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Justin checked the email
on his phone again and verified the room assignment. Room 412,
Dalton Hall. He’d be sharing with one other freshman boy, someone
named Antonio. The key card he’d been assigned in the lobby came in
a paper sleeve, and he removed it now, swiping it. An LED near the
handle flashed from red to green and there was an odd
whoosh of air as he
opened the door and entered his dorm room for the first
time.

It was his first time away from home,
and the journey to Waverly College brought with it a sense that his
life was finally beginning. He thought it was some old general who
said what’s past is preamble, or maybe it was from one of the
sci-fi shows he liked, but the origin made the sentiment no less
true. His years of being the scrawny and awkward teen in high
school were behind him. He could redefine himself
entirely.

As he tossed his backpack onto the
sheetless bed, he took stock of his new home, for the next few
months at least. Two wardrobes, one on either side of the door, two
beds, pushed against the wall opposite the door, both singles, and
a two desk areas for study beside two identical chests of drawers.
A perfectly symmetrical room, with the desk partitions made of a
wood that resembled cedar, but was probably some manufactured
particle board. A lamp attached to a swinging arm was mounted to
the side of the desk, but there were no other decorations. There
were no windows, either, which made the room feel less like a
college dorm room than a cell. Still, a few posters and some music,
it would be cozy.

He opened the wardrobe, sliding one
door behind the other. Empty hangers swung from the rod and it
echoed hollowly when the sliding door banged the side of the
wardrobe. He saw a flash of light color on the top shelf of the
wardrobe and reached up for it. Pulling it down, he found that it
was a set of light pink sheets for the bed. He turned back to the
bed, holding the sheets and pillow cases in his hands, when the
door opened with the same strange rush of air.

“Oh, hey there,” said his roommate,
looking askance at the sheets and then extended a hand to Justin in
greeting. “I’m Antonio. But most people just call me Tony. Makes me
sound less Mexican.”

Justin tossed the sheets on the bed
with a sheepish grin and gave Antonio’s hand two quick
shakes.

“Hey, Justin. I didn’t bring any
sheets for the bed. Looks like they’re leftovers from the girl’s
dorm.”

“They didn’t give us sheets?” Antonio
asked, leaning to shrug off his long bag strapped over one
shoulder. He checked his own wardrobe and found the same pink
sheets. “Huh.”

“I guess we can ask for different ones
during the orientation tomorrow. I don’t guess pink sheets will
kill us.”

“Just keep to your side of the room,”
the new arrival laughed.

It was obviously a joke. With his
deeply tanned skin and dark mop of hair, there was no disguising
his Latino background.

“So, I guess you’re some big
smarty-pants, too?”

Tony laughed as he unzipped his bag,
removing his clothes and a handful of personal belongings. He had a
neat and orderly way of doing things that juxtaposed with Justin’s
more haphazard method of unpacking. The one thing they both shared,
aside from their invitation to Waverly College’s new program, was a
build that placed them on the smaller end of young adult male
proportions. Justin wondered if it was coincidence, or maybe it was
a function of them both being smarter than the average
kid.

“I guess. I hope the classes aren’t too challenging. I do want to be able to have a little fun. We’re
in college, after all. Aren’t we supposed to be partying and sowing
our oats?”

Justin laughed. He’d never been a
partier, and sowing his oats generally required a partner to sow
with. Aside from a few brief relationships in high school, the sort
that led to a few enjoyable groping sessions but not much else,
Justin had no experience with women. They remained elusive and
exotic creatures in his mind, some superior form of life that he
hoped would one day deign to offer him a relationship.

“Also, it’s weird they keep us apart
from the girls, isn’t it?”

“I think it’s for study or something.
Like we can focus on school or something.”

Tony nodded, but the
explanation felt a little hollow, even as Justin spoke the words.
It was strange
that they had to take a special elevator from the lobby to Dalton
Hall, where he and Tony and at least a half dozen other students
were housed. But the invitation had been strange in
itself.

Based on your unique
talents, we are pleased to offer you entry into a special education
and lifestyle program at Waverly College. All tuition, room, and
board will be paid.

There was more, lots of legalities and
suggestions of a rigorous educational program, a few odd lines
about physical requirements, but mostly it remained an
enigma.

They went about the business of
unpacking and applying the few decorations they brought with them.
As they worked, the room became less sterile, and something that
approached comforting. And they talked, the way you do when you’re
getting to know someone with whom you’ve been unexpectedly
paired.

Justin learned that Tony was first
generation American, and his mother had been a professional dancer
in Brazil. He had a picture on his phone of a gorgeous woman
looking dramatic in a flowing dress. She was inarguably beautiful,
and Justin thought he could see signs of her in Tony’s nose and
eyes.

They both enjoyed electronic music,
some science fiction, and Tony had a love of sports, too. In all,
it seemed like they were both of an even temperament, and Justin
was feeling good about the start of his college life.

* * *

“Did you see her?”

“Of course I did,” Justin said looking
down at the paper cup in his hand. A moment before, there had been
two small yellow pills at the bottom of it.

“If she’s the hall monitor, I think I
am going to be a very bad boy, Justin. I want to get sent to her
office.”

“Do you remember the thing about the
pills in the letter?”

“What? No. It’s probably a placebo. Or
maybe Ritalin or something to help us concentrate. Who cares? And
you are being very quiet on the whole Hillary topic.”

Hillary was the hall monitor, the girl
in charge of them, she said. And there was good reason for Tony to
be all wound up over her. She had the kind of Midwestern looks that
all men secretly preferred to the bubbly blonde. With a lean body
that boasted a suggestion of curves by her tasteful outfit and hair
a deep chestnut color, her eyes seemed to fix you when they fell on
you. It was hard for Justin to hold a look from her for long. He
became nervous, and his head bowed unconsciously.

“Did you see the legs coming out of
those shorts? I bet she runs.”

“Yeah,” Justin mused, crumpling the
paper cup in his hand and tossing it in the small trash can beside
his desk. “I don’t remember anything about medication.”

“If you feel weird later, or tomorrow,
don’t take it.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“I know I am. But I gotta be honest
with you. If she asks me to do anything, I’m probably gonna do it.
Hillary. Such a white name for such a hot body…”

This finally got a laugh out of
Justin, and he forgot the pills for a while.


Justin didn’t feel particularly odd
the next day, though he was surprised when yet another pretty
college girl did the rounds at 7 am with another cup, each with the
same pair of small yellow pills. He was less reluctant this time,
and Tony showed the same lack of care in gobbling his medication
down.

“It must be something in the water,”
Tony theorized. “Every girl that’s shown up at our door is
incredible. I wonder who we’re gonna get tonight after the
meeting?”

It was the meeting Justin was more
curious about. The official orientation for the students in the
Dalton Hall program. He hadn’t met everyone on the floor yet. The
pair across the hall introduced themselves that morning, a
red-haired kid named Teddy with ginger freckles and very white
teeth, and a black student named James. James had a powerful PC and
was quick to show off a few of the games he had installed
there.

Aside from Teddy and James, Justin
counted six more. An even ten of them, all colors and creeds. But
there was a commonality. They were all short of stature, like
Justin, and they were all male. It was difficult to believe that
all the best students were boys. Then again, if this were a real
experiment, maybe they needed to reduce variables. That had to be
it, he told himself.

They were meeting in a room in the
library generally reserved for much bigger audiences. There was a
stage at the front of the room and fifty seats in the small
auditorium. The ten students in the program peppered the seats,
most in pairs defined by roommates. Finally, the lights dimmed and
Hillary, the girl from this morning, stood by the podium along with
another girl, this one just as attractive, but dark-haired, and
dressed in a suede skirt and black sweater that made her look like
she’d stepped off a college brochure. They were just to the right
of the podium, heads forward, hands behind their backs. They could
have been mannequins while they stood at attention on the
stage.

“We are definitely in the right
school,” Tony chuckled.

A slender woman with silver hair swept
back from her forehead crossed the stage, looking elegant in a long
skirt. She paused behind the podium, looking out over the boys’
faces.

“Good evening, Waverly students,” she
began with a smile. She had a subtle waver to her voice that gave
her tone a melodic quality Justin quite liked. “I am sure most of
you have settled in, and I think you’ve all met Hillary, Renae, and
Claire.”

The girls waves. Renae had been the
girl from that morning. Claire was the college girl ideal. And
Justin found himself staring at her long after she’d been
introduced. Something about her delicate features and her dark
hair. He was transfixed.

“And I am Nina Harliss. This is all a
little unusual. Well, it’s supposed to be. We are trying something
at Waverly that’s never been done, and that means it’s going to
seem a little strange, maybe even foolish, to those who look in
from the outside. But for those in this room, let me say: We have a
commitment to your success. You will be the best students this
college has ever produced and we will make history.”

She was rousing, Justin would give her
that. Harliss gripped both sides of the podium, grinning out at her
audience as they leaned forward to hear more from her. And she gave
it to them. It was an impassioned speech about their future and
what they could make of themselves if they dedicated themselves to
it. And then she concluded with a presentation.

It was just a video, projected onto
the dropdown screen that slowly extended downward until it filled
the stage. Harliss and the girls left the stage and the video
began. It was the usual boring nonsense about achieving your goals
while images of old buildings faded into one another, and then it
was something else, something Justin couldn’t remember.

When next he was aware, the lights
were up and Tony was stirring beside him.

“What just happened?” he
asked.

Tony rubbed his eyes and stood,
stretching his arms wide. “I don’t know, I kinda nodded off when
the girls left. You hungry? I could eat a horse.”

He was. Ravenous even.

“Yeah, alright. Let’s get something to
eat.”

“There’s a diner on the edge of
campus. I think we should go there.”

It sounded like a good idea. A very
good idea. He agreed quickly, unsure of why he had, but the others
were going, too, and Justin didn’t want to stand out. Fitting in
was important. He knew that from high school. And somewhere else.
He frowned, following Tony out of the building and into the cold
night air.


Like the tidiest group of moths to
ever seek out a flame, the residents of Dalton Hall filed into the
diner on Maplemere Drive. The place was all glass and chrome, like
an old gas-guzzling roadster. It borrowed its theme from the 1950s.
From the vintage decor, including vinyl EPs pinned to the walls, to
the Formica tabletops of the booths, it was meticulously arranged
to immerse the diner in the world of sock hops and malted
milkshakes. Even the waitresses had prim little uniforms in red and
white checkers, a white apron over the front to hold their ticket
books and make change for the customers. Doo-wop played on the
Wurlitzer near a cigarette machine, a thing Justin wasn’t sure he’d
ever seen before outside of older movies.

“Come in, come in,” said an older
blonde woman. She had the same uniform as the other waitresses, but
was at least twenty years older than any of them. There were crows’
feet at the corners of her eyes, and her teeth had yellowed some,
but she was still pretty.

“Nice MILF,” Tony muttered, guiding
them to a booth as he crystallized Justin’s thoughts.

Tony craned his neck around as the
young waitresses hurried to attend the sudden rush of customers.
The older woman, Norma, according to her name tag, gave the
marching orders.

“The girls will all take care of you,
but how about some nice cold milkshakes on the house?”

‘Thank you’s and ‘Yes, please’s
fluttered about the diner as the boys all nodded.

Tony was grinning stupidly, and took
the milkshake handed to him in both hands when their server arrived
at the booth. He lifted it to his lips and drank it down in four
big gulps, then brushed the white residue away with the back of his
hand.

“I think I needed that,” he
laughed.

Justin found it exceedingly strange.
He didn’t care for milkshakes really, but here it was in his hand,
and he was drinking it just as fast as Tony had. And it tasted like
it was the finest thing he’d ever drunk.

“Two more?” the chipper waitress
asked. Mary was the name on her uniform. She had small breasts, but
a pretty face and thin build that Justin admired. She wasn’t the
raven-haired beauty Claire was, but a girl like Claire was out of
reach, a dream not a reality. This girl, Mary, she was the kind of
cute Justin could attain. Or so he told himself. It was Tony who
spoke up and ordered two more milkshakes for them, and told her
they’d need another minute with the menu.

“You need to talk to girls better,”
Tony suggested.

“Easy for you to say. I don’t know why
I get so nervous.”

“You just need to believe in yourself.
You have really pretty eyes.”

“Thanks,” Justin said, and it took a
second to catch up to the compliment. Pretty eyes? That was a weird
thing to be told. Still, they probably were his best feature, and
Tony was trying to help.

When the waitress returned, they were
ready. In addition to the milkshake, Tony had a cheeseburger and
fries and Justin chose chicken fingers with onion rings. The menu
was just as vintage as everything else, a bevy of fried options, or
thick beef patties cooked on a grill.

It was Norma who stationed the flat
grill, and she sang merrily to herself while she prepared food for
the residents of Dalton Hall.

Justin caught a few more names. Teddy
and James were there, and another pair of roommates named Elliot
and Tommy, who insisted people call him Tom now that he was in
college. At another table, two Korean students named Cal and Ben,
who chatted with one another in Korean at a speed that Justin found
dizzying. The final two members of the Dalton experiment were Peter
and Danny. Peter had a blue streak in his hair and was excited
about the prospect of finding some DJ gigs in the town of Waverly,
small as it was. Danny was quiet and reserved, but friendly enough.
Justin felt a quiet kinship. Ben and Cal proposed they have a
weekly Friday party in their room, and the whole of the group
agreed that sounded like a good way to blow off some
steam.

Food came and the conversation
stalled. Each of them fed a deep hunger, and stilled their tongues
until it had been sated.

“No, no,” Norma grinned when the first
of the tables rose to leave. “This time is on the house. You just
come back and see me whenever you can, and we’ll make sure you get
fed right. Those school cafeterias are all salads and quinoa. You
boys need some old-fashioned American meat!”

There were more thanks and laughter,
and the boys of Dalton Hall staggered home with full bellies and
sleep chasing them.

The final task for the night was
assigned by email. Another orientation video before that start of
classes in the morning. Justin and Tony took the pills brought by
Renae and laid back in the pink-sheeted beds, staring at their
phones as the screens flashed and lulled them into whispering
sleep.


The first day began with a wake-up
call from Claire with her cups of pills. It was Justin that
answered the door in his loose shorts and billowing tee shirt, his
willowy limbs feeling suddenly very small in the presence of
Claire’s beauty.

“Here ya go, cutie,” she said with a wink. “Make sure your roommate gets his. Sharing is caring.” And she was gone with a high laugh.

The Dalton students took a different class schedule from the rest of Waverly College. They would ride the elevator down to the main lobby and then cross campus to the Hendricks Building, which served as both science building and housed some administrative offices in the upper floors. Little space was wasted at Waverly College.

Their classroom was on the third floor, which sat between the more normally-used classrooms of the first two floors and the administrative offices in the top two. As far as Justin could tell, no one but the Dalton Hall students used this floor. And, of course, their instructor.

Her name was Miss Dottie, and she had the cheerful demeanor of a mother. She was quite attractive, too, in a black pencil skirt that hugged her wide hips and a red top that buttoned up the front. The top buttons were open, and when she gestured as she spoke, Justin was sure he could see the silhouette of the black bra beneath her blouse.

“Good morning, come on in, find a seat. I’m Miss Dottie, and today begins your classwork here at Waverly. This may seem a little unusual, but the first thing we are going to do each day is work on your poise. So, let’s begin with you,” she said, pointing to James.

James rose and joined Miss Dottie at the front of the classroom. Behind them were a pair of blackboards. The only thing written on them was Miss Dottie’s name. So far, Justin grinned, the curriculum was easy.

“Now I want you stand straight. Good. Chest out more. Hands at your sides. Very good, James.”

The rest of the boys watched while Miss Dottie posed and nudged until James stood just so.

“Now, walk to the end of the room and back again.”

James looked confused by the request, but he did as asked, taking three steps toward the back of the classroom, where the radiator rattled as it shuddered to life, before Miss Dottie stopped him.

“No, no, no. Come back here. You’re swinging your arms like some sort of cave man. Watch,” she said, and strolled from one end of the room to the other. Her arms were at her sides, wrists bent so that her hands were posed perpendicular to her body. Her motion was all in her hips, and there was a quality to her stride that reminded Justin of waves coming in at the beach.

“Like that,” she said.

James looked from Miss Dottie to the class and then decided he’d go along with the request. He walked in a mimic of Miss Dottie, hands held femininely at his hips, ass swaying as he moved. While it looked ridiculously feminine, Justin couldn’t deny he was looking forward to his chance. He wasn’t sure why, but he knew he had to do what was expected of him.

Each member of the class took a turn. By the third student, Ben, Miss Dottie no longer had to demonstrate a proper walk. Justin went fifth, and he did it almost perfectly the first time, which made him swell with pride when Miss Dottie praised him. Tony was ninth, and he was a natural, or had studied the others enough to do a perfect imitation.

“You’ve all done very well,” Miss Dottie said, stifling the chatter after the last of them had performed for the class. “But doing it for me in class is one thing. If you can do it wherever you go, why you’ll be at the top of the class in no time. And don’t kid yourself. I, and the other instructors, are watching. We believe that posture and poise can have an effect on your ability to learn. If you do not practice what we are teaching, there’s not much reason to keep you here, is there?”

“No,” said the boys, shaking their heads. Some were wide-eyed with fear at the prospect of being sent home, having found a place to fit in. Justin guessed that all of them were like him in that way. They’d been ostracized in school before, and now they all had a chance to become something new.

Someone that didn’t have to feel ashamed.

“Good boys. Now stay right here. The next class will begin in a moment.”

They all watched Miss Dottie leave the classroom, taking careful mental notes at how her body moved.

Next to arrive was Harniss herself. She wore casual gray pants today, and a sweater with big pockets she often stuffed her hands into. While she was older, she was still very pretty, and had sharp features and bright hazel eyes that were constantly absorbing the world around her.

“Good morning, class,” she began. “Now that you’ve all had a little exercise, let’s get to some real education. We are going to do an overview of 20th and 21st century history, with a focus on patriarchal influence on geopolitical events. If some of you feel a little lost, don’t worry. Everything will make sense in time. So, let’s begin with the origins of World War One, which will lead us back to turn of the century Europe…”

As she spoke, Harniss used a remote in one of her deep pockets to advance slides on a projector suspended from the ceiling. The blackboards made a sufficient screen, and Justin found Harniss’s drone lulling him into a hazy awareness, and the images on the screen were more than just old sketches of Industrial Revolution Europe. They were moving and turning, twisting while he looked. He tried to make out the image beneath the ones he saw, like those magic eye posters that you had to look at just right to see a picture of a sailboat. But the image never rose to the surface. His head was starting to hurt when Harniss flipped on the lights and broke his trance. He rubbed the bridge of his nose and looked around. The other boys looked like they were waking up from a nap, too.

Justin steeled himself for a tirade from Harniss at her prize students nodding off during the first day of class. Instead, she clapped for them, her arms extended in front of her like a seal.

“Well done, everyone. I know that’s a lot of information, so why don’t we have lunch. The cafeteria is open, or you can run off to Sassy’s if you’re feeling like something more substantial.”

There was no question. They were all going back to Sassy’s.

* * *

More of the delicious milkshakes awaited. Justin had two of his own, and some of the boys had as many as four by his counting. The waitresses swirled around, carrying trays of fried foods and hamburgers and cheeseburgers and tall milkshakes with whipped cream on top and long straws standing up from them.

Something was definitely off. He understood that much. But it was hard to put his finger on just what that was. When he looked around, what he saw were young college boys eating fatty foods and getting eyefuls of the cute waitresses buzzing around. What could be more normal? Except that it wasn’t. It was what someone’s idea of normal was. It had the authenticity of a bad copy, and Justin was starting to worry that something more than academic achievement was on deck at Waverly College.

Mary came by to check on them, ruby-cheeked in her uniform. Her eyes were green and bright, but there was something in them that worried Justin. She knew something.

“I’ll get your checks,” she said with the frozen smile plastered on her face.

Justin grabbed her hand, surprising them both. He released her quickly, feeling suddenly awkward and ashamed. The look on her face wasn’t anger, though. It was fear.

“Is everything alright here?” he asked.

She smiled again, but it never touched those green eyes. “Of course it is. I’m just going to get your checks.”

She returned with a pair of checks, a thin, blue-inked total stapled to the larger check that showed Mary’s handwritten order. The total was surprising. Less than five dollars. And even that had been scratched out, and ‘STUDENT DISCOUNT’ etched in the margin. Another free meal.

No such thing as a free lunch, his grandfather whispered from his memory. He thought that was right, though. Nobody gave you something for free. Not this much.

If his paranoia were an ember at that moment, the words scrawled on the other side of the check fanned it into a wildfire.

He had it folded in his pocket the whole way back to class. His thumb ran over the staple fixing register receipt to order, puzzling over Mary’s note.

Why are they teaching you what they’re teaching you?

Forget the pills and his sudden thirst for milkshakes, or the way they were treated at Sassy’s. Mary’s warning was about the classes. Why were they teaching the boys about poise and history? Well, the history made sense. It was a normal history class, down to his inability to stay awake during the lectures. And the posture? That went back to old newsreels about how you sit at your desk from his father’s youth. Miss Dottie didn’t make much distinction between boys and girls, but that wasn’t so harmful. He’d noticed most of the boys returning from Sassy’s had a more pronounced sway to their hips when they returned to class. His own walk was a little more measured in its pace, but he was just trying to keep up with Tony.

He was still plucking at the edges of his worry when they slid back into their desks. The instructor for the first after-lunch class was a pretty French woman, whose accent felt like a sweet song to Justin’s ear.

“I am Mademoiselle Heureux, and I am here to teach you some of the culture,” she began in her nasal tongue. “While you are learning so much about the history of Europe, it is important, too, that you know what was the life of the people during these times, oui?”

The boys nodded. Justin nodded with them. He liked the way Mademoiselle Heureux’s lips pursed as she spoke. She was whisper-thin, but so elegant and sophisticated, and not just in her speech. Her dress was unusual and bright, and highlighted her naturally fair skin. The short little bob of her hair framed her face neatly, and long bangs swayed when she spoke with such animation.

“And so, let us talk about a passion of mine. Fashion.”

The boys laughed and she laughed with them. She had another slideshow for them, all about the women’s fashion of the time, an accompaniment to the history lesson from before. After staring at the slides for a few minutes, it felt like they were moving faster, and his mind whirled with images of dresses and heels and skirts and shoes and scarves…

“And so that is the end for today,” Heureux declared.

Justin stirred, blinking quickly. He’d fallen asleep again, or been so zoned by the steady click of the projector and the pace of the slides, that he’d lost almost half an hour of class time.

“You all did so well,” Mademoiselle Heureux beamed. “And I will see you all tomorrow for more of the fashion.”

The boys all clapped as Heureux bowed before the class, grinning and folding her hands together in thanks. She left the room and the class filled with excited chatter.

“You ever seen so many dresses,” Tony laughed beside him. “I mean, some of them were very nice, but I don’t think you could get away with wearing them, now. Maybe the longer ones…”

“It’s not like they had super short skirts in the early 1900s,” Justin laughed. “We’ll have to wait for 60s for that.”

He did like the nylons all the ladies seemed to wear at the time. It would be weird to wear things like that with his hairy legs, but they were elegant and exotic in his mind. His imagination wouldn’t let go of the pictures in his head of pretty girls in stockinged legs.

“We have one more class, but it doesn’t say what it is,” Tony said, checking his phone for the announcements from the Dalton Hall group.

They’d received notices about history and culture classes, but the afternoon only showed a block of time sectioned off with no description beside it.

So they all remained in their seats, a slow rise of anticipation filling the room. The roommates were chattering together, contributing to the feeling of rising energy in the room, and some of those pairs and joined into a larger group. Ben and Cal and James and Teddy were clustered together, whispering conspiratorially with one another. It made Justin feel suddenly left out.

“What do you think they’re talking about?” he asked Tony.

“Who cares? We don’t need them, if they want to be a bunch of gossipy little bitches.”

It was an odd thing to say, in a day filled with curiosities. And the final bit of mystery was revealing itself.

The last instructor was a tall, thick woman named Madame Theresa.

She wore black boots with spiked heels and black hose that rose up into a waist-hugging black skirt. The pale top she wore was opened some, and her black bra was left intentionally visible. Justin could also make out her pale skin under the top, and a dark mole just beneath her left breast that was probably hidden when her large breasts were free of a bra. Her eyes were dark, and there was something cold in them that frightened Justin. He had never seen a woman look at him or any man with this kind of contempt. It made him feel small and withered in his seat.

“I hope you have enjoyed your classes so far,” she began. She spoke low, and there was a hint of amusement in her voice, but it was a private joke. Justin knew he wouldn’t find that secret joke nearly as amusing as the domineering professor stalking the front of the classroom.

While she had a few extra pounds, she was brazen in showing her body, and it made her the more alluring for it. Justin was a little embarrassed by his attraction to the hulking woman, but it was there nonetheless.

“It is important you understand the stakes of our experiment with you. At any time, if we decide that you are not living up to your part of the bargain, you will be initially disciplined. This is where I come in. I am an expert in creative punishment, the sorts of things that will not harm you, but I am confident will help train you to be the best version of yourselves you can be. And so, as your disciplinarian, I wanted you to understand that these punishments you may earn are cumulative. If you do not behave, you will be ejected from this program. And your failure will be notes in any academic pursuit in your future. In short, boys, do not fuck this up.”

Some nervous laughter followed. Justin looked back at the rows of seats behind him and the other boys scattered in them. They looked as frightened as he felt, and he wondered if that same wide-eyed weakness was seen in his face, too.

“As for this time in your study, this will be more of a discussion period, an opportunity for you to share your experiences with the other students who are going through the same things you are. Based on all the whispers when I came in, I would say that you are all beginning to get to know each other. For today, I would like to go around the room and let’s learn something new about each other. You,” she said, pointing to Tony. “You begin.”

Tony looked at me and then back at Madame Theresa, mouth agape.

His face had the same panic as a fish landed in a boat, flopping helplessly in hateful air.

“I don’t know… My name’s Antonio, but everyone calls me Tony. I have been excited about coming to college for a long time. I guess one thing people don’t know about me is I’m kinda shy. I talk a lot, but it’s because I get nervous sometimes.”

Justin was surprised by Tony’s confessions. He expected something about Tony’s favorite subject, or another monologue about beautiful girls, but instead he was displaying a vulnerability that made Justin’s heart ache a bit to see it. The other boys were looking at him sympathetically, too.

Weird that we’re not teasing him, Justin thought. Normally, he’d be chewed up and spit out for being so sensitive.

But that wasn’t the response. Instead, heads were nodding and the boys in the classroom looked like a support group nodding in quiet understanding than a room full of freshmen boys.

“Very good,” Madame Theresa said with a smile when Tony finished.

Her red, smiling lips indicated her support, but her eyes never quite captured the same empathy. Justin didn’t trust her. Not one bit.

“Next,” she called, and this time Ben and Teddy both raised their hands.

Ben, one of the pair of Korean-American students, talked bout how he had always felt sidelined by his sister when he was growing up, that she got all the attention and it left him feeling ignored and inadequate. Which was a shame, given how kind a child Ben appeared to be. And maybe it was a factor of his culture at home or simple good manners, but there was a deferential politeness Justin saw in the boy, too.

Teddy, James’s roommate, talked about how he lost himself in fantasy books and movies because of how much he despised himself, and how he hoped college would be the place where he could find something, finally, to celebrate in his own being.

After nods of understanding and recognition, and a few stories from the others to illustrate that they were not alone in their sense of alienation, Madame Theresa called the class to a close.

“You have all been so very good today,” she told them. “No punishments will be necessary. We’ll finish with a short video and then you can all go back to your room to do whatever debauchery you get up to after class.”

A few chuckles followed, and then the lights dimmed. Justin had grown accustomed to the lowering lights and the projected images on the whiteboards at the front of the room. He marveled at how easy it was to grow accustomed to things. Something so unfamiliar could become familiar in such a short period of time. Like the pills, and all these videos and even the note from Mary.

Why are they teaching you what they are teaching you?

He had no answer for that. He’d been able to rationalize the lessons so far, and that included the group therapy with Madame Theresa. And yet there was something strange about it all. Like how he could see the images flashing on the screens in front of him, but he couldn’t quite say what they were. Sometimes, there were words, and they were flashing so fast and there was so much color, it was impossible to keep your eyes on one slide long enough to make out what it was before another took its place. It just kept going and going.

And then the lights were coming on and Madame Theresa was standing at the door, one finger on the light switch, lingering.

“Very good, class. And now off you go. I will see you all tomorrow.”

As the boys filed past on their way out, Justin noticed how they all proceeded in single file, their heads slightly bent as they passed the instructor, She towered over them, grinning in a Cheshire manner as they passed by. Whatever joke she knew they didn’t, it must have been a good one.


Justin ducked the meal at Sassy’s. Not that thick, sweet milkshakes and a greasy cheeseburger didn’t sound delicious, but he felt uneasy about seeing the waitress again. The message she had for him on the back of the ticket, the one that still sat heavy in his pocket, lingered in his thoughts all day, but he couldn’t quite put his hands around the thing that bothered him.

Instead, he went for a walk around campus. Tony had applied what peer pressure he could to get Justin to come along for dinner, but Justin was adamant. He needed to clear his head.

But the walk through the Waverly campus wasn’t doing much for his mental health. He still felt confused. There was something off about him, and he likened it to the out of sorts feeling he got right before he was struck with a particularly nasty cold. That was close, but not quite right. That analogy ignored how good he felt, too.

‘Good’ used euphemistically in this scenario. What he meant when he told himself he felt good was that he felt undeniably and insistently horny.

One of the reasons he wanted to be alone was so he could have a few minutes in the dorm room to finally get rid of this build-up of need that was growing inside him.

But he hadn’t been able to. Even after Tony left with Teddy and James, Ben and Cal not far behind, he had been unable to get himself off.

He could get hard, no problem there. He didn’t have the biggest dick in the world, but it worked and it was hard in his hand when he tried to get himself over the edge, but nothing came. He could lead himself to the edge, when he knew one more stroke was sure to send his cum spitting out of his purple tip, but the need would recede and he was left all the more aroused for his efforts.

Marching across the campus now felt less like a casual stroll than an urgent need to work out some kind of physical activity. He’d never been a gym rat of any kind, but the thought of throwing himself into some strenuous weight lifting didn’t sounds as crazy as it might have earlier that day.

In addition to his mind-scrambling desire, he also battled flashes of images that he couldn’t deny. When he saw a pair of girls walking by, he had an undeniable rise of joy when he thought how pretty her outfit was. Not the trim body inside that outfit, but the outfit itself. That was not par for the course in the life of Justin’s libido. He wasn’t as bold in telling the world about his erections like Tony was, but he had plenty of lingering looks to spare for pretty girls. It had been Claire, form the orientation, he thought of when he tried to cum earlier that evening. It was as if his affection had shifted from the girl to the girl’s clothes.

Tony and the rest found him in his room when they returned from dinner at Sassy’s. At Norma’s behest, Tony brought back a tall vanilla shake in a big Styrofoam cup. He slurped it down, chastising himself for not having just gone to dinner with the rest of him instead of making himself so crazy.

The rest of the evening, he and Tony and Teddy and James compared notes about their day. While everyone agreed the pills were odd, and the course curriculum wasn’t quite what they expected, no one had any urge to leave. And there wasn’t the worry that Justin felt. Or that Justin felt like he should feel. It was all so confusing. When Hillary came around with pills for the boys and scattered them back to their rooms, Justin was glad for the reprieve. His mind hurt with its unceasing worry and he wanted to sink into bed and enjoy some sweet nothingness for a little while.


The second day was much like the first. Wake up, take pills, head to Sassy’s for bacon and eggs and sausage and pancakes before class. The pills were delivered by Claire today, and it had been Justin to answer the door.

The dark-haired beauty was all smiles when she saw Justin, though the wattage of that smile neither raised or lowered because it was Justin who answered. He considered the same illumination to be a perfectly acceptable start in his wooing of the girl.

And even here, when he saw Claire in her black leggings and a loose earthen-colored dress, he thought less of how toned her shape was beneath the dress. What Justin first thought was, I think I could pull that off. But it’s a little dull. I like colorful clothes.

“Enjoy, sweetie!” Claire beamed, handing off her twin paper cups before darting away to the next door.

Justin leaned out of the doorway to watch her go, admiring the ankle boots that looked like an extension of the black tights, an illusion Justin quite liked.

He ate heartily at breakfast and then it was on to class. He felt less worry this morning, and the paranoia of the previous day, stoked by Mary’s enigmatic message on the back of his ticket, faded to a dull memory. Mary had shown no sign of spycraft that morning, and barely looked at Justin that morning. Like it had all been a dream.

Miss Dottie greeted them in a polka dot skirt and a top that hid a bra that must have been lead-lined for how prominent it made Miss Dottie’s breasts appear. She looked like she could have been in one of those powdered soap commercials from black and white shows on cable. Even the flip of her hair suggested a different time.

“Good morning, good morning! Don’t you all look so lovely! And most of you are walking with such fine posture!”

It was true. About half of the boys had adopted Dottie’s prissy gait, and the others had only modified it, watered it down, to suit their own style.

Not a one of them walked the same today as they did the day before. Cal had a particularly feminine walk, not quite a reproduction of Miss Dottie’s, but there was no mistaking the influence.

“For those of you who have chosen not to follow my instructions, you will be assigned an according punishment by Madame Theresa. But we’ll save that unpleasant matter for later. Now, let’s get to work, shall we?”

They were again made to walk, and the detail with which Miss Dottie now critiqued their efforts made Justin feel intensely self-conscious when his time came. He had surely been one of the boys that Miss Dottie referenced as not being particularly enthusiastic about the teachings. This time, he tried to do it just like Miss Dottie showed them.

There was a sense of lightness that came with his performance. He remembered something his father, who had spent a great portion of Justin’s life being moderately disappointed in his son, had said. You know the right thing to do, because it’s the thing that requires the least explanation. Justin didn’t have to debate himself, he simply had to do as he was told and Miss Dottie lit up as he returned to her.

“Perfect! So much better than yesterday! Oh, you are going to be a star if you let yourself, Justin.”

He returned to his seat, face flushed by embarrassment from the attention. Tony welcomed him back with an unexpected hug, a gesture that left Justin wondering if Tony might be less straight than he implied. Not that it was a romantic hug, per se, but what men hugged each other that tight for no particular reason?

The rest of the boys practiced their walk, and then Miss Dottie toured the rows of desks to make sure everyone was sitting up straight with their chests puffed out and hands folded neatly in their laps. Once that was done, she played another video for them on the appropriate behavior at social occasions.

It was an old film, and Justin was all prepared to go full Mystery Science Theater on it, especially since it concerned something as frivolous as dinner party etiquette. But he saw how transfixed Tony was by the film, and he settled back into his chair, slouching in defiance of Miss Dottie and her rigid posture, and watched the movie anyway. Like before, he remembered only pieces of it. His attention was distracted by something else, and his head snapped up from his chest when the lights came back up.

Doctor Harniss had more history for them, but Justin had trouble focusing here, too. He ended up nodding along with all the other boys in the class and doing as they did. It was too much effort to puzzle out why he was so loopy. And it didn’t look like Doctor Harniss was upset with him, or any of the boys for that matter. She was talking and smiling and the boys smiled right back at her, listening intently, understanding nothing.

This class was capped by another video, this one Justin didn’t even pretend to remember the subject of. He nodded off and came to when that ended. Then, off to Sassy’s.

He and the other boys must have looked quite a sight, cutting across the campus of Waverly College, the whole pack of the sashaying flamboyantly. But Justin felt happy to be with his friends, and enjoyed being among others who understood who good it felt to walk like Miss Dottie showed them. Then again, if they didn’t do the walks, they were going to get removed from the program, and not a single boy in the group wanted that.

Mary waited on them, but there were no messages at lunch, either.

Teddy and James joined Justin and Tony in their booth, and the four of them giggled like schoolgirls over the silliest things. It was fun, and Justin felt like he belonged, so he let the oddities slide with little comment.

Like how James would hold the letter S on his tongue so that he hissed slightly when he spoke, and Teddy had taken to wearing very tight clothes. You could make out every bend of his lean body when he moved.

Mademoiselle Heureux awaited them after the lunchtime shakes and fried food, and she had yet another slide how for them, this to accompany Harniss’s lesson, which Justin couldn’t remember much of, either. He seemed to be bouncing from class to class and between the Hendricks Building and Sassy’s and his dorm room.

And he was so damned horny. When Mademoiselle Heureux was showing off the slides of clothes, Justin sat stupidly in his chair, staring at the images of dresses and shoes and tops as they whipped by, his dick tingling. While he felt aroused, his penis would only thicken, never reaching its full length. A bit of a blessing in class, he supposed, but unusual. His muscles were too heavy to even rub his cock through his pants, and so sat there stiffly in his chair while Heureux sang her song of women’s finery in her accented voice Justin liked so much.

And, finally, here was Madame Theresa. By the time the intimidating woman arrived, Justin felt tired and spent, like he’d been exercising all day instead of watching stupid movies. Or maybe it was like the fatigue that came from a long drive, where the combination of stillness and constant attention made the body run down like an old top.

“Good afternoon, class. I see we have had your first recommendations by the instructors for those of you who have not excelled. First, from Miss Dorothy.” Justin smirked a little at the way the more authoritarian professor refrained from using the shortened ‘Dottie.’ That smile faded fast, though, when Madame Theresa called his name as one of three boys who had been deemed poor examples of Dottie’s instruction.

“Come to the front of the class, please,” Madame Theresa ordered.

She singled out Justin, Tom, and Danny, Peter’s reserved roommate.

His kinship with Danny only increased at seeing the shy boy was part of those selected for punishment.

“The three of you have either knowingly refused to participate in the lessons Dorothy has taught, or you are in need of some further assistance. I like to believe that everyone is capable of change, and so your punishment will be to wear these shoes until you are able to walk more properly.”

She punctuated her words by bending down to lift a plain cardboard box onto the desk at the front of the class. In that bend, Justin caught a long look at Madame Theresa’s cleavage, and again marveled at how little his dick seemed to be moved by those luscious mammaries.

She removed three pairs of shoes from the box, and lined them up on the edge of the desk like black patent soldiers. They shone under the light, and even a few feet away Justin could see that they sported three inch heels at the back, with a black strap that went across the top of the foot. He believed these were referred to as Mary Jane heels, but Justin recognized them most as a key ingredient in the slutty schoolgirl look, most seen on college campuses around Halloween.

“Are you serious?” Tom asked. He was certainly the bolder of the three of them, as Justin and Danny both turned away when Tom raised his concerns. “I can’t wear those. Those are girls’ shoes.”

“Then you can leave this program. I do not expect you will be missed with that attitude.”

“I mean, I don’t want to leave, but-”

“Then you will wear the shoes. Justin? Daniel? Either of you interested in refusing your punishment.”

“No, Madame Theresa,” Danny was quick to say.

“No, ma’am,” Justin added.

“See?” Theresa said, pointing vaguely to Justin and Danny, “These are good boys. Don’t you want to be good?”

While not specifically directed at him, being referred to as a ‘good boy’ by the thick woman was enough to stir Justin’s uncooperative dick into rising, a reedy periscope to determine if further action was needed.

He heard by the way Danny let out a soft gasp beside him, the moniker was having a similar effect.

“Well?” the instructor demanded, shoving a hip to her side. She towered over Tom, who further shrank under her gaze.

“Fine,” he grumbled, and snagged the pair she held for him from her grasp. Her expression darkened more, and Justin was sure that a real thunderstorm of anger was coming, but she turned to Danny and Justin and gave them both their shoes.

“Wear these until you are told otherwise,” she said by way of instruction and shooed us back to our seats.

“Now, Doctor Harniss has suggested that both James and Tom were less attentive in class than she would have liked, so they will need to watch a video tonight to catch them up on their history lessons.”

Slight groans came from behind Tony and Justin. The latter was sliding a foot into the shoes he’d been assigned, stuffing the sneakers he’d worn into class in his backpack. The heels were his size, at least, but placing them flat-footed on the floor told him he was going to have to work at keeping his balance. They were uncomfortable and unfamiliar, and all of that was before he’d taken a step.

And yet, seeing the white sock on his foot bifurcated by the shining black strap of the heel aroused him, too. He imagined his sock was all the way up to his knee, maybe even past it. That would make his legs look sexy, he thought, then puzzled over the random notion until he heard Heureux’s list of offenders.

“Antonio, Ben, Tom, Teddy and Peter. Come to the front, please.”

The boys all made their way sheepishly to the front of the class where Madame Theresa awaited. There was another box for these students, and this did not have the heavy rattle that accompanied the box of shoes. What the professor revealed were five pairs of pink panties.

“Mademoiselle Heureux has determined that you boys have displayed a lack of empathy when it comes to women’s fashion. You will find that fresh pairs of panties have been supplied in your rooms. These will get you started, and you are not to wear men’s underwear again until you have been instructed to do so.”

the boys look confused as they made their way back to their seats.

Justin was feeling pretty good about the fact that he skipped that particular punishment. Tony didn’t seem too upset about it. He was rubbing the silky material between his fingers after he’d sat back down, like it was a totem of good luck he refused to let go.

After all the punishments were doled out, it was time for the sharing portion of the day. Peter led the discussion with an odd bit of revelation.

“I know it’s the most girly thing to do,” he began, immediately bringing the class to attention, “but ever since we watched the video yesterday in fashion class, I have been obsessed with how those stockings must have felt.

Especially…” He trailed off and scanned the faces in the room, measuring how far he was willing to dare. “Especially if you shaved your legs,” he finished.

A few of the kids nodded, and Justin felt another little surge of pleasure as he thought about it.

“I’d do it,” said Tony, surprising Justin some.

Then, a few more spoke up, mostly those who had been assigned the panties, Justin noted with some curiosity. Perhaps just as curious, Justin himself considered the idea and found that it wasn’t reprehensible. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he wondered what it might be like to feel clothes brush against hairless skin.

“Well, if you boys really want to know how it’s done,” Madame Theresa sighed, and proceeded to give the students a very detailed set of instructions on how best to shave one’s legs. She was sure to remind the boys that the same measures applied to all bodily hair, and they must be careful with some of the creams as it could take a very long time for hair to grow back if applied on a regular basis.

Rather than serve as warning, it looked by the boys’ expressions that this was more food for thought.

“Now go!” Madame Theresa cried as the day wound down, “and do not forget your lessons!”


There were few moments in his life that Justin could look back on with as much shame as he did that trip from the science building to Dalton Hall.

When he first stood after class, he’d almost gone over. Only Tony’s quick reflexes saved him from going over the desk and onto the floor. A few careful steps, and Justin could at least remain standing, though muscles in his calves started wincing and burning almost at once. He watched Tom, who was having trouble even staying on his feet, and Danny. Of the three, Danny was the most graceful. Once Justin saw how the walk Miss Dottie performed also aided in walking in the heels, or maybe was defined by walking in heels, Justin gave in to the more pronounced sway of his hips when he moved. In doing so, he found that he could put the weight more forward, like he was dancing on his tip toes.

By the time they were descending the steps, Justin was feeling more sure, largely thanks to the banister one hand was fixed on. By the time they were riding the elevator up to their rooms, he was awkward, but he was moving with some surety. Even Tom was in the literal swing of things when he made his way down the hall to his dorm.

Once they were alone in the room, Tony held up his assigned panties and opened the drawers of his dresser until he found the one that was stuffed with more underwear. Panties of various colors and fabrics and cuts.

“How do women keep up with all this?” Tony wondered aloud.

“I think that’s the point of your punishment. Like, you’ll get an insider’s view.”

“Don’t laugh,” Tony shot back, “I’m not the one prancing around in high heels.”

By the time he sat at his desk, Justin almost forgot they were on. He had his legs crossed at the knee, and one heeled foot swung lazily. His hands were neatly in his lap, just as they’d been taught. Sitting this way, in this pose, had a calming effect, and Justin couldn’t have felt more sure of his place in the program. He’d fallen behind with the heels, but he wouldn’t allow that to happen again. He wanted to be a good boy

student who achieved. That’s why they were all here, right?

“Did you mean what you said?” Justin asked after a minute.

Tony was hiding behind his bed, kneeling down so he could remove his underwear and replace them with those that had been assigned. When he stood, Justin saw the pink panties tight on Tony’s body. Tony’s dick wasn’t hard, but it was on its way. Something about the sight of a cock trapped beneath panties was making Justin drool, and he forced himself to turn away and thumb the pages of one of the folders on his desk.

“Mean what?” Tony asked.

“About shaving your legs?”

“Yeah. Sure. Especially now. Something about seeing my legs all shaved while I wear these. I mean, it would be sexy, don’t you think?”

He was looking to Justin for confirmation, and there was a fragile look on his face. Justin was sure he could crush his roommate with a few words, calling him names for wearing the underwear, or acting like a- well, there were no two ways about - like a sissy. Giving name to it made Justin feel more certain. Yes, Tony was acting like a great big, world-class sissy, and there was something about it that made Justin aroused.

And he did think it would look sexy. As soon as Tony asked the question, Justin was sure he wanted to try himself. They knew how, didn’t they?

Madame Theresa was very clear about her directions. She hadn’t told them to do it, had even warned them how permanent the hair loss could be if they weren’t careful, so it wasn’t like she was pushing them into it. Justin was curious, that was all.

“Yeah, I could see it being sexy. Especially if you had on hose, too. Or maybe those stockings with the garters like Mademoiselle Heureux was showing? But, like, newer. Not the old stuff.”

“There are a ton of panties in this drawer. If you want to try some, you can.”

“I will,” Justin assured him. “I mean, if I get the urge.”

* * *

That night in Dalton Hall brought a series of firsts. The boys of the dorms, their heads filled by the lessons from their instructors, were eager to apply these forbidden things they’d learned.

It was Cal who was the first. He told Ben matter-of-factly he was going to the showers to shave his legs. The showers meant the shared bathroom on the floor. Three shower stalls, three toilets, also in private stalls, and three sinks. There were no urinals, as one might expect in a boys’ bathroom, but none of the residents noticed the discrepancy.

Especially not Cal, who stripped down to his altogether, marched into the shower stall with a can of shaving gel and a three-pack of disposable razors, and turned the water up high and hot. Ben followed him in to see where his roommate had gotten to, and found the slender Asian boy with his foot hooked on the steel soap tray, leg coated in the shaving foam and large swatches already shorn away. Ben watched his roommate longer than he needed, but he found something erotic about seeing the boy shaving himself, making himself smooth. Girly, even.

Word spread through the dorm quickly. This was aided by the RA on duty, Renae, who made her tour of the floor with a tray and paper cups of pills, handing them over to the small boys within and watching their eyes light up when she told them how one of their class had taken the step of shaving his legs, and how much of a star he would be the next day in class.

“I don’t know,” Justin said, shutting the door behind him.

The hallway was loud and crowded tonight. Cal was preening for the rest of the boys. He’d borrowed some of the panties supplied for Ben, and now both of the boys in room 418 were wearing panties now. Tony had his on, too, and had foregone wearing any shorts or pants to cover them. In his loose tee and panty-clad ass, he looked almost delicate. His skin looked great, naturally tan, and there was glow to it that Justin would have sworn wasn’t there the day they’d arrived.

For that matter, his own body seemed to be going through some kind of revolt. He didn’t connect the pills to his changing body, even as he tossed his paper cup in the trash. He looked at the hair of his arm, and how it appeared finer than it had before. His skin looked generally softer, as if he’d been undergoing some expensive spa treatment. He almost laughed at himself and the image of cucumbers covering his eyes.

“All the other boys are doing it, Justin. If we don’t we’re going to be behind. We already both got punishments today. I don’t know about you, but I don’t want to end up in a wig or something.”

When he said it, Tony’s hand went to his head and he pulled out a length of his relatively short hair. But there was something wistful in the gesture, like the thought of longer hair wasn’t so terrible after all. Justin knew he’d been thinking of letting his grow out. It had been curly when he was kid, and lighter. Now it had dimmed to a sandy blonde, but even this felt thicker in his fingers.

“Yeah, I guess so. But something feels off about all of this. I just can’t put my finger on it.”

“Maybe for you. If they thought wearing panties was punishment, they were crazy. I hate to admit it, but these feel great.”

Again, Justin found his eyes roaming his roommate’s body in a way that was less than objective.

“Fine,” he relented, “but you go first.”

* * *

By the time the lights went out in Dalton Hall, the boys slid smooth, shaved legs in between their sheets, all of them experienced a mutual arousal at the sensation. Some, the more ambitious ones who didn’t care if their roommates saw, rubbed themselves and stroked their not-quite-hard cocks, standing up from shaved skin, looking somehow shrunken against their bare flesh. All but two, Justin and Danny, resisted the lure of panties. And when the young men of Dalton Hall slept that night, they dreamed of smooth skin and silk against it.


When Dalton Hall awoke, the boys were energized, and met Claire at the doors of their rooms with smiling faces. She handed out their pills and the boys took them, nagging her as she moved through the hall about what she used to shave her legs and how long did it take her and what did she do about those little cuts on the backs of her knees? It was a swarm of excited young men, and Claire navigated their buzz with grace.

When she arrived at room 412, it was Tony who answered, practically posing in the doorway in his tee and panties and smooth, supple body.

Justin was behind him, dressing for the day. Besides his shoes, he looked just as he did any day of class. She could tell by his subtle sway, though, that he had shaved his legs, too, and the bristle of denim against his hairless skin was distracting him in all the right ways.

“Morning, sweetie,” she called to him, and he waved back, a dazed expression on his face. She shrugged and laughed, and carried on with her deliveries.

Justin was nearly frozen in place, even when Tony crammed Justin’s pill cup into his hand.

“I know, honey, but you are going to have to act like you’re not about to pop.”

Overnight, Tony had leaned into his more feminine habits. He was all hips when he walked, and even his voice seemed higher when he spoke.

It wasn’t just one thing, but a hundred little things he did that suggested femininity.

Justin felt trapped by these same urges. Feeling his legs bare beneath his jeans was petrifying him. He was desperate to wear something else, something that felt less wrong, but he wasn’t sure what that was. Walking in the jeans felt like a dozen pinpricks in his flesh. It wasn’t painful, not exactly, but it was highly uncomfortable.

He swallowed back his pills like he was taking a belt of bourbon and decided. He pushed the jeans down and sighed with relief.

“I can’t do it, Tony These pants make my legs feel like they’re on fire or something.”

“You got any shorts?”

* * *

The whole of Dalton Hall moved as one across campus on their way to a breakfast at Sassy’s. There was no debate about it, it was the presumed destination from the time they lifted their heads from the pillows.

Justin had managed to find clothes that didn’t make him feel like he was going to crawl out of his skin. He had some shorts from his time running track and field in high school. They weren’t obscenely short, but they didn’t slip below the knee either. In his Mary Janes and shaved legs, if you weren’t looking too close and saw Justin from the waist down, you might have mistaken him for a young woman instead.

That was true of many of the boys. Cal, who had served as trailblazer in shaving his legs the night before, continued to lead. He’d talked Renae into loaning him a pair of her heels. Not the chunky Mary Janes like Danny and Justin wore, but elegant high heels he wore with tight-fitting jeans and a sweater. Of all of them, it was Cal who was most easily mistaken for a girl, and he was revered for it.

They were still chittering when they arrived at Sassy’s and Justin and Tony took one side of the booth and Teddy and James took the other. Teddy, who had been tasked with the panties, had not only shaved his legs, but he spoke excitedly about how he had shaved everything.

“Everything,” James confirmed, and Tony and Justin laughed.

“How would you know?” Tony teased.

The look the passed between James and Teddy said everything.

The fact that Justin accepted this new twist in their friends’ relationship seemed natural at first. And then he saw Mary, waiting on the booth occupied by Ben, Cal, Peter, and Danny. She didn’t look at him, and hadn’t behaved strangely other than the note on the ticket left for him.

It wasn’t the changes going on around Justin that had him worried. It was his very lack of worry at these changes that was most puzzling, and he thought that Mary might have some kind of answers for him. He just needed to get her alone.

He brushed Tony’s hand off his knee - and when had that happened?

- as he slid out of the booth. He passed Elliot and Tom, roommates who were at a table of their own, sitting across from one another. Each of them were bent over the table, their hands clasped together as they whispered and laughed like new lovers do.

He saw Mary making her way behind the counter, right beside the spot with the raised glass dish showing off the day’s pie and the open hall to the restrooms.

“I need to talk to you,” he said, seizing Mary by the elbow and whispering directly into her ear.

She pulled her elbow away with a sharp jerk. “There’s no point. It’s too late.”

“Too late for what? What is going on, Mary?”

Norma had stopped what she was doing, and the proprietor’s eyes were on Justin and Mary at the counter, not on the meat sizzling on the flat.

“We can’t talk now. I have a break after lunch. When you all leave, stay behind some, okay?”

“Alright. And you’ll tell me what’s happening?”

“I’ll tell you what I know.”

Justin went to the restroom like nothing had ever happened. When he emerged, he saw Norma speaking intensely to Mary, who looked down and nodded. She did not look up again to see Justin, but Norma did. He dropped his gaze as soon as hers found him, and he hurried back to the booth.

* * *

Miss Dottie was thrilled with the progress. Even the boys who had been assigned heels were doing so much better, she exclaimed. Naturally, Cal and his self-starter attitude were praised for finding heels of his own.

“Everyone has their style, and it’s important you find yours,” she told them, wagging her finger. Justin thought she could have been one of those Disney faeries brought to life, the kind that show up and grant wishes just in the nick of time. “If you are all very good, maybe we can all go out shopping and we can find out together what your style is.”

This last little tease was met with whispering enthusiasm. Even Justin felt enticed by the idea of finding clothes that made him feel… pretty. That was the only word for it. And saying it to himself felt good and true. He needed clothes to make him pretty, which is why the jeans had been so terrible.

Tony had his arm wrapped in Justin’s and their hands were clasped.

Seeing Tommy and Elliot being so publicly affectionate seemed to have brought out the romance in many of the roommates. Tony had not been immune to it, and had been clingy all morning.

Then again, Tony’s glowing skin and his high cheeks, the round ass he had… Justin found him cute, at the very least. Maybe even sexy.

“But, poise and posture isn’t the same for women as it is for men, as our boys in heels can tell you. I think it’s time for some of our more advanced students to get a feel for the real thing. Calvin and Tom and Tony, why don’t you come up?”

The boys squealed as their names were called. Justin was reminded of a game show where contestants were called from the audience, scrambling to the front dressed as a chicken or something equally silly. He laughed to himself, even as Tony was stepping over him to get to the front.

Miss Dottie had a box of her own, but this was no punishment. No, for these boys, this was all reward.

“Some of these are a little daring. Who wants to be my little party girl, hmm?”

“Me!” Cal exclaimed.

“You know it’s me,” Tony grinned.

Tom didn’t address Miss Dottie, but simply posed for the boys, tossing up his arms in a diva position while the boys left at their desks applauded and cheered.

“Alright, settle down,” Miss Dottie said, but she was smiling, too. A great big shark grin, Justin thought, all teeth and predation. “Antonio, I think you will be quite the vixen in this dress. And I have some shoes for you, too.”

Tony hopped and squealed as the other boys slumped in defeat. His prize was a wine-colored dress that looked terribly small from where Justin sat. There were also black heels, thin and strappy, to go along with the dress.

“Go on,” Miss Dottie said, and Tony shifted from hesitant anticipation to pure Christmas morning glee as he shed his clothes, save for the panties.

Miss Dottie had to help him fit the dress to his body, tugging and pinching, until it settled just right on his frame. While he lacked the more alluring bend of the waist, Tony looked undeniably feminine. When the shoes were added to the outfit, the result was like seeing before and after pictures in an ad. Where Tony once stood, there was now a sexy Latina girl in his place.

To that end, Miss Dottie spoke up, frowning. “I just don’t think Antonio is a very good name for you anymore. Antonia is so much prettier, don’t you think?”

“Oh, yes, Miss Dottie! I love it!”

“Now let’s see you walk in your new dress and heels.”

There was some new fawn staggering at first, but Antonia was committed, and excited to show himself off. He walked with a pronounced swing of his ass, an advertisement of his own sexuality. Justin’s low hum of arousal spiked as he watched his roommate, and he wasn’t sure if it was Tony or seeing Tony in a dress that so aroused him, but he was getting lost in a fog of his hunger.

Tony was dismissed after being heaped with praise by Miss Dottie, and then it was time for the other boys to be fitted. Tom was given a less bold skirt and blouse combo, and sensible heels to match. The skirt was pleated and a deep blue, while the top was pale blue. He was given knee socks and dark shoes to go along with it, the heels a more modest two inches. He, too, looked unsettlingly girly when his transformation was done. Calvin, now given the name Colleen by Miss Dottie, who had likewise given Tom the name Tamara, was in a jumpsuit that looked like gold-colored pants below the waist, but tied at his back, with straps over his shoulder, too. His dark skin shone beneath the outfit, and the matching gold heels made Colleen look like a 70s icon.

Tony had his arm wrapped around Justin’s again, as Dottie meted out her praise for the class. She promised that the rest would have an opportunity to shine in the coming days, and then it was time for the slideshow again.

Justin was just stirring from his usual mid-morning nap when Doctor Harniss entered, scanning her audience as she prepared her own slideshow. His head was already hurting after the last. He hated these searing whiplashes of pain that came after the videos. It was like someone was driving a hot knife through the center of his brain in the moments after the slideshow ended, but that would fade to a dull ache until the day ended.

“Look at how marvelously you are all doing,” Harniss said, applauding the class with her arms extended, like a trained seal clapping for a crowd.

“I see some of you have more fully embraced our teaching than others, but I am proud to say that all of you have been exceeding our expectations. Soon, you will be happy and helpful members of society. Now, let’s do a recap of what we’ve learned since the beginning of the week. In the early part of the twentieth century, a war began that would infect Europe and the rest of the world for decades to come. Who is primarily responsible for this?”

Ben raised his hand. “Men?” he ventured.

“That’s right!” Harniss exclaimed, “and extra points for you. There is also a long history of oppression in this country. Whether it’s race or gender, who have consistently pursued an agenda that selfishly suits only their needs, the rest of the world be damned?”

“Men.” This came from a few of the students. The word had slipped, unbidden and unconsciously, from Justin’s lips, too.

Harniss has a head of steam built up, and she listed the egregious sins of humanity. And every time she called for an answer to who might be responsible for such atrocities, the answer was the same each time. Men.

Hateful, selfish men. Spiteful, aggressive, terrible men.

“And what is the one thing that you boys will never be?”

“Men!” they cried, delighted to know they would never perpetuate such hate and violence.

“Very good, class! And now, relax and watch this video. Pay special attention. There will be a quiz,” she chuckled, passing by the desks as she walked to the back of the class.

Justin winced as the lights fell again and new images appeared on the boards. He lasted only long enough to see what appeared to be a dick shoved into a mouth adorned by very pink lips before his eyes rolled up in his head and he felt himself falling head over feet into a well of darkness.


Tony had his hand as Justin and the others made their way to Sassy’s for lunch. Despite the chill in the air, the boys who had their legs on display felt a special thrill. Some of the students they passed gave their tight circle a lingering look, and Justin hoped they got an eyeful. With almost half of them fully dressed as girls and the rest leaning towards female in look and mannerisms, Justin suspected they were quite a spectacle. Not men, not really, but not real women either. They were something else. Something far more preferable than the thick-browed men they passed. Justin felt a roll of revulsion when he thought of having to grow up like that. He liked his softness, and the way Tony looked at him now. It was a look that was both adoring and helpless, and Justin had an undeniable urge to help Tony, and to protect him. Most of the couples were walking hand-in-hand. Justin felt a special pride at having the sexiest of them all on his arm.

They all took their places in the booth, the sounds of their conversations drifting from one booth to the next.

“…do you really think I look good in this…”

“…I’m going to get waxed…”

“…Miss Dottie likes me the best…”

“…stop being a boy for good…”

At Justin’s table, the topics were much the same. Tony seemed to have been swallowed whole, and now behaved as girly as he desired, which turned out to be very girly indeed. And seeing the copper thighs of his roommate folded together as he sat beside Justin in the booth, and the way he clung to Justin’s arm, it was difficult to deny how sexy Tony was as a girl.

James wasn’t far behind, and Justin was pretty sure the boy in the gold jumpsuit had his hand in Teddy’s lap and was giving him more than a squeeze based on the distant, dreamy look on Teddy’s face.

The boys ate and laughed and drank their milkshakes, one for each of them, until the time for class drew near and the feminized boys began filing out.

It was only when Justin saw Mary duck around the corner of Sassy’s into the alley beside the place, that he recalled his conversation with her earlier. It was so funny, he thought, that something seemed so important earlier.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he told Tony, and impulsively left a kiss on the boy’s cheek.

Justin was trailed by the collective ooohs of the boys who had seen the kiss, and now gathered around Tony for further reports. Mary had vanished around the side of the building, and Justin followed.

The alley was damp from the previous night’s rain, a short burst that left oilslicks bending colorfully in puddles. A green dumpster with the name of the business tattooed on the side was pushed against the building. Mary tossed a clear bag of garbage over the lip of the thing. Before seeing it, Justin would not have believed a little thing like Mary would have managed the job, but here she was, brushing her hands as she turned to see him at the mouth of the alleyway.

“Come here,” she whisper-called to him, waving him close.

Justin jogged after her, and caught up beside the back door of the restaurant. He thought she looked pretty in her red-and-white uniform, and wondered what sort of lipstick she wore. Justin felt a pang of jealousy.

“Sorry about earlier,” he began, but stopped short. The look Mary had on her face was one of hopeless horror.

“They got you,” she croaked. “Look at you. I bet you don’t even care how you look, now. You look like a girl!”

“I know I do,” he said. “But men are-”

“That’s what they tell you! But there are good men, just like there are bad women. And the women here, they’re trying to change you. All of us.”

“Us?”

“Yes. You think you and your friends are the first? You’re the third group of students.”

“What happened to the others?”

Mary looked past him, hearing a car door slam somewhere in the distance. Her eyes were panicked and tear-rimmed as she spoke, her pace frantic.

“I don’t know. Some just disappeared after graduation. I started working here. They said I needed more time to study. And now look at me.”

She spread her arms, as if she was giving an example of the atrocities she described, but Justin could see was a very pretty, very scared girl.

“I used to be like you,” she said, “small, but a boy. And now, I’m a sissy.” She shivered as she said it. “And they make you like it. They make you love how soft and weak and helpless you are, and how much you want to be theirs.”

“The pills…”

“Hormones, I think,” she hissed. “And the milkshakes, too. And something else. Something that makes your mind soft. I’ve seen them add it to the ice cream. Powder. And it’s got government stamps on it.”

“Why would the government want to turn boys into girls.”

“Not girls,” Mary corrected. “Sissies. Girls would eventually have power. Sissies will always be inferior. That’s what they want. A whole generation of weak, effeminate men. And judging by the way you and your friends are acting I’d say they’ve almost perfected it. Our class took over a month.

Your class… Less than a week and so many of you are already so pretty and sweet…”

She trailed off, a faint smile carrying her away from Justin for an instant before she shook her self awake.

“You can make it, but you have to leave. Now. Don’t go back to class, don’t go back to the dorms, get out of Waverly. Go home. Tell your parents everything. Make them stop this!”

The back door banged open. Norma was in the doorway, her face pinched and angry.

“We need some help with the clean-up after lunch, Mary,” the older woman said. “Let him go on to class. You have somewhere to be, don’t you, cutie?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Justin said. “See you later.”

“Sure,” Mary said, giving him a tentative wave. He watched as she made her way into the diner under Norma’s disapproving eyes, but Mary never looked back.


His stride was slower when he crossed campus, as if there were lead in the heels of his assigned shoes. That made sense now. Everything made sense when Mary spelled it out. He wasn’t sure of the whys of the whole experiment, but that didn’t much matter. What did the rat in the maze care about the intention of the scientist? He knew only that he had to escape this particular labyrinth.

He had money in his room, or the credit card his parents gave him with strict instructions never to do so. He would just have to go back to the dorm, get the few things he needed and bug out, maybe even try to change clothes back into something more (yuck!) masculine.

The pull toward the Hendricks Building and his classmates was great, and more than once he found himself zoning out and staggering toward the science building, only to redirect himself back to his dorm room.

Justin drew some stares as he entered the lobby of the dorm, where a few of the guys sitting on the sofa or in the overstuffed chair angled toward the flatscreen on the wall. Their eyes followed him as he made his way toward the elevator, and he felt a well of arousal rise in him. Being seen as sexy by boys was something he never wanted, and yet as the doors slid closed, he locked eyes with one of them on the sofa and gave him a lewd grin.

“Just get your shit and get out,” he repeated to himself. These words had become a sort of mantra. It cut through the other thoughts, the ones that tried to tell him he was being hysterical, that he just needed to find a woman and tell her what had happened. A strong woman could take care of him.

He fought through it all to reach his door. He pushed in, not noticing that his key card wasn’t needed this time. He was too much in a rush, too busy trying to quiet one of the competing forces in his head.

“There you are.”

The door opened and Doctor Harniss was waiting for him. Beside her was Tony, who looked lost and frightened, and undeniably attractive in his wine-colored dress.

“Doctor Harniss. I was just coming back to-”

“Norma called from the diner. She said Mary was filling your head with all sorts of crazy ideas. Conspiracy theories about me and the other women here at Waverly. We want to help you. You do believe we want to help you, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Justin replied automatically. He found that it was easier to agree with a woman like Doctor Harniss than to oppose her. That was not his place.

“Good. And we want Tony to be happy, too. You’re happy, aren’t you, Tony?”

“Oh yes, Doctor Harniss! I’ve never felt better.”

“See?” the older woman said with one of her patented cold smiles, the kind that never managed to reach her eyes. “Now I think before you come back to class, we should have some fun. I’m sure it must be frustrating when your roommate gets a pretty dress and a new name, and all you got was a pair of heels. I think we should make it up to you. And we can start with your name. I think you make a fine Justine. What do you think, Antonia?”

“Ooooh, that’s pretty!” Tony exclaimed.

“I agree. And what about you, Justine?”

Justin wrestled against his fast acceptance, but something inside was rewired already. His brain locked onto the name and he felt a feathery pleasure travel up his spine.

“It’s beautiful,” he admitted, though it came out broken as he tried to control his tongue.

“It is. And a beautiful name like that will need a beautiful new look.

Why don’t you strip down for me, Justine.”

His hands moved to his collar, and he pulled his sweatshirt over his head. His bare chest was hairless and smooth. Where Antonia boasted a coppery glow, Justine was fair and rosy. He covered his chest, feeling very selfconscious about how saggy it was. His nipples were pink and puffy against his light skin.

“All the way,” Harniss urged.

Justin bent, stepping out of his shorts and the boxers beneath in one motion, followed by his sneakers and the white ankle socks he wore. When he was down to nothing, his hands fell to his shrunken penis, which lay withered against his hairless pelvis. Tony’s eyes were all over him, and Justine felt the same excitement, but his cock wouldn’t stir past an errant twitch.

Harniss pushed past Tony, stalking toward Justine, the closed door at his back, his clothes scattered around his feet. She was smiling and she had a paper bag in her hand, folded over on itself so that it was easy to carry. Justine could detect a sag at the middle of the bag, and he assumed that this would be another outfit, something feminine to dress him in.

The urge to show his body had forced him into shorts, and now the prospect of a dress, a real dress of his very own, swelled his heart with gratitude.

Stop it! He screamed at his traitorous mind, This is how they do it! They make you like it! Run!

But he didn’t run, not after he saw what Harniss removed from the bag. A pair of black panties, lace around the waist. He sucked in air as he gasped, and abandoning his shrunken cock to cover his mouth. They were beautiful. Maybe the most beautiful things he’d ever seen. Because they were his.

“You like them, Justine?”

He didn’t trust himself to speak, so he nodded. The notion of a grand conspiracy of women out to feminize him faded away and the deeper programming whispered to him. All those hours in trance in the video sessions, being trained again and again. The boys of Dalton Hall learned all kinds of new lessons in these video presentations, when it seemed like they all nodded off in class. They were being fed a stream of subliminal messages, new thoughts and addictions. For Justine, these instilled desires were too powerful to deny, and he accepted the panties with gratitude when Harniss laid them over his palm.

They were so silky, and Justin was quick to step into them and slide them up his shaved legs to fit snugly over his slight bulge of a penis and the more pronounced roundness of his ass.

“Oh, Justine,” Tony sighed, and Justine gave her roommate a delighted smile.

“It’s natural, Justine. Come to your sister.”

Justine moved slowly, feet dragging across the floor. A dam cracked inside his mind, and the lessons of his instructors began to seep into his conscious mind. Tony - Antonia - was reaching for him and he wanted to fall into those arms, to smell the shampoo lingering in his roommate’s dark hair.

His hands found Tony’s and then Tony was in his arms. He felt so joyous to be free to embrace Tony, and he didn’t even mind that Doctor Harniss was watching. In fact, that made it even hotter. As Justine’s lips found Antonia’s, Justine peeked at the older woman watching over them. Harniss was smiling.

Antonia didn’t care about Harniss’s presence at all. He was reaching inside Justine’s panties, rubbing his cock. It was flaccid still, and even this manual stimulation wouldn’t get it to rise, though it plumped some under the silk.

Justine did the same, and the two feminized boys ground against one another, their mouths hovering close together. Tongues emerged and danced between them. Justine needed more, needed to feel more of Antonia and lifted his dress fully. The smaller boy helped Justine, until he was bare save for the panties he wore. His nipples were bigger, too, and the first hints of real breasts were pooling against his chest. The sight of him so girlish drove Justine mad with a rush of need and envy. He descended on Tony, pushing him back onto the bed, mouth leaving a trail of kisses behind in its journey down Antonia’s body. When Justine found the swollen nipple, he took the tender, almost delicate flesh into his mouth, his tongue circling the nipple as it hardened.

Antonia moaned beneath him, and the sighs of abandon leaking out of the sissy made Justine feel weak, too. It became more clear with each touch, with every sigh that they drew from one another. Sissies is just what they were. And if they could perform for the amusement of the woman watching them, so much the better.

“And I have a special surprise for you, Justine. I know how much you enjoyed your friend at the diner. And she was a little confused when you spoke to her before,” Harniss said, a sound approaching sympathy in her voice. It was like she described the plight of some hurt animal, rather than detailed the brainwashing of yet another sissy. “She feels much better now.

In fact, I gave her the extra special privilege of being your first.”

Justine rose from her ravishing of Antonia long enough to cast a confused glance toward Doctor Harniss. The woman was moving away from them, toward the door. She opened it, spilling light into the room for the hall beyond. Even Antonia looked up, then, tearing his mouth away from Justine.

“Come in, sweetie.”

Harniss ushered in a wilted-looking Mary. She appeared as dazed as Justine felt, and yet the sight of her further stimulated the sissy. She was stripped of her waitress uniform, now wearing only her bra and panties.

There were garters overlaid, and Mary wore sheer hose that made her legs look shimmery in the gloom of the dorm. Harniss closed the door behind her, patting the girl’s back.

Only Justine could see now the gentle bulge in Mary’s panties. A sudden dawning came to Justine, even as he understood it was too late. Too late for him, for Mary, certainly for poor Tony. For Mary wore one other thing. A rig fit around her waist, and a slender dildo at the end, positioned just like a natural penis. It struck Justine as ironic that Mary had been so feminized as to need a strapon, and remembered his own uncooperative cock, the one that Antonia pressed into even now.

“It’ll make you feel the most girly,” Mary whispered dreamily. “You’ll never want to go back. And you can have it whenever you want…”

It was Harniss who removed Justine’s panties as he writhed against Antonia. It was the Doctor who ran a hand over the shaft of the thing, lubing it while Mary approached Justine, the slow and inevitable coming of a storm.

“Be one of them, Justine,” Harniss cooed.

Mary was behind him, and he could feel the tip of the dildo against his puckered asshole.

Too late, the voice whispered, far too late now. Now you are one of them, and it may be all you’ll ever be again.

Justine gasped when the rounded tip of the strapon opened him up, and he felt the length of it slide inch by maddening inch into him, Mary’s fingers on his hips, her fingernails digging crescents into the pale skin. It was a revelation, a sense of purpose being inserted into him along with the dildo. The dam, only cracked before, now collapsed, and the wash of the videos and instructions now flowed freely through his mind.

If Mary had been mindful of such things, she would have felt the tension leave Justine’s body as he released not just his inhibitions, but the remainder of his will. In that moment, he became all he had been designed to be, and he bent to kiss Antonia deeply while Mary found a rhythm behind him.

He felt lucky in the moment, maybe the luckiest sissy in the world to have two hot sissy sluts at either end. He imagined how it would feel for all of them, all of the boys of Dalton Hall, to be together this way. If that made him a slut, Justine would be the biggest sissy slut Waverly College ever saw.

He tossed his head back, pushing against Mary’s thrusts to drive the strapon as deep as it would go. She moved slightly, repositioned herself, and suddenly Justine felt the massage of his prostate, and pleasure flooded his body.

“Yes!” Justine cried, “fuck me, Mary! God that feels so fucking good!”

Justine’s eyes were closed now, given over to the pleasure and too concerned with his own building climax. Harniss no longer needed to stay.

The conversion was done. There was no more will to break in Justine. And yet, she lingered. It was the moment of transition she loved most. She would have been lying if she said she didn’t get a little wet, watching the sissy get his virginity claimed by another. The three of them were a squirming mass of emasculated lust. When the pile finally untangled itself and the sweatcovered sissies fell back, giggling and spent, and at least one or two of them doused in cum, they would step into their new lives, happy and subservient and ready to be used by any woman who would have them. Some would be sold. Some would be kept, until such time as all programming was completed. Mary was proof of the wisdom of that.

Harniss waited until she saw Justine contorting with pleasure and then seize as his prostate generated the first of many sissy orgasms. She saw the stain on his silk panties as his flaccid cock emptied his increasingly useless testicles into the underwear. The moaning and licking would continue for hours.

She left the room, listening for the sounds of the boys of Dalton Hall as roommates coupled for the first time, and the RAs would tour with strapons of their own to ensure that no sissy left the dorms tonight without having given up their anal virginity and sealed their fates. And the very thought of this, of the ruination of these young men, made Harniss smile wider.


Justine checked himself in the mirror. His makeup was perfect. Very red lips, just a hint of pink on the cheeks, his hair long with just a flip at the end. He made a kissy face at himself and grinned.

He could already hear the commotion outside as the front door opened, and suddenly Mary was beside him, touching his elbow. She was his best friend, and sometimes more than that when Tony wasn’t being so demanding of his time. He loved Tony, but Mary would always be special.

And when they could enjoy each other all at once, that was the best yet.

He’d developed a little tingle when thoughts like this came. It used to come from his cock, but that hadn’t done more than twitch in months. No, this came from the other side of him, a little tingle in his ass. It made him want to wriggle it, and, hopefully, find something nice to fill it.

“Ready?” Mary asked.

Justine nodded in the affirmative and took one more look at himself in the red and white uniform. Already, the smell of bacon was wafting in from the flat where Norma worked the morning orders. Justine followed Mary out, not for the first or last time admiring what the uniform did for her hips.

A dozen boys were filing into the booths, unfolding menus and chattering happily. They looked so young and small, and Justine thought how unfortunate it was they were boys at all when they could be something else, something better.

That was not her place. She put on a smile, and one more genuine  than not, to make her way to the booth where two of them were chattering away. They gave Justine an appreciative stare as he approached, and the sway of his ass was no accident. Justine liked when the boys looked at her. She just had no interest in them. Unless…

“My name’s Justine,” She said, opening her ticket book, “What can I get for you?”
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