clearly, she had not told Daisy that he would get to go home any time soon.  To the contrary, she seemed to be scolding him.  And as she did, the lover’s smirk grew; he had to be a lover, what else could he be?  Whatever she was saying to Daisy, it was must have been deeply humiliating.

Bunny was faring no better.

“I swear to you, Miss Brenda, that I never had an affair,” said Bunny, who sat just at the edge of Lewis’s ability to hear through the din of dozens of voices from all over the room.

“Your lover
 says you did, Bunny
,” said his wife.  She said the name “Bunny” with utter contempt.

“But I didn’t, Ma’am.”

“And how do I know that?  This wasn’t the first time you had an affair, you know?  I see no reason to trust your denials this time.”  This seemed to stump Bunny and he said nothing for a moment.  “It will be the last though,” added his wife firmly.

Bunny bit his lip.  “Can I please come home?  I’ve learned my lesson,” he said in a rather pathetic begging tone.

“Oh Bunny, you have so much more to learn, darling.”

“Please, Ma’am.  I need to come home before it’s too late.”

His wife smiled kindly at him.  “I’ll decide when it’s too late.”

Bunny didn’t know what to say to this.  He looked down at the way he was dressed and the way he was acting and it seemed fairly obvious to him that things were getting far too close to “too late” for comfort.  Could his wife not see this?

“Besides, you haven’t even told me the truth yet,” said his wife.

“I have!”

“You haven’t.  How can I believe you learned your lesson if you won’t admit what you’ve done?” asked his wife.  She spoke as if she were talking to a child, not a husband.  “Until you admit what you’ve done, you’re staying here.”

“What if I admit it?  Then can I come home?” asked Bunny excitedly.

His wife sighed.  “No, Bunny.  That wouldn’t be a sincere admission, would it?  You would just be saying it to avoid further punishment.  What kind of lesson would that be if I let you go just because you told me what you think I want to hear?”

Lewis cringed.  He realized what she had done.  So did Bunny.

“But that makes it impossible for me!” said Bunny.  “You want me to admit to the affair before you let me go but you won’t accept an admission because you say I’m lying.  I can’t win!”

“Now you know how it feels to find out your husband had an affair, dear,” said Bunny’s wife in an oddly sympathetic, but clearly angry tone.

“But— but—”

“You might as well stop arguing, darling.  I’m not changing my mind.”

Bunny hung his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Now thank me for coming,” said his wife.

“Yes, Miss Brenda,” he said.  He paused.  “Thank you for coming.”

“Good boy,” she said.  She rose to her feet, stepped over to him and kissed him on the forehead.  “I’ll see you next time, sweetie.”  She then walked away, leaving Bunny sitting in his chair looking embarrassed and defeated.

“I’m thinking of enrolling your sister in the leadership program,” said Tiffany’s stepmother behind Lewis.  Lewis turned slightly to see Tiffany over his shoulder.  Tiffany looked horrified as he, no doubt, imagined his sister in a blue dress walking him on a leash or spanking him in the courtyard for any infraction she could invent.

“But you can’t!” protested Tiffany in his girly little voice.

“Of course, I can.”

Tiffany looked to his father.  “Please, you can’t let her do this.”

“Your father has nothing to say about it,” said the stepmother.

“Please, father, you need to get me out of here.”

Tiffany’s father looked away.  Lewis again noted the odd details about the man, the polished nails, the pierced ears, the sandals.  Up close, the sandals looked even more feminine than they had at a distance.

“Talk to me, Tiffany, not your father.  He has nothing to say,” said Tiffany’s stepmother.

“Yes, Miss,” said Tiffany reluctantly.

Tiffany’s father hung his head, which made Lewis burn with shame.

Over Lewis’s other shoulder sat Edgar with his wife.  She was quite enthusiastically examining his breasts with her hands.  Her hands were inside his dress from the sides after she had unzipped the back and pulled it wide open.  This brought most of the dress to the front, so it technically covered everything, but it still let Lewis see what was happening both through the material and with the occasional inadvertent glimpse of flesh.  Her eyes were huge and excited... almost ravenous, as she played with Edgar’s breasts.

Lewis watched excitedly as she squeezed Edgar’s right breast until his nipple rose and pushed against the dress material.  It was much larger than Lewis expected.  It had to be nearly three-quarters of an inch tall when erect.  She slipped it between her first two fingers and started to squeeze.  Then she moved her fingers back and forth, pulling on it as if she were milking it.  Edgar took a deep breath.  His heart was racing from the way her fingers manipulated his nipples.

“You know, at some point the other hormones will kick in and you’ll produce milk,” she said.

Edgar’s face turned bright red.  “I know.”

“Think of it, my husband producing milk.”  She laughed.

Lewis kept watching her pretend-milk her husband’s nipple.  He was transfixed by the mental image of milk squirting out of Edgar’s nipple.  This excited Lewis to such a degree that his own nipples popped up in sympathy.  This shocked Lewis.  His nipples had never responded this way before and here they were getting hard like a woman’s!  His penis shot up inside his device.

“Is that what you want?” asked his wife.

Edgar didn’t answer, but as Lewis watched, he saw Edgar’s dress begin to rise.  Edgar was having an erection!  Edgar was having an erection!
  That meant he wasn’t wearing a cage!

His wife snickered and kept pulling on his nipples.  “Would it excite you?  Is that why you want it?  Maybe become a nursemaid?”

Edgar blushed even more.  “Maybe.”

“Now, now, Edgar.  Answer me.  A true sissy doesn’t refuse to answer a direct question.”

“I’m not a sissy, Kate,” said Edgar.

His wife laughed and squeezed his breast before flipping up the hem of his dress exposing his panties and the large erection beneath.  “Not a sissy, huh?  Care to explain this?”

Edgar blushed even deeper.  “I told you, I don’t like that part of the training.”

“Then why did you enroll here?”

“I didn’t realize how much the school would emphasize that.”

“You didn’t realize they meant it when they offered to feminize you?” asked his wife sarcastically.

Edgar shook his head.  “No.  I didn’t realize they would focus so much on making me submissive to make me a girl.  I thought the training was more about being turned into a girl.”

Kate snickered.  “So you want to be a girl, you just want to be in charge too?”

Edgar blushed once more.  He didn’t answer.

His wife laughed.  “Oh Edgar, I don’t believe you.  I think you knew full well what you were getting into here.  I think you want to be submissive.  I think you want me to tie you up, to dress you up humiliatingly, and to order you around.  I think that turns you on.”

“It doesn’t!” protested Edgar.

“Oh, but it does, husband
 dear.  You can’t wait to get home so you can follow my orders.  That’s what gets you off.  And the reason you’re here... why you need the school is that you can’t force yourself to do it without their training.  You want to submit, but you can’t make yourself do it.  That’s why you enrolled here, to force you to submit,” said his wife.

Edgar shook his head.  “It’s not true.  I’m not submissive.”

“No, but you want to be.”

“I don’t.  I really don’t.”

Kate smirked.  “All right.  Then come home.  Say the word and I’ll sign you out and you can come home and be as big of a sissy as you want to be.  There just won’t be any programming making it possible for you to submit to me.”

Edgar seemed to freeze.  He bit his lip.  Then he shook his head like a little girl.

“Come home, Edgar.  Be a man about being a woman.”

“I’m not done yet.”

Kate shook her head dismissively.  “You know, Edgar, there may be some parts of this training you regret.  You might want to think about that before it becomes too late.”  As Kate said this, she placed her hand on Edgar’s thigh and slid it up beneath his dress.  Every inch made Lewis hornier.  It had been so long since a woman had touched his penis, he could barely stand to watch, but he couldn’t look away either.

Kate’s fingers wrapped around Edgar’s erection and started stroking it slowly.

Lewis was dying to be touched as he watched this.

“Careful, Edgar.  Sometimes, we get what we ask for,” warned his wife.

“Lewis,” called Headmistress Hunter.

Lewis struggled to pull his eyes away from what was happening to Edgar and he looked to where Hunter stood.  Next to Hunter stood a young woman in a blue dress.  She motioned him toward her.

“Yes, Miss Hunter,” said Lewis and he curtseyed.

“You and Bunny follow Miss Krista back to the dormitory,” said Hunter.

Lewis nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Visitation was over for him.


Chapter Eighteen: “Much To Consider”

—o—

Lewis was stunned by the things he heard and saw at the visitation.  He had no idea a world like this existed, where wives could have their husbands feminized to punish them.  Even seeing how reluctantly the young men around him acted day after day still didn’t get him to accept the idea that they hadn’t all been sent here against their wills.  At some level, he still saw the school as just a perverted sexual game these men engaged in voluntarily and their reluctance as part of the game.  But now, seeing the way these women treated their feminized men had made him a believer.

“How many women are doing this?” he wondered.

He thought about the possibility of more schools like this.  He thought about the women who might have feminized their husbands all on their own.  What about the truck driver who crosses the country in the panties his wife makes him wear?  What about the lawyer who stands before the judge by day and before THE JUDGE
 by night?  Sentenced to sissihood!  How many women have sissy maids?  Is that a canoe in your maid’s pocket or is your husband just happy to see me?  There could be millions!  The possibilities were staggering to him.

When they got back to the dormitory that night, Lewis wanted to talk to all of the others to learn more about their stories, but the mood had changed and none of them really wanted to talk about it.  Oh, there would be a quick debriefing, but each of the others would play their cards close to their vests, trying to keep a brave face on things and optimistically planning for the next time, which they hoped would go better.

“My wife said next time she’ll take me home,” said Daisy.  “It’s almost certain.”

“My wife was very encouraging too,” said Bunny.

Lewis smiled politely, but said nothing.  He knew neither statement was true.  Their wives weren’t taking them home until they were beyond the ability to return to ever being the men they were again... but there was no point in saying that.

“What about you, Edgar?” asked Tiffany.  “How did it go?”

“I’m still here, aren’t I?” replied Edgar.

Lewis cocked an eyebrow.  It was interesting to him that Edgar made out like his wife was keeping him here when he had heard Edgar’s wife practically begging him to agree to go home.  This made Lewis even more curious about Edgar.  He would need to find Edgar alone at some point and ask him.

“Was that your father?” asked Bunny of Tiffany.

Tiffany swallowed hard.  He nodded his head.

“Is he going to help you?”

Tiffany ran his tongue across his teeth.  “He’s uh, trying to figure out how to help right now... it’s complicated.  I’m sure he’ll think of something soon though.  Hopefully, he’ll get me out of here while I’m still a normal boy.”

As he said this, he swung his leg excitedly, letting a high-heeled mule dance on the ends of his toes – he had graduated from needing to be locked into his shoes – and he twirled his long hair with his red, oval fingernail.  Lewis couldn’t help but notice that none of this was at all typical for a “normal boy.”  He wanted to ask Tiffany if he realized that, but he decided to let it go.

“Why upset him if he doesn’t know how much he’s been feminized?” thought Lewis.  It didn’t occur to Lewis to ask himself if the same feminization-blindness was true of himself too.

“It’s just that time of year, you know,” said Cami.

“Right,” added Bunny.  “No one ever gets taken away in the middle of the semester.”

The others nodded their heads.  This seemed to lift the mood slightly.  The conversation then drifted to the merits of a rumored change in the school uniform to swap out the dress for a blouse and skirt.  That idea received mixed reviews among the group.  As the young men argued over this, Lewis considered what he had heard.  None of the young men admitted their defeats, yet each seemed well-resigned to staying at the school even as they bragged of being taken home soon.

“They’ve accepted being here,” thought Lewis.

He shuddered.

“Well, that will never be me!” swore Lewis.  “I will never be happy here!”

—o—

Later that night, after everyone had fallen asleep, Lewis heard his door open.  It had a distinctive creaking noise.  He looked up just in time to see a woman in a dark dress, an overcoat and platform pumps slip through his door and close it behind her.  Based on her general size and shape, he thought this might be Maria, though with the number of similarly dressed “women” around, it could have been anyone.

“Who’s there?” he whispered cautiously.

“Who are you expecting?” shot back his fiancée.  “Seriously, Lewis, are there so many women sneaking into your room at night that you even have to ask?”  She was joking, but Lewis still felt small for asking.

“I just wanted to— I mean, I—”

“Shhh!” said Maria.

Maria stripped off her overcoat and pulled off her dress.  She was naked underneath.  She tossed the coat and dress onto a chair and climbed on top of Lewis, straddling his hips with her knees.  Lewis felt the warmth of her pussy just above his cage once more.

“I need to talk to you,” said Lewis.  “We have a problem!”

Maria sighed.  She did not want to talk at the moment.  “It can wait.”

“It can’t!  Your sister—”

“It can wait
,” insisted Maria.  She began to grind her pussy along Lewis’s cage.

“It’s important.  She’s doing this intentionally!”

“Doing what intentionally?”

“All of this.  She’s trying to change me so we can’t get married.”

Maria furrowed her brow.  “What are you saying?  You’re not making any sense.”

“Vera admitted to me that she filled out the form to make them do all kinds of changes to me.  She wants them to change me so I’m more ‘marriable’ or something like that.”

“Like what?  What kind of changes?”

“She wouldn’t say.  But she said that when they’re done with me, I’m going to be the most submissive sissy ever and anything you want I’m going to give you without question.  She said, ‘Doesn’t that sound wonderful?’  And then she left,” said Lewis.  “We need to do something!”

Maria stared into the darkness.  Her first impulse was to feel angry that her sister had misled her.  She had said she only did the bare minimum to make their story believable.  She never mentioned changing Lewis for any other purpose and she certainly never mentioned trying to change him for her.  Maria would need find out what she had done and make her fix the request sheet, or she would need to get Lewis out of here much quicker.

No sooner had this thought occurred, however, than a second thought arose.

This wasn’t a fully crystallized thought however, so much as an impression... a series of images.  These were the same images that had danced through her mind all week.  She saw a large-breasted, completely feminized Lewis fluttering around her apartment in high heels and various dresses bringing her drinks and doing the chores and cooking her dinner.  She saw herself riding him time and again.

As these images flooded her brain, she began to writhe and then gyrate her hips.  She pushed her pussy against his cage and rubbed up and down against it.  Her breathing became harder and erratic.  Her muscles tensed and released.  Her toes curled within her platform pumps.

“What are we going to d—?” said Lewis.

Maria placed her hand over his mouth to silence him.  Then she pinned him down with his arms and rubbed even harder.  Lewis felt her weight pushing into him.  He felt her heat and moisture on his penis.  He heard her moan.  Suddenly she jerked above him.  All her muscles went tense.  She arched her back and thrust her hips.  There was a terrible moment of tension.  Then she collapsed on his chest.

She lay like that for several second.  Then Lewis heard her giggle.

“Amazing,” she said.

Maria climbed off her fiancé and tottered over to the chair to get her dress and her coat.  Lewis sat up and watched as best he could in the dark.  He saw her grab her dress and slip it over her head.

“What are we going to do?” he asked.

“I’ll take care of it,” she said as she zipped up the dress.

“Are you going to—”

“I’ll take care of it.
”

Maria took her coat and slipped back out the door.  Lewis watched her go.  He felt oddly nervous.  He had expected her to be a little more upset about what he had discovered.  He also expected to hear more about her plan of action.  Still, he was certain she would fix it and he would be out of here fairly soon.

In the meantime, as Maria disappeared down the hallway and out into the empty courtyard, she told herself she needed to talk to Vera, find out what she had done, and then change whatever needed to be changed.  But while she told herself this, she wasn’t really thinking it.  What was she thinking?  She wasn’t sure, but she kept hearing in her head what Vera apparently had told Lewis:

“She wants them to change me so I’m more ‘marriable’ or something like that.  She said that when they’re done with me, I’m going to be the most submissive sissy ever and anything you want I’m going to give you without question... doesn’t that sound wonderful?
”

Yes, it did.  She had much to consider.


Chapter Nineteen: “Demasculation”

—o—

DEMASCULATION:  Students will continue to develop an entirely feminine persona by learning to abandon their masculine interests and goals through aversion therapy, and instead cultivating a supportive, submissive role.

— Femford School For Girls Catalog, p. 38.

A couple more weeks passed.

Lewis was starting to notice changes to his body.  The corset had had a dramatic effect on his body.  Lewis hadn’t noticed it at first because he was always in the corset, and the few minutes he wasn’t, his body looked much like it did in the corset, so nothing struck him as unusual.  But after a nice hot shower one day, Lewis found himself staring in the mirror trying to figure out how his body had taken on such a feminine hourglass shape.

It didn’t seem to be returning to normal either.  He pushed and squeezed and tugged and tried to move his flesh around to reshape himself, but to no avail.  This seemed to be his new shape.

“It has to be the corset,” he told himself.

He thought back to how Miss Victoria tightened the corset almost daily and how it had been getting smaller and smaller of late.  She had even announced that they had “made one more notch today.”

“That must be shrinking my waist!”

But that didn’t explain the rest.  Lewis ran his fingers with their red nails over his hips.  His hips were definitely fatter, as was his butt.  As a result, his hips looked a good deal wider, especially compared to his shrinking waist.  His butt looked rounder and more feminine too.  That shouldn’t have been happening as far as Lewis could tell.

“How can I be getting fatter?  They have me on such a strict diet.  I’ve been losing weight!  I know that for a fact.”

Indeed, Lewis had lost close to fifteen pounds since his arrival.  Yet, his hips and rear were definitely getting larger.

“I don’t get it,” he said.

Suddenly, Lewis had a thought.  He gasped and grabbed his side where the tiny scar remained where they had inserted “the implant.”  Could that be sending female hormones throughout his body?  That had to be it!  That’s the only thing that would explain why his body seemed to be getting fatter, even as he lost weight, and why he was getting fatter in those particular spots.

“What else can it be?” asked Lewis.

Another thought occurred.

“But that also means I should be growing—”

He grabbed his chest with both hands.  What he found was not the flat chest he had had since high school.  He didn’t even find the increasingly fleshy chest he had had the prior three or four weeks.  Instead, what he found was two small mounds of flesh.  It almost seemed like his chest had gotten fat, but this wasn’t fat.  The tissue was too solid to be fat.  What’s more, it was starting to form into the shape of little globes about the size of oranges at this point, and they were quite firm.  Moreover, in the center of the globes were his nipples, which too had grown larger as well.  His areolas had grown to the size of half dollars and his nipples had grown to the size of the tip of a straw.

He turned back and forth in the mirror.

“They look like the breasts of a teenage girl,” he said worryingly.

Lewis shook his chest left to right several times.  This made the globes shift back and forth as well and then jiggle.  That was not how a male chest responded.  These were definitely the beginnings of female breasts.

“This has to be the implant,” he told himself.

He squeezed his chest one more time.  If felt good.  Weird, but good.

“I wonder how bad it will get?”

Lewis glanced over his shoulder in the mirror.  He saw several of the other young men in the shower.  Each one had feminine breasts to one degree or another.  Lewis saw a couple B-cups.  He saw Cami’s D-cup.  And he saw Tiffany’s whatever they were; they were actually I-cups, but Lewis didn’t know that and he didn’t think it right to ask either.  Lewis glanced from one to another to another.  Then he looked down at his own chest and he shuddered.

“What’s going to happen to me?  And can it be undone?”

He bit his lip nervously.

—o—

Just as Lewis discovered the changes in his body, his classes seemed to take a step up in intensity.  Beginning that following morning, Lewis noticed a strong new emphasis on enforcing feminine mannerisms at all times and submission.  Mistakes in sitting, such as showing panties or otherwise being immodest, now brought swift punishment.  Backtalk was squelched harshly.  Disobedience was crushed outright.  Masculine traits were methodically erased.

The young women from the Leadership Program now participated in each class and could be found all over campus.  Lewis observed that these young women were taught to be confident, strong and aggressive.  They were taught to take command and maintain discipline.  And they were taught to dominate the feminized male students in every way.

At the same time, the teachers put a special emphasis on teaching the young men to be weak and helpless.  They were taught to be indecisive, to look to the women around them for guidance and to let the women make decisions.  This was done openly by punishing the males harshly when they took the initiative and failed, more subtly by discouraging them from acting without getting the approval of a young woman, and by giving any credit for their success to the young women who led their teams.  Essentially, the young men could not win, were told not to try, and were punished harshly for taking the initiative and failing.  The end result was that little by little, the young men learned to become more passive, to look up to the young women for leadership, and to stop trusting themselves.

One interesting aspect of this was an attempt to make the young men indecisive by giving them too many options, by not giving them enough time to weigh those options, and then by punishing them for making decisions when they could have handed the decision to a young woman.  It was an attempt to make them feel overwhelmed and thereby discourage them from making decisions.

“If you aren’t sure, then don’t make the decision,” said Lewis’s teacher.

“But I think I know the answer, Miss,” said Lewis.

“Laura.  What did I say?  There is no shame in not knowing something.  You’re not expected to know everything.  If you don’t know, don’t guess.  Because if you do guess and you’re wrong, you will be punished for getting it wrong and punished again for wasting everyone’s time.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Lewis softly.

Lewis found all of this embarrassing and surprisingly effective.  He had always been quite decisive and was never afraid to take chances, yet now he found it easier to rely on the young women to guide him.  What he didn’t realize though, was how much of a habit this was becoming.

The worst change for Lewis, however, was the introduction of Correction Detention.  When a student displayed an attitude the teacher found to be unacceptable, i.e. masculine in some manner, the student was sent to spend an hour in Correction Detention.  This was a class, for lack of a better word, where the student would be grilled in some manner that was consistent with the offense and punished throughout for any failures.  Lewis saw this as a sort of ironic Hell that was meant to ensure that the student never wanted to make that mistake again.  It was very effective.

Lewis was given a whole new class too.  The class was called Demasculation and Lewis cringed at the sound of it alone.

“Come with me,” said the young woman in the blue dress standing at his door.

Lewis followed her out the dormitory to the courtyard.  She was taking him to his first Demasculation class.  They went down the stairs and moved along the sidewalk.  As they did, Lewis noticed something odd about his chest.  Each time the stiletto heel of his shoe struck the concrete of the sidewalk, the vibration from that rippled up through his body and the fat on his chest jiggled.  It felt oddly erotic... and deeply embarrassing.


ClickClickClick!
  Jiggle.
  Jiggle.  Jiggle.  
There it was again.

His nipples popped up excitedly.  They now rubbed against his corset, which was also erotic and made him hard.  He felt part of his masculinity fade away under these sensations.

Every step seemed to cause it.  He was becoming very horny.

—o—

A minute or two later, Lewis walked into his new class; the jiggling on his chest was still the top of his mind, though it wasn’t as pronounced on the tile floor.  Lewis needed to put that aside, however, and focus on the class.  This one could be dangerous.  This was “Demasculation,” and Lewis had a pretty good guess what it would be about.  And in that, he was right.  The purpose of this class was to use aversion therapy to develop in each student a negative feeling for any masculine interests they had when they first came to the school.

“Ah, another new student, welcome,” said Miss Brandi.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Lewis and he curtseyed.

Miss Brandi showed Lewis his seat and then grabbed a collection of magazines.  She walked around the class passing them out to the students.  Each student received two magazines.  One was a football magazine.  The other was a fashion magazine.

“My instructions to you are simple.  Read the fashion magazine.  Learn it.  You will be quizzed about it and its contents.  The more questions you answer correctly, the greater the reward you will receive.  Naturally, incorrect answers will be punished,” said Miss Brandi.

The room seemed to perk up at the idea of a reward.

“Now, what about the sporting magazine?  I’m sure some of you are asking yourselves that,” added Miss Brandi.  “Each of you is welcome to open that magazine any time you find yourself curious.  If you are lucky, you will find a page from the magazine and an article about your favorite sport.  You may read it, if you do.”

She paused.

“If you are unlucky, however, you will find a nearly blank page with only a punishment written on it.  That punishment will be carried out immediately.  You may begin,” she said.

Lewis stared at the two magazines.  He understood what she was saying, but this all sounded like nonsense to him.  If he could be punished for reading the sports magazine, then he wouldn’t read it.  It was that simple.  As for reading the fashion magazine, he didn’t see how that would matter.

As the days passed in this class, however, it all became very clear to Lewis.  First, he noticed that the prizes the other young men were winning were quite excellent.  They were things like chocolate or an hour out of the corset.  As Lewis had been craving sweets for some time now, and always wanted to be out of the uncomfortable corset, these prizes caught his eye and he began to try harder, even enthusiastically to study the fashion magazine.  Without even realizing it, Lewis was giving himself intense knowledge and an enthusiastic desire to know more about women’s fashion.

At the same time, he found the football magazine began to taunt him.  It sat there every day tempting him to open its pages and see what treasures it held inside.  At times, he found himself just wanting to open it to get some way to touch the outside world again.  But he knew he couldn’t.  He’d seen the guys who tried it and failed.  The punishments were devious:

“Add an inch to your heels for a week.”

“Lick another student’s toes for ten minutes.”

“5 seconds of shock.”

“10 seconds of shock.”

He simply couldn’t risk it.  Ten seconds of shock was a lifetime!  As a result, he started to become increasingly angry at the magazine for taunting him.  He even began to equate football itself with being risky, scary, painful, and an unhappy tease.  He was building an aversion to it.  And after he saw Cindy writhing on the floor for ten full seconds under shock, he started to find himself getting sick just thinking about it.  This became his vision of football.

He developed an aversion to it.

Soon, other things he liked as a man followed.  Little by little, they were stripping away the habits and interests that made him like other men.


Chapter Twenty: “The Firmest Hand”

—o—

Maria sat at a student desk near the back of the classroom.  She wore a black pencil skirt, black pumps, and a white blouse.  She looked very professional.  She looked somewhat troubled too.  She was watching her class learn how to carry different purses.  Most of the boys had this down already, but not Lewis.  He seemed to struggle with it and the two young girls in blue dresses doing the demonstrating were losing patience with him.  He would find himself punished soon.

This wasn’t what gave Maria her troubled look, however.  Maria was troubled because it had been two weeks since Lewis’s warning about Vera but Maria had yet to call her.  She had told herself repeatedly that she needed to make the call and sort this out, yet somehow she never quite managed to make it happen.  That disconnect worried her.

“Do I really want a feminized fiancé?” she asked herself.

She sighed.  The answer wasn’t as easy as it should have been.  Indeed, she had been struggling with this daily for weeks now.  She knew what the answer was supposed to be:  she did not want a feminized mate.  She wanted Lewis to be a “real man.”  But if that was the case, then why hadn’t she made the call?

“Nice work, girls,” said Maria to the two young women in blue.  “Switch purses now.”

“Yes, Miss Maria,” they responded.

Maria returned to her thoughts.  She had to admit that there was something intensely exciting about seeing Lewis as he was.  It did thrill her, whether she liked to admit it or not.  But did that means she wanted him that way as a spouse?

CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!

The sound of high heels approaching snapped Maria out of her thoughts.  She turned to look out the door where the sound was coming from, and she saw Headmistress Hunter coming toward her classroom.  She wore her usual dark grey skirt suit and over-the-calf high-heeled boots.  Her walk reminded Maria of a big cat on the prowl.

“Good morning, dear,” said Hunter.

“Good morning, Headmistress,” replied Maria.

“How is your class going?”

“It’s going well,” said Maria indifferently.  “The Leadership girls seem to be managing things quite nicely.”

Hunter watched the class for a few seconds.  Everything did indeed look fine.  Then she saw Lewis.  She watched him for several seconds until she saw him fumble his clutch.  “I see Laura is struggling,” said Hunter disdainfully.  “Perhaps you should be a little harder on him, dear.”

Maria blushed.  “I am hard on him, Ma’am.”

“Are you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.  I’m probably harder on him than I am on anyone else in the class, by far.”  This was true, but interestingly, it had never occurred to Maria until she said it.  Now she wondered why she had been so hard on him if she wasn’t subconsciously at least trying to feminize him.

Hunter smiled.  “Good.  Of all our students, he needs the firmest hand.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

They watched the girl in the blue dress order Lewis to walk back and forth across the front of the classroom.  She had picked up a riding crop and was pointing it menacingly at Lewis.  Lewis seemed frazzled.

“He hasn’t said anything strange, has he?” asked Hunter cautiously.

Maria tensed up.  She told herself to be very careful about what she said next.  “Strange?  Like what?”

Hunter shrugged her shoulders to feign indifference.  “Oh, just generally.  There were just some doubts about how he found the school and I wanted to be sure those are properly dispelled.  I thought perhaps he had said something in one of your classes that struck you as unusual for a student.”

“Uh, no, Ma’am,” said Maria.

Hunter watched Lewis walk across the floor holding a handbag on his forearm.  He moved gracefully in the heels.  All of his motions were strongly feminine.  Though the purse continued to give him some difficulty.

“He’s doing rather well, but make sure he gets the purse issue down,” said Hunter.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Perhaps you should make him carry it everywhere from now on?”

“Yes, Headmistress.  That’s a good idea.”

Hunter suddenly laughed.  “Oh silly me!  Do you know, I almost forgot why I came here?  We’ve had an issue with another teacher.  Miss Cathy has broken her leg and can’t manage her class alone.  Would you be willing to help her for the next few months until she’s out of the cast?”

“Which class is that?”

“The Art of Sex.”

“The Art of Sex,” repeated Maria excitedly.  This class was infamous around the school, though most of what anyone knew was rumor.  According to the grapevine, there was a lot of touching, a lot of playing, and more than a few surprises, and the class had been the ruin of several teachers who fell for students.

Hunter chuckled.  “Don’t worry, Maria.  It’s not as ‘hands on’ as you may have heard.”

Maria blushed.  “I suppose I can,” she said with a nervous giggle.

“Good.  I’ll have Cathy visit you this afternoon with the details.”

With that, Hunter left and Maria returned to observing her class.  As Hunter disappeared down the hallway, Maria wondered if any of the rumors she had heard about “The Art of Sex” were true.  The idea actually intrigued her if it was true.


Chapter Twenty-One: “Conversational Etiquette”

—o—

CONVERSATIONAL ETIQUETTE:  Students will learn to think and speak as young ladies, adopting feminine patterns of speech and interests in traditionally feminine topics.

— Femford School For Girls Catalog, p. 17.

Lewis sat in class with Edgar, who happened to have the same class.  This class was Conversational Etiquette.  This class was meant to teach these young men to adopt feminine interests and patterns of speech.  Thus, the teacher distributed women’s magazines and romance novels and assigned the young men partners to discuss what they read.  What’s more, they were required to speak with exaggerated feminine patterns of speech.

“I don’t want to see anyone motioning aggressively,” said Miss Mindy.  “No hand motions, no yelling, no raised voices.  You do not talk over each other.  You must wait until your partner is finished before you speak.”

“How do we know when the other person is finished?” asked a student.

“You listen for the end of the thought.  Most thoughts have a natural concluding point.  Then you wait until they stop talking.  Then you wait another two seconds to make sure they aren’t continuing,” said Miss Mindy.

“Normal women don’t do that,” thought Lewis.

“When you speak, you speak softly.  Remember the ‘downward emphasis’ we talked about in the last class.”

Lewis pursed his lips.  He did not like this class at all.  The “downward emphasis” of which she spoke was the idea that they should end their sentences more softly and less direct than they begin.  This struck Lewis as an attempt to make them all sound uncertain and insecure, which was essentially an invitation to the conversational partner to take charge.  It was like finishing a sentence with “But I’m not at all sure and you should correct me if I’m wrong.”  That made Lewis unhappy.

“Don’t forget, I want to hear each of you giggling from time to time,” said Miss Mindy.

Lewis clenched his jaw.  He hated that even more.  Being forced to giggle made them sound like airheads.  It made it impossible to take them seriously.  This class had nothing to do with making them sound like women, it was about making them sound submissive!

“All right, class.  Find your partner and begin,” said Miss Mindy.

Miss Mindy moved to where she could see the entire class.

Lewis walked over to Edgar, who sat by the window looking out over the courtyard.  He was gently shaking his leg and moving his high-heel encased foot in a slow circle as he did.

“May I sit down?” asked Lewis, as required.

“Please do,” said Edgar breathlessly, as required.

Lewis then performed a curtsey and sat down, smoothing his dress beneath him as he did and then sliding his legs together beneath him.  Then both opened the magazines they had been given as homework and turned to the first article.  It was an article on spring purses.

“The new purses are so lovely,” said Edgar.  He giggled.

“Oh, I know.  I love the look,” said Lewis.

“Laura, you need to be more specific,” said Miss Mindy who stood a few feet away listening in.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis.

“You need to show enthusiasm for the topic.”

“I love the new look.  The pastel colors are just perfect for Spring,” said Lewis with as much enthusiasm as he could muster.  He giggled too and burned with shame because of it.  This apparently satisfied Miss Mindy though as she walked off to observe another group.  Lewis took this moment to lean in closer.  He had wanted to talk to Edgar, but needed to do it away from everyone else if he had any chance to get answers out of Edgar.  This was the first opportunity he had found to do so.  “Can I ask you a question?”

Edgar made sure Miss Mindy wasn’t within earshot.  “What kind of question?”

“It’s about the last visitation.”

“What about it?”

“I wasn’t meaning to listen in, but I heard what you and your wife were saying,” said Lewis.

Edgar blushed.

“Are you really here by choice?” asked Lewis.

Edgar ran his tongue over his teeth.  He hesitated as if he wasn’t sure he would answer.  At the same time, at the edge of his vision, Lewis saw Edgar’s skirt start to rise up in his lap.  He was getting an erection!

“Why do you want to know?” asked Edgar.

“Because I want to understand why people are here.  Also, your wife said something that troubled me.  She said that you should leave before it’s too late.  What was she talking about?  What’s going to happen?  And if you are here voluntarily, then why are taking a risk that something bad will happen?”

Edgar shook his head.  “My wife was just trying to get me to leave.  She doesn’t like that I’m here, so she’s trying to scare me.”

Lewis looked around the room at all the young men who never in their lives imaged themselves in dresses or heels or acting like submissive women and who certainly never imaged themselves with breasts as their penises were locked away, and he saw a pretty good set of things that might scare someone.  “Aren’t you afraid though of what might happen?”

“Not at all.”

“But what if they—”

“It’s simple, Laura
.  I’m here to get something I want.  If they start doing something I really don’t want, then I’ll call my wife and have her come get me.  There’s no risk at all,” said Edgar.

Lewis looked at Edgar’s feminine shape and mannerisms and he saw a very real risk coming true in spades.  But then, apparently, Edgar wanted this, so maybe it wasn’t a risk after all.  He did wonder though whether Edgar or his wife had been right about Edgar wanting to be forced to be submissive.  He didn’t ask about that though.  At this point, Edgar still seemed rather dominant to Lewis, at least compared to the other young men.

“Let’s get back to the lesson,” said Edgar.

The conversation was over.

—o—

It was a few days later.

Maria nodded to the young woman in blue.  She had just given the young woman instructions to take over the class.  Today, they would be teaching the males how to get in and out of cars properly.  Naturally, the lesson did not include the driver’s seat.

The young woman started to address the class.  As she did, Maria walked over to Lewis and told him that the front office wanted to see him, and that she would accompany him.

Lewis had no idea what this was about, but it made him nervous.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Lewis rose and followed Maria out of the classroom and down the hallway.  Halfway down the hallway, they came upon a large broom closet.  Maria motioned for Lewis to enter the closet.

“In there?” he asked nervously.

“Go,” said Maria.

Lewis walked into the closet.  Maria glanced over her shoulder and then followed him.  She turned on the light and closed the door.  She then turned him around to face her.

“Strip,” she said.

“Do what?”

“You heard me.  Strip.”

Lewis shook his head.  This was all a little overwhelming to him.  He had become accustomed to following orders, but he had never been given this order and certainly not under these circumstances.  It seemed wrong or dangerous or something to strip naked in a closet in the main building.  He felt unnerved.

Maria pulled the fob from her pocket without hesitation.  “Do it, now.”

Lewis saw the fob and cringed.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

This was the first time Maria had threatened him with the device, something she had been loathe to do before.  Interestingly, neither of them seemed particularly stunned by her actions.

“Start with the dress,” she said.

Lewis reached around behind his back and unzipped his dress.  Then he pulled the white dress from his shoulders and let it slide down his body.  It fell in a lump at his feet.  He carefully stepped out of it, so his heels wouldn’t tangle in it.  Then he picked it up and hung it on a hanger on the back of the door.

“Now the corset,” said Maria.

Lewis spun around so Maria could untie and unhook the tight corset.  Maria got to work swiftly as her fingers deftly untied the laces first.  Maria was anxious to see him without the corset.  The prior night, she had paid him another visit in his room and found herself shocked.  As she climbed on top of him, she ran her hands up his arms, pinning them to the bed, as she kissed him.  Much to her surprise, his skin seemed incredibly soft.  She put this off to moisturizers though.

Then she slid herself down on his cage and began to rub up and down.  As she did, she placed her hands on his corset and ran them up his torso until she found his fleshy exposed chest.  She had noticed of late that he had been getting a little flabby around his breasts, but she didn’t think anything specific about it.  After all, everyone at the school had breasts of some sort and Lewis’s “breasts” were barely there.

What her fingers found, however, was different.  It was shocking.  When she dug her fingers into his fleshy chest and she found more than a handful of flesh.  She found globes projecting prominently toward the sky as he lay on his back.  She found enlarged nipples sticking out to a degree she never expected.  This was stunning... and thrilling.  She instantly became desperate to see them, to play with them.  It was too dark to see though, and she couldn’t risk turning on the light.  So she decided to see him during class today, one way or another.

The broom closet seemed the easiest route.

Maria loosened the corset and pulled it from her fiancé’s body.  As she did, she expected his masculine shape to reappear as the confining walls of the corset vanished and his body became free to assume its natural shape again.  It didn’t though.  To the contrary, from the rear, she saw a clearly defined and beautifully curvy hourglass figure.  Then she turned him around and saw what she felt last night.

“Oh my, Lewis!  You’ve got real breasts!” she gasped.

Lewis blushed.  He knew things had been changing and he knew what was coming – it was no secret what these women did to the men they took into the school.  Yet, he had been trying to avoid believing that he was growing breasts.  Hence, when his fiancée said this, it was shocking.  It felt like some sort of wall had crashed and left him exposed as weak and feminine.

“B— breasts?”

Maria grabbed his right breast and squeezed.  It was more than a handful.  It flowed over her hand in fact, and the nipple shot up between her fingertips.  The feeling of what was essentially a woman’s nipple between her fingers was thrilling.  Her pussy flooded with her juices and she became weak in the knees.

“You’ve got breasts,” she repeated in awe.

Lewis blushed even more.  He looked down at his chest.  His breasts looked huge to him without the corset containing his frame.  They were much larger than he had wanted to believe from the glimpses he had gotten.

“We need to do something!” he said.

Maria looked up at Lewis.  She didn’t know what to say in response to that.  She knew she should have told him that they did indeed need to do something, but she wasn’t sure anymore she wanted that.  In fact, she was pretty certain she didn’t.

“What are we going to do?” asked Lewis.

Maria shook her head.

“Maria, we need to do something!” said Lewis.

“I’ll take care of it,” said Maria reflexively.

“How?”

“I’ll take care of it.”

“How?  I’m growing breasts!  I’m turning into a woman!  How will you take care of this?!” demanded Lewis.  He felt a sense of panic.

“I’ll take care of it,” growled Maria for a third time.

“Do you promise?  Do you promise you’ll call Vera and stop this?”

Maria bit her tongue.  She hesitated.

“Maria?!”

Maria nodded her head.  “I promise,” she said.


Chapter Twenty-Two: “A Glimpse Of The Future”

—o—

Maria’s hand hovered over her phone.  For the past few weeks, she had been telling herself to call Vera, as she had promised.  She needed to figure out what Vera had done to Lewis and fix it.  Yet, she had never made the call.  Today, she vowed, would be different.  Today, she told herself she would finally call Vera.  She now sat before her phone trying to convince herself to do it.

What was the problem?  Why hadn’t she called before this?  She told herself she wasn’t sure why she hadn’t managed to call before this, but that wasn’t true.  She hadn’t called because she wasn’t sure she wanted anything to change.  She had seen the changes in Lewis and, frankly, they had excited her.

Maria finally picked up the phone.

She thought about how Lewis had changed.  With each passing class, the confident, domineering man to whom she had become engaged seemed to vanish further into the passive, submissive, feminized sort-of-woman who came marching into her class under the watch of one young girl or another.  He took orders now and he took them well.  He no longer told her what to do, he asked, if even that.  She liked that.  Even more, she liked the potential of that.  She liked the idea of the kind of life she could have with Lewis at her beck and call and command.  And in truth, what wife wouldn’t want a husband she could control?

But she had promised.

She took a deep breath.  Maria dialed the number.

As she pushed buttons, she thought about Lewis walking into her class.  His movements were entirely feminine now.  The dainty way he walked in high heels.  How he sat so cognizant of his skirts and dresses.  The seductive swing of his rear.  The jiggle of his chest.  The smallness of his motions.  It was glorious!  He moved like a woman
, and he wore his clothes like a woman.

All of this thrilled her.  She felt like a woman in love for the first time.  She kept having fantasies of taking Lewis home like this.  This was why she never managed to call Vera even as she assured herself that she wanted to rescue Lewis before anything too bad happened.  She had called now though.


Riiiiiing!
  The phone rang.

“Maybe she’s not home,” she told herself.

Riiiiiing!

“I should call back later.”  She moved her finger to hang up.

“Hello,” said Vera.

Maria bit her lip.  “Hi Vera.”

“Maria!  How are things, sis?” asked Vera.  She tugged on her husband’s testicles.  He stood before her wearing a black French Maid costume and sky high heels.  He was holding a serving tray.  Beneath his short skirt, his penis and testicles stuck out in the open.  Vera held his testicles between her fingers.

“Good.  How are things with you?”

“I’m having a ball,” said Vera with a snicker; her husband blushed.  “So what’s up?”

“What makes you think anything needs to be up?” asked Maria.

“Because I know you and you don’t call at this hour unless something has upset you.  So I ask again, what’s up?”  She let go of her husband’s testicles and pushed them with her fingers to start them swinging back and forth.  She stifled a giggle.

Maria hesitated.  She knew what she needed to say.  She needed to tell Vera to return to the school and to ask Headmistress Hunter to let Lewis leave the school.  She just didn’t want to say it.  But she had promised, so she closed her eyes and spit it out:  “I need you to come back to the school,” was all she managed to say.

“Oh?  Why?”

“I need to you to— I mean— Lewis.”

Vera smirked.  She could hear the conflict in her sister’s voice.  She had seen the hints of this coming all along too... little things she said that suggested she was thinking about a feminized Lewis... little moments where her resistance weakened.  Vera could tell that her sister was close to accepting what she had done.  She would need one last push though, before Vera could tell her.

“You need me to come back there?  No problem,” said Vera.

“Really?” asked Maria with some surprise.

“Sure.  I’ll tell you what.  I’ll arrange a trip there.  I’ll even get a nice hotel.  You and I can meet there and talk about this in person.  Maybe we’ll have some dinner at that nice Italian place.  Then I can help you with whatever it is you want for Lewis,” said Vera.

This immediately sounded like a great idea to Maria.  Not only did it give her more time to make her decision, as she didn’t need to confront Vera until she saw her, but it would bring Vera here.  It would be much easier to get her to drive a mile to the school to fix the situation than it would be to get her to come several hundred.

Maria agreed.

—o—

A week later, Maria slipped off her coat as she walked down the hotel hallway to Vera’s room.  She wore a little black dress and black high-heeled pumps.  As she reached the door to Vera’s room, she draped her coat over her arm.  She held a black and white designer purse in her other hand.  She had no idea yet what she would say to Vera.  Nevertheless, she took a deep breath and she knocked.

Knock! knock!

A moment later, the door swung open.  Maria snickered and then smiled.  Standing before her was a man, Vera’s husband to be precise, and he was wearing a black and white French maid uniform, complete with crinoline to make the skirt stiff and fishnet stockings strung from a black satin garterbelt.  His toenails, visible through the fronts of his sandals, were painted an elegant red.

How did she know this was a man?

For one thing, he wore no wig and he had short hair.  He also wore no makeup, except for a little lipstick.  For another, she recognized him from Vera’s wedding.  He wore a black tuxedo then and looked sharp in that.  He looked a little different today.  Most obviously though, he had an erection that pushed out his panties and could be made out just beneath his crinoline.

“Come in, Miss,” said Jay, Vera’s husband.  He then dropped into a curtsey.

“Thank you,” said Maria.  She stepped inside.

“My Mistress is expecting you.”

Maria nodded her head and handed him her coat.  As she did, it occurred to Maria that she probably should have been shocked to discover her sister’s husband dressed as a female maid in her hotel room, but then little surprised her anymore after her time teaching at the school.  The only aspect of this which did surprise her was that he was here.  She hadn’t realized he would be coming to this meeting.

Maria walked past him into the main room to see her sister.  Vera sat on a couch in the suite’s living room.  She wore a white dress with golden trim and golden platform t-strap sandals with massive heels.  She rose and walked over to her sister.

“Good to see you, sis!” said Vera.

They kissed each other on the cheek and then sat down.

“I hope you don’t mind me bringing Jay.”

“No, I don’t mind at all,” said Maria.

At this point, having hung up Maria’s coat, Jay came over to his wife’s side.  He stood at a sort of “sissy attention” next to her.  Vera placed her hand on the back of his thigh and slowly slid it up beneath his skirt.  Maria saw his erection jump inside the panties.

“Good.  I know that seeing him dressed like this could be uncomfortable for some people,” said Vera.

Maria snickered.  “Oh Vera, have you forgotten where I work?”

“That’s right.  I suppose you see this all the time.”

“That I do.”

“It’s probably become quite normal actually, hasn’t it?”

Maria nodded her head.

Meanwhile, Vera slipped her long red nail inside the leg band of her husband’s panties and then slowly pulled them down.  “I’ll bet it can become quite exciting too, can’t it?” she said.  She pulled her husband’s panties all the way down to his knees.  As she did, she exposed his erection, which pointed like an arrow at Maria, and his testicles which swung freely below.

Maria blushed.  “Your husband has lost his panties, Vera.”

“How careless of him,” said Vera coyly.

Maria’s heart raced.  Not only wasn’t she sure what her sister was up to, but she rarely saw penises at the school because they tended to be locked away behind the cages.  Even her fiancé’s penis had been hidden from her for months now.  That made this super exciting.

“Wonderful, isn’t it?” asked Vera.

She placed her hand beneath her husband’s penis and extended two fingers up to touch the underside of the shaft.  Then she ran her fingers along the shaft from the balls to its head.

“It’s very pretty,” said Maria.  She was trying to sound calm, but failing.

“Would you like to touch it?”

Maria knew she should say “No!” to this.  She should say what she had to say, settle the issue, and leave.  But something inside her wanted very much to feel that beautiful penis – especially as she couldn’t touch Lewis’s at the moment.  Besides, she told herself, agreeing would be a good way to show Vera that she would not be manipulated.

“I think I’d like that,” said Maria.

Vera smiled.  Her sister was so predictable.  She patted her husband on the rear.  “You heard the lady.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Jay.

Jay minced over to Maria.  Each step made Maria’s heart pound even harder.  Her eyes were fixed on his erection, which swayed side to side with each step he took.  She felt her nipples rise and her pussy tighten.

“You know something, sis?” asked Vera.

“What?”

“Lewis will be a lot like Jay when he finishes the program.”

Maria didn’t respond.  She was too focused on Jay’s erection.  He now stopped only a foot or so before her.  She could reach out her hand if she wanted and touch it right now.  She hesitated though.

“Go ahead and touch it,” said Vera.

Maria, who was in a bit of a trance, slowly raised her hand until she draped four fingers over the head of Jay’s penis.  It was so soft, so silky smooth... so exciting.  She felt the wetness build between her legs.

“Jay does the housework.  He does laundry.  He cooks.  He does the shopping,” said Vera.

Maria stroked the penis as if she were petting it.  She couldn’t believe she was touching a man’s penis and it wasn’t Lewis’s.  This was incredibly exciting.  She felt a warm glow deep within her.  Her breasts were heaving.  She was breathing erratically, building tension.

“Having a submissive man can be amazing,” said Vera.

Maria now wrapped her fingers around the erection and stroked it.  It was a good deal longer than Lewis’s.  She’d never seen a penis this large before in person.  It was impressive.

“If I want a massage, he gives it to me,” said Vera.

“Sounds nice,” said Maria softly in her dream-like state.

“He’ll bathe you.  He’ll brush your hair.  He’ll paint your nails.  He’s everything a personal maid should be.  Let him pamper you.”

Maria felt something inside her melt.  She suddenly wanted that.  She wanted her own personal maid.  She pulled on Jay’s penis and squeezed it, as if she wanted to milk it.

“He’ll even dress you for dates,” said Vera.

Maria slowly shook her head.  “I don’t want other men.”

Vera snickered at her sister, who was holding her husband’s penis like she was in a trance claiming that she only wanted Lewis.  “You don’t have to, but the option is there if you like.  You might change your mind.  The thing is, Lewis won’t stop you if you want to try it.”

Maria didn’t answer.  She was moving her face closer to Jay’s penis, like she planned to kiss it or pop it in her mouth.  “I don’t want a woman though.”

“Trust me, sis.  There’s a lot to be said for playing with a set of breasts and seeing your husband tottering around so helplessly in high heels and a corset.  It’s a magical feeling of power.”

“But I need this,” she said softly and she tugged on Jay’s penis.  “I need Lewis inside me.”

“And you’ll have that too.”

“But he’ll be a girl.”

Vera laughed.  “He’ll still have his equipment and he can do anything you want.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.  And it will be your choice too,” said Vera.  “Jay can do any position I want.  Just because he’s in a dress and submissive doesn’t change that at all.  He’s the perfect sex toy.”

She rose to her feet and came up behind her husband.  She wrapped her fingers around his hard shaft and started stroking him in earnest.  Maria leaned back and watched intently.  She was on fire right now and wanted desperately to jam her hand inside her panties, but she couldn’t.  That would be too embarrassing, so she crossed her legs and rubbed her thighs together.

“What’s more, he can’t resist my requests.  If I want him to lick me, he’ll lick me all day until I tell him to stop.  If I want this inside me,” she said and she shook his erection, “then he does it.  If I want to stick something inside him, I can do that too.”  For emphasis, she slid her hand over his rear and popped one long finger between his cheeks and into his crack.

Jay visibly shuddered.

“I can anything,” said Vera.

Maria’s heart was pounding so hard she heard it in her ears.  Her pussy was so wet her thighs were starting to become slick.  Her nipples were so hard they ached.  Her whole body was unbearably tense.

“And you’ll be able to do anything too.”

Maria felt a tremor deep inside her.  It was almost an orgasm, but not quite.  It actually made her panic a bit a she didn’t want Vera seeing her having an orgasm, especially right now.  “I— uh.”

“And if Lewis displeases you, you can spank him... put him in the corner... or make him do anything you want.  He has to obey.  That’s what the program gives you, an obedient toy.”

Maria jumped to her feet.  “I need to go,” she blurted out.

Vera snickered.  She could read what was happening in her sister’s eyes.  “All this can be yours in Lewis,” she called after her sister.

Maria raced to the door.  As she did, she felt another near-orgasm and her inner thighs became super slick.  She grabbed her coat on the way through, and shot out of the room.  She didn’t say another word.  She couldn’t.  She didn’t need to though.  Vera knew she had won.

“So long, Lewis,” said Vera with a chuckle.

Meanwhile, Maria raced down to her car, intent on driving back to the school as fast as she could so she could release this amazing pressure.  When she reached the car, however, she changed her mind.  She closed and locked the door.  Then she put her seat back and she masturbated.  She needed this.

—o—

A few miles away, Lewis lay on his bed feeling frustrated... actually, he wasn’t frustrated, and that’s what worried him.  Since he had been locked in the device, Lewis had felt frustrated all the time.  Every woman at this school was gorgeous, and he found that very exciting.  It kept him hard as a rock most of the time.  Then, as his lessons began, he discovered that many of the humiliating things they did to him made him horny.  That kept him hard too.  It also gave him a great deal of sexual energy which needed an outlet.

Of course, his visits from Maria were frustrating too.  He could feel the heat and moisture coming off her pussy, but her flesh never touched his penis because the cage stood between them.  And therein lay the problem:  the cage.

Since he’d been at the school, his cage had only been unlocked a few times, and he had not been allowed to touch himself when it was.  Nor had the women who unlocked it jerked him off or even played with him.  They basically unlocked him for clinical purposes or to check the electrical buzzer, which isn’t to say that they didn’t touch him in ways that just added to his tension.

As a result, Lewis had intense, never-ending sexual tension which grew worse day by day, but he wasn’t able to release that tension in any way.  Hence, he spent night after night awash in frustration, desperate to find some way to make himself cum and release all this pressure.

Tonight was different though.  Tonight, there was no frustration.

“Why not?” he wondered.

As Lewis thought about it, he realized that he just wasn’t very interested in sex tonight.  He had been impossibly horny the day before, but not today.  What’s more, his penis felt... tired.  Perhaps the better word was “soft.”  It felt like it wasn’t interested in getting hard today.  This was a strange, new feeling.

“What does this mean?” he asked himself.

Lewis considered the possibilities.  He wanted to believe he was just tired or that he wasn’t excited by anything, but his nipples were genuinely sore from being hard so much today.  That left some possibilities he didn’t really like, but only one really stood out.

“Hormones!” he thought.  “This is something they’ve done to me.”

That thought made Lewis tremble.  Had the hormones taken away his ability to have erections?  Would it come back at some point?  Was this doing other damage to his penis as well?  Each of the other young men whose penises Lewis had seen seemed to have small penises.  Was that because they were on hormones too?  Did female hormones shrink dicks?  Would it grow back?

“Why hasn’t Maria gotten me out of here?!” he exclaimed to himself.  “Surely, she’s had a chance to meet with Vera by now!  Why am I still here?  Why am I here when my... when my... when it
 might be shrinking?!”

Lewis tried to calm himself.  He told himself his penis would be normal again tomorrow.  Then he closed his eyes.  His mind wouldn’t let it go, however.  He kept worrying that his penis would shrink away if he stayed here much longer.  Even after he fell asleep, he dreamed of having no penis at all, and everyone was laughing at him as he paraded toward the beach in a bikini.  It was an oddly exciting dream that terrified him in the morning.

His penis would not be hard in the morning either.


Chapter Twenty-Three: “Another Visitation Day”

—o—

Lewis was tense in so many ways right now.  It was visitation day and Vera had come to see him.  He did not want to see her.  Why not?  Didn’t he want to give her a piece of his mind?  Well, yes, he wanted
 to... but he couldn’t.  He couldn’t because the programming was really starting to take hold and he had discovered that it was getting harder and harder to assert himself.  The last thing he wanted to do was face Vera now and make a fool of himself by submitting to her whims.  But it looked like he had no choice.  He couldn’t refuse, even if he could have brought himself to refuse.

“Visitation is in two hours,” called Miss Victoria down the hallway.

In each room, the young men of Lewis’s dorm were busy getting ready.  They were curling their hair, double-checking their makeup, polishing their shoes and ironing their clothes.

Lewis again marveled that these young men could think so femininely.  He would not do all of that.  He would make sure his dress was ironed, and naturally he would check his makeup, but that was about as far as he would go to look nice for Vera.  And he wasn’t really looking nice for Vera, he was looking nice because he wanted to look nice for guests.  There was nothing unusual about that.

“These others are crazy though,” he told himself.

Lewis finished ironing his dress and he hung it up in the closet as he finished getting dressed; he didn’t want to get makeup on it after all.  After hanging up his dress, Lewis sat down at his desk and repaired his makeup.  Then he brushed out his now-shoulder-length hair.  Finally, he retrieved the dress, unzipped it, stepped into it and pulled it up his body into place.

“Ready!” he said.

He looked at his watch.  He had spent almost an hour and a half on his makeup and hair.  He blushed.

“I guess I took longer than I thought.”

A few minutes later, they were headed to the visitation room.  Once again, the sound of an army of high heels filled the hallways of the main building as thirty of the young men walked in a large group to the visitation room.  They were led by two girls in blue dresses who chatted and laughed with each other the entire way.

As before, the Headmistress met them at the door and called them one by one.

Lewis tottered across the room to where Vera sat waiting for him.  A woman in a pencil dress and spike-heeled sandals sat next to her.  The woman seemed familiar to Lewis, but he couldn’t place her.  Lewis reached Vera and the woman a moment later.  Without being prompted, he dropped into the humiliating curtsey.  He wasn’t sure why he had done that but he had.

“Hello, Miss Vera,” said Lewis.  He hadn’t intended to call her “Miss” either, but he had.

“Hello, Lewis,” said Vera smugly.  “Or are you ‘Laura’ yet?”

Lewis wanted to say that he was not and never would be Laura, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it.  In fact, the more he felt like he wanted to tell her off, the harder it became and the more submissive he seemed to act.  “Yes, Ma’am, I’m Laura,” he said to his own dismay.  He even curtseyed again.

“Very cute, Lewis,” said Vera.  She laughed.  “Did you know I used to teach at this school?”

Lewis looked up at her unhappily.  He did not know that.

“What you’re experiencing now is part of the training.  You’ve been programmed to respond submissively whenever you get upset or agitated.  It’s become a reflex... a reflex so strong you really can’t resist it,” said Vera.

“You had them do this to me?!” he gasped.

Vera smiled.  “Of course.  And there’s more coming.”

“Listen to me, Ma’am.  You need to talk to Miss Maria.  She’ll tell you that she doesn’t want any more changes.  She doesn’t want this.  You should talk to her please,” said Lewis in the uncertain tones he had because taught in Conversational Etiquette.  This made Vera laugh.

“Oh Lewis, you sound so insignificant using that tone.”

Lewis shuddered, but felt his penis growing erect.  It responded to direct humiliation now.  He tried to put that out of his mind.  “Please, Ma’am.  Talk to Miss Maria if you can.”

“And what if she says she likes the changes?”

Lewis furrowed his brow.  “But she won’t.”

Vera laughed.  “I wouldn’t be too sure of that.  Anyways, I’m here for a reason.  I wanted to introduce you to Jay, my husband.”  She pointed to the woman who sat next to her.

Four or five months ago, this would have shocked Lewis:  not only that a man would dress as a woman in public, but that he would be passable as a woman and that Lewis wouldn’t have guessed this was a man.  That was something Lewis simply would not have been prepared to accept.  After his time at the school, however, this wasn’t really shocking at all to Lewis.  In fact, in some ways, it would have been more shocking if this woman had been a real woman.

“Actually, let me put that differently.  I wanted to give Jay a chance to see you.  See, Jay is going to train you to take care of Maria the way he takes care of me when you get out of here,” said Vera.

“You plan to keep me this way what I get out of here?” gasped Lewis.

“Of course.  Why waste all that training by letting you go back to being a man?”

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  Up to now, his only thought about getting out of here was trying to figure out how to make that happen.  He saw that as his goal.  If he could find a way to get beyond these walls, then he could go back to being the old Lewis and all of this would be forgotten.  That was the fundamental assumption of his time here.  It had never occurred to him that Vera or, worse yet, Maria might intend to keep him like this!

Vera giggled.  “So now that you’ve both met, I think you two should greet each other properly.”

Lewis looked confused.  “How do we do that, Ma’am?” asked Lewis.

“You both need to stand.  Curtsey to each other.  And then kiss each other on the lips,” said Vera with a laugh.

All the color left Lewis’s face.  Jay blushed.

“Do what?” gasped Lewis.

Vera leaned back, crossed her leg and shook her leg excitedly.  “You heard me.”

Jay rose to his feet.  He smoothed the front of his dress and then he reached out to take Lewis’s hand.  Lewis looked down at Jay’s hands and shook his head.  “There is no way, Miss,” said Lewis.

“Do it, Lewis,” said Vera.

Lewis shook his head.  He couldn’t bring himself to do it.

“Take his hands, darling,” said Vera to her husband.

Jay took Lewis’s hands.  Lewis offered no resistance.  Jay’s hands were warm and soft and a little sweaty.  He pulled them toward himself, bringing Lewis closer.  They stood only a few inches apart.

“Now kiss him, Lewis,” said Vera.

Lewis tensed up.  He looked around the room.  Few people paid any attention to him, but it was enough to feel deeply embarrassed.  He looked at Vera and saw her sharp eyes ordering him to do as she commanded.  Then he looked at her husband.  He just couldn’t bring himself to do it!

“I can’t,” exclaimed Lewis and he shook his head.

Vera smirked.  “All right.  Let him go, Jay.”  She stood up and grabbed her purse.  She walked right up to Lewis and patted him on the cheek.  “You won’t be able to resist that next time,” she said.

Vera and her husband then tottered off, leaving Lewis to return to his seat.

—o—

Lewis looked around the visitation room.

Tiffany sat behind him to the left, along with his stepmother and his father.  Lewis remembered how Tiffany’s father either would not or could not help Tiffany and how the reason, it seemed at least, was that Tiffany’s father was being feminized himself.  This time, the trend was even more evident.  Indeed, Tiffany’s father wore tight salmon colored bellbottom pants and a frilly white blouse.  As these were still pants and a shirt, it was possible he was fooling someone, but Lewis doubted it.  And if he had managed to fool anyone, then the blush-colored wedges on his feet likely ruined that.  Tiffany’s stepmother acted as if she were firmly in control... because she was.

Daisy sat near the window with his wife and her lover.  His wife wore a slinky red dress and silver sandals.  The boyfriend wore a single-breasted black suit.  They looked like they were headed somewhere.  Daisy’s wife was holding papers out for Daisy to sign.  The boyfriend was holding a pen.

“That can’t be good,” said Lewis.

He turned away and saw Bunny smiling.

“Good news, I wonder?” thought Lewis.

What caught Lewis’s attention most, however, was the discussion between Edgar and his wife behind Lewis.  Edgar sounded tense.  Lewis crossed his legs in the other direction and used this as an excuse to turn slightly sideways so he could watch Edgar out of the corner of his eye.

As with the last time, Edgar’s wife was focused on his chest.  She had massaged his breasts through his dress and caused his nipples to pop up.  She had pinched those and was repeating the milking maneuver she had done the last time as well.

As before, Lewis became super horny watching this.

“Oh sad, still no milk,” said Edgar’s wife Kate.  “Maybe soon though.”

Edgar blushed.  “I’d like to come home,” he said.

His wife snickered and kept pulling on his nipples.  “Would you?”

“Yes.”

“And only I can let you out,” said his wife.  “That’s funny that you want to come home now, because you were the one who wanted to come here and you’ve been the one who wanted to stay here the whole time, even as I begged you to come home.  Do you remember that?”

Edgar blushed and nodded his head.

She continued.  “I tried to stop you.  I told you I didn’t want a girl for a husband.  I wanted a man.  Remember that?  But you told me that it was your money and you would do with it as you wished.”

Edgar took a deep breath.  “I know that,” he said, “but I’ve changed my mind.”

“You have?”

“Yes, I’ve changed my mind.  I don’t want to be here anymore, Kate,” said Edgar.  “I want to come home and be a man again.”

“You want to be a man?” asked his wife skeptically.

“Yes.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“It’s true.”

His wife shook her head.  “See, the problem is this, Edgar dear.  You made it very clear to me that you wanted to be... shall we say, ‘not a man’ anymore.  And when you enrolled here, you made me promise not to let you leave until the program was over.  Do you remember that?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“So you see, if I let you come home now, that would be a betrayal of what you asked of me.”  His wife’s tone was oddly playful, a bit like a cat that had cornered a mouse and was not toying with it.

“I understand that,” said Edgar softly – the submissiveness training was starting to work well on him and he no longer spoke as aggressively.  “But I want to come home.  I—  I didn’t realize—”

“Didn’t realize what?  What’s changed your mind?”

Edgar looked around nervously.  Then he leaned in closer and said something Lewis could not hear.  Kate immediately started giggling.  She slipped her hand beneath the hem of his dress and grabbed his erection with her hand.  She shook it beneath his dress.  Lewis could see the head of Edgar’s penis riding along the fabric of the dress, causing a bump everywhere she moved it.

“This?” she asked.

“Well, not that part.”

She grabbed his testicles.  “You mean these?”

Edgar blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“And you don’t want to lose those, is that it?” she asked coyly.

A horrified look crossed Edgar’s face.  “No.  Absolutely not!”

She snickered.  That worried Lewis.  “This isn’t going to end well,” thought Lewis.

Kate continued:  “You realize you’re the one who asked me to require that, don’t you?”

Edgar nodded his head.  “Yes, but I’ve changed my mind.  When I asked you that, I thought it would excite me.  But I don’t want that anymore.  Now, I want to come home again.”

Kate smirked now.  Smirks were never good as a rule, and something told Lewis this one would be particularly crushing.  It struck Lewis that Kate was playing with her husband now.

“Well, Edgar, unfortunately, I’ve changed my mind too.  Do you remember how I hated the idea of you coming here?  Well, I’ve come to terms with having a submissive sissy for a husband.  In fact, I would go so far as to say that I have come to like the idea, and I’m really curious to see how you’re going to turn out when the program finally ends.”

“Honey, please!”

“No, dear, I like you here very much.”

“They’re going to cut off my balls, Miss!
” whispered Edgar aggressively.

“It’s not like you need them,” said Kate dismissively.  Then she smiled.  This smile told Lewis that she was feeling intense power at the moment.  She literally and figuratively held her husband’s balls in her hands, and she loved it.

“Oh Edgar, you should have let her take you home last time,” thought Lewis.

“I warned you, Edgar,” said Kate.  “You should have left the school when you had a chance... when I wasn’t sure yet if I wanted this or not.  But now I’m sure.  All the times you talked to me about how submissive you wanted to be if only you could make yourself act that way, well, I listened.  I heard your fantasies and I realized that your fantasies would be pretty exciting for me too.  Finally, I asked myself why I should take you back to boss me around when all I had to do was wait and not only could I boss you around, but you would even want me to.  And it struck me that maybe that’s the kind of life I really wanted.”

“But— but—”

“And even better, it occurred to me that nothing would make a better show of my power over you as your Mistress than taking your balls and making you into my own personally sissy eunuch,” said Kate.  “I can’t imagine a more powerful statement of control.”

Edgar was speechless.

Kate withdrew her hand from his testicles and his dress and patted him on the knee.  “Don’t worry, darling.  It will please me and, soon enough, that will be enough to please you too.”

Lewis was stunned.


Chapter Twenty-Four: “The Art of Sex”

—o—

THE ART OF SEX:  Students will be introduced to sex, including the use of sex toys, from the perspective of their new feminine roles and will learn to satisfy the desires of their sponsors.

— Femford School For Girls Catalog, p. 41.

A pretty young woman in a blue dress escorted Lewis and another young male to their new class.  She seemed to get a kick out of taking them to this new class.  The class was “The Art of Sex,” and Lewis knew nothing about it beyond the name.  That’s why the young woman’s subtle taunting worried Lewis.

“You’re going to love this class, girls
,” said the young woman.

Lewis heard the mocking tone she used to say the word “girls.”  He decided to say something in response.  Specifically, he wanted to push back against her insulting tone, but he struggled to say what he was thinking.  “We’re not girls, Miss,” was all he could muster, and even at that, he felt like he was taking a risk – he would later assure himself that this feeling was the result of fear that the young woman might punish him, though she had not even threatened him with punishment.  The truth was that the school’s submissiveness training was really starting to take hold.

The young woman laughed.  “You sure look like girls.”

“But we aren’t, Miss.”

“You act like girls too.”  She stopped and watched them swish past her in their heels and short dresses, with their rears swaying with each step.  Then she came up behind them and spoke in their ears.  “You even walk like girls.”

Lewis turned bright red.  He had no idea what to say, and that frustrated him.

The young woman continued:  “And in a few minutes, you’re going to do something even more intimate as girls.”

Lewis shot her a worried glance.  What was she talking about?

“Um, what is that, Miss?” asked the other student nervously.

“You’ll see,” said the young woman ominously.

That was all the young woman said, but it troubled Lewis a good deal.  So far, the school had worked hard to strip him of his manhood and replace it with feminine traits.  It had tried to strip him of his free will and make him submissive.  It had changed his body, his mannerisms, the way he spoke and even the things that interested him.  What could be left?

He was about to find out.

—o—

Lewis swallowed hard as he entered the classroom.  He had no idea that Maria would be there.  He had heard the teacher was someone called Miss Cathy, but she was seated in the corner.  There were a pair of crutches next to her.  Honestly, the last person he wanted to find in this class was his fiancée.

“Good afternoon, class,” said his fiancée.  “I’m Miss Maria.  I’ll be sitting in for Miss Cathy temporarily until she heals from her injury.  She will be observing the class, however.”

“Good afternoon, Miss Maria,” responded the class.

“As some of you may know, this class is a hands on class that will teach you the art of making love as a woman; many of you will be living as women or will at least be expected to perform as women from time to time.  In this class, you will learn how to perform the acts a woman is expected to perform sexually.  You will also learn to please women in your love making,” said Maria.

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  His own fiancée was going to teach him to make love as a woman
?!

“Let me get a volunteer to help me demonstrate,” said Maria.  She scanned the small class until her eyes rested firmly upon Lewis.  A wicked smile crossed her lips when she saw him.  “Laura.  Good to see you in this class.  Why don’t you come to the front?”

Lewis swallowed hard.  “Yes, Miss,” he said.

Lewis trembled as he rose to his feet.  He walked to the front of the room, though every step felt like his legs were concrete.  He did not want to reach the front.  He did not want his fiancée playing with him sexually as a woman.  The thought was just too humiliating!  Yet, he couldn’t refuse.

“Strip off your dress, dear,” said Maria as Lewis approached.

“Yes, Miss.”

Lewis reached behind his back and unzipped his dress.  He let it fall to the floor.  As he stepped out of it and picked it up, Maria continued addressing the class.

“One of the mistakes men make is to assume that only certain parts of a woman are erotic.  In reality, almost any part of a woman can be erotic.  Consider the lap dance, where the rear is used to rub against the penis.  The handjob.  The footjob.  The blowjob.  The breasts and pussy are all erotic.  These are your tools, both when using your own body to seduce and when looking for something on your partner to seduce.”  Maria turned to Lewis.  “Laura, tell me how you might use my foot to seduce me.”

Lewis stared sheepishly at his fiancée.  Then he stared at the class.  Was he really expected to discuss this?  He really didn’t want to do this, not that he had it in him anymore to resist.

“Yes, Miss Maria,” said Lewis.  “I could rub your foot with my hands, Miss.”

“You could.”

“Or my lips.”

“Or your tongue.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Maria slipped up onto the corner of the desk and shook off her high-heeled pump, exposing her stocking-covered feet and toes.  “Go ahead,” said Maria.  “Why don’t you demonstrate?”

“Yes, Miss,” said Lewis.  Then he reluctantly climbed down to his knees and took her foot in his hand.  He started rubbing the ball of her foot and stretching her toes.  Her foot was warm and moist and soft.

“Hmm, that feels good, Laura,” said Maria to the class with a wink.

The class erupted in giggles, which made Lewis feel very small.

“Now use your lips and tongue.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Lewis took a deep breath and then planted several kisses on her toes.  He could smell the remains of her shoe’s leather on her foot mixed with the sour smell of sweat.  This was a disgusting, yet erotic mix, and it excited him even as it humiliated him.

Maria then flipped up her foot, exposing the underside.

Lewis stuck out his tongue and gave her foot a quick lick.

“No no, Laura.  Slowly.  Very slowly.  The key to giving a competent massage, whether with your hands or your tongue, is to move slowly but firmly.  Constant pressure.  Firm, but not rough.  Soft, but not weak.”  Maria looked to the class.  “Too rough will hurt and you don’t want that.  Too soft will tickle, and you should never tickle your Mistress unless she has specifically asked for it.”

Lewis kept licking her foot as she went through this discussion.

“Of course,” said Maria, “the foot is not the only part of a woman that can benefit from special attention from your tongue.”  She started to spread her legs open, but then stopped.  “But we will deal with that in the next class.  Today, our focus will be on this
.”  As she said this, she produced a long pink dildo.

The room went silent.

“This is a tool you will encounter much in the future.  Some of you may need to use as your own no longer functions.  Some of you will have this used on you by your sponsor as she decides to take the male role.  Some of you will deal with real versions of these as you may be asked to service any lovers taken by your sponsor.”

The class seemed nervous and many of the students cringed.

Maria chuckled.  “I know that some of you are thinking that you want nothing to do with a penis, but remember that what you want is not relevant anymore.  What your sponsor wants is all that matters now.”

The students still glanced around nervously.

Maria saw this and decided a lesson was in order.  “Perhaps it would be best if you all became accustomed to dealing with penises,” she said.  She slid from the desk, leaving Lewis mid-lick on his knees, and slipped her foot back into her shoe.  Then she walked around until she found the student she wanted – a young blonde student with enormous breasts and an enormous penis.  She pointed to him.  “Stephanie.  Come to the front and strip down to your lingerie.”

“Yes, Miss Maria,” said the young man.

Stephanie rose to his feet and tottered to the front on his high-heeled mules.  Once there, he removed his dress and slip, revealing only a bra, panties and an incredibly feminine shape beneath.  Meanwhile, Maria made Lewis rise.  Then she bent over and did something to his cage which Lewis could not see.  A moment later, Lewis felt and heard the cage swing open, exposing his penis.  He couldn’t believe it!  He started to grab his penis.

“Hold still, Laura.  Not without permission,” said Maria.

Lewis blushed bright red, but withdrew his hands.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” continued Maria.  “Stephanie is going to make you hard and then demonstrate how to give a blowjob.  You just stay still, Laura, and she’ll handle the rest.”

Lewis felt simultaneously disgusted that a man was about to touch his penis and relieved that it wasn’t him needing to give the blowjob.  Putting another man’s penis in his mouth was way beyond anything he thought he was capable of.  Lewis braced himself for what was to come.

Without missing a beat, Stephanie pushed aside Lewis’s dress and grabbed the flaccid hunk of flesh that was Lewis’s penis.  Lewis felt his warm, soft hand on his penis and he shuddered.  He tingled all over.  He was highly turned on... but he wasn’t hard.  For some reason, he hadn’t gotten hard.

“I don’t understand,” said Lewis.

Stephanie hadn’t given up, however.  He slipped the nub that was Lewis’s shaft between his fingers and tugged on it.  He shook it, squeezed it and rubbed it.  Nothing seemed to help.  He even put his lips right up next to it and gave it a lick.  Lewis felt all of this and it was very exciting, but for some reason his penis just didn’t grow.

“Why won’t it get hard?” asked Lewis aloud.

“The hormones are keeping you flaccid,” said Maria.  She said this without any sense of urgency, shock, horror or fear.  She said it as casually as if she had told her fiancé that his car needed gas.  “That’s why you would need to use this at the moment.”  She held up the dildo.

Lewis felt utterly emasculated and the fact his fiancée was treating this so flippantly made his shame even greater.  He was nervous too.  “Will it get hard again?” he asked.

“It depends on the hormones you are taking, but it should.”

Lewis breathed a sigh of relief.

“But it won’t be getting hard today,” said Maria with a chuckle.  “So we’ll have to swap positions.  On your knees, Laura.  Stephanie, stand up.  We’re going to reverse things.”

Lewis tried to object, but his body went on autopilot.  He slowly dropped to his knees.  As he watched, Stephanie rose to his feet and pulled up his dress.  Maria unlocked his cage and out popped an enormous, erect penis.  How big was it?  Well, frankly, any penis would have looked huge to Lewis at that angle, but this thing was at least twice the size of his own even before the hormones turned his into a nub.

“I— I can’t,” he said.

“You can,” said Maria.

“I can’t,” repeated Lewis.

“Do as you’re told, Laura,” said Maria firmly.

Something inside Lewis clicked and he realized he would do as she said.  His objections seemed to lose all of their power.  With almost no effort, he leaned forward, opened his lips, and slipped them over the head of the penis.  Then time seemed to stop.  Lewis was in shock that he had done this.  He really had done this!  He had another man’s penis in his mouth!
  Suddenly, all of his objections flooded back into him.  He was horrified at what he was doing but didn’t know how to stop.

Time seemed to stop for Maria too.  She couldn’t believe this was her fiancé... her Lewis on his knees with another man’s dick in his mouth.  She couldn’t believe either how exciting it had been to make him do this, to force him to emasculate himself.  She was transfixed watching this.

Lewis didn’t move at first, but Stephanie helped him.  Stephanie put his hands on the back of Lewis’s head and started moving him back and forth along Stephanie’s long shaft.  Lewis’s mouth was filled with his rod.  He trembled with shame.

Stephanie too started moving.  Where was she headed?  She didn’t know for sure.  There were only vague ideas in her head and her conscious mind remained entirely fixed on Lewis sucking on Stephanie’s erection, but the idea that started her moving was crystallizing.  Slowly, Maria walked over to the teacher’s desk and removed a strap-on belt with a long dildo attached.  This was part of the set of toys needed for various classes.  Use of a strap-on was something they weren’t supposed to take up for another two weeks according to the lesson plan, but right now she had other plans.  She slipped the belt around her waist and tightened it.  The long, pink dildo projected out from her crotch like a sword.

Lewis watched her nervously.

“That’s good, Laura.  Keep sucking,” said Maria.

She walked back over behind Lewis.  Her sharp heels rang out with each step:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!
  When she was behind him, she pulled his panties down, exposing his rear.  Then she placed one foot on each side of his knees.  She aligned the dildo up with his crack and she lowered herself until the dildo made contact with his rear.  Why was she doing this?  Something inside her wanted to take charge.  Something inside her wanted to be the first to take Lewis as a woman, and she wanted that now.  She needed it now.

“Welcome to womanhood, darling,” she said.

She leaned forward, driving the dildo deep inside her fiancé as the entire class watched in sexually-charged shock; erections were occurring all over the room.  For Maria, though, all of that was lost.  She saw none of it.  All she saw was her fiancé, with an erection in his mouth ready to be deflowered by her.  She pushed even harder.  And as she felt his body give way and take the dildo, her symbolic staff, she felt an overwhelming sense of power.  She hadn’t been entirely sure what she wanted after her meeting with Vera and her husband, but she knew now.  There was no doubt.


Chapter Twenty-Five: “Graduation & Homecoming”

—o—

Lewis entered the last few weeks of the semester, though he didn’t know it.  The young men were rarely kept appraised of the calendar.  This was part of the effort to make them less independent.  It taught them to accept the idea that the women in their lives would make decisions for them.  It was the school patting them on the head and saying, “Don’t worry your pretty little head about it.”

For Lewis, this meant a subtle but significant change in his classes.

First, Lewis found himself moved from Comportment to Advanced Maid Training.  In that class, he learned all the duties that a Lady’s Personal Maid might need to employ.  For example, he learned to do hair, massage bodies, and how to dress a woman.  Whenever he attended this class, he was required to wear a French maid costume so he became accustomed to that.  It was all very embarrassing, tottering across the courtyard in the black taffeta dress with the white apron and the tiny white cap as the white crinoline bounced with each step, and it worried him that this somehow foretold his future.

A second obedience class was added as well.  This one was much harsher in its requirements and its punishment.  The idea was both to give a last minute boost to his submissiveness and to test how submissive he really had become.  Lewis didn’t notice much difference between this and the first obedience class, but the teachers noticed the difference in him.  They had him happily and voluntarily doing things he never would have done at the start of the first class.

Even beyond this, the young girls in blue had been instructed to take more control.  The teachers were busy imposing last minute ideas and trying to break any lingering male habits.  Everything was pushing in this one direction, and the young men were responding by becoming more submissive and dependent than ever.

Lewis had begun to notice this himself too, though he didn’t understand the extent he had changed and he had no idea what to do about it.  Indeed, he had begun to feel a strong sense of helplessness lately, where he found himself struggling to do things on his own.  It just seemed easier to wait to be told what to do.  He also struggled to argue and he had begun to feel oddly ashamed of saying or doing anything that might upset the women around him.

—o—

With three weeks to go, Edgar returned to the dormitory.  He had disappeared a few days after the last Visitation Day.  No one was sure where he went.  Speculation had centered on whether or not he had escaped.  This became quite a lively and ongoing topic of conversation.  In fact, Edgar’s disappearance was the very topic of conversation when Edgar suddenly reappeared in the dorm’s common area.

Several of the young men sat around in their white dresses and sky high heels.  Each had his legs crossed like a woman and was dangling his shoe on the ends of his toes.  None of them had locks on their shoes anymore.

“He escaped,” said Tiffany.  He bit his nail and giggled.

“I don’t think so,” countered Cami.

“But if he didn’t escape, then why are his things still in his room?  He must have escaped and they don’t want to admit it.  Otherwise, he would have taken his things with him.”

“How did he avoid getting captured?” asked Cami.

“How do you think he made it past the electronic fence?” asked Bunny.

Tiffany blushed.  “I don’t know.”

“He couldn’t have,” said Cami.

“Maybe he did,” said Lewis uncertainly.

“Did anyone see his wife come get him?  I didn’t,” said Tiffany.  “So where is he if his wife didn’t come get him?”  Tiffany pointed a long red fingernail at Cami.  “And don’t say Soylent Green
!”

This brought laughter all around.

Daisy shook his head.  “I think Cami is right,” said Daisy in his new soft, sweet little voice.  It was a sickeningly adorable voice to Lewis.  “How could he have escaped?  Even if he got past the fence, where would he go?  How would he get there?  In five-inch heels?  I mean, I think we all know that heels aren’t nearly as bad as they seemed when we got here, but can you imagine racing through the woods in spike heels and a short summer dress?  For how many miles?”

“And with his thing going off,” added Cami, meaning the shock device.

They all cringed.

“I think his wife took him home,” said Daisy.

“If his wife took him home, then why did they leave his things here?” asked Tiffany.

Daisy giggled.  “I don’t know.”

“Maybe his wife didn’t want them,” suggested Cami.

“What else could it be?” asked Bunny.  “If he’s not here and he didn’t escape, then they must have let him go, right?”  Bunny brushed his nails through his thick curly Auburn hair.  This made his nipples pop up as they always did when he played with his hair.

Click Click Click!

Behind the group of young men, the sound of his heels announced a visitor.  The heel strikes were surprisingly delicate.  Each of the young men turned.  To their utter surprise, there stood Edgar.  His hair was a little longer.  His breasts were a little larger. And he was blushing like mad.  In fact, the only thing more pink than his face was his dress.  Yes, his dress was pink.  It looked just like the dresses the other young men wore, only it was a radiant pink, as were his matching high-heeled sandals.

“Edgar!” exclaimed several of the young men.

They entire group rose to their feet and raced over to give Edgar a big hug.  Many of them squealed as they did as they were happy to see him again.  When they had all greeted Edgar, they invited him to have a seat.  He agreed and they all sat back down... with perfect feminine mannerisms.

“What happened to you, Edgar?” asked Cami.

“We were worried about you,” added Bunny.

Edgar blushed.  “I had some things I had to do,” he said softly.  His voice was a little higher.

Lewis noticed that he dodged the question.

Daisy ran the material of Edgar’s dress between his fingers.  “This is very pretty, but why are you wearing a pink dress?”

“It’s my new uniform.”

“Are they changing the uniforms?” asked Tiffany and Bunny together.

Edgar swallowed hard.  “No... it’s just mine.”

“That’s not fair!” exclaimed Daisy.  “It’s gorgeous!  I want one!”

Edgar seemed to cringe.  “It wasn’t my choice.”

Miss Victoria walked into the room and came over to where the boys were sitting.  Her sharp heels announced her:  CLICK CLICK CLICK!
  Each of the boys rose and performed the required curtsey.  Then they sat back down, whereupon Daisy continued asking about the dress.

“Well, it would definitely be my
 choice.  I love it,” said Daisy.

“Trust me, you don’t want one,” said Edgar.

“I do want one though.  How did you get yours?”

Edgar blushed, but said nothing.

Miss Victoria laughed.  “Oh, Edgar hasn’t told you, has he?”  She came up slowly behind Edgar and put her hands on his shoulders.  She smiled coldly.  “Edgar did something very special to earn this pink dress, didn’t you?”

Edgar but his lip and nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Edgar joined a special club.”

“What did Edgar do that was so special?” asked Daisy.

“Edgar had a little procedure,” said Miss Victoria.  She then mimed grabbing something round from the bottom... something hanging
... and using scissors to cut it free.  Several of the young men gasped.  The others didn’t get it yet.  Miss Victoria didn’t explain it though.  She just walked off.

“Wait.  What did she mean?” asked Bunny.

The others blushed.  “Don’t worry about it, Bunny,” said Daisy.

The rest turned away.  Lewis felt a shiver run down his body.

—o—

It was time to go home.

Lewis felt incredible.  He would be free soon.  Vera was coming to get him.  She would take him home.  Then he and Maria could work on making him a normal man again.  It might take some time, but it would happen.  He had no doubt about that.  Then he would decide what to do about Hunter and the others.  Maybe he’d get a lawyer and sue the school.  That was for later though.  Right now, he needed to pack.

“This isn’t over,” he said beneath his breath.

Miss Victoria walked into his room unannounced.  “Make sure you pack everything,” she said.

“Even the uniform, Miss?”

“Yes.”

“But I won’t be wearing that,” said Lewis.

Miss Victoria shrugged her shoulders.  “You never know.  Take it anyway,” she said and she went to check on the other students who were leaving.  Daisy was leaving and so was Edgar.  The rest were staying.

Lewis pulled the white dress that had been his uniform from his closet.  Actually, he had three, though one was too small around the chest for him to wear these days.  He took them all and put them in the hot pink suitcase.  Today, he would wear the little black dress he had been given for the occasion of graduation.  Next, he took the maid uniform he had worn to his Advanced Maid Training class and added that to the suitcase.

“I will never wear that again,” he told himself.

Lewis gathered the herd of high-heeled shoes he had collected and packed those as well.  He would wear the black pumps with the white accents today.  Then he gathered the makeup he wouldn’t need for the trip and he packed that as well.  The rest he stuck in the white leather purse her would carry.  Finally, he packed his bras, panties, stockings, lingerie and extra corsets.

“I can’t wait until I never have to wear another corset!” he thought.

He didn’t bother to ask for the male clothes he wore to the school.  Not only did he assume they had gotten rid of those, but those clothes wouldn’t fit him now anyways, not with the changes to his body.

Lewis closed the suitcase.  After months in the program, on the hormones, and carrying nothing heavier than a purse, Lewis was no longer strong enough to carry the heavy suitcase, so one of the women would do it for him.  Hence, he left it as instructed and went to the common area to wait.

Edgar and Daisy were already waiting.  Edgar wore a black pencil dress with a red floral pattern.  Daisy wore a bright pink 1950’s style dress with a white cardigan and black spike heels.

“Are you two as excited as I am to be going home?” asked Lewis with a huge smile.

Edgar blushed and Daisy looked away.

“What’s wrong?  You get to go home, right?  You can put this place behind you now and return to your lives,” said Lewis.

Daisy seemed to shrink.  “I’m happy for you, Laura.”

“What’s wrong?”

Daisy’s lip quivered.  “It’s my wife... well, not technically anymore.”

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  “What happened?”

Daisy struggled to speak.  “My— my wife.  She made me sign some papers.  Some papers, so she— so she could get— get married to her boyfriend.  I— I— I need to be a flower girl at their wedding,” said Daisy.

Lewis hugged Daisy again.  “It will be all right, Daisy.”

“She wants me to be her new live-in maid.”

Lewis didn’t know what to say.

“What about you, Laura?” asked Edgar.

Lewis turned to face Edgar.  “I’m going home and I’m going to change back into a man,” said Lewis.

Edgar looked jealous.  “Will your wife allow that?”

“Fiancée.  And yes, I’m sure she will.”

“That must be nice.”

“What about you, Edgar?” asked Lewis.

“I’m going to go home and worship my wife.”

Lewis wasn’t sure if Edgar was joking.  “Are you being serious?” asked Lewis cautiously.

Edgar nodded his head.

“But I thought—”  Lewis didn’t know how to finish that thought, so he just went ahead and said what was on his mind.  “You always seemed so independent and you made it clear to your wife at the visitation that you wanted to be a man again and you wanted to be in charge.”

Edgar snickered softly, yet cynically.  “She cut off my— well, you know.”

Lewis nodded his head.

“How can I be a man again without those?  As for being in charge, I’ve been trained to be submissive now,” said Edgar.  “I can feel it.  I’ve seen it in action.  I can’t resist it.  Besides, I’ve always felt submissive, I just wasn’t able to express it before.  So how could I be in charge?”

Lewis nodded his head again.

At this point, Miss Victoria came and ordered the three young men to follow her.  They crossed the courtyard for the last time and entered the main building.  As they approached the Headmistress’s office, they came upon Edgar’s wife Kate.

“Well hello, dear husband,” said Kate.  She spoke with a newfound confidence.

Edgar dropped into a curtsey.  “Hello, Miss Kate.”

Kate laughed.  “I’m going to like this.”  She looked at Lewis and Daisy.  “Are these friends of yours?”

Lewis nodded his head.

Kate smirked.  “Do they know you’ve been snipped?”

Edgar cringed and seemed to shrink.  Lewis felt his stomach tangle in knots and he could only think that he was happy that had not happened to him.  Daisy seemed to shudder.  Before anyone could respond, however, Miss Victoria called Edgar and Kate into Headmistress Hunter’s office.  Kate took his hand and marched him through the door.  Miss Victoria then had Lewis and Daisy take seats in the hallway.

—o—

Half an hour later, Kate and Edgar emerged from the office and walked past Lewis and Daisy.  Kate was leading him.  She was firmly in control.  Edgar blushed as he glanced at Lewis on the way out.  They disappeared down the hallway.

A few minutes later, Lewis heard the sound of someone wearing high-heeled mules:  ClickSlap!  ClickSlap!  ClickSlap!  ClickSlap! 
 He looked up to see Vera coming down the hallway.  She wore a bouncy little dress that reminded Lewis of his uniform, except it lacked the trim, and white high-heeled mules with wooden heels.  She looked gorgeous, but all Lewis cared about was that she was here to take him home.

“My, my, my Laura, don’t you look nice?” said Vera.

Lewis smiled and curtseyed.  “Thank you, Miss.”

Vera took his hand and led him into Hunter’s office.  Headmistress Hunter’s office was exactly as Lewis remembered it: stark and intimidating.  Even knowing he was going home, Hunter scared him.

“Ah Vera,” said Hunter kindly enough and they hugged.

They all sat down.

“How are you?” asked Hunter.

“I’m good.  How are you, Helen?” asked Vera.

“Excellent.”  Hunter pulled out a file and several stacks of papers.  “I think you’ll be pleased with how Laura turned out.  We’ve performed each of the modifications you requested and we’re showing a 97% conformance ratio.  That ranks Laura among the top 10% of students we’ve had.”

“That is excellent,” said Vera.

Lewis wondered what this meant.  He didn’t recall any tests or grading, so how could they have given him a score?  And what was a conformance ratio anyway?  Vera would tell him later that this was a measure of how submissive he had become.  He followed 97% of all orders on the first mention without hesitation or complaint.  As she would tell him at the time, “That means you’re super submissive!  I knew you had it in you!”

“Here are his training files,” said Hunter.

Vera took them and looked them over.  She shook her leg excitedly as she read through the documents in the file:  height, weight, measurements, it was all there and it read femininely.  His breasts were a double-D cup.  His list of skills was perfect for what Vera had in mind too.

“This is all just perfect,” she said and she handed the file back.

Hunter leaned back in her chair and smiled.  “I’m glad you claimed him, Vera.  That made this a lot easier, though I wish you had found another way to send him here.”  She laughed, but her comment had an edge to it.

Vera smiled politely.  She wasn’t going to fight Hunter, so she stuck with the cover story.  “I wish I had known he was coming.”

“You know, I didn’t actually believe you at first.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes.  I thought perhaps Laura was a journalist or an investigator and you had been sent to get him out of here... unaltered, shall we say?” said Hunter.

“What changed your mind?”

Hunter snickered and tapped the file.  “The gusto with which you filled out the admission form.  I’ve seen perhaps a thousand women sit in that chair and delicately pluck out an item or two from the list, completely afraid of doing too much to their former lover.  But not you.  You ran down the list with a vengeance.  That’s when I knew this was truly personal to you.”

Vera smiled on the outside, but blushed on the inside.  Perhaps it had been personal.

Hunter turned to Lewis.  “You angered the wrong woman, my dear.”

Lewis blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Take that as a warning, Laura.  You still have things we can remove,” she said and she cupped her hand as if she were holding his testicles in them, “should you anger Miss Vera.  She can send you back here at any time for further treatment.”

Lewis cringed.  “Yes, Miss.  I’ll be careful.”

“Good girl,” said Hunter.

Hunter rose and shook Vera’s hand.  Vera then ordered Lewis to stand and she walked him to the door.  Lewis turned and curtseyed to Hunter for what he hoped was the last time.

“Let’s go, Laura,” said Vera.

And they left.

—o—

As Lewis and Vera walked down the hallway to the front door, their high heels echoed loudly:  CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CLICK! CRACK! CLICK!
  Lewis smiled at the irony.  Before, each of those clicks and cracks meant imprisonment.  It meant lost masculinity.  But now, each of those clicks and cracks brought him that much closer to freedom.  Hence, in an odd sort of way the sound that had haunted and horrified him for so long now became a song of freedom and, in that moment, he came to love it for that reason.

“I can’t believe this nightmare is finally ending,” said Lewis giddily.  “I’m going to be free.  The first thing I’m going to do is take a long hot bubble bath!”

Vera chuckled at his girly choice.  “A bubble bath?”

“No!  Wait!  I’m going to kick off these shoes... then
 I’ll take a bath!”

“Is that your plan?”

“It is.  I need to unwind first and then work on everything they’ve done.  It’s going to take time to undo all of this,” said Lewis.

“What make you think you’ll get to undo it?”

“I’m going home aren’t I?”

“Everyone goes home eventually,” countered Vera.

“Yes, but I’m going home while I’m still normal.  There have only been a few cosmetic changes so far.  That’s proof that Maria doesn’t want me feminized, because she got me out before things really started happening.”

Vera looked at the man walking next to her.  His body had a perfect hourglass shape, with large hips and large, firm breasts and a tiny shrunken waist.  His butt was wonderfully round.  He could no longer walk or stand without wearing the highest of heels.  His voice was small and feminine.  He spoke like a nervous little girl.  His lips were soft and pouty.  His makeup, his hair, his nails... all of it was ultra feminine.  If Maria didn’t want him feminized, then she should have acted sooner as there wasn’t much left to protect at this point.

They turned the corner.  The door was in sight.

Lewis grabbed Vera’s arm and squealed, “We’re almost there!” before catching himself.

Vera laughed.  “You are such a sissy!”

Lewis blushed.

A moment later, they walked through the door into the sunshine.  Lewis saw a black luxury car waiting at the bottom of the wide stairs before the school.  Standing before the car was a woman in a dark grey dress and open-toed shiny black spike heels.  It took Lewis a moment, but he recognized the “woman” as Vera’s husband.

“You remember my husband,” said Vera when they reached the car.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Lewis and he instinctively curtseyed.

“Do you remember what I said last time you saw each other?”

Lewis blushed.  He remembered.  He remembered her ordering them to kiss.  He remembered not being able to do it.  He remembered her saying that he wouldn’t be able to resist it the next time.

“Kiss my husband,” said Vera.

Every part of Lewis that remained screamed “Don’t do it!” but it wasn’t enough.  There wasn’t enough Lewis inside him to refuse her order.  There was just enough to feel the intense humiliation of doing what he did.  Seemingly without hesitation or thought, Lewis stepped forward, took Jay’s hands in his, leaned forward and planted his lips on Jay’s.

They kissed.

This wasn’t just a peck on the cheek either.  Lewis unleashed a long, deep, passionate kiss, and he did so entirely against his will but with no ability to stop himself because he had become that submissive.  His penis, which had begun to function again as his hormone regiment was changed, sprang to attention.

Vera stood next to him laughing.  “I told you that you wouldn’t be able to resist the next time.”

With this, Jay stepped to the side and opened the rear car door for Lewis.  Vera walked around to the driver’s side and climbed into the car.  Lewis took one last look at the school and slipped into the rear of the car.  Inside, to his surprise, he found Maria waiting for him.

“Miss Maria!” exclaimed Lewis.

Maria patted the seat next to her.  “Have a seat, Laura.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Lewis climbed into the seat and Jay closed the door behind him.  Vera then drove off.  Lewis turned to watch the school slowly disappear into the background as they drove away.  He felt incredible relief.

“I’m free,” he said.

“Yes, you are, Laura,” said Maria.

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  Why had she called him “Laura” twice now?  He swallowed hard.  “Uh, why are you calling me ‘Laura’, Miss?” he asked with the caution that was now a permanent part of his speech.

“Because that’s your name.”

“But my name is ‘Lewis,’ Miss.”

Maria chuckled.  “‘Lewis’ was
 your name, darling.  ‘Laura’ is
 your name now.”

“But— but that means—” gasped Lewis.

Maria smirked and pulled her skirt up until she exposed a large dildo sticking straight up in her lap.  “Why don’t you show me what it means?”

Lewis shuddered.  Then he said the only thing he could say... “Yes, Miss.”

The End.


Thanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)


March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Fiancé:
  When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.


This is the first of two books.

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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Satin Falls (Part One):
 
 Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.



Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against
 male
kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.


Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Satin Falls (Part Two):
  With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over.  Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Her High-Heeled Solution:
  John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School):
  The long awaited sequel to
 Grounded In Heels
!


With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent.  But her plans might now work out so well this time.

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One): 
 Megan and Mark have a problem.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them expected.


This is Part One of two.  This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two): 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change too.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will he escape with his masculinity intact?  Does Megan want to let him?


This Part concludes the story.

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Miss-ing Billionaire:
  Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman.  Can he do it?  Should he do it?


August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!
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A Collection of Short Stories, Volume One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic: 
 Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic:



They Messed With The Wrong Witch:
  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.



The Magic Ring:
  A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot... and a few other things.



I Wasn’t Myself:
  A tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though.  The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five): 
 This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”


Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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