	This is the next chapter in Adam’s experience at Sasha Sucklove’s. The next chapter and first spinoff story are currently up on my patreon and I will continue to expand on this universe as long as you guys are reading! Thanks so much for all your comments and support.

—----------------------------------------------------



	Adam’s first week at Sasha Sucklove’s was a masterpiece in lowered expectations.
	Students who would have railed against the slightest form of femininity a month ago were now taking stock of themselves, and measuring out how much they were willing to sacrifice to avoid punishment. They came up with justifications, of course. There were all sorts of reasons and promises in their little heads. But it didn’t matter. They were doing what people always did when trapped in an awful situation. They were getting used to it.
	However, there was something brewing underneath.
	There was dissent and hatred and plans to break out of this place.
	But enough about that. Let’s focus on the lessons:
	
DEPORTMENT
	
	Mistress Rachel had spent the last week doing exactly what she promised: training every masculine mannerism and tick out of the boys. At first it was just class. She would have them make a motion or do a task and correct them. Soon, the students were finding private lessons on their schedules. Each morning, a few would find that they had a personal session with Mistress Rachel, where their every movement and way of being was forced into the most feminine of molds. If that wasn’t bad enough, the students were given no time in which to be themselves. They originally tried to moving like they used to while in the halls, hoping to forget all they’d learned as soon as they went out the door. But Mistress Rachel had a habit of patrolling the school. It wasn’t uncommon for a student to get The Collar if she saw them trying to be manly.
	Even the biggest troublemakers had begun to sway their hips and use limp wristed mannerisms by now.

GYM

Mistress Amy was no better.
She was still forcing the students into unnatural positions, still making them more and more flexible against their wills. Adam wasn’t sure what was worse: the way it hurt or the fact that it was getting easier.

ANATOMY

	Dr. Greene was still far too chipper and far too proud. The boys had woken up hairless, but as the week went on, they realized that nothing new was growing in. There wasn’t even stubble on their legs and armpits. When one of them raised their hands to ask why, Dr Greene calmly explained that sissies ought to be smooth, and so the boys wouldn’t be growing hair anywhere except their brows, lashes and head. How and why that was the case was still a mystery, and one Dr. Greene didn’t answer. Instead, she went back to lecturing on why uncaged clitties were bad for sissies. Apparently they promoted all sorts of deviant behavior, such as dominance, and a desire for your own satisfaction.
Most of the classes had been conducted with slideshows and lectures about how sissies were inferior, with only spare explanations as to what was actually happening to their bodies. They only wanted them to know what they wanted them to know, apparently. And they were fine with revealing it slowly.

Lunch

	Lunch was the breeding ground for trouble. It was the only place that the students could convene, talk and plan. Mostly, they speculated.
	What was the point of all this?
	What had happened to the other students?
	Was there any escape?
	That last question went around more than any other as the students compared notes on the school. They wanted to know everything about every place, every teacher, every nook and cranny. It was difficult though. They were purposefully being kept off balance. The class schedules in their room were different every morning.
	All they knew, after several failed attempts, was what not to do. But that was information on its own. Adam kept a distance from such seditious discussions, but he gave what he knew, and listened to their plans. Some said that if that Ethan kid really did get out, that he would come for them eventually. Some said that if he had, that meant they should escape like him instead of waiting. Some fell into despair, but even despair couldn’t stop them from planning when they had nothing better to do.
	And those foolish enough to actually attempt escape, they weren’t seen again. They disappeared like Cindy, leaving empty seats at their tables.

Fashion

	Madam Jaan’s fashion class was still the best period, the only one where the students were encouraged and felt safe. No matter how strange their old German teacher was, she was nice. She complimented them. She didn’t even use The Collar on them, unless they were out of control.
	It was in fashion, however, when the students realized that The Collar had a terrible inverse.
	“Would you please tell me which one of these dresses makes the most sense for this complexion…” she asked, looking around after turning to a slide. One of the students raised their hand.
“Upper right?”
“Very good” said the Madam, reaching for her desk as the student suddenly moaned.
Everyone froze.
Throwing a hand over their mouth, the student put their head down. It wasn’t hard to see they were mortified. Their classmates had heard them let out a sound no boy ought to make, and only the boys closest to him knew why. Adam was one such boy.
He heard the sound of the plug vibrating from his desk.
Even the Madam looked embarrassed then, shaking her head. “Apologies. I suppose it’s far too early to use the reward feature. Regardless, let’s continue the lesson…”

Check Up

	Checkups had been the most infrequent part of the schedule, without any rhyme or reason. Some students didn’t have one for the rest of the week. Others had them every day. It only reinforced Adam’s idea that the entire class was based on that creepy doctor’s whims. He had favorites, and he made sure to inspect them often.
	Adam had only been called in again once, at the end of the day on Thursday.
	“This will just be a quick checkup” said the headmaster as he invited Adam in.
	He once more took his height and weight, though he didn’t share them. Adam got the weird feeling that he didn’t want to know, but made a mental note to check for himself next time.
	“Just bend over the examination table for me…” said the headmaster, gesturing towards it as Adam reluctantly did so. A moment later, he felt his skirt flip up and his panties get pulled down.
	A feeling of pressure against his plug made him whimper slightly, blushing as soon as he realized he had. “Don’t worry” said the headmaster. “All the sissies do it…”
	The pressure remained for a few moments as the headmaster turned the key, collapsed the plug and pulled it out.
	“Very good…” said the headmaster, putting his finger up against Adam’s slightly gaped hole. He winced, closing his eyes…
	KNOCK KNOCK
	Adam sighed in relief as the finger left, and as the headmaster walked to the door. Looking over his shoulder, he saw it open to reveal Brianna outside.
	“Hello, Headmaster” she smiled, giving a nice and deep curtsy. The headmaster patted her head as she did.
	“You’re a bit early, but that’s fine. I guess I’ll just have to truncate this meeting…”
	Turning to Adam, he roughly shoved the lubed plug back inside of him, making the student grunt slightly. Then he put the key back in and-
“Ah!” wheezed Adam. The headmaster patted his butt teasingly.
“There were go…I’ll see you soon. But I have a pressing engagement” he grinned, turning to Brianna and looking over her like the sickest predator that Adam could imagine. Brianna, for her part, just batted her eyelashes and smiled.
	With that he guided Adam out, locking the door behind both of them and disappearing down the hall with what seemed like his own personal sissy.
	Huh.
	If she were to help them escape, they would have access to everything…

DAY SEVEN

	Still thinking of turning Brianna to their side, Adam woke up in his pink room.
	Cindy had yet to return. He spent the last week waiting for them to be in the bed across from them, whatever state they were in. But they were gone. Adam got up and walked to the mirror, checking on how he was doing. There weren’t really visible changes, besides his body going softer. It was like he hadn’t been to the gym in months, even though it had only been seven days. His nipples were sensitive, making the pink tee shirts a bit uncomfortable, but otherwise he was good. He was him.
	He still had time to get out of here.
	He put on the pink outfit that was the same everyday, although the shade often changed. Today it was powder pink, soft and cute. He checked his schedule and sighed in relief when he saw he didn’t have a Check Up. He’d been worried about a continuation of yesterday.
	His first class was once more Deportment, and he hurried there as fast as he could. Mistress Rachel had started a policy where the last student to class got “extra attention” and he didn’t want to be on the receiving end. It was strange how good he’d gotten at moving in the one inch heels, almost forgetting about it as he rushed down the halls. Soon enough he was in the classroom…finding new shoes waiting on every desk.
	“Welcome Eve” smirked Mistress Rachel, sitting on her desk. She was facing the door, waiting for the last student, no doubt.
	As soon as he stepped into the classroom, his shoes automatically unlocked, leaving him to trade them in for the new pair. These had heels of at least two inches, maybe a bit more. He considered them for a moment as his Mistress gave him a hard look. Withering under her stare, he put them on.
	CLICK
	Well that wasn’t surprising.
	He looked down to see they were locked, and took his seat as the last student rushed in. Mistress Rachel spent the first half of class using them as a human example, making them do what she asked and correcting every little thing so that the other students could see the right and wrong way to do things. Even if their bodies hadn’t changed yet, it was weird to see all these boys walking with their hands at their side, limp wristed swishing with every step.
	Class ended and Adam made his way to fashion, where they were learning about the different types of dresses. It was boring but it was better than torture. However, some of the boys were less than eager to participate after the “reward” which had been given out.
	Next came Gym, with a bit of a switchup. The stretching still took up a decent amount of class, but Mistress Amy also had the students do squats, going around and smacking them if they had poor form.
	Finally came Lunch.
	The students there were different every day, but he was lucky to find Gina at his table. Ever since Cindy disappeared, he was the number one instigator of escape plans. None of them went beyond the planning stage but maybe Adam’s idea would change that.
	“Hey Eve, what’s up?” he asked.
	Adam looked around. “Have you talked to any of the older students about helping?”
	Gina shook their head. “They’re just as scared of retribution as we are.”
	“Not the middle students, the final ones, who are about to graduate. Someone like Brianna.”
	Gina furrowed her brow. “What?”
	“They don’t even have to know they’re helping. We could trick them or something. I mean, they practically have as much clearance as the teachers.”
	“Yeah, because they’re brainwashed. I’m sure that if you threatened to take Brianna’s balls off, she’d just giggle.”
	“That’s why we have to trick them. They’re dumb. We can tell them a teacher asked them for something and they won’t question it. They’re not supposed to question anything.”
	Gina thought for a moment. “Not a bad idea. What about the collars?”
	“No luck. We tried ‘accidentally’ spilling our drinks on them yesterday like you suggested, and they still work. So they’re waterproof. And then they made sure we didn’t get any water at lunch as punishment.”
	“Sorry” frowned Gina.
	“No problem. I think it’s just too early. The longer you’re here, the more access to room and supplies you get. If we had sewing equipment, we could take one of the teachers hostage.”
	“Yeah, so I guess we better ace fashion” joked Gina in a bitter tone. The rest of the period was spent recounting their classes, keeping those who hadn’t had them updated on what was waiting.
	Last class of the day was anatomy, with Dr Greene in rare form. She was smiling so bright that everything immediately knew something was wrong, and the sissy standing by her desk left no doubt. She was a cute girl with dark black hair, wearing a yellow sundress with a plunging neckline which showed off her plentiful cleavage. Adam knew right away that she wasn’t a senior, because seniors never looked as nervous as she did. She was a girl who was still fighting, even if her body had long been lost.
	Adam took his seat as Dr. Greene attached a bunch of metal rings to her desk, bending the sissy over and clamping them shut. Once her waist, torso, neck and arms were bound to the table, the good doctor grinned.
	“Welcome to your Friday lesson, sissies! Today is a big day! It appears sissy Sara here has been a bad gurl…” she said, petting her back as the girl whimpered. “So the headmaster has volunteered her to be part of my presentation.”
	Walking behind Sara, she flipped up her skirt and pulled down her panties, revealing one of the juiciest butts the boys had ever seen. “Jealous?” joked Dr Greene, getting it jiggling with a strong smack.
	“Don’t worry. You’ll get here soon enough. Speaking of which, I’m sure some of you girls are under the misapprehension we are cruel. Don’t be. I’m going to explain just how we’re helping you with all of our treatments and procedures.”
	Grabbing a yardstick, she pointed between Sara’s legs to her almost flat cage. “You are no doubt mourning the loss of your defective parts, but fear not. We have a replacement.”
	Reaching back, she stuck a key in the plug, turning it as Sara moaned. “I’ll gag you if you make too much unwanted noise” she warned the sissy, pulling out the plug.
	“Now, through stem cells, gene therapies, several proprietarily secret methods and treatments, we’re making a replacement for your clitties.”
	With that, she pressed a button on her desk and began the slideshow. “This is your sissy button” she said, showing them a diagram of a prostate. “Perfectly good for giving you all the joy you rarely deserve. But we’re generous here, and we know that a happy sissy is a bright sissy, and a bright sissy is a pretty sissy. So…”
	She pressed the button again, showing the same diagram…
	But with some major changes.
	The prostate was larger. There were arrows pointing at it with text that read “Three times the nerve endings” and “Exponentially more sensitive.”
	The boys looked on in horror.
	Reaching her finger into Sara’s gaped hope, she pressed against the inside.
	“Fuck!” moaned Sara, shame written all over her face.
	“See. When nature closes one door, we open another. In this case, a new organ for your stimulation…” she said, continuing to rub as Sara made noises that would make camgirl blush. Her back was arching against her will as she felt it building within her, and as her body writhed.
	“And it’s not just your little sissy spot. We also have a small role for your caged little clitty in serving your betters…”
	With that she began to tap on the cage, licking her palm and rubbing it against the metal as Sara’s grunts and groans grew even more savage. She couldn’t take it anymore. The boys couldn’t either. There wasn’t an O-face video on the internet that was as hot as this. She moaned and cried, finally bucking and spurting out of her tiny cage.
	“And another advantage of this new way of being is that there is no refraction time. Just like real girls, you can squirt multiple times in a row” said Dr Greene, not letting up.
	The boys watched as Sara went through all of it again, this time without less willpower to fight it. She was reckless in her moans, not able to defend her dignity at all, not able to cling onto any self control. And when she squirted again, Dr Greene took off her hands, giving her another smack on the butt.
	“Very good…” said Dr Greene, not taking any questions, or even moving Sara. She continued the lecture, once more discussing sissy philosophy and the way it related to the ideal sissy body, all while Sara laid bent over, her bare butt facing the students.
	As Adam left the class, he knew more than ever that he had to escape. He had to get out. No waiting for help. No letting the other boys lead the charge. He was going to get out. So he went slow on his way to the dorm, hoping to run into a certain someone. It was an odd chance but so was every other chance he had. And luckily, he saw her.
	“Brianna!” he said, waving at her from down the hall. The sissy turned and gave a cute little pout of confusion before mincing over to him.
	“Hiya, you’re Eve, right?” she beamed, her smile bright enough to blind you.
	“Yeah, I was just wondering if you could help me with fashion class?” he asked awkwardly.
	“Totes! Whatcha need help with?” she giggled.
	“Um…let me think on that. I’ll be sure to ask the teacher next time I have it. Maybe we can meet up tomorrow and you can tutor me?” he asked.
	“Hmm…I’ve never heard of a sissy tutor!” she laughed. “But sure. Who am I to turn down a gurl in need?”
	“Right….right…thanks” said Adam. He really should be happy with this win but he did have to ask. “So you and the headmaster?”
	Brianna giggled once more, blushing cutely. Everything she did was cute. Every little action, reaction, or way of being was the most adorable and hot that it could possibly be. “A sissy doesn’t kiss and tell” she answered, before leaning in. “But we do more than kiss” she winked.
	And with that she glided off, strutting, sashaying, blending every motion they learned in deportment into the more girlish way possible to move. Adam stared before he realized his pink line was approaching, and he hurried to beat it back to his dorm.
	As he arrived, he saw a guard leaving from the door. He turned to look Adam over, though none of his features were visible behind the black SWAT uniform. It could have been a robot for all he knew, or some terrible monster under all that black.
	He turned and left Adam there, standing in wait as he wondered what that was about. But then, as he turned through the open door, he realized what he was here for. He was returning something.
	He was returning someone.
	Cindy was back.
