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The parking lot was lit well for it being after midnight. Jason supposed that was to deter vandals. Vandals like him. Michael was in tow, jogging behind him as they made their way across the parking lot to the side of the school. They parked a few blocks away like proper criminals, careful not to be seen. Jason wore a bandana over his nose and chin like he was a bandit in the Old West. Michael had decided to go full ski mask, both in black. If anyone had spied them in their trek across the school parking lot, there would be little question that the two of them were up to no good.

“No good,” was just what they excelled at. Ever since Michael and Jason met in middle school, they were thick as thieves and just as rowdy. All through their junior high years, they were joined at the hip, finding a like mind in the other. School was stupid, they decided. That decision was made separately, then reinforced by the other. Given the state of the world, what the hell was the point in learning advanced geometry or an appreciation of literature? With Michael to fuel his displeasure, Jason found new depths of apathy.

High school was no better. Their duo brushed against some of the cliques that might have been accepting of the essential nihilism expressed by Jason and Michael. Michael smoked pot on occasion, but not so much that they were in with the stoners, and Jason didn’t care much for weed at all. He hated feeling a loss of control and even refused beers at the few parties to which the pair were invited. The popular kids were too rich, the nerds were too smart. They weren’t creative enough for the art kids or the theater kids and were too clever for the real burnouts. And so they had one another, and that was enough. They entertained themselves with video games and music, exploring older stuff like Nirvana and flirting with some of the harder music of Ghost and Orchid.

The main pursuit was being up to no good. Diverting teachers from planned lessons was a good time. Likewise making fun of the kids who seemed to actually enjoy pep rallies. Michael hummed an open tube of skunk scent in the air vents by the gym one time and had the whole lower part of the building evacuated until the ducts could be cleaned. That was pretty sick, both agreed.

Teachers, counselors, and administrators all agreed that Michael and Jason had no real future, or none that continued academics could provide for them. “The world needs ditch diggers, too,” he overheard the school counselor tell his mother once. Miss Weyland had presented herself as the one who would listen to Jason and would help him if she could. Only that sentence showed him the truth. She was as full of shit as anyone else at the school. Michael was chubbier, not fat, but he had a belly and his clothes were hand-me-downs from a more athletic older brother, so he always looked fatter than he was thanks to the undersized shirts and jeans. If his mother had cared about Michael, she would have bought him some decent clothes. Instead, Michael was mocked by everyone but Jason, who did on occasion buy his buddy a shirt or a pair of jeans as a gift when Jason had money not earmarked for some other tool of anarchy.

With a set of what Michael called ‘Gentlemen’s Cs’,  Jason and Michael were ushered through the graduation line so they could become someone else’s problem. Most of their teachers were glad to see them go when they thought of them at all.

Tonight would be their last visit to Northwest High School. They would not leave a permanent mark, neither entertained any illusions about that, but they would let the teachers and administrators know that they’d been there, damnit. Along with their black clothes, Jason had a pack slung over one shoulder filled with spray paint cans and a plastic baggie of pungent cow shit. That he would place directly on the desk of Miss Weyland.

Getting in wasn’t too tough. There was a door near the football coach’s office that had a window out. Even the security wire that crisscrossed the panel was gone. One of the steroid monsters that played on the football team punched his helmet right through it. It still wasn’t fixed. Only a piece of wood covered the hole, screwed into the metal door. That was what the mallet was for.

“Give it a swing,” he told Michael, looking over his shoulder at the well-lit parking lot. It was empty save for one car, a late-century sedan that was probably bought used and wasn’t treated all that well once it fell into the possession of the current owner. Still, that meant someone was in the building. “And be quiet as you can.”

Michael grunted. A man of few words was his friend. He thought it might be because Michael had such a big family and never got a word in anyways, so why bother? He took the flat top of the mallet and measured it against the thin plywood. Michael’s blow was surprisingly quick, a loud POP! that sent the wood clattering to the ground on the other side of the door. Both of the boys froze in place, listening intently for some indication that the sound was heard. All that came back to them was the sound of their breathing and the pounding of their heartbeats.

“Nice,” Jason said. He reached through the gaping hole in the door and down to the deadbolt. With a quick flip, the coach’s door swung out and the school was open.

“Let’s fuck some shit up.”

Jason chuckled. His friend was no poet, but a step inside meant that they were now on their path to legendary status. He could hear the whispers of the underclassmen, telling tales of the two guys who broke into the school after they graduated and ripped shit up. Once inside, Jason closed the door behind them and bent with his pack. He unzipped the pack and handed Michael one of the spray cans inside.

“Let ‘em know you’ve been here.”

They started with a couple of pentagrams on the coach’s office wall. He was notoriously religious. Some devil iconography might shake him to his core. They didn’t dally but moved into the wide hallways. With a shake and rattle of the spray cans, they painted the lockers indiscriminately. Michael created a mural on one side, big block letters reading FUCK THIS PLACE while Jason merely drew a wavy line across the face of them on his side. Onward, marking doorways and walls and the trophy case at the big main entrance. Jason hadn’t realized it, but he was making his way toward the administrative offices and the door of Miss Weyland. Once he stood before it, he knew this was where he wanted to go all along. This was his prime target.

The door was locked, but he had a plan B.

“Check this out,” he grinned.

Jason placed the bag of cow shit on the ground and tucked the open end of it under the door. He locked eyes with his pal and gave him a thumbs-up. Then he jumped into the air and came down hard on the swollen end of the bag, expelling the dung inside out the open end and across the floor of the guidance counselor’s office. The smell was immediate and breath-stealing.

“Holy shit,” Michael laughed, holding his news while he staggered away from the door.

“My work here is done,” Jason replied, laughing along with his friend. The good mood was immediately banished when the sweep of a flashlight appeared at the far end of the hall from the direction of their escape.

“Security,” Michael hissed.

Jason snatched his bag and ran after Michael, their sneakers squeaking on the waxed tile floor.

“Stop right there!”

The guard, and likely the owner of the used sedan, was chasing, keys jingling on his belt, partially hidden by the guy’s massive gut. He was holding his hand at his side, grip on the handle of what Jason presumed was a taser. All of this was seen in a glimpse, and then the boys were running. No direction, no plan, only the thrill of the chase. He had to admit to himself that Jason felt alive, the rush of endorphins making the flight feel less serious somehow. He knew they were screwed if they were caught, but this moment, the right now of it, was exhilarating. Michael must have felt it too. He let out a whoop as they turned the corner toward the door leading outside to the teachers’ parking lot.

Lights blinded them and they skidded to a stop. Two men, standing at that entrance, high-intensity lights trained on them. And the hands were at their belts, too, but those weren’t tasers. Those were real-deal guns.

“Hold it,” one shouted, his face made invisible by the light shining in Jason’s eyes.

“Nowhere to go,” said the other.

Jason might have been willing to risk it, but the roly-poly security guard and likely used car owner caught up to them. They were trapped.

“Fuck,” Michael hissed.

“Yep,” Jason agreed.

They lifted their hands, raising them over their heads. Jason hazarded a grin. “You got us. Good job, pig.”



It had turned cold sometime between the time they were placed in the back of the police cruiser and when they were removed from the car and sat on the sidewalk in front of the school. There were two police cruisers in front of the entrance, both spinning their red-and-blue lights. The security guard leaned against his used sedan. Jason had that part right, at least. Now that the thrill of the chase subsided, he was starting to think that the whole affair might not have been his best idea.

Miss Weyland arrived with Mr. Lymon, the school’s principal. Both talked to the cops and nodded their heads on occasion. Weyland shot some nasty looks at them. She’d been to her office, Jason knew, so it wasn’t so surprising that she was displeased.

With a shake of the cops’ hands, Mr. Lymon dismissed the police and he and the counselor waited while the police approached the boys and pulled them roughly to their feet.

“You’re lucky kids,” one said. He was older and looked very tired. “I would have sent you to jail. You better thank that lady over there and say an extra prayer tonight thanking the good Lord for mercy.”

“Stay out of trouble,” the younger cop said.

They left the boys dumbfounded on the sidewalk as they retreated to the cruisers and drove away. Jason looked to Lymon and Weyland. They spoke again in low voices and Weyland held up a hand as if to quiet him. She looked at the boys and kept her gaze fixed on them while she approached.

“You two really know how to make a mess of a Thursday night,” she said.

Neither of the boys spoke.

“So, here’s what’s going to happen. You do what I say and you both get to leave here with your records clean. You don’t and I call those nice policemen back here and they take you to jail. Interested in hearing the deal?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Michael said it first. He was never one to stand up to authority once he’d been caught red-handed.

“What about you?”

Jason lifted his chin defiantly. “What’s the deal?”

“College. Tuition-free. You two knuckleheads go to a nice college and try to make something of yourselves. If that doesn’t interest you, you can keep right on going down the road ahead, which means a turn in county jail for breaking and entering and vandalism. At the very least parole for a year.”

Jason looked across the street from the high school. The building opposite was a church. A fountain in the middle of a man-made pond was lit from beneath. The sign below the church’s name advertised AA meetings on Thursday nights. A bunch of drunks had been there just hours before Jason and Michael arrived.

“Well?” Weyland asked. “I’d like to get home and get a couple of hours of sleep before my day starts. I’ll be spending a lot of my day cleaning the office thanks to you, so if you don’t mind, I’d love it if you could decide if you want to start your careers as losers right now. Or, I make a call in the morning and you’re off to college by Saturday. I don’t give a shit what your parents have to say, either. They didn’t care while you were here and you’re both adults now. You can decide on your own.”

Jason checked Michael’s face, looking for a read on which way his friend might lean on such a momentous decision. His friend’s round face turned to him, eyes watery.

“Yeah,” Michael said, replying to Weyland while never moving his eyes from Jason. “I’ll go to school.”

“Me, too.” Jason held Michael’s look, his heart aching for his friend, and how he might have led them both into a situation they could not escape.

“Good. I have just the place. I’ll speak with your parents if you like. Pack your bags, boys. You’re going to learn to be useful for once.”



Waverly College was not what either expected. Jason had a prison-like environment in mind with fences and guarded gates and razor wire curling over the top of the walls. Instead, Waverly looked every bit the kind of college that he would never believe he could afford. There was a big common area bisected by well-kept sidewalks and wide trees casting shade on the grass where students might sit beneath reading philosophy or debating literature. Chalk notices on the sidewalk announced movies in the student center and a creative writing club. It was a stereotype, the Platonic ideal of a college when you fixed the idea in your mind. Right down to the myriad of pretty young women on campus. There were fewer boys, but that only meant it was a target-rich environment, a phrase he picked up from one of the especially gross guys ina gym class who would eye the girl in their shorts while they played volleyball.

“Jason, my man,” Rich would say, back against the gym wall, “look at all that fine pussy out there. That is a target-rich environment for yours truly.”

Jason was fairly certain that Rich had never actually struck any of those targets. He was a pimple-faced weirdo with an unpleasant scrub of dark hair on his face he insisted on not shaving.

“Maybe this won’t be so bad,” Michael offered.

They’d come by bus and carried only a suitcase each. No parent was interested in taking them to college, which hurt Jason. He believed it hit Michael the same way, but they had one another and were determined to get through this as painlessly as possible. Before arriving, both received emails with a room assignment at a place called Dalton Hall on campus, along with a schedule of classes. One of the conditions of their attendance, it seemed, was doing what they were told. And Jason decided before ever setting foot on campus that it would be preferable to jail. And part of him wanted this to work. He had never been a good student, but maybe Waverly was the place to turn all that around.

Dalton Hall was a four-story building with an elegant stone façade and big windows on the first floor so you could look in on the students who lingered in the lobby watching television or playing air hockey. There was a central curving desk, almost like what Jason expected from a fine hotel, and behind it sat two very pretty girls studying in between check-ins. Michael and Jason were not the only new arrivals that day. One of the girls was a fair-skinned redhead with a very pretty smile. Jason made his way to her with Michael in tow. He saw by the name on the brass pin on her Waverly College shirt that her name was Aubrey.

“Hi, uh, I have this,” he said, turning his phone to face Aubrey. She took the phone from him, scanning the email with his dorm assignment. “He’s in the same room,” Jason added, nodding to Michael.

“Hi and welcome to Waverly! Did you two know each other before?”

She had a sunny manner that suggested a life without struggle, with two parents who loved her and supported her. That made Jason’s heart ache a little, too.

“Yeah, we’ve been friends for a while.”

“Great. That will make the transition so much easier. It’s always nice to have a friend you can rely on.”

Michael nodded but said nothing. He was so damn shy, and Jason hoped this experience might draw him out a little. Or maybe Jason was projecting some. It wasn’t like he was a social butterfly, either.

There were a few forms to sign and keycards to dispense. It was difficult for Jason not to linger on Aubrey’s fine, high breasts and her very red lips. Before they left the desk, Aubrey old them, “There’s an orientation tonight. Make sure you’re there. You get your liaison, and I promise you’ll want to meet them.”

The other girl at the desk, the name on her badge was Suzy, giggled along with Aubrey. Jason aped the expression, but there was something off about the look that passed between them.

Their room was on the third floor. The hall was filled with boys of their age, milling around and looking as lost as Jason felt. Finally, they found the wooden door with the industrial keypad with their number on it. A swipe of the card in front of the metal plate released the lock and opened the door into a large-enough room. The furniture was mirrored down the middle, with matching twin beds, standing bureaus for clothes, and a desk pressed against opposite walls for study. It was austere, but not unpleasant, and the bustle of other students outside and the window set high in the far wall made it feel like a real college dorm and not some kind of a prison cell.

“I want the right,” Michael announced.

“You got it.”

The business of unpacking didn’t take long. Jason left the door open so they could see the other residents of their floor pass by. One of them, a straw-haired and lanky boy named Peter, even stuck his head in and introduced himself.

“I’m two doors down if you need anything,” he said. “Nice to meetcha.”

Jason resisted the urge to mock Peter when he left, reminding himself this really was a second chance at doing something constructive with himself, rather than tearing his world down around him. And Michael’s quiet unpacking and lack of complaints suggested he might be in the same mindset.

“Not bad,” Jason offered.

“Nope. Not bad,” Michael agreed.



A flow of bodies moved from Dalton Hall to the student center across the grounds in the middle of the college. There was some chatter among those who knew one another, but those were few. Mostly the line of young men moved quietly in the growing dark from building to building and into the auditorium where they sat in similar silence. At the front of the room, lower in elevation than the stadium seats of the room, sat an older woman in a smart business pantsuit and a younger girl, blonde and busty and very pretty. The older woman was attractive, too, but in a way that suggested professionalism and authority.

Jason noted how the room grew not just quiet but silent when the older woman rose and stepped behind the lectern, tapping the mic with a finger to prove it was on.

“Good evening,” she began. “My name is Dr. Harliss, and I am the coordinator of the ingress program here at Waverly College. I want to extend a welcome and to say to you all that each of you has come here due to some unfortunate circumstance in your past. I encourage you all to leave that circumstance there. In the past. This is a time for new beginnings when all of you have an opportunity to make something new and better of yourselves. Do not resist that impulse to make yourself over again. Some of you might find our classes to be simple or strange, but if you will allow the process to work, you may find that you can be happier than you ever thought possible.”

She went on that way for a while, and Jason couldn’t deny that he found her words inspiring if a bit pat. She addressed their meal plans which were specifically selected for each of them by a nutritionist and that after their first year they would be able to choose whatever classes they desired, but must adhere to the schedule they were given for the first semester. She closed by introducing the decidedly sexy blonde.

“This is Holly. She is one of the student liaisons here at Waverly. Along with some of our other student liaisons, she will be here to make your journey into a successful student here as smooth as possible. And if you need further support, I will be here to help you, too. Believe me when I say that your future is my primary concern. And now, if you will head out into the lobby and there you can find a table where you will be assigned your student liaison. Thanks for staying up late with me this evening.”

There were some chuckles and a few comments from the male crowd about how they would be happy to stay up late with Dr. Harliss anytime. The boys funneled into the belly of the student center where a long table was set up for the boys to line up and be handed assignments by two attractive girls. Behind them was a line of thirty others, all very pretty by Jason’s estimation, waiting to be assigned their companions for the semester. Holly, the blonde bombshell from inside, joined the line at the end.

“Holy shit, dude,” Michael whispered, “we get to hang out with these girls? I don’t know what the educational value is, but I’m all for it.”

Jason snickered. “Definitely better than doing time in county. You’ll probably end up with that hot blonde, Holly.”

“I wish. Even if I got her, I wouldn’t know what to do with a hot bitch like that.”

“First thing, you may not want to call her a ‘hot bitch.’”

“Not to her face,” Michael assured him, and they laughed again.

When it came time for Jason to be assigned, the girl at the desk handed him a small card the size of a regular business card with a name, room number, and phone number on it.

“You’ll be with Danielle this semester,” the girl said and dismissed him by shifting her attention to Michael behind. Jason heard her tell Michael that his liaison would be Holly, and Jason laughed out loud at the serendipity of it all. He watched his friend look dumbfounded at the card and then at Holly, who waved to him with wiggling fingers from her place in line with the diminishing line of liaisons.

“Jason, right?”

Danielle had surprised him. She wasn’t the busty beauty that Holly was, but rather a lean and pretty girl with model cheekbones and full lips. She wore a suede skirt and knee-high socks with a tucked-in purple top that made her look flirty but not overly sexualized. He liked the look. Long auburn hair drifted over her shoulders, which she tossed with a snap of her head.

“Yeah,” he stammered.

“I’m Danielle. Let’s take a walk.”



The boys reconvened in their room after some time alone with their respective liaisons. Danielle was nice and had an easy manner about her that made Jason want to trust her. He had to remind himself that she was a stranger and they’d only just met. Maybe it was because he had so little experience with girls, but he found himself enamored of her.

“I think Holly might want to fuck me,” Michael announced.

“Are you sure?”

“Not totally, but she was all up on me. She held my hand and when she walked me back here she kissed my cheek before I came inside. And I could totally feel her tits when she did that, too.”

“If I have any advice it’s that if a girl as hot as Holly wants to fuck you, I would do it.”

“Right?” Michael replied. “Fuck, if you weren’t here, I’d be rubbing one out right now just thinking about it.”

“Well, I am here, so how about you keep that in your pants for tonight?”

The air came on, even though the room was pleasantly cool. Jason thought he might need to figure out who was in charge of the thermostat and remind them that it was fall already, and maybe they could leave the air conditioning alone. At least that was what he was thinking. Without realizing it, he’d laid on the bed and shut his eyes. He pried them open to see Michael reclining on his bed, one arm drooping off the side. A strange medicinal taste coated his tongue, reminding him his mouth was open.

‘I bet I look pretty dopey,’ he thought, and then he was gone.



Harliss’s office was a strange mix of the old and the new. Bookshelves lined three walls, filled with books ranging from philosophy to modern thought on social media and its effects on the human brain. Unlike most bookcases, Harliss had read the contents of those shelves, some multiple times. She was nothing if not diligent in her study.

Sarah Kite sat in the seat across the desk from Elizabeth Harliss and rocked a heel on one toe. She knew better than to interrupt her mentor when she was deep in thought. Harliss stared intently at the computer screen before her. She sighed and pushed herself back from the desk.

“And so it begins.”

Sarah nodded. “You don’t seem happy about it somehow.”

Harliss considered it. “There is always room for improvement. And I’ve been thinking about ways we can better achieve these same results. And I would be lying if I said I wasn’t thinking about broadening the scope of this. It would be nice to be able to expand our efforts.”

“I think you might like the idea of a world filled with sissies.”

Harliss chuckled and rose from behind the desk, pacing her office as she thought. “That’s true, but it’s not the thing I had in mind. We’ve all but perfected the hypnotic effects of the subliminals we’re pumping into these boys’ brains. Within a week, they’ll be questioning their identity as young men. And I’ve worked to make this new round of conditioning even more effective. You have to break them down before you can build them back up. That is the path to lasting effects that are nearly impossible to unravel.”

“Sounds like good work. So what’s got you so anxious?”

Harliss looked at Sarah, pausing in her march across the room. “We can do more. it can be done more quickly and more permanently. The hormones these boys receive are one thing, but what they really need is a role model. And I don’t mean our liaisons. They do fine work, but what we need is for one among their number to transition more quickly, to be the shining example of what a good sissy can be. Someone for them to emulate.”

“A sort of sissy Trojan horse?”

“Exactly. I knew you would understand. And all we have to do is select someone whose treatment can be accelerated. Someone who is emotionally fragile already.”

Sarah tapped her lips with a polished fingernail. “There’s the boy who was sent here by Weyland. He’s a little chubby, quiet, his personality profile suggests that his self-esteem is negligible. No real parental ties, no sense of community at all besides his best friend, who just so happens to be his roommate. He might make for a good candidate.”

“What’s his role?”

Sarah removed a light laptop from the bag beside her and called up the files on the incoming students, hunting for the boy named Michael.

“He’s with Holly. He’ll be a sexual companion. His roommate is designated for a domestic.”

“Holly can entice him, I’m sure. Not the brightest, but she is a delightful slut.”

“Agreed. Should I bring her in for a chat?” Sarah knew these ‘chats’ were code for indoctrination sessions where Holly’s moldable mind would be shaped to Harliss’s will.

“Yes. And make sure the boy is given some extra doses of hormones. Let’s see how quick we can change this one.”

“Done,” Sarah said after sending a message to Holly’s phone. “Anything else?”

Harliss sat behind her desk again, content that all appropriate action as taken. “Not now. But monitor the new sissy closely. I want to know how fast he breaks and once he’s ours, I have new plans for him.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Sarah agreed, finding herself pleasantly turned on by the thought of manipulating the young man. Soon, he would be something far different.


Jason winced at the taste in his mouth. It tasted tart and sharp, like the medicinal spray he used when his throat was sore. When he swiped at his face, he realized that some kind of fine grit covered all of his features. He sat up quickly in bed. He’d fallen asleep on top of the blankets so his legs easily swung over the side. Even his arms seemed to be coated in that same dust he found on his face. After shaking himself to consciousness, he saw that Michael was still fast asleep, breathing deeply.

Jason made his way to the communal bathroom and when he returned Michael had awakened.

“Morning,” Jason managed. He’d brushed his teeth twice to get the medicine taste out of his mouth.

“Morning,” Michael grumbled.

The sour look on Michael’s face matched Jason’s internal mood. He woke up feeling frustrated and out of sorts. Maybe it was the reality of his situation sinking in. He had fucked his life up to the point that he had to be sent away. Not jail, a sight better than that, but it didn’t dismiss the fact that he was here because of his own stupid actions and not by choice.

“I feel like crap,” Michael said.

“I’m with you. Go get cleaned up. I’m hungry. Maybe if I put something on my stomach I’ll feel a little less like shit.”

The upside of being a guy, Jason thought, was the speed with which one could be ready for public viewing. In less than ten minutes, he and Michael were both dressed and cutting across campus toward the student center. Both were sent emails with QR codes that would be their tickets for meals. They scanned them at a kiosk at the front of the meal line and snagged a tray. As they moved along the plastic-shielded buffet line, the meal attendants would hand over dishes without being asked. For Michael, he was given yogurt and bowls of fruit. When he pointed at the pancakes, the attendant curled up her lip in a sneer.

“You think you need more carbs?” she asked.

Michael didn’t argue but took another bowl of fruit.

Jason’s tray had the more traditional cereal and accompanying fruit, but he didn’t get the delicious and sweeter options, either.

“I guess they have meal plans for us,” Jason suggested after he and his friend found a table together outside. The morning was cool and the crispness of the air felt good after waking up in such a sour mood.

“I think they’re trying to tell me I’m fat.”

“Hey, if I can sneak some bacon or sausage you can have mine.”

“Thanks,” Michael said. He was sullen as he ate his assigned food and spoke little.

Jason watched the women behind the buffet counter. They weren’t the old and squat women he associated with lunch ladies or even breakfast ladies in this case. They looked professional and fit. Something felt wrong about that, and Jason realized every position of authority on campus appeared to be held by a woman. He had seen no man in a place of privilege on campus. Maybe one of his professors would be male to shatter his perception of Waverly as being close to an all-girls school.

The somber cloud that marked their earlier mood trailed them all the way to their first class, one they had together. The schedule described the class as Modern Civics, which sounded only slightly more interesting than Modern Paint Drying to Jason’s ear. There were only boys in the class, many of whom Jason recognized from the floor. Maybe all of them shared the third floor of Dalton Hall, but he couldn’t be sure. He was going to remark on that fact to Michael when the classroom door opened and the instructor strolled in on red patent heels.

“I’m Miss Rittenhour,” she said, addressing the class. She did not need to demand attention, as every eye was on her. With her brief red skirt matching her heels and the white top that followed the shape of her generous bust, she was close to the porn version of a college professor. The blonde and curly hair piled on the top of her head in a messy bun did nothing to dispel that impression.

“I’m happy to meet all of you, and I think you’re going to get a lot out of this class. We are going to be talking about important things here, and don’t be shy about asking questions along the way. I think we cover the most important topic in this class which is simply this: how the world works.”

She paused, letting that sink in, but Jason was more focused on the question of whether she wore a bra or not. He was convinced he could see the shadow of her nipple beneath the blouse.

“I won’t lie to you. I come from a feminist background, and so a lot of my class will be colored by that school of thought. For hundreds of years, women were locked out of higher office in this country. It wasn’t so long ago that women couldn’t even vote. And we still do not get paid as much as men for doing the same amount of work with the same credentials. That hardly seems fair, does it?”

Murmurs of “no” rippled through the room.

She went on, describing the ways women had been wronged for centuries. As she described decades and centuries of injustice, Jason came to feel worse than he had on waking. His head was filled with sticky thoughts about his own masculinity as something to be ashamed of. By the time class was dismissed, he felt sick to his stomach at the notion that his gender had done so much ill in the world. He saw that many of his classmates failed to meet Miss Rittenhour’s eyes as they passed by on their way out the door. He couldn’t blame them. He felt ashamed when he met her gaze and wished he hadn’t looked into her hazel eyes.

It was here that Michael and Jason parted ways. Jason’s next class was called Industrial Arts. That had him feeling more optimistic, as it would likely not focus on all the bad things men had wrought. His optimism faded when he saw the wire-haired woman at the head of the class. She was older and thin, wearing a dress that could have been described as Puritanical in its somber color and style. She held her hands clasped together at her navel as though she was preparing to give a speech.

“Good morning, class,” she began. Her voice was scratchy, like sandpaper on Jason’s ears, but she commanded attention. “In this class, you will learn skills you likely never bothered to learn before. We are going to begin by discussing basic presentation. Who would like to volunteer for our first discussion?”

The boys in the class were slow to raise their hands. Finally, one did, a guy named Gary. He was tall and lanky and dark-haired and had a weak mustache on his upper lip and a patch of dark hair at his chin.

“Thank you,” the woman said. “Please introduce yourself.”

“My name is Gary. I, uh, came here because my parents said it was the only place they would send me. I like loud music and I play the guitar.”

“Good, Gary. My name is Deborah Klein. You may call me Madam Klein. Let’s see if we can’t improve what you’ve just done. And keep in mind that I am using you as an example. I appreciate you had the courage to volunteer and I admire you fir it.”

“Thanks,” Gary said, still standing. With a  wave of her hand, Madam Klein ushered Gary to stand at the head of the class beside her.

“Now what was wrong with Gary’s presentation?”

There was silence in the classroom while the boys looked from one to the other, practically daring someone to raise their hand.

“To begin with,” Madam Klein began after no one lifted their hand, “Gary was tentative. He did not speak clearly, largely because he was slouching and unsure of what he was going to say. If one wants to be taken seriously, one must act with a degree of confidence, even if one does not feel confident. Further, Gary’s clothes are wrinkled and messy. Everything about Gary screams that he does not hold himself in high regard and thus will not be treated with any sort of regard. Do you understand my meaning?”

There were nods across the class. Gary’s face reddened, and he nodded, too.

“Good. When you speak in this class, I expect you to do so with confidence and poise. By the end of this semester, you will be models of diction and appearance. Your clothes are the first thing someone will notice. How you are perceived will characterize how you are treated. So dress the way you would like to be treated. Thank you, Gary. You were very brave to stand up. I expect great things from you.”

Gary slinked back to his desk and tried to make himself small. Jason’s stomach rolled in sympathy. He scratched at the top of his desk in the small classroom, wondering just what kind of college this was.



Michael sat cross-legged in the Waverly Gymnasium with a dozen other boys. It was clear that they were all of a type. He was on the leaner side of the class’s demographics, and he was easily twenty pounds overweight. Some of the boys were real porkers, and that made him feel marginally better.

If he took any solace from this imposed gym class at all, it was that the instructor was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen. She was young, mid-twenties if he had to guess, with long brown hair that was a wonderfully deep and dark shade. When she first greeted her new students, she wore yellow yoga pants and a red top that made globes of her tits. Her skin was lightly tanned and flawless, and her lips begged the question of whether she had them artificially inflated or if they were naturally plump and inviting. Her face was round with big, wide eyes. She could have been a Disney princess, only one drawn more sexual than most.

“Hello, class,” she said and waved in an almost childlike way, “I am happy to have you here for some exercise.” There was a French lilt to her voice, making it musical. Michael hoped that he wouldn’t be asked to stand anytime soon. He was going to get a boner just looking at this woman.

“I am Mademoiselle Griffey. As you can hear form my voice, I am originally from France, but I have come to Waverly to help all of you become the best versions of yourself. At first, this will seem very hard. You may even think I m cruel. But by the end of the semester, you will be beautiful. First, we are going to see what you can do.”

She had the boys split up into pairs. Michael was placed with a classmate named Taylor who had thirty pounds on Michael. His clothes billowed around him to hide the extra weight.

“You see there are mats in pairs, so take a seat on those and follow me.”

Griffey sat on a blue yoga mat and began stretching, demonstrating the proper lines of the body. She was incredibly limber, easily gripping her foot with one hand and resting her torso along the plane of her leg. To show them more, she lifted that leg vertically with her fingers still hooked on the tips of her toes. Michael’s gaze dropped to the crotch of her yoga pants where he could see the outline of her labia. She was stunning and toned without being muscular. Her body was designed to entice a man.

“Now that you are loose and limber, come with me. We will see just what you are capable of.”

She led the boys, most of whom had barely managed to touch their toes, much less stretch a leg skyward as their instructor had, to the opposite end of the gym where parallel bars stood.

“Watch,” she instructed.

This beautiful nymph leaned against the lower bar and the rolled, hooking her legs over the higher parallel, spinning until she was moving through a routine that was impossible for any of the boys there. Though all of them could appreciate her body’s motions and the whip of her hair when she spun. Finally, Griffey dismounted with an arc through the air, landing on the mat with sure footing and lifting her arms in a display of accomplishment. Michael appreciated how the motion also lifted her breasts and made them all the more prominent.

“And now it is your turn. For today, I only want you to do for me one spin.” She held up a single slender finger, her face split in a wide smile.

The boys grumbled, but they found their way to the parallel bars. Michael wasn’t the first to try, but neither was he the last. The bar pressed against his belly when he rested on it, and he kicked his legs. He had little upper body strength. When he completed a revolution around the bar, he could not hold himself up and slumped to the cushioned floor.

Mademoiselle Griffey extended a hand to help him up. Her skin was cool and a little slippery, as if coated in lotion. When he smelled his hand later, he detected a light floral fragrance.

“It is good for your first day,” she told him. “In a week, you will hardly recognize yourself.”



Jason was already in the dorm room when Michael returned. The Nintendo Switch in his hands played digital music while Jason winced with his efforts to guide his character through a level.

“How was class?” Jason asked without looking up.

“Well, the teacher is incredibly hot, but if she thinks I’m going to be a gymnast she has another thing coming. Also, there were only boys in my class.”

Jason lowered the Switch and placed it on the bed beside him. “Right? It’s weird that we only have boys in our classes. I wonder if they’re trying to keep the young ladies of Waverly away from us until we are more civilized.”

“The way I feel around Mademoiselle Griffey is definitely uncivilized.”

“I’ll trade you. Madam Klein in my class is like a nun without the habit.”

They laughed together and things were starting to feel alright. More normal. And then the knock at the door broke the mood.

“You expecting anyone?” Michael asked, already opening the door.

Jason shook his head and discovered Michael’s liaison standing in the opened doorway. His eyes locked on her, body ripe and curvy and squeezed into pink pants and a matching tube top. A white baseball cap with DIVA spelled in rhinestones crowned her blonde head.

“Holly,” Michael said in surprise.

“Surprise! You have time to take a walk? We have school stuff to talk about and it’s always better if we do that in private. One-on-one, you know?”

She looked around Michael to Jason, who quickly resumed his game. Michael looked back to his friend, saw him actively not paying attention, and agreed.

“Yippee! Come on, stud. We have lots to do.”

Jason watched them go, a little jealous of his friend for having a buxom bimbo like Holly to hang out with. She might not be the deepest girl, but she had her charms. At least two of them, he thought.



The campus was lovely at night. Standing lamps with yellow globes lined the sidewalks that formed a diamond between the main buildings and the student center and dorm buildings. Holly danced beside Michael, who felt especially big and thick and stupid beside her. She jiggled pleasantly in her pink outfit, complete with sneakers highlighted by tall wedges to make them impossible-seeming to walk in.

“You are so nice,” she cooed and latched onto Michael’s hand. The move surprised him and he initially shrank away before giving in to the advances of the busty blonde. “Don’t be nervous. I want you to believe me when I tell you that your life is about to get better than you ever imagined.”

“Why? What’s going to happen?”

She rose on the toes of her impractical sneakers and whispered in Michael’s ear, “Something sexy.”

It would have been unthinkable to Michael only days before that he might find himself walking across a college campus hand-in-hand with a girl as blazingly hot as Holly, and yet here he was. And the way she behaved, there was a promise of so much more. he didn’t want to tell her that he was a virgin, but he also didn’t want her to be disappointed if he came too fast or something. It was difficult sometimes for Michael to get the words out of his jumbled brain. His tongue sat thick and stupid in his mouth at times like this.

“Come on,” Holly said, tugging his arm. They were in front of the administration building that sat at the head of the campus, the one with the big spire on top, looming over the rest of the school like some watchful monolith. “I want you to meet one of my favorite people in the whole world.”

Most of the building was dark. Spooky, if you asked Michael. Only the emergency lights and the random office lamp lit their way. Holly pulled him into a stairwell and then up the stairs. She was animated in her efforts to get him up the steps, occasionally turning back to pull him faster with both hands.

“Who are we going to see?”

“Come on and you’ll see!” she countered.

Finally, they reached the fourth floor, the topmost of the administration building. Most of the wooden office doors were closed and locked, dry erase boards beside them advertising office hours for that week or notes about canceled classes or alternate meeting locations. One door was open, and golden light from within spilled into the otherwise gloomy hall.

“What is this?” Michael asked, but Holly ignored him this time. She pulled him the rest of the way inside and Michael found himself face-to-face with the austere and lovely Doctor Harliss.

“Michael,” she said, face breaking into a welcoming smile, “I’m so glad you could join us. Holly was very excited for us to meet. Won’t you have a seat?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” Michael mumbled. The sudden appearance of Doctor Harliss and Holly’s presence so close to him – she still hugged his arm – had him spun. He sat heavily in the office chair Harliss indicated before thinking. Holly released his arm to stand behind him, gently rubbing his shoulders. Harliss circled behind her desk and sat, tenting her fingers on the desktop. Her fingers were not still though. They moved side-to-side, like the swing of a clock’s pendulum. Michael’s gaze returned to it time and again.

“Michael, I hope I don’t have to tell you what a good opportunity this is for you.”

“No, ma’am,” he said.

“Good. I like how polite you are. But that’s appropriate given the absolute fuck-up you have been up until now. A complete waste of flesh and oxygen.” Her fingers swayed and then folded and unfolded against her palm. It was difficult not to watch her sinewy fingers perform their tricks.

While Harliss’s voice never quavered, never changed its even and friendly tone, Michael struggled to process her accusation.

“Don’t let your past bother you. In fact, I have a process that will make sure that you are unburdened by the life you lived before. And all I ask in return is that you do as I say and you behave like the good little sissy I know you can be.”

“What?” he finally managed. He ushered his body to rise but found that his muscles felt weak.

“Having trouble resisting? Don’t worry, Michael, that’s natural. You’ve been receiving instructions almost since the moment you arrived. And one of those instructions is to obey me without exception. And it probably helps that I’ve been guiding you into a trance this whole time. You didn’t realize it, but the way I’ve moved my fingers and the way my lovely assistant Holly has been rhythmically rubbing your shoulders has been relaxing you more and more, taking you deeper and deeper into a hypnotic trance for me. And it feels so good to sink for me, Michael, because sinking for me means you are obeying. And you do want to obey, don’t you, Michael?”

Of course he wouldn’t obey just because he felt dizzy and slow and tired. He still controlled his own words.

“Yes,” he said, barely a whisper.

“Good boy. I want you to feel a rush of sexual pleasure when you obey me. Can you do that for me, Michael?”

“Yes,” he repeated, unable to stop himself. And then he didn’t want to stop himself when the flood of tingles came. He was suddenly hard as a rock and hornier than he could stand.

“Very good boy.”

Another wave of that impossible lust filled him and his fingers gripped the arm of the chair with its intensity.

“Now that I have you in this wonderful state of obedience, I want you to learn something for me. Something that you will be unable to deny. A truth as real as the sun rising in the morning. A truth that is essential to your very being. Are you ready to receive this truth and to make it part of your very soul?”

He didn’t care what Harliss said. He would agree because he wanted more of the narcotic pleasure, more of that delicious feeling that made him so hard, made him see stars with his hungry lust.

“Good boy.” Michael groaned. “And this truth is simple and one that you know already. You have failed as a man, Michael. You have lied and stolen and failed so miserably in all that you have attempted that you have found yourself in my care. But I will care for you, Michael. I will make you whole and happy. All you have to do is recognize that you are worthless as a man and that only I can help you. Do you believe me, my good boy?”

He was powerless against the tide of sexual bliss the words brought him. He agreed readily. And once he had agreed, he found that he did believe what Harliss told him. He had failed as a man, but Doctor Harliss could help him. She made him feel so good. If she promised to help him, he was sure she would.

“Holly,” Harliss said, “why don’t you help our good boy relax even more?”

“Oh yes!” Holly exclaimed.

Michael couldn’t shake his focus free of Harliss’s wavering fingers. Only when Holly moved in front of him did his awareness shift ever so slightly, and then the blonde sank to her knees. His eyes fluttered as Holly unzipped his pants and reached inside to untuck his hard cock from them. What had felt erotic before was now an undeniable need as Holly’s hand gripped his member and her mouth descended on him. He’d never had a blowjob before, and here he was in the office of one of the school administrators with a bimbo like Holly sucking him off like it was a regular Monday.

“That’s it, Holly. She loves sucking cock. You will, too, Michael. It’s in your nature. Feel how her lips caress you. How hot and wet her mouth is. She is made for doing this very thing. She may be the best cocksucker in the whole world. What do you say, Michael?”

“Y-yes,” he managed. The words coming out of Harliss’s mouth were penetrating his brain, but barely registering in his mind. His thoughts were a miasma of desire and awareness of Holly’s perfect mouth on his rod. He was lost in that sensation. All he knew for certain as that he would do whatever was necessary to feel this way again.

“Good boy. Except that you don’t want to be a boy anymore, do you? In fact, being a good girl would be so much better. From now on, Michael, you will do anything Holly or I tell you to do if it means you will be less masculine and more girly. And every time you make yourself more feminine, you will feel this kind of pleasure. Won’t you?”

“Yes,” he moaned. While he wasn’t sure what he was agreeing to, his mind registered every word and let them sink deep into the gray matter, becoming part of him. His essence was rewritten while the blonde slut sucked him off.

“You may cum,” Harliss told him, and Michael did. A series of powerful pumps squirted all of his cum into Holly’s waiting mouth. She happily drank him down, both of them content in having served Harliss just as they had been instructed.

While Michael slumped in his post-coital daze, Harliss brought him up from the trance, reinforcing his new desires. Now, she would wait and see if this experiment of hers might bear fruit, besides the pleasant smell of sex lingering in her office.

Holly saw Michael home, both of them silent in their journey. Their heads were still whipped and pureed by Harliss’s trancing. When Holly led Michael to his door, she pulled his face to hers and kissed him deeply, her tongue playing with his before the kiss ended.

“I’ll see you soon,” she promised.

He giggled.


Michael had moved too slowly for Jason’s liking, and he was afraid he might be late to class if he waited for his sluggish friend. Jason went ahead for breakfast and then to his first class of the second day at Waverly. He found the classroom, this one also filled with boys from Dalton Hall. He wondered if the female liaisons attended class at all.  Speaking of liaisons, he was hoping to get some details on Michael’s night out with the lovely and talented Holly. He barely spoke that morning. That was likely a good sign.

A lot of the boys from his industrial arts class populated this one, called Culinary Arts. Unsurprisingly, there were tables of ingredients in bowls and a pair of ovens set into one wall, a range with burners and large sinks lining the other wall of the classroom. At the very least he’d get some good food out of this one.

“Sorry for being behind, class,” said the pretty teacher on her arrival, whipping into the room like a warm breeze. She was quite pretty in a very domestic way. In fact, her whole dress and demeanor suggested one of those television mothers from old black and white sitcoms, with a long skirt and hair done just so. She had very red lips, which were the most sensual thing about her. Given the subtle curves of the dress, he guessed she might have a pretty good body beneath it all, but it was difficult to tell.

“My name is Mrs. Driscoll and I will be guiding you all through the wonderful world of meal preparation. We will be discussing everything from baking to preparing lavish meals for you and your significant other and even planning for large parties. I am sure I will come to all of your names in time, so forgive me if I forget in the first week. One thing I do want you all to remember – cooking is a love language. Does anyone know what that means?”

Jason looked around the room. Gary, having learned his lesson, didn’t volunteer this time.

“That means that when you are cooking for someone, you are showing them how much you care. I know for some of you showing affection isn’t the easiest, but putting time and care into the food that you make can be a great way to show the men or women in your life how special they are to you.”

Jason’s face lowered into a scowl. What the hell was going on at Waverly? It was like every class was meant to emphasize how shitty he felt about himself. His parents weren’t total nightmares, they just worked all the time and checked out of parenting long ago. He didn’t hate them or anything. And yet somewhere along the way he seemed to have decided that making their lives difficult was the only way he was going to get any kind of attention from them. Negative attention, Miss Weyland called it on one of his many visits to the school counselor. While he wasn’t thrilled about the notion of making a baker of himself, perhaps Mrs. Driscoll was right about one thing. He could show some affection without having to resort to hugs and sentimental greeting cards.

While Driscoll went on at the front of the class, Jason lost himself in daydreams of being on vacation with his parents, on the road to some far-off destination. And everyone was smiling and happy, and he could forget for a moment the shame he was feeling.



As Jason received his instructions on the benefits of baking, Michael and some of the other boys from his gym class were sitting down for their assigned class. Miss Salwyn taught the class on sexual development and education, and Michael was in love at once. She didn’t have Holly’s light blonde hair, but Salwyn had curves for days. She squeezed a plump ass into a black skirt and black stockings showed off her long legs. She was teetering on platform heels, the kind Michael associated with strippers. Her cream blouse was unbuttoned far down her chest, and anyone in the class could see that she was wearing a lacy black bra that both lifted and threatened to spill out her impressive tits. She had to be an E cup at least, Michael decided. And they looked all-natural, too, based on the jiggle when she walked.

On either side of the dry-erase board at the front of the class were diagrams, one of a woman, the other of a man. These were the “visible human” types, these diagrams highlighting the reproductive tracts of the respective genders.

“Don’t you all look so eager,” Salwyn began. Her voice was high, a pleasant kind of squeak that strained the idea that she was a professor, though she did wear black-rimmed glasses that she pushed up her cute button nose. “My name is Professor Salwyn and I’m going to be spending time with you all this semester teaching you all about one of the most important things in life. Sex.”

There were some giggles and murmurs, but not from Michael. His eyes were fixed on Salwyn and the words coming out of that puffy-lipped mouth. He was incredibly horny for some reason, had been since waking up that morning. It had taken some effort to drag himself from bed. Once Jason left, Michael treated himself to a nice morning jerk-off session. Normally, his fantasies would run to girls like Holly offering themselves to him, but this morning was different. Michael instead fantasized about being Holly, with nice round tits in his hands while his mouth was filled with some stranger’s cock. He was initially shamed by such thoughts, but there was no denying the efficacy of these new ideas and he came quickly.

Since that climax, he found himself wondering more and more what it might be like to be a girl like Holly. To be sexy and free, to know that every eye was on you because of how you looked and the pleasures you promised. And now, when he looked at Salwyn, he saw another woman that he would love to emulate and bed in equal measure. It didn’t hurt that she was currently tracing the path of semen from the testes to ejaculation.

“Because of stimulation, the sac shrinks, the testes lift and then all the cum comes shooting right of the tip here,” Salwyn said, indicating the head of the penis on the diagram. There was something almost wistful in the way she described it as if she was having fantasies of her own. “One of the most interesting things in the male anatomy is the prostate’s position. Because it’s accessed through the anus, there is a way to massage that gland. You might have heard of someone ‘milking the prostate.’ When the prostate is manipulated, it can result in an orgasm without ever touching the penis itself. If men had a pussy, that would be it,” she said amidst another scattering of embarrassed giggles.

Michael squirmed in his chair. The thought that his ass was a pussy all its own made him feel gooey inside. He wondered if he might cum that way. And if his recent fantasies of being more feminine might include being fucked like a girl. That thought sent a shiver all the way up his spine and down again. He hoped Holly might meet him later. He was terribly horny and he knew at a deep level that she could help him with that. She and Doctor Harliss. They only wanted what was best for him.

“While a penis in a vagina is the traditional means of ejaculation, I have always found that a woman’s mouth is the best way to get her partner to drop that delicious load. Allow me to demonstrate.”

While the stunned class looked on, Salwyn retrieved a banana from her beg. Even the way she peeled it was sensual. Then she placed the tip of it against her ruby lips and pressed it deeper. Her eyes closed and she began properly fellating the banana. Not a single boy in the class saw it as a fruit any longer. It was a dick, and Salwyn was giving one of the world’s greatest blowjobs right in front of them. To a one, their dicks grew hard watching, the performance going on long enough that a few of the boys in the back row felt daring enough to stroke themselves through loose sweats or billowing basketball shorts. She slid the banana slowly form her mouth after the demonstration and flicked the tip with her tongue on its way out.

“I hope you boys took notes,” she laughed. “There will be a test.”



Jason was on his bed when Michael found his way back from the sex ed class. His head swam, and he collapsed back on the bed, arm thrown over his eyes.

“You look spent,” Jason observed.

“My head is killing me.”

“Are you getting sick or something? You don’t look great. No offense or anything.”

“No, none taken. I don’t know. My body doesn’t feel sick. I’ve just been thinking a lot about how we ended up here, you know? I’ve done a lot of stupid things. And I’m sick of myself more than anything.”

Jason turned his full attention to his friend. Michael wasn’t exactly the introspective type. For him to be exploring his own motivations was wildly out of character.

“Maybe I’m not who I’m supposed to be. Maybe I could be something better.”

Jason fought the urge to go sit at the edge of his friend’s bed, instead nodding solemnly from his place at his desk. “They did say Waverly is a place you can get a fresh start. Maybe that’s all you need. Although the classes here are pretty crazy. I spent all day watching somebody’s hot mom make a pie.”

“That’s nothing. I watched a hot teacher go down on a banana. I’m starting to think maybe there’s something more going on around here. I don’t know what it is, but there’s something about this place. It’s hard to think straight.” Michael banged the heel of his palm against his forehead. “I swear, I feel like I’m doped up or something.”

“Maybe we should call your mom.”

Michael barked a bitter laugh. “Lot of good that would do. I think I may be on my own.”

“Hey, you’re not on your own. I’m here.”

Before Michael could respond, there was a knock on the door and then it was opening. Holly blew into the room like a pigtailed hurricane and flopped onto Michael on his bed. Her familiarity was borderline lewd in Jason’s eyes.

“Hi, Mike! It’s time for some more orientation. Are you excited?”

“I don’t know…” he began, wincing away from Holly.

“I know you want to be a good boy, Mike. Up and at ‘em!”

And then he did. He was quiet when he stood, slipping his hand into Holly’s who dragged him to the door.

“I’ll have him back to you later and better than ever,” Holly promised.

“Maybe another time. I don’t think he’s feeling so good…”

But they were out the door and gone. All that was left behind was the pleasant aroma of Holly’s perfume and the vague worry that Michael might be ono something. His own concerns were starting to gel into real anxiety. He turned to his laptop and opened a browser, distracted before he could do more by a light knock on the door.

“Hey stranger,” Danielle said from the open door.

“Oh, hey. Did we have a meeting or something this evening?”

“No, but I thought you might want to walk and talk for a bit. I know the first few days here can be a real head-spinner. Want some ice cream? My treat.”

Jason glanced once more at the browser window and then back to Danielle. Today’s ensemble was a waist-hugging dress that clung to her toned ass just as greedily as her waist. With her hair back in a dark brown ponytail and knee-high boots to complete the casual but stylish look, how could he resist?

“Sure,” he said.

“Before we go, though, your room is a mess. We can’t have you starting out like this. Give it a quick clean, would you?”

It was a strange request, but now that Danielle mentioned it, there was a lot of clutter. And it was better psychologically to work in a clean space. He’d read that somewhere. Danielle folded her arms beneath her chest and watched with a pleased expression as Jason cleaned his room.



Holly led Michael to Harliss, who had her subject lost in a deep trance in minutes. Once he was utterly compliant, they led the boy to a room at the end of the hall, where the more technical aspects of the Waverly Process were completed. While Harliss had her Ph.D., she was no medical doctor. For these moments, she relied on Margaret Williams, who led the nurse program at Waverly for those reformed boys who showed an aptitude for patient care. Only tonight, Michael would be her patient.

“He’s a chubby one,” she remarked. “That’s good. A little extra fat can be re-deposited once we get the proper balance of hormones.”

Harliss nodded, observing as Holly guided Michael to the reclining chair in the center of the laboratory. While he stared mutely ahead, Holly fixed his wrists and ankles with the straps.

“How quickly do you think we can change him?”

Williams was at her computer, atop a rolling stool. She spun on the tool to regard her patient, lowering her glasses some to get a better look at him.

“Fast, I think. We’ll have to be bold, though. Will his head handle the changes to his body?”

“Leave that part to me.”

Williams smirked, returning to her work. Once she was satisfied with what she saw on the computer screen, she rose and began the work of inserting needles into Michael’s flesh. One went into his arm, another in his neck, another pair below each nipple, and one just above the shaft of his penis. Once the needles were in place, she connected tubes to each, making Michael look something like an experiment in a horror film. In some ways, that was just what he was.

“I’m going to need about an hour for the hormones to filter into his system. If you want to have some dinner or…”

“While that’s happening, I’ll have a special session with him. Holly, you should go. We don’t want to break that pretty brain of yours any more than we have.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Holly said brightly, excusing herself from the room.

“You think this can speed up the process for all of them?” Williams asked, verifying the connections to the hanging bags of hormonal fluid were secure.

“That’s the hypothesis. And like all good hypotheses, this one needs to be tested. You might want to wear the ear plugs. I can’t have you getting brainless on me.”

Williams held up the plugs she removed from the same tray as the needles and inserted them in her ears. Harliss heeded her own advice and inserted a pair of her own before turning on the portable music player waiting in the lab. Normally, subliminals would be tested here, and Michael was a sort of test subject. Only his transformation was intended to be more radical than those who found themselves here for “extra credit” in their classes.

Already entranced, Michael was especially receptive to this new programming.

“You are being a very good boy for me, Michael. And now it is time for you to learn again. Are you ready?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied. His words were blocked by the ear plugs, but Harliss could make out the response by the shape of his lips when he answered. And she would know if he was resisting, though there seemed to be little resistance remaining in her newest sissy.

“Good boy,” she said and smirked when he bucked in the chair, twisted in the seat by his mounting pleasure. “Now that you are so deep for me, you will understand that the changes you see in your body are everything you have ever wanted. You don’t want to be the miserable boy you were before, destined to grow up and be a miserable man. You want to be more feminine. Isn’t that right?”

Another agreement from Michael while he squirmed in the chair. Harliss had to suppress the sexual desire she was feeling. Perhaps it was unscientific to be turned on by what she was doing to the boy, but that didn’t change her body’s response to seeing him give in, to surrender the last of his masculinity to her will.

“Good boy. And you will feel no shame in pursuing this goal. You will do anything to look and act more like the girl you want to be. Waverly has given you a chance at a fresh start, and you will not waste this opportunity to become the best version of yourself. You will be a very good boy for me and your teachers, won’t you?”

He was close to a climax, she knew. His body was flush with new hormones, and Harliss thought his skin already looked softer and smoother. His body was accepting these new changes and his mind would, too. Michael would be the perfect emissary for the others. A template for the other burgeoning sissies to follow. Harliss gripped her thigh, resisting the urge to rub her pussy at the thought of it.

“You are empty, Michael, ready to be filled by all the women of Waverly who only want you to be your best self. And you want to be that best version of yourself, don’t you?”

Another assent and his hips were thrusting in the seat while the needles jiggled and his body was awash in Williams’s formula. Harliss allowed Michael to remain in that state of sexual arousal and mental emptiness for a long while as his body was inundated with the body-altering hormones. When she woke him, he was bright-eyed and happy, eager to begin his new life.



Jason hated that taste in his mouth when he woke. Something was in the vents, and it was spewing out this gritty stuff he found coating his face and sheets and everything else in the room. By the time he returned from classes, it would all be gone, but that medicine taste lingered in his mouth and nostrils. Along with the tang of chemicals on his tongue, he felt dopey. It took concentrated effort to drag himself out of bed and gain his feet. Once done, he felt measurably better. He saw that Michael was back form his adventures with Holly, though something looked off about his old friend.

“Wake up,” he said, smacking his lips against the taste. “We have to get to class.”

Michael didn’t move. And Jason couldn’t take his eyes off him. There was something changed, but he couldn’t get a fix on it.

“Hey, come on,” Jason said, shaking Michael’s leg beneath the blanket.

Michael stirred, but only briefly.

“I said ‘come on,’” Jason repeated, more sternly this time. He punctuated the words by grabbing the end of the blanket and pulling it away, exposing Michael to the cool air. It had the desired effect. Michael was waking. But Jason’s focus had shifted from his friend’s state of consciousness to his body. It was Michael, no doubt about that, but beneath the blanket his legs were hairless, and in place of his usual briefs he wore a pair of satiny pink panties.

Michael rose on his elbows, blinking away the grit left behind by the dust that coated everything.

“I’m up,” he grumbled. Then he saw that Jason was staring. Michael looked down at himself and his face turned red. “Oh, that. It’s just something that Holly liked and I-”

Michael stopped himself and seemed to be struggling with his words. Then, he sighed.

“That’s a lie. Here’s the thing, Jason. The panties were Holly’s idea, bu only because I was asking her about all these feelings I have. Ever since we got here, I’ve been going through some changes and trying to figure out what I’m supposed to do with my life. I never would have thought it before, but what I like is feeling like a girl. And so Holly gave me some of her underwear. And I guess you can tell I shaved my legs.”

Jason nodded mutely. Not only was it clear, if it hadn’t been his friend in the bed he would have thought those legs were sexy. A little plump, but smooth-looking and sensually soft.

“I hope you can be supportive. I know it’s a lot.”

“You can say that again,” Jason said, staggering back to sit on his bed. He rubbed his chin and considered this sudden change. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“Yeah. I haven’t been sure about much in my life, but I’m sure about this. I don’t want to lose you as a friend over it, but I don’t think I could stop now, even if I wanted to.”

“No, you don’t have to stop. You’re my friend. If this is what you want, who am I to tell you not to? Just be sure that you’re sure, ya know?”

“I really appreciate you understanding. That means the world to me.”

Had Michael’s voice lightened, too? Did he even sound more like a girl? And, worse, Jason couldn’t tear his eyes from the swell in Michael’s pink panties. Something about the look of them, and the texture of them… He could imagine his own sex cupped in the same kind of fabric, and how that might feel on his manhood.

“Let’s just go get some breakfast, huh?” he managed, finally ripping his attention from his friend’s panties and stuffing down the desires they awoke inside him.



Mrs. Rittenhour looked especially good in a flowing dress with a scarf arranged carefully around her neck to match. Her hair was down today, with a  braided circlet to decorate her blonde hair. The dress ended at her mid-thigh and she paired it with wedge sandals. He pictured her at a brunch in an outfit like that, showing off her toned legs. It was easy to get lost thinking of her sitting around a table ith the girls, drinking mimosas on some cool Sunday morning. Then again, it was easy to get lost in just about anything that morning.

The shock of seeing Michael in women’s underwear faded once they made it to breakfast, where he was given his generous meal and Michael was handed fruit and yogurt. He had never quite shaken off the daze of waking, though, and he half-expected to open his eyes in bed and find the whole morning had been a dream. Even Mrs. Rittenhour’s brief dress and her long legs made him feel soft and squishy between his ears.

“We’ve been talking a lot about how the world works in this class,” she reminded her students, “and you may even wish that it wasn’t so, but here’s the truth of things. Men have the power in the world. True, there are some women who rise to prominent positions in our culture, but that is the exception that proves the rule. And for folks here at Waverly, the people in this class, it’s unlikely that any of you will be heads of corporations or heads of state. And so, you might find yourself in a lesser role, but no less important. While some achieve, others assist in achieving. In essence, supporting those who are smarter and ore capable and allowing them to fulfill their natural potential by helping them with the more mundane tasks in life.”

Jason frowned. What exactly was she saying? That the world needed ditch-diggers, too?

“There is,” she continued, “a class of people whose only job is to make certain that those who can do are well-cared for. Their food is prepared, their clothes are clean, and their home is tidy. And that is how many of you will make your contribution. Not directly, but as a subservient member of a household where your goal is to ensure that the others are well-cared for so that they may succeed. Does that make sense?”

Jason was shocked by how many of the boys in class nodded their heads as if this was the most reasonable thing in the world. Worse, he realized he was nodding, too.



Michael stretched on his mat with the others. Gym class was always a source of dread for him back when he was in high school. He’d never been particularly coordinated, and he’d always carried an extra twenty pounds. The weight and his natural, stumbling tendencies did little for his confidence, so he avoided gym and sports activities as a whole. This was different, though. Not only was the class led by the adorable and alluring Mademoiselle Griffey, he felt more in touch with his body instead of trapped within it. Maybe it was because he was embracing his more feminine nature.

As he considered this, he bent to one side, stretching as Griffey instructed. She was in some yummy yoga pants with sheer panels. He loved the way they hugged her ass. Her legs were slimmer than Michael’s, but he could see himself wearing something similar. While the other boys in the class were snickering and ogling Mademoiselle Griffey, Michael was wondering what it would be like inside her skin. That was his true self, he understood. He was feminine, although not quite a girl. Something had shifted inside him, and now he was less than the man he had been, and not quite a woman.

He focused on the stretching. It helped him understand how his body was changing. Already he found that his hips were wider, and his ass had changed its shape. When he dressed in the locker room, he knew some of the boys were watching him. His legs were hairless now. Holly shaved him first and showed him all the tips and tricks to keep them looking so delicious. It turned him on to run his fingertips over his flesh. He noticed, too, that his nipples were incredibly sensitive. He liked playing with those, too. Michael sighed happily as he lifted his leg, feeling more limber than he ever had. He imagined himself in attire like Griffey’s pointing his ass at his admirers for them to get a clearer look. The idea of being that girl in his mind’s eye appealed to him. He wanted to be sexy like Holly, to be one of the girls.

While his mind drifted in this pink haze, he followed Griffey’s instructions, sensing the strains of his body and the growing comfort with its changing curves.



Holly stood behind Harliss in the older woman’s office. Before them both, Michael sat in a chair, staring stupidly ahead. It was easy to place him in trance now. He wanted it. He was programmed to enjoy being mindless for Harliss, and so he rushed after it, chased his obedience until he was in this place where no thoughts came to him unbidden and his mind was open and eager to accept whatever Harliss offered.

Harliss shifted in her chair, staring at the vacant expression on Michael’s face. His skin was softer, she saw, and little of the masculine hair decorated his cheeks and chin. His hair looked finer, too, and the volume was increasing nicely. When she had him spin for her before seating himself before her desk, Harliss noted that he had a terrific ass, and might be easily recognized as a girl from the back. She also detected the budding breasts beneath his tee shirt. The aggressive hormone treatment was working wonders. His chubbiness was a benefit in this process. There was more fat to be collected, shifted, and re-deposited as his feminine chemistry decided. And thick thighs and a round face suited him.

“Michael, I want you to know what a good boy you are for learning all your lessons for me.”

He shivered in delight and made a grunt of pleasure.

“And now, you know enough to learn an even more basic truth about yourself. Something that cannot be denied because it is who you are. You are not a man. And yet, you are not quite a woman. You are something in between, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he acknowledged in that dreamy way that trance drew from him.

“Would you like me to tell you what that is?”

“Yes,” he repeated, this time more eager.

“Good boy. You are a sissy, Michael. You crave to be the best sissy. A beautiful failed man who is desperate to be a sexy girl. Now tell me what you are, Michael.”

“A sissy.”

“Good boy,” Harliss said and watched the boy tremble with the flood of pleasure that the words gave him. “But now, the word ‘boy’ hardly seemed appropriate. Instead, I will tell you when you are being a good sissy. And you will receive even more pleasure at that word than you ever did at the mention of the word ‘boy.’ Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. There was no hesitation. His brain had cracked open for Harliss and was being filled with no further resistance.

“Good sissy,” she said in reward, and Michael groaned, eyes fluttering as his mind went white with stupid pleasure.

“Holly, if you would.” She made a gesture with her hand for the mentor to stand between Harliss and the new sissy.

Michael hardly registered the presence of his assigned mentor as she slid to her knees before him. Slender fingers worked to unbuckle his belt and spread apart his jeans. He was very hard, the tip of his cock bobbing as Holly freed him from his briefs. While Michael continued to stare vacantly at Harliss, Holly guided the tip of his cock to her glossy lips and then past, taking him fully into her mouth. He answered her with a grunt of pleasure.

“Holly is a very good cocksucker, Michael. While she sucks your cock, I want you to pay attention to how wonderful her tongue feels moving against your shaft. It feels nice, doesn’t it?”

“Oh yes.”

“Good sissy. You will not cum until I say so, Michael. I want you to pay close attention to her mouth and lips and tongue. Every movement she makes is a divine torture, all of it designed to make a man cum. But you are not a man, are you?”

“No, ma’am.”

“What are you?”

“A sissy,” he gasped. Harliss saw that his hands gripped the arms of the chair tightly.

“Good sissy. And a sissy like you gives head just as good as Holly does. It’s what you most desire. To be a sissy is to be pleasing to men and women alike if they choose to use you. Because you aren’t just a sissy, Michael. You are even more special. You are a sissy slut. Say it.”

He paused, having difficulty managing the words while Holly performed in his lap, gripping his pole while she slid down the tip and along his length. Finally, he said, “I am a sissy slut.”

“Perfect,” Harliss smiled. “You may cum, Michael.”

The grip on the arms of his chair tightened and his head lolled back on his neck. Michael let out a low moan as his hips bucked and Holly took his entirety into her wet hole.

“Good sissy,” Harliss added, enhancing the mind-wiping bliss of his orgasm. Holly swallowed his cum and made a happy sound of her own before she stood primly and dusted her skirt with swipes of her hands. “Holly, show Michael your little cocklette while you’re there.”

Holly giggled and lifted her skirt. Still in his trance, Michael followed her plump thighs up to her pelvis, unburdened by underwear. Beneath the skirt, Holly hid a small, flaccid penis trapped inside a curving cage, a small padlock fixing it in place. It was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen.

“Yes, Michael, Holly is a sissy slut like you. And you’d do anything to be more like her, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh yes, ma’am.”

“Good sissy. Then, before I wake you, I will tell you how…”


The mirror showed Jason a face he hardly recognized. His fingers traveled once-familiar contours, now made fuller, giving him a rounder face than he possessed before. More, there was no hair growing on his cheeks or his chin. Normally, he would have to shave at least every other day. Now, his face was covered by fine, soft hair that resembled the down of a youth’s face. Or a woman’s.

That last thought occurred more and more when Jason looked around at the other boys from his floor who were busying themselves with preparations for the day. Showers and lingering looks in the mirror surrounded him. He was initially shocked when he saw one of the boys in the shower taking a razor to his legs, carving lines in the foam that lathered a slender leg. By the third boy he saw doing the same he was no longer shocked and, in fact, felt a twinge of jealousy. He wondered what his legs might feel like as smooth as his cheeks.

The notion frightened him, too, and Jason rushed through the rest of his bathroom duties to get back to his room and process what he’d seen in the showers. There was a change happening to the boys of Waverly College, and he was not excluded from those changes. Something was happening to them all and he felt helpless to stop it.

He was happy to find Michael in the room when he returned. He was out all night with Holly again. Lucky guy. Holly was hot, no doubt about that, but the fact that Michael was now into wearing women’s underwear made Jason wonder if it was such a good idea to be spending time with the busty mentor.

“Jason!” Michael beamed. With all the changes happening to the boys on the dorm floor, perhaps Jason shouldn’t have been so shocked, but his old friend’s appearance made him stop dead on his entry into the room. Where Jason’s face was softening around the edges and losing its masculine hair, Michael looked like a slightly boyish young woman. Even his voice raised to a higher register.

“Michael, there’s something we need to talk about.”

“There is,” he said. He’d been sitting on the edge of his bed. In a pair of salmon shorts, Jason could see how shapely his legs were, thighs thick and welcoming. He had to close his eyes and shake his head to keep from fantasizing about what it might be like to touch his friend’s legs and feel how silky they were under his fingertips. Now Michael crossed to him, and Jason smelled perfume on his friend’s skin, light and sweet. Michael took his hands and held them. Even Michael’s hands were soft. Jason let out a gasp at a rush of unfocused arousal. Not only did his friend have deliciously plump thighs, the white tee with the flower design on the front suggested breasts. Not just the sag of flesh of an overweight boy, but actual tits. And nice ones by the shape of them beneath the tee.

“Jason, I know I said I wanted to experience some things. This place has shown me that I can be more than I was. And I feel better than I ever have. And now I know that I don’t want to be the boy that I was before at all. I want to be someone new. Someone who can be happy. I hope you’ll support me, too, but even if you don’t, I know it’s who I am.”

“Of course I’ll support you.” Jason said it automatically. He was so flustered by Michael’s femininity and his odd reactions to it that he would have likely agreed to anything.

“Good. Because from now on, Michael is gone. I’m Mikayla now.”

“Mikayla,” Jason repeated. It was a sexy name, he thought, one befitting a sexy girl like Mikayla was becoming. He could see shades of Holly in his happy demeanor and curvy shape. And that wasn’t so bad. Was it?



Miss Rittenhouse stalked the front of the classroom in a houndstooth skirt that Jason couldn’t seem to look away from. With her black tights beneath, something about the way the skirt highlighted her legs made him feel weak and helpless. Each moment seemed to bring with it new desires. If it wasn’t his strange lust for Michael, now Mikayla, it was his fascination with his teacher’s legs.

“You have all come a long way in a very short time,” she said, looking out over the class. Many of the boys displayed hints of their burgeoning femininity. That, too, made Jason feel weak. And a growing part of him savored that weakness, desiring nothing more than to be led.  “And today we are going to practice some more practical skills. You,” she said, leveling a thin finger at Jason, “why don’t you join me at the head of the class?”

Jason slid from his seat and took a pace beside the tall and regal-looking professor. From this vantage, he could see more of the growing girlishness in the faces of his classmates. He wondered if he would look the same if it was someone else standing in his spot beside Miss Rittenhouse. Would he be so bright and eager, hungry for more instruction?

“Now, all of you need to know the basics of cleanliness. To begin with, Jason will assist me in learning the proper way to sort laundry, and then we will learn how to properly iron a shirt and pants. I expect all of you to pay very close attention.

Jason snickered despite himself.

“Is something funny young man?” Rittenhouse asked, pointing her aristocratic nose at the student.

“No. I mean, it just seems like this is all training to be a housewife or something.”

There were a few giggles across the class, but Rittenhour’s stoic mask never changed. “And would that be so bad? Wouldn’t you be perfectly satisfied being a good little housekeeper?”

She didn’t wait for an answer but went on with the lesson, carefully pointing out how one would never wash colors with whites. But Jason knew that many of the other boys in the class were with him, lost in the rhetorical question Rittenhour asked. Would it be so bad to be taking care of a house, to be the housewife dedicated to keeping a proper household? The question lingered long after Rittenhour was showing him the proper method of creating perfect lines in a starched shirt.



Mikayla was a star, albeit a star in a small galaxy. Now that she had come out as her true self, the other students in her sex ed class were staring at her, asking her questions, making her feel like she was the most special, bravest sissy in the whole world. Miss Salwyn allowed the questions to go on long after class began, encouraging the others to ask Mikaya anything they wanted. And Mikayla loved telling them all about how she realized who and what she was supposed to be. Some of the boys had never heard the term sissy used to describe a particular lifestyle, and Mikayla was eager to tell them all about how fulfilling it was to finally admit to herself what she was.

“That’s enough,” Miss Salwyn said finally, waving a hand to gain the class’s attention. The class begrudgingly turned their attention away from Mikayla to the front of the class. It was difficult to deny that Salwyn was a knockout in her own right. Today she was wearing a single white tube dress and thigh-high black boots that looked difficult to walk in but gave her outfit a fetish-y quality that made her look like sex poured into a dress.

“I am sure all of you are very excited to have such a sexy sissy in our midst, but we are here to learn, are we not?”

Nods and a few soft words of agreement came from the class of boys and one sissy, who was the most enthusiastic in answering.

“Today, we are going to talk about sexual pleasure. And for most of you, that has meant being alone in your bedrooms with your hands in your pants, or wasting all that hot water in the bathroom.”

Giggles followed, and even Mikayla was surprised by how girly the sound of it was. Being surrounded by so many cute boys who were right on the cusp of being even cuter sissies made her horny. Looking at Miss Salwyn made her horny. Just about everything made her horny, she realized.

“But there is more to sex than getting pleasure. A lot of times, the best part of sex is giving that pleasure to someone else. How many in here have ever had a blowjob?”

No one raised their hands at first. A few of the boys’ faces turned red, and heads swiveled to look around and find who among them was the more experienced. Finally, a couple of hands went up, tentative and slow.

“Very good. Trevor, right? Can you tell the class how it felt?”

The boy, Trevor, was among those in the dorm shaving his legs now. His face was smooth and his hair was blonde and wispy, curling at the back of his neck and the sides. His thin features looked especially feminine. Mikayla thought it wouldn’t take much to push him over the edge into true sissy-dom.

“It was like sex, kind of. But with someone tickling your tip.” His blush deepened until he was practically crimson.

“She used her tongue then?”

“Yes,” he replied. He stared straight ahead, ignoring the curious eyes turned to him.

“That’s good. One should use all their talents to make sex the most pleasurable experience for our partner. And that’s especially important for sissies like Mikayla. In fact, why don’t you come up and help us demonstrate.”

Mikayla didn’t hesitate. She had no shame about who and what she was now. Standing beside Miss Salwyn at the front of the class, she loved how the boys looked at her. Some were jealous, some were lusting after her, and some a combination of the two. And she adored the attention, right down to her pink-painted toes. She had worn shorts today, cut very short so they showed off her plump thighs. And the top she wore was tight enough for everyone to see that she was growing tits of her own. Her nipples were hard and evident beneath the clinging yellow top.

Miss Salwyn gave an approving look of appraisal and then moved behind the desk at the head of the class, opening a drawer and removing the very detailed dildo from inside it. She held it up before the class wearing a sly smile as the thing drooped to the left.

“I guess most of you know what this is?”

More snickers and shy glances. But to a one they nodded.

“Mikayla, since you are the star today, why don’t you tell the class what I’m holding.”

“A dick,” Mikayla announced to a louder round of laughter.

“That’s right. Not the real thing, but it will do for our purposes. And what do we do with a dick when confronted with one?”

“Suck it?” Mikayla ventured.

“That is absolutely correct, Mikayla. A good sissy will suck just about any dick put in front of her. Why don’t you take this one.”

Mikayla took the dildo from the gorgeous teacher’s hand and held it in front of her face. She was transfixed by it. She had seen her own dick a million times, had tugged it and played with it. She’d even seen a few others in the gym locker rooms in high school, and certainly in the porn videos she watched on her phone. But this was an altogether different thing. This was a cock right in front of her face, one waiting – no, begging – to be sucked. Her hand shook with anticipation, making the slightly drooping phallus bounce a bit.

“Now then, why don’t you show the class what a good little sissy does with a dick like that.” Salwyn took a step closer, facing Mikayla, practically whispering in her ear. “Show me what a good cocksucker you can be, Mikayla.”

Mikayla’s eyes were heavy, her thought slowed to a crawl. She was transfixed by the dildo. The instructions from Salwyn were all she needed to give in to the lust inside her. The round tip of the thing was pressing against her lips and then she opened wide for it, taking half the length before she sealed her lips on the latex cock and her eyes rolled up like she’d placed a particularly tasty bit of cake on her tongue.

“That’s it. And don’t forget your tongue.”

Mikayla ran the tip of her tongue along the underside of the thing, impressed with the detail of the veins and ridges. She opened her mouth, dragging it over her lower lip, licking it, teasing the inanimate dick with her tongue before swallowing it again. Her enthusiasm was evident in the way she sucked and released, working the phallus in and out of her hungry mouth until she was panting. She hadn’t noticed, but Mikayla’s hand fell to her crotch, rubbing herself as her flaccid cock hummed with pleasure. Her hips ground against her fingers while she took the dildo deep, tickling the back of her throat.

“Good,” Miss Salwyn said, interrupting by tugging the dildo free from Mikayla’s hand. “I think anymore and we’ll have to send you to the shower to clean up.”

Mikayla giggled, mouth still open, looking stupid and needy. The absence of the cock was felt down to her core, and she was eager to try the same thing with a real cock.

“Mikayla has given you all a perfect example of how a sissy treats a cock. And I want you all to think about how you would do if you were up here instead of her. In the coming days, we’ll have more of you show off your talents.”

Given the wild-eyed looks on some of the boys in the class, Mikayla thought they would do well. Maybe not as good as her, but she was made for this. She was a sissy slut, after all. Before she was dismissed from the front of the class, Miss Salwyn leaned close and whispered to her.

“You suck cock like a real slut. Don’t you think you should start dressing the part?”

Mikayla nodded weakly and found her seat, unable to concentrate on much else for the remainder of the class.



Harliss found that she was becoming fond of Mikayla. Just as she was with Holly. Perhaps, she mused, she had a penchant for the bimbo sissies. They were so easily led and so overtly sexual. Uncomplicated, in contrast with some of the others who were more emotionally complex. With Holly sucking Mikayla’s cock while the new sissy underwent further trancing, there was something Harliss found satisfying in the image. One brainless sissy making a new one. The circle of sissy life, as it were.

Mikayla’s eyes were open, but unseeing. Her mind was consumed by the pleasure of Holly’s mouth and the words Harliss spoke. It was simple to bring Mikayla to a state of utter obedience now, and so Harliss was reconstructing Mikayla’s personality to further embody the sissy slut idea Harliss envisioned. Now, it was time to instill in Mikayla her true purpose. Not only to exist as this sissy slut staring up in entranced beauty from Harliss’s seat, but to be the virus among the others.

“You are a very good sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Mikayla moaned. Holly’s bobbing head continued to aid in making Mikayla’s mind a blank slate of sexual need.

“And a good sissy is an obedient sissy. And you will always serve to the best of your ability. And you may wonder who it is you serve. Me, my sweet sissy. And Waverly College. You will serve me and the school as payment for all we have given you. Tell me who you serve, sissy.”

“You, Miss Harliss,” Mikayla groaned. Holly had moved her hand up Mikayla’s squirming body to tease her puffy nipple beneath the rather risqué tube top she’d arrived in. “And Waverly.”

“Good sissy,” Harliss said and saw the bliss roll through Mikayla’s body. This was the sissy’s truth. Her entire reason for being. “You will serve by being such a good sissy. You will help others in becoming their true sissy selves. Seeing your classmates become the sissy they are destined to be makes you so horny. And being horny means you are obeying.”

Harliss repeated this mantra for five more minutes while Mikayla’s brain absorbed this new knowledge like a sponge. When she brought Mikayla up from her trance, her core had once more been altered. Her life before Waverly was not only irrelevant, it was hardly remembered. She was a sissy slut in service to Harliss and Waverly and desired only to find pleasure and make more sissies like herself. The experiment was now in its final stages. It was only left to turn her loose on the dorm and see if she hastened the changes in others. If she did, a new methodology was proven for future classes. If not, a sissy slut was still a valuable asset for the school.

Holly finished Mikayla off, milking the sissy’s limp cock for a dribble of cum before both dressed and left Harliss’s office, bubbly and dumb sluts free to infect others.



Jason stood in the dorm hall, listening to insipid pop music flowing from one of the open doors. It was the kind of bubble gum lyrics and throbbing beat that was easy to get lost in, but only served to diminish the flow of his thoughts. He knew something was happening to Michael. He knew that same thing was happening to him, only at a slower pace. And he was unsure of how to stop it. He needed help. Someone who could support his resistance. Part of him wanted to surrender, to stop the denial of this change in his body, in his thoughts.

On returning from class, Jason cleaned the dorm room. He didn’t even think about it. It felt right to make his living space tidy. It wasn’t until he was folding some of Mikayla’s clothes and placing them neatly in drawers that he realized how happy he was in flitting about the room like some suburban matron.

He shook himself from his reverie and made his way to the closed door of one of his more masculine classmates, a young man named Peter. Peter’s face was as smooth as Jason’s, but he didn’t paint his fingernails like some of the others on the floor. And he wasn’t wearing makeup like others. When he opened the door on Jason’s knock, his dark brows were knit together in a frown.

“Jason?”

“Yeah. Sorry if I’m bothering you.”

“Uh, no. Not really. What’s going on?”

“I was wondering if I could talk to you. In private.”

Peter stepped aside to let Jason inside. The room was messy and that made Jason uncomfortable. These boys needed someone to clean up after them, he thought, and despised himself for having the thought in the first place.

“Sorry to barge in on you, but I needed to talk to someone. You’ve been noticing how the boys in the dorm are… changing… right?”

Peter’s frown deepened and he sighed, sitting hard on the edge of his bed. “I don’t know how you couldn’t notice it. I don’t even know where Sam is. My roommate,” he explained. “Ever since he started hanging out with his mentor, it’s all he talks about.”

“Yeah, they seem a little insistent, don’t they? Mine is Danielle. I had to duck her calls and texts. That’s one of the reasons I wanted to talk to you in your room. At least she can’t find me in here.”

“Mine is Christie. Whenever I’m with her…” he trailed off. “It’s like I lose time or something. The way people talk about being abducted by UFOs. We start talking and then we start kissing and stuff, and then…”

Jason knew. There was something about the girls at Waverly that made him think of vampires, only instead of blood they were draining time. And more. They were taking masculinity. But how could Jason bring that up without sounding completely crazy?

“I think they’re trying to change us,” he offered. “To make us different.”

“Yeah,” Jason agreed. He stared off into space again. He was distracted, barely able to answer Jason. Something in Peter’s demeanor suggested he was battling himself and that battle raged inside him while his outward appearance remained placid, if scattered. “I thought I was a good person when I came here. I might not be. But I want to be, you know?”

“Sure,” Jason agreed. He wasn’t sure if Peter even recognized he was still there in the dorm room.

“All I want to do is be good. And I wasn’t good before. I think I can be good now, but I don’t know if I’m really being good or being what Christie says I should be. It makes my head hurt, you know?”

“What does Christie say you should be?” Jason prompted.

“I dunno. She says I should listen to the voice inside me. Except I never had that voice before I came here. I don’t know if it’s me that’s thinking these things. But who else would it be?”

Now he did look up, suddenly present and staring at Jason. His eyes were wide and pleading.

“Is that voice really me?”

“I don’t know,” Jason answered.

“I need to be good,” Peter mumbled, his gaze dropping back to his lap and his hands turned over on his thighs. His voice lowered until it was mere mumbling, a constant loop while this young man tried to figure out what was real and what was something else. It hurt Jason to see it. Not only because of how fragile Peter appeared, but because he realized he was still alone, and that he was perhaps the lucky one for not being as haunted as the boy sitting on the bed.

As he left, pulling the door closed behind him while Peter continued his internal debates, Jason felt the same nagging worry. Was he being disobedient by even trying to talk to Jason about what was happening to him? It all seemed so much easier when he was alone in his dorm room, happily cleaning with barely a thought in his head. Was it wrong to want to sink back into that state? To surrender whatever it was that made Jason himself?

“There you are!”

Jason saw that Danielle was standing at his door, her phone in hand. If he checked his iPhone, he was sure there would be text messages from the desperately cute girl waiting for him, wondering where he was and why he was avoiding her. As much as he hated it, part of him was relieved to see her. It meant that soon he wouldn’t be worrying so much because Danielle would help him, and everything else would go away.



The alarm went off, and Jason’s eyes went wide. He had to think for a moment to remember where he was. He was in his dorm, coated again by that tart-tasting grit. It was Friday. Only the second full week of classes was ending, and he was shocked by how different his life had become. But that was the point, wasn’t it? He had failed at everything and that led him here, to Waverly, and a chance to be something else. Something better.

Mikayla was sleeping. It was hard to find traces of Michael in the sissy in the bed beside him. She looked entirely different from Jason’s old friend. He saw that the blankets had been tangled in such a way as to reveal Mikayla’s legs and her ass. Jason saw she was wearing panties, and that her legs were soft and shone with their hairlessness. He wanted to touch those legs, trace his hand up the plump thigh. Mikayla’s hair looked longer, too. Soon, she would appear no different from any of the girls on campus, and something about that realization made Jason very aroused. Before he succumbed to these strange desires, he dressed himself and stole out of the dorm.

He ate breakfast alone and tried to reconstruct what had happened to him the night before. He remembered Danielle finding him in the hallway and leading him outside to the campus lawn, made black by the dim light. They had gone somewhere, but he couldn’t quite remember where. He knew that he had kissed her and that she had touched him and made him feel deliciously wanted. The memory made him happy and aroused, but he could find no substance to it. It was hidden behind some fog that he could not pierce.

His first class was Civics. Unsurprisingly, the class did not mention politics. Perhaps “Civil Duty” was a better name for the class, as it seemed to focus more on how one should behave in society and not the foundations of that society, or the political structure of it. Miss Rittenhour was dressed to the nines in a navy blue pencil dress that showed off her slender figure. She towered on black heels that shone in the overhead lights.

“You have all done very well so far. You seem to be dedicated to your lessons, and I firmly believe that all of you are well on your way to becoming valuable members of society. And we have talked before about your natural place in things. And today we will practice how to speak to those around you. Who would like to help demonstrate?”

Hands raised all around him, but Jason refrained. He was too busy looking at the faces of his classmates. Few had resisted the urge to apply makeup. With the lack of facial hair and the application of eyeliner and makeup, the room was beginning to resemble an assemblage of young women instead of men.

“Jason, how about you?”

His head jerked to the front of the class. Rittenhour was looking at him, the sole holdout in the ocean of raised hands.

“Join me, please.”

Jason reluctantly stood and took the few steps to the head of the class where Rittenhour stood beside him. He felt small next to her, despite the fact they were the same height with the elegant woman in heels.

“You will notice that Jason did not speak when he was given the instruction to come to the front. Would any of you disagree with that decision?”

One of the boys half-raised his hand. When he spoke, his voice was soft as a whisper. “He should have acknowledged you?”

“Very good,” Rittenhour said. “In this situation where I am the instructor and Jason is the pupil, I am his superior. As such, when Jason is given an instruction, he should respond so that I know the instruction has been heard and understood. So what should you have said?” she asked Jason.

Shame filled Jason’s belly. “‘Yes, Miss Rittenhour’?”

“That’s very good Jason. Yes, you should respond in the affirmative and go about the task as quickly as you can. And it would be even better if you replaced the ‘Miss’ with a ‘Ma’am,’ or ‘Sir’ for a man. Try again.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jason repeated.

“Very good!” Rittenhour exclaimed and gave Jason a soft pat on his ass in encouragement. The act should have embarrassed, perhaps even offended him, but the feeling that came was pride. “Let us try again. Jason, go to my desk and fetch me my bag.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said and did just as she asked. It was only a matter of a few steps, and he returned quickly, but the action warmed him with a sense of accomplishment.

“Good. Very good. And as a reward, you may open my bag and remove the tube of lipstick inside.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he repeated. Using the deferential language made him feel good. Soft and happy. His hand plunged into her bag and fished around until his fingers found the small cylinder. He removed the lipstick and presented it to Miss Rittenhour in the palm of his hand.

“Good boy,” she said. Another spasm of pleasure winnowed its way up Jason’s spine as he stood at attention beside the lovely instructor. “I think as a reward, you should get to wear a touch of my lipstick. And what do you say when a superior offers you a gift?”

Jason found it difficult to answer. She was going to apply lipstick to his thin lips and he would become one of the boys he saw in class, one of those who looked more feminine than masculine. One of those who was transformed by Waverly into these new and feminine forms.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he managed.

Rittenhour, at first staring coldly, waiting for him to speak, softened and smiled.

“Pucker your lips for me, honey.”


The boys, if they could still be called that, were three-deep around Mikayla in the lunch room. She sat on the table, one foot resting on the seat while the other, crossed over her leg, bounced on her knee. The pink high-heeled pump dangled from her toes as her leg rocked up and down, making the heel swing in a way that mirrored Harliss’s trance-inducing tools. The boys forming the circle around her were awash with questions. Some, from her Sex Ed class, were asking how she had become so beautiful and asked for tips so that they, too, could be star pupils in the class. Others were drawn by the others, gaping and lusting after the former boy who now offered a glimpse of what their feminine futures might be.

“The thing I realized,” Mikayla said, punctuating her words with a pause, blew a pink bubble, allowed it to pop, and only then continued, “was that I was worrying about everything. And I didn’t have to. Thanks to my mentor, Holly, who is so hot, and some of the other teachers, I figured all I had to do was let myself be me. If anyone judged me for being hot, fuck ‘em.”

The boys tittered in response.

“So I’m done even trying to be a boy. I’m a sissy and proud of it.”

“Isn’t that, ya know, kind of an insult?” one of the onlookers asked. He had his hand half-raised like he was in a classroom, embarrassed to be asking such a simple question from the teacher.

“Maybe somewhere else. And maybe to someone else. To me, it’s like saying I breathe oxygen or that I like a big cock in my mouth.”

More giggles, these more uncomfortable.

“I am a sissy slut who loves being hot and making people cum. If you think you can insult me, be my guest. But I know who and what I am, and I love it. You can’t make me ashamed of being who I’m supposed to be. And I can see some of you boys are halfway there. That’s pretty hot, too. There’s something about seeing a femmed-out boy that makes me wanna fuck, ya know?”

Jason happened upon his old friend, standing at a distance to watch. He could hear her but wasn’t close like the others, the ones who looked like they were moments away from falling to their knees and worshiping this bimbofied and feminized version of his old pal. Jason wouldn’t have blamed them. Mikayla looked enticing, completely girlish, almost a parody of femininity with her exaggerated affectations, sultry voice, and the growing tits she clearly liked to show off. He wondered what Mikayla looked like nude, and he thought he might get a free show, being a roommate and all.

Despite the lipstick Jason couldn’t quite bring himself to remove, he was less feminine than most of the other boys. And he thought it likely that they would never be quite so masculine again. Their adoration of Mikayla was evidence of that. They didn’t only lust after her. It was clear that many wanted to be her. And was Jason any different? If he was, why hadn’t he bothered to wipe away the lipstick Rittenhour applied? After class, he found the men’s room and stared at his reflection. His skin was pale, his face narrow and soft. His dark lashes looked thicker somehow, and the rougher edges of his shape looked sanded down, like some invisible carpenter came to him while he slept, molding his flesh into something other than what he had been. And now this touch of glossy crimson across his lips, making them look fuller, inviting. It made him feel sexy. And weak. And that weakness made him feel sexy, too.

“Jason!” Mikayla exclaimed, “come here!”

He did. Some of the girly-boys parted to allow him to get close, to sit on the table beside Mikayla who wrapped an arm around him. He saw that her nails were painted a red that nearly matched that of his lips.

“This is my roommate and best friend, Jason. Although if he keeps wearing yummy lipstick like that, we might have to find a new name for him, too.”

Jason blushed deeply while the others looked on, eyes wild and eager. He could feel them as a single being, a beast that wanted to feed on him, on the last vestiges of his manhood, to make him one of their own and erase whatever he had been before.

“Jason might not like to admit it, but he’s on his way to being a good sissy, too. Maybe not a sexy sissy slut like me,” Mikayla said, squeezing him with her half-embrace. He could feel the weight of her tits pressing into him. Not mere budding breasts, but actual tits. “But I think he’s going to be a very good sissy. Just like all of you.” While she spoke to the group, that slathering beast of a feminine mob, her eyes were on Jason. He felt trapped by Mikayla, not adored by her embrace. “I think we should go back to the room and talk about it.”

Jason wanted to say no, to run from her and hide the way he hid from his mentor, Danielle, but he couldn’t say no with Mikayla this close. She had a gravity he could not escape.

“Sure,” he said. “That sounds nice.”



Being with Mikayla was like walking through a fog. Everything but Mikayla dimmed and grew indistinct. Jason knew they were crossing the campus, moving back to their shared dorm room, but all of that flowed by in a blend of colors and voices. His eyes were on Mikayla, though no particular piece of her. Sometimes he was watching her ass shift under the denim of her shorts, sometimes it was on her slender and hairless arms, sometimes the mop of light hair that was growing almost long enough to put in a ponytail, but she wore it down. And as he examined her, he searched for pieces of his old friend. There was little evidence of a boy named Michael to be found. Instead, there was this vivacious and sultry sissy named Mikayla who held onto Jason’s hand. He would have followed without it.

Once they were inside, Mikayla closed and locked the door, resting her back against it as she fixed her eyes on Jason, standing lost and helpless before her.

“I have been waiting for this for so long,” she purred. She stalked toward him. He backed away but was soon striking the edge of his bed with the backs of his legs, falling awkwardly into a seated position there.

“What do you mean?” Jason asked. The predatory look in Mikayla’s eyes told him exactly what she meant, but he needed her to say it. Jason wanted permission to surrender, and this would serve.

“I want to suck your dick, baby. Now that I’m not that chubby guy you used to pal around with. The fun part is, I still have all those memories, all that history with you. Only now I’m way more fun.”

To provide an example of just how fun she could be, Mikayla slipped the clinging pink top off over her head. While her boobs demanded a bra, she had gone without, and Jason no longer needed to imagine what her new tits might look like. They were on display for him and they were impossible and spectacular in their impossibility. Big globes that dipped into teardrops with light brown nipples at their tips. When she took a step toward him, Jason was transfixed by their sway.

“You want to suck my tits, baby?”

“Yeah,” he whispered.

“I want that, too. And then I want to suck your cock before you get all girly like me.”

She was directly in front of him now, his eyes at breast-level. She took his hands, folded in his lap, and placed one on each of her breasts, head rolling back so she stared up at the ceiling as Jason’s desire supplanted his hesitation. He traced the shape of those perfect tits and bent forward, sucking one hard nipple into his mouth, flicking the tip of his tongue over the firm button. Mikayla moaned.

“That’s it, baby. Suck my fat tits.”

Michael was gone completely from the slut writhing against Jason. She was as much a vapid bimbo as Holly, the mentor they lusted after when they first arrived at Waverly. Jason told himself Mikayla was the hottest girl he’d ever been with while he fondled her breasts, then reminded himself she wasn’t a girl. She was a sissy. A sissy slut by her own admission, and she wanted him. Not only was that obvious from her mewling and purring as he devoured her soft flesh, but her hand moved between his legs. He was hard for her, and she was rubbing him through the thin fabric of his track pants.

She moved away from him only long enough to fall to her knees. Looking at the top of her blonde head, Jason idly thought this was where a sissy like Mikayla belonged. On her knees, servicing a man. That wasn’t Jason. He would never be what she was, he would be better than her. She was the kind of slut you told your friends about in late-night talks about the filthiest whore you’d ever had on your cock. And while he judged her, Mikayla pulled at the waist of his pants and slipped her red-tipped fingers around his pole, drawing it out.

“Oh fuck, Jason. I never knew you had something like this in your pants. Tell me it’s all for me.”

“Yes,” he groaned, the pressure of her touch almost more than he could stand. “It’s all for you. Now suck it, slut. Suck me off until I cum.”

Mikayla whimpered. She was lost in the act of pleasuring her roommate just as he was lost in the passion of the moment. He couldn’t deny that there was a piece of him that loved what Mikayla had become. His fingers wound into her air, guiding her head into a quick rhythm. He was twisting in his seat, thrusting his hips.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, “I’m cumming.”

No sooner had he said it than it happened. His grip tightened on Mikayla’s hair and he held her fast. He kept his cock buried deep in her wet mouth while his cock pumped his load across the expanse of her tongue, into her throat. She closed her eyes, making no move to avoid his semen as it painted her mouth. She made a happy murmuring sound as she swallowed down the cum he’d given her, the way she nuzzled and licked him, a happy thank you for what he’d given her. When his pole had been licked clean, she settled back on her knees and looked up at him, docile and stupid.

“That was so yummy,” she giggled.

Yes, there was no more Michael in Mikayla. This blonde whore between his legs would happily take another load if he could muster one. And he had no illusions that she would discriminate. If someone else walked into their dorm room, she would suck him off, too. That notion threatened to harden his cock again.

He hurriedly redressed himself when the knock came at the door. It never occurred to him to hide from the visitor until he saw who it was waiting for him on the other side of the door. Danielle. And dressed demurely in a long skirt and a short-sleeved sweater that emphasized rather than hid her shapely form.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” she said. She looked past Jason to Mikayla, still sitting on the floor, idly swiping at the corner of her mouth where a small bubble of cum remained. She used a finger to swipe it into her mouth and sucked her finger clean. She waved with the other hand.

Jason was sure he responded somehow, but couldn’t quite hear himself. He was cum-drunk, and seeing the more wholesome, yet still quite beautiful, Danielle appear in the doorway only had him reeling more.

“I was just sucking his dick,” Mikayla giggled.

“Oh, good,” Danielle said, stepping inside. “Since you’re done, I wanted to let you know that tomorrow morning I’ll be taking you to meet some new friends. Mikayla, you might want to help your friend look a little more presentable.”

“For sure,” Mikayla agreed.

Danielle moved into the room, to Jason, who stood near the desk against the wall. He was scared of Danielle, and he couldn’t quite put his finger on why. She was part of the whatever-it-was happening at Waverly, sure, but there was something else in her eyes when she closed in on him. Something that was hungry.

She walked her fingers up his chest. Her nails were rounded at the tips, styled in a French manicure. When they climbed to his collarbone, she pressed a hand against his chest and he felt his back touch the cool painted cinderblock behind him.

“I know you’ve been avoiding me, Jason. But this isn’t something you can avoid. You’re with us now.” Her voice was a whisper. When she leaned close, Jason felt the heat of her body and he was lost again to his swirling desires. “It’s time you started acting like it.”



Jason dragged himself into the showers where some of the boys were already preparing for a Saturday at Waverly. Mikayla was in with the others, walking Peter through the ins and outs of shaving his legs. The sight of Mikayla guiding another boy through the process of further feminizing himself turned Jason on, and he had to avert his gaze or he was sure he’d get a boner right there in the showers. Not that he would be alone. Lots of the boys, many now hairless below their necks, were clearly aroused. More, they looked alien with their softer skin, some applying makeup in the mirrors above the sinks in the communal showers. They were something less than true boys, and not girls, either. Sissies, Mikayla called them. And Jason found them beautiful.

As he cleaned himself, he noted that he had not escaped the softening of his features or the gathering of flesh at his backside and his chest, intimations of a female shape. The idea thrilled and terrified him. He heard Mikayla instructing Peter behind him, both of them peering into the same mirror while Mikayla walked the young man through the process of applying eyeliner for the first time.

“Good,” Mikayla whispered in her new voice, higher-pitched and sultry. “Now we’re going to do some foundation and then we can work some real magic.”

Jason watched them in the reflection of his own mirror, seeing Peter’s transformation from something vaguely masculine to entirely feminine. His lips were colored with lipstick, his cheeks highlighted with blush, and the last of his manhood erased from his face. Mikayla caught Jason looking and winked.

“Perfect, Peter. Now we just need a pretty name for a girl like you. Did you have something in mind?”

“No,” Peter answered dreamily.

“While you think about it, I have some nice pretty panties for you.” Mikayla helped the dreamy boy step into a pair of soft blue underwear, pulling it up until it nestles against his pelvis and hugged his widening ass. “And when we’re finished here, we’ll go back to your room. I think Christy put a whole new closet of clothes in there for you, so you want to be sure and thank your mentor when you see her. You’ll do that, won’t you?”

“Yes,” Peter said. It was as if the boy was sleepwalking into his new life, where he would be a sissy like Mikayla. Or like Jason, if he took no action to save himself. Mikayla was lost. There was nothing left of Michael in that curvy body.

Back in their dorm, Jason dressed quickly. His skin was so sensitive. He had to shake himself from the pleasures of feeling soft fabric against his skin. He wondered what Peter felt like when silky panties slid up his legs instead of the cotton boxers Jason was wearing. Or the scratchy denim of Jason’s jeans. What might it be like to be wrapped in a dress? Or even stockings? He shuddered at the thought.

A hoodie and some sneakers were last, and he grabbed his backpack, uncertain where he was going, only that he knew he had to get off campus. Let them send him to prison. At least when Jason got out, he would be himself, his own man, and not some girly version of himself he had never intended. Maybe he could turn Harliss and the other girls at Waverly in, trade his jail time for evidence or something. That was a way through and out of the dilemma he found himself in.

Only the lobby was filled with the sissified boys and their mentors, none paying particular attention to him, but seeing the drastic and collective changes in the rest of the boys made him feel helpless, as if any fight he could offer would be a futile gesture. And there was something comforting in the idea that he could simply sink into that sea of femininity undulating below him as he descended the stairs. When he reached the bottom, he could dissolve into that crowd. And in dissolving, he would release, become no different than the others who had surrendered their manhoods.

A new resolve found him, and Jason shouldered his way through the sissies-to-be and their mentors, meeting no one’s eye when he passed. The front door was close. All he had to do was pass through and then onto the sidewalk beyond the dorm, and then past the library to the edge of campus. From there, he could arrange an Uber or something to take him home. At least get him to the bus station. He probably had enough for a cheap ticket. Or maybe another city entirely. Leave behind his traitorous parents who placed him here. And it was so close. Just twenty feet away now. Then fifteen. Then ten.

Danielle stepped in front of him, placing her body between Jason and the door.

“Time’s up,” she said with a broad smile spread across her face. “I told you we had an appointment. And where did you think you were going?”

Jason stammered something, a weak excuse that he found no more convincing than Danielle did. She was looking up at him with cold eyes, the green sharp and chilly as a winter blow. She didn’t bother to call him a liar or to tease him about his stuttering excuse. Instead, Danielle’s hand found his and her fingers intertwined with his own until she had him securely in her grasp.

“Come on. I want you to meet some new friends.”

Whatever determination Jason felt withered when Danielle pulled him along. He moved through the door and onto the campus grounds, but he was no longer free to guide himself. He was an object, strung along behind Danielle as she determined their destination. His will simply vanished. Being led by Danielle made him happy, and that happiness made him want to cry out in pain and terror. Whatever had been done to him, along with the other boys at Waverly, also meant that part of him wanted to submit to Danielle. If he had been his normal self, he could have appreciated the way her round ass moved beneath tight jeans, or how her sweater worn loose over the top of those jeans swayed with the weight of her breasts. Or even follow the contours of her lips, thin but inviting. But the very nearness of her erased any of those erotic desires and only obedience remained. He still found her attractive, but how could a man like him, a young man whose very maleness was now in question, satisfy a woman like this? No, it was best to be led by her, and by being led and obeying her instruction, thus could he please her. And pleasing Danielle was what he really wanted.

He saw some of the other boys from his dorm with other mentors, all of them with the same lost looks that Jason was sure he wore. Some were heavily made up, barely recognizable as men. Others were like him, physically softer, but had not yet given over to the femininity that possessed the out-and-loud sissies of the dorm. They stepped off the campus grounds and Jason wondered briefly if Danielle might really be trying to help him. And then he saw that they were on the row of houses assigned to the fraternities, of which there were two, and the sororities. There were five of those, and all grander than the fraternity houses. Danielle was dragging him toward the one with the ΣΝ emblazoned over the entry. A long porch decorated the front of the house, complete with wicker chairs and lounges and wicker tables. In one of the chairs sat a pretty redhead with her legs tossed casually over the side.

“Is this her?”

“It is. Jason, meet Maggie.”

The fact that Maggie addressed only Danielle, and referred to him casually as “her,” was not lost on the boy. His cock spasmed in his pants at the word.

Maggie rose from her chair, her fair skin and freckled face making her look wonderfully innocent. Yet there was something knowing in the girl’s green eyes as she ushered Danielle and Jason inside. The interior was wide and open, and Jason could see a welcoming central area with appendages attached – a kitchen, a bathroom, a dining room, and perhaps a library. There were other girls, real ones, unlike Jason’s dormmates, scattered about the room in various modes of dress. This was clearly home, and some were still in pajamas. What they all shared in common was the inability to see Jason as any sort of threat. Some glanced up, saw the boy, and returned to their books or conversations. Others held him with their gaze, but their looks were much like Maggie’s. An obscene curiosity lingered in them.

“Girls, this is Jason. She’s going to be staying with us to help around the house.”

A smattering of welcomes, but like the initial looks from the girls, few sounded more than half-hearted.

“Come along,” Maggie said to Jason. She led him through the main room, where he detected at least a pair of giggles he presumed were at his expense, and into the kitchen. Danielle followed behind them both. The kitchen was a mess, with dishes piled in the sink and a general sense of chaos with the placement of those dishes that had been cleaned. The disorder made Jason twitch. This was, he knew from his lessons, not how a home should be kept.

“The room you’ll be using is down here. Don’t worry, it’s not like we’re making you live in a cubby under the stairs or something.”

She opened the door beside a standing table where bowls and spices were haphazardly arranged, and that door revealed a narrow staircase leading into the sorority house’s basement. She waved him in with a hand and Jason led the way down the steps with Danielle and Maggie in tow. He expected a dungeon, but what he found at the bottom of the steps was a modest living area, complete with a television and a comfortable-looking chair, a sitting sewing machine tucked into the left corner, and another bedroom on his right, seen through the cracked door. The bed looked soft and inviting when compared to the twin beds of the dorms.

Maggie said, “There are no windows, but you’ll be spending most of your time upstairs, I’m sure. These girls… they are a messy bunch. You’ll have your work cut out for you.”

“My work?”

“Didn’t you tell him?” Maggie asked, pointed at Danielle.

“Not in so many words. I suppose I wanted it to be a surprise.”

Maggie turned to face Jason. “Surprise, then. You’re our new housegirl. We expect breakfast at eight, lunch at noon, and dinner at six. There are six bedrooms on the second floor and four more on the third, and those will need to be cleaned. Also, the rest of the house. The sisters here like to leave a mess, I’ll warn you about that now. Otherwise, you’ll have your classes to go to, and you’re obviously invited to all the parties we throw. Who knows, you might even need a nice boy with some mommy issues who needs someone to cook and clean for them.”

While the last was said with a smirk, Jason’s sex stirred at the idea. He had never been attracted to men before, but something in him tweaked at the thought of keeping a nice home for a man. He had to bite down on the inside of his cheek to remind himself that his situation was more dire and more immediate than questioning his romantic ambitions.

“Danielle will help you get ready and then you can get started. You have the whole weekend to get your bearings.”

“And we have work to do before I go,” Danielle offered. “We can’t have you running around the house looking like that. Come on.”

Danielle took Jason by the hand. He heard the footsteps on the stairs as Maggie returned to the first floor of the sorority house that Jason would apparently call home. Danielle led him into the bedroom, which was as pleasant and comfortable as it first appeared. He saw that there was an attached bathroom and shower, too. His first impulse was gratitude, though for what he wasn’t sure. He wasn’t sure of much right now. He knew he was beyond escape. Being with Danielle, his will to flee disappeared. He only wanted to do as she asked, to please her. And in pleasing her, in this easy obedience to her, he found his own pleasure. He was hard now, he could feel his erection, but it wasn’t because he was surrounded by beautiful women. It was because he obeyed those beautiful women.

He followed to the bathroom and Danielle stood him before the mirror. She looked at their shared reflection from behind, addressing him with a soft and patient smile.

“I know you thought that this was some kind of punishment, Jason. But it’s not. If you would only give in, you would realize how happy you can be. Give me twenty minutes, and if you don’t feel more at home than you’ve ever felt, I’ll take you back to the dorms. Is that fair?”

“Really?” He blinked. His head felt soupy and thick. Did he even want to go back to the dorms? Isn’t that what he’d been trying to escape to begin with?

“Of course. But no complaints. I want you to see what you’ve become, whether you realized it or not.”

Danielle began removing his clothes. It was not an erotic act, though Jason found himself aroused by it. As his hoodie was removed and then the shorts beneath, Jason saw the feminine flesh beneath. His skin was almost delicate, and he could make out the hints of breasts at his chest where the skin drooped slightly, but pleasantly. The mole on his shoulder stood out in sharp contrast to the fineness of his new feminine exterior. And when Danielle pulled his shaggy hair back from his face, he saw that those features were softer, too. While he stared at his bare body, Danielle began work of a different sort, applying makeup to his hairless face. While this transformation was more subtle, it was no less startling. With the added contours of some blush and the dark liner of his eyes, he had gone from Jason to something else. Some girlish version of himself that looked, if he said so himself, quite lovely. Then Danielle applied lipstick, a faint red that avoided the dramatic, but still brought attention to his thin mouth.

“You are so pretty,” Danielle whispered in his ear.

“Thank you,” he managed. And he meant it. His body was alight with pleasure as he saw himself in his most feminine form. And the work was not yet done. Danielle vanished from the bathroom, only to return with clothing in hand.

“There’s more in the closet,” she told him as she guided his legs up and into the dress, pulling it up his body. “Not a lot of variation, but you’ll find some nice things in there. I’d also recommend some stockings, but I’ll leave it to you to discover all that. There’s a world opening up to you, Jason.”

The dress zipped up the back. It felt to Jason as if he were being imprisoned in the thing, but what a lovely prison it was. As soon as Danielle stepped back to admire her handiwork, Jason realized that he was lost. Not because he had been tricked, although perhaps he had. It was because seeing himself in the mirror, in his new dress and made-up face, he fell in love with himself for the first time.



Harliss enjoyed seeing the conversion. Not the slower process that took place across the weeks and months until the sissies achieved their final forms, but rather the moment of breaking. There was an instant when the boy’s mind became the sissy’s mind and seeing that moment gave her pleasure beyond any other. Now it was the turn of a boy named Andy. He was resistant to the subliminal programming that hummed in the background of the dorm hall while he slept and had ducked his mentor more than a few times. There were always some, and Harliss liked them most of all. The ones who went quickly and willingly were no challenge. Most of them suffered from such low self-esteem, they were happy to be anyone else, even if it meant losing their birth gender. A boy like Andy though, he was of a different ilk. He fought. And who didn’t enjoy a good game against an opponent who cared?

Not that Harliss fought fair. She summoned Andy to her office to talk about his scholastic progress, or so she said. What waited for him inside was something entirely different. Her latest experiment, Mikayla, was poised at the edge of Harliss’s desk when he opened the door. After only a few moments, he found himself as he was now, in the seat before Harliss, his legs spread wide while Mikayla gave him an enthusiastic blowjob.

She didn’t blame the boy for not resisting Mikayla. The work done on this now-devoted sissy was immaculate. Her tits were really coming in and rivaled those of any genetic girl. With her thick ass and thighs and round face made up to seduce, Harliss was often tempted to use the sissy for herself. She might still. Riding the sissy’s tongue sounded like a wonderful way to cap the day.

Andy gripped the arms of the chair while Mikayla expertly led him to climax. It didn’t take much to milk the cum from the boy, and Mikayla was eager to drink it down. She loved cum almost as much as she craved obedience to Waverly and Harliss. When she’d had all of his seed, Mikayla looked up into the face of her resistant partner and giggled like a brainless slut.

Harliss took this as her cue to rise and make her way to Andy, standing beside the chair while Mikayla remained between his legs, grinning up at him. His focus was all but lost, wandering lazily between the bimbo between his knees and the woman standing over him. Harliss brushed his hair with her hand, reassuring him, petting him like a well-behaving pet.

“Now, Andy, isn’t that better? Your teachers have been telling me that you have been quite agitated. And now look at you. So wonderfully relaxed. You are relaxed, aren’t you, Andy?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice wavering.

“I think it is more appropriate to say ‘Yes, Miss’ when addressing me.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

Good. Compliance was achieved. His brain was practically leaking out of his ears. She continued the slow brush of her hand, soothing him further. The urge for him to obey was there all along, he simply refused to embrace it. But that would soon be behind him. He had not broken, not yet, but she could sense his nearness to that precipice.

“Good boy. And I know that you want to be a good boy for me. You do want that, don’t you?”

“I-” he began, brow knitting together in a frown as he wrestled with his urges to obey.

“I know you do. Just like Mikayla here. I wanted her to make sure that you had the best blowjob of your whole life, and she gave that to you, didn’t she?”

“Oh god yes,” he moaned. There was still saliva from Mikayla’s lips drying on his shrunken cock lying limp in his lap.

“And Mikayla, like you, wants to make me happy. She is a very good sissy, isn’t she?”

“Yes, Miss,” he answered. Good, he was agreeing. Agreement was compliance. Another step toward the edge.

“And all I want in the whole wide world is for you to be a good sissy like Mikayla. But you have been very mean to me. But I know you want to be good, don’t you?”

“Y- yes, Miss.” More hesitancy, but that was alright. He was still agreeing.

“All your teachers, even your friends, they have been working to help you be the good sissy I know you can be. Just like Mikayla here. She is one of the best sissies. And I know you want to thank her for helping you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.” Faster this time. It was easy to obey once you started obeying.

“Why don’t you trade places with Mikayla? You don’t have to be as friendly to her as she was to you, but I want you to see the world from her vantage point. That’s easy, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss.” Not as quick, but little resistance remained. So close now.

“Mikayla, sit in the chair, please.”

“Yes, Miss!” Mikayla said brightly. She not only lifted from the floor, but she also helped Andy stand and spun him before she sat. She was such a good sissy, Harliss mused. Whether she knew it consciously or not, she was placing him in just the right spot.

“Lift your pretty skirt, Mikayla,” Harliss instructed. “Show him how similar you two are.”

Mikayla made a show of creeping her skirt up her legs until she revealed her thin cock standing at attention beneath. The hormones had gone a long way in making it smaller than it had been, but it was still capable of achieving its full length, and that’s what was needed at the moment.

“Good girl. And now, Andy, will you sit on your knees for me?”

He paused. She could see him wanting to obey, and the urge to retain what was left of himself, the two sides of him in conflict.

“Andy, do I need to remind you how nice Mikayla was to you? And you are being very rude to her.”

“Sorry, Miss, I-”

And then he did it. Harliss had to suppress a laugh. There was something in the human condition that made being rude a venial sin. Humans would do almost anything to avoid the appearance of being impolite.

“Good boy. Place your hands on her thighs. Yes, like that. Her skin is very smooth, isn’t it? Did you know Mikayla doesn’t even grow hair on her legs anymore? Lasers helped with that. Her legs will be that smooth for the rest of her days. Go on, rub them. Feel how good it is to have such nice, soft legs.”

While Andy complied, Harliss watched the struggle in his actions. He was slow to obey the command at first, and then he was stroking her skin, savoring the silkiness of it. He was no longer doing this for Harliss. He was touching Mikayla because he wanted to touch her. So very close now.

“Mikayla, is there something you would like to ask Andy?”

Mikayla began with a soft giggle, as she often did, then said, “I was hoping he could do what I did. You know, put his lips on my sissyclit.”

“Oh, I don’t know that he would want to do that,” Harliss chastened. “He’s not a sissy like you. He wouldn’t actually want to repay you for what you did. He’s a little too selfish for that.”

“No,” Andy countered, voice soft but insistent. “I’m not like that.”

“You did accept a very good blowjob from Mikayla and show no signs of wanting to return the favor. If that’s not what you’re like, Andy, what are you like?”

He was staring at her cock, hands unceasing in their path up and down Mikayla’s soft thighs. His mouth hung open, a drop of saliva collecting at the center of his lower lip, threatening to spill over in a long line.

“Or are you the kind of sissy that is willing to return a favor? To take that sweet cock in your mouth, just like Mikayla did for you. Is that the kind of sissy you are? You don’t have to answer. Actions speak louder than words, my pretty sissy. Just open wide and take that sissyclit in your mouth and let Mikayla know how grateful you are.”

Closer and closer. Harliss could see the walls crumbling behind the boy’s eyes while he stared at the cock, debating whether he was going to be able to resist. While he thought, Mikayla was winding her fingers into his hair, tugging him ever nearer to his destiny. And then it happened. The point of no return. The point where Andy ceased to be the boy he was and became the sissy Harliss wanted him to be. His eyes rolled up like a shark and he descended on Mikayla’s thin dick, taking half of her in one gulp. When his mouth closed on the phallus, Andy whimpered, every subliminal urge and desire blossoming inside his mind as his old self was pushed aside in favor of this new self.

“That’s it, my sweet sissy. You suck that cock. That’s what a sissy like you is made for. And I should know,” Harliss said, stroking Andy’s hair while his mouth bobbed on Mikayla’s cock. “I made you.”

If Andy heard, he made no sign. What started as surrender was now an insatiable hunger. He swallowed Mikayla with moaning lust and Harliss admired her experiment as her hips ground into Andy’s face. Mikayla was a work of art, a slut with no desire besides pleasing Harliss and the university and the pleasure she gave and, in turn, received. Her hefty breasts bounced on her chest while she fed Andy her cock, and Mikayla again felt that flicker of want that suggested she might claim this sissy for her own. She was not only useful as a recruiting tool. She was in many ways the thing Harliss envisioned when she began the process at Waverly.

Her attention turned back to Andy. She would need to seal his thoughts in this place, a wanton sissy for use by other students or the men who funded much of Waverly’s expenses. The sort of research that could make a perfect creation like Mikayla did not come cheap. Fortunate for her, then, that there were plenty of men, wealthy men of influence, who enjoyed sissies like Mikayla. And, now, like Andy.

“Very good girl,” Harliss whispered to Andy. “And it feels so good to finally be called a good girl, doesn’t it?”

“Yeff, Miff,” Andy said, speaking around the cock in her mouth. It was almost enough to make Harliss laugh.

“And Andy isn’t a very good name for a sissy like you. I think Stacy is a much better name. Don’t you think so, Stacy?”

“Yeff, Miff,” she repeated, only this time with a more pronounced moan around the pole in her mouth. All the tumblers put in place in Stacy’s mind turned. Whatever had been Andy was gone now. Only Stacy remained. And as that new identity settled into place, Mikayla came, filling the new sissy’s mouth with a deposit of semen that spilled around the cock in her mouth.

“Good girl,” Harliss said.



Jason found that the heels in his closet were beyond him at the moment. He liked the way he looked in them, but his ankles always threatened to bend at a severe angle and made climbing the stairs difficult. In the days since he first came to Sigma Nu, he discovered that comfort was as important as style. Not to say he didn’t enjoy the uniform he wore most of the time. He found ways to make himself feel very pretty in the black dresses. He especially liked the black stockings paired with the dress. He discovered garters along with the stockings his first night at the sorority. The first time he slipped his legs into them and fixed the tops to the garters, he knew that he found a new passion.

It was easy to forget how pretty he felt when he was going about the business of caring for the girls. They were incredibly messy. He would begin in the main living area where he would have to place piles of clothes for washing in the corner, the original owners unknown, while he neatened the room and dusted. That part was wonderful. It was when the girls antagonized him that it made his life difficult.

One in particular, a girl with long blonde hair named Emily, delighted in tossing an empty bag of chips on the floor, pointing at it with a snide, “Get it, sissy.”

Before he could help himself, Jason would respond with a humiliating, “Yes, Ma’am,” and do just as she asked. Worse, in obeying in this way Jason found himself filled by a sexual thrill. His obedience to these often rude girls made him so horny, it was hard to think straight.

And then there were the dinners. Once the cleaning was done, and clothes were folded and placed on the table by the stairs for collection by their owners, Jason would set about making dinner. He rarely had time for classes anymore, but his professors were quick to point out that real-world practical training like that he received at Sigma Nu was more valuable than classes. Miss Rittenhour told him that he would make a wonderful wife one day if that’s what he wanted. He had replied with a quiet and demure, “Thank you, Miss.”

Something inside Jason felt as if it had shrunk, a piece of himself that tried to escape Waverly less than a week before. That part of him was all but gone. He still fantasized about leaving, but would then be distracted by the timer on some piece of the dinner he was preparing, and again he would be lost in the hazy pleasure of serving.

That night’s meal was comprised of two giant pot roasts with red potatoes and carrots, and cooked in the broth of the roast it made something of a stew, perfect for the cool night. While the girls of the sorority gathered around the table, Jason served them, dishing out steaming plates of the hearty food. Only then was he dismissed by the girls until it was time to clean the dishes. He also had a surprise for later. He’d baked a pair of apple pies to pair with vanilla bean ice cream. Taking care of the girls made him happy and sick all at once, but he couldn’t help himself. He liked putting their needs before his own. That made him aroused.

While the girls ate, he descended the steps back to his room, thinking he might try the heels again. He loved how his stocking-clad legs looked in the taller heels and he knew it was only a matter of practice before he became proficient in working in them. That was something he hadn’t learned in his classes.

He nearly gasped when he found Danielle in his room, sitting atop his precisely-made bed.

“I came to check on you,” she said. “I hadn’t heard from you. The girls told me you were really getting into your role here and I had to see for myself. You do look lovely.”

Jason’s hand lifted to his cheek. He had also been practicing his makeup and found a subtle touch more to his liking, but he looked neat and quite pretty with his dark-rimmed eyes and tasteful application of lipstick. He wasn’t garish like Mikayla, but very pretty nonetheless.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said in a whispering voice. The soft tone he’d adopted since coming to Sigma Nu matched the softness he felt inside him. He hesitated to call it weakness, but that might have been more accurate. He was soft and pliant and in need of someone to care for. Those were immutable facts of this new self.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying it. You have become the best version of yourself, you know. That’s what Waverly does. It makes us better.”

“I want to go,” he said. It wasn’t some loud demand, but a whimpering plea.

“Go where?” she asked with a tilt of her head. Danielle was beautiful, not merely pretty like Jason. Her allure overwhelmed him.

“Away. Away from Waverly.”

“I can promise you that you will, Jason. All you have to do is keep up what you’ve been doing. You won’t be staying here forever,” Danielle said, waving her hand to indicate the sorority house. And maybe the whole of Waverly. “A girl like you is in high demand. And you have come along so well. We’re all so proud of you.”

A girl like you…

The words lingered. They excited him and terrified him. And all he could find to say was, “Thank you, Miss.”


Mikayla was on her knees again. That was nothing new. Harliss requested this particular outfit. A pink romper with thigh-high white stockings and chunky pink shoes to match. They would be soiled by the time she rose from the office floor, but that was just as arousing as they were in their pristine state. It showed she’d been on her knees, doing what Mikayla did best. She was pleasing.

Harliss cleared the afternoon schedule and called the now-buxom sissy into her office for just this reason. She wasn’t sure why this one, in particular, appealed to her. Perhaps it was because Mikayla was Harliss’s creation, that she was a more pure extension of her fantasies of what a sissy could be. Perhaps it was more base than that. Mikayla was sex made flesh, curvy in all the right places, and dedicated to showing the world that she was made for pleasure.

At the moment, she had Harliss’s panties tugged aside with the hook of a finger, her face upturned to lap at the dean’s pussy. And what an agile tongue she had! Harliss had the sissy by the back of her head, riding her face like a rodeo star. One hand held her own right tit, not nearly as full as Mikayla’s but admirable and pleasing to the touch. Especially when she pinched her nipple while the sissy’s tongue ran the length of her snatch and tickled over her clit. This sissy was talented, no doubt about that.

Harliss’s breath came in short inhalations as the rise of pleasure built. She was murmuring, a high-pitched and wheezing sound she made only when she was near a climax. When she could stand it no longer, Harliss abandoned her breast to press Mikayla’s face hard against her pussy, shuddering as the orgasm claimed her and sent dancing lightning over her clit into her belly and to the tips of her fingers and toes.

Harliss shoved the sissy dismissively back on her heels. Mikayla released her finger’s grip on the dean’s panties and sat back on her heels, beaming up at the elegant older woman, her face smeared with Harliss’s juices.

“You taste yummy,” she said.

“And you are a perfect sissy, my dear. I needed that. And as I reward I might find my strap-on and ride that round ass of yours later.”

Mikayla purred and shifted on her knees.

“In the meantime, we both have work to do.” Harliss straightened her smart gray skirt and sat. the creamy feeling between her legs was not unpleasant. She opened a program on her computer, one that came as part of the package of funding they’d received a year before. This one allowed Harliss to peek in on the residents of Dalton Hall. Not each room, but the hall and communal showers. And what she saw told her that they were close to completing this latest group’s transformation. There were holdouts, there always were. But she could see from the prancing sissies in the hallway and the trio of newborn sissies in the shower who worked to shave their legs and put on makeup that most of them were in her sway now. Mikayla’s influence was easily quantified. These boys transitioned faster than any group before. And instead of individual sessions with the stragglers, she could do what she planned all along.

“Mikayla, it’s time for you to go back to your dorm. If you see any boys there, be sure you show them how much better life is when they accept that they are sissies. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss,” Mikayla answered promptly. Beneath the words, there was a current of predatory desire.

“What are you waiting for, then? Finish the work we’ve started and I’ll make sure you get that reward.”

Harliss watched the sissy slut leave, her plump ass swinging as she minced on her heels. Yes, she would like to plumb the depths of that ass and hear her favorite sissy explode with pleasure. Maybe even erase the last of her memories and claim her as a personal doll. Wasn’t Harliss worth it, after all? One could afford to treat themselves in the face of success.



Mikayla bounded across campus with a spring in her step. She could still taste Harliss on her tongue. Nothing made her feel finer than knowing that she had brought someone to climax. Though that thought wasn’t quite as fully formed. Mikayla’s head was full of cotton candy fluff and ideas seemed to float around in that fog of happiness and arousal. She knew when she was being good, which was pretty much all the time, and that was all that mattered. She was a good sissy.

“Mikayla?” asked someone from beside her. She’d been so focused on getting back to the dorm and doing as Harliss asked that she barely noticed her surroundings. The promise of more cum awaiting her in the very near future had sidetracked her completely.

What she found was one of her dormmates, a sissy named Peter. The one she’d helped with the makeup and shaving, she recalled. He’d run with it, that was for sure, and Mikayla thought he was looking pretty sexy. He was in a blue and pink tube dress showing off his small but growing breasts and a tight little ass that was just begging to get fucked. With towering blue heels of polished leather and rouge applied liberally to his cheeks, he was looking absolutely adorable and sultry all at the same time.

“Peter?” she asked.

“Petra, actually. That’s my sissy name. I just  wanted to thank you for helping me. I was so confused until you showed me how good I can feel. I’ve never felt so happy.”

“You look totally delicious,” Mikayla purred, plucking at the waist of the form-fitting dress. “I have some stuff to do right now but maybe later we can play if you want.”

“I don’t think I can,” Petra said in an exaggerated pout. She had a girlish manner that suggested youthful innocence, but one look at her said she wasn’t so innocent after all. “I’m supposed to go meet my…” She paused, a bit embarrassed, and then said it fast like she was learning to accept the words herself. “My Daddy.”

“Oooh, that’s great!” Mikayla exclaimed. “I bet he’s going to make sure you get everything you deserve, you naughty girl.”

Petra giggled and spun a lock of her hair around a finger, further emphasizing that girlish aura. “Anyways, just wanted to say thanks.”

And then Petra kissed Mikayla, an impulsive and quick kiss that made Mikayla’s sissyclit spasm between her legs. As she watched Petra’s firm ass squirm beneath the tight dress as she departed, Mikayla found herself a little sad she wouldn’t get a chance to play with that one. But there were others waiting for her.

The floor smelled so much nicer now that most of the boys were sissies now. The smell of sweat and body odor and, well, boy-ness, was masked by perfume. Rock music was replaced with poppier sounds and the arguments and testosterone-fueled dick-measuring of young men in tight spaces was supplanted by the sounds of giggles and whispers as the new sissies encouraged one another into greater femininity. Before Mikayla began her door-to-door searches for the last holdouts of Dalton Hall, she would go by her room and replace the stockings with their dusty knees. She might even slip into a dress. The romper made it more difficult to reveal her slim cock and she had a feeling she would be offering it to more than one of the boys. She would have her own bellyful of cum before the night was out, that was for sure, and then she could report back to Miss Harliss and get that reward the beautiful dean promised her. Her ass was aching to be used.

She was surprised to find that the dorm room was not empty. She was told that Jason was at Sigma Nu, learning how to be a proper housemaid for the girls. While the idea of cleaning up all day sounded pretty boring to Mikayla, she supposed that the instructors knew best. But seeing Jason sitting on his unused bed made Mikayla’s heart sink. He looked positively depressed.

“Jason?” she asked, plopping on the seat beside him. She had an arm around him, pulling him close to her. She wanted to help her friend, but Mikayla was built for arousal and having the boy pressed close to her body like this only stoked the fires of that desire. “What are you doing here?”

“I had to get away for a little bit. My head hurt.”

“Aw,” Mikayla said, pulling him into her cleavage and patting the back of his head while she held him, “I know you’re probably feeling confused. Believe it or not, I felt that way at first. Then I remembered I was here to become better than I was before. And I feel totally better than I ever have.”

“They changed us,” Jason muttered, his voice stifled by the flesh of his old friend.

“I know. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“I don’t feel like myself anymore.”

“That’s a good thing,” Mikayla assured him, lifting from the valley of her cleavage to stare into his face. She was shocked he hadn’t accepted himself yet. He looked so girly. The delicate features of his thin nose and narrow mouth, the way his skin looked like that of a doll… She wanted him and wanted him to be the first she claimed that night. It was the least she could do for her friend.

“Help me,” Jason said, looking into the eyes of his friend.

“Of course I will,” Mikayla said. She placed a hand on his thigh and bent close meeting his lips with hers. Jason whimpered when their lips met. Mikayla felt his body sag as his resistance faltered. She took that as a sign that he was finally accepting the gifts Harliss had given them all and pressed harder against her friend, her body heavy against his.

“I don’t-” he tried to say between kisses, but Mikayla silenced him with another, this one deeper and more needy, her tongue entering his mouth. When her hand found the small breasts beneath Jason’s loose black dress he moaned and returned the kiss. Now his hands climbed Mikayla’s back, holding onto her, losing himself in the fog of pleasure.

Mikayla unzipped the romper, rising to step out of it, revealing her beautiful teardrop breasts and the fair skin beneath. Now only her soiled stockings remained as she climbed back into bed, finding Jason once more. She lifted his dress, a shapeless thing that did nothing to highlight the lovely and subtle curves of his more feminine body, and found that he wore panties beneath and dark stockings attached to garters. He wasn’t so conflicted as to deny himself the joys of his hosiery she thought in her hazy way and giggled as she climbed on top of her old friend, forcing his shoulders back.

“You’re like me,” she told him, “You just don’t want to admit it. But you can tell me, baby. Mikayla will make everything better.”

She was aroused, her hard sissyclit resting on Jason’s belly. She was turned on by the fact that she was in bed with her friend, prepared to bring him fully into this new family of issues. She was turned on by the fact she was obeying Harliss, and would soon report to her that she had silenced another voice of dissent. And she was turned on by the more base hunger of having the would-be sissy’s body warming her hard member.

She bent to him, her breasts hanging low while Jason reached for them, cupped them, felt the hard points of her nipples. They kissed again, this time with little resistance. Jason wanted Mikayla, he knew, even though in having her, he would be lost himself. It no longer mattered. He was too far gone, he realized. Whatever faint protests his mind made, his body told him an entirely different story. That new body wanted to please Mikayla just as it was pleased, and then to find its way home to the sorority where Jason could serve again. It felt good to be of service, his body told him, and, finally, his mind relented. He was too tired to argue. Mikayla was climbing his body, her thighs now on either side of his chest. Her cock lay against his chin, tempting him. That part of him that desired the release, that wanted nothing more than to be at one with this new version of himself urged him onward. All he had to do was suck and he could be at peace. He would be one with the others at Waverly, a proper sissy.

Mikayla rose on her dirty knees and pointed her cock at Jason’s mouth. He opened wide for her and felt the pale phallus slide over his lips. When the warm rod met his mouth, he groaned. It was the first of many blowjobs he would give, and it sent him spiraling into a realm of joy. Yes, he was going to be a good cocksucker for whomever he served. And now he would thank his friend through his first attempt. He’d had a couple of good blowjobs in his time before as a man, and he knew the way he liked it, so that’s how he treated Mikayla’s cock. Slow, lingering, worshipful, and then fast. Holding the base, jerking Mikayla off while he sucked. Mikayla made happy squealing sounds while her hips followed his pace, fucking his mouth with abandon. When he felt her tense, he knew she would cum, and he knew that he wanted her to, to swallow her down.

“You gonna be my good girl?” Mikayla asked. Her head was tossed back, eyes closed, savoring the boy’s mouth on her cock. Soon, her old friend would be gone. What remained would be another sissy for her to offer up to Harliss.

“Jason nodded while he sucked and teased the phallus in his mouth, stroking her shaft while he tasted the soft flesh.

“Here it comes, girl,” Mikayla said, bending toward him, forcing her cock deeper into his throat with the motion.

Jason gagged at the sudden invasion and then shivered as hot cum pumped into his mouth. He felt it strike the back of his throat and coat his tongue, swirl around the meat filling his mouth. The last of Jason’s will shattered as the cum flowed down into his belly with every swallow, sealing in his mind what he was, what he perhaps had been all along. He was a sissy, a servant of his betters, and now he was cleaning the cock of a sissy slut with his mouth and tongue until she told him Jason was done.

Jason knew this old name no longer fit. He was not a real he anymore. He was a sissy. And sissies weren’t men in any way. The name might have been implanted along with all the other desires. He only knew when it floated to the top of his mind, he knew it was his name forevermore. And that it would make him a she.

“That was delicious, honey,” Mikayla said, drawing her cock from Jason’s mouth. “You feel better?”

“Yes, thank you. And it’s not Jason anymore.”

“Oh?” Mikayla thrilled with a spark of pleasure. Seeing a new sissy embrace her new life made her horny all over again.

“It’s Jasmine,” the sissy said. She rose and straightened her black dress. “I should get back. Those girls are messy. But thank you, Mikayla. And not just for the cum. For everything.”

“Totally my pleasure, baby,” she said, playfully spanking Jasmine’s cute ass. “Catch you later.”

Jasmine blushed and left, rearranging her clothes in a more tidy manner as she left. Mikayla rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling, teasing her cock back into its full length. She was going to enjoy her job tonight.



The semester was almost over. With Mikayla’s help, all the boys of Dalton Hall were living their best lives as one of the proudest groups of sisses Harliss had yet created. Their bodies had matched their minds with very few exceptions, and those whose bodies resisted the hormone treatments were scheduled for surgery to complete their new personas. Those who had been scheduled for surgery were eager to receive the treatment. Thanks to the mental conditioning done by Harliss and the other professors, each sissy was eager to be the best version of herself.

But with the end of the semester came the goodbyes. Perhaps it was because this group of boys had been so delightful to warp into her feminine vision of them, but Harliss had to admit she was going to regret bidding her adieus to a few of them. And one of them was on the way to her office.

Mikayla was close by, as she always was. Harliss had not denied herself her reward, and Mikayla would serve her as pet and toy until Harliss grew tired of her. She was so eager to please and so good at seducing the other sissies, it was difficult for Harliss to imagine growing tired of the sissy anytime soon. Especially when she was so alluring in her white bodysuit, zippers in front and back for easy access. The top was cut low to show off her ample tits. Harliss was thinking about having them surgically enhanced to augment the already-big tits into something truly pornographic. Mikayla’s hair was done up in twin pigtails that made her look especially saucy. If Harliss didn’t have to dispatch one of the issues to her new life, she might claim Mikayla then.

There was a home for every one of her sissies. The donations that came for this kind of research weren’t without strings. Many of the donors wanted one of the sissies for their own once the process was complete. Some of that funding disappeared after the donor got what they wanted. But there were always more. The service Harliss and Wavery provided was unique, and so men and women would pay for that uniqueness. Just as the man sitting across the desk from Harliss had. His eyes were on Mikayla, roaming her voluptuous body with cool gray eyes.

“And is this one claimed?” he asked, nodding at the sissy slut.

“She is,” Harliss replied, seeing no need to add that it was Harliss herself who claimed her.

“Pity.”

“I believe you will be quite pleased with your girl. She is just as you asked. And full service, of course. If it makes you feel any better, Mikayla here has helped train her in the bedroom arts.”

The man chuckled. “That does make me feel slightly better. When do I get to see her?”

There was a rap at the pebbled glass of the office door.

“There she is now, right on time. She is punctual to a fault.”

The man stood as Harliss ushered the sissy inside.

“This is Jasmine,” Harliss said. “Jasmine, this is Frank Wyland. He’ll be taking you home.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jasmine replied, and nodded demurely to Wyland. “Should I get my things?”

Wyland waved his hand. “No need. Everything will be provided for. Mind spinning for me? Let me get a look at you.”

“Yes, sir,” the sissy replied. She turned in a slow circle just inside the doorway, conscious of the fact she was being scrutinized and secretly pleased by it.

Since accepting herself for the sissy servant she was, Jasmine blossomed as befitting her name. She gave up the loose and formless dresses for those that would hug her body and show off her changing shape. Now at the end of her body’s journey, Jasmine boasted a firm and shapely ass showcased by the tight black dress she wore. White lace circled the lower hem to suggest a maid’s uniform. One could see the tops of her stockings below that hem and the garter straps leading up her thighs. The black heels she wore were polished and tall, making her legs look all the more appealing as he feet angled sharply into those shoes. Her breasts were a full B, small compared to Mikayla, but enticing. The way the dress showed the rise of her chest begged one to roam those hills with a hand and kiss the valley between them. Her hair was long and loose, framing her narrow and lovely face. She had been good at the more subtle art of makeup and now was on her way to being an expert. One might think she wore no makeup at all, but that only displayed her talent for looking natural and flawless. Once her revolution ended, she folded her hands at her lap and bowed her head. As lovely as she was as a physical creature, her submissive nature was equally exciting to Wyland.

“Jasmine, you are very pretty. If I take you home, what would you hope to do there?”

Jasmine lifted her eyes to his and held them. “I would be honored to help keep your house in order, sir. I am quite good at keeping a tidy home, and serving dinners for quiet nights and parties alike. And at the risk of being too bold, sir, I am also quite talented at pleasing my owner.”

“Owner?” Wyland prompted. His pants were tightening around a growing erection.

“Yes, sir. While I am happy to be kept by some of the girls here on campus, what I want most is to be owned by a strong man like yourself. I could make a very fine possession.”

Wyland smirked. He finally tore his eyes from Jasmine to regard Harliss, who had not moved from behind her desk. When he turned, he missed the look that passed between jasmine and Mikayla, a look of recognition and lust.

“I trust you find her acceptable.”

“More than acceptable. What do I need to sign?”

“Sign?” Harliss asked with a thin smile, “Nothing. She goes with you of her own free will. That is if she wants to join you. Do you want to go with Mr. Wyland, Jasmine?”

“Oh yes, please,” the sissy answered.

“Then it’s done. Do be good to her. We are very fond of Jasmine.”

“I assure you,” Wyland said, his voice lowering to the register of a growl, “I will treat her very well.”

Harliss watched the man take the sissy’s hand and lead her away, the office door swinging closed behind them.

“You did fine work with her,” Harliss said, speaking to Mikayla without ever turning her head.

“She’s sexy,” Mikayla replied with a giggle. “She was one of the best cocksuckers we had.”

“Better than you?”

“I didn’t say that,” Mikayla teased. She pursed her lips and cocked a hip in a way that suggested she knew just how good she was at inviting attention. And that she could fulfill the promise her appearance made.

Harliss stood and faced Mikayla. It was criminal the way this sissy above others turned her on. “Get the toy I like,” she instructed Mikayla. Harliss moved away from the desk to allow the sissy to pass. She bent at the waist, showing off her round ass as she leaned down to open the bottom drawer of Harliss’s desk. Harliss was tempted to grab the peach wriggling before her, but she kept her distance. Waiting would make it all the sweeter.

Mikayla turned with the strapon in hand. It was pointed up at her face, held in one hand, the straps dangling over her fist.

“Put it on me.”

“Yes, Miss,” Mikayla grinned. She knelt on the floor before Harliss, lifting the cool dean’s olive skirt over her hips. Beneath was a pair of white silk panties. Mikaya breathed deeply, memorizing the scent of her benefactor before she threaded the straps around her waist. Harliss watched the top of Mikayla’s head while the sissy performed her task, then sat back on her feet when the job was done.

“Lube it up for me, sweetness.”

Mikayla beamed as she knelt forward, taking the strapon’s tip into her mouth, then slowly swallowed down the remainder of the shaft. When she slid back down its length, it glistened with her saliva.

“Good slut. Now bend over the desk and show me that sweet little pussy of yours.”

It was unlike Harliss to talk this way, but she had a weakness for Mikayla. She liked being dirty with the girl, of treating her like the whore she was. Mikayla moved slowly to the desk, wagging her ass seductively. She bent over the surface of it, reaching behind her to slide her skirt up over her fair cheeks. Her ass was decorated with pink panties, and these she slowly pushed down between her milky thighs, moving her hips pendulously to ease them away from her hole. This wasn’t the first time Harliss used her ass, nor the fiftieth, nor was it anywhere close to the last time. Still, the promise of penetrating Mikayla, impaling her with the strapon, was enough to make Harliss wet and warm.

“Beg me,” Harliss ordered.

“Please, Miss,” Mikayla whined in response, “I need my slutty pussy filled so bad. I need you to treat me like the sissy slut I am.”

“Better,” Harliss chastened.

“Fuck me, Miss. I need to feel you use me like your whore. I need you to fuck me so bad.” There was a low sound in Mikayla’s voice that said she wasn’t lying. She did need this and from Harliss most of all. She was Harliss’s slut by preference and by programming.

“Better,” Harliss said. She positioned herself behind the sissy and teased her ass with the tip of the strap-on. “You belong to me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss,” Mikayla groaned, inviting entry with a slow sway of her backside.

“Good sissy,” Harliss said. Mikayla almost climaxed at the words Harliss spoke, and then Harliss thrust forward, penetrating Mikayala’s sissy pussy with enough firmness to make Mikayla gasp, but there was tenderness too. Mikayla wasn’t being punished, far from it. She was being rewarded for all her work. The conversion of her friend into Jasmine and a dozen other boys who now found themselves made more useful in their sissydom than they had ever been as a male.

Harliss rode the slut until Mikayla was cumming, spilling her seed over the edge of the desk and onto the floor. She didn’t need to be asked when Harliss withdrew. She went to work cleaning her own mess with her tongue. Harliss unbuckled the strap-on and watched her sissy degrading herself with the clean-up. She touched herself while Mikayla cleaned the drips from the face of the desk, imagining that tongue on her clit, where it would find itself in mere moments. For that instance, she simply admired the depths to which she had taken Mikayla, crafted her into the perfect toy for her pleasure. Soon, she would have an orgasm of her own and then it would be time to send the rest of the sissies off to their new homes or new assignments on campus. And then work would begin anew. There was always another class on the horizon.
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Enjoy this one? There’s more where that came from!



The Corporate Takeover Series: The brilliant Dr. Raquel Benson takes vengeance on men who have wrong women of the world, twisting their minds and bodies into feminine versions of themselves.



Corporate Takeover 1

Corporate Takeover 2

Corporate Takeover: Candi’s Tale 1

Corporate Takeover: Candi’s Tale 2

Corporate Takeover: Brothers to Sisters

Corporate Takeover: The New Sister

Corporate Takeover: Climbing the Ladder

Corporate Takeover: Brains and Brawn

Corporate Takeover: Team Building

Corporate Takeover: Homecoming

Corporate Takeover: Femme and Balanced



Hostile Takeovers: Corporate Takeover Vol. 1 (CT 1-4)

Hostile Takeovers 2: Corporate Takeover Vol. 2 (CT 5-8)



The Trick and Treat Series: An ancient witch resides in the local haunted house. Each Halloween, some poor, unfortunate souls find their way into Wyrmwood House and are transformed into Dorothea’s playthings.



Trick and Treat 1

Trick and Treat 2

Trick and Treat 3

Trick and Treat 4

Trick and Treat 5



Trick and Treat Vol. 1 (Parts 1-3)



The Pink Institute Series: An epic TG series featuring a bevy of gender swapped beauties and the hypnotic institute which breeds intrigue and transformation!



Pink Surrender

Pink Submission

Pink Bliss

Pink Corruption

Pink Evolution

Pink Erasure

Pink Awakening

Pink Origins



Pink Pleasure Vol. 1 (Pink Institute 1-3)



The Halloween Trap: Preston will become Presley, a transgender girl and companion for Vanessa on a very special Halloween night. When it ends, will love conquer all, or will Presley reject Van again to return to his old life? Anything can happen on Halloween!



Bound to Be a Bimbo: A young playboy gets his comeuppance when a wily witch and her coven turn him into a bubbly bimbo. Not only does his witchy benefactor enjoy his new look, but she has a few kinks of her own to explore with her new sex toy!



Star Swapped: A down-on-his-luck young man finds himself abducted by aliens, transferred into the body of a seductive alien slave, and beset by pirates. Some days are stranger than others…



The Third Wheel: Chris has it all: money, a casual lifestyle, and the love of a beautiful and ambitious woman. When he is presented with an opportunity to loosen her up with the aid of a special pill, it’s an offer too good to resist.



Dollhaus: Four travelers on a tour of the Deep South run afoul of a witch who makes her fortune by providing the elite with lifelike, mindless dolls for their own pleasure. When a storm drives them into the witch’s home, they find their fears and temptations will lead them into danger of becoming her newest creations!



As KayDee Sommers:



Futa Academy 1: How to Make a Succubus: Shy Brittany goes unnoticed through her day, at least until she ducks into her favorite lunchtime sport to admire her crush, Alan. Awaiting her, however, is a beautiful succubus who has her way with Alan and is looking for dessert!



Futa Academy 2: Invasion of the Sorority Bee Girls: For Brittany, life as a futa succubus is full of surprises. Left with little idea of how to lead her new life, Brittany attempts to be the same college girl she always was. The need to feed on the desire of others, though, will lead her to the Beta Sigma Xi sorority, where the college girls are beautiful and very odd. What she discovers will open up a world of possibilities, if she can escape the clutches of the sorority Queen with her mind and body intact!



Futa Academy 3: The Devil and the Futa: After escaping the clutches of Queen Mona and her bee girls, Brittany is summoned to appear before Abaddon, the evil ruler of the underworld, where she expects to be made his concubine. In her search for a way to escape her fate, Brittany finds T.S., the sexy occultist with a possible way out for Brittany. If Brittany can resist making T.S. another victim of her dark desires.



Futa Academy Gaiden: Circe: Set alongside the events of the Futa Academy series, the world of the Immortals is under assault by an unknowing human race. Eager to learn more about the human,s faeries Flirt and Flan are given a mission to live among the humans and learn what they can about the species that threatens the world of magic. An inventive and evil witch has discovered the faeries’ plan, however, and has plans of her own for both the faeries, and the mission they have undertaken.



Freshman Re-Orientation: Wallace is a college freshman looking to enjoy his first time away from home. Little does he know that he and his roommate, Ren, are about to go through changes they could never have imagined!



Freshman Re-Orientation 2: As Wallace embraces his new life as the sissy Wendy, he and his feminized roommate discover the true purpose of the changes they’ve experienced. While their minds and bodies become perfectly girly, they begin to explore their new lusts and urges. A new imperative emerges - to find dates to the big school dance where they can satisfy their sissy hunger and recruit more for the project that has changed them



Freshman Re-Orientation 3: A new year, a new school, but more feminizing, seductive evil lurks for Brian as he begins class at Llewellyn University. Enticed by the beguiling Kate, Brian finds his body and very soul twisted into something less than a man.



Freshman Re-Orientation 4: Big Sisters: Tyler has come to MacIntyre College in pursuit of his fantasy - his high school crush, Becky. When he and several other students are assigned big sisters in the Alpha Theta sorority, Tyler is taken under Becky’s wing, but the pleasure of her company harbors a darker secret.



Freshman Re-Orientation 5: Home Ec: With Tyler now transformed into the sissy Taylor, a new world is opening up for the feminized boy. Under the tutelage of the domineering Miss Slade, Taylor will learn what it truly means to become a sissy.



The Island of Dr. Whoreau: Detective Frank Lane follows the beautiful and wealthy Ruth Van Patton to a remote island in search of Ruth’s sister. When they arrive, Lane suspects the lair of a cult, but the truth is far more sinister and far more transformational than he could have ever suspected.



Witchy Woman: The QB Curse: Reggie Baker has it all - the cheerleader girlfriend, renown as the star quarterback of the college team, and a bright future all waiting for him. But his wandering eye finds the bewitching Selene too sweet a temptation to resist. With a healthy dose of charm, Reggie seduces the gorgeous Selene, unaware that his latest conquest has powers he couldn’t imagine! When his deception is discovered, Selene finds the perfect revenge, and Reggie will never be the same!



Venus Vanity: Cassidy and Mattie are local losers, out drinking beers and looking for trouble when they find themselves drawn to a new shop in town - Venus Vanity. Inside, they find themselves under the thrall of a beautiful goddess with visions of a new world, and these two boys will be only her first victims!



Cosplay Cutie: Ben’s new house has it all - an attic bedroom for home, a secret room, and the spirit of a girl who is all too ready to use Ben’s body as a way to get what she wants. Consuming him with thoughts of passion, Ben’s new friend is changing him in ways he could have never imagined and now he may never be his old self again!



Night’s Wood: Urg is a fierce warrior. Eveline is a half-elf priestess. When a fateful errand unleashes a curse, they find themselves inhabiting the other’s body and must make their way to the witch who has doomed them to life as another gender.



The Wig: A webcam girl falls prey to a jealous former employer and all that’s left of her is a wig made from her hair and the desire for revenge. When a former fan comes into possession of the wig made from Honey Domain’s hair, he unlocks something sensual and supernatural. The wig will transform the wearer into the living embodiment of sensual revenge.



Magical Makeover: Kyra and Titus are outcasts at the Narton School for Witchcraft. The adventurous Kyra wants to investigate the mysterious clock tower, which results in a magical accident granting her great power. Enough power to turn Titus into the girl of Kyra’s dreams. But Titus has plans of his own, and his attempts to subvert Kyra’s plans may place them both in jeopardy of losing more than their student status at the witch academy!



Turnabout: Chris thought he was made to be a Dominant. But when he attends a local BDSM group meeting, he meets the enigmatic and alluring Renee, who is eager to show Chris his proper place. Soon, he will find himself molded into the submissive Renee most desires, and he may have no choice but to obey!



Trilogy of Temptation: In this three-story collection, a lecherous security guard finds his comeuppance in the form of real magic; a reclusive pornographic actress grants an exclusive interview to a reporter unaware of her true intentions; and, a gorgeous woman on a night out meets a pair of young men and grants them a night of pleasure - but is she who she seems?



Starting Over: Terrance has been a little too free with his hands around his co-workers and is sent for counseling into the clutches of the gorgeous Dr. Deveraux. Terrance discovers Deveraux’s methods are uncovering new feelings inside him… feminine feelings. But are these his own desires, or something more insidious? As his body changes, the truth will become all too clear and his life will never be the same!



The Girl in 2F: It begins with the body of girl dressed in latex, found dead in an alley. The mystery of the girl’s identity and how she came to be there will dog Detective Jack Palmer enough to do something rash…



Changed Into My Wife’s Sister: Carl thinks his trip to the mall with his wife is just a nuisance, but he’ll be changed forever by her scheme involving a magical salon and a shopping trip designed to help him be the best girl he can be!



Blackmailed Into Beauty: Mark has always kept the secret of his cross-dressing from his wife, but on one fateful day, she will discover his hidden passions and twist them into her own desires - a feminized husband to serve her and please her! While his wife makes increasingly dramatic demands, his co-worker, Donna, joins in the fun and no place is safe from further changes to Mark’s body!



Sissy Sage: Jason has always been small and weak, a shy and reserved young man. When he meets his college crush Alyson, she lures him into a night he’ll never forget! Jason becomes Sage, a girl who is given free reign to indulge his innermost fantasies, and some he’s never conceived of before.



Bound to Womanhood: Phil loves his wife. When she asks him to visit her therapist, he agrees, but nothing can prepare him for the journey his new therapist and wife will guide him on. Inch by inch, Phil is losing his control to his wife, and now he is no longer sure he wants to stop it. With every stocking and heel, something is changing in Phil, and his mental bondage may be matched only by the physical.



Mother’s Day: Awake in a strange place, Parker struggles to recall how he came to be here and why he is so compelled to dress himself in such feminine clothes. With his very masculinity on the line, can he resist the lure of a new life with Mother? Who or what is Mother and who are these women so devoted to her?



Hallowitch: Milton is home for Halloween, eager for the night to fall so he can indulge in his cross-dressing fantasies. His new robe comes with a surprise - a resurrected witch! Constance gives Milton a new body and a new outlook on life and even manages to capture the nosy neighbor in her magical web.



Cult of the Bimbo: Aubrey has a fantasy. While working her boring job and spending her nights alone, she dreams of being one of the women she sees on reality shows. Mindless, hot women with perfect bodies and one goal - to be hot and wanted. Some might call these women bimbos. Aubrey calls them perfection. When she finds a resort advertising an island paradise that promises to make her the woman of her dreams, Aubrey is whisked away to a tropical paradise led by the enigmatic Sir Pendo. Soon, she and her new friend Taylor will find themselves changing.



And you can find much more at www.LykaBloom.com!

Thank you so much for reading and please offer your feedback!
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