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Chapter One
Aaron stared out of the window as the car drove up the gravel drive-way, stared up at the massive sandstone manor that sprawled across the landscape of immaculate lawns and gardens.  The main building was vast, three stories, with many windows and a single large set of doors at the top of a flight of ornate steps.  To either side were smaller buildings, newer, but built in the main character of the manor—one of them two stories, with many doors, what looked like a block of residential dwellings, perhaps flats, or apartments, or rooms, while the others were less obvious in their purpose.
He felt the knot in his gut tighten, his fear mounting as the car pulled up onto the gravel car-park at the front of the house where many identical cars were parked.
He had no idea where he was, or even why he was in the car being driven to the strange and unfamiliar place.  He had woken perhaps only thirty minutes earlier in the back of the car, being driven down quiet country roads, alone in the back of the rather luxurious car, separated from the driver by a black glass screen.  The last thing he remembered was his dorm room back at university, going to sleep after a late night out playing board games with friends, thinking about how he should have been studying.
Aaron had knocked on the glass several times, trying to speak to his driver, desperate for answers, but his pleas had been ignored and, eventually, he had settled back to sit in silence and watch the trees and fields slide by, fretting over his fate, searching for signs of a familiar landmark, but finding none.  He had observed only greenery and empty roads until, finally, the car had pulled up through massive gates set in vast stone walls, topped with razor wire, and the manor house had appeared.
The car stopped, parked up along side an identical anonymous black car, and the engine shut off.  Aaron waited, but nothing happened.  He tested the doors but they remained locked.
“Hello?  What’s happening?  Where are we?”  Aaron tried to sound confident, but failed.
He considered his situation, alone, lost, confused.  He considered how he might escape.  He had always been small and slim, and as he had gotten older and his friends had blossomed into tall, strong young men he had remained, at best, petite.  He caught sight of his reflection in the window, his boyish, freckled face, messy red hair, big green eyes, and he remembered all the times he had been called cute by girls.  He had no chance of fighting his way out of whatever situation he was in.  What he did have was his wits, and plenty of them.  He just hoped these would be sufficient for whatever lay in store for him.
The car sat still, the driver, unseen, presumably still in his seat, the grounds around the manor empty.  At the top of the flight of steps the large doors opened, and a woman stepped out, walked slowly down the stairs towards the waiting car.  She was in her twenties, or perhaps thirties, dressed in a simple dark grey knee length skirt, white blouse, black heels.  Her hair was black, chin length, her make-up dark and austere, sharp blue eyes.  Aaron felt his heart skip.  She was stunning, beautiful, plump lips, sharp cheekbones, full curves, her breasts heavy, ass round and luscious, hips wide.  His heart was racing.
Aaron could only watch as the woman approached the car, the first person he had seen since waking on the strange adventure.  She clicked a small remote in her hand as she neared the car and the lock clicked, the door swinging open.  She stopped and stood, waiting.
“Exit the car please Aaron.  I don’t like to be kept waiting,”  Her voice was stern, commanding, authoritative.
Aaron bit his bottom lip, momentarily unsure, then decided it was, perhaps, best to follow the instructions, just for the moment.  He slipped out from the car and the gravel crunched under his feet.
“H-Hi.”  Aaron said, his voice soft, unsure. 
The woman smiled, a cold, cruel, calculating mischief in her grin.  She looked, if anything, pleased.
“I’m sure you have a lot of questions.  These will, mostly, be answered in due course.  But for now, follow me.  I will show you to your room.”
Aaron frowned.  His room?  What did that mean.  He opened his mouth to ask the obvious questions but the woman had already turned and stepped off, walking across the gravel car-park towards one of the smaller two story buildings beside the manor. 
Aaron, looked around for a moment, the driver inside the car hidden was from view behind dark windows.  Apart from the beautiful, mysterious, domineering woman he was alone.  If he wanted answers he was going to have to follow her, and so he did.
 

The woman opened the door to Aaron’s new room and stood aside, gesturing for him to enter in front of her.  He obeyed without comment, his heart racing, a tingle on the back of his neck.  He wondered for a moment why he was being so submissive and acquiescent, cheeks flushing pink as he thought about how meek he was being, but he wanted answers, and what other choice did he have?
The room was spacious, but not large, decorated in soft pinks and whites, bright and feminine.  There were three beds, three dressing tables with large mirrors, each with their own comfortable looking stool, and three large wardrobes.  On one side of the room was another door, hung open to show the private bathroom. 
There were no windows.  The only way in and out of the room the heavy, solid looking door.  Aaron noticed immediately that he was not the first one to arrive.
In one corner, sat on the floor, cross legged, scowling, was a slim boy about Aaron’s age, very late teens or early twenties, though his soft, boyish face made it difficult to judge his age.  The boy looked up, ignoring Aaron, and glared at the woman.  He had long black hair, clear grey eyes, and was dressed in ripped black jeans, a tatty black t-shirt, heavy black boots, and wore a variety of black leather and silver metal bracelets around his wrists.  Aaron was sure there was a hint of eyeliner under his eyes.
“Aaron, this is Julian.  You two will be room mates.”  The woman said.
“Hi?”  Aaron said, a small wave, unsure.
The boy glanced at him only briefly, remained silent, sullen.
“And where’s…”
A second boy stepped out from the bathroom.  He was taller than Aaron, though not tall, toned, slim, with narrow shoulders, and long legs.  He looked between Aaron, the woman, and Julian, eyes narrowed, attempting to evaluate the situation.  His eyes were bright blue, and his features were delicate, as though sculpted, like a model, almost beautiful.  His hair was short and curly, a dirty blonde.
“Ah, Cameron, wonderful.  I wanted to introduce you to Aaron.  You three… boys… are going to be rooming together.  I’m certain you’re going to all become the best of friends.”
The way the woman said boys made the hairs on the back of Aaron’s neck stand up, almost mocking, amused at some joke no one else understood.  Cameron looked at Aaron, forced a smile.
“Another prisoner?”  He said.
The woman laughed. 
“Ignore Cameron’s dramatics please Aaron, and sit.  In fact why don’t all of you sit on your beds so I can properly introduce myself.  Now you’re all here I think it’s time I answered a few of your questions.”
Cameron moved to sit on the foot of the bed closest to the bathroom.  Aaron moved to sit on the one in the middle.  Only Julian did not move.
The woman waited.
“Julian.  Now, please.  I won’t ask again.”  The woman’s tone was hard and vicious, threatening.
Julian sniffed, derisively, but rose, reluctantly, to his feet, and he moved to sit on the final bed.  All three boys sat facing the mysterious woman, waiting.  The woman smiled.
“Much better.  You’ll need to learn to obey instructions here, and I suggest, for your sake, you learn quickly.”  The woman said.
Julian rolled his eyes but said nothing.  Aaron shifted, blushing.  He has always considered himself a good boy, a good student, and something in the tone of the woman’s voice made him fidget, squirming.
“First, I would like to extend to you all an official welcome.  I am Ms Lewis.  I am your appointed Matron.  I am responsible for you during your time here, and I will be personally overseeing your reformations.”
Cameron’s hand shot up and he sat, staring at Ms Lewis, waiting.  Ms Lewis looked at him, sighed, then nodded.
“Yes Cameron?”
“What is this place?  And, like, why are we even here?  You say we’re not prisoners but then why…”
“Enough.”  Ms Lewis said.  “I was coming to that.  Patience is a virtue Cameron.  You’ll learn that too, along with everything else we expect of you.”
Ms Lewis smiled, amused by something.
“Now, as for what this place is, we are a school for wayward students.  A reform institute for those who have lost their way and who need a little firm guidance to find the right path.  You are all now students here, and will remain students here until I judge you ready to graduate.  As for, like, why…”  Ms Lewis grinned, mocking Cameron’s speech.  “Well, you have all been a disappointment.”
Ms Lewis turned to Cameron.
“Cameron.  Former star football player, now unable to keep up with his team mates.  Where they’ve all gotten bigger, stronger, faster, you’ve lagged behind.  You lack the strength, stamina, and endurance to play like you used to, so your coach recommended to your parents that they send you here, to us, so that we can help you become better.”
Cameron blushed, looked down at his feet.  The truth stung.  Where before he had been the best player on his team by a mile, he was now no match for the others, their lack of talent now made up for by their size and muscle.  Where they had all become large, heavy, manly, he had stayed slight and lean.  Ms Lewis turned to Aaron.
“Aaron.  A gifted student, straight A grades, gifted at mathematics, science, and languages.  Your grades have been slipping though.  You’ve become distracted, unfocussed, disheartened.  Your Parents, wanting the best for you, decided to send you here, to us, so that that we can help you find your true purpose.”
Aaron felt his heart sink.  He was dissatisfied and distracted, a gnawing hollowness that he hadn’t been able to escape, and he was fed up with his lack of love life, his lack of intimacy.  His grades had been slipping as he had been unable to focus on his studies.  He was miserable, he had lost his way, and his only solace had been in the distraction of video games and board games.  Ms Lewis turned to Julian.
“And finally Julian.  Always a dramatic child, eager to be the centre of attention, you decided to become the rebel, the outsider, the delinquent.  Caught stealing, taking drugs, drinking, staying out all night, your parents were at their wit’s end, until they heard about our school.  They’ve sent you to us, to help you learn a little discipline.”
Julian glared at Ms Lewis.  It was true, he had gone off the rails, but he didn’t care.  It was fun, it was all a laugh, and he had no intention of changing.  He loved the thrill of it, of being bad, or breaking the rules.  As soon as he could work out how to escape he was heading right back to his old habits.  Ms Lewis smiled, and she looked between the boys.
“This institute is renowned, exclusive, and very expensive.  You should each consider yourself privileged to be given this opportunity.  We pride ourselves on our ability to reform even the most stubborn and truculent student, and we have access to the very cutting edge of modern technology.  There is very little we cannot achieve.  You will be expected to work hard, to obey, to behave according to our rather specific standards.  You will be reformed, remade.  There is no escape.  When I deem you ready for graduation the three of you will be tested, judged, and given a place in society befitting your personalities and natural talents.  How long that takes it, I suppose, up to you three.”
Ms Lewis smiled, a cold, menacing grin that was full of mischief.  She was clearly enjoying herself.
“Now, I think that’s enough information for today.  You may all rest, settle in.  Tomorrow you will get to meet your fellow students and you begin your lessons.  I will be back shortly with an evening snack.  I suggest you all take this opportunity to relax and get to know each other.  You have a lot ahead of you, and I will be easier if you have close friends you can rely on.”
Before any of the boys could speak Ms Lewis turned and stepped towards the door.  She clicked the remote in her hand as it opened as she approached, swung closed quickly behind her.  Julian leapt from his bed and dashed across the room.  The door clicked, and Julian grabbed it, twisting the handle, tugging it, but it stayed shut, locked.  He gave up after a moment, resigned to his fate, for now, sighed.
He looked back to Aaron and Cameron, smiled.  He was about Aaron’s height and build, but cockier, almost arrogant.
“None of you want to help me open this door?”  He asked.
Aaron bit his bottom lip, nervous.  It was his first day and he did not want to get into trouble.  He shook his head.
Cameron rose to his feet and stepped across the floor, grabbed the handle along side Julian, and they both pulled.  The door did not budge.  Cameron sighed and gave up.
“Guess we’re stuck.”  He said.
Julian stared at him, angry at his situation.  He looked around the room for another way out but there was none.  He was definitely wearing eyeliner.
“Any of you got anything on you we can use?  Phone?  Wallet?  Keys?”  Julian asked.
Cameron shook his head.  Aaron patted his pockets, but they were empty.  He had only the clothes he was wearing.
“No, sorry.”  He whispered. 
Julian huffed, stomped over to his bed and threw himself down onto it.
“Load of bollocks this is.  Kidnapped and locked up.”  Julian said.  “But if they think I’m going to go along with this madness they’ve got another thing coming.”
Aaron remained quiet, lay back to stare up at the ceiling, soft pink, the colour girly, but oddly calming.  Maybe this was an opportunity.  As weird as it all was, maybe he could get back to being a good student.
“Whatever this all is, I say we stick together.  Three of us together have more chance than alone.  We’re a team, right?”  Cameron said.
“Sure.”  Aaron said.
“Whatever.”  Julian muttered.
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The door clicked, swung open, and Ms Lewis stepped in along with a large, muscular man in a black suit carrying a tray.  Before any of the boys could react the door swung shut.
“I thought you all might be peckish.”  Ms Lewis said.
Cameron and Aaron both sat up and looked at the large man and the tray he carried, a plate of cookies, several glasses, a large pitcher of a bright pink liquid.
“Milk shakes and biscuits before bed.  How does that sound?”  Ms Lewis asked.
Julian lay on his stomach, head buried in his pillow, ignoring Ms Lewis and the man behind her.
“Come on now.  Come and get it.  One glass each.  Drink up.  And take as many biscuits as you like.  That’s an order.”  Ms Lewis’s voice was stern, commanding. 
Aaron rose to his feet first, then Cameron, both approaching the man with the tray.  Ms Lewis poured them each a full glass, handed it to them, and stood watching them.
“Drink all of it.  One of the requirements of our students is they have a balanced diet.  These milkshakes are carefully formulated to help you flourish.  You will be expected to drink one in the morning and one in the evening from now on.  No exceptions.”
Cameron and Aaron looked at each other, looked at the glasses they held, both of them unsure.  Aaron sniffed his, the milkshake sweet, fruits, the scent of strawberries and sugar and cream.  He look a sip.
It was… delicious. Thick, heavy, sweet, coating his tongue and throat in a dense wash of fruit flavour.  He drank more, a tingle at the back of his head, the flavour almost addictive, and soon he had downed the entire glass, though he craved more.
“That was amazing.  Can I have another?”  Aaron asked—his lips tingled and his belly fluttered.
“One only I’m afraid, but you’ll have another every morning and night.”  Ms Lewis said.
Cameron looked into his glass.
“So it’s like a protein shake, right?”  he asked.
Ms Lewis chuckled.
“I suppose, yes.  You can think of it like a protein shake.  Certainly it’ll help you develop.”  Ms Lewis said.
Cameron shrugged. Lifted his glass, downed all of it, breaking into a wide smile, smacking his lips as he finished, eyes slightly glazed.
“Wow… none of the proteins shakes coach ever gave us were that good.  What’s in it?”  He asked.
“Top secret I’m afraid.  But I’m glad you both enjoyed them.”  Ms Lewis turned her attention to Julian.
“Julian, your turn.  One glass before bed.”
Julian sniffed.
“I don’t like milk shakes.”  He said.
Ms Lewis stood quiet and still for a moment.
“Don’t make this harder than it has to be Julian.”  She said.
Julian did not move, did not reply.  Aaron and Cameron stood looking awkward for a moment, Ms Lewis’s expression becoming almost fierce.  She turned to the man behind her, nodded, once.
The man moved, slowly.  He put the tray down, stepped across the room to Julian’s bed, reached down and picked the boy up as though he weighed nothing, pinning his arms to his sides, and carried him over to Ms Lewis, ignoring his struggles and his complaints.
“You can’t do this!  Let go of me!”  Julian screamed.
The man held Julian in front of Ms Lewis, feet off the floor, arms pinned, easily containing his futile attempt to escape his grasp.
Ms Lewis moved, took up a glass, filled it, lifted it to Julian’s face.
“Last chance Julian.”  She said.
“It’s not that bad, really.”  Aaron said.
“A protein shake is perfectly normal mate, like, we used to drink them all the time.  Maybe it’ll just be easier if you go along.”  Cameron said.
“I’m not giving in!”  Julian screamed.  “You can’t make me!”
Ms Lewis smiled, nonplussed.
“I can and I will, Julian.  Trevor, please.”  She said.
The man shifted his grip, pulled Julian close to wrap one arm around him, containing him, lifting his now free hand up to Julian’s neck, gripping it tight, tilting Julian’s head back, thick, strong fingers pinching under his jaw to force his throat open, though Julian kept his lips sealed.
Ms Lewis stepped in close, pinched Julian’s nose.  Julian struggled, but in vain.  After almost a minute he opened his lips to gasp for breath and at that moment Ms Lewis acted.  She lifted the glass, poured it slowly into Julian’s mouth.  He had once choice, swallow or drown. 
He chose to swallow.  Ms Lewis emptied the glass and, after making sure Julian drank all of it, released him, stepping back.
“You can let him go now Trevor.” 
The man released Julian, dropping him suddenly.  He staggered for a moment, woozy after the heady, dense milkshake, the liquid lining his stomach, and then spun round to face the larger man.  Julian glared for a moment, tiny beneath the hulking Trevor, then spun back round to face Ms Lewis, who just grinned.
“Now, that wasn’t that bad was it.  Hopefully next time you’ll be a little less reluctant to obey me.”
“Fuck you.”  Julian said.
Ms Lewis’s expression did not falter.
“Language like that will not be tolerated Julian, but I’m sure we can deal with that later, if you choose to continue to be a difficult student.  For now, I expect you all to go to bed.  You’ll be up early tomorrow and it’s lights out soon.”
Aaron and Cameron just looked at each other, then looked at Julian, who was clearly angry and embarrassed, humiliated by how easily he had been forced to comply with Ms Lewis’s demands.  Aaron stepped towards Julian.
“Maybe things will seem better after a good night’s rest?  Clear heads?”  Aaron said.
Julian turned to face him, fierce for a moment, then wilting.
“Yeah, whatever.”  He said, trudging off to lie on his bed.
Ms Lewis dipped her head once.
“Try not to fret too much boys, tomorrow is a new day, a new adventure, and the first day of your new lives.  I’ll see you all in the morning for your first lesson.”
Before anyone could answer Ms Lewis turned and left, followed by the hulking Trevor.  The door opened, then swung closed after them, followed by the now familiar click of the lock.  They were sealed in until the morning, until their first day of reform school.
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Aaron, Cameron, and Julian lay in bed, stripped down to their underwear, the clothes they had been wearing piled at the bottom of their beds.  They had no other clothes, the wardrobes empty, the only other fabrics in the room the towels and the bed sheets.
“You think they’ll give us clothes tomorrow?”  Cameron asked.  “I don’t want to start stinking.  What if there are girls here!  I want to make a good impression.”
“Man, just embrace the filth.  Like, why should we give a shit if they’re going to treat us like animals!”  Julian said.
Aaron was quiet, thinking about their situation.  All three of them had woken in cars, with nothing but the clothes they wore, the only prior memory falling asleep in their respective rooms.  None of them knew where they were, or how they had been picked up.  They had little to go on, no way to contact the outside world.  Tomorrow though they could start to come up with a plan.
“Just don’t cause a fuss, we need to bide our time.  We want them to relax around us.  Make a note of everything you see and we can talk when we’re alone in here.  Like Cam said, we’re a team.  Three heads are better than one.”  Aaron said.
“I’m no ones lap dog.”  Julian spat, laughing.
For all his fire and ferocity, he knew that the others in the room were in the same situation as him.  They were the closest thing he had to allies, to friends.  Cameron chuckled.
“I don’t know Jules, my aunt had a tiny lap dog you kinda remind me of.  Thing was, like, crazy vicious, and didn’t listen to no one.  Not even my aunt.  Mutt was pure delinquent.”
Cameron and Aaron both laughed.  Julian turned to glare at them, then relaxed.  He laughed with them.
“Yeah, okay, I’m that kind of lap dog.”  He said, giggling.
“What do you think they have planned for us tomorrow?  It all just sounds so mysterious and cryptic.”  Aaron said.
“Dunno man, but if they can help me get better at football I might just think about staying.  I might be able to reapply for scholarship if I can get my game back.”  Cameron said.
“I don’t care.  First chance I get I’m out of here.  Loony school.”  Julian said.
Aaron was quiet, stared at the pink ceiling.  It was odd, but something Ms Lewis had said, about helping him find purpose, had struck home.  He was drifting, miserable, he wanted, needed, direction, and if this school could help him he’d make the most of the chance they were offering him, would grasp the opportunity with both hands, no matter what it involved.  His mind drifted back to the milkshake, the delicious, thick, creamy taste, heavy in his belly.  He licked his lips, a subtle tingle, as though his mouth were more sensitive.
Before anyone else could talk the lights went out, the room suddenly dark.  The three lay in silence for a moment, the only sound a quiet hissing, the rumble of the air ventilation system.  There was a sweet, astringent smell, the air heavy, fogging thoughts. 
“Man I feel… weird… like…”  Cameron’s voice faded off to silence before he could finish.
Aaron’s head was fuzzy, thoughts slow.  The air was thick, sweet, an odd scent.  Julian shifted, his bed creaking, then began to snore.
The three fell into a deep, restful slumber.




Chapter Two
The lights flicked on, suddenly bright, and a soft alarm sounded, rousing all three boys from their sleep.  The room smelt faintly of chemicals, the pink walls and ceiling and bed sheets softening the light so that the room seemed cute, comfy, cosy.
“What… what time is it?”  Cameron asked.
Aaron sat up, head fuzzy, thoughts sluggish, and blinked to clear his eyes.  He looked around, frowning, momentarily confused, bewildered by his surroundings.
“Wha… it… it’s not a dream?”  He said, voice quiet soft.
“Turn the light off and shut up!”  Julian said, grumbling.
The alarm continued, growing louder until Aaron leaned out of bed to press the button on his bed side table.  He lay back down on his bed for a moment, stared up at the pink ceiling, sighed.
“I was really hoping yesterday was just a dream.”  He said.
“You and me both.”  Cameron said.  “But we’re up now, and I don’t know about you but I’m starving.  I feel like I ran a marathon in my sleep.”
Aaron’s stomach rumbled at the thought of food and he realised he too was oddly hungry.  He rolled over and crawled to the foot of the bed to grab his clothes off the floor where he had left them the night before.  He stopped, froze.
“Err… guys… did any of you move my clothes.”  Aaron’s voice was fretful, almost panicked. 
He and the other two boys had all slept in just their underwear.  The rest of Aaron’s clothes were gone.  At the foot of his bed sat a large red box wrapped with a red satin ribbon.
“No, why?”  Cameron said.
“Why’d I want to touch your clothes?”  Julian muttered.
Aaron looked over to Cameron’s bed, then to Julian’s.  Their clothes were gone too.  At the foot of each bed was a box similar to the one at the foot of Aaron’s, Cameron’s bright pink, Julian’s dark black.
“Err… you might both want to see this.  Our clothes have gone and… I think we’ve been given a present?”  Aaron sounded almost amused.
“They better not.  I loved those jeans and those boots!”  Julian said.
He threw himself to the foot of his bed, exposing his pale body, thin, lithe, almost petite, about Aaron’s size though a little heavier around the hips and ass.  Cameron threw his sheets off, revealing his lean, toned body, taller than both Julian and Aaron, tanned, long legs with a toned ass.  Aaron found his gaze wandering for a moment, then shook his head to dismiss the thoughts… why was he looking at his room mates like that?
Aaron looked down to his box lifted it up.  It was lighter than it looked.
“Think we should open them?”  He said.
“What do you think the colours mean?”  Cameron asked.
“I’m opening this now.  Better be my clothes or I’m going to lose it.”  Julian said.
The three all picked up their boxes, tugged at the ribbons, pulled them open.  Aaron felt his heart skip, a fluttering in his belly, as he saw the contents.
“Err… what’s in yours?”  He asked—nervous, quiet.
Aaron felt almost dizzy.  What did this mean?
“You’ve got to be kidding me!”  Julian shouted.
Cameron just laughed.
“This has to be a joke, right?  Or a mistake?”  He said.
Cameron, dressed in just his briefs, tight around his round butt, tipped the contents of the box out onto his bed.  Aaron did the same, turned to watch Julian, eyes lingering for a moment on his slim waist, his round ass, larger than Cameron’s, his hips naturally wide, and Aaron’s cock twitched.  Julian tipped the contents of his box out onto his bed.
The boxes all contained school uniforms, girls’ school uniforms—white blouses, black blazers, white knee high socks and white panties, black patent Mary Jane heels, and short, pleated, plaid skirts.  The skirts were all the same except in colour.  Aaron’s was a deep red with white and grey, Cameron’s bright pink with white and softer pink, Julian’s was black with white and grey.
“There’s a note.”  Aaron said.
They each picked up the note that had come with the uniforms, unfolded it.  Julian was shaking his head.
“Has to be some kind of joke.”  He said.
You are expected at breakfast, then at lessons.  Follow the directions below to find the dining hall and your class room, or ask one of the other students.  Please be sure to be dressed in your new uniforms.  Failure to comply will be met with punishment.
Ms Lewis
“I don’t thing this is a Joke.  I think this is some kind of test.  Show we can follow instruction, and it’s not like we’ve got much choice.  It’s this or go naked.”  Cameron said—his voice was lost in thought.
Aaron stared down at the girl’s school uniform, cute, pretty, sexy.  His head was buzzing, heart racing, belly fluttering.  He bit his bottom lip.  Was he really going to have to wear it?
“You’re… you’re going to wear it?”  Aaron asked.
Cameron shrugged, nodded.  His smile was awkward, cheeks flush pink.
“Like, it’s not my first choice, but… why not.  It’s just clothes.  I’m sure we’ll get a proper uniform once we show we can follow orders.”
Aaron was not so sure, but he could not deny that the thought of wearing the uniform was doing something to him, the thought of seeing Cameron in the pretty pink skirt.  He shook his head to dismiss his train of thoughts.
“Well I’m not.  I’m going back to bed.  I’ll get up when they get me proper clothes.”  Julian said.  “I want my jeans and boots back!”
Julian threw himself on his bed and pulled the covers back over himself.  Aaron cold not help but admire the way his butt wiggled and he blushed.
“You read the note.  You’ll be punished.”  Aaron said, nervous on Julian’s behalf.
Julian just laughed, lay back down to sleep, his sexy, gothy school girl uniform scattered across the foot of his bed.  Aaron pictured Julian dressed in it and felt something odd tickling in the back of his head, his cock twitching, aching.
“I’ve been punished before.  What’s the worst they can do!”  Julian said.
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Julian refused to get out of bed, choosing to remain in just his underwear rather than wear the girly uniform.  Cameron and Aaron together decided to do as they had been told, the threat of punishment, the memory of how the hulking man yesterday had forced Julian to drink his milkshake, fresh in their memory.
“But why am I pink?”  Cameron said, laughing.
His laughter was nervous, his cheeks flush with embarrassment, but still, there was something in his smile, something in the way he handled the skirt, that Aaron almost recognised.  He laughed along with him.
“I’ve no idea.  I get why Jules got black but I’ve never been a particular fan of red.  It’s probably just random.”  Aaron said.
“Fuck you, black is cool.”  Julian muttered.
“But you still won’t wear your uniform?”  Aaron asked.
“And dress like a slutty girl to humiliate myself so everyone can laugh at me?  No chance.”
Cameron eyed his skirt, examining it, the bright, girly pinks.  He smiled.
“Yeah.  Random.”  He said.
He looked up at Aaron.
“So… shall I go first?”  He said.
Aaron shrugged.  He did not want to admit that he was dreading the thought of going first, Cameron and Julian both laughing at him, the whole thing some cruel prank, but also… he was curious about how Cameron would look, how he would look, how it would to feel to…
“Yeah.  You go first.  Take your time in the bathroom.”  Aaron said.
Cameron smiled.
“Least no one has a camera.”  He said laughing.
Cameron gathered up his uniform, the skirt and socks and blouse and panties and heels and blazer, and headed through to the bathroom, shut the door and locked it.  Aaron sat on the edge of the bed, waiting.  He turned to look at the slumped form of Julian, his head covered by his sheet, the subtle curve of his ass, and Aaron couldn’t help wondering what Julian might look like dressed in his uniform.
Cameron was not gone for long before the door clicked open and he emerged, uncertain, blushing, almost coy, cute and coquettish.  His heels clicked as he walked uncertainly.
“Well?  How bad it it?”  He asked.
Aaron stared at him for a moment wide eyes.  He looked… kind of good.  His body, lean and toned, slim, looked feminine in the white blouse and pleated skirt, the blazer fitted to make his waist seem trimmer, skirt flaring to make his hips and butt seem wider, rounder.  The pink suited him, and the white socks with the black heels were just the perfect finishing touch.
With the exception of the slight hair on Cameron’s legs, and his short hair, plain face, Aaron might have thought he was looking at a girl, and he couldn’t help but wonder, hope, the he would look that good, that cute.
“I… err… not meaning to be odd or anything but, you look pretty good.”  Aaron said.
Cameron’s blush worsened, embarrassed, but he could not help but smile.
“So no one’s going to laugh at me?  I don’t look like a clown or anything?”  He asked, unsure.
Aaron shook his head.  He smiled, admiring the trim, pretty blonde boy in front of him, an odd fluttering in his belly, an elusive, troubling thought ticking at the back of his head.
“No.  You look good!  Really.”
Cameron grinned.  He looked down, blushing, and for a moment seemed almost to be admiring his pretty pink skirt, his heels.  He looked up at Aaron.
“Thanks.  Guess it’s your turn now.  I’m not doing this alone.”
Aaron smiled.  He nodded.
“Guess so.”  He said—careful not to seem as keen as he felt.
After seeing Cameron he was almost excited, hopeful, but unsure why.  He looked over to his uniform, the red plaid skirt, blouse, heel, panties.
“Did you… err… wear… the panties?”  Aaron asked.
Cameron’s blush deepened.
“Err… yeah, figured we should wear all of it if we were going to go along with the note’s instructions.  Were you not going to?”
“No, yeah, of course.  I’ll wear them.”  Aaron said, suddenly too hot, almost giddy at the thought.
“Same as you.  I’ll wear all of it.  Panties included.”  Aaron said.
“You two are mad.  Let me know how humiliating it is when you get back!”  Julia said from his bed.
Aaron ignored him, picked up his uniform, panties included, and moved off towards the bathroom to get dressed.
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Aaron stripped naked, then picked up the panties, white, soft cotton, small and pretty.  He took a deep breath and slipped them on, pulling them up over his legs. 
The fabric was soft, softer than his usual boxers, and they fit snug around his ass, cupping his cute little butt, and he blushed at how neatly they contained his cock—it had always been an embarrassment how small he was but now, wearing the tiny white panties, he was almost grateful.  At least it wouldn’t slip out.  He took a moment to examine himself, admiring the way the panties shaped his butt, exposing this thighs, making his hips seem wider, blushing at the thrill and embarrassment.
Aaron, pulled on the socks next, tugging them up his calves and over his knees.  They were soft, like silk, and hugged his legs, making them seem feminine, almost sexy.  He pouted for a moment.  He had never been hairy, much to his shame at school during the communal showers after gym, but now, seeing the slight fuzz around his thighs and crotch, he felt almost disappointed, knowing he could look better, prettier.  It was just this once though, so he supposed it didn’t matter.
Next he pulled on his blouse, the soft silky cotton, the fabric hugging his trim torso, narrow shoulders, then he pulled on his skirt, tugging it up slowly over his ass, letting it sit around his hips.  He moved, wiggled, couldn’t help but smile at how the hem brushed his thighs, ticking the bottom of his cute butt.  It was very short, and Aaron knew that any excited movements would leave his panties exposed—he would definitely not be able to bend over, unless he wanted people to see… the thought made him blush deep pink, a fluttering in his chest, his cock twitching in his panties.
Finally he slipped on his blazer and heels, then turned to face the mirror.  He stalled, stared at his reflection, the… the cute girl in the mirror.
“I…”  There were no words.
Aaron looked… pretty.  The clothes fitted him well, his slim, petite body suddenly feminine, the red plaid pleated skirt making his hips seem wider, his ass rounder, cute.  The socks made his legs seem trim, long, sexy, and the heels made him stand in a way that made his butt stick out.  Even the blazer seemed to make him more girly, cut short to show off his waist and hips.
“Wow.  I guess… it’s not too bad… just this once…”  Aaron said.
Aaron bit his bottom lip, blushing.  He posed, wiggling is hips, a quiet soft giggle.  His belly rumbled, hunger pangs, and his mind drifted to food, the thought of the milkshake from the night before.  One in the morning and one in the evening Ms Lewis had said. 
Aaron remembered the thick, heavy sweetness and his belly rumbled, lips tingling, mouth watering.  He needed more, and something to eat.
“We’ll, I’m ready as I’ll ever be.”  He said.
Aaron turned to the door, took a deep breath, opened it, and stepped out. 
“Wow…”
Cameron’s voice was awed, his eyes wide, mouth wide.  Aaron felt his heart skip at his room-mate’s
reaction.  Clearly he looked good, and the thought that he was pretty, maybe even sexy, made him oddly happy and proud.
“Not terrible then?”  Aaron asked.
Cameron took a second to compose himself, blushing almost as deeply as Aaron, then shook his head.  Aaron couldn’t help but giggle, quietly, a subtle slight sway of his hips.
“No… like, you look, don’t take this the wrong way, but, like, you look good… no one’s going to laugh at you.”  He said.
Aaron smiled. 
“Thanks.  I think we can do this.”  He said.
He looked over to Julian’s bed.  After seeing his reflection, how good he looked, how cute Cameron looked in his sexy pink skirt, he couldn’t help but wonder how Julian might look—his hips and ass were the most feminine, his shoulders the narrowest, he’d definitely make the prettiest… Aaron shook his head.
“Yeah, and I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.”  Cameron said.
Aaron nodded.
“Me too, and I could do with another one of those milkshakes.  Don’t know what they put in them but they were delicious.”
Aaron turned to Julian’s bed.
“Sure you don’t want to join us, three of us together can do this.  Even if some people laugh at us we’ll have followed the rules so we won’t get in trouble, and you won’t be alone.  Plus you’ll look fine.”
“You’re both mad, now leave me alone.  I don’t want to dress like a girl and I don’t want any more of those… those stupid milkshake things… I just want to leave.”
There was a desperate hunger in Julian’s words but Aaron did not poke him.  He turned to Cameron and the pair, both looking each other over, admiring each other, blushing, shrugged.  A small buzzer sounded, and there was the click as the door was unlocked, releasing them for breakfast.
“Guess it’s just the two of us then.”  Cameron said.
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It very quickly became apparent that no one was going to laugh at Cameron and Aaron.  As they made their way down to breakfast they saw that they were not the only other boys dressed in girls’ uniforms.  At least twelve other boys, all around the same age, all looking equally embarrassed and unsure, were making their way down the dormitory stairs.
Aaron and Cameron stuck close together, watching the other boys, the same uniform, pleated skirts, blouses, blazers, knee high socks and heels.  Some of them were in the same red as Aaron, some in the same pink as Cameron’s, others were in black, but there were also greens, purples, oranges, yellows, but no blues.
A small boy in a green pleated skirt on his own made his way towards Aaron and Cameron, clearly terrified.  He was slim, of east Asian descent, with chin length glossy black hair, beautiful dark eyes, and even smaller than Aaron.  He was unmistakably cute, his short skirt, green and white and grey, swaying as he struggled to walk in his heels.
“Hi… I… I’m Kai.  I… I was in a room on my own and I was worried people were going to laugh at me.  I’m so relieved it’s not just me that’s been made to wear this.  Can I… Can I walk with you two down to breakfast.”
“Sure.”  Said Cameron.  “I’m Cam, this is Aaron.”
Aaron smiled, said hello, trying not to stare at Kai’s ass and legs.  There was something odd about the uniforms and the boys.  None of them, not a single one, looked… bad.  Sure, they all looked uncomfortable and embarrassed, blushing and squirming as they struggled to walk in their cute little heels, but not one of them looked less than pretty, or cute.  They all looked almost… right, for being dressed in a girl’s school uniform, all of them looked good, and Aaron, his belly fluttering, a strange thought tickling at the back of his head, wondered just what kind of reform school this was.
The boys all entered the dining hall together, clustered as a herd for protection.  After chatting it had become clear that only Julian had refused to obey the instructions, the others all preferring to avoid punishment, or drawn out of their rooms by hunger.
There were several tables, all apart from one full.  The boys stalled, all unsure, looking around like frightened deer.  There was, to their relief, no laughter.  There were also no others boys, the other tables occupied by girls, all in similar uniforms to the boys, but much prettier, cuter, hotter, all of them stunning, beautiful, outrageously gorgeous.
“Wow.”  Cameron whimpered.
The other boys all stood in awe of the girls sat having their breakfasts, their faces made-up, their full figures curvy, long legs, round asses, plump chests—their glamorous, girly hair styles, long curls, short pixie cuts, pig-tails, sleek long plaits, simple pony tails, chin length bobs, messy ruffled waves.  It was clear that the sight of so many pretty girls left the boys awkward, but their silence was not unnoticed.
A single girl stood up from one able, a pink skirt like Cameron’s, long bright blonde curls, pink and silver make-up, full pink pillowy lips, long pink nails.  She strutted towards them on pink heels, her round, bubble butt swaying, her large breasts bouncing, straining the fabric of her blouse.
“Oh, the new intake!  Like, how exciting!  You all look so cute and terrified.  Don’t worry though, you’ll be fine, and soon you’ll be having the time of your life!  I still remember my first day.  I was, like, so scared and nervous, not sure what was going on, but now look at me!  I’m happier than I’ve ever been!  It’s like totally amazing here.  You’ve got so much ahead of you it all, it’s all so exciting!”
The boys all stared up at the breath taking, sexy blonde, the beautiful school girl, with big blue eyes.  She was so gorgeous, luscious, the very definition of sexy bimbo school girl.  The girl giggled suddenly.
“Oh, I forgot!  I’m Honey.  I’m the one who’ll be looking after you today.  You’ve all got to follow me to your table.  It’s fruit and yoghurt for breakfast today, nice and healthy to help you look your best, and of course the yummy milkshakes.  Have you had them already?”  Honey asked.
The boys all nodded, stunned.  Honey grinned, giggled again.
“They’re just the best aren’t they?  So thick and creamy, and so good for you.  They’ll really help you fit in here so you have to remember to always drink it up and not waste a drop.  That’s, like, really good advice for a lot of things too.”  Honey winked.
The boys all blushed.
“Now, follow me and relax.  Honey will take super special care of all you pretty little things today.  You’re all safe with me.  You’re like, just the cutest!”
Honey giggled again.  She turned and strutted of on her ludicrously high pink heels.  Aaron and Cameron and the other boys all watched her, admiring her, studying her.  As they followed her to their breakfast table more than one of them tried to emulate her walk, including Aaron, swaying their hips, wiggling their cute little butts in their pleated skirts, putting their feet one foot in front of the other, heel to toe.
The other girls all watched the boys, smiling, welcoming, a few offering friendly waves.  The boys squirmed, blushing, a tide of shame as the pretty, sexy girls watched them dressed in their feminine uniforms.  Aaron looked around the room, aware of how alike all the uniforms were, aware of the absence of boys, aware of just how stunning the other girls were.  A suspicion rose, and with it a strange, elated excitement.  There was something very unique about this school.




Chapter Three
The classroom was surprisingly ordinary after everything else they had seen, a desk at the front with a large screen and board behind it, rows of smaller desks, windows in one wall looking out over fields of grass and flowers and trees, in the distance the high wall, topped with barbed wire, a stark reminder that they were all trapped, prisoners, at the mercy of Ms Lewis and the rest of the staff—for some reason that thought made Aaron squirm in an almost excited manner.
“This is, like where you will all need to come every morning when you have classes, unless you get told otherwise, but then you don’t need to worry as I’ll take you there anyway until you all get used to how the school works.  Not all of your classes will be here of course.”  Honey giggled  “Some are far too messy or, like, maybe too complicated to have here.  Those are normally the best ones, but you won’t have any of them for a while, so you don’t need to worry.”
The boys all looked pale and terrified, wondering what exactly was in store for them.  Aaron and Cameron stuck together, though Julian remained distinctly absent.  Kai stood next to Aaron, even shorter than him, and more than once Aaron caught himself thinking about how cute the other boy looked, with more than a twinge of envy.  The realisation puzzled him, why was he envious of how cute another boy looked in a pretty school girl’s uniform?
“You all just sit and get settled.  Ms Lewis will be here soon.  And don’t worry, she is, like, one of the best teachers here, though she can be super strict, which can be kind of fun sometimes too.”  Honey giggled again.
More than one of the boys blushed, looked down at the ground, unwilling or unable to look at each other, all of them awkward, ashamed, embarrassed.  The fact that they were all so cute, adorable, shy and… almost feminine, did not escape Aaron’s notice.
“I’ve got to go now.  Like, I’ve got lessons too.  I’m hoping to graduate this term so I’m working my hardest.  I want to make sure I get my dream placement when they test me so no time to slack off.”
There was a blush to Honey’s cheeks, her eye lashes fluttering.  She looked excited, biting her bottom lip as her mind wandered, and from the way she squired, wiggling, it was clear her day dreams were less than pure.
“Thank you.”  Aaron said.
The other boys thanked Honey and she giggled again.
“Oh you don’t need to thank me.  And you all remember to enjoy yourselves!  You only get to be a newbie once!”
Honey blew a kiss to the boys and walked off strutting in her bright pink heels, her bubble butt wiggling, wide hips swaying in her pink pleated school girl skirt.  The boys glanced at each other and, without another word, filed into their class room to take their seats and wait for Ms Lewis.
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The desks were all assigned so that the boys knew where to sit.  Aaron and Cameron sat in a row close to the front, an empty desk between them, with Kai just behind and to the side of Aaron. They did not have to wait long for Ms Lewis to arrive.
“Good morning.”  She said as she entered the room.
She stood tall and proud, confident, white blouse, dark grey knee length pencil skirt, her outfit hugging her stunning figure.  She wore seamed stockings and high heeled ankle boots, gloss black, the heel almost vicious—the way she walked in them was almost breathtaking, strutting without hesitation, the click demanding attention to her presence.
The boys all said good morning and Ms Lewis stopped by her desk, smiling, looked over the room.  Her gaze stopped at Aaron, the empty desk next to him.  Her smile fell.
“Aaron, Cameron, where is Julian?”  She demanded—her tone was cold, almost cruel.
Aaron felt his heart skip.  He bit his bottom lip, blushing under the stern gaze of his beautiful, domineering teacher.
“He… he… he refused to get dressed.  He’s still in bed.”  Aaron said nervously.
Me Lewis stared at him.
“And you let him?”
Aaron shook his head.  Cameron did the same.
“We both tried to get him up, but he’s stubborn.”  Cameron said.
Ms Lewis turned her steely blue eyes to Cameron.  She seemed for a moment to smirk.
“Stubborn?  Really.  Well, I’ll see about that.  I could do with relieving some stress.” 
Ms Lewis turned to class.
“All of you stay here.  Be quiet and behave or there will be consequences.  I will be back soon.”
Ms Lewis turned and left, shutting the door behind her, the click of a lock falling into place.  The boys looked around, wide eyed and nervous, but not one of them spoke.

The door clicked as it was unlocked.  It swung open and Ms Lewis stepped in, heels clicking.  Her cheeks were flush and she was grinning, and she was alone, carrying a small bag.
She walked back to her desk and stopped, put the bag down, turned to face the class.  Aaron and Cameron glanced at each other, both wondering where Julian was, but neither speaking.
“Now I want your full attention.  You’ll notice that this morning one of your classmates thought they could avoid their lesson, that they could avoid wearing the lovely, pretty uniform we’ve given them.  I want what happens next to be a lesson to all of you, about how we expect you to behave, about how we expect you to obey.  While here you are all to do as instructed, without hesitation.  This is for your own good, to help you improve.  Is that understood?”
There was a moment of silence.  Then, almost as one, the class replied.
“Yes Ms Lewis.”
Ms Lewis smiled.
“I’m glad to see there’s hope for you all.  Before you know it you’ll all be model students.  Happy and obedient.”
Ms Lewis turned to face the door.
“Bring them in.”  She said.
There was a noise from the hall outside, grunting, muffled moaning, and then a large man in a black suit entered, gripping a thin chain with one hand.  Behind him came Julian, in just his underwear, a sturdy black leather collar locked around his neck, the chain attached to it.
The silence of the room became deafening
It was clear Julian was struggling, battling against the pull of his leash, but all to no avail.  The larger man pulled him effortlessly along behind him, leading Julian to stand in front of Ms Lewis.  Aaron was sure he would have been swearing and shouting had been able, but all Julian could do was whine and moan, his mouth gagged, a large red ball placed between his lips, strapped to his head with black leather, padlocked like his collar.  His eyes were wide, his expression a storm of emotions.
“You can leave him with me.”  Ms Lewis said.  “But please wait outside, in case our little brat decides they need further discipline.”
The suited man nodded, handed over Julian’s leash, and left, closing the door behind them.  The leash remained slack in Ms Lewis’s hand, though Aaron and Cameron could see their room-mate wanted to struggle, to run.
Ms Lewis looked at Julian.  Her gaze was hard, Stern.
“Now, one last chance.  Will you put your uniform on?”  Ms Lewis asked.
From her tone, almost gleeful, it was clear she was enjoying herself.  Julian wavered, cheeks bright red with shame, dressed in only his underwear, collared, leashed, gagged, watched over by a class of cute boys dressed in the uniform he was supposed to have worn. 
Aaron couldn’t help but appreciate his room-mate’s body.  He was slim, with narrow shoulders, a flat chest with pink nipples, flat belly and trim waist.  It was his legs and hips and butt though that really caught attention—his legs long and full, his butt pert and round, his hips wide, feminine.  Aaron felt again that same pang of envy that Julian was so… girly.
Aaron shook his head, turned away, noticed that the rest of the class were also watching Julian, admiring his trim, cute body.  As Aaron looked back he saw Julian shake his head.  Ms Lewis’s smile spread.
“I was actually hoping you’d struggle a little more.  It’s been too long since I had a wild one to break.”  She said.
She yanked the leash, hard, her strength clearly surprising Julian, and she moved swiftly.  She pulled Julian over her desk, his butt facing the class, his head pulled low so that he was bent over.  There was a click as Ms Lewis fastened the leash in place, trapped Julian bent over, exposed, vulnerable.  He moaned, struggled, but his gag and collar left him silenced and chained.
Ms Lewis moved to a drawer in her desk and, after a moment, pulled out two sets of leather wraps, cuffs, and she moved round her desk to Julian’s legs, bending.
“You see, class, while you are here I am responsible for you.  All of you have been put into our care by people who only want the best for you.  They see what you are, what you capable of becoming, even if you do not.  They want you to achieve your potential, they want you to be happy, and it is our job, my job, to see that you achieve that.”
As Ms Lewis spoke she wrapped one of the leather straps around Julian’s left ankle, then pulled, forcing him to open his legs, strapping the other end to the leg of her desk.
“For our programme to work, for you to find the happiness and success we all know you are capable of, you need to learn to obey without question.  You need to learn to follow orders.  This might be hard, but it is important.  To that end, we will be using a harsh system of discipline to ensure compliance.  Luckily for all of you Julian has chosen to help me demonstrate just how we punish those who do not do as they are told.  I want all of you to watch closely.”
Ms Lewis strapped Julian’s right ankle in a similar fashion, pulling it out, tying it to the other leg of her desk, so that Julian was left bent over, ass raised high, round, pert, full, his legs spread wide, leaving him exposed, vulnerable.  His feeble complaints were muffled by his ball gag, and his struggles were in vain, his chain leash and leather straps holding firm.
“Now, time for one of my favourite activities.”  Ms Lewis said.
Her grin showed that she was clearly relishing this chance to humiliate and punish Julian.  She moved back round her desk to another drawer, pulled out a long wooden ruler and a pair of scissors.
“Remember, all of you, that you will get the same, if not worse, if you ever decide to disobey one of my instructions.  We expect our students to try their best, and to do as they are told.  Is that understood?”
The class as one replied.
“Yes Ms Lewis.”
Ms Lewis’s smiled widened, and she laughed.
“Good.  Now, let’s show the lovely, pretty Julian here what happens to bad girls.”
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Ms Lewis moved round to stand by Julian’s ass.  She put the ruler down on her desk, and took the scissors in one hand.  Without speaking she pulled at Julian’s underwear, lowered the scissors, and began to cut.
“You won’t be needing these any more.  Panties only for you from now on.”  Ms Lewis said.
She cut Julian’s underwear off, ignoring his struggles, his muffled complaints, working until his pants were nothing more than rags, and he was left naked, exposed, legs spread, bent over her desk with his ass facing his classmates.
The boys in the class all blushed, shocked, but they still stared, captivated by the sight of Julian’s humiliation, his round, full butt, his puckered rosebud exposed, his cute little cock hanging free.
Ms Lewis ran one hand over Julian’s ass cheek.  She giggled, patted his butt gently, making him jump, whimper.  The noise of Julian’s protests were muffled by his gag.
“There.  Much better.  Its shame about all that gross, yucky hair, but we’ll be fixing that soon enough.”  Ms Lewis said.  “For now, we can focus on your punishment.”
Ms Lewis put the scissors down, picked up the ruler, stepped to the side of Julian so that the class could see his exposed body.
“Watch closely now class.”  She said.
Ms Lewis lifted her hand, the ruler gripped tight, let it fall.  The ruler slapped across Julian’s round, pale, plump ass, the sound of it hard and loud.  Julian screamed, the noise muffled by his gag.  His skin was left marked where the ruler had struck, a red lash.
“One.”  Ms Lewis said.
The ruler rose, fell again.  It slapped across Julia’s pert butt, a stinging blow, a loud, harsh slap, and Julian screamed.  A second red welt formed across his perfect round ass.
“Two.”  My Lewis said.
Her hand rose and fell, again and again, the ruler striking across Julian’s ass, spanking him, whipping him.  He screamed, his cries of pain and protest muffled by the large red ball gag in his mouth.  He struggled, trying to escape the rain of blows that came, but could not, leashed and tied to the desk, his head held down by his collar, his legs held open by the leather straps around his ankles.
“Four.  Five”
The blows were sometimes harder, sometimes softer, coming at irregular intervals so that Julian was kept guessing when the next would fall.  The class sat rapt, watching in horror and awe as Ms Lewis spanked and beat and humiliated the bratty student, her face flush from the exertion, grinning from the thrill.
Julian’s cries became softer, weeping, his struggles less frantic.  He began to accept his punishment, whining for forgiveness, begging for the rain of blows to stop, but Ms Lewis did not stop.
“Ten.  Eleven.”
The ruler rose and fell, Julian’s perfect ass becoming marred by stark red welts, bruises.  His legs were shaking, body almost limp.  At times Ms Lewis stopped, stroking Julian’s back, legs, ass, gently, almost caressing.
The class sat, silent, nervous, more than one of them squirming awkwardly, adjusting their skirts, pressing their legs together, none of them able to take their eyes off the sight in front of them.  Aaron’s face was hot, his cock twitching, and he couldn’t help but notice that Julian’s cute little cock had become hard, throbbing even as he was exposed in front of his classmates, naked, tied down, spanked, punished, humiliated.
“Fifteen.  Sixteen.”  Ms Lewis said.
The blows became harder, the ruler swishing through the air with menace.  Each blow made Julian scream, his protests and complaints now little more than quiet sobbing, his hard little cock throbbing, the class mesmerised, the air tense with arousal, a buzzing that was making the boys squirm, wondering how it would feel to be Julian, naked, exposed, bent over a desk, collared, tied, punished, spanked.
“Eighteen.  Nineteen.”
The ruler fell again and again and Julian was almost quiet now.  Ms Lewis was breathing hard, a sheen of perspiration on her brow.  She lifted the ruler, paused.  She looked back to the class, grinning.
“Do you think the naughty little brat has learnt her lesson?”  She asked.
The boys, hands in their laps, fidgeting, holding their pretty skirts down, blushing, biting their bottom lips, eyes wide, all nodded.  Ms Lewis laughed giggling.  She turned back to Julian
“Have you learnt your lesson?  Are you going to behave now?  This can be the last strike, or I can keep going…”  Ms Lewis said.
Julian took a deep, wet breath.  He nodded, slowly.
“Is that a ‘yes Ms, I’m going to be a good girl for you and wear my pretty uniform and do as I’m told’?”
Julian nodded again, more eagerly this time.  Ms Lewis reached out, stroked his back, gently.  Aaron and the other boys had all noticed the use of the word girl.  They all blushed, heads spinning at the implications.
“I’m glad to hear it.”  Ms Lewis said.
The ruler fell one last time.  The strike was the hardest yet, across both cheeks, a hard lash that made Julian wail and thrash, testing the bonds of his cuffs and collar and gag.  Ms Lewis giggled.
“Now, how about we get you untied so you can dress in front of the class.  I know you’re going to look so pretty.  Then we can begin the first lesson.”




Chapter Four
Ms Lewis unstrapped Julian’s ankles first, then untied the leash holding his collar in place, and finally she undid the padlock that held his gag between his lips.  Julian’s eyes were wet, his face pale, chin soaked with spit, but he stayed silent even as Ms Lewis pulled the gag from between his pretty, plump lips.
“Now, get dressed.  Quickly.  We’ve wasted enough time as it is.  And I’ll be leaving the collar on, locked, until you show me you can behave.”  Ms Lewis said.
Julian took a deep breath.  His cheeks were bright pink and he was shivering, still naked, his cock hard, throbbing, his ass marred with red welts and blossoming bruises.  He did not look at the rows of boys in girly school uniforms who had watched his punishment.  No one made a sound.  Finally, slowly, Julian nodded. 
Keeping his gaze down he took the bag from Ms Lewis’s desk and opened it, took out his uniform, and began to dress.  The boys in the class were all silent, watching, unable to tear their eyes off the sight of Julian, beaten, humiliated, shamed, as he dressed.
Ms Lewis watched closely as he pulled on his white panties, tugging them up around his spanked ass, wincing, a hissed breath as he pulled them into place.  He pulled on his socks, his blouse, his black and grey and white plaid skirt.  He pulled on his blazer and his heeled shoes.  Aaron could not help but admire how the uniform, pretty, feminine, suited Julian, making his round ass seem pert and swollen, his hips wide, narrow shoulders and long legs.
“Good girl.”  Ms Lewis said.
Julian winced at the praise, scowling, but he did not speak.  His eyes were still blood shot.
“The uniform fits well, though it is ruined by all that yucky hair you’ve got.”  She said.
She turned to the rest of the class, looked them over, and the boys squirmed under her scrutiny.  She focussed her attention on their legs, and Aaron shifted as he felt himself blush, pressing his thighs together, his cock aching.
“The same can be said for all of you.  As cute as you all look in your new pretty uniforms you are let down by all that yucky hair.  This just won’t do.”
The boys shivered at the threatening tone.  Ms Lewis turned to Julian.
“Sit now.  And we’ll begin.  You all clearly need this lesson.”
Julian was silent and he slunk off to take his seat between Aaron and Cameron.  Around his neck the black leather collar was stark, marking him.  He glared at them as he approached, as though daring them to talk to him, so they both stayed silent, said nothing as he struggled to sit, a hiss of pain as he put his weight down onto his well spanked ass.
“Good.  Now I want you girls to listen closely.”  Ms Lewis said.
Again that word, girls, but not one of the boys in the class corrected her.  Aaron blushed at the fluttering in his belly at its use.
“Our first lesson is on appearance.  We have already covered uniforms.  You will wear the uniforms we give you at all times while here, unless instructed to wear something else.  You are to be pretty and feminine at all times.  I want you all to act like the lovely young girls I know you are capable of being.  You’ve seen the consequences for disobeying, and you know I will enjoy doing it again.  Am I understood?”
A chorus of ‘yes Ms’—the voices softer now, feminine, girly.  Ms Lewis smiled.
“Excellent.  So, onto the next part.  Your bodies.  As you are now is not acceptable.  You are nowhere near pretty enough.  The first step is proper hygiene.  I will be covering the various methods girls use to keep their bodies smooth and pretty.  You will then all use that knowledge this afternoon when you shower and rid yourselves of that unsightly hair, so that you can return tomorrow with a proper pretty, smooth, feminine appearance.  Is that clear?”
There was a moment of silence as the implication of what Ms Lewis said settled in.  Then, slowly, not quite as one, the class replied, ‘yes Ms’.  Even Julian muttered a quiet ‘yes’.
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The lesson took longer that Aaron expected.  He had no idea girls took so much time to look after themselves, using special soaps and lotions and moisturisers, exfoliating, bathing, face masks, sunblocks, plumping creams, all to keep themselves looking as pretty and feminine as possible.  Ms Lewis went into detail on each product, how to use it, why, when.  She discussed the exclusive, high technology creams and lotions that they would be supplied with, that would help them achieve remarkable things.  She made sure everyone in the class was paying attention, even Julian listening closely.  No one wanted to be punished after what they had witnessed.
“And this cream is for all of you to use when you get back to your rooms, to remove your hair.”  Ms Lewis said.  “You are to apply it to every inch of your body below your eyebrows.  I want no trace of yucky boy hair on any of you tomorrow.  I will be coming round to inspect you all tomorrow morning, and any hair will be met with punishment.”
The boys shivered, nervous, but nodded.
“I would suggest you help each other.  Some areas can be hard to reach.  Remember to get everywhere, even your pretty butts and in your fetching little cracks.  Cover even areas where you don’t notice any hair.  Completely smooth.  You should wash it off after five minutes, then apply the moisturiser we’ve given you.  That will keep you smelling lovely and feeling soft.  Be careful with this, make sure not to get any on your eyebrows or heads.”
The boys nodded.  Ms lewis smiled.
“Good girls.  Now, you have the afternoon free to go and get ready.  Take your time.  Enjoy.  As you leave you will notice boxes outside.  One for each of you.  These contain your new beauty products.  Use them all as you need.  We will replace any when they run out.  We expect you clean and smooth and pretty at all times!”
There was an unsure reply from the class, ‘yes Ms’, all of them nervous, squirming, blushing at what they were being told to do, but none of them objected, some, like Aaron and Cameron, almost seemed eager, while others, Julian included, grumbled, but no one protested. 
Julian winced as he rose to his feet, ass still aching.  And he was acutely aware of his locked collar.  He followed after Aaron and Cameron, heading out of the class, the boys, all dressed in their pretty school uniforms, collecting their boxes of beauty products as they left.  They all made their way back to the dormitory, to begin their afternoon of becoming pretty and smooth.
 
[image: ]
“H… Hey!” 
A quiet voice came from behind as Aaron, Cameron, and Julian carried their boxes back to their dormitory.  Aaron turned to see Kai, encumbered with his box, his cute plaid skirt swaying around his hips and thighs, rushing after them.  He was shorter even than Aaron, and slimmer.  In his uniform even his face seemed more feminine, large dark eyes, black silky hair.
“Hi.”  Aaron said.
Kai smiled, blushed.  As he caught up with Aaron he slowed to keep pace.
“I… I was wondering… Ms Lewis said we should help each other, but… I… I don’t have a room-mate.  Since there’s three of you… I… would… would you mind helping me with all this?  I… I don’t mind if you say no but it’s just… I have no idea what I’m doing and I don’t want to get into trouble.  I’d not mind helping you in return.”
Kai was clearly nervous, shy, and Aaron smiled, the smaller boy’s coy nature charming.  He felt protective, almost nurturing.  He nodded.
“Sure.  I guess we could pair up.  I’d be happy to help you if Cameron and Julian don’t mind being a pair.”
Julian glanced back over his shoulder at Kai.  He was still silent after his humiliating beating, the leather collar locked around his neck.  He sniffed, but said nothing.
“I don’t mind that.”  Said Cameron—his voice was soft, nervous.  “If Julian doesn’t.”
“Whatever.”  Julian muttered.
Julian’s cheeks flamed red.  Kai smiled.
“Thanks.”
The fours boys headed back to their dormitories together, the other boys from their class walking with them, all of them carrying boxes of feminine beauty products.  Aaron watched them, couldn’t help but admire them.  They were are surprisingly well suited to the girly uniforms, the short skirts, heels, knee high socks.  He wondered how they would look tomorrow, with all traces of their hair removed, legs smooth and soft.  He wondered how he would look, how he would feel, and a small hot core of joy flowered within him as he thought of being pretty, soft, smooth, feminine in his girl’s uniform.
“So why are you here?”  Aaron asked Kai, eager to distract himself.
Kai blushed.  He looked down at the floor.
“I… I have two older brothers, and a sister.  Both my brothers are like my dad, big and strong, but I am more like my mum, small and dainty.  I… I never really fit in at school and… a few years ago I started… I was never good with girls… so I… I started borrowing my sister’s underwear.  Just to see and feel.  I don’t know why… but… I started trying it on and… and then I began buying my own, online.  Other things, sexy underwear, lingerie, just to see what it would feel like, so I would know how girl’s felt.  My mum opened one of my deliveries and… well… they sent me here.”
Aaron listened to Kai’s story.  He could not help put imagine the smaller boy in pretty, sexy lingerie and he felt his cock twitch as his imagination stirred.
“I never had to wear clothes before, like this.  And never had anyone see me.  I never wanted this.”  Kai said.
Aaron nodded.  He did not answer.  Cameron and Julian were both quiet.
“How about you all?”  Kai asked.
As they walked back to their room Aaron, Cameron, and Julian shared their stories.
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Kai and Aaron took one side of the bedroom, while Cameron and Julian took the other.  They would take turns showering as and when they were done, so none of them would leave the cream on too long.  As the door closed there was an awkward moment when none of them knew what to do.
“How about you go first?”  Aaron said to Kai.  “I can… I can put the cream on you and then you can do me.  By the time you’re done you’ll need to shower, then when you finish I can go.”
Kai nodded, blushing.
“Just… don’t laugh at me, okay?”  Kai said.
Aaron smiled.  He felt oddly protective about the smaller boy.
“Of course.”  Aaron said.
Cameron and Julian moved to their side of the room as Kai began, slowly, warily, to undress.  Aaron turned his attention to the boxes of creams and lotions, but could not help but glance as Kai stripped, slipping off his blazer, skirt, heels, socks, blouse. 
Even without the feminine attire Kai was obviously girly, only the very small bulge in his panties and his very slight body hair suggesting any masculinity at all.  Aaron could no help but wonder what Kai had looked like in his sister’s underwear, in the sexy lingerie he had bought.
“Do I… do I leave these on?”  Kai asked, pointing to his white, school girl panties.
Aaron blushed.  He was quiet for moment.  On the other side of the room Julian cried out in pain as he undressed, his ass still tender and sore from his beating.
“Let me help.  I don’t mind.”  Cameron said.
“No, I’m fine.”  Julian muttered.
Aaron took a deep breath.
“We need to make sure we’re both completely smooth.”  He said—trying to conceal his excitement.
“I think it would be easier if you took them off.  I… I don’t mind.  If you don’t.  I’ll take mine off too.”  Aaron said.
Kai blushed a deep red, nodded.
“If you are too.”
Aaron took a deep breath.  He began to undress, slipping off his girly uniform.  As he got down to his panties he and Kai slipped them off together, both of them naked.  Neither of them commented on the other’s obvious hardness.
“Now… I guess I apply your cream.  Then you can do me.”  Aaron said.
Kai nodded.  He did not move.  Aaron picked up the tub of hair removal cream they had been given and opened it.  The scent was strong, a bitter chemical odour.  He took a generous dollop and stepped close. 
“This will be cold.”  Aaron said, smiling.
Kai smiled back, cheeks bright pink, dark eyes wide.
“I’m ready.”  He said.
Aaron began.
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Aaron applied the cream to Kai’s face, neck, body—his arms chest, back, legs, feet—following Ms Lewis’s instructions to the letter.  As he worked he tried not to listen to Kai’s quiet whimpers, moans, shuddering, tried not to enjoy the other boy’s soft, warm skin, the way his hands ran smoothly over his body, caressing his arms, chest, waist, legs, hips.
Aaron could barely believe what he was doing.  He had never even kissed a girl yet here we was, touching a pretty boy in ways he had never touched anyone.  The fact that he was just doing as he was told, obeying to avoid punishment, did not help.  It did not erase the fact that Aaron was enjoying it.  He was enjoying how Kai felt, was enjoying the other boys reactions as he rubbed his feminine body.  He could not ignore how hard his cock was, or how hard Kai’s was. 
He glanced over his shoulder, saw Cameron and Julian both silent, undressed.  Cameron was naked, stood, while Julian was in just his panties and collar, lathering the taller, lithe blonde in hair removal cream.  Both of them looked surprisingly feminine even out of their uniforms now, and Aaron found himself wondering how they would feel under his hands, how their hands would feel—Cameron’s body was toned and lean, Julian’s was smaller and softer, curvier, his spanked butt round and full.
Aaron turned back to Kai and looked over his work, Kai’s eyes closed, face flushed pink.  He had covered almost everywhere.  There was only his butt and cock and balls left.  Aaron took a deep breath and, without speaking took up more cream.
He reached out, grasped Kai’s cute little dick, gently, and grinned as Kai let out a quite gasp of pleasure.  Aaron worked slowly, methodically, his hand caressed Kai’s hard little shaft.  He could not believe how right this felt, how hot, how sexy it made him feel, and he bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning as he stroked the smaller boy’s tiny cock.
His hand’s slipped lower, cupping Kai’s balls, then ran round to his butt, firm and cute and round, squeezing as he massaged the cream in, fingers slipping along Kai’s crack, finger tips slipping just over Kai’s hole—Kai’s gasp of surprised delight made Aaron grin.
Finally finished Aaron took a deep breath, composing himself, staring at Kai’s cute little cock, wondering how it would look free of hair, then, reluctantly, pulled his hands away.
“Done.”  He said.  “How was that?” 
Kai took a deep breath, opened his eyes, grinning.
“That was… nice… I suppose… sorry if it was weird.”
Aaron smiled.
“It was fine.  But it’s my turn now.”  Aaron tried to keep the note of excitement from his voice.
Kai smiled, nodded, eyes roaming Aaron’s body, and Aaron shuddered as both boys struggled to conceal their pleasure.  Aaron rose to his feet as Kai knelt, his pretty face coming level with Aaron’s hard cock.  Neither spoke. 
Kai took a handful of cream.  He looked up, into Aaron’s eyes, and reached out, began slowly, almost sensually, to rub the cream over Aaron’s legs, working slowly up to his cock.
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The way Kai had touched him, stroking, caressing, fondling, his small, delicate hands on his legs, arms, chest, cock, ass, fingers slipping along Aaron’s crack, had left Aaron giddy, breathless.  He had been unable to be quiet, aware of the small whimpers and moans he had made as the other boy touched him.  He blushed, humiliated, ashamed, aroused, but he was also aware of the same noises coming from Cameron and Julian.  As Kai showered to wash off the hair removal cream Aaron relived the memory, grinning, and the three room-mates sat in awkward silence, all of them squirming, cute little cocks hard.  None of them looked at the others, all of them shamed, confused by the way they felt, the way they had reacted.
The noise of the shower cut off.  Kai was finished.  It was Aaron’s turn next.  As the door opened Kai stepped out a towel wrapped around his waist.  He blushed, smiling, grinning, looking nervous.
“How is it?”  He asked.
The three room-mates were silent for a moment.  The change was subtle, but obvious. Without any hair Kai looked… like a girl.
“You look… good.”  Aaron said.
“Yeah, I mean.  I don’t think you need to worry.”  Cameron said.
Kai’s blushed deepened.
“I need to put on the moisturiser next, but the shower is free now.”  He said.  “I should probably head back to my room too.”
Kai was still blushing, nervous.  Aaron nodded.  He wondered if he would look that good.  He wondered how Kai felt, smooth now, his body soft, warm, delicate.  He wondered how he would feel.
“I’ll not be long.”  Aaron said.
He rose to his feet and tried not to rush to the bathroom, struggling to hide his hard cock, not looking back, not wanting to know if the others knew how he was feeling, how excited he was to see his body smooth.
Aaron set the water running and, as it heated, stepped into the flow.  There was a bottle of the feminine soap on the side for him to use but he took a moment just letting the water rinse him, the hair removal cream washed away.  As he watched he saw his body, his new body, his new soft, feminine, girly, sexy body, reveal itself.
Aaron broke into a smile.  He knew he should be appalled at what was happening to him, at what they were doing to him, at what they were making him do, but he was not.  He was mesmerised, almost glad to see he was pretty, a swelling of giddy emotions that left him confused and breathless.
As the cream washed away Aaron took up the soap.  The smell was sweet, feminine, flowers and musk, and he lathered up the soap and began to wash.
As his hands ran up and over his body, soaping his legs, arms, chest, he could not stop grinning.  His body was so smooth, so soft, so delicate.  Each touch, each caress, sent a shock through him, like electricity, making his belly flutter, his cock ache.  Aaron bit his bottom lip, blushing, to keep from whimpering. 
He washed his butt, his firm, round cheeks, both soft, smooth, squeezing, wondering if this was what a girl’s butt felt like.  He let his soapy fingers slide deeper, into his crack, running along, where Kai’s fingers had run, the memory making him moan as his tip pressed just over his puckered entrance, his cock tightening, twitching.  He was so close, so hard.  He felt so good, so pretty.  His hand reached down to his cock.  He was so smooth and sexy.  He just wanted…
A knock at the door roused him from his erotic daydreams.  Aaron pulled his hands away from his body, let the water wash the soap off.
“You almost done?  We still need to wash the cream off.”  Cameron said.
Aaron was blushing.  Cock still hard, aching.  He needed release.  He was so pretty, so sexy, so close.  He took a deep breath to calm himself.
“Yeah, sure, just coming.”  He said.
He shut of the flow of water and stepped out of the shower, body changed, soft and smooth and hairless now, feminine, girly.  He could not help picturing himself in his pretty school girl uniform. 
Aaron grabbed a towel and wrapped it around himself.  He took another breath and moved towards the door, ready to face his room-mates, cheeks still a deep, bright pink.
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Kai had already left by the time Aaron emerged.  Aaron found himself surprised at how disappointed he felt, being unable to show the smaller boy how he looked, though Cameron’s and Julian’s reactions made up for it—both of them staring with wide eyes, unable to hide their appreciation.
“I… I need to go wash.”  Cameron said.
Aaron, watched as Cameron dashed through to the shower.  He looked back to Julian, a sheet over his lap, his long, full figured legs sticking out.  Around his neck was the collar, black, locked.
“How are you?”  Aaron asked.
Julian sniffed.
“Fine.  I… I’m just going along with it to avoid any more of that… not because I want it.  I’m still going to try to get out of here.”  He said.
Aaron didn’t argue.  He wiggled in his towel, unable to keep still, delighting in how he felt, how sensitive his body seemed, his legs, his chest, his arms, his hips and ass.  Even his nipples and his lips seemed more alive.
“There was a delivery while you were showering.  It… we have to wear it to bed.  To look after our soft skin.”  Julian’s voice was full of scorn.
On each bed was a small box.  Aaron moved to his bed and began to open it.
“They said we had to moisturise then put it on.  It seemed stupid but… I don’t know.  I mean… if you both do it I’m not going to be the only one being punished.”
Aaron pulled the lid of his box.  Inside was a pair of soft, silk panties, and a pink silk slip, along with long pink socks.  He felt his heart skip.
“We… did we all get the same?”  He asked.
He looked back to Julian.  Aaron’s mind was fluttering.  He knew he should feel disgusted by the thought of wearing such girly clothes, that the he should not want to try them on, see how they feel, that he should not be intrigued by the idea of wearing them over his smooth, hairless, feminine body, but he was not.  To his shame and humiliation he was excited, and he struggled to hide it.  Julian nodded.
“All of us got the same.  Cameron and I said we’d decide together, the three of us.”  Julian said.
Aaron stared at the panties, socks, slip.  They all looked so pretty, so feminine, so smooth.  He wondered how they would feel against his soft, smooth body, and his cock throbbed.  His belly fluttered.
“I… I guess… it has to be better than being punished.  And we’ve come this far.”  He said.
Julian nodded.
“Yeah… I mean… I don’t want to but… I don’t want what happened today again.  At least not over something this small.”  He said.
Aaron nodded.
“Yeah.  Exactly.  Its not that bad.  And… it’s not like we really have a choice.”
Aaron blushed.  He did not know for sure if, given the choice, he wouldn’t now wear the panties anyway, just to see how they felt, to satisfy that itching curiosity.  How would they feel, how would he look.  He smiled.  He wondered how he would look tomorrow in his pretty uniform, now smooth, hairless.  He hoped Ms Lewis would be impressed with how pretty he was now.




Chapter Five
Aaron slept heavily, deeply, woke well rested, a vague memory of strange dreams, pink soap, pretty skirts, heels, panties, soft skin.  As the alarm sounded the lights came back up and Aaron rolled over, grumbling, still sleepy, body stuff, aching in unfamiliar ways, as though he had exercised vigorously the day before.
As he shifted be felt the softness of his slip, his panties, his pink socks, the sheet, a gentle caress against his body that was unfamiliar.  He moaned, quietly, enjoying the sensation, the newness of his soft, hairless body.  His cock throbbed, and he ran his hands down, gently stroking the outline of his dick through his panties.  He heard Cameron in the next bed shifting, Julian yawning.  He took one last touch, stroking, cock throbbing, aching, then released it, took a deep breath, and tried to calm—he felt so sensitive now, even his lips tingling in new, exciting ways.
His mouth was dry, the taste of last night’s milkshake still lingering, sweet, thick, heavy.  He shuddered, wondering how soon breakfast was, craving more of the pink sweet drink.
“Still not a dream then.”  Julian muttered.
“Seems not.”  Cameron replied.
Aaron shifted, sat up.  His slip was oddly comfortable, silky against his skin, his body newly soft, sensitive, delicate.  He smiled, relishing the sensation, trying to hide his excitement.  He shifted, fidgeting, his hard cock rubbing against the soft tightness of his panties.  His head was still foggy, and his belly rumbled.
“Any one else starving?”  Aaron asked.
Julian nodded.  He squirmed, grumpy, clearly still aching after yesterday’s spanking. 
“Yeah.  Like, I’m used to being hungry being on the football team, with all that training, but this is a whole new level.”  Cameron said.  “And those milkshakes.  I don’t know what they put in them but they’re delicious.  I’d kill for another.”
“Eurgh.  Who knows what junk they’re putting in them.”  Julian muttered.  “But they are kind of moreish.”
Aaron took a deep breath.  He tried to calm but his mind was fixated on his uniform, his white knee high socks, his plaid, short, pleated skirt.  How would it feel, how would it look. 
“I… I suppose we should get dressed then.”  Aaron said.  “Ms Lewis said there was going to be an inspection.”
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Julian was the last to get dressed, reluctant, but the black leather collar around his neck, locked in place with a small silver padlock, was a stark reminder of the consequences.  Aaron and Cameron both dressed quickly, almost eagerly, slipping off the soft, silky sleep-wear, slipping on their white panties, white knee high socks, their blouses, their pleated school girl skirts, heels, blazers. 
Aaron could not help but smile, blushing, and as he finished he glanced at Cameron.  They looked each other up and down, grinning, both shy, nervous, blushing.
“I… like, I’d rather not… but I think we definitely look better.  Like, we looked good yesterday, but we look… cuter, without the hair.”  Cameron said.  “And if we’re going to be made to wear these uniforms I’d rather we didn’t look silly.  Like, all the other… girls… look good.  We don’t want to look out of place.”
Aaron smiled.  There was a wavering uncertainty in Cameron’s voice.  He nodded.
“Yeah exactly.  If we have to wear them we might as well look our best.  We don’t want to look stupid or anything.”  Aaron said.
Julian remained silent, glaring at his uniform.  He took a deep breath, fiddling with his collar.  He sighed, began to undress, slipping out of his pink silky slip.
Cameron and Aaron tried not to stare as Julian slipped off his panties.  His ass was round, full, soft, hairless, and marred with dark bruises.  Aaron’s belly fluttered, and he wondered how it must feel, to be held down, spanked, hurt, the bruises a reminder.
Aaron slipped on his white panties, then the rest of his school girl uniform.
Once dressed Julian turned round to face to face his room-mates.  His expression was in flux, annoyance, but also something more. 
“Least I won’t get punished.”  Julian said.
Aaron and Cameron both smiled.  Julian looked good in his uniform, amazing even.  Smooth now, hairless and soft, he looked girly, feminine, pretty, perhaps even sexy.
“Yeah.  That’s… like, that’s got to be a good thing, right?”  Cameron said.
Julian laughed.
“And I guess you’re right.  If we’re being made to wear this we might as well try to fit in.  And… it does feel kind of nice.”
Julian laughed, shaking his head, a slight blush.  Aaron and Cameron laughed, the three room-mates giggling like school girls at their situation.
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There was a knock, then, before the three boys had a chance to reply, the door opened.  Ms Lewis stepped in carrying a small bag, and the door swung closed behind her.
She stopped, looked over the three room-mates.  Ms Lewis smiled, nodded.
“Well, aren’t you three girls lovely.  Such an improvement over yesterday.  And I’m pleased to see my punishment has improved your behaviour, but that collar will be staying on, for the immediate future at least.”  Ms Lewis said.
Julian blushed pink, looked down at the floor.  He stayed quiet.
Ms Lewis moved into the room, moved around the three room-mates.  She nodded, studying their legs, their smooth bodies, dressed in their pretty school girl uniforms.
“Impressive.  So far very good.”  Ms Lewis said.
“Thank you Ms.”  The three boys said.
Aaron blushed.  He fidgeted.
“Ms… I… I was wondering.  We used almost all of the cream.  Will we get more, so we can stay smooth.  I… I don’t want to get into trouble.”  Aaron said.
Ms Lewis grinned.
“Oh dear.  Did I neglect to mention?  You won’t need any more of that cream girls.  And you won’t need to worry about any more yucky hair.  The effects of that cream are permanent.  You lucky girls will now always be smooth and soft.  Aren’t you glad?”
The three room-mates were all silent.  Aaron felt his cock twitch at the thought.  He would now always be this soft, this smooth, this delicate this… pretty.  He tried not to smile.
“Now I need to check you followed all my instructions.  I need to check you three pretty girls are smooth and hairless everywhere.  I want you all to take your panties off and lift your skirts up.  Now.”  Ms Lewis said.
The three boys turned pale, blushing.  They looked at each other, squirming, the thought of exposing themselves on command humiliating, embarrassing.
“Don’t make me punish all three of you.”  Ms Lewis said.
Aaron took a deep breath, nodded.
“Yes Ms.”  He said. 
He reached under his skirt, gripped the waist band of his panties, blushing, squirming, acutely aware of how his cock was throbbing, aching, hard—he did not want the others to know how this was effecting him, how excited he was, but he had no choice.
Aaron dropped his panties first, stepping out of them carefully.  Cameron, then Julian, followed.  Ms Lewis grinned.
“It’s always nice to see pretty girls that know how to follow orders.  Now, skirts up please.  I want to see that you’re nice and smooth and pretty everywhere.”
The three boys took a deep breath, all of them blushing, and as one, they lifted up their pretty, pleated skirts, all of them awkward, looking down at their feet—all of them stole stealthy glances at the others, curious, wanting to see, biting their bottom lips as they squirmed.  Aaron was not alone.  All of them were obviously excited, their smooth little cocks hard, and all of them blushed, embarrassed and humiliated to be seen as they were, exposed, aroused at their situation, excited by their soft bodies and the pretty uniforms they were being made to wear.
“Well I’m pleased to see you all followed my instructions.  Very pretty.  All three of you look like perfect little sluts, dressed like naughty school girls with your panties off exposing yourselves.  I approve!  And it’s nice to see those cute little smooth backsides.  You are all going to do superbly here.”
The three room-mate smiled, glad for the odd praise, pleased and relieved they had not disappointed Ms Lewis.
“But, I’m afraid this just won’t do at all.”  Ms Lewis said.
The boys all quivered.
“We… we tried our best Ms.  We did every thing you told us to.”  Aaron said.
“Yes.  I can see that.  And I have no complaints over that, but you seem to be suffering the same problem almost all our new girls suffer from.  Just look at yourselves.  Given the state you’re in your skirts will never sit right.  Pretty girls can’t go around with disgraceful little hard-ons.  Luckily I know just the solution.”
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“Now, form a circle as best you can.  I want you to be able to see each other clearly.”  Ms Lewis said.
The three room-mates were all blushing, none of them able to look up from their feet.  They were all dressed in their pretty, feminine school-girl uniforms, all of them smooth, soft, sexy, and all of them hard, their pretty little cock stiff and throbbing.  It was clear that something about their situation, their new pretty bodies, the other boys dressed as feminine, sexy girls, the softness of their legs and butts, the shame and the humiliation, was exciting to all of them, but still they were embarrassed to admit it.
“Keep those skirts up girls.  If you’re going to go around with hard little dicks like filthy little sluts then you need to learn that it won’t go unnoticed.  A pretty girl has her skirt hanging neatly, not bulging at the front in some obscene manner like you dirty little tarts.”
The boys all obeyed.  As they moved to form their crude circle, shuffling in their heels, they kept their skirts lifted.  Their panties remained on the floor where they had been stood.
“Now, heads up.  Take a good look at each other.  I want you to remember this moment and this punishment, so you’ll know better in future.  You need to learn to behave like demure submissive little things, not dirty horny boys.”
That word, punishment, hung in the air, and all three remembered Julian’s punishment the day before—his collar, thick leather, padlocked around his neck, remained as a stark reminder alongside his bruises.  They had to obey, knew the consequences would be worse if they didn’t.  Slowly they all lifted their heads, looking at each other, seeing each other’s shame and humiliation, their faces flush, biting on their bottom lips, squirming, anxious and terrified, all of them hot in ways they did not understand, becoming hotter for being seen.
Their gazes wandered down, to their exposed little cocks, hard, smooth, throbbing.  Aaron bit his bottom lip hard, his cock aching.  There was something so… cute about both his room-mates.  He knew they were boys, that they weren’t girls, could even see their pricks, hard, smooth, soft, but still… they were girls.  In their school-girl uniforms, bodies permanently made smooth, like his, they were pretty, feminine, sexy.  Their hips, legs, asses, skirts lifted indecently to expose themselves, they were hot, and Aaron whimpered as his cock grew even harder.  From the way Cameron and Julian shifted, moaning quietly to themselves, squirming, he could tell that they too were experiencing something similar, turned on by the sight of his body, his cock, his ass, his feminine, girly hips and legs, his body pretty in his school-girl uniform.  The thought that they saw him as a sexy, naughty girl made his head spin in humiliating ways, his heart skipping, belly fluttering.
“Now, enough admiring each other.  There’ll be plenty of time for that later.  Right now we need to get you ready for today’s lesson, and that means dealing with your little problems.  I want you to touch yourselves, while you watch each other, and try to cum, so that we can get those tiny little problems to go away.  Is that understood?”  Ms Lewis said.
The boys all paled.  They looked at each other, knew they had no choice. Something in Aaron’s head snapped, his cock swelling at the thought of it, the shame and humiliation, masturbating while he watched his pretty, feminine, school-girl uniform wearing room-mates masturbate, them watching him.  It was so wrong, so naughty, so perverse, but so hot.  He bit his bottom lip hard.  He could tell the others were struggling as much as him.  He knew he should resist, but knew he couldn’t and… he didn’t want to. 
The three boys all nodded, slowly.  Ms Lewis smiled.
“And I think you should know that the last one to cum will face an additional punishment for keeping me waiting, so I hope for your sake you’ve not been playing with yourselves without permission.”
Aaron felt his cheeks flush.  It had been days.  He was hopeful he wouldn’t be last, but he also did not want to seem too keen.  He glanced at Julian, his face suggested he felt the same.  When he saw Cameron, his eyes wide in fear, he understood immediately—Cameron must have masturbated recently and he was worried, anxious about being last, ashamed that his excitement at their situation was exposed.  Aaron was thankful that at least he had resisted the temptation.
“Get started girls.  We don’t have all day.  And no closing your eyes or looking away, and no letting your skirts drop to hide your shame.  I want you to see what pretty sluts you are becoming.”
Aaron realised that their time had already begun.
Julian was first to begin, eager to avoid another punishment.  Holding his skirt up with one hand to expose his round, bruised ass and his smooth, pretty cock, he began to stroke with the other.   Aaron and Cameron both watched, almost hypnotised, as their sexy room-mate wrapped his fingers around his hard cock and began to caress it.  It looked so dainty, almost pretty, his legs long and soft, round butt, wide hips, his sexy school-girl outfit.  Aaron felt his cock harden, aching, and he took a deep breath.
Watching Julian, spurred on by his collared friend, he reached down and took his cute little prick into his hand, still keeping his skirt raised, and he began to touch himself.
He moaned, quietly, the pleasure bright, spurred on by the situation, the shame and submission, the sight of his pretty, feminine, sexy room-mates, Julian masturbating in front of him.
“Good girls.  Keep going, and remember to hurry.  This is for function not pleasure.”  Ms Lewis said.
Cameron, watching Aaron and Julian, lowered his hand, began to stroke his cock.  The mood shifted, became tense, hot, thick with arousal.  The three boys began to moan, whimpering, trying to be quiet, blushing with shame, but all of them eager to cum before the others.
Their hands stroked up and down their smooth, hairless, pretty little cocks, their school-girl skirts lifted to expose their shame.  They whimpered, whining, cocks aching.
“Keep looking at each other.  I want you to see what sexy sluts you can be when you try.”  Ms Lewis said.
The three boys watched each other, thee sexy fem-boy school girls masturbating, stroking their pretty little pricks, hard, eager to cum, their bodies soft, smooth, sexy.  Aaron’s head was spinning, so many conflicting emotions, the shame and humiliation and euphoria feeding his arousal, his body hot and bright with pleasure.  He wanted more, wanted to see how pretty he could be, how pretty his room-mates could be.
The way Cameron and Julian looked at him, lustful, eager, thinking him sexy, pretty, feminine, he wanted more of it.  He imagined others watching him, his class mates, the other girls, the teachers, men.  His balls tightened.  He was close.
“Fuck, yes, oh… oh god.”  Julian whispered, barely able to contain his pleasure.
“Don’t make a mess Julian.  Catch it.”  Ms Lewis said.  “You are all to catch it.  And keep your shame exposed.  We all want to see.”
Julian obeyed.  He struggled to keep his skirt lifted as he moved his free hand to the head of his cute little cock, still stroking.  He thrust, whimpering, moaning, and as Aaron and Cameron watched Julian came, his prick throbbing, cumming into his hand, his spunk thick and creamy.
“Good girl Julian.”  Ms Lewis said.  “That just leaves two.”
The sight of Julian cumming, a pretty school-girl, sent shivers down Aaron’s spine.  It made his cock ache but he needed more.  He could see that Cameron was getting close to coming and he didn’t want to cum last.  He blushed at the thought of what he was going to do but the shame only made his cock harder.
Tucking his skirt up into itself to keep his cock exposed as he stroked it Aaron freed up his other hand.  He moved his free hand back, to his butt, caressing his smooth cheeks, slipping his fingers in towards his crack, letting them run along, brushing the tips just over his hole where he knew he was so sensitive, where he knew there was so much shameful pleasure.
“My, it looks like our Aaron is a very naughty girl.”  Ms Lewis said.
The touch at his entrance and the extra shame was all Aaron needed.  His balls tightened and he stroked his cock faster, pressed his finger tip just inside his tight hole, more than he had ever dared do before.  His cock throbbed, and knew he was close.
“Catch it Aaron.  No mess remember.”  Ms Lewis said.
Aaron was suddenly torn.  One hand on his cock, the other with a finger teasing his hole.  He moved his hand off his cock without thinking, pressed his finger deeper, small circular motions inside his hole.  Stroking just the head of his cock with his hand ready to catch his mess Aaron felt his body swell, his cock engorging, and he came, cumming hard, hips pressing back to feel more of his finger inside him. 
His cock pulsed, throbbing, filling his hand with warm, thick, sticky cum as he teased his hole.  His face was hot with shame and Julian and Cameron watched him, but the pleasure made his mind numb to it all.
“Fuck… that’s so… fuck…”  Cameron was driven to the edge by watching Aaron.
He was last, but he didn’t care.  He stroked his cock faster, and he moved his other hand without being told, cumming hard at the sight of Aaron fingering his tight hole, filling his hand with a thick, hot load of cum, whimpering with pleasure as his cock throbbed.  Ms Lewis smiled, the air heavy with the smell of semen and lust and shame.
“My, what filthy sluts you all are.  And I must say Aaron you surprised me.  I think you’re going to enjoy some of our upcoming lessons quite a lot.  But for now, I want you all to clean up your mess.  We can’t go letting good cum go to waste, so eat up.” 
The boys all paled, frozen.  Ms Lewis smile made it clear she was serious.
“I don’t like repeating myself girls.  And don’t pretend you’ve not though about it before.  Girls like you are always curious, and I’d put money on at least one of you having tasted your nasty, sticky cum before.”
The boys all looked shamed.  Aaron had thought about it, more than once, curious how it tasted, felt, but had never done it.  He looked at Cameron, Julian, and from Julian’s expression he guessed that perhaps he had given into the curiosity.
Aaron took a deep breath.  His lips were tingling, mouth wet.  Something about the smell was in his head, driving him more than ever before, a thick sweet stick memory, an aching, craving.  He lifted his hand and saw Julian and Cameron do the same.
As one the three room-mates lifted their hands to their mouth and they licked their palms clean of cum, all of them trying to hide the sudden eagerness they felt for cum, licking every last trace.
Aaron’s tongue and lips sent shivers along his spine, a hot bright pleasure spreading out from his belly.  The taste of his cum was sharp, salty, bitter, but pleasant, almost additive.  He wanted… more.
“Good girls.  Now, you are to remember to always clean up any mess like this.  A good girl never wastes cum.”
The boys all blushed, all nodded.  Their eyes were slightly glazed, as though drunk on pleasure.
“And now, I think it’s time I fixed your little problems for you, so we don’t have a repeat of this situation in the future.”  Ms Lewis said.
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Aaron, Cameron, and Julian all stood, basking in the glow of their climaxes, flush with shame at what they had done. how willingly they had obeyed, submitted.  They could barely look at each other.  It had been obvious how much they had all enjoyed it, the shame, the exposure, looking pretty, seeing the others looking pretty.  It had been obvious that each of them had been curious, even eager to clean the mess they had made, all of them relishing the naughty pleasure of it, the taste, the sensation, the shame, but now, as their excitement faded, they were all coy, bashful, their school-girl skirts still lifted to show their slowly softening pricks.
“Now, Julian and Aaron first, come over to me.  I have a gift for both of you.  Something pretty to help you both with your little problem.”  Ms Lewis said.  “But keep your skirts up.”
Julian and Aaron both blushed.  They moved forward to Ms Lewis together, holding their skirts up, keeping their cute little cocks exposed.
Ms Lewis turned to her bag, rummaged inside for a moment, then pulled out two silver metal devices, small cages, and two small silver heart shaped padlocks.
“These might be cold.”  She said.
Ms Lewis knelt, moving elegantly.  Aaron shuddered, dimly aware of what the devices were, of what they meant.  From the look on Julian’s face it was clear he did too.
“Now hold still.  We want to make sure these are fitted correctly and are comfortable, after all, you’re not getting out any time soon.”
Aaron froze.  He knew he should run, protest, but did not.  A part of him, a small part that was growing bolder, was almost eager, glad.  Julian shifted next to him, nervous, but compliant, his collar around his neck reminding him, his ass still bruised. 
There was a cold sensation around Aaron’s cock, confining, soft warm hands, and then a click as the padlock sealed his small silver cage around his dick, locking it away.  He looked down and blushed, bit his bottom lip.  It was dainty, small, and it would remain so, unable to get hard, unable to touch himself, unable to play with himself, his cock almost worthless now.  He giggled, head fuzzy, the situation almost unreal.
“Julian next.”  Ms Lewis said.
Julian shifted, but did not resist.  Ms Lewis fitted his cage around his soft, hairless, smooth prick and locked it.
“There, now you’ll have no more problems getting overexcited at how pretty or sexy you look.  No more hard cocks ruining your feminine appearance when you get all flustered at how much you enjoy being good girls.  Now, what do you say?”
Aaron and Julian took a deep breath.
“Thank you Ms.”  They said together.
Their voices were meek, shamed at how they were thanking the domineering woman for locking up their cocks, for taking control of them, feminising them, making them into good girls. 
“Good girls.  Now drop your skirts and go put your panties on.  I’m sure you’ll be much more comfortable now.”  Ms Lewis said.  “And Cameron, step forward, I have your gift and your extra punishment.”
Cameron paled.  He stepped forward as Julian and Aaron moved to put their panties back on, their cocks caged, locked away, their skirt hanging neatly now over their cute soft little cocks. 
Ms Lewis rummaged in her bag and pulled out another cage, smaller than the ones Julian and Aaron were wearing, in pink metal.  The cage was girly, tiny, and overwhelmingly cute.
“I know it looks too small, but trust me, you’ll adjust soon enough.”  Ms Lewis said, grinning.
She rummaged again in her bag, pulled out a small tub of pink cream.
“This will help.”  She said.
Cameron froze and Ms Lewis set about spreading the pink cream over his cock and balls, a cool tingling making his skin tighten, a creeping numbness.  She smiled as she worked, grinning.
“And don’t worry.  One application of the cream is more than enough, though I suppose I could always provide another, when you need another punishment.”
Something in her words made Cameron whimper, the threat, the implication, but still he did not resist, willing, biting on his bottom lip as he watched Ms Lewis work the cream over his dick.  Had he not just come, and were it not for the already potent effects of the cream, just the thought of her touching him would have made him hard.
“The cage will be a little uncomfortable at first for you as its so small, but within even a few hours your cute little cock will be better suited to its tiny cage, and you’ll feel better.  A week or too and we might even need to put you in a smaller one.  Won’t that be nice?  You’ll look so girly in panties after this, so cute and feminine and sexy.”
Aaron and Julian watched in awe and horror as Ms Lewis slipped Cameron’s cock into the tiny pink cage, the device far too small.  They all understood what was being done to him, what could be done to any of them.  Aaron’s head spun at the thought of what further things might be done to him, and to his room-mates.
Finally the padlock clicked, sealing the miniscule cage on Cameron’s cock and Ms Lewis rose to her feet.  She looked the boys over, smiling.
“Now you all look much better.  Like proper, pretty girls, but there’s still a lot we need to do.  Cameron, get your panties on, and all of you are to head down to breakfast.  You still need your morning milkshakes.”
“Yes Ms.”  The three room-mates said.
Ms Lewis beamed at their submissive obedience.
“And afterwards head straight to class.  Today’s lesson is important, and I just know you three girls are going to love it.”
The three room-mates blushed, nodding.  Aaron squirmed, his cock caged now, locked away.  He wondered, anxious, just what lay in store for him next, and he could not deny that was almost eager to find out.
TO BE CONTINUED…
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