The light came and went, growing and dying as he faded in and out of consciousness. It was so disorienting and he felt so sick that he hardly took the time to notice what was going on around him. If he had, he would have noticed a line of tables, each one holding a male like himself. There were all shackled down, all knocked out by anesthetics. In the moments where his were weak enough to feel, he felt something in his arm, some ache or pain. There was also a numbness and a cold feeling between his legs. He almost thought that he saw something metal down there.
Finally, during one of these fleeting moments brought on by his higher than normal tolerance to the drugs, he noticed someone.
She was beautiful. Her dress was pink, frilly yet tight, showing off her immaculate curves and ample bosom. Her face was adorable, the kind that could make a man forget himself. Her nails were perfectly manicured with pink extensions, her heels were 6 inches high and her hair was a bright, dyed blonde. He felt an ache down below as his eyes traced their way down her body, the frame of this perfect woman.
Someone came up to her, an older man with a large frame. He wore a suit and seemed to be inspecting the boys as she minced over. Her every moment was swishly, limp wristed, feminine. Her heels clicked and clacked on the metal floor. Her hips swayed enticingly. Her hands were kept parallel to the floor, swinging gleefully as she made her way over to the man and as he put his arms around her.
"I always love inspecting the new bunch" he whispered in her ear, so close that it was clear they were something to each other.
"Me too" she replied in a high pitched tone, her voice so cutesy that it almost seemed fake.
"Oop, looks like one's awake" he smiled, looking directly at the boy with the moving eyes.
"Wondering what this is?" he asked, walking over and harshly flicking the metal cage around his member. "Well, that's just something we give all of our students before they officially join the school. Bri, show him yours."
The blonde smiled and moved her soft, slender hands to her dress, lifting it up. He saw her milky white legs, so supple and desirable. He saw her hips, so shapely, so suggestive. Her whole frame was perfection, the kind of dainty thing that would make pants tent just from the silhouette. 
But within the shape of those hips was something like a pink metal thimble, one which looked similar to the cage that the boy was wearing. Below it were two balls, looking almost purple.
"Sweet dreams" said the man as he increased the dosage of the drip.
"Now" said the man, walking over to his sissy as the boy faded out of consciousness. "I'm feeling tired. Ready for bed?"
"Yes headmaster" said the sugary sweet voice. And all went black.

He woke up for good some time later, though he couldn’t guess when. He was in a neon pink room, laying on one of two white beds. And he was still wearing the cage.
“What’s going on?” asked a voice next to him. There was another boy there, sitting in the opposite bed and trying to take off his collar. Now that Adam saw it, he realized he was wearing one too. It was pink, metal and seemingly locked onto his neck. It was also as snug as could be without choking him.



