	Anatomy class seemed less suited for physical activity, AKA torture. There were tables with four chairs around each of them, almost like a real lab. Even the teacher, a young woman with her brown hair in a tight bun, seemed more welcoming. She had a big smile on her face as she ushered her students inside, and told them to take their seats. Her name was already written on the board:
	Dr. Greene.
	“Welcome ladies, it’s so lovely to have you in my class. I’m sure you’re going to learn a lot about yourselves this semester, although don’t worry, you won’t have to fit all this information into your pretty little head. All you need to know is the basics. So, let’s begin” she smiled, turning on a projector with the first slide: Your Body and You.
	“First off, have any of you noticed any changes to your body since arriving?” she asked, looking out until one boy cautiously raised his hand. He’d seen what happened to Gina and was no doubt worried of the same fate.
	“The cages?” he asked.
“Very good!” said Dr. Greene in a sing song tone. “The cages are there to help with your clitty development. You see, you’re under the misapprehension that you have penis…sorry, misapprehension means mistake. Sometimes I forget I’m talking to sissies” she giggled. “You all just have unfortunately oversized clitties…some less oversized than others, thankfully” she teased.
“And the plugs?” asked another student.
“Please raise your hand” she politely corrected. “Or else the next time, I will be forced to activate your collar. A good question, however. Your plugs are there to help your development with what is colloquially known as a Sissy Button. It is to become your primary organ for receiving stimulation. I didn’t use too many big words there, did I?” she asked.
The boy just awkwardly down looked at the table.
“Now as you girls might suspect, you were asleep for a little while before waking up in those rooms. During that time, there were some improvements made to your body. Time release drug regiments were inserted surgically into your body, to minimize the need for nasty injections. We have a motto at Sasha Sucklove’s: More feminine than females and more girly than girls. With our special processes, we can make sure that happens for each and every one of you” she smiled. It wasn’t a smile of cruel glee or evil relish. As Adam looked to it, he realized it was a smile of pride. She was proud of what she was able to do to them.
The boys, however, were once more on the brink of riot, looking to each other as order broke down. Dr. Greene tssked and raised her voice slightly.
“If I have to zap any one of you, then you will never know what is being done to you. This class does not have repeats or makeups. So please, be my guest. Stand up and run and never know what your body has in it.”
She was stern, but not angry, and most of the boys took her words to heart. She was right, of course. They were terrified. But they all wanted to know what was going to happen to them.
“Good girls” she said, changing the slide to show a diagram on the balls. “This is usually where your testosterone comes from but with our top secret genetic technology, we can change that. We can program your balls to produce estrogen. We can also give you what is called Androgen Insensitivity Syndrome. Anyone know what that is?” she eagerly asked. She might have been a good, enthusiastic teacher if this were an actual class. But it wasn’t and no one raised their hands.
“Androgen Insensitivity Syndrome is a condition in which your body is totally unable to process certain hormones. Think of it as an allergy to testosterone. Obviously that’s a gross oversimplification but I couldn’t explain better without breaking your little sissy brains.”
The boys were once more expressing their unease, growing more and more panicked and looking like they might try to futilely revolt.
“There are numerous other processes, of course. Changes to every aspect of your body…not to mention the wonderful work your Mistresses will do to get you into shape. But at the end of the day, it’s going to be the advances of the headmistress and myself that get you where you need to be. More feminine than female. More girly than girls. That shouldn’t be too hard when we’re done! I mean, even girls naturally produce and process testosterone. You will be more hormonally female than they are!”
That was finally too much and one of the boys charged her desk, running with a full head of steam before collapsing halfway there. The other followed suit, and even the ones who stayed seated soon found themselves on the floor, enveloped by blackness.
Adam was looking at the last slide from the projector as he faded away, looking at the one that Dr. Greene had flipped to as the boy ran at her. It was simply pink cursive on a white screen, spelling out:
“Don’t cry sissies. It’s already too late.”

