	The first thing Adam noticed about Cindy was their hair. All the students had seen their hair grow at an accelerated rate, getting thick and longer while seeming softer at the same time. But it wasn’t the length or the softness of Cindy’s hair that struck him. It was the color.
	Cindy’s hair was naturally dirty blonde, but the roots that had grown in weren’t. They were stark red. Somehow, the hair that Cindy had grown since they were gone was a different color. It hadn’t been dyed. It was natural.
	Adam had been looking at it in shock when Cindy woke up with a start.
“Please!” she shouted, turning about and whipping around in the bed they’d been laid.
Adam recoiled, looking down in shock at the buds in Cindy’s shirt. The boys had all known that breasts would be quick in coming, but no one could have imagined them showing up this soon. Cindy’s were new but them being there at all…
What had they done to her?
“I’m back…” muttered Cindy, looking with crazed and terrored glances about the room.
“Yeah, you’re back. What happened?” asked Adam. Cindy shook her head.
“I can’t….can’t talk about it…” she said, pointing at her collar. But Adam wondered if it was more than that. Even saying that seemed hard for Cindy. He was sure that whatever they’d gone through wasn’t something they wanted to relive.
“Listen, you need to find a way to tell us. We need to know. The more we know about this place…” he trailed off, looking back to the door.
“If you think I’m going to lead some big rebellion after…” trailed off Cindy, shaking her head. “If you have a plan that’ll work, feel free to key me in. But otherwise, I’m walking the line. Okay?” she asked.
Adam nodded.
“If you need anything, or there’s anything you do want to talk about…” he offered.
Cindy nodded. But neither of them ended up saying a word that night. Adam figured he’d give them their time and hopefully figure out what had been done to them tomorrow. The lunch table would the perfect place and with all the other students asking, he was sure Cindy would open up. In the meantime…
They sat in silence.
They slept.
The next morning, they woke up with their schedules posted, and Cindy went to the bathroom. They clearly didn’t want to change in front of Adam but their roommate didn’t make them. They gave them their space. Then, about a minute later, Cindy called from the other side.
“How are we supposed to go to the bathroom with…” she trailed off in shame. Adam nodded as he realized that Cindy had missed the answer when they were gone. Plenty of students had asked it during the second and third day. 
“You have to ask a teacher for help…” he explained. He didn’t explain that one of the guards would then escort you to the bathroom, bend you over and remove the plug, but he figured that they’d find that out anyway.
“Great” muttered Cindy as Adam wondered how he’d gone the past week. Or maybe they hadn’t worn plugs wherever they took them.
Either way, Cindy exited the bathroom in today’s outfit: a pastel pink skirt and matching sweater. Her heels were the same height as Adam’s, even though they’d been missing, and she struggled her way out in them as the doors opened.
Adam, meanwhile, noticed something on the floor.
On the bathroom tile, where Cindy had left them, were her pink panties. They were wet.
Adam walked over and inspected the dam spot. It wasn’t the sink. He would have heard that running. Besides, the bathroom wasn’t super functional yet. He had a suspicion they’d turn on the faucet when the students advanced enough, but for now the room was just a place for them to sit down and pee.
It wasn’t their cage either. The boys had been struggling the past few days, hormones and upperclassmen driving their desires to a fever pitch. But Adam knew what that looked like. He’d leaked into his panties too. It didn’t look like this.
Whatever it was, he was going to be late. So he hurried out, skirt flouncing as he made his way down the halls.
Deportment featured more students who’d been missing, but no one dared discuss it. Mistress Rachel certainly didn’t bring it up. She was focused on the couch which had been brought into the classroom, and on teaching sissies the proper way to lay upon it. Whatever the absent students had been doing in their remedial classes, they didn’t seem to be walking much. They were unsure in their heels, and even more unsure of their new features. Most had small, budding breasts, and winced as they rubbed on the inside of their tops.
Gym, however, forced the conversation.
Instead of the arrows leading students towards the gym, it led them down a flight of stairs and into another door. Adam head murmuring ahead as he neared it. They were talking about whether they’d have to get naked, and Mistress Amy had laughed at the idea.
She was still laughing as Adam entered the locker room.
“Well of course you have to get naked. How else are you going to change into your new gym uniforms? So strip. Or else you will be stripped” she threatened.
The students looked to each other with doubts, but there was something different about the remedial students’ reaction. Those who’d gone missing seemed like they were about to have a panic attack.
“What’s wrong? Are you gurls shy?” pouted Mistress Amy, mocking them before making her way towards Cindy. “Worried your boobs aren’t big enough?”
Cindy shuddered, looking up at Amy without a word.
“Okay, fine by me. I was hoping to get you all dressed up before gym really started, but we’re going to have a game right now. Here’s the way this works. Everyone gets naked. Last person wearing clothes is sent downstairs.”
The remedials started to strip so fast that Adam couldn’t believe it. It was like a switch had flipped in their heads. They went from being the most reluctant to getting naked on a dime. The rest of the students just tried their best to catch up.
Adam hurried to get naked, undoing his skirt and pulling off his top. His shoes were locked, so he wouldn’t get in trouble for those. It was happening so fast. He wasn’t sure if he was in danger of being last. He just knew that he needed to get these panties off. So he quickly removed them before looking around. One boy’s panties were caught on his cage. They must have been that way since the last time the Headmaster took it off and put it back on.
Mistress Amy smiled.
“Please, it’s stuck! It’s not my-”
She slapped him across the face.
“Even in a cage, your little member is getting you into trouble” she said, reaching into her pocket and pressing a button. Soon enough, a set of guards came in, taking the student away as he protested and screamed.
Then, the other student stood there in silence.
But even their shock and fear couldn’t fully stave off the inevitable. They looked to each other. They compared. They took the chance to see what they were becoming. Most of all, they felt shame. They felt the eyes on them, felt humiliation and self conscious anger. Adam withered under their glances. He put his hands over his cage, using his arms to cover his hard nipples. No one was immune to it. Even the most masculine of them were wasting away, caged and plugged. The remedials were the worst.
Everyone stared at their small breasts, making them hang their heads. They couldn’t bear to be seen like this. Some, however, were worse. Not all had new hair colors. Some had newly blue eyes. Some had had plump cheeks on either side of their plugs. Mistress Amy let them look at each other before pressing another button.
Their lockers opened.
Within were a sports bra and pair of booty shorts for each of the students.
“Well then. Get dressed” smirked Amy.
All the boys quickly obeyed.
The sport’s bra was nicer to Adam’s nipples than his top was, but he didn’t really need it. The remedials, however, seemed greatly troubled by how natural their budding breasts looked in them. They must have been sized at some point because each bra suited them perfectly. As for the shorts, they rode up and wedgied themselves between everyone’s cheeks. The bottoms of their butts were visible at the bottom, and their cages were visible in front.
A set of staircases from the lockers led back to the gym, where class went on as usual. Inhumane stretches. Unreasonable contortion. The only curveball was the back half of class, which Mistress Amy dedicated entirely towards squats and glute exercises. It seemed those were going to get more and more important. By the time they were done, Adam was so sore that he doubted he could sit.
They were led back into the locker rooms and changed into their skirts, with Mistress Amy telling them to report here from now on. They were going to have to look at each other’s progress. They were going to face their classmates’ as their own was displayed. The thought made Adam cringe.
Finally, they arrived in Anatomy.
“So glad to have the remedial girls back” smiled Dr. Greene. Her sincerity was the worst part. She really loved this job. “You better behave yourselves this time around, or else you’ll get sent back downstairs” she winked before taking her seat.
The rest of the lecture was all about the way that estrogen, testosterone and other hormones affected the body. For students who knew just what was being done to them, it was torture. She listed every characteristic they’d lose and every one they’d gain. When the class was over, there wasn’t a boy left who could pretend not to be terrified.
Then, the bell rang and the students began to make their way out.
All except for Adam.
“Oh, Eve. Do you have a question?” asked Dr. Greene, cleaning off the whiteboard. Adam glanced towards Cindy as she left the room.
“Yeah. I noticed that the remedial girls are a bit…well, they clearly went through something.”
“You noticed that? How perceptive!” teased the doctor.
“I mean, the things that were done to them. I noticed…well, let me ask it this way. Are you just trying to turn us into girls or are you trying to do…other stuff to us?”
“First off, you will never be a girl. You don’t get that privilege” she gently corrected. “And by other stuff do you mean improvements on normal human physiology?”
“That’s…one way to put it” he offered. “I found a wet spot on my roommate’s panties and it wasn’t from their…their”
“Clitty?” offered Dr. Greene.
“Yeah. It was slick like…” he trailed off. 
“Well, there’s always one way you can find out what goes on downstairs, but I don’t suggest it” chuckled Dr. Greene. “As for what’s been done to your roommate’s sissy hole, she can explain it if she has the inclination. I’m quite proud of it myself, seeing as I invented the technique. Regardless, you should get going. You don’t want to miss lunch” she smiled, packing her things.
Adam nodded and hurried to catch up with the others.

Adam reached lunch as the others were already talking, trying to figure out what had happened. But there was a surprise in store. None of the remedials were sitting at their old tables. They had instead taken a up few tables where they hunkered down, intent on not talking about it.
Adam sat at his normal table as Gina shook their head.
“Did they tell you anything?” he asked, looking towards Cindy.
“No” he muttered. And it seemed like none of them wanted to talk. The boys tried, of course. But they were all met with resistance. Some apologized for not being helpful. Some got angry. One boy actually got frustrated enough to tell them, standing up with balled fists:
“You want to know what happened? Fine. I’ll tell you. Here’s they do downstai-”
He collapsed on the ground, writhing in pain.
It looked like they weren’t going to be too helpful.
“Cindy said that they would cooperate if we had an airtight plan but she wasn’t putting her neck out for us” said Adam.
Gina nodded. “They’re all saying that. They’re scared…but we need to do something.”
“Do what?“ offered one of the other boys. “This stuff has already started. And there’s no way they know how to fix it outside.”
“Then we get out and send for help so this never happens again!” hissed Gina.
“That Ethan kid got out and he never sent for help.”
“That kid is a myth and we’re going to do better. We have plans. We’re learning more.”
“Our plans all involve taking a staff member hostage. What if they call your bluff?” asked Adam.
“Then I won’t bluff. The less of these creeps alive, the better.”
“Just…hold off, okay. I can figure out what happened to the remedials. And I’m talking to Bri today.”
“Talking to Bri?”
“They all trust her, but she’s stupid. I can trick her into helping us somehow. It’s better than going off out of desperation.”
That seemed to be the central question now. How much they should care about getting out as soon as possible versus how much they should care about their plan being good. They were making progress, at least. One of the boys had managed to take off their collars and put it back on without anyone looking, and was hiding the piece of metal he’d used to do it in his room.
They left the lunch room without reaching a consensus, and Adam could only hope no one did something stupid. He could only deal with so many strange students mysteriously returning. The less people ending up wherever the remedials had went, the better.
Fashion was once more a welcome reprieve. The teacher told them that they could soon be in charge of their own outfits, provided they fit into the established dress code. Adam guessed that meant they could choose the skirts and tops they wore, or even design their own. They certainly knew enough about mixing and matching by now. Adam had forgotten more about style in the time he was there than he’d ever known before.
Finally, general classes were over.
Most of the students had one on one classes, checkups or other assignments. But the faculty must have known about Adam’s tutoring appointment, because they kept the day open for him. He followed Cindy back to our dorm as he mulled it over, wondering how he’d manage to manipulate that bimbo.
“Hey, Cindy?” I asked as Adam stepped inside.
“What?!” he snapped, clearly annoyed by the constant attempts to get him to talk. Adam couldn’t blame them. Every second at lunch, it seemed like there had been another student asking the remedial table a question.
“I…just wanted you to know I’m sorry. About whatever happened to you.”
Cindy frowned, her lower lips quivering in intense emotion. It almost looked like they were about to cry. “Stupid estrogen…” she muttered. “You shouldn’t be sorry for me. It’s going to happen to all of us eventually.”
“Right” nodded Adam. “I’m just going to ask a question and you can nod your head or shake it. I don’t know if that will set the collar off but…your butt. It’s…” he trailed off. Cindy just stood there, frozen.
“They somehow messed with it. I don’t know how. Gene editing, surgery…but it lubricates itself now. That’s what I found on your panties?”
Cindy didn’t move. She just gulped and plopped down on her bed, head in hands. Adam would have said something if he knew what to say. Instead, he just made his way down out and into the halls.
The school had been getting more lax with the arrows and the shocks for wandering off them as of late, though it still happened. Adam was lucky to find that whatever they’d done to open his schedule up for Bri extended to the arrows and punishments. He could walk freely. At least, he could walk freely as long as he walked towards her dorm.
And when he realized that he had no idea where that was, he soon found a pink arrow lighting up on the floor. It pointed the way as he walked towards the senior section of rooms, his feet killing him. It finally stopped right in front of a pink door, where ‘Bri’ was spelled out in silver sparkles.
Adam anxiously knocked.
“Come in!” came a high pitched, sing song reply. Adam reached for the knob.
Unlocked.
He pushed it in and saw what a really sissy’s room looked like.
Pink. Pink. More Pink.
It was a softer and more pastel tone than his room but it was so incredibly pink, only some items and objects having a white contrast. Her vanity was filled with beauty supplies and various…other items. Dildos. Plugs. Toys that Adam couldn’t quite place. There were plugs that seemed too impossibly big to fit in any body. There was even a dildo suctioned onto the wall over her bed, hanging above her pillow.
But Brianna herself was nowhere to be found.
Instead, Adam heard the shower running. Not sure what to do, he sat down on her bed, looking around awkwardly for a moment. It was a single room. No roommate. The place where another bed would have been was covered by a massive wardrobe, and a full length mirror. Adam was curiously looking at his own reflection in it as the shower turned off.
He turned towards the door as it opened, steam wafting out along with…
Bri.
Naked.
Completely.
Entirely.
Naked.
The boys had spent all this time struggling with their cages, especially as the hormones ravaged their bodies and minds. Seeing the older sissies only made it worse. Every day, they had to see girls who were absolutely perfect, the epitome of a female body, mincing about in the most suggestive and flirtatious ways. But all the hot sissies, all the denial, all the unbalanced hormones…
None of it made Adam strain against his cage as hard as he was now.
It was almost painful, but he didn’t care. She was ideal. She was perfect.
Every part of her was proportioned exactly how it was supposed to be in the dark recesses of the male brain that were in charge of deep, instinctual desire. Every fantasy had been folded together to produce her curves, her figure, her breasts and butt. She seemed to glide out of the shower as the steam filled the room behind her, wearing nothing but 6 inch clear heels. Grabbing a towel, she began to wrap it around herself. Adam had seen it all for maybe a second or two. But those moments were burned into his mind. They might be playing back to him when he was on his deathbed. Her long blonde hair, her totally smooth, supple body, looking milky wet and shining from the water…
It wasn’t even the sight of it that made him groan out in pain. That came a half a second later, as he sat there just remembering it. His cage was stopping his body from its reaction.
Speaking of cages, hers was probably the most absurd part of her body. There was a cognitive dissonance to the fact that everything could be so perfect that your brain couldn’t imagine anything but a pair of lips there, and found something different. It just didn’t fit. Adam’s brain couldn’t fathom it.
But he’d seen it. He’d seen the flat silver thing, so flash and tiny that it seemed impossible that there was anything underneath it. He saw the tiny, hairless balls which had been so defeated by this place that even they seemed feminine. What really concerned him was what he didn’t see.
There wasn’t a lock. It must have been bolted on.
“Sorry about that. My…visitor stayed later than usual” she smiled as she grabbed a second towel for her hair. Even with all he knew about this school and its insane abilities to alter people, he couldn’t see how hair could be so perfect.
“Your visitor? The headmaster? You’re his…what? His sissy?” asked Adam.
“We’re all his sissies. I’m just his favorite” winked Bri, opening her wardrobe and picking out an outfit. She blow dried her hair as she looked for shoes.
“Right” said Adam as Bri put on her lingerie and then a pink dress atop it. She picked some cute pumps to match. “Can I ask a nonfashion question?”
“I’m a sissy, Eve. I can’t give permission for anything, or say you can’t do anything” she answered.
Adam thought about that for a moment, not sure if it was a yes. “The remedial students are being experimented on. Right? Stuff that they’re not sure is safe, or want to test out before doing it to all of us?”
Bri mused for a minute, almost looking as though she was thinking. But Adam knew that couldn’t be the case. “You’re too smart for your own good” she was all she replied with.
Sitting down next to him, she threw up her hands. “What do you need help with? Fashion wise?”
Adam awkwardly tried to explain that he had trouble with the class, making up lies about forgetfulness and trouble paying attention. She didn’t seem to doubt them, if she was even capable of doubt.
So Bri explained everything about fashion, spewing out everything they taught here as if the curriculum had been programmed into her brain. She knew it all forwards and back, and explained it even better than the teacher. Finally, she reached up towards Adam’s hair.
“It’s all about your skin tone, eyes and hair color. I think you’d look good in something earthen, or bright for contrast. That’s assuming you keep this hair color though.”
“Are you a natural blonde?” asked Adam.
Bri acted like she hadn’t heard the question. “Yeah, when you fill out, you’ll be very pretty. Trust me. Pink and red are always good and black is slimming…but I don’t think either of us need black” she giggled.
“Guess not” agreed Adam.
After another half hour of idle fashion conversation, which Bri continued like it was the most interesting thing ever and Adam boredly listened to, he decided it was now or never. He had to get something out of her.
“Hey Bri, what’s outside the faculty?”
“Outside?” she asked, as if it were a word she didn’t know.
“Yeah…I want to know if I should wear summer colors or if it’s all drab and urban out there?”
“Don’t worry about that” she replied tersely.
“Right. What about the collar? You aren’t wearing one. When do we get them off, because they totally mess with my look. How do they even come off?”
“That’s up to them” she giggled.
“Right, but you have to know-”
KNOCK KNOCK
Shoot.
“What about the cages. Is there-”
KNOCK KNOCK
Brianna got up and minced over to the door, opening it to reveal-
Shoot.
It was the headmaster. He was leaning against the doorway with a big grin on his face.
“Is my little Bri making friends?” he teased, reaching out and pinching her cheek as she giggled.
“Eve just wanted some help with fashion.”
“Very good. Was my Bri helpful, Eve?”
Adam anxiously nodded.
“She tends to be. I don’t know if I’ve ever met a sissy who served people better” he smiled.
“Would you be willing to return to your room though? I have to attend a meeting and as Sissy President, she should be in attendance.”
Adam nodded, quickly standing up and walking towards the door.
“And Eve?” asked the headmaster, right as he tried to walk by.
“Yes…sir?” he uncertainly offered.
“I’ll be seeing you tomorrow. A special checkup in my office.”
With that he laid a hard smack on Adam’s butt, sending him off as his handprint stung a reminder on his cheek.
Adam hurried back to his room, leaning against the door once he got back inside.
“How’d it go?” asked Cindy.
Adam shook his head. “I don’t know. Not good, I don’t think.”
“Well that’s bad…” mused Cindy, with a dark tone.
Adam raised an eyebrow.
“Some of the others are planning to do the thing soon. I told them that ending up where I did…I told them to be careful. And they said that they’d only hold it off if your plan worked.”
Adam exhaled. Doing it this early was just asking to be caught. He knew why they didn’t want to wait but…
“I couldn’t get her to help us. She’s too stupid to trick” he muttered.
“You know…I’m not sure what scares me more: the idea that they messed with her head with some scifi brainwashing to get her that way…or the idea they didn’t” murmured Cindy.
Adam plopped down onto bed, head in hands. There was a lot of that going around. The others were going to try breaking out. They were going to do it soon. There was nothing he could do to stop it and once they failed, it would make escaping a million times harder. Every method they used would become known. These people would become guarded to it.
“Any ideas?” he asked Cindy.
Cindy glanced down at her chest for a moment and then answered.
“Cherish the manliness you have left. Because it’s only going to get worse from here.”
