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Hank needs one more college elective before graduation. He loves the soft liberal arts classes because an aggressive student like him can easily ace them. Yeah, those sissy classes don’t have real academic competition in them. The only question is which class should he take and ruin the grade curve of. The answer soon arrives when his girlfriend of the moment asks if he wants to take Women’s Studies with her. A class dedicated to women, what subject could be easier? After all, an alpha male like Hank knows everything to know about women. At least, that’s what he thought. 

Miss Alpha is a professor that knows a lot about women, and she wants to give her students that knowledge. Hank turns out to be the student who she wants to give knowledge to most of all. Only the type of knowledge Miss Alpha teaches leads poor Hank farther down the path toward complete feminization. Yeah, it looks like for Hank to get that A+ he needs to let go of his manhood and allow his feminine side out. What he doesn’t plan on, is liking it so much.


Chapter 1

“I got one elective left to take and I’m not sure what to waste it on,” grumbled Hank.

He had said that remark to his girlfriend, Donna. Donna was usually full of suggestions. They were mostly bad ones. Still, he was hoping to be inspired and inspiration often came from unlikely sources in his opinion, even women. He needed inspiration today because he’d grown tired of these liberal art classes the school forced a man to take outside of his major. He was going on his senior year at college, and he was already counting the days when he’d be done with this liberal arts shit.

After graduation Hank would be out in the real world. Liberal arts worked well at college, but everyone knew that they totally failed in the real world. In the real-world finance mattered, not sociology, ecology and those other limp dick majors. Yet he had one more pussy class to take to finish his electives. The question was which one would it be?

“I was thinking it would be great if we took a class together,” replied Donna.

Hank rolled his eyes. That sounded awful. Donna was a sociology major. She had high hopes of being unemployed very soon after graduation because of it. Hank had tried to talk her into getting a real major but could never get her to see the light. She was going to waste her life. It was sad, really. He really didn’t know what he saw in Donna. Well, besides his dick. She was all tits and ass. Of course, those things would come cheap once he had made his mark on Wall Street. That meant, Donna was alright for now, but were they going to last long term? He still had his doubts. Maybe he would marry her. She could be a good little homemaker while he worked and played the field. Yeah, sounded just perfect. An alpha like him deserved a domestic slave in his home.

Of course, that meant appeasing her now. He reluctantly asked, “Which class were you thinking about?” He didn’t have high hopes for the answer, but he really was needing inspiration. All these elective classes felt beneath him.

“There’s an interesting class called Women’s Studies. I’ve been dying to take it for a year now. I’ve heard it’s great.”

Hank wrinkled his nose up. “It doesn’t sound too great.”

“Oh, it is. My girlfriend Martha…”

“The fat one?”

“Oh Hank, don’t be like that!”

“Like what?”

“So much like a male pig! Martha is not fat; she is just big boned.”

You would need a big bone to hit her wet spot through the layers of blubber, thought Hank. Hank couldn’t help it if he was so much a male. Pure raw masculinity just came natural to him. He was a man and not afraid to be a man. It was a man’s world and all the women’s studies in the world couldn’t change that fact. Men were dominant and women were submissive. It’s just how God made the world. There were those made to penetrate and those made to be penetrated. Someone had to be on top and someone had to be on the bottom. The bottom was always the woman. He knew it. Everyone knew it deep down in their heart even if liberal art schools pretended it wasn’t true.

He said, “Go on, tell me what’s so great about this class of yours?”

“Okay. Martha told me that her boyfriend learned so much …”

“That fatty has a boyfriend?”

“Hank!”

“Sorry, to keep interrupting. Go on.”

Donna continued, “Her boyfriend is a changed man after that class. That’s all she said to me, really. He really learned the value of the female perspective. He is a very receptive man now.”

Hank grimaced. What kind of man lets a woman change him? Not him, that was for sure. A woman could try to change him if they wanted, but it would never work. It was a man’s role to lead and a woman’s role to follow. That was the real value of women. It might sound cruel, but in high finance the people that accepted the realities of a cruel world did the best. Hank replied, “I think I’ll pass on taking your class.”

“Oh Hank, the line to sign up for the class isn’t very long. And look, Miss Alpha, the teacher of the class, is personally signing people up at the table. I heard she’s one of the best teachers at the school.”

“University, Donna, we go to university. Toddlers go to school,” replied Hank, smugly. Hank looked over where Donna was pointing. She was right about one thing. There was only one girl in line. She looked like a complete dyke. He didn’t see the use for dykes in this world. He’d never give one the time of day, that’s for sure. Miss Alpha behind the table, though, looked rather appealing. She had red hair and wore black horn-rimmed glasses and a low cut black cotton shirt with a deep V-cut that barely held in her double Ds. He was pretty sure she was good at being a feminist because there was no bra involved when it came to Miss Alpha. Suddenly, he’d like to check her out more up close. Plus, going over would humor Donna. You do have to humor your woman from time to time.

“Well, I guess we could check it out,” said Hank.

Donna squeezed his hand, and they walked over to the table together. The line was empty by the time they reached the table. Hank liked standing next to the table because he could look right down Miss Alpha’s shirt. Her tits were real, unrestrained, and nearly popping out to greet him. Yeah, he was growing interested in taking her … Her class that is. Yeah, a bimbo for a professor probably meant an easy A. She was probably an easy T and A at that.

“Looking to register?” asked Miss Alpha.

Her talking spoiled Hank’s mood. He liked to ogle women, but he hated talking to them.

Donna replied, “Yes, both of us. I’m Donna Albright and this is …”

“Hank,” he interrupted. He never allowed a woman to speak for him. No man should do that, he thought.

“Does Hank have a last name?” asked Miss Alpha.

Hank didn’t like a lady copping an attitude. He had half a mind to walk away. Only he had nowhere to go really. One last crap liberal arts elective and then he was free from liberal arts. He replied, “Hank Smith.”

Miss Alpha replied, “Congratulations, Donna, your Hank is going to make a great woman!”

Hank wondered what she meant by that remark. Women, who understood them? He knew all he needed to know. You hit their wet spot hard and then fell asleep. The rest of womanhood didn’t matter. He muttered, “I’m not certain we’re signing up for the class. What’s it all about?”

“A man like you I’m sure has women down to a science. I can just look at you and know you’re going to ace my class,” said Miss Alpha.

“See Hank, can we please sign up?” begged Donna.

“I suppose,” he said. Hank let go of Donna's hand. He added, “See you later, Donna, I must get in line to sign up for my real classes now. Just make sure you make dinner for me when I get back to the apartment.” He said that last part in front of Miss Alpha hoping for a reaction. He didn’t get it. He shrugged at his failure to troll the teacher. Maybe she was too dumb to understand the concept of trolling.


Chapter 2

Donna tugged on Hank’s hand. She said, “Come on, Hank, I don’t want to be late. I heard Miss Alpha can be fierce with students late to her class.”

“I honestly don’t care if I ever show up to her class,” Hank replied. That wasn’t really true. He was looking forward to seeing Miss Alpha’s double Ds again, but Donna didn’t need to know about that.

The classroom door was in the basement of the Dr. J. Mortimer Granville Building. Hank motioned Donna to open the door for him. She did and then rushed inside to make sure Hank’s seat was clean for him. She knew that he didn’t like getting dust on his khakis.

The inside of the classroom was practically deserted. It was just Hank and three other young women. Along with Donna was that dyke looking chick he’d seen at the sign-up table. She was rail thin, blonde with a boy cut, and wore steel framed glasses. In addition to her, there was a shy looking Japanese spinner. She probably had a tight little body on her but dressed too conservatively for Hank to enjoy it. They both sat in the front row. Hank giggled. There were only two rows of seats in this classroom. The class must be notorious for sucking to be located in the basement and have so few students. At least with three chicks and him, it would be an easy A. Three girls would hardly be academic competition for him.

Donna clearly wanted to sit in the front row too. Hank went to the back row and motioned her to follow him. She obeyed, moving toward him, and then cleaning a new seat for him. Hank sat down.

It was also a funny sort of classroom now that he examined it. Not only were there too few seats, but there was also a dressing screen, makeup table, a rack of chick clothes, a desk, and a closet.

“Weird ass classroom,” mumbled Hank. He checked the clock on the wall. He was on time, but Miss Alpha was late. Typical of a woman teacher, they were always late. Didn’t she know that Hank’s time was important?

The classroom door eventually burst open a few minutes later. Miss Alpha had arrived. She was dressed in black leather. You didn’t see that type of outfit on your normal professor. She wasn’t even wearing the school’s colors, where was her sense of university pride? Hank had to snicker at the thought.

She said, “Thank you class for meeting me down here in my lab. The traffic today was murder, but better arrive late than never. I’ll just change into my teaching clothes, and we will begin.”

She walked across the front of the classroom and went behind the dressing screen. The screen was nearly see-through. It was made of paper and back lit. Hank could perfectly see the shadowy figure of Miss Alpha. Over the top of the dressing screen came the coat and black leather riding chaps. Hank looked around the room. All the girls looked a touch bored. Shit, was he the only one that noticed Miss Alpha was stripping down nearly in front of them? Her shirt came off next and she draped it over the screen too. The shadow of her free-flowing breasts taunted Hank. Damn, she was thick, but lean. Hank squirmed in his seat. Man, he had no idea this class was going to be this entertaining.

As she stripped, Miss Alpha called out, “Let’s have a roll call as we wait. Is Donna here?”

“Here!” called back Donna.

“And Suki?”

“Here!” replied the Japanese spinner.

“And Two?” asked Miss Alpha.

“Here,” said the dyke with the comical hippie’s name.

“And last but not least Precious.” No one replied. “Is my Precious here or not?” She peeked her head above the dressing screen. She looked right at Hank. She pointed a pointer stick at him. “Bitch, what’s your name?”

Hank looked behind him and then remembered there were only two rows of seats. The teacher just called him a bitch. She must have bad eyesight. He dropped his voice down deep. He replied, “Hank!”

“Wrong answer,” informed Miss Alpha.

“I’m pretty sure I know my own name,” informed Hank.

“Bitch, you’re Precious to me. When I call your name at roll call you will answer it from now on, am I understood?” asked Miss Alpha.

Hank curled up his nose. Calling him Precious was insulting. He wasn’t going to be insulted. Not by a half-naked chick hiding behind a dressing screen. He replied, “Hank is here!”

“Hank is here, Professor Alpha.”

“Do you have a PhD?” asked Hank.

“I have a PhD in p-whipping sassy boys,” Miss Alpha replied.

Hank rolled his eyes. She was playing the title game. She probably didn’t have a real degree or professorship, but whatever. He needed his easy A. He repeated, “Hank is here, Professor Alpha.”

“Standing up for yourself like a bad little girl. I do like spunk, but a lady needs to know when to use it. No worries, we will soon fix that. Still, I like a bitch with enthusiasm for my course,” said Miss Alpha.

She walked out from behind the screen. She was dressed in a black leather catsuit. It had removable flaps held by brass buttons in all the right naughty places. She was carrying her long hard wooden pointer stick. Hank adjusted himself in his seat. Was the air conditioning on in here? It sure seemed to be getting hot all of a sudden.

Miss Alpha said, “Ladies, we’re about to spend an entire semester studying women. It is a subject near and dear to my heart as I am sure it is to your heart. The first thing we need to do for that process to begin is to free ourselves of our misogynistic constraints. That means that I want you to remove your bras.”

Miss Alpha unzipped the front of her catsuit. She let her huge beauties dangle out in the open. She continued, “As you can see mine are already free. The male breast is legally allowed to be free in the open. Why should we not let a woman’s breasts free? After all, we have more use for them than a mere man.”

Hank’s jaw dropped so much it nearly went through the floor. He rubbed his eyes. Was this chick for real? He was starting to think Donna was onto something getting him to sign up for this class.

Donna did the sensible thing and stayed seated. Of course, that dyke Two stood up and yanked her shirt off immediately to join in the braless crowd. She had little mosquito bite breasts to match her lithe body.

Miss Alpha clapped in excitement. She asked Two, “Doesn’t it feel good to be free?” Two nodded and sat down. Miss Alpha’s attention moved toward Suki.

Suki was clearly more reluctant but seeing Two let her single As fly seemed to have got her in the spirit. Suki stood up, she took a deep breath and unbuttoned her white cotton shirt. Then she unlatched her bra. Hank swallowed hard. He couldn’t believe his luck. Three bare breasted women in one classroom for little old him to enjoy looking at, it was crazy.

Hank turned to Donna. He got a wicked idea. He said to Donna, “Why aren’t you doing it too?”

“Hank! We’re out in public,” she replied.

“What public? I’ve seen them before and besides me, there are three other women. It’s practically a women’s dressing room inside here. You don’t want to make Miss Alpha mad, right?” asked Hank.

Miss Alpha walked up to Hank’s desk. She placed a firm hand on top of his head. She messed up his hair. “Thank you, Precious, for your display of enthusiasm.” Her ruler went under his chin. She forced his head up. She added, “It is Professor Alpha, for you.”

“Why do I have to call you . . .”

The ruler cracked against Miss Alpha’s hand. “Because!” That was it, the whole explanation. Miss Alpha looked at Donna. Everyone was focused on Donna. Hank knew Donna wouldn’t protest against all of them. Indeed, Donna soon yielded. She stood up and slowly took her shirt off and unleashed her puppies.

Hank was loving it. He loved winning and beating women mentally was so easy. Donna wasn’t really even a challenge. Women, they were just warm wet holes to please yourself in. Hank bet they wouldn’t be learning that in Miss Alpha’s class, though. It was now just four bare chested women and him. What a lovely way to spend a class.

Miss Alpha was still standing next to his desk. She asked Hank, “All the other ladies are bare chested, all except you.”

Hank burst out in laughter. Miss Alpha smacked her stick on his desk. She said, “We are not amused.”

Hank said, “I’m a dude, we don’t wear bras. Duh! You want a bare chest, I don’t mind showing mine.” He stood up and took off his T-shirt.

“Quite right. Precious, come front and center and face the class,” Miss Alpha ordered.

Hank shrugged. He grumbled, “My name is Hank . . .” He paused, then corrected, “My name is Hank, Professor Alpha.”

“Very good, come forward and face the class,” she ordered him.

He took a few steps forward and turned around to face the class. He knew he was pure man meat. No chick could resist him. They were probably all fantasizing about him and his rock-hard chest. Well, maybe not Two.

Miss Alpha came up behind him. She reached around him and ran her hands over his chest. She had a rather delicate touch. Her smooth fingers tickled his chest hair. She cupped his pecks. Miss Alpha said, “Notice, Ladies, our Precious here has a very masculine chest. Hair on your chest is a no-no for a proper lady. We’re here to study women and to study them we need to all look like one. Solidarity is power.”

Hank said, “I’m not following you, Professor Alpha.”

Miss Alpha ignored him. She called on Donna. “Donna, come up here.” Donna obeyed. “There is a can of shaving gel on my desk. Fetch it.” Donna retrieved it. Miss Alpha took the can from her. She started spraying shaving gel all over Hank’s bare chest. She used her hands to smear it in. Hank was slightly amused by all this. That ended when Miss Alpha handed Donna a razor.

“Shave her, please,” said Miss Alpha to Donna.

“I …” Donna hesitated.

“No questioning my orders, just obedience!” ordered Miss Alpha.

Hank thought this nuttiness had gone on long enough. Hank interrupted, “Don’t I get a say in this?”

Miss Alpha cracked her stick across his ass. She shouted in his ear, “Shut up, bitch!”

Hank had enough. He was just about to tell Miss Alpha where she could stick that stick of hers when Donna pressed the razor to his chest.

Donna said, “Hold still, I don’t want to cut you.”

Suddenly getting into a fight with the teacher was less important than Donna cutting up his chest. He said to Donna, “Just what do you think you’re doing?”

"What the teacher said to do. I want an A. You always say to me, do what it takes to get an A,” replied Donna.

Miss Alpha whispered in his ear, “And if you let Donna shave you, I’ll blow your cock right here in front of the class. You’d like that wouldn’t you? I see your boner. You popped one to the sight of our lovely breasts. Men, like you, are so easy to excite.”

Hank replied, “Wait, say that last part again.”

Miss Alpha said out loud, “If Precious lets herself be shaved, I will personally suck Precious off, Donna will suck you off, Suki will suck you off, and Two will suck you off.”

It was Donna that balked first and loudest. “He’s my…”

“You want to get an A, right Donna?” said Miss Alpha.

“I suppose,” she replied.

Suppose, nothing. There was no way he was letting Donna spoil a chance at him getting four on a cock. Shit, Hank dreamed of that kind of pussy ratio, but never believed it was possible. He was practically drooling at the idea.

“Donna, do what Professor Alpha says immediately!” Hank ordered.

Donna replied, “Are you sure?”

Hank said, “I’ve never been more sure.”

Miss Alpha petted Hank on the head. She praised him, “Such a smart little boy. Such a wise boy. You are a boy, right?”

Hank stuck out his chest. He replied, “I’m a man!”

Miss Alpha reached around him and unsnapped the button on his blue jeans then she yanked down his pants. Soon his jockeys hit the floor. Suki, Donna, and Two all gasped. Miss Alpha clucked her tongue. “There is far too much hair on this so-called man. Ladies, we need to shave this man all over.”

Hank was starting to have second thoughts right about now. A few minutes ago, he had four bare breasted women to ogle. Somehow Miss Alpha had tricked him. Now he was the one displaying for the whole class. He should pull up his pants. He should get out of here. This was some weird ass shit. He hesitated. This might be his only chance at a foursome. He bit his lip. What was a little fluff and leg hair compared to four hungry lips on his cock?

He said, “Do it girls!”

Miss Alpha appeared very pleased. She handed the other two girls razors as well. Then they set about shaving Hank silky smooth all over.


Chapter 3

Miss Alpha planted her long-painted fingernails on his bare chest. She said to the class, “Feel him now, Ladies. Isn’t he just as smooth as a baby’s bottom?” Then she pinched his bottom for good measures.

The class clearly notices because soon all four women were rubbing him all over. Hank had not been very good at suppressing his lust through the shave. His member was standing loud and proud. He had to admit having three young babes run their hands all over him while shaving him had been a turn on. The problem was the one part of him that mattered most was not getting any proper attention at the moment. They shaved his balls, but his staff, while erect and proud, was getting lonely. It was the part of him that would appreciate all this female attention the most.

Miss Alpha came up behind Donna. She said, “Isn’t your boyfriend looking so much better. Isn’t he just so smooth, like a lady should be?”

“Yes,” replied Donna. Hank could see in Donna’s eyes that she was turned on. Then he saw Miss Alpha reach around his Donna and ride her skirt up. She began to pet Donna down below. Donna’s eyes lit up even more.

As she fondled his girlfriend, Miss Alpha said to Suki, “Are you as wet as Donna?” Suki blushed, but slowly nodded. “Show me how wet you are!” demanded Miss Alpha. Suki dropped her pants. Her light blue panties were indeed moist.

Two added, “So am I!”

“I took it without mentioning that you’d like doing that to my Precious here!” retorted Miss Alpha.

Hank coughed to get everyone’s attention. He said, “I believe the shaving part is done. There were promises of blow jobs afterwards.”

Miss Alpha replied while stroking Donna’s soft under fur, “Were there really promises, my Precious? Were BJs really promised?”

“Yes, they were!” insisted Hank.

Miss Alpha split Donna wide with her fingers. She said, “Good ladies know how to eat muff. Suki, be a good lady and eat Donna out.”

“I…” Suki protested.

“Now!” demanded Miss Alpha.

“Yes, eat me,” sighed Donna.

Suki got down on her knees. Her tongue planted on Donna’s magic place. She squealed in delight.

Hank had enough. If he wasn’t going to be blown, then he certainly wasn’t going to let some bitch have his girlfriend. “Hey, Donna is my girlfriend!”

“Not anymore!” replied Miss Alpha. She left Donna in the good hands and tongue of Suki. She approached Hank. She grabbed him by the hair and forced him to his knees. “A good lady eats others before she expects to be eaten herself. You want a BJ, well toss Two’s salad first.”

“I don’t want my salad tossed by a man,” said Two.

“Don’t worry about that. Our Precious is a good lady now. Aren’t you, my Precious?” asked Miss Alpha.

“The name’s Hank,” he reminded her.

The yard stick went across his bare ass. His boner he was sporting didn’t exactly enjoy being cracked. He winced in pain. Miss Alpha said, “You are what I say you are inside my classroom if you want to get an A. Inside here, you’re going to eat muff like a proper lady or go home without your girlfriend and with very black and blue balls. I don’t mind giving Fs to failures.”

Hank looked over to Donna. She was enjoying the face planting. Shit, his GF had gone dyke. He looked at Two. She’d already stripped down. Awe, screw it all. He wanted an A and wasn’t afraid to eat a dyke out to get it. He’d do anything for a blow job and an A. He was too turned on to stop himself. He stuck out his tongue and Two moved her hairy muff over to his face.

Miss Alpha shoved his head from behind. “Come on, my Precious, lick a touch harder. I heard you were a man. Men can use a tongue better than that. Let a lady grind on your face.”

Two did just that. She squeezed her legs tight as Miss Alpha shoved from the rear. Hank could taste her dripping taint.

“Make her yours, my Precious. You want to be Two’s best bitch. You need to be her best bitch. You are her best bitch!” encourage Miss Alpha.

She was right. Hank was enjoying this. He liked the taste of a woman. Granted, him being forced to go down on a girl was a touch weird. But not any less weird than the class to date. Then Two creamed on his face. She was a squirter and it flowed all over his tongue.

Miss Alpha stopped shoving. She praised him. “A good first step on your way to being a proper lady, my Precious.”

Hank wiped his face with his hand. He asked, “Is it my turn to sit on a face? You did promise me …”

“Well, a deal is a deal, my Precious. A proper lady should never go back on her word,” instructed Miss Alpha. “Ladies take your seat and watch how a proper lady blows a man. I believe if shaving him made you excited, and licking relieved that excitement, what comes next will really stir your juices again.” The three girls hurried to sit down.

Miss Alpha brought out a chair for Hank. It was a steel chair, very heavy. It clanked down. She said, “My Precious, you must sit down too.”

“The name’s Hank, not Precious,” grumbled Hank.

“Sit!”

Hank wanted his cock sucked badly so he sat. He could see the three young ladies watching him. He could see their bare chests. He could see their lust filled eyes. He could smell their spent lust. Hank couldn’t help being turned on by all this because he was a male. Naked like he was, the ladies couldn’t resist him either. Well, they’d all get their turn on his prick. He was willing to please them all. He was so ready to get blown. He felt Miss Alpha force his hands back behind the chair. Go on, suck me, he thought. Click went on the handcuffs.

“Hey, what gives!” shouted Hank.

“I do, my Precious, I give the wettest, sloppiest BJs,” whispered Miss Alpha in his ear. Then she cuffed his legs down to the chair. Okay, this day was clearly a weird ass one, but if he got blown it was worth it. What did it matter if she cuffed him. He was the man. He was in charge. They were blowing him, right? Hank relaxed.

“Ladies often find themselves helpless in a sexual situation. Men, pigs that they are, think nothing of a woman’s satisfaction in bed. They only think of their cocks. See how easy it was to get Hank shaved and helpless all with the promise of licking his love pump?”

The three women all nodded. Hank said, “I’m not helpless.”

“Your mine, Precious, your mine!” said Miss Alpha.

Hank didn’t like the sound of that, but then Miss Alpha went to her knees and inhaled his proud member. Hank wasn’t about to argue with a woman downing his shaft. She went all in. Her lips came to the end of his shaft while his cock gagged her throat. She was as good as promised. She could extend her tongue and lick his balls when fully deep throating. It was magic. All this foreplay had him ready to burst. He didn’t bother to look over to Donna to see how she was handling it. This was her idea, so she’d just have to get used to him having other women. She had other woman now too so she had to understand, right? After graduation when he was making the big bucks, he’d attract lots of hot chicks. Yes, if he and Donna were to survive as a couple after graduation, she’d need to learn to appreciate him with other women.

Then Hank heard a sigh from the audience. He looked up. The three girls had moved their chairs together. That dyke, Two, had her left hand up Suki’s and her right up Donna’s muff. Shit, Donna was getting off to him getting blown by another woman. She was learning to appreciate him getting off to other women by getting off to other women too. It was such a turn on that he knew that he needed to explode soon. His balls ached to be released.

Hank shouted, “Look out bitch, I’m about to blow!” He was ready to give Miss Alpha the salty load she deserved, but nothing appeared. He could feel his balls trying their best, but nothing burst from him. He exclaimed, “Hey, what gives!”

Miss Alpha came off him. She had placed a band around Hank’s member and balls while he’d been distracted by her magic tongue. Miss Alpha stood up with the appearance of total satisfaction. She said, “Sorry, my Precious, but a good girl needs to learn to be a lady first, and climax later. That bondage cock and balls ring should hold you off until I say you’re ready to cum. You have a chastity now and if you want it off you need to obey me. I told you that you’re mine now, body and soul.”

Hank was so frustrated. He was so ready to burst. This bitch needed to let him release. “Please, let me cum,” begged Hank.

“Talk like a good lady. Repeat after me. Please, Professor Alpha, let your Precious cum,” repeated Miss Alpha.

Hank grimaced. The pressure built up in his balls. He needed to cum or they might explode. This was feeling like a medical emergency. Fuck it, he let her have her way. He begged, “Please, Miss Alpha, let Precious cum!”

“Professor Alpha.”

“Please, Professor Alpha, let your Precious cum.”

“No!” replied Miss Alpha. She turned to the class. “Ladies, hands out of each other’s vag. There will be more time for heavy petting later. If feminizing Hank by shaving him turned you on, just wait until what’s next. See my makeup table over there. Suki, you get the nail polish. Donna, you work on our Precious’s eyes, and Two use the foundation. I’ll pick out the perfect lipstick for our newest lady.”

“Hey, I want none of that bullshit! Let me go, let me go!” shouted Hank.

No one listened to him. Even Donna darted to the makeup table like an eager beaver. Shit, this wasn’t happening to him. He struggled in his bonds, but he had no chance to break free.

Miss Alpha laughed. She said, “Precious, you’re begging to be let go now, but soon you’ll be begging me to let you stay after class!”


Chapter 4

“Good work, ladies!” praised Miss Alpha.

Hank didn’t appreciate the praise. Still, he didn’t bark his objection. He’d learned a rather painful lesson while having the makeup put on him. He’d struggled a few times and received an unpleasant surprise in the process. That ball ring that was preventing him from cumming also put out an electric charge. Anytime he didn’t do what Miss Alpha told him, he had received a painful shock right to the nads. He really had grown to dislike that big breasted bitch, Miss Alpha. She had him by the balls literally.

“Miss Alpha, he looks so good. You’d think he was a girl!” exclaimed Donna.

“She is a girl now, Donna,” replied Miss Alpha. Miss Alpha got right into Hank’s face. She asked him, “Do you want to look in the mirror and see how pretty you are, my Precious?”

Hank was about to blurt out no but stopped. He stopped in part because he didn’t want his nads jolted and also in part because she was dangling the keys to his cuffs in front of his eyes. Shit, freedom at long last. He’d say anything to be free from that sex chair and hopefully to get away from these four freaks. This was the worst three credit class that he’d ever taken. How did Donna go along with this sick stuff? His Donna, why, she hadn’t objected, and he had always treated her with respect, right?

Hank nodded his head. Miss Alpha praised him. “Good girl. Now ladies go in Miss Alpha’s closet of goodies and find my full-length mirror.”

The girls all rushed away. Miss Alpha unlocked him. Hank eyed the exit door. He just needed to time his flight correctly. The girls started rolling out the mirror. Miss Alpha was distracted by them. Hank bolted. He wasn’t fast. His damn erect cock slowed him down. That fucking penis of his! It was ruining everything. He had three young women dabbing and painting him for an hour, so it really wasn’t its fault. Any cock would have had trouble going limp under the circumstances. Particularly with that cock ring strapped up and keeping the blood in all the right places.

Miss Alpha turned to see Hank trying to flee in pathetic fashion. She laughed. Then she pressed the button. Current ran through Hank’s filled balls. He fell to his knees instantly. He begged her, “Please, make the pain stop, Miss Alpha.”

“Professor Alpha,” she reminded.

He grimaced. “Please,” he begged.

Miss Alpha released the button. “Of course.” She walked over to Hank swaying her hips freely side to side. As she strutted, her bare breasts wagged in haunting fashion. God, Hank wanted to lick those beauties. His sexual desire betrayed him. He sat on the floor as Miss Alpha came up to him and fitted him with a collar and chain. She then tugged on him. “Come on, my Precious, and let’s see how good you look in the mirror.”

Miss Alpha tugged at him like he was her dog. The nerve of her. He could see those three damn girls standing beside the mirror ogling him from afar. Those bitches. Those three lovely little naked bitches. If he had his way, he’d show them how much of a man he still was. They could all use a good dick. Women loved a big fatty. Yeah, he’d make them beg for it and then give it to them up the ass as punishment. Women all deserved to be punished with a salty good cock.

Miss Alpha delivered him in front of the mirror. The sight of him transformed made him forget his track of thinking. He blinked. He looked behind him expecting to see the heavenly delight reflecting in the mirror, but no one was there. It was just him standing there in front of the mirror, so it must be him in the mirror. Only it wasn’t him, it was her. Hank exclaimed, “Danm, I look hot!” He clamped his hands over his mouth. He didn’t mean it. He didn’t like his new look at all.

“She’s missing something, Miss Alpha,” said Suki.

“You are a good student to have noticed,” praised Miss Alpha. Miss Alpha produced three wigs for their consideration. She asked the class, “Is our Precious a blonde, brunette or ginger?”

“Ginger,” they replied in unison. All said that except Hank who was silent as a church mouse.

Miss Alpha fitted Hank with a flowing ginger wig. She added, “Yum. She’s almost ready, but she’s still missing something.”

“She’s not pierced!” exclaimed Donna.

Leave it to Donna to say something horrible like that. What did Hank ever see in her but those firm round titties and that tight ass? They were through, though, as a couple. After her getting him into this, they were through. He had half of a mind to tell her that right this minute. He didn’t say a word to Donna because Miss Alpha said, “Two care to make this new bitch bleed?”

“Gladly, Miss Alpha,” replied Two.

Hank tried to reason with the group. “Look, we all had our fun, but piercing my ears is a touch much!”

“Who said anything about your ears,” replied Donna. All four bitches laughed at him. He frowned in anger and then hoped it was a joke.

Two approached him with a long needle. Miss Alpha asked her, “Isn’t it nice, Two, to get to pierce a man with a long hard needle?”

“Yes,” said Two.

“Stab the prick in the prick,” added Suki.

“Yes, our Precious needs some precious stones on her stones,” said Donna.

Two wavered that needle near his nads. Hank thought of bolting. He looked over at Miss Alpha. She had that chain firmly in one hand and the other hand on the electric pain buzzer. Shit, no escape. He was suing the fucking university when this class was done. This was insane shit going on!

“Donna, if you search it, you will find in my desk three matching diamond studs. Fetch them,” ordered Miss Alpha.

“Gladly,” replied Donna.

“Three! Come on, girls, fun is fun, but I’ll sue if you mutilate me!” shouted Hank.

Miss Alpha taunted him, “Silly, whore, your threats mean nothing. We all know that you’ll be thanking me before this class is over!”

Two pricked his left ear with the needle. Hank felt the warm blood trickle out. Then she did his other ear. At last, that needle neared his nut sack. Oh God, don’t let them pierce my sack, he thought. I love my boys down there. He felt the prick. Then Donna thrust the studs through the holes. Suki added a diamond tiara on top of his ginger head.

Hank wanted to cry. Not from the pain, but from the image in the mirror. He was so fucking pretty. He wanted that pierced bitch in the mirror. He could never have her because she was him.

“Ladies, our dear Precious is starting to appreciate our work, I sense it. I can see it in her eyes and in her erection,” praised Miss Alpha.

“She should have proper female clothes. Nice feminine clothes,” suggested Donna.

“Yes, make him wear a bra!” shouted Two.

“And a corset!” added Suki.

“Very well, bring the clothes rack! It’s time to dress our bitch,” ordered Miss Alpha.

“Is that the bell, I think I heard the bell, class is over!” shouted Hank.

“Silly girl, no one can hear a thing down here in the basement. Your little dainty ass is mine until I say it isn’t,” said Miss Alpha.


Chapter 5

“Look, Ladies, how much our Precious is raging in her new pretty pink thong panties,” said Miss Alpha.

“She’ll look even better once we get the silk stockings on her,” added Donna.

“He, he, I am a man you stupid bitch!” shouted Hank at Donna, but she wasn’t paying attention to him anymore. All the class was caught up in the fun of dressing him as a woman.

Hank was humiliated. He had Suki rolling thigh high black silk stockings up his legs as Two was fitting him with a pink garter belt. The fact his cock loved all this feminine attention was bothering him to no end. For the first time he was glad his penis was currently in a chastity and his balls completely strangled. He didn’t want the other girls to know how much he loved this all. Other girls! He was losing his mind. He wasn’t just another girl. He was a man! It didn’t matter how lovely these clothes were to wear. It didn’t matter how good he looked in them. He’d always be a man. He didn’t want to be the best-looking girl in class even if he was! Yeah, eat your heart out bitches. Hank was the most alpha man in this pussy filled class, and yet also the hottest chick. No whacked in the head teacher was changing that fact.

“Now ladies, for his training bra for our blossoming new girl, racy with lace or stacked with a push up?” asked Miss Alpha.

“Lace!” the class all called out.

“Now girls, I don’t need a bra. I don’t have breasts,” pointed out Hank.

“Yes, but that is easily fixed,” said Miss Alpha. She handed some foam breasts to Donna and she started to attach them to Hank. They ever had detailed nipples on them. It was crazy. What man needed foam breasts? What he really needed was some silicone ones . . . Wait, he didn’t need that at all.

“This whole dressing me up thing is crazy. Let’s all call this a day and I can quietly drop your class and I’ll let you four weirdos have lesbian fun,” said Hank.

Miss Alpha petted his head like he was her little dog. She said to him, “Your lips say one thing, your lust says another. Your poor raging trapped prick is begging for a blouse and skirt. It wants high heels. It wants breasts tucked inside a lacy bra. It wants rings, bangles, necklaces, and earrings. It wants all the ornaments that drive a man wild. We will make sure Precious gets them all.” She slid her hand into Hank’s panties. She tugged on his new piercing. “After we’re done, you’re going to have the hottest, wettest, creamiest, orgasm you’ve ever felt. I guarantee it. Being a girl is the ultimate high for you and will lead to the ultimate climax!”

Hank denied it. “No, it’s not true. This is fucking sick. I might sue you and the school.”

She removed her hand. She said, “We can stop now. No cumming for Precious today. Yes, girls let him go. He can go home blue balled and still a man.”

Hank paused a second in his thinking. He had gone along this far, and he deserved to cum. “No wait. I want to cum! I need to climax. You don’t understand how bad I need it!”

Miss Alpha put the lacy bra around him. She hooked it up. She adjusted it. She said, “See, ladies, a good woman always gets what she wants. As for not understanding, sadly, it is men that don’t understand how badly we need it. We are just holes to them. They grind their tiny pricks in us and when they cum, they are done. That’s not what a lady needs to feel satisfied.”

“Yes, Miss Alpha!” the girls replied.

“Two, pick out a blouse for our Precious,” ordered Miss Alpha.

Two went to the shirt rack. She didn’t take long to choose. She came back with the perfect stretch white half T-shirt. It had a unicorn on the front. Two said, “I loved unicorns my whole life. They’re beautiful stud horses with that single horn in front. They’re so powerful, so elegant, so feminine. They have what can satisfy me.” Two pulled the stretch shirt onto Hank.

“Good choice, I like unicorns too. They remind me of completely obedient feminized men,” replied Miss Alpha. She turned to Suki and Donna. “Do you girls like unicorns?”

“I … I suppose,” replied Donna.

“They’re okay, I guess,” said Suki.

Miss Alpha went over to her desk. She opened a drawer. She pulled out four twelve-inch latex strap-ons. She said, “A woman can be her own unicorn if she wishes. Men think they’re superior just because they sport a tiny dick in their pants. Male dicks are mostly useless. Only one in a thousand is a real alpha. The rest are like Hank here. Completely useless as men, but they still have a little value as a woman.” She unbuttoned her codpiece. She let it drop to the floor. She strapped on her huge black-as-night dildo. “See, ladies, how easy it is for a real lady to not only match a man with her own unicorn horn but improve upon the design!”

“I see, I see,” replied Donna.

“Me too!” added Suki.

Miss Alpha went over to Suki. Then she placed that strap-on onto her. She turned to Donna, “Are you ready for your first time with a real man? A real man you will find is a hung woman. This poor Hank of yours was nothing in comparison.”

Donna’s eyes grew big. Hank knew the ladies had been turned on by making him their sissy. Now he understood how turned on a girl could get. Donna nodded her head. She spread her legs and revealed her drenched secret. She got on her knees and started sucking Suki’s member off. She was making it wet for its journey into darkness that lay ahead.

Hank couldn’t stand to see his girl go dyke again. She was his. Well, he was going to dump her eventually. Oh, maybe he didn’t want to do that now. She should be looking out for his happiness, though. He was the man. What about his cock? “Donna, what are you doing?” cried Hank.

“Poor misguided Precious, she was never meant to be your girlfriend.  Just stand there and watch a real woman take your girlfriend away. You’re not woman enough for her,” said Miss Alpha.

Hank didn’t want to watch. Donna was his! Sure, it was okay if he had other women on the side. He was the man after all, but she needed to stay true like a good girl. He watched Suki enter Donna now. He saw Donna’s face explode with delight. He’d never made her look like that. He never thought about her satisfaction during sex. Oh, how Suki could satisfy her like Hank never could. Suki too was enjoying taking his girl away.

“See how she likes it. See how fast she takes to the fight girl’s dick so quickly. She’ll never need your dull surprise again. See how useless and obsolete a man is to a real lady?” said Miss Alpha to Precious.

It was true. Hank couldn’t deny it. His woman was on fours as Suki took her from the rear now. Donna screamed in delight. She was in total ecstasy. He was ashamed that he’d been out done by a woman, but he’d clearly had. He could never satisfy Donna like that.

He looked at Two. She was naked and had her dildo between her legs. She was rubbing it hot and heavy on her pleasure zone. Hank had tasted that zone before. Two was more his type of woman. She was a bull dyke and he had liked being her bitch. Oh, but he was the man, right? Why was he thinking about Two?

Miss Alpha looked on in total bliss as she enjoyed winning more than anything. He knew she knew Hank wanted Two’s cock. That bitch was winning. Shake it off Hank. Don’t give in to this crazy bitch, he thought.

“See, Precious, see how transforming you into a woman has turned on my class to their own inner feelings. We’ve all grown so much today. None of us will ever need a man again.”

“But I … I am… I am a man,” stammered Hank.

“Maybe now, but in a second or two that will change forever. You’re about to be just another woman to be studied,” she mocked.

Donna burst into delight as she finally climaxed. Suki and Two joined her. The rush of sexual delight taunted Hank’s aching caged loins. His seed was unspent. He was raging still just to the touch of his pretty pink panties but could get no release. That damn chastity ruined everything. The whole class had climaxed, but him. He needed his turn. He needed it so badly.

“I want to cum too,” he begged.

“Will you be a good girl from now on if I let you climax?” asked Miss Alpha.

“You promised me the wettest orgasm ever, please, I need to have it now,” begged Hank.

“Did I promise, Precious? Did I?”

“Yes, you did!”

“Are you our new good little girl or not?” asked Miss Alpha.

“Will you let me cum if I am?” asked Hank.

“Yes!”

Hank swallowed hard. The sight of the three girls in the afterglow of sexual satisfaction haunted him. He needed to feel that way too. He’d do anything to feel that way too. Anything!

“Okay, I’ll be a girl just once. I’ll be anything you want me to do if you let me feel like they do now,” said Hank.

“Good answer for a good little girl,” praised Miss Alpha.


Chapter 6

Miss Alpha pulled out a jar of little blue and pink pills. She opened the jar and spilled them out on the desk. She explained to the class, “Our college chemists here were working on an erectile dysfunction pill when they stumbled upon these. They were, of course, banned by the FDA, but I know the right faculty, so I was able to secure all I need for my work. These, ladies, are what they call women pills. They take a lady and give her the strength of a man. With them, we’ll never need a man again. You’ve practiced with your fake cocks, now feel the real thing. Do you want to see them in action?”

“Yes, Miss Alpha,” the girls all answered.

All but Hank. He was promised the best orgasm he had ever had, and women pills didn’t seem like they’d give him it. This Miss Alpha sounded crazier by the second. He asked, “What do they do exactly?”

“Silence, bitch!” shouted Miss Alpha. She gave Hank a crack of her firm stick. She then gave out pills for each girl. The girls gobbled them down. Miss Alpha took one herself.

“I can feel it working,” said Suki.

Hank could see it working. The four women were getting bigger. Their chests expanded slightly. Their hips grew rounder slightly. But what was really noticeable was that all their clitoris swelled. It enlarged until it was a large phallus dangling between their legs. Hank was in a panic now. This class suddenly got freaky. He should have run away. He should never have agreed to anything. Cumming was not the end all and be all. He was horny as hell, though. He had never been so horny in his life.

“I’ve got a real cock now!” exclaimed Suki.

“Me too,” said Two.

“But why do we need them?” asked Donna.

“Because it’s a man’s world, ladies. They think they can control women with their tiny pricks. Just like we can sport plastic ones, we can also sport the real deal now thanks to science. Though the effects are only temporary, for a little while we have everything a man has only better,” said Miss Alpha.

“Yeah, mine is twice as big as Hanks,” said Donna.

“Bend over Donna, I want to try it out inside you,” said Suki.

“But I want to try it too!” exclaimed Donna.

“You can both 69 each other,” said Miss Alpha.

They went to the floor in heat. Each eager to inhale the others’ new cock. Hank was appalled. Worse, he wasn’t getting off to this. As the four women started to blow each other on the floor in front of him, Hank stood there and watched. He was getting desperate. “When is it my turn?” asked Hank.

Miss Alpha pulled her swollen prick from Two’s gaped mouth. She turned to Hank. She shouted, “How dare you disturb class!”

“Please, you promised me. When do I get a turn to cum?” begged Hank.

Miss Alpha stood up from the orgy. She replied, "Very well."

She strutted over to the desk. She pushed a pile of women’s pills into her cupped hand. Then she carried them over to Hank. She asked, “Is my Precious ready to climax?”

“Yes!”

“Eat your pills like a good girl and join the party.” As Miss Alpha said that she released him from his cock ring.

The idea of an erection as long and hard as the girls now had excited him to no end. If it could do that to a mere clitoris, imagine what it could do for him, thought Hank. He gobbled them down greedily. Soon he was going to be hung like a horse. Miss Alpha was right, he was about to have the best climax ever, only not how he planned.

He felt a burning in his chest. Then his hips felt funny. He felt thinner, but his ass grew rounder. That unicorn on his chest started to expand. He could see his nipples poking nearly through it. The foam ones slid out and fell to the floor. The bra barely contained him anymore. What the hell was this shit? Finally, the elastic in his bra snapped. He had big floppy breasts now and a hard bubble butt. His cheekbones rose, his voice raised, and lips grew pouty.

“I wanted a big dick like you all have, not this!” demanded Hank.

“Silly girl, the pills don’t work that way on girls like you,” said Miss Alpha.

Then he felt it down below. His cock finally released from the ring had been ready for action. That didn’t last. His erection grew flaccid. It turned into a sad little floppy trap dick. His balls shrank as well. He looked down at his once proud member. It was nothing but a magic button now. His balls were just little orbs barely dangling. His heart raced. Thank God this was only temporary. Or else . . . Or else he might grow to like it. Wait, did he just think that?

His transformation caught someone’s eyes. “He looks just like a real girl now,” said Two. Oh know, thought Hank, not the dyke. Let any of them but her like my new look. But he still had her taint on his tongue. He’d tasted her before and liked it. Yes, it was going to be her.

“She is a girl now. Want to try her?” asked Miss Alpha of Two.

There wasn’t a dyke around that would say no to having a bitch like Hank. Hank shrank back from her in fear as she approached him. Her dick was hard as a rock and fourteen inches of thick girl meat. She wanted him, she wanted him bad.

“I don’t …” his mind went blank. He wanted to say he didn’t want her dick. But his ugly male thoughts were leaving him. They were replaced with pleasant thoughts of eating bananas, ice cream cones, and carrot sticks. Boy how he liked rockets, and baseball bats now. He liked dick. He wanted dick. He wanted it all over. Mostly he wanted it deep inside him. But while his cock was nearly gone, he had no place for a cock to poke. Unless . . .

“Why don’t you get on your knees and suck us?” said Miss Alpha to him.

Hank found himself obeying. These girl pills, they were too strong for him. He desired cock now. He wanted their girl dicks inside him in the worst possible way. He still had two holes a solid dick could fill.


Chapter 7

Hank wanted Two’s cock. He had one warm moist opening with which to take it in. He dropped to his knees. Two inched that glorious girl cock of hers toward him. He began salivating at the site of it. He opened his mouth wide then Hank stuck out his tongue. He licked the tip of Two’s proud member. Her pre-cum was still lingering on the tip and boy did it taste too good for words. To have her precum in his mouth to mix with her taint, what girl could ask for more? He knew he needed to taste more. He needed to taste it all. He was feeling too much like a girl now. He was just a wet hole for them to pleasure themselves with. He wanted to bring them pleasure. His eyes widened. He gobbled down Two’s new female cock. He let her jam it down his throat. The saliva gushed out around her cock. He was a happy, but sloppy wet blower.

“She’s a real wet one!” exclaimed Two.

“Move over and let me try him too,” said Miss Alpha.

She stood alongside Two. Hank paused, two magnificent wieners at once? Could he do it? He damn sure was going to try, that much he knew. He sandwiched those dongs together and slid them inside his mouth. The girls grabbed the back of his head and forced them deeper. He was gagging on two gigantic fatties at once. It was pure bliss.

“I don’t think she can breathe,” said Two.

“Good, she doesn’t deserve to breathe. The more she struggles for air, the harder she sucks us,” replied Miss Alpha.

It was true. Luckily for them cock was more important to Hank right now than air. He wanted cock. He needed cock. He’d do anything for it. He’d even suffocate to get as much of it as he needed.

“That’s enough,” announced Miss Alpha. Miss Alpha pulled the back on his hair. She pulled his head back so far it yanked her cock out. Then Two removed hers too. Hank stuck his tongue out as far as he could. He was so desperate to keep sucking.

“Please, more dick. I want to taste your white-hot explosion,” begged Hank.

“Later, Precious. I promised you a climax, remember, and you’re about to get it! We’re going to fuck your vagina,” said Miss Alpha.

“But I don't have one of those!” replied Hank.

Miss Alpha spat on him. She scolded him, “Silly girl, your anus has now become the perfect girl hole. It will bring you pleasure like you can’t believe. Not that I care. From now on you’re just our girl toy!”

Miss Alpha pointed to Hank's bottom. She guided Two toward it. “Make this bitch yours!” instructed Miss Alpha.

“Gladly,” replied Two.

Hank wasn’t sure this would work, but if it kept the cock coming his way, he was more than willing to try. He bent over and went on all fours. He didn’t know what to expect, but he knew he wanted to be penetrated deeply. He felt someone pawing at his rear. They pulled his panties down. Then Two jammed her raw dog into his dry hole. He winced. It was so big!

“Don’t fight it bitch,” shouted Miss Alpha.

“I’m trying not to,” replied Hank.

He wanted his ass to yield. He needed it to yield. The farther that girl cock went inside his wanting bottom the more he needed it to yield. Two grabbed the leash on Hank’s collar. She used it as leverage to force her cock into him. He felt his ass give up the struggle. Her cock went all the way in. It was fourteen inches the hard way and he loved every inch more than the last. He shouted with glee. It felt so good. Why did being a woman feel so much better than being a man? Thank God for this class. Thank God for Miss Alpha. She knew just what he needed. He needed cock and lots of it.

Two started slamming him now. Hank screamed louder. He shrieked like a little girl.

“We better shut her up,” said Miss Alpha. Hank could see Miss Alpha offering him her fatty again to swallow. Hank opened wide. She forced that penis of hers straight into his mouth again. Miss Alpha fucked him hard orally as Two rode him from the rear. It couldn’t get any better than this.

Then it did. He felt a dong press into each of his hands. He’d forgotten about Donna and Suki. He figured they’d just dyke each other out to the sight of his deflowering. He was wrong. Four dicks at once. What a lucky girl he was!

He wrapped his long fingers around those two dicks. He’d give them both hand jobs while he let the other two have their way with him front and rear.

It was then he felt it. It was his first female climax. It started with a shutter down deep in his ass. It rolled through him in a wave. It was better than any load he ever dropped before. He felt a little squirt from his floppy trap dick, but that was it. He didn’t have much juice given his balls were barely a thing anymore. It didn’t matter. His mind went blank as complete bliss came over him. He was gone. Only Precious remained. He hadn’t thought about that before. He knew he never wanted to climax any other way again. It felt too good to be a girl.

The four girls grinding on him. They couldn’t care less about his climax. They continued to work on him. Two unloaded first. He felt her hot cream erupt into his anus. Donna and Suki came next. They blew their unloaded all over Hank’s back.

Miss Alpha was a tough cookie. She wasn’t ready to let off steam yet. She’d noticed Two’s arrival and pulled out of his mouth. She went right in and filled Hank’s gaping ass. She ground on him.

“It feels so good,” said Hank.

“No one cares how you feel, bitch,” replied Miss Alpha. “Just clean your anal taint from Two's dick while I please myself with your apple bottom.”

Hank opened wide again. Two stuck that female cock of hers in his mouth. He could taste his own anal taint mixed with the last ounce of her seed’s climax. He gobbled it down. It wasn’t enough. He needed more. He needed so much more. He liked the taste of it now.

Miss Alpha pulled out of him. He knew he was getting more. She stuck her cock in his mouth just as she dropped a big one. Her capacity was so large Hank’s cheeks expanded. He couldn’t swallow it all. There was just no way. It trickled out his mouth and onto the floor.

“How dare you spill a drop of my seed!” scolded Miss Alpha. “Lap it up, bitch.”

Hank licked the cold floor tile making sure to engulf all the cum he could. It was perfect. The perfect creamy ending to his first day in class.

Miss Alpha announced, “Okay girls, class is over. Dress up, and leave. Don’t worry about the pills you just took. Their transformation will wear off in a few more minutes. Well, except for Precious’s.”

“What do you mean?” asked Hank.

Miss Alpha petted his head. “All the studies point to the effects of the pills on boys as permanent. That’s why they were banned. Most males never became men again. Particularly if you climax while on them. You’re going to be our little girl forever now, Precious!”

He tried to be mad, but there was no anger in him. He just smiled the widest smile he ever smiled.

“I’m so happy to hear it,” Precious replied.

All the girls congratulated him. Then Donna took Suki by the hand and walked off. Two stayed behind. She kissed him on the cheek. Precious had a feeling she was someone’s new girlfriend.


Chapter 8

Precious opened the door for Two. After she went in, Precious rushed ahead to make sure she dusted off the seat for her.

“You missed a spot!” said Two.

“Sorry, it won’t happen again,” said Precious.

Two shook her head. She then sat down. Precious took her seat alongside her. It was good to stay close to your woman. You didn’t want to look available to the other boys in class. Not that there was even one boy in it.

Donna arrived with Suki. They came inside the class walking hand in hand. They sat down.

The bell rang and Miss Alpha came in. She announced, “It has been a wonderful semester. I think all of you have improved as women. I have your final grades, ladies.” The classes’ ears perked up. She continued, “There were three As. Two received an A. Suki received an A. And Donna received an A. Congratulations girl.”

Precious was hurt. Hadn’t she done more than any student in class? Indeed, she’d let the whole class do her multiple times. Her ass was so loose by now because of it.

Precious asked, “Don’t I get an A too?”

Miss Alpha said, “No, you get an A+.”

Precious burst into tears. She sprang up and hugged Miss Alpha.

“And do I see a new ring on your finger, Precious?” asked Miss Alpha.

“Yes, after graduation Two and I are getting married,” announced Precious.

The whole class clapped and then hugged her. Miss Alpha asked, “And what about your plans for Wall Street?”

“All I want to be from now on is Mrs. Two. A simple homemaker that keeps her lover happy like a good woman does,” explained Precious.

Miss Alpha petted him. She said, “I know you are going to be a very good lady. You’re a lucky girl to have signed up for my class.”

“Yes, Miss Alpha,” agreed Precious.
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