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BLACKMAILED BY BRATS

Part One




Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother.  Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives.  His refusal though has consequences.  The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.


One

As I hefted my mother’s case down the stairs I could hear the muffled noise of an argument going on above, and I chuckled to myself, shaking my head.  I was less than happy with the arrangement, but knowing Naomi was furious with it made it almost tolerable—if I had to be miserable then at least I knew she, for once, wasn’t getting everything her own way.

I dropped the last of the bags at the foot of the stairs and stretched, my back and shoulders stiff after lugging all the luggage down the steps.  My mother emerged from the kitchen, her notepad in hand as she went through her last minute check-list, and she smiled at me, her same resigned grin whenever an argument kicked off.

“Is Naomi still going at it with her father then?”  She asked.

I nodded, laughing.

“I’d be worried if she wasn’t.”  I said.

My mother chuckled, nodding.  Upstairs I could hear my step-father’s quiet, stern voice, and my step-sister’s angry yelling.

What I’d said was the truth.  Though I was unhappy about spending my summer break away from college ‘baby-sitting’ my bratty little step-sister, I’d have been downright terrified if she’d accepted it quietly and without argument.

I could almost see her point.  She was old enough not to need a ‘baby-sitter’, having graduated high-school now, though she was yet to decide on what to do with her life—whether she was going to attend college or find work, though I suspected she was just waiting to find a man who would support her desire to do nothing except sit around looking pretty.  She had however consistently shown herself to be anything but responsible, and my mother had convinced my step-father to ask me to come back and house-sit to keep an eye on their home and his daughter.  He had seen the logic, but Naomi was not happy with their decision, or my presence in ‘her house’ over the summer, foiling her plans for parties and who knew what else.

My mother had married my step-father almost ten years ago, and we’d lived in this house ever since.  It had been my home too until I’d finally left for college, finally escaping the reign of terror my step-sister inflicted on me.  I’d tried my best to get along with her at the start, but she’d seen my presence and my mother’s as a threat to her ability to get whatever she wanted out of her daddy.

It was partially true.  My mother had tempered my step-father’s desperate need to keep his daughter happy, but it was also true that she had consistently got things her own way for years, while I’d had to work hard and struggle through.

I was the responsible one, the quiet one, the mature one.  I’d worked numerous part time jobs and had earned everything I’d got.  I’d done well at school, and had attained a place at a prestigious college, on a course that would set me on a stable, hopefully well-paying career path.  The downside was that I’d not been the most popular at school, geeky and bookish, with little time for parties, and no time for girls—not that any had ever paid any attention to me, I was plain, awkward, too short and thin and not handsome enough for the high-school girls, or even the college girls for that matter—but that was not what was important.  Working hard, getting ahead, that was what was important.

My step-sister on the other hand was almost the complete opposite.  She rarely made anything more that the most cursory effort, expecting others to help her or work for her, to just give her what she wanted.  And, frustratingly, she got away with it.  She was popular and beautiful, and so the boys in her classes who admired her, the girls in her classes who wanted to be popular like her, would help her with homework or tests, enough to let her scrape through with passing grades, even her teachers falling under her beguiling charm.  She was charismatic, and annoyingly smart, but she never saw any reason to work, not when others could work for her.

Her daddy was to blame.  He’d spoiled her, raised her as his princess to make up for the loss of her mother, and so she’d grown up with a rotten attitude and an absolutely unshakable sense of her own superiority and self-worth.  In her eyes she was a princess who deserved nothing but the best, and other people should just be grateful she even deigned to smile at them, and everyone fell for it.  They all fell for her act, gave her what she wanted, did what she expected of them, letting her get away with doing whatever she wanted.  Everyone except me.

I’d grown up around her, seen through her charade soon enough, and she hated me for it.  She had hated sharing her home with me, one more person taking away the attention she deserved, one person preventing her from getting what she wanted.  It didn’t matter that at Christmases and birthdays she always got way more than me.  It didn’t matter that I didn’t ask for anything, while she was handed everything.  Just me existing, being there, refusing to play her silly games, taking up space, was enough. 

As I’d grown up and scored well in tests she grown to resent me even more.  I was her antithesis, everything she wasn’t, hard working, boring, unpopular, and she resented me for every ounce of praise I earned from my mother and step-father for my good grades, my place at college, my work ethic and my sensible, diligent, no-nonsense attitude.

Upstairs a door opened and the voices were momentarily louder before cutting off.  I smiled at my mother, took a deep breath, and exhaled, resigned.

“I’m sure she’ll calm down once we’ve gone.  You’ll see.  I bet by the end of the summer you two will be getting on better than ever.”  She said.

That wouldn’t be hard, given we’d never gotten along, but I didn’t for a moment believe it.  I did not, however, say that.

“Sure… maybe.”  I said, chuckling.

I was not going to ruin my mother’s holiday plans, not after how long she’d been looking forward to them, not after how long they’d been putting them off.  After almost ten years they were finally going to take their honeymoon to Europe, spending six weeks visiting various countries and cities.  It was her dream holiday, and she deserved it.

It was for her that I’d agreed to come home and ‘baby-sit’ my bratty little step-sister.

“Like… as if being made to stay here wasn’t bad enough, making me stay at home while you swan off on some luxury holiday, you’re going to force me to spend my summer with him?”

Naomi’s voice carried, and she made no attempt to keep her volume down, made no attempt to hide her scorn for me.  I just laughed, resigning myself to a summer of misery for my mother’s sake.

It had taken her months to convince my step-father to take a holiday alone, just the two of them, their much delayed honeymoon.  There had been screaming, fits, demands that Naomi be allowed to go with them, or be sent on her own luxury holiday to make up for being left out, but for once he had stayed strong, and had said no to his princess.  I had a suspicion I was going to be the one to pay the price.

“We’ve been over this baby.  You’ve got spending money, and you can call me whenever you need, but… this is our honeymoon, the one we never got to take.  Next summer we can plan a vacation with the three of us, or maybe you can take a trip with your friends.  I’ll make it up to you.  I promise.”

I turned and looked up the stairs, saw my step-father carrying the last of his bags downstairs, Naomi following behind, clearly furious.  Her anger did nothing to hide how breathtaking she was.

That was the most annoying this about my step-sister… how perfect she was.  She was beautiful, stunning even, with long, straight, glossy jet black hair, almond shaped eyes, and full, plump lips.  She had always had beautiful skin, her pale, tan complexion inherited from her Korean father, with her blue eyes inherited from her mother’s Swedish blood.

As she had grown up though she had blossomed.  She was still a little short for a woman, and thin, but had developed the perfect ratio of hips, waist, chest, with long, toned legs and a pert, peachy butt.  She was smart too, perhaps even smarter than me, but she never bothered, never even tried, always happy to coast and let others work for her.

If I had toiled for everything I had, she had let others toil for her, and still come out ahead.  She was a bitch, but still… I couldn’t help but admire her.

“Fine.  You better make it up to me daddy.”  Naomi said in her sweetest princess voice.  “And creepy Stevie better stay out of my way.”

Creepy Stevie… my step-sister’s loving nick-name for me.  How I hadn’t missed that!

“He will I’m sure princess.  He’s just here to look after the house so you don’t need to worry.  I’m sure he’s got lots of work to be getting on with and it just means there’s an adult around in case you need anything.”

“I’m an adult now daddy… we talked about this.”  Naomi said.

“Of course princess.  Of course.  I just… I worry about you.  That’s all.”

“We’re going to miss our flight honey.”  My mother said.

“Ah, yes… right, I suppose that took longer than I meant it too.”  My step-father said.

I tried not to laugh.  The argument upstairs had been going on for almost an hour.  They were supposed to have left, so I’d had to step in and carry the luggage down and help pack the car.

“You both have a good trip.”  I said, trying to usher them out the door.

I didn’t want to be left alone with the brat, but I wanted my mother to miss her flight even less.  I wanted her trip to get off to a good start.

“And don’t worry about us, we’ll be fine.”

“Just phone if you need anything.”  My mother said.

“Take good care of Naomi and… try not to annoy her too much.”  My step-father said.

I laughed, nodding.

As they bundled the last of their luggage into their car and set off I stood in the doorway and waved, alone.  Naomi had already skulked off to sulk, or plot.  I had no idea which was worse, but I knew it was going to be a very long summer.
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We spent the first few hours in silence, and I took the opportunity to enjoy the quiet, aware that it likely would not last for long.  I knew that Naomi was probably already plotting my downfall,  so I savoured the moment, the calm before the storm I knew was coming.

I received a text from my mother, letting me know they had arrived at the airport on time, that they had boarded, and that she was switching her phone off before the plane took off.  I replied, wishing her a safe and pleasant trip, and reassured her everything would be fine.  It was only six weeks.

I put my phone down and headed through to the kitchen to get myself a drink when the doorbell rang—I certainly wasn’t expecting anyone.  I was almost next to the door so it was in easy reach, and my hand was already on the handle when I heard footsteps above, rushing along the hallway to the stairs.

“I’ll get it!”  Naomi yelled, almost sprinting from the sound of it.

The door was already halfway open though. 

“Hi.”  I said, almost stammering.

The girl on the doorstep was Naomi’s age, but almost her polar opposite.

Where Naomi was small and slim, with a svelte waist and a trim figure, long dark hair, this girl was… not that.  She smiled at me without warmth, almost mocking.

“I’m here to see Naomi.”  She said.

She was tall, taller than me even, though I was just below average height for a man and she was in heeled boots, with a short, white blonde pixie cut, almost punky, heavy dark make-up, and the most stunning blue eyes I had even seen, so blue and piercing that I almost found myself lost in them.

As she stepped forward and into the house I stepped back, allowing her entry without even inviting her in, her confidence and forceful attitude almost making me wilt.  The way she moved kept me mesmerized.

She was graceful, her full, curvy figure swaggering, long, full legs, wide hips, slim waist, a round, almost plump ass, with tits that stretched the fabric of her t-shirt.  She would have looked amazing in a sack, but the way she dressed only emphasised her beauty.

She wore a pair of black leather ankle boots, spiky heels, and long, ripped black fishnet stockings.  She was wearing a pair of tight, tiny hot pants, black denim, that left her legs bare and did little to cover her ass.  Her t-shirt was cut-off just below her tits, so her belly was showing, smooth and toned, with just a little softness, and her belly button was pierced with a silver spike.

Her face too was breathtaking, with dark lashes and heavy mascara, purple and black eye-shadow, plump, wet, dark red lips, a piercing through her bottom lip, two rings, a piercing through the side of her nose, a single spike, two hoops in each ear.

The way she moved made her heels click, hips swaying, ass wiggling, tits jiggling, and she just stared at me with the same grin, as though daring me to not watch her and want her—she was almost…

“Where is she dork?”  The girl said, her tone almost condescending.

“I said I’d get it!  God you’re a creep Stevie.  Our parents haven’t even been gone a day and you’re already perving over my friends.”  My step-sister’s voice was mocking, and I could her her laughing at me.

The beautiful, punky blonde giggled, the sound like broken glass, making me blush, a fluttering of humiliation in my belly, shame.  I had been perving but… she was gorgeous, and the way she was dressed was just perfection.

I turned, eager to look away, and saw Naomi coming down the stairs.  My jaw dropped.

I was used to seeing my sister as a prissy little daddy’s girl but now that our parents were gone she was showing me her true colours.  Her usual jeans and sweater combination was gone, replaced with a short, plaid skirt hung with chains around her waist, a black belt covered with silver spikes, and a pair of black fishnets on her legs, heavy black combat boots on her feet.

She stomped down the stairs, glaring at me almost in challenge, grinning at me, and I could not take my eyes off her.  Her t-shirt was black, and cut-off, revealing her slim waist, toned, smooth belly, her tits smaller that those of her blonde friend but still enough to fill out her top.  Her long black hair hung loose, silky and straight, and her face had a similar style of dark, dramatic make-up, black lips, dark lashes, heavy mascara, dusky brown and black eye-shadow.

“I told you I’d get the door.  Why don’t you listen!”  She said, talking to me as though she were talking to a child.

My blush deepened and I stammered.  She glared at me, blue eyes dazzling, stopping on the last step, one hand on her hip, cocking her head, one eyebrow raised. 

“Something wrong creepy Stevie?”  Naomi asked.

I opened my mouth to speak, but stumbled over my words.  Naomi had always been pretty, but now she looked… sexy, the short skirt, the tiny t-shirt, the fishnets, black boots, dark make-up, it was a side of her I’d never seen before, and even though we’d never got on I couldn’t help but appreciate how she looked.

“I told you my dork step-brother was a loser.  He can’t even help perving on his step-sister.  Like, it’s not my fault you’re not popular and you’ve never been out with a girl.  Maybe if you spent less time nerding out with books and computers and stuff you’d meet someone and get laid, then you could stop being so creepy all the time.”

They both laughed, the sound mocking, making me blush.  I took a deep breath, trying to remain calm.

I didn’t help that she was right.  I’d never had any luck with girls, had never been on a date, had never been kissed, let alone anything more, and I had always thought Naomi was kind of cute, despite being an utter spoilt brat.  Now though, dressed like she was, all grown up, blossoming into a young woman… well, she was hot.

“I… I mean… where are you going?”

Naomi rolled her eyes and sighed, shaking her head.

“Not that it’s any business of yours but Lily and I are just going to the mall to hang out and shop.  That’s all.  No need to get your panties in a twist.”

Naomi and her friend, Lily, both laughed.  My blush deepened.

“I… yeah, fine.  But don’t be late.”  I said, trying to sound more confident.

Naomi laughed.

“Or what big brother?  You going to tell me off, maybe spank me?”  Naomi said.  “Or maybe you’d rather spank Lily.”

I turned and looked back over my shoulder to Naomi’s friend, the tall, curvy, stunning blonde, her cute pixie cut, dark make-up, heeled boots, dazzling blue eyes, piercings.  The words rang in my head… spank her. 

Without thinking my gaze drifted down to her hips, her ass, the tiny shorts that barely covered the round, pert flesh of her ass, so smooth, the ripped fishnets, her pale skin.  I felt an ache in my cock as my cheeks burned.

“Ha!  The dork wishes.”  Lily said.  “But tell you what Stevie, if you’re nice to me and your little baby sister while your parents are away, I might just spank you.  How does that sound?”

My head was spinning.  I choked on my words.  There was the stomp of heavy boots behind me and Naomi walked past me and out the front door.

“Catch you later big brother.”  She said.

Lily and Naomi walked off, both with an extra wiggle in their step, their hips swaying, asses bouncing, and I could not help but stare after both of them, the tiny shorts, the short skirt, the pair a perfect cocktail of contrasts.  I could not imagine how it must feel to look like that, get the attention they got, boys fawning over them, admiring them, wanting them.  It must be… nice, and a part of me was almost envious.  Just once it’d be nice to feel sexy and daring.

As they neared Lily’s car Naomi looked back over her shoulder and saw me standing there, watching them.  She grinned, mischievous, bratty, and reached back with one hand, gripped the hem of her skirt, and flicked it up.

The skirt lifted, briefly, flashing me her ass, her… panties.  I felt almost dizzy, burning, head buzzing.  She was so brazen, staring at me, mocking me, almost taunting me, and I began to wonder if maybe I was in more trouble than I had realised.
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I took a long, cool shower, and then made myself some lunch, settling down with a text book to try to clear my head, the images of Naomi and Lily lingering, the way they had mocked me, the way my little bratty sister had flashed me her ass in her tiny skirt.  After a couple of hours, finally, I felt myself calming down—and our parents flight hadn’t even landed yet.

I settled down in the living room with my sandwich and a drink, and as I flicked through a particularly dense chapter, trying to concentrate, struggling to keep my mind from drifting to thoughts of spankings, long legs in fishnets, the flustered thrill of being teased by my bratty sister and her friend, the front door opened.  I took a deep breath, trying to stay calm.

“You there perv?” 

I heard Naomi calling from the hallway, but I ignored her, staring at my book, refusing to be baited by her teasing.  If I made it no fun for her she’d stop sooner.

“He’s probably ignoring me after I made fun of him.  But better that than him bothering us.  Come on, I’ll make us some something to drink while we think about food.”

There was the sound of boots, heels, clicking, stomping, and the front door slamming, the rustle of plastic and paper and many bags being carried through to the kitchen.  I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to remain calm.  I had six weeks of this.  I was just here to look after the house and keep her out of major trouble.  I wasn’t her parent.  She was an adult now. 

There was the noise of kitchen cupboards slamming, drawers opening and closing, the fridge being opened, closed, but I ignored all of it.  Muffled voices, whispers, then quiet.  The quiet concerned me more than the noise.  The silence was followed by footsteps.

“Stevie...”

I froze, a cold shiver.  I recognised that tone of voice.

It was her I want something voice, and it only ever meant trouble.  She was trying to sound sweet, and cute, and innocent.  It was the voice she always used on my step-father when she wanted or needed something, or when she was trying, and succeeding, to get out of trouble, the voice she used on boys when trying to persuade them to dote on her, to buy her gifts, or do her homework for her, it was her princess voice and it meant she wanted something.

I took another deep breath, girding myself, and looked up from my book.  Naomi and Lily were stood in the door way, both still looking hot in the short skirt and tiny shorts they were wearing, their fishnets, one with long dark hair, short and slim, the other tall, curvaceous, with short bright blonde hair.  I felt my belly flutter just at the sight of them.  They were gorgeous.  How nice it must be to be that stunning, to have people want you, admire you, think you sexy.

“Oh darling brother… I was wondering if maybe you wanted to say sorry to me for being such a pervert earlier and staring at us.”

The two girls giggled, taunting me.  Even when she wanted something from me she was cruel, but why did it leave me so flustered and light headed?  Why could I not stop myself from blushing?

“I… I wasn’t...”

They laughed again, at me.  I fell silent, the way they looked at me making me feel small and meek, their confidence, their brazenness, so daring and bold and domineering.

“We know you were.”  Lily said.  “But it’s okay.  You’re just a silly boy.  You can’t help but stare at us, and, well, we kinda like it.  It’s nice knowing you think we’re sexy.  Such a naughty boy perving on his little sister and her best friend.  Dirty little deviant.  You should be ashamed really.  But we’ll forgive you… if you help us.”

“I… I wasn’t.”  I tried to protest.  “And anyway, she’s my step-sister and she’s an adult now.  Both of you are.  And you’re just trying to annoy me and I’m not falling for it.”

My heart was racing and I shifted in my chair, letting the book sit in my lap to hide my growing erection.  Sure, my cock wasn’t exactly large, but the last thing I needed was for my little sister and her best friend to see how aroused they were making me.  And why was I so turned on by them being such brats?

“Please Stevie… we need your help, and if you’re nice to us we’ll be nice to you.  If you do what we want we’ll forgive you and, well, maybe if you keep doing what we want we’ll reward you.”  Naomi said.

They giggled again.  They were teasing me, taunting me, as though flirting with me, trying to get into my head, but frustratingly it was working.  They were just so hot, even if they were a pair of spoilt, bratty princesses.

“If you’re a good boy we could show you our panties… while we’re wearing them.”  Lily said.  “You’d get to perv over your little sister and her best friend.  I bet you’d like that wouldn’t you?  And we know it’s the only way you’d get to see a girl in real life.  So… what do you say?”

The offer made my cock throb.  When Naomi had flipped her skirt and flashed me her ass it had been at a distance, for only a second, and just a glimpse of her panty clad ass had left an image seared into my brain.  The though of seeing both of then, up close, in just panties, showing me their perfect, round, pert, soft asses… I bit my tongue as I tried to compose myself.  I was not going to let them see how they were getting to me.  I could not let them know how much their teasing was affecting me or it was going to be six weeks of hell.

“What is it you want?”  I said, trying to sound dismissive.  “And if I do it for you will you leave me alone?”

The two girls pouted, and I tried to ignore the way they wiggled their bodies, their hips swaying.  They were both so sexy it was hard to focus.

“Aww… you just want to be left alone?  You don’t want to see us bent over in just panties?”  Naomi said, taunting me.

She didn’t mean it, did she?  Even she wouldn’t really dare… would she?  The thought of seeing her and Lily bent over in tiny panties made my cock swell, aching.

“Such a shame… guess there’s a reason you never got anywhere with girls.  You’re no fun… but okay.  If you do what we want to say sorry for being a perv we’ll leave you alone, for now.  We’re thirsty, but we were looking in the kitchen for something to drink and saw there was no wine.  Where did our parents hide it?”

I laughed, shaking my head.  My mother had be right to be cautious.

“There is none.  They got rid of it all before they left.  Guess they knew you’d be tempted to drink and they didn’t want you to get into trouble.  So, no wine, and I helped you, now you can leave me alone to read.”

I waited, but the two of them didn’t move.  They stared at me, hard, almost glaring, making me squirm.

“That’s not fair.  You said you’d help us to say sorry for being a perv and staring at us.”  Lily said.  “And we’re still thirsty.”

“Why don’t you go out and buy us something to drink.  You’ve got a car.  Three bottles of wine should earn you forgiveness.”  Naomi said.

I laughed again, shaking my head.  There was no way I was going to give in.

“Nope, not a chance.  There’s food in the fridge, and there’s soda and juice if you’re thirsty.  Now, get lost so I can read.”  I tried to sound confident and calm, but something in the way the pair stared at me left me almost… nervous.

“Last chance.”  Naomi said.  “Or you’ll be in trouble.”

Her smile was gone, and her voice was calm, neutral.  Lily and Naomi watched me, waiting, and part of me almost wanted to give in to the two, beautiful, confident, demanding young women.

“Do your worst.”  I said, refusing to let them get to me.

They laughed almost as one, grinning, almost… glad.  Why were they happy I had refused.

“Oh don’t worry.”  Naomi said.  “We will.”

I was left to ponder the meaning of her words as they turned and left, and I couldn’t help wondering if maybe I’d made a big mistake.  But… how bad could the two girls really be?
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It was quiet for almost two hours.  Suspiciously quiet.  Foolishly, I thought maybe they’d given up.  I was wrong.

“Stevie...”  I heard Naomi calling me, the same saccharine sweet voice she’d used to taunt me with when we were younger.

I took a deep breath and tried to prepare myself.  I had to stay calm, could not let them realise how much their sexy flirting was getting to me, how their teasing was affecting me.  If they found out then the next six weeks would be sheer hell—yet, already I could feel my cock twitching as the though of them bent over and flashing their panties flitted through my imagination.

“What is it Naomi?”  I said, trying to sound calm but frustrated.

“We were wondering...” 

There was a tinkling of mischievous giggling, and the sound set me on edge.  They were clearly up to something, and my imagination ran away with me, thoughts I should not have been having about my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.

“… have you maybe lost something?”  Naomi asked.

“Definitely not his virginity.”  Lily whispered, just loud enough for me to hear.

The pair laughed again, mocking me, and I blushed, cheeks burning.  Their words stung, mostly because they were the truth.  The pair of them had it easy being so beautiful, so sexy.  They could have any man they wanted really, could wrap boys around their little fingers, but I wasn’t blessed like them.

I wasn’t tall, or muscular, or classically handsome.  Sure, more than a few female friends had called me cute, or sweet, and my male friends would tell me I was attractive in an unconventional way, but none of that had helped me find a girlfriend, or even a casual hook-up.  Just once it would be nice to be thought of as hot.

“What is it Naomi?”  I asked, forcing a tired, resigned note of frustration into my voice.

Pretending to be bored and fed up with them seemed like my best bet of surviving what plans they had.

“Just… we found your phone...”  She said.

The pair stepped into the doorway, and stood there, dressed as they were before, a look of naughty, brazen confidence in their eyes, grinning at me like a pair of wolves watching a wounded deer.  A shiver ran up my spine and Naomi held my phone out in front of her between two fingers.

I struggled to keep my eyes off their fishnet clad legs, their hips, their perfect asses.  Their offer from before was still ringing in my ears.  What kind of panties did my little sister wear?  What kind of panties did her best friend wear?

My phone.  I must have left it in the kitchen.

“Ah, yeah…. Can I have it back.”

The pair grinned at me, their eyes sparkling.  Lily bit her bottom lip, doing her best to look sexy, provocative, and succeeding, and Naomi stepped forward, smiling at me, wiggling her hips, her ass, strutting, her short skirt swaying—I struggled not to stare at her perfect, smooth, soft thighs in her tights.

“Here you go.”  She said.

She dropped my phone into my lap, and stood there, waiting, still grinning.  I blinked, confused.  I had been expecting them to try to keep it from me, use it to try to convince me to do what they wanted or… something.  This seemed too easy.

“Err… thanks.”  I said.

“Don’t worry about it.”  Naomi said.  “Though I will confess, we did peek, and I have to say… you’ve been a very naughty boy, haven’t you Stevie?”

“Such a filthy, dirty little pervert.  Just think what people would say if they knew.”  Lily said.

Their words, their tone, something about their mocking, teasing, cruel but also laced with a sexual tension, made my cock throb, head dizzy.  Why were they having this effect on me?  I had to stay calm… and I had no idea what they meant.

“What… you know, never mind.  I know my phone is clean.”  I said, utterly confident there was nothing incriminating on my phone.

“Is it?”  Naomi said, smiling.

Something in her voice sent a cold chill running through me.  Without thinking I looked to my phone, unlocking it, and began to flick through the open apps.

“In your photos.”  Naomi said.

“So many naughty photos.”  Lily said.  “Nasty little deviant.”

Her words made my cock throb, but I was too nervous to care.  What had they done?

I opened my gallery and… what the…?

There were dozens and dozens of photos of Naomi, my bratty little step-sister, and Lily, her best friend, getting undressed in Naomi’s bedroom, pictures of them in their underwear, bending over, showing off their bodies in just panties, stockings, bras, trying on the various outfits they’d bought, all of them so provocative.  But… all of them were taken as though they were unaware they being photographed, the pictures taken from the doorway, from a distance, as though taken in secret, as though taken by someone peeping on them.

There were so many, images of their soft, smooth, perfect bodies, wearing just their underwear, tiny panties and bras, so much skin and flesh on display, bending over, standing with their thighs parted, a glimpse of their panty clad pussies, their barely covered asses, tits, their hard nipples straining cloth. 

It was almost too much, and the images were left seared into my brain, my cock straining at my trousers.  My heart was pounding.  Yet… if anyone saw these photos they’d think I’d taken them, that I’d been peeking on my little sister and her friend, watching them.  They think I was a nasty little pervert.  I had to delete them.

I selected all the photos, quickly, and, reluctantly, pressed delete.

“Aww… you not like the photos we took?  You not like seeing your little sister in just her underwear, or Lily posing for you like she didn’t know you were there.  I thought you’d like some naughty, creepy photos being a dirty little pervert.”  Naomi said.

“Did you not like my ass in just my panties Stevie?  Did you not want to touch yourself and cum while staring at my fat, juicy titties?”

I blushed, their words almost scalding.  The photos were gone though.  It was the sensible thing to do.

The two girls laughed, making me shudder.

“If you think you’re safe just because you deleted the images you’re wrong.”  Lily said.

“We copied all those photos after we took them.”  Naomi said.  “So we have proof that you’re a dirty pervert, and because they were taken on your phone all the associated meta data will link them right back to you.  I mean, why would two sweet little girls be taking creepy photos of themselves on their big brother’s phone?  That makes no sense…”

I froze.  If they had copies…  if they showed people… they’d think I was a pervert.

“But if we say we found them on your phone and copied them, for evidence… and then they check your phone and see you deleted them… well, who do you think they’ll believe?  A creepy virgin loser, or two sweet, innocent, pretty girls who were just trying on the new clothes they bought at the mall?”  Naomi said.

Lily giggled, and Naomi stared at me with a smug, cruel grin.  They had me.  I was in serious trouble.

“Just think what people would say if they knew what nasty, dirty, filthy, creepy pervert you were.”  Lily said.

Her words made my head spin, a tingle running down my spine, heart racing.  My cock was hard, despite everything, the images of their young, perfect bodies, the way they were teasing me, her words, all of it a potent cocktail making me burn with shame and arousal.

“What… what do you want?  You want me to get you something to drink?  Wine?  Is that it?”  I tried to sound annoyed, tried to hide how nervous I felt, how trapped, how… turned on.

Lily and Naomi both laughed, the sound making my cock throb painfully, mocking and cruel.  They shook their heads, and I could not shake the memory of the images I had just seen, two hot young women in just their underwear, their soft, perfect, sexy young bodies, hips, asses, tits, their barely covered pussies.

“Oh, its too late for that.”  Lily said.

“We’ve got something far more fun in mind.”  Naomi said.  “But first, we need to teach you a lesson for being such a naught, dirty, disobedient pervert.  First we need to teach you how to behave like a good girl...”

[image: ]

“In there, and don’t come out until you’re fully changed.  We expect you to show us you know how to behave and follow instructions or… well, there’ll be consequences.”  Naomi said, grinning.

My heart sank as she ushered me into my bedroom, Lily and Naomi blocking the door, blocking my exit.  I felt meek, small, vulnerable.  They had me.  I had to do what they wanted until I could delete the photos they’d copied off my phone, the photos they’d taken of themselves getting changed, in their sexy underwear, making out like I was a creepy pervert spying on them.  I just needed to do what they said until then… bide my time.

“And take this.  This is what you’ll be wearing.”  Lily said, smirking.

She looked down at me, taller than me in her heels, almost looming over me as small as I felt.  She was gorgeous, easily as attractive as my bratty little step-sister, her full figure, wide hips, round ass, large breasts, the tiny tight t-shirt she wore stretched over them, her shorts far too small for her, her ripped fishnets and piercings, her cute, spunky, short pixie cute, hair bright blonde, but it was her confidence, her domineering attitude, her commanding authority, that had me captivated.

Both of them were just so demanding, teasing, cruel, taunting me, and for some reason it left me almost breathless, head spinning, and… compliant, my cock aching in my pants.  I just needed to bide my time and do what they told me, for now.

Lily handed me a bag and her grin made me shiver in something close to fear, her expression predatory.  Her blue eyes were dazzling, and the way both girls looked at me made me nervous but also… excited.

“Strip first.  Completely naked.  Then wear everything in the bag.  We’ll be checking, and if you miss anything you’ll be punished.  Understood?”  Naomi asked.

I nodded.  It seemed simple enough.

“Just remember… we’re doing this to teach you a lesson, to help you.  Remember that and try to be grateful.”  She said.

“Be a good girl and we might just reward you, you nasty little pervert.”  Lily said, giggling.

Those words again… good girl.  Why did they keep using them about me, and why did they make my heart skip.

I bit my bottom lip, trying to remain outwardly calm, and took a deep breath.

“Sure.  Just… I do this and you’ll not tell anyone, or do anything with those photos?”  I asked.

“Sure.  Just… do what we say, when we say it, and you’ll be fine.  Disobey us, or resist us, and you’ll be in trouble.”

I nodded, sighed.  I had little choice but to obey, for now.  I tried to force a smile and I shut my bedroom door.  I had to get changed into… whatever it was the two brats had given me.
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I stood in silent horror, staring at the outfit laid out on the bed.  This had to be a joke, or a mistake.  Right?

I knew my bratty little step-sister too well to entertain that thought for long though.  This wasn’t a mistake, and if it was a joke it was a cruel one at my expense.  She wanted to shame and humiliate me as punishment for not doing what she wanted.  She just wanted to taunt me, tease me, laugh at me, and this was her way of getting to me, though quite why I didn’t understand.

Why this outfit?

Laid out on my bed was a school-girl uniform, though more risqué than a school-girl might wear to school.  There was a white blouse, the fabric sheer, thin, and a tiny plaid skirt in pink and black, pleated, along with a pair of long, white socks.  I’d been given underwear too, thankfully, since I had to strip completely naked before changing, though the type of underwear was less than ideal.

All I’d been given was a pair of tiny white panties, and, unnecessarily, a white padded bra.  I wondered for a moment where this had even come from.  It all looked the right size for me, and I doubted it would fit either Naomi or Lily.  Was this Naomi’s old underwear, her old panties and bra, or Lily’s?  The though of wearing their panties made my cock throb, a deviant thrill running through me.  Maybe I really was a pervert?

To finish the outfit I’d been given a pair of cute pink Mary Jane heels, the heels short and chunky, but still very girly.  The idea of wearing it all made my belly flutter, my cock hard.  Why was I so excited?  It wasn’t like I wanted this… but I didn’t have a choice. 

A banging on the door roused me from my thoughts.

“Hurry up pervert!  We don’t have all day… we want to see how cute you look all dressed up for us.”  Naomi said.

Her words made me blush, a thrill of shame, humiliation, and excitement.

“I… yeah.  Sure.”  I said.

I had no time for delay.  Resigned, trying to deny how excited I was, my cock throbbing, I began to strip.
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Naked, shivering, my cock hard, I stared down at the outfit I was being forced to wear by my bratty little sister and her best friend.  The white panties, padded bra, the long white socks, the thin white blouse, the pink plaid pleated school-girl skirt and the pink Mary Jane heels.

My heart was racing, cheeks burning with humiliation and… something more.  I knew they were only doing this to laugh at me, mock me, tease me, but I didn’t have a choice.

With shaking hands I reached out and picked up the socks first, long, white, soft cotton, with three pink stripes at the top to match my skirt.  I rolled one up, lifted my foot, and slipped it into the sock, the soft, delicate cotton caressing my foot, my ankle.  It felt… nice, the material soft, smooth, caressing me, so much more delicate and sensual than my usual socks.

I pulled the first one on, slipping it slowly up my leg, enjoying the soothing way it clung to my calf and thigh, making my legs feel almost… sexy, shaping them, a naughty thrill running through me, making my cock throb.  It felt almost… right.

I took a deep breath, tried to remain calm, and turned my attention to the second sock, bunching it up, slipping it on my foot, and pulling it up, shivering as it caressed me, hugged my leg, the two socks almost making me look cute.  I felt dizzy and short of breath, but excited in a way I hadn’t felt before.

Next I turned to the panties, suddenly finding myself almost curious about trying them on, wearing them.  I knew that my bratty little step-sister and her best friend were only doing this to humiliate me but still, something in me was almost, sort of… enjoying it.  I couldn’t show them that though, couldn’t let them see how excited wearing the girly clothes was making me or I’d never hear the end of it, and just the thought of their relentless teasing, taunting, made my cock ache.

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself, then stepped into the panties, pulling them up my legs, over the long, thigh high socks, tugging them over my hips and into place.  They were tight, snug, and so much softer and more delicate, feminine, than my usual pants, the cute white panties fitting around my hips and ass with a high cut to show lots of leg and butt cheek.  They cupped my cock and, blushing, I realised that even hard there was enough fabric to contain my dick.  Was it really so small?  In the panties it looked almost… cute… and why did that make my dick throb?

I slipped on the bra next, fastening it backwards around my waist in the way I had seen done on television and in movies, rotating it and slipping it up, slipping my arms through the straps and tugging it into place.  It felt… odd, but comforting, cupping what little fat I had on my chest, shaping it, confining me in a distinctly feminine way, the material soft and silky.  As I looked down I blushed, flustered, the way the bra cupped my body, the padding, all combining to give me just a hint of breasts, subtle bumps with a tiny bit of lift, like small boobs, and I giggled.

There was more banging at the door.

“Hurry up in there.  And don’t go touching yourself because you’re all excited by wearing panties you little pervert!”  Naomi said.

How did she know?  Or was she just teasing me?  I blushed, deep pink, burning.

“I’m almost done.”  I said.

“Good… we want to see how pretty our new girl is!”  Lily said, laughing.

I felt suddenly small and exposed, meek, shamed, and I almost wanted the ground to open up and swallow me yet… something, some part of me, was almost… happy.

I picked up the skirt, not wanting to delay any longer in case my bratty little sister and her best friend decided to barge in and caught me with my hard little cock bulging in my panties and realised what a pervert I really was, and slipped it on, pulling it up over my legs.  I tugged it over my hips, around my waist, and fastened the zip on the side.

The way the skirt fit me, hugging my slim waist, snug over my hips, short, flaring around my thighs, felt right.  I swayed my hips without thinking, delighting in the way the cotton brushed against my bare legs, a window of flesh exposed between the hem of my skirt and the tops of my long socks, the pink of the skirt matching the pink stripes at the tops of my socks. 

The skirt was short, so short it barely covered my butt, and I knew that any wrong move, any hurrying, any bending or turning too fast and I’d be flashing my panties, my barely covered ass, the cute little bulge of my hard dick, and I did not want that—just the thought made me blush.  I could not let Naomi or Lily know how this was all getting to me.  I just needed to try to remain outwardly calm, so they got bored of teasing me.

I slipped the blouse on, much like a normal shirt, though the fabric was softer, thinner and the cut was different, tight around my body, slim around the waist, a subtle curve to it that made me seem more curvaceous, feminine, and the tiny sleeves, barely covering my shoulder, left my arms exposed, and they seemed somehow more… feminine.  As I buttoned it I realised the buttons were on the wrong side, and they did not run up to my collar, instead stopping just above my bra, leaving my neck, my collar bones, my chest, and just a peek of my white bra exposed.  Worse, the fabric was so thin my padded bra could be seen clearly, and so tight that the padding made it seem like I had cute, perky tits.

Finally, resigned, I slipped on the heels, the pink Mary Janes matching my skirt, the pink stripes on my socks.  They were snug, tight, with straps fastening around my ankle, and as I stood up in them I wobbled, struggling to find my balance.

Shifting my hips, adjusting my stance, feet together, the heels forced me to stand with my back straighter, legs and butt tense, chest and ass sticking out, making me seem more… provocative, almost sexy, and I giggled again, my heart fluttering.  I took a few trial steps, wobbling, but it was almost… fun, and my dick throbbed in my panties. 

I had to compose myself though, had to stay calm.  I needed to step out, show my bratty little sister and her best friend that I was doing what they demanded.  I just needed to play along, for now, and couldn’t let them know how their teasing was affecting me. 

I took a deep breath, exhaled, and settled my mind, taking a moment for my cock to soften slightly, though I was still on edge, still uncomfortably aroused for some reason I didn’t understand.  I was blushing, trembling, nervous, but I had no choice.  They wanted to humiliate me, and I could only imagine the cruel, taunting words that they had thought up to throw at me.

I just needed to get through it though.  I took an uncertain step towards the door, as ready as I was going to be to face my fate.  I just needed to stay calm, and not let the two girls get to me.
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“OH MY GOD!”  Naomi said.

“Seriously… wow!”  Lily said.

Their reactions, their expression, were not what I was expecting.  They were smiling, wide eyes, admiring me. 

There had been no laughter, no mocking, no cruel teasing, instead the pair had been almost stunned, a look of delighted surprise, and their attention felt almost… good.  I blushed as they moved around me, standing with my feet together, chest and butt sticking out, grinning, biting on my bottom lip, belly fluttering.

“She’s so cute!  I mean… I thought she would be but… this is… wow.”  Naomi said.

That word, she, and her compliments.  She thought I was cute?  My blush deepened and I squirmed, wiggling my hips slightly, my dick twitching in my panties.  I took a deep breath, trying to be calm.

My bratty little step-sister had never been nice to me, but now, here she was telling me I was cute, and I felt… admired, almost wanted.  Was this just a plan to make my humiliation, my punishment for not doing what she wanted, even worse. 

I reminded myself that I was only doing this because they were blackmailing me, that they were forcing me to dress up like this.  It wasn’t like I wanted it… was it?

“Yeah… wow…”  Lily said.  “I mean… she could do with a little more work, which would only make her cuter, but for a start she’s just… super adorable.”

The way Lily was looking at me, eyes roaming my body, smiling at me… no girl had ever looked at me like that in boy clothes, but here, now, forced to dress up like a slutty school-girl, I had my hot little sister and her best friend both eyeing me with obvious approval, and I liked it.  I tried to keep calm, to stay still, to remember the situation I was in, but it was all too much.  I could feel my dick hardening in my panties, the soft cotton caressing, snug.  I just had to hope my little sister and her best friend didn’t notice.

“You have to have a look at yourself.”  Naomi said.

She reached out and grabbed my hand and almost dragged me along the hall towards her bedroom, Lily following behind.

“You’re going to love it.”  Lily said.  “How could you not when you look soooo much better like this.”

My blush deepened, Lily’s words stinging my pride.  Did I really make a better girl than a boy?  Were they just being cruel?  Teasing me, trying to humiliate me?  Why did the thought that I was actually pretty excite me?

I pictured my reflection, an ugly boy dressed up in a stupid school-girl’s outfit, looking gross and pathetic.  I felt a stabbing pain in my chest, and a rush of emotions.  The thought of them leading me to a mirror after telling me how cute I was, then making me see myself, ugly, pathetic, laughing at me, made me almost want to cry… I would not show them they were getting to me though.  I could not let them see weakness…

“In, now… you have to see.”  Naomi said.

She dragged me into her bedroom, the room I had never been allowed to go.  It was pink, from when it was decorated when she was younger, but covered in bright, bold posters she had chosen as a teenager, the bed unmade and crumpled, plates and cups scattered about, the corner messy with clothes and dirty underwear—the bedroom of a young woman who was used to having things done for her.  Finally she stopped in front of her full length mirror, a massive framed sheet of glass she used to choose her outfits and check her make-up, and she made me face my reflection, stepping back and out of the way so I was alone in the mirror.

I froze, unable to speak, struggling with too many emotions, too many thoughts.  I was…

“See, you’re cute.  Aren’t you?”  Naomi asked.

I stared at my reflection but… it wasn’t me.  It was someone better.  In the mirror stood a young, awkward girl, dishevelled and shy, timid, but undeniably cute.  Sure, my hair was a mess, and my face was plain, and my legs were a little bit hairy, but I was undeniably feminine, my slim, short frame, my soft face, my narrow shoulders, cute butt… it was like seeing myself for the first time.

“Well?  What do you think?”  Lily said.

I realised they wanted me to answer.  I didn’t want to admit it, fearful they were going to laugh at me, that they were going to tease me, mock me, call me ugly or gross, but… I couldn’t lie.

“I… I’m kinda cute.”  I said, voice wavering, struggling with emotions.

“I knew you would be.”  Naomi said.  “As a boy you were always super gross and bleugh, but now… well… now you’re almost pretty.”

I stared at myself, my reflection.  My bratty little step-sister was right.  As a boy I’d always been unexceptional, but as a girl I was… cute.

I wiggled my hips, standing in my heels, sticking my butt and chest out, and I couldn’t help but admire myself, my long, sock clad legs, my cute little butt in the tiny pleated skirt, my thin blouse that showed off my trim waist, flat belly, the bra giving me subtle curves.  Even my face was kind of… cute, though looking at myself I knew I could look better.

I blushed, giddy, happy despite my situation, biting my bottom lip.  My dick was hard in my panties but for a moment I didn’t care.  I just wanted to stare at myself, for once I was actually almost hot.

“Unfortunately… well, I’m afraid you’ve left us a problem Stevie.”  Naomi said.

I turned and looked at my bratty little step-sister, suddenly pale.  This was it, this was the moment I’d been dreading.  The taunting, teasing, humiliation… it was all going to come now.

Naomi stepped in close, moving behind me, and looked over my shoulder into the mirror, at my reflection.  Lily followed her, the pair of them moving around me, surrounding me.  I was trapped, powerless.  The two hot, sexy, beautiful young women were in control, and I had no choice but to do what they wanted and… I was almost excited by it.

“While we both always thought you’d made a cute girl, we now know for certain that you do.”  Lily said.  “So unfortunately… we can’t really let you go back to being a boy, at least, not yet, not until we see just how adorable you could be if you really tried.”

I froze.  They wanted to do more?  My heart skipped, cock throbbing.  Why did that thought excite me, thrill me?

“Admit it Stevie, a naughty, deviant little pervert like you must be curious, right?  Imagine how sexy you could be if you really tried… imagine what a naughty slut you could be if you wanted to be.  Look in the mirror, you’re cute, you said so yourself, and that’s just with a few clothes.  Imagine if we took it a step further...”

My dick throbbed, so hard it was almost painful.  I bit my bottom lip, struggling to contain my emotions.  I was curious, and so turned on I was struggling to think straight.

I shook my head.  This had already gone far enough.  If I let them do any more then…

“Stevie… it’s not like you have a choice.”  Naomi said.  “We have those photos remember.  Now, we know you make a cute girl, but just the clothes isn’t enough.”

“There’s still so much more to do if we’re really going to teach you a lesson.”  Lily said. 

The two girls moved in close, pressing their bodies against me, one on either side, their breath on my neck, the scent of their soap and perfume, the warm softness of their thighs, bellies, tits.  I whimpered.  I knew I should resist but… I couldn’t.  I was too weak, too powerless.  I had no choice but to obey.  They had control of me.

I felt hands run over my sides, over my hips, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend touching me, caressing me.  My head was spinning, dick throbbing.

“You’re going to be a good girl for us Stevie, because if you don’t you’ll be in a lot of trouble.  Understand?”  Lily said.

I bit my bottom lip, nodded.  They both giggled, clearly delighted with my submission, their soft hands on my body, teasing me.

“Good.  Now, first things first.  Stevie is no name for a pretty girl like you, it is?”

I felt hands on my thighs, running up, caressing me, lifting my skirt.  My head was spinning, watching the three pretty girls in the mirror… was one of them really me?  I shook my head.

“Answer properly and call us Mistress.  You need to learn to behave like a good girl and show us proper respect.  Now, you need a pretty name, don’t you?”

I took a deep breath.  I nodded.

“Yes… Mistress.”  I whispered.

They both smiled at me, clearly delighted.  My skirt was lifted higher as they touched me, teasing me, caressing me.  I was powerless to resist.

“I was thinking something cute but also slutty, like… Starr.”  Naomi said.  “What do you think.”

I blushed.  It sounded so… naughty.

“Yes, Mistress.”  I whispered.  “Thank you.”

They both smiled, and something about pleasing them made me squirm.  My dick was so hard it was aching, throbbing, my skirt lifting.

“And we need to do something about that yucky, gross, boy hair too, and her hair, and face.  She’ll need to learn good manners too, and how to behave like a good girl.  She’ll need to show us she can be an obedient, well behaved girl.”  Lily said.

My skirt was lifted completely up, exposing my legs, the soft covering of hair on my thighs, the unmistakable, cute bulge of my hard dick.  I closed my eyes, too ashamed to even look at myself.

“Are you hard Starr?  Is dressing like a sexy girl, exciting you?  Are you getting turned on by looking at yourself and us teasing you?”  Naomi said. 

“Such a naughty, dirty, shameful little pervert.”  Lily whispered into my ear.  “Such a filthy girl.”

My cheeks, neck, chest were all burning, flush with blood, a rush of shame and humiliation that only made my dick harder.  I kept my eyes shut tight, felt a single finger trace over the bulge of my dick, making my hips buck, a sudden whimper.

“And just look at it.  So small and cute… like a proper pretty little girl cock.”  Naomi said. 

Those words… girl cock… blazed in my mind, a sting of shame, humiliation, but also something more, a warmth and joy that felt… right.

“Later I think we’ll need to do something about that pretty little bulge, help teach you some self control, but for now I think we have other things to focus on.”  Naomi said.

I felt fingers grip the hairs on my thigh and pull, yanking several out, a sharp sting of pain that made me gasp. 

“I think you’re going to look so much prettier once we’re all done with you.”  Lily said.  “And you’ll be so much more fun to play with.”
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The two girls circled me, looking me over, examining me, and their scrutiny, their focussed attention, their silent analysis of me and my body, how pretty I was, how pretty I could be, made me squirm.  After a moment they stopped and looked at each other, grinning.

“It’s a lot of work.”  Lily said.

“It is, but it’ll be worth it.”  Naomi said.  “I always said she’d make a better girl, and I always wanted a cute sister.  So much nicer than a gross, yucky pervert for an older brother.”

“Perhaps.”  Lily said, pretending to be unconvinced.  “I say we test her first, make her work for it, show us she deserves to be made pretty.”

Test me?  How?  I was blushing, squirming, trying to stand still, but I kept fidgeting, wiggling my hips and butt, watching my reflection in the mirror, my girl cock still hard in my panties.  The way they were scrutinising me, objectifying me, it was humiliating yet.. exhilarating.

“True.  If we’re going to put in all that work she should at least show us she deserves to me made into a cute, sexy girl.”

The two girls moved to stand in front of me, blocking my view of the mirror, forcing me to look at them.  They were both so commanding, so beautiful.  I had no choice but to do what they wanted but for some reason that only made me more excited.

“Are you going to show us you can be a good girl for us Starr?  Are you going to be obedient, and polite?”  Naomi said, teasing me.

I nodded, nibbling on my bottom lip, blushing.  I took a deep breath, aware what I was supposed to say but also, surprisingly, confusingly, aching to say it.  I wanted to show them I could be a good girl, so they would make me pretty.

“Yes Mistress.  I… I’ll be a good girl for you, for you both.  I’ll behave and do what I’m told.”

Both girls broke into wide smiles, clearly pleased with me, and their joy made my heart swell, a sense of pride and… rightness. 

“Perfect… so, first, I think we want to make sure you know how to walk and move in those heels like a good girl.”
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Naomi and Lily had me walk up and down the bedroom, my steps faltering, clumsy, the heels awkward and my gait stiff.  They shook their heads, obviously unhappy with my stomping and my lack of grace.

“First you need to relax.”  Lily said.  “Let your hips and your butt sway, loose, you want to roll your lower body with each step, and let your shoulders shift.  Watch.”

Lily moved, effortless, graceful, a sexual confidence as she walked, swaying, strutting in her high heels, her hips rolling, ass wiggling, a subtle shift in her shoulder that I only noticed now that she had told me.

“See how my butt sways?  That’s not just to look good, though that is of course the most important thing.  It helps with balance and the way I shift my hips, locking into each step, that makes it easier to find a steady rhythm.  You want to put your foot down heel to toe, not flat, and keep your back straight.”

“Walk putting one foot in front of the other, as though walking a straight line, and like you want people to notice you.  Don’t be afraid of looking sexy.”  Naomi said, teasing me.

I blushed, nodded.

Lily stepped back and gestured for me to try again.  I stepped off and tried my best to remember her instructions.  I rolled my hips, wiggled my butt, feet placed heel to toe, one in front of the other, head up, looking straight ahead.

The first few steps were awkward, faltering, but as I relaxed I found it came almost naturally, a subtle sway to my hips and butt, my shoulders, that felt almost… sexual, my girl cock throbbing in my panties at the thought of being sexy, my skirt swaying, the fabric caressing my bare thighs.

I could feel the sway in my butt, a deliberate wiggle, and I liked it.  I stopped, turned, trying my best to be graceful, feminine, falling into the role, enjoying myself, and as I repeated my walk back the other way I put more emphasis into it, grinning, blushing, heart skipping.

There was a buzzing in my belly and I giggled, a more deliberate sway in my hips, enjoying the way my butt wiggled.  I imaged people staring at me as I walked past, staring at my ass, admiring me, my sexy strut exciting them, and it made me feel warm and bright, joyful.  As I moved I found myself enjoying it, the way my body felt, the caress of my skirt on my thighs, my sock clad legs brushing against each other, even the way my padded bra swayed as I moved my shoulders, like subtle breasts begging to be noticed.  I felt… like a pretty girl, and was happy.

“I think she’s got it!”  Lily said.

Naomi and Lily were smiling, watching me, almost… admiring.  Seeing their approving expressions sent a thrill of joy though me, and I put an extra wiggle in my step, a deliberate wiggle of my butt for them, hoping they liked it.

“I think she has, and so quickly.  My pervert step-brother was always so uncoordinated and gross, stomping around looking awkward and bleurgh, but my pretty sister Starr is so much more graceful, so much sexier, the way she walks just begging for people to notice her and stare at her cute little ass and her long legs.  In fact, I think she might be a little bit of a slut.”

That word, slut, seemed to burn bright, an aching.  Was I a slut for walking with a sexy wiggle, a brazen strut.  Why did that thought excited me, making my cute girl cock throb in my panties.

“Now, a final test I think, since you’ve got the basics of walking in heels down.  How about you show me a curtsey.  Its easy enough, you want to put your weight onto your left foot, and place your right just back and to the side, toes and ball, then, while maintaining eye contact, bend your front leg at the knee to go down, keep your back straight and upright, with arms relaxed at your sides.  You don’t need to hold and lift your skirt, but note that I find it… cute.  Then, to come up, just straighten your legs and bring your feet back together.  It should only take a few seconds and don’t exaggerate, as that come across as mocking.”  Naomi said.

I listened closely, trying to remember all she said.  I’d seen curtseys in movies and on television, but the thought of performing one, here, now, dressed like a pink school-girl, for my bratty little step-sister and her best friend… it made me blush and squirm, yet part of me wanted to do to, wanted to please them both, to obey, be a good girl.  I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered.

They both smiled at me, waiting.  I took a deep breath, and tried to calm myself.  I put my weight onto my left foot, put my right behind and to the side, balancing on my toes, heel raised, and, with my back straight, bent my knee, lowering myself to the ground, maintaining eye contact like I’d been told—as an extra flourish I grasped the hem of my pink, plaid, pleated school-girl skirt with both hands and lifted it slightly, smiling, blushing, aware I was flashing my panties, the subtle bulge of my cute little girl cock.

“Awww so cute and sweet.  You make such a pretty girl.”  Lily said.

Naomi grinned, eyes glittering with mischief.

“You’re still hard though I see.  You naughty little pervert.  Such a dirty girl.  I think I was right in thinking you might be a bit of a slut.”

My blush deepened.  I kept my position in the bottom of my curtsey for just a moment, then rose, standing up, and put my feet together, dropping my skirt.

“Thank you Mistress.”

Naomi and Lily both laughed, though the sound was kinder than usual, softer, almost affectionate.

“Are you thanking us for calling you a slut?  Oh my… you are such a perfect little pervert, such a good girl.”  Lily said.

“And your curtsey was almost perfect.  A little more practice and I think you’ll have it just right.  Your walk too will need work, but I think keeping you in only heels around the house for a week or so will help, and you’ll have us around to supervise and instruct you.”  Naomi said.

I bit my bottom lip, head spinning.  A week or so?  How long was this going to go on?  And… why did it thrill me?

“Thank you Mistress.”  I said, voice soft, almost feminine.

I felt warm, content, almost at peace—why was I being so meek, so submissive to these two girls who had taken control of me against my will?

“Now, since you’ve been a good girl for us, I think you deserve a reward.”  Naomi said.

She turned to Lily.

“Why don’t you go fetch my bathroom supplies so we can make my pretty slutty sister look even cuter.”

Lily smiled, nodded.

“I’d be delighted to.”  She said.

As Lily walked out of the room I watched her go, studying her gait, her wiggle, the way she moved in her heeled boots.  She was so sexy, so beautiful, and I found myself wondering if I could ever look that good in tiny little shorts and fishnets.  What was happening to me?

“Starr?”  Naomi said, calling my attention back to her.

I looked back to my bratty little step-sister and smiled.  I stood, waiting for her command.

“Are you ready for a reward.” 

I nodded, almost excited, though nervous, anxious.

“Yes Mistress.”  I said.

Naomi grinned.

“Good.  Now strip, naked.  And put your hands behind your back.”  She said.

Her tone was hard, commanding, and it was clear she was not going to accept any attempt to resist her will.  She wanted me to strip, in front of her, naked.  My blush almost burnt me, the thought of my bratty little step-sister seeing me naked, powerless.

“I...”

“Now, Starr.  Don’t make me punish you.”  Naomi said.

I took a deep breath.  I didn’t have a choice.  Slowly, hands shaking, I began to undress.
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I did as I was told, slipping off my shoes first, then my socks, Naomi watching me, grinning.  My cheeks blazed, pink, chest and neck burning.  Naomi shook her head as she looked at my legs.

“What kind of pretty girl goes around with legs like that?  Shame on you you dirty little slut.  You need to learn to be better, don’t you Starr?”

I bit my bottom lip, squirming, shamed, but also, somehow… aroused, my girl cock hard and throbbing in my panties.  The thought of stripping while I was still hard, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend seeing my hard, cute little dick only serving to further feed my feelings of humiliation and excitement.

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  I said, voice a soft whisper.  “I need to learn to be better.”

Naomi grinned, obviously pleased.  I stripped off my blouse, unbuttoning it and dropping it onto the floor, suddenly awkward in just my bra and skirt, then slipped off my bra, aware of how I was exposing my nipples now, my chest, a feeling I had never experienced before, and I had to fight the urge to cover myself.  Finally I stripped off my skirt, and stood in just my panties, girl cock hard, covering my groin with my hands held in front of me.

My blush deepened as Lily entered, holding a large box full of various items, her gaze looking me up and down, a sly smirk.  She moved to stand next to Naomi and the pair stood waiting.  I knew I had to obey, and wanted to obey, but yet something stopped me, some last trace of pride or decorum.

“Can I… can I please just leave the panties on Mistress.”  I ask.

The two girls looked at me and laughed, both of them shaking their heads at the same time.

“No.  A dirty, slutty, perverted girl like you needs to learn to obey, and to accept her place.  If you’re told to strip you strip.”  Naomi said.

“Plus, how on earth can we make you smooth all over if you leave them on.”  Lily said.

Her words made me bite my bottom lip, hard, the implication of what they were going to do.  I couldn’t… could I?  How would I look if I were smooth, in girly clothes?  How would it feel to be soft and delicate?

“Now, last chance before we punish you and force you to strip anyway.  Off!”  Naomi said.

I took a deep breath and accepted my fate.  The thrill at accepting their total power over me, my submission, my handing over of control to the two young women, made my pretty girl cock throb—they were both so authoritative, commanding, Domineering, so beautiful and sexy.

“Yes Mistress.”  I said, finally relenting.

I slipped my hands into the waist of my panties and slipped them down my legs, dropping them to the floor, stepping out of them.  I stood, utterly naked, my hard dick covered only by my hands, in front of my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, two hot young women, both fully dressed, and tried not to squirm as they examined me.

“This is going to take a while.”  Lily said.  “But she’s going to look so cute when we’re done with her.”

Naomi nodded.

“And just think how soft and smooth she’ll feel.  I can’t wait to tease her, and see how she looks in something a little more… adventurous.”

The girls both giggled.  I stood silent, powerless to stop themselves.

“Now, hands behind you back Starr, so we can begin.”  Naomi said.

I took a deep breath and, slowly, shaking, nervous, humiliated, shamed, excited, moved my hands behind my back.  The two girls both looked down, at my cock, and their expression made my belly flutter, my cheeks burn—the kind of look someone might have when seeing an injured bird, or a new born kitten, not the kind of expression a girl would have at seeing a man’s hard, naked cock.

“Awww… look at it!”  Lily said.  “She’s all hard, like a naughty little pervert slut, but it’s still so small and cute… it’s so adorable!”

“I know.  And just think how it’ll look when we get rid of all that gross hair.  It’ll be so pretty!”

The words, small, cute, adorable, pretty should have appalled me but… they only excited me, a cocktail of shame, humiliation, arousal, anticipation.  I smiled, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“Thank you Mistress.”

I held my hands behind my back.  Naomi turned to Lily.

“Do you want the honour of binding her?”  Naomi asked.

“I’d be delighted.”  Lily said.

Binding…?
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Lily moved quickly, stepping behind me before I had a chance to think, speak, or resist.  She grasped my wrists with both hands and pressed them together at the small of my back, palms facing each other.

“Don’t struggle or it’ll end up too tight, and that’s how you end up with nerve damage, and you don’t want that, do you?”

The phrase nerve damage sent a chill through me.  I shook my head.

“No Mistress.  I… I’ll be a good girl.”  I said.

Lily gave a soft, approving laugh, and I felt something coarse wrap around my wrists, rope… looping several times before being tugged, tied, and then woven around and through the loops around my wrists, forming secure cuffs that I was completely unable to squirm free of, but that left me enough room to remain comfortable.

“There, tight and safe.  Your pretty sister taught me that.  She’s very good with rope.  Perhaps if you’re a very good girl she’ll show you.”

The words sent my imagination spiralling.  Naomi was good with rope?  When?  How?  Just what did that mean?  The thought of Naomi and Lily, tied up, tying me up, was almost too much, and my cock ached, twitching, a phenomenon that did not go unnoticed by my bratty little step-sister.

“Awww… does that thought excite you?  Your naughty little sister tying you up, making you a sexy maiden in distress so we can both can have our wicked way with you?”

I bit my bottom lip, blushing, nodded.  My heart was racing, belly fluttering.

“Well… maybe, if you’re good for us.  But first… we need to make you pretty.  Don’t we?” 

I nodded again.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered. 

I could no longer deny it.  I wanted to be pretty.
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The two girls worked together, making me stand on a towel in the middle of Naomi’s room and they knelt on either side of me, a bucket of warm water, two razors, shaving cream—the air laden with the scent of sweet flowers, fruits, musk, distinctly feminine and girly, sexy.  Their hands worked up from my feet, my ankles, lathering my legs in pink foam.  Their touch was soft, but brusque, caressing my calves, thighs, roaming up over my butt, tracing around my cock but never touching it, over my belly, chest, under my arms, covering me anywhere there was yucky, gross boy hair.

I had never been particularly hairy, a fact that had made me feel awkward in the boys’ showers at school, aware of just how different I was to the other boys, smaller, thinner, softer, but now I realised just how much hair I had, and it made me excited to see how soft and smooth and pretty I’d be with it gone.  My cock twitched hard, but Naomi and Lily ignored it, or simply smiled at it, like they might at a cute puppy.  I closed my eyes, hands tied behind my back, and tried to calm myself… but it was impossible with the way the two sexy girls were touching me all over.

With my hands bound I could offer no resistance.  They worked the foam over my whole body until they were satisfied, and I felt almost soothed by their gentle caressing, the process of becoming prettier.

With the foam on they rinsed their hands, picked up their razors, and set to work.  They worked in sync, shaving one leg each, the razor gliding up over my ankle, calf, delicately manoeuvred around my knee, up over my thighs.  I kept my eyes closed, deep breaths, trying to remain at least slightly calm, though it was difficult, almost impossible, not to become excited, aroused, at the delicate, tender caresses of the two girls, my bratty little step-sister and her best friends touching me, two beautiful, sexy young women caressing my legs, shaving me.

I’d never been this close to a girl or a woman, never even been kissed, and the contact, the closeness, the submission and shame and humiliation and excitement, was almost too much.  I wanted to be good, be a good girl, wanted to pretty.

“She’s already looking so much cuter!”  Lily said.

“Just think how she’ll look in a sexy little outfit with her make-up and hair done.”  Naomi said.

The thought made my girl cock twitch, so hard it was painful.  The razors slid over my thighs, up, over my hips, tracing around my crotch, just barely grazing it, the contact an agony of blissful sensations.  They worked slowly, methodically, driving me out of my mind, struggling, bound, completely powerless to resist them as they shaved me, softened me, made me pretty.  I was nothing but a doll for them to play with and… I liked it.

They worked up from my legs, and the razors ran over my butt cheeks, making me smooth, feminine, pretty.  I imagined how cute I might look and I felt a swell of bright joy unlike anything I had felt before.

“She has such a cute little butt!”  Lily said.  “Just think how wild she’d drive the boys in a pair of tight booty shorts with some stockings on, and a pair of hot ‘fuck me’ heels.”

The words seared into my mind, branding me.  I ached for it.

The two girls worked, my hands still tied, and they shaved my entire body, under my arms, my belly, my chest, anywhere there was hair from the eyelashes down, working until I was utterly smooth except for…

“Now, that’s the bulk done, but the most delicate part is next.  You’ll need to stay calm for this Starr.  I know it’ll be hard for a naughty little slutty pervert like you, having two hot girls touching you, having your naughty little sister touch you, but… well… if you cum, you’ll be in a lot of trouble.”

I whimpered.  The only places left were my ass crack and around my girl cock.  Were they really going to shave me there, touch me there?  As excited as I was, as hard as my cute little dick was, I did not know how I could endure and not cum… but I had to.  I was tied, completely at their mercy, powerless.  I had to obey or who knew what else they would do to me, but still, something about that thought thrilled me.

With my hands bound behind my back I stood still, eyes closed, taking deep breaths as slippery, wet, foamy hands ran up my thighs, a pair caressing my front, a pair caressing my back, creeping up, over my ass, my hips.  I gasped as fingers grazed my rock hard girl cock, more creeping in over my butt cheeks, slipping along my crack.

A hand encircled my dick, grasping it gently, stroking softly, lathering it, another on my balls, the first time another person had ever touched me there.  Fingers slipped along my ass crack, teasing over my entrance, pressing just hard enough to barely enter me before slipping away.  I moaned, biting my bottom lip, struggling to cope with the tide of blissful sensations.

“Does someone like that?”  Naomi asked.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“Is this the first time the naughty little virgin has been touched like this?”  Lily asked.

I nodded again, hands stroking my cock, teasing my hole.  I had to obey.  I could not let the sensations become too much.  I could not cum… but it was so hard.

“You like how your little sister is stroking your cute, pretty little girl cock?”  Naomi asked.

It was Naomi in front of me, touching my cock?  That mean Lily was…

“You like my fingers teasing your tight little virgin pussy?”  Lily said.

As though to emphasis her point she pressed a finger at my entrance, slipping it barely in, wiggling it.  I ground my hips, the twin sensations making my mind go blank.  With my hands bound there was no way I could resist.

“Yes...”  I whispered  “Yes Mistress.”

“Remember though… stay calm, and you cannot cum.  Not yet.  First you need to be all smooth and pretty, like a good girl.”

Naomi’s grip on my dick tightened, squeezing, her dainty fingers easily enclosing my girl cock, and then gave one last stroke before her hands slipped away, leaving me aching for more.  I dared not open my eyes, worried the sight of her, of Lily, of my smooth body, would be too much, but my mind raced, images of my sexy, pretty, bratty little step-sister stoking my cock, shaving me, teasing me, driving me wild.

As all hands withdrew I felt the cold of metal and plastic on my skin, fingers lifting my cute little dick delicately, parting my ass cheeks, shaving every last trace of hair off my body.  I tried to stay still, calm, but it was almost impossible, every caress, touch, each time a finger grazed along my dick, over my hole, gasping in delight.

They worked slowly, carefully, methodically, catching every single trace of hair, making sure I was utterly smooth.  Finally, after an eternity of blissful frustration, the razors and soft hands teasing me, I felt a cool, soft cloth washing me, rinsing me clean.  A towel patted me dry.

“There, all done.”  Naomi said.  “You’ll need to apply lotion after your shower, and you’ll have to wear something soft to bed, to protect your sensitive skin, but we have just the outfit for you.”

The thought of what outfit they had in mind, being made to wear more feminine girly clothes, being made to sleep in them, made my heart flutter.  What was happening to me.

“And you’ll need to exfoliate in a few days, with a coarse wash cloth, and every few days afterwards.”  Lily said.  “But never immediately after shaving.”

“We’ll also be expecting you to remain smooth from now on.  And don’t think we won’t be checking.  If we’re going to make you into a pretty, sexy good girl you need to start acting like one, and that means looking after your sexy girly body.”

I blushed.  Had Naomi just called my body sexy?  No one had ever said that about me before.

“Plus, just think of how sexy you’ll look in all the outfits we have in mind for you!  You’re going to look so totally adorable by the time we’re finished training you.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say.  My arms were still bound and I was aching, squirming.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I whispered.

The two girls giggled, clearly pleased with my flustered reaction and their work.

“Well… aren’t you going to open your eyes and take a look?  Don’t you want to see what a pretty girl you are now?”  Naomi said.

I did.  I really did.  I took a deep breath, preparing myself, and opened my eyes, stared at my reflection and… froze.

I was transformed, changed, almost reborn.  I was naked, arms bound behind my back, but my entire body was now utterly smooth and hairless, soft, pale, girly, feminine.  I could not help but smile.

“You like how you look?”  Lily asked.

I could only nod.

Without the gross, yucky boy hair my body, always slim, slight, short, almost petite, seemed suddenly more feminine, beautiful.  Where before I had never felt truly comfortable in my skin, now I felt… happy.

My long legs ran up, smooth, soft, and my hips seemed almost wider, my butt pert and peachy, girly, smooth, my trim waist and flat stomach emphasising the slight curves I had that were more prominent now.  My chest had always been narrow and slim, but now it was smooth too, and it seemed even slimmer, and my thin shoulders and arms looked refined, feminine, smooth, my whole figure made cuter, softer, prettier.

I could not stop smiling.

“There is one little problem though...”  Lily said, her voice laden with mischief, almost… threatening.

Naomi giggled, moved in close, ran one fingernail up my back, along my spine, teasing me.  I shivered at the touch, my cock throbbing, biting my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  The pair moved around me, examining me, and I watched my reflection as Naomi’s finger traced over my shoulder, down my chest, tracing a slow, smooth, soft line.

“I can see just what you mean.  Luckily though there’s an easy solution.”  Naomi said.

I dared not move, frozen, head spinning.  What was the problem?  My mind was racing… I wanted to be pretty, to obey, but the way Naomi said the word ‘solution’ made my blood run cold.

Her finger traced down, over my belly, my hip, running lower.  I bit my bottom lip hard, trying not to whimper, squirming, aching, my girl cock throbbing.  I should have been resisting but… I didn’t want to. 

“We need to fix… this.”

Naomi’s finger ran down, tracing over the head of my hard cock, fingernail lightly scratching, running down my shaft, making me moan, head spinning.  My cock was so hard, had been throbbing for so long, just that touch was almost enough…

Her finger lifted, slipped away, leaving me hanging on a precipice.

“Lie down on the floor.”  Naomi said—her voice cool, authoritative.

It was clear that I had no choice but to obey.  The thought of what they were going to do to me to fix my little problem left me dizzy.
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Lily untied my hands, and then tied them back together in front of me.  I lay down on the floor of my bratty little step-sister’s bedroom, naked, shaved, smooth, my cock hard, and my little sister and her best friend stood looming over me, looking down at me, smiling—I shivered, aching, the feeling of shame, submission, humiliation, powerlessness all making me hot, feeling dirty, perverted, but… good.  The way they smiled at me had me worried but also excited.

Naomi looked at Lily.  She tapped my arms with her foot, so that I lifted them, lying with my arms and hands above my head.

“Together?”  Naomi asked.

Lily nodded.

“Together.  She said.”

Naomi looked back to me.

“You stay there.  I’ll be back in just a second.  Don’t move.”

Naomi turned and walked out of sight, I heard the rustling of plastic bottles and drawers opening and closing.  I looked up at Lily, admiring her curves from below, the swell of her wide hips, her round ass, her heavy tits, her long legs in ripped fishnets, even her black heeled boots, her smile almost cruel, mocking.  She was beautiful, domineering, and the way she looked down at me made me squirm.

“Naomi always thought you’d make a pretty girl, and she was right.”  Lily said.  “But I think we can do more than pretty.  I think we can make you beautiful, even sexy.”

Her words lit a fire within me, a longing I had never fully accepted.

“We’re going to make men, and some women, lust after you.”

“Teasing my pervert sister are you?”  Naomi asked, interrupting.

Lily laughed.

“It’s just so hard to resist.”

“I know right.  I’ve always enjoyed making her squirm and blush.  Watching her get all flustered and annoyed, such a powerless, pretty, worthless toy.  And now I finally get to do whatever I want to you.”  Naomi said.  “But first… shoes off.” 

I watched as Naomi and Lily took off their shoes, Naomi slipping off her heavy boots, Lily slipping off her heels, both of them slipping off their socks so their feet were clad in only their fishnet tights.  As Lily moved her butt jiggled, almost hypnotic, and as Naomi lifted her feet I caught glimpse up her skirt, her thighs so soft, full, seeing her perfect ass, her panties, and my cock throbbed.

“Enjoying the view down there pervert?”  Naomi said, noticing my attention, teasing me.

I could only nod, blushing.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered.

“Maybe soon you’ll get to see more… but for now I think we should help our girl out.”  Naomi said.

Naomi pulled a small bottle from out behind her, pink, and she held it over me, turning it upside down and squeezing.  Cool, wet lotion dribbled out, running over my cock, slippery, making me shudder.

“Now… time to fix that tiny little problem of yours.”  Naomi said.  “Pretty girls can’t go around with their pretty little cocks hard all the time… can they?”

I shook my head.  Fix my tiny little problem?

“No Mistress.”  I said.

I couldn’t move, anxious, excited, and I watched as Lily and Naomi both lifted one foot, and moved them towards my hard, aching, slippery cock.

“Now… stay very, very still.”  Naomi said.
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I could not help but moan out loud as their feet made contact with my hard girl cock.  Naomi pressed her toes to the bottom of my shaft, just above my balls, and wiggled them, working the lotion in between her toes, caressing with an almost threatening pressure, while Lily worked the lotion up over the head of my cute, smooth dick with her toes.

The mesh of their fishnets gave the soft, warm, sweaty skin of their feet an odd, pleasing texture, making me shiver, and I looked down, watching their feet massage my dick, caressing me, stepping on me, two beautiful, hot, sexy girls almost standing on my girl cock.  Their toe nails were painted, Lily’s dark red, Naomi’s black, and the sight of their feet rubbing my smooth, pretty cock, lotion squeezing between their toes, wet and slippery, running up and down, clad in fishnets, made my head spin.

My girl cock throbbed, hard, the pleasure of their feet rubbing me, the submission of it, the humiliation.  The first time a girl had properly touched my cute pretty cock and it was their feet, two girls standing on my cock, a nasty little pervert having her bratty little step-sister and her best friend standing on her cock, rubbing her cock with their feet, looming over me, in control of me.

Their touch was firm, the threat of their feet, that they could stamp down at any moment, crushing me, that I was literally and figuratively beneath them, their warm, sweaty, soft feet rubbing my aching cock with cool slippery lotion, all of it made my heart race, belly fluttering.  I was smooth now, soft, pretty, and they were going to make me prettier, maybe even beautiful, sexy.

First though… they had to fix my tiny little problem.

“You like that pervert?”  Lily asked.

Her toes teased over the head of my cock, the lotion slippery, the warm sole of her foot so soft, her weight pressing just barely down on me as she stood on me.  I could only whimper, nod.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered.

“Does my dirty sister like having their cute little cock stepped on?”

I moaned, head spinning.  The combination of both of their stocking clad feet rubbing me, slippery lotioned toes caressing me, teasing me, the humiliation and submission of it, being smooth, pretty, my cock so hard, throbbing, was making me dumb with arousal and need, drunk on lust and pleasure.  I nodded, wanting more…

“Yes Mistress.  I… your perverted sister likes feeling your feet on her cock.”

Naomi and Lily smiled.

“And are you going to cum for us?  Are you going to cum like the dirty perverted girl I’ve always known you were?  Are you going to cum from having us rub your pretty, smooth girl cock with just our feet?  Are you going to cum while we step on your pretty little dick?  The first time a girl makes you cum doing it with just her dirty, sweaty feet.”

The way they were touching me, rubbing me, caressing me, their toes, the soft soles of their feet, the mesh of their fishnet stockings… I was so close, my cock throbbing.  I looked up at them, saw them looking down at me, staring at me, smiling, my breath gasping, whimpered moans, squirming as they rubbed my cute girl cock with their feet.

I was going to cum.  I couldn’t stop it.  I was so close, the soft slippery touch of their warm feet so good. 

I looked up at the two beautiful, sexy young women and nodded.  My bratty little step-sister was so hot, domineering and commanding, her best friend tall, powerful.  I felt so small, pretty, powerless, shamed and humiliated, and it was… addictive.  I nodded.

“Yes… Mistress… I… I’m so close.  I can’t hold it… I… I’m going to...”

My cock throbbed, their toes teasing me, slippery with lotion, warm, soft.  I was so close.  My girl cock swelled, throbbing hard, and Naomi and Lily almost as one lifted their feet off my girl cock, leaving me bereft of sensation.

I was too close though.  I fell over the edge, cumming, hard, thrusting my hips but denied sensation, my climax oddly empty even as my dick throbbed, my hips thrusting up into the air but meeting nothing.

I moaned, whimpering, my climax ruined yet somehow the release amplified, the sensation spreading out from my cock to fill my whole body.  My cock throbbed, cum spilling out over my belly, dribbling over my hips.  I moaned, blushing, shamed yet filled with a bright, intense joy.  I looked up at Naomi and Lily and they were both grinning at me, as though pleased, or amused.

“Such a dirty girl.”  Lily said.  “Cumming from just feet on your pretty little cock.”

“But so cute too.  You need to clean up your mess though.”  Naomi said.  “Go take a shower.  Afterwards we have a little gift for you.”

I blushed, giggled.  I felt almost as though I were floating.

“Yes Mistress.”  I said.  “And… thank you Mistress.”
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The shower was soothing, warm water, steam, and I made sure to wash with the soap Naomi had given me, a pink glittery shower gel that left the air heavy with the scent of sweet flowers, fruits, musk.  It lathered over my skin, soft, silky, slippery, and as I washed I shivered, my body so smooth, so sensitive, as though I were someone new, someone better, cuter, prettier.

My head was spinning with what my bratty little step-sister and her best friend had made me do, what they had done to me, the way they had forced me to submit to them, the way I had offered myself up.  They still had the photos they had taken that they could accuse me of taking, as though I were a pervert peeping on them, but… wasn’t what we had just done even worse?

What was wrong with me?  Why had I left them do this to me?  Dress me like a school-girl, make me strut around in heels and practice being a good girl, stripping for them at their command, being tied, shaved smooth, then… the way they had made me lie down, touching my smooth, pretty dick with their feet, making me cum.

Worse, I had enjoyed it, had enjoyed every moment of the humiliation, being pretty, being told what do do, feeling sexy and powerless and small, two sexy young women taking control of me.  I had never even kissed a girl, never even held a girl’s hand, and now, here I was, shaved, being made to cum with feet, the way they spoke to me, the things they called me.  Words like pervert, good girl, slut, pretty, girl cock all echoed in my mind and I shivered again as I washed.  What was happening to me? My belly fluttered, heart racing, cheeks pink. 

Despite it all, despite knowing I should be resisting, running, should be protesting about what they doing to me, the things they were making me do, the things they had already done to me, I wanted… more.

Could they really make me into a pretty, sexy girl?  Would people really want me?  Would boys lust after me?  Could I wear the kind of clothes they wore and look good, look hot, sexy, would I be desirable?

The though of people admiring me, noticing me, wanting me, lusting after me made me feel warm in a way I’d never felt before, but… it was more than that.

I’d never felt really comfortable with myself.  I was awkward, out of place, a wrongness that I’d never really been able to place or describe, a general feeling of being just not right.  I’d always ignored it though, pushed it aside, but now… seeing myself dressed in that cute outfit had awoken something in me.  For the first time I had felt like… myself. 

Seeing myself looking cute, pretty, it was like a veil had been lifted from my eyes.  It had taken my bratty little step-sister and her best friend blackmailing me, forcing me to dress up like a sexy school girl for me to see it, realise it.  I… I wanted to be pretty, wanted to be softer, cute, girly.  With my body now shaved and smooth I felt almost as though I had been set free.

I could not stop smiling as I washed myself, touching myself, feeling my smooth skin, my arms, legs, chest, butt.  My whole body felt so much more feminine, and I finally felt right in myself.

My mind drifted back to the things Naomi and Lily had said, the teasing threats they had made.  This was not the end of what they had planned for me.  There was more, and I couldn’t help but feel nervous and excited for what it might entail.

Could they really make me beautiful?  Maybe even sexy?

The thought of wearing other clothes, shoes, maybe even sexy underwear, obeying the pair of them, being forced to do what they wanted, serving them, submitting to them, calling them Mistress over and over as they slowly trained and feminized me, it all left me buzzing, anxious, worried, but also eager to see just how cute I could become.  I was smiling, grinning, and as I rinsed the soap off, shutting off the flow of water, I felt almost as though I were glowing.
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I patted myself gently dry as Naomi had told me, then applied the moisturiser lotion, to keep my skin soft and smooth, rubbing it all over my body, from my ankles, over my calves and thighs, over my belly, chest, arms, even over my cute smooth girl cock and my pert, peachy butt.  The slippery caresses felt nice, and my cock throbbed slightly, but it stayed soft, small and pretty, still tired after the touch of Naomi’s and Lily’s feet—just the memory enough to make me shudder.

I wrapped a towel around my waist, but felt suddenly self conscious as I caught sigh of myself in the mirror.  With my body smooth, even my face seemed more feminine and wearing the towel just around my waist seemed… wrong, as though I were exposing myself.  Unwrapping it, I re-tied it around my chest, the way I had seen my mother and Naomi wear theirs after a shower or a bath.  I blushed, giggling, and wiggled my hips as I stared at myself in the mirror.

That felt better… but why?

Smiling, blushing, feeling better than I had in a long time, I opened the bathroom door and headed towards Naomi’s bedroom.  They were waiting for me, waiting to fix my little problem, whatever that meant—I felt my belly flutter at the possibilities, but I knew there was no way I could say no to my Mistresses.

“I’m all done Mistress.”  I said as I stepped into Naomi’s room.

Naomi and Lily looked up from the clothes they had laid out on her bed, quickly covering them with a blanket so I could not see them, giggling, a look of excited mischief in their eyes.  They turned to face me and looked me up and down.

They smiled, obviously pleased with me, and I felt a warm tingle of joy at serving them well.  I had expected them to mock me, berate me, humiliate me, shame me when all this began but they had been so much more.  I was confused, puzzled by what they were doing, and why, but I was… enjoying it, and I did not want to break whatever spell had fallen over me, over us.

“And very pretty you look too Starr, with your towel covering your cute little titties but keeping those lovely smooth legs on display.  You’re becoming such a thoughtful girl, and so quickly!”  Naomi said.

“Anyone would think that was who you were always meant to be.”  Lily said, smiling.

I blushed, giggled, and bit my bottom lip.

“You put the lotion on to keep your skin soft for us?”  Naomi asked.

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered.

“Good girl.  Which means we just need to get you ready for bed, and provide you a more permanent solution to you little problem.”

My belly tied in knots at the way Naomi said permanent, almost like a threat.

“Now… come over here and drop the towel.”  Naomi said.

I took a deep breath and did as I was told.  I stepped across the floor towards them and, with shaking hands, unwrapped my towel, letting it drop to the floor at my feet, standing naked, smooth, soft, in front my my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.  My heart was racing and I felt almost liberated as I submitted to them, the two beautiful, sexy, young women in complete control of me, as though I were nothing more than their doll.

“Close your eyes Starr, and don’t open them until I say.”  Naomi said.

I did as I was told, closed my eyes, standing still.  There was the sound of movement, feet circling me and then I felt soft hands on my smooth, pretty girl cock, and something cold and hard slipped over my skin, around my balls, tight and snug, sending a shiver along my spine.  The hands worked and soon my entire dick was enclosed in something cool, hard, unyielding, wrapping around me, so tight it almost hurt as my cock throbbed, excited by my situation and the delicate touch of my step-sister and her sexy best friend, my Mistresses touching me, doing… something to me.

There was a sharp metallic click, then another, then the sound of more movement, and the hands slipped away, leaving a heavy, cool weight around my girl cock.  I bit my lip as my dick ached, enclosed, trying to harden but unable, excited by the unknown.

“Done.  You may open your eyes now and see.”

I opened my eyes and looked down, froze.  There was a metallic device on my cock a… a cage, locked on with a cute little heart shaped padlock, decorated with a small bow in pink ribbon.  It was tiny, almost crushing my girl cock as it tried to swell and harden, the pain growing as the realisation of what had been done to me excited me.  Why was this turning me on?  Was I really a pervert?

“Oh look at that!  She’s getting all excited just seeing how cute she looks in her new cage.  I think the perverted little slut is turn on knowing that her pretty little dick is now locked away and out of her control.”  Lily said.

The words burned, but it was the truth.  I was locked away now, my cock beyond my control, completely at the mercy of my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.  I was completely in their power.  They owned my cock, my pretty little dick, and the cage left it useless, worthless, unable to get hard.  I would be unable to touch myself, or even cum without their permission.

The thought made my body burn, and my cock swelled, but could not harden, crushed and confined by the cage, useless, pathetic, a soft pretty girl cock that was locked away out of my reach.  I blushed and felt a knot in my belly, an ache, a longing that was… new.

“Well, what do you think?  Now you won’t be getting any more distracting unladylike erections when you dress up all pretty.  It’ll be much easier for you to wear cute panties now, and sexy little skirts.”  Naomi said.

The words made my head spin.  The thought excited me.

“Yes Mistress… I… thank you.  Thank you for… for making me a good girl.”  I whispered.

Naomi and Lily both laughed, a joyful giggle as opposed to the mocking chuckle I was expecting.  I looked up at them, feeling small, meek, powerless, pretty, and what I saw made me smile—they looked at me with something like affection, pleasure.

“You are going to make such a perfect sister Starr.  I can’t wait to… but, oh, I shouldn’t spoil all the surprises I have planned for you.”  Naomi said.

“And we have a lot of surprises planned for you.  We’re both just so happy we finally get to show you what a perfect girl you were meant to be.”  Lily said.

I smiled, a sense of excitement, pride, joy, but also nervous, blushing, standing in front of the two beautiful, sexy young women, my Mistresses, in just my tiny cage, so smooth and soft.  Could I really be a perfect girl?  Had they been planning this?

“But first you need a good night’s sleep.  We have big plans for you over the next few weeks, starting tomorrow, so you’re going to need to get get your rest.”  Naomi said.

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” 

The though of sleeping with my cage on made my smooth pretty girl cock throb, aching, locked away.  I whimpered, blushing as both girls noticed, smirking at me.

“But first you need something to wear to bed.  A pretty, innocent little girl like you can’t go around sleeping naked can she?  Not with her body still so sensitive and delicate after being shaved for the first time.”

I shook my head, agreeing with what my bratty little step-sister was saying.

“No Mistress.”  I whispered, excited, nervous.

What were they going to make me wear?

“So… we spent a little time trying to organise a few outfits for you.  Some we’ll keep as a surprise for later, but we have found you something pretty for you to wear to bed.  Unfortunately… I don’t have too many things that will fit and suit you.  But we can fix that soon enough.  Maybe a little shopping trip, just the three of us, to buy you something nice to wear.”  Naomi said.

My head was spinning.  Were they really going to take me shopping for girly clothes with them?  What if someone saw me?  What if they made me try the outfits on?  What if they made me go out in panties or even… dressed like a sexy school girl?

The though made my cock throb, a dull ache as it tried to harden but could not, confined in my metal cage, useless, worthless, pretty.  I blushed, bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“I think she likes that idea.  Maybe if you’re a good girl we’ll find time soon to take you shopping for more cute outfits.”  Lily said, a playful teasing.

My blush deepened.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I whispered.

Naomi smiled at me, grinning.  She turned, rustled under the blanket on the bed.

“Right now though its bed for you.  My new sister needs her rest and her beauty sleep.  You’re going to be up early tomorrow, so now its time for you to try on what you’ll be wearing to bed from now on...”

Naomi turned round to face me, scraps of cloth in her hands, and my eyes went wide, my belly in knots, girl cock aching in its cage.

She was holding a pink slip, silk, with tiny straps, short so it would barely cover my ass, and long pink socks with cute lace at the top, a pair of tiny silk panties.  I was silent, stunned, a cocktail of emotions that I struggled to process.  It was so cute, so pretty, so girly.  Part of me wanted to resist, to protest, but a louder part that was only growing stronger, longed to try them on, to wear them and never take them off

“Well, don’t you want to see how cute you’ll look?”

I nodded, unable to deny the truth any longer.
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I stared at myself in the mirror, stunned.  I looked so sweet, so cute, so… feminine.  My body was so smooth and soft, the long pink socks running up to my mid-thigh, the pink silk slip hanging just below my ass cheeks, low cut, thin straps over my shoulder.  As I moved, posing, seeing how I looked, the pink silk slip flared out, lifting slightly, flashing my pert ass, my tiny snug pink panties, the cute little bulge of my caged cock, locked away, aching, useless.

“You look so adorable.”  Lily said.

I stared at myself, unable to disagree with her.  I turned to poke my butt out, standing on my toes, feet together, posing so my butt seemed larger, rounder, flashing it slightly, unable to stop myself.  I liked how it looked, how it felt, how pretty I was.

There was a click and I turned, saw Naomi, my bratty little step-sister holding her phone up.  Another click.  I blushed deeper pink.  She was taking my photo—photos of me shaved, dressed pretty, caged, one more thing to blackmail me with, forcing me to obey her, submit to her, and the thought only made me feel weak, hot, aching, a subtle glowing joy.

What was she going to make me do?

“I just couldn’t resist Starr.  My sister just looks too adorable.  Now, one more pose before bed, for me, and try to make it sexy.”

I blushed, bit my bottom lip, nodded.  I didn’t have a choice, not really, but the way she talked to me, her words, made me want to obey.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered.

I turned to face my bratty little step-sister, and stood with my left foot forwards, my right just behind and to the side.  I bent my leg, and lowered my body, gripping the hem of my slip in my hands, lifting it, flashing my panties, leaning just slightly forward, bending my back to make my ass stick out, pouting, a cute curtsey.  Naomi smiled, and there was another click.  I came back up slowly and let my slip drop back down, covering my panties.

“A lovely curtsey Starr.  I’m pleased to see you’re learning to be a good girl, but it wasn’t quite as sexy as I wanted.”

“Sorry Mistress.”  I said, shamed.

“But not to worry.  There’s lots of time for us to train you on how to be a better slut.”

I smiled.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I said.  “I… I look forward to it.”

It was the truth.  Naomi and Lily grinned at me, obviously pleased.

“Now, to bed with you Starr.  Tomorrow is a new day, and we’ve got so many wonderful adventures planned for you that by the time we’re done, you’ll be a whole new woman.”  Naomi said.

I smiled, giggled.  I could hardly wait.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.
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With his first year of college approaching Richard is looking for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive.  When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.

David heads out of town on business and Richard is left alone with Clare, the women he has always admired, and when Richard steals a pair of Clare’s pretty panties he sets off a chain of events that lead him down a road of feminization and submission.  Clare makes Richard her pretty, sexy maid and sets about training her, punishing her, teaching her how to be Rachel, a good girl.

When David returns home Clare has Rachel serve them both.  Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of being pretty, sexy, of dressing and acting feminine, and she gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy maid.
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.

It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!

Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.

Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…
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Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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