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BLACKMAILED BY BRATS

Part Two

Steven had been expecting his summer at home with Naomi, his bratty little step-sister, to be a miserable, tormented affair, but he had not been prepared for the reality. 

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…

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

Rejoin the two sexy, sultry, Domineering brats, Naomi and Lily, along with Starr, Naomi’s cute step-sister, as the BLACKMAIL goes further.  With more training, more sexy outfits, Starr is taught just how to please her Mistresses and how to be a good girl.  With no way to resist, Starr is further ensnared in the plans of the two beautiful brats, punished for being bad, and gifted an extra special reward for being good, she soon comes to realise that being a sexy, submissive step-sister is far more fun than being a boring, plain, ordinary step-brother, and she cannot help but wonder just what further plans Naomi and Lily have in store for her as she continues to be BLACKMAILED BY BRATS...


Two

I lay in bed, mind racing, body tingling, the constant ache of my caged dick, locked away, every movement making the cage shift, a constant reminder of my predicament, how trapped I was, my dick imprisoned, useless, completely at the mercy of my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. My dick throbbed, as though excited by my situation, as though I was aroused by it—was I?

I recalled what my little sister and her best friend had done to me, how they had taken photos of themselves changing in their underwear with my phone, then blackmailed me, forced me to obey them, submit to them. My dick, smooth and soft and pretty now, throbbed, aching, trying to harden, sending a dull pain radiating out through me, a constant distraction and reminder that I was their toy now, their good girl.

They had dressed me in girl’s clothes, a sexy schoolgirl outfit, panties, heels then… surprising me, had complimented me. I had thought it had all been a plan to humiliate and punish me for not doing what my spoiled bratty little step-sister wanted, but they had been nice to me, praising me, kind, telling me I looked pretty, and… it had felt good.

They had made me perform for them, strutting in heels, learning to curtsey like a servant, a maid, and had shaved me too, made me smooth, soft, their hands running over my body. It had felt so good, being touched, caressed, the first time a girl had really ever touched me and it was two of them at once—my sexy, beautiful little sister and her sexy, stunning best friend, their hands stroking me as they lathered me with foam, shaving every inch of my body.

To my astonishment, it had felt even better being smooth, soft, feminine, almost right, and their kind words, telling me how cute I was, had left me tingling. There had been only one problem… my hard, aching dick. They fixed that problem though.

Lying on my back they had stood over me, my body naked and exposed while they had remained fully clothed, and with their feet they had touched my dick, caressing it as they had spoken to me, telling me how pretty I was, that I was their good girl now, their toy, that I would make a much better sister than I ever had a brother. All of it had been too much. The soft caresses of their feet, their words, having my dick touched for the first time by someone that was not me, all of it had sent me over the edge and I had cum, hard, making a mess over myself, cumming from just being touched with feet.

It was then, as my pretty, smooth dick softened, that my sister had fixed my little problem. I had been caged, locked away, and sent to clean up then go to bed, to rest up for the coming days, so that I was fresh for the rest of their plans.

My mind had been racing, unable to settle, deviant, naughty thoughts making my cute, pretty little dick throb, each movement reminding me of the cage, what had happened, and it was only when I was utterly exhausted that I began to drift off into sleep, though even that was no escape.

My dreams were a jumbled mess, panties, soft bodies, smooth thighs, feet, the thrill of being made to submit, the excitement, humiliation, but at the core something more, something warm and hot and bright and wonderful, something joyous. I slept heavily, exhausted but satisfied, content, and when warm, soft hands shook me awake I stirred, rolling over and stretching.

“Starr?” A soft voice called to me, my new name, a sense of recognition.

I smiled, a glowing warmth blossoming in my chest. The shaking became more insistent.

“Starr… it’s time for you to get up and start your day. You don’t want me to have to punish you, do you?” My bratty little step-sister said.

I shook my head, struggled to wake, and shifted, moving to sit up and open my eyes.

Naomi and Lily were both by the side of my bed, stilled dressed in their pyjamas, cute silk bed shorts that showed of their long, smooth legs, their firm, round asses, tiny little strappy tops that hung loose, showing off bellies, their shoulders and necks, a glimpse of their bare tits.

Just the sight of them aroused me, but knowing they had complete control of me, that I had no choice but to obey them, only made it worse. The cage locked on my smooth dick shifted and a hot, aching, throb ran up my spine, making me whimper as I bit my bottom lip hard.

“Is someone squirmy this morning?” Lily, my sister’s best friend asked.

I could only nod.

“Aww, such a shame… it must be so difficult for you, having your cute little girl-cock locked away all day, but maybe if you’re a good girl for us today we’ll help you relieve some of that hot, throbbing, aching tension.” Lily said.

I whimpered again, her words soft and teasing, flirting, my pretty dick trying to harden but unable, locked away, useless. I shifted, fidgeting, feeling smooth, soft, sensitive, dressed in the pretty pink silk slip I had slept in, long pink socks on my smooth legs, my caged girl-cock snug in my pretty pink panties.

I was trapped, at the mercy of my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, forced to obey them, submit to them, but also… looking forward to it, eager for it, excited for what they had in mind. I should have been resisting, but… I was excited for what the two had planned for me, eager to see what they would make me do, what they would do to me. What would they make me wear? Would I be pretty, cute, maybe even sexy?

“Now, are you ready to show us you’ve learned how to be a good girl?” Naomi asked.

I nodded, smiling, blushing. I was terrified, but excited, and I could not deny that I was ready for what the sexy pair of girls had planned for me.

“Yes Mistress.” I answered.
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At my sister’s instruction I showered, making sure my body was freshly shaved and smooth, using exfoliating lotion to keep my skin delicate and silky, applying moisturiser after my shower to make my body supple and feminine, the scent of sweet flowers, musk, exotic fruits, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, a shiver running up my spine.

Once I was finished, dressed in just a towel, wrapped around my chest and tucked, like a good girl, with my long, smooth legs on display, I made my way to my sister’s room, a wiggle in my hips, swaying my butt in the way they had taught me. My cheeks were pink, and I could not stop smiling, despite the ache in my caged girl-cock.

“Finally! I hope you’re extra smooth and soft after making us wait so long.” Naomi said as I entered.

Lily laughed, the sound soft, flirtatious, teasing, and I stopped just inside my bratty step-sister’s bedroom, looked down at the floor. I took a deep breath, trying to calm the fluttering butterflies in my stomach.

“I just wanted to look my best for you both Mistress.” I whispered, voice soft.

“Aww… well you do look very pretty with your smooth legs on show, wearing your towel like a good girl to cover those cute little titties.” Lily said, teasing me.

“Mmm… I suppose that’s a good enough reason. You’ll need to learn to be quicker though if you want to please us. Learn to be efficient so that you don’t keep us waiting.”

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” I said, quietly.

I wanted to please them, please both my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, wanted to be a good girl for them, wanted them to make me pretty, even though I had no choice, but admitting it, even to myself, left me giddy, almost breathless. I looked up, slowly, and saw both of them, dressed now, watching me.

Naomi was in black jeans, ripped, with fishnets visible beneath, and a black t-shirt with a white design on the front that looked almost magical, runes and symbols of unknown meaning, with black lipstick and black painted nails, her long glossy black hair tied back in a simple ponytail, her blue eyes sparkling. Lily was wearing a short black skirt, her legs in long black stockings, bare flesh on show between the hem of her skirt and the tops of her stockings, a dark red jumper, v-necked, cut low to show off her ample cleavage, and short, showing off her taut, smooth stomach, with her white-blonde hair, short, styled into sharp angles and spikes, almost matching her piercings, with her lips painted the same dark red as her jumper.

They were both stunning, and I envied them just as I desired them, feeling almost lucky to be bound to them as I was, trapped, in their power, locked away by them, and just thinking about it make my caged girl-cock throb. I wondered what they were going to make me wear when my gaze fell to the outfit on the bed behind them, and my eyes went wide.

My cheeks blazed a deep pink, and I could not help but smile, giggling.

“I see you’ve seen what we’ve got planned for you this morning. And from your expression it seems you’re pleased by the idea.” Naomi said, giggling.

I nodded, unable to lie to my Mistress.

“Good, because you’ll be wearing it often. After all, someone needs to keep the place clean and tidy, and who better than a pretty, obedient, sexy maid.”

Lily’s words sent a thrill up my spine. Pretty, sexy, obedient. They meant me. They were going to make me into their maid.

Laid out on the bed was the sluttiest, sexiest maid’s uniform I had ever seen. A tiny black dress with white lace trim, short-sleeved with a low cut collar, the skirt tiny and pleated so it would barely cover my ass, along with frilly white stockings, white gloves, white panties, and black, glossy leather heels.

I would be wearing that as I was made to serve, made to clean and tidy for my Mistresses, a good girl for them, dressed like a slut from a porn movie. I giggled again, barely able to contain my nervous excitement.

“First though...” Naomi shifted, pulling a long, curly wig from behind her back, the same deep red as my own hair, and in her other hand a black leather collar. “… we need to get you ready. Hair and make-up, so you look cute.”

“And you’ll need to pay attention too, because tomorrow morning you’ll need to do all this on your own, so you can serve us both breakfast in bed, like a good little maid.”

My head was spinning, caged girl-cock throbbing. I was going to be made to serve them, and even though I had no choice, I could not deny the thought made my belly flutter, a swell of joy and excitement at the thought of being their cute, pretty, sexy maid.

“Yes Mistress.” I said.

Naomi and Lily both smiled at me. They rose slowly to their feet and approached me, ready to transform me, and I stood frozen, submissive, meek, and at their mercy, powerless to stop them or resist, even if I wanted to. What was happening to me?
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The two hot, sexy girls worked on my make-up first, sitting me facing the mirror so I could study their technique, talking me through what they were doing, why, how, telling me about the colours they were choosing and how they would emphasise my green eyes, match my complexion, shape my face, make my features prettier, more feminine, girly and cute.

I paid close attention, struggling to remain still, an aching fluttering in my belly, wanting to fidget and squirm, my girl-cock throbbing in my locked cage, useless and limp. I wanted to learn how to make myself pretty, wanted to be a good girl.

Lily and Naomi worked on my eyes first, adding mascara, eye-liner, eye-shadow, thick black lashes that seemed longer, fuller, the heavy black eye-liner making my eyes seem larger, brighter, prettier. They dusted my eyelids with several colours, blending dark purple, pink, and black, making my eyes look dusky and sexy, the colours bright and bold and sexy.

They worked on my cheeks, nose, chin, forehead, adding blush, powder, highlights, shadow, contouring my face, blending and softening my features, my nose and jaw, their technique efficient and flawless. My face became cuter, soft and feminine, almost… beautiful, and it was a struggle not to smile as they moved onto my lips, using a bright pink to make my lips look plump and full, adding a glossy glittery topcoat to make them seem wet and inviting, kissable, fuckable.

“There.” Naomi said, stepping back and regarding me, regarding her work.

“I think we’ve done quite well.” Lily said. “She’s looking quite adorable.”

“Hopefully my silly, pretty sister can remember what we did. I’d just love to be woken up by that pretty face in the morning.”

“If not, well… it’ll always be an excuse to punish her.”

I squirmed as they talked about me, threats and compliments. I smiled, staring at my reflection in the mirror.

I was… cute…

“Now, time for the finishing touch before you get dressed.” Naomi said.

She stepped forward again, towards me, and when I saw what she had in her hands my caged girl-dick throbbed, hard. In one hand she held the wig, long bright red curls, and in the other, a sturdy looking leather collar with a padlock like the one on my cage at the back.

I could only nod, meek and submissive.

“Yes Mistress.” I whispered.

Naomi and Lily both giggled, closed in on me. I sat frozen as they worked, slipping the wig over my hair, pinning it down over my tangle of messy red waves, adjusting it until it was sitting just as they wanted, then styling it with their fingers to make it sit more naturally before stepping back to review it. Their smiles made my heart flutter, and as I looked at myself in the mirror my heart skipped.

I had long, dark red curls running down my neck, flowing around my shoulders, pretty, glamorous. The wig was the same colour as my natural hair and for a moment it was like I was seeing myself, my real self, my hair grown out long, styled, my face pretty, and I wondered what it would be like to let my hair grow, to style it and look cute.

“Last touch now.” Naomi said. “Just sit still.”

I did as I was told, remained sat, staring at my reflection, the pretty girl opposite me. Could I really be her? Could I really become her? The beautiful, pretty, sexy Starr? Why was the thought of being slowly trained and transformed into my bratty little step-sister’s slutty sister exciting me? Why was my smooth girl-cock throbbing in its cage, the dull ache almost pleasant now?

Naomi moved in close and stepped in front of me, the leather collar in her hands. She slipped it around my neck, the leather cool and stiff, encircling my throat, almost threatening, but in its own way comforting, closing around my neck, binding me to her.

I was caged, locked, owned, completely at their mercy. With the photos they had of me dressed up, the photos they’d taken of me, I knew I couldn’t risk disobeying them, but yet… I found submitting to the two pretty, sexy young women to be almost pleasant, relaxing, comforting. The cage locked on my girl-dick was a reminder that I belonged to them, their toy, and the collar was just one more thing binding me to them, binding me to their wills, a visible reminder that I was their good girl, and that thought sent a thrill down my spine.

There was the soft metallic rattle of the clasp at the back being fastened, the collar drawn tight, sealed around my neck, then the click of the padlock. It was on, locked. I had been collared by my bratty little step-sister and her sexy best friend and… I had just let it happen. Worse, I was excited by it.

“There. You look much better now, all pretty and collared.” Naomi said.

“She looks so cute.” Lily said. “But I think she’ll look even better in her maid uniform, on her knees, cleaning and obeying us.”

Lily and Naomi both giggled. I blushed, bit my bottom lip gently. The words sent my mind spinning, images that made my belly flutter, shame and humiliation and desire, excitement.

“What are you waiting for Starr? It's time for you to get dressed and start serving us, like a good girl.” Naomi said.

I turned away from the pretty girl in the mirror and looked up at my sister and her best friend, nodding, blushing.

“Yes Mistress.” I said. “Of course Mistress.”

I could not deny the sense of anticipation I felt at the thought of wearing that sexy uniform, of kneeling, crawling, obeying, serving, submitting, and I wanted to show them both I could be a good girl.
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Naomi and Lily stood watching me, staring at me as I slipped out of my towel and began to dress, offering me no privacy, reminding me that I was merely their toy, and I blushed, squirming, shamed and excited by the way they looked me up and down, grinning, clearly admiring my smooth, soft body. With their eyes on me, I could not help but move and pose in a way intended to impress and excite them, wiggling my hips and butt in the way they’d taught me, my caged girl-dick throbbing, hard.

“Look at her!” Lily said. “Who knew your sister was such an exhibitionist slut. Showing off like that just because people are watching her get dressed. Strutting around like a dirty little tease.”

The words lit a fire in my belly, a fluttering ache, and I could not help but giggle and blush, an extra wiggle to show off. Lily and Naomi giggled, clearly amused by me.

“I must say you’re a lot more fun as Starr than you ever were as that stinky loser. I think you being a slutty, pretty girl suits you, just as I always knew it would.” Naomi said.

I smiled up at her, naked and exposed, and bowed my head.

“Thank you Mistress.” I whispered.

Taking their praise I turned to pick up the stockings that went with my new, sexy maid’s uniform. Rolling one up and slipping my foot into it. As I pulled it up over my ankle, calf, thigh, I shivered, the sensual caress of the silk making my caged girl-dick throb, teasing over my smooth, soft, feminine legs. It felt good, right, and I could not help but smile.

Pulling the first into place, the frilly top cute and pretty, wrapped tight and high on my smooth thigh, an inner tacky band gripped my skin to hold it in place—finally I understood what the term hold-up meant—and I moved onto the second, eager to see how I would look fully dressed, eager to impress. The silk ran up over my skin, and I pulled it into place, the stocking tops so cute and girly and feminine, frilly and sexy, tight around my smooth thighs. I felt my heart skip, a sense of liberation, feeling sexy.

“I think you’re right though.” Naomi said as I dressed. “Watching her get dressed it’s clear my slutty sister is getting excited by us watching her. You can see her pretty little caged dick twitching.”

Lily laughed, and I blushed deep pink as, almost encouraged by the teasing, my caged girl-cock twitched again, a slow dull agony that felt almost pleasant now. I picked the panties up next, white, high cut to show off my legs and ass, with frilly lace trim to match the rest of the uniform. I slipped them on and tugged them up into place, a whimper of pleasure as they cupped my ass, smooth, delicate, a sense of joy at the rightness of all of it, the thrill of submitting, the buzz of humiliation at being teased, the warm glow that came from being pretty.

“Maybe at some point we can arrange an audience for our pretty toy, let her really show off.” Naomi said.

Audience? Show off? What did that mean…

“Oh, that would be a lovely idea. I think we can find plenty of boys and maybe even a few girls who’s love to watch her put on a special show.” Lily said. “And just looking at her reaction I think Starr would enjoy it too.”

I moaned, quietly, picking up the uniform to slip it on. The thought of being made to put on a show—what would that even entail, what would they make me do—left me almost breathless, shame and excitement and anxiety all raging, feeling my arousal, my caged girl-dick aching. The thought of being seen thrilled and terrified me, being made to show off, dressed sexy, pretty, being admired, people thinking I was sexy… was I really an exhibitionist slut?

“Mmm… she’ll need more training first though, so she doesn’t embarrass us. I have a few things planned though, and I think I have just the perfect idea forming now I’ve seen how much being watched excites her.”

The way my bratty little step-sister spoke about me made me tingle. Just what did she have in store for me?

I slipped on the maid’s dress, the fabric silky and sheer, thin, soft against my smooth, sensitive body, and it hugged me tight, the perfect size, a fact that made me pause for only a moment—I was nowhere near the same size as Naomi or Lily, my body a different shape, so how…?

“Don’t keep us waiting Starr.” Naomi said, chiding me.

I blushed and bit my bottom lip.

“Sorry Mistress.” I said, voice soft and feminine.

I focussed on getting dressed, tugging the maid’s uniform into place, the neckline frilly with the same lacy decoration as around my stocking tops, matching lace around the hem and my arms, around the waist, decorating the small white apron on the front. It felt cute, girly, pretty, and my heart skipped as I tugged it down and into place.

The skirt was short, the hem coming just barely below my ass, the lacy hem brushing against my bare, smooth thighs as I squirmed, tickling me, and it was obvious that any exaggerated movement would flash my panties—bending over or kneeling, curtseying, even just walking in heels, would leave me constantly at risk of flashing my panty-clad ass, and the thought left me flush and hot. The waist was trim, tight, and reinforced, hugging my figure, shaping it, making me seem almost waspish, with wide hips and a round, fat ass, while the neckline was low cut, flashing my leather collar, my collar bones, my chest, skirting just above my nipples, so that it was provocative and daring, sexual.

Serving in this outfit I would look more like a slutty girl in a porn video than a real maid, but that image only made my girl-cock throb in its cage, locked away and useless. Even the sleeves seemed brazen, tiny, leaving my slim, smooth arms exposed, bare, with frilly lace.

Finally, I pulled on the long white gloves, the tops frilly like the stocking tops, followed by the black leather heels, the leather glossy, a thick strap fastening them around my ankle, the heels long, thin, the toes finishing in a rounded point.

They would be difficult to walk in, crawl in, but I knew that was not the point of them. They were made to look pretty, sexy, make me look pretty and sexy, forcing me to stand tall with shoulders back, chest out, long legs with a round, pert, fat ass. They were designed to make me sexy, like the rest of the outfit.

Finished I turned to face Lily and Naomi and I stood, blushing, and smiled at them. I wiggled my hips, conscious of the pressure of the collar around my throat, the cage locked on my girl-cock, my body smooth and pretty. This had all happened so fast, and I had submitted so eagerly, almost willingly, and I could not pretend that I did not want more.

“Very pretty.” Naomi said. “Now, are you ready to get to work, serving us?”

I nodded, smiling. I took a deep breath and put my weight onto my left foot, putting my right behind and to the side, balancing on my toes with my heel raised. Keeping my back straight, I bent my knee, lowering myself to the ground as I maintained eye contact like I’d been taught. I made sure to grasp the hem of my maid’s skirt with both hands and lifted it slightly, an extra flourish, smiling, blushing, aware I was flashing my panties, the subtle bulge of my cute little girl-cock, my pert ass.

I curtseyed as I dipped my head, submitting, a thrill running through me. My gaze flicked to the mirror to the side, the pretty, sexy, slutty maid curtseying for her Mistresses. My breath caught. I looked… hot.

“Yes Mistress.” I said.
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The work was menial and tiring, hard, but still, there was a certain thrill to it. I cleaned the kitchen first, then the bathrooms, then the living areas, scrubbing dishes, crawling on my hands and knees, bending, flashing my ass often, aware that I was constantly being watched.

Lily and Naomi followed me as I worked, instructing me, ordering me about, telling me just what to clean and how as they sat about chatting, laughing, commenting on how I looked, how I was performing. I tried to focus on doing a good job, getting it over with quickly, but I remained distracted, on edge, tingling.

The maid’s uniform made even the most mundane chores exciting, the feeling of my long silky stockings on my smooth legs, my panties snug, heels clicking on the floor as I walked, swaying my hips and wiggling my ass. Cleaning, scrubbing, crawling over the floor, it all became laced with a subtle tension, knowing that every act was submitting, serving, performing for my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, and I could not help but add a little extra wiggle to my movements, pointing my panty-clad ass in their direction as I knelt or bent, my skirt riding up, flashing my ass, my long smooth thighs.

I strutted about in my heels, the words exhibitionist slut ringing in my ears. Was I really an exhibitionist? I could not deny that being watched by my bratty little step-sister and her best friend was exciting me, my caged smooth pretty girl-dick throbbing, locked away and useless, a subtle fizzing in my belly, a buzzing in the back of my skull, a grin, a flush to my cheeks.

Just thinking about other people watching me, seeing me dressed as a slutty maid, crawling, cleaning, scrubbing, serving, submitting, flashing my smooth stocking-clad legs, my pert ass, wiggling and strutting in my heels, made me giggle, nibbling at my bottom lip, a thrill running through me. What if other girls joined my Mistresses, watching me, studying me? What if there were boys, admiring me, staring at my ass, my legs, my smooth, soft, pretty, feminine body? What if they got turned on by me, got hard watching me?

Just the thought made me almost weak, whimpering. My girl-cock throbbed in its cage.

“She’s not too bad I suppose, but she keeps missing spots.” Naomi said as she watched me.

“Mistakes will be punished Starr!” Naomi said, reminding me to work hard.

I looked back where I had been scrubbing, crawling on my hands and knees, caged and collared, I saw a tiny spot of dirt I had missed. I moved back to get it, keeping my ass high, wiggling my hips, my panties and butt fully on display, the frilly lace tickling my smooth thighs.

“Sorry Mistress.” I whispered.

There was laughter from both Lily and Naomi, a soft chuckle that made my blush burn. I scrubbed the floor, aware that their eyes were on me, their gazes almost molesting me.

“It's a good job the dumb slut is pretty.” Lily said. “If she wasn’t so cute and sexy in that brazen little outfit I’d be far less forgiving. As it is I’m quite enjoying the show she’s putting on for us, showing off that pert little butt of hers while she serves us.”

I smiled, giggling, glad to be praised.

“You know, watching her, seeing how she moves so brazenly and provocatively, and then watching her miss all those spots, I’m beginning to think she wants to be punished. Showing off that tight little ass of hers, wiggling and strutting around like a slut, I think she’s aching for us to tease and punish her.” Naomi said.

My heart was racing. My whole body was tingling.

“Well, Starr, what do you have to say?” Naomi asked.

I stopped what I was doing and shifted, rising up to a kneeling position, shuffling to turn around and face my bratty little step-sister. The two girls were so pretty, so hot and sexy, and they owned me, I was bound to them, powerless to resist them, yet… it was worse than that.

Now I had tasted the delights they offered, the chance to serve, to be pretty, sexy, to wear cute, slutty outfits and show off, to feel wanted, appreciated, I wanted more. I wanted to be sexy, cute, pretty, wanted to serve them, submit to them, to be seen and show off, a dirty little exhibitionist slut, caged and collared and owned. I wanted to be their good girl.

“I...” Words failed me

Naomi’s expression hardened.

“Do we need to punish you, Starr?”

The words rang in my head, making me dizzy.

“You’ve clearly not been paying attention to your work. You’ve been flaunting your body, your sexy ass, but even that hasn’t been good enough.” Naomi said. “If you want to be a slut perhaps we need to treat you like a slut, show you how good girls behave for their Mistresses. Perhaps we need to punish you to teach you a lesson on how to behave?”

I opened my mouth to speak but no words came. Lily and Naomi were both ginning, enjoying themselves, enjoying the way I was squirming, enjoying my suffering. I took a deep breath, on my knees, caged and collared, looking up at the two hot, sexy young women.

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” I said. “I… I want to be a good girl for you, want to be a good slut for you, so… please… punish me...”
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“First I think we need to work on how you present yourself. You’re obviously trying hard, but it’s still not good enough.” Naomi said.

“You need to learn to make every movement heavy with sexual tension, make each tiny gesture a seduction, move as though you’re always hot and horny, begging to be touched and teased and played with. You need to make sure people notice you, watch you, are enticed by you, like a good slut.” Lily said.

Her words were heavy and laced with a sexual tension that sent a thrill down my spine. The way they were both looking at me let me know they had something in mind. I blushed, bit my bottom lip, and nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I’ll try.” I whispered.

The pair laughed, teasing me.

“I know you’ll try Starr. It’s obvious you’ve been trying. We can tell you’ve been trying your very best to be a pretty little slut for us, a naughty little step-sister, but clearly your best isn’t good enough.” Naomi said. “Luckily for you though we know just how to help you.”

The two girls laughed again, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, both so pretty, sexy, in complete control of me, and I was powerless to resist them. From the way they looked at me I could tell that I was in trouble, but for some reason that only served to excite me, my caged girl-cock throbbing, locked away and useless. I bit my bottom lip and nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. And… thank you Mistress.” I whispered.

The two girls smiled at me, obviously pleased, and I felt a rush of joy at serving them as a good girl, their pretty, sexy maid. Slowly the pair moved, glancing at each other. Naomi nodded at Lily, her long, glossy black hair swaying, and Lily grinned, winked, turned and walked off, out of the room and up the stairs, her ass and hips swaying hypnotically.

The pair were so different, one pale, with short white-blonde hair, tall, full-figured, the other trim and petite, short, long black hair, flawless tanned skin, almond-shaped blue eyes, but both of them were beautiful, sexy, dressed provocatively, dark sexy make-up, Lily with her piercings on display, the kind of girls I’d never have had a chance with when I was still a boy. But now? Now they seemed to like me, admire me, wanting to dress me up and tease me… why? And… what was I now?

I laughed, nervous. That didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered right now was pleasing my Mistresses.

“Now, while we wait, why don’t you get in position. I want you bent over that table, ankles shoulder-width apart, chest flat on the tabletop. Lift your skirt up to show me that cute little ass, and don’t move.” Naomi said.

My cheeks turned pink. Just the thought of doing as she told me made my head spin but… I had done worse.

What were they going to do though? How were they going to teach me, punish me? My imagination was running wild. I could not disobey though, even if I had wanted to.

I shifted, rising to my feet, and moved to the table in the middle of the room, the top just about waist height. This was where we all ate dinner only a few days ago and now… the tide of shame and humiliation and excitement at what was being done to me, what was happening to me, made me gasp.

I blushed, nibbling on my bottom lip, and bent, bending over the table, the surface cool, pressing on my belly, my chest, hard against my bare cheek as I lay my face down, the collar stiff around my throat. I shifted my feet apart, struggling to keep my balance in my heels, and reached back to grip the hem of my tiny skirt, aware that my bratty little step-sister was behind me, watching me, enjoying making me submit to her.

I lifted my skirt, slowly, putting on a deliberate show, curving my lower back, shifting my feet apart, offering up my panty clad butt, smooth and soft and pert. I felt giddy, hot, a throbbing ache in my belly as my useless girl-cock throbbed inside its cage. Why was I doing this? Why was I enjoying it?

“Such an obedient girl Starr. You’re such a fun slutty sister. At this rate I don’t think I’ll ever let you go back to being a boring yucky boy.” Naomi said.

I smiled, not quite sure why but delighted at her teasing. I was trapped, forced to do what she wanted, forced to submit, but… I liked it. Why?

From behind there was a click, then another, a sound I recognised. A cold chill ran up my spine.

“Don’t mind me. I’m just taking a few photos to remember this moment while we wait for Lily.” Naomi said.

Her voice was neutral, calm, as though taking photos of me dressed as a slutty maid, bent over with my panties on display, in heels and stockings, was all perfectly innocent. The thought of my bratty step-sister having those photos of me excited me—I was only falling deeper into her thrall, and I was powerless to resist now.

“I’m back, and I have… what we need.” Lily said.

I dared not lift my head to see what she’d brought, but from the sound of her voice I knew it was something deviant. I remained bent over, exposed and vulnerable, and my heart drummed, short quick breaths.

“Oh and she looks so cute to all bent over waiting for us. So… I guess it’s the punishment first?” Lily said.

“I thought so. We can punish her together, then offer her the… solution to her problems, and afterwards, if she’s been good, maybe we can reward her.” Naomi’s voice was coy and taunting.

I dared not even imagine what they had in mind, but I knew I was about to find out.
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“I want you to keep count Starr.” Naomi said. “And don’t move. Any attempt to move, resist, or escape will only make your punishment worse. Understand?”

I nodded, my head still resting on the tabletop, chest flat, feet apart, skirt raised.

“Good girl.” Lily said.

I shivered, my girl-cock throbbing in its cage. I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering, nervous about what was about to happen, my imagination running wild.

There were soft footsteps, the two girls moving closer, moving to stand on either side of me, just behind and out of sight, though I could feel their presence, the intensity of their attention. I felt small and weak and pretty, vulnerable, a dizzy submissiveness that left me almost breathless.

“Just relax, and remember to breathe.” Naomi said. “Now, have you ever been spanked before?”

Spanked…? That word blazed in my mind, my whole body tensing. They were going to spank me like a naughty child? I had never… I shook my head.

“I thought so. Well, I can’t imagine this will be the last time we have to punish you, so just try to endure it for us will you Starr. Try to be a good girl for us.” Naomi said.

Before I could react, resist, speak, reply, Naomi lifted her hand and it fell, a fast, forceful arc, her open palm impacting with my ass, hard, a loud slap that caused a sharp, intense, stinging pain to radiate out from the site of her strike. The pain was sharp, intense, heat and shame, the knowledge that I was being spanked by my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.

The heat spread out, my whole body tingling, suddenly more alive, more sensitive, a stinging sharp agony radiating from the site of Naomi’s slap. They were punishing me. Two hot, sexy young women were punishing me. I was collared, my cute little dick caged, useless, under their control, in heels and panties, stockings, dressed in a maid’s uniform, smooth and pretty, and they were punishing me.

“Count Starr. Or we’ll start again and keep going until you remember.” Naomi said.

My head was fuzzy, mind floating, but I knew I had to obey. I took a breath, legs shaky, ankles spread, my skirt held up, ass exposed. The collar around my neck was stiff, almost choking me, reminding me of my place even as my smooth little girl-cock throbbed uselessly in its cage.

“One Mistress… thank you.” I whispered

There were soft giggles behind me, the two clearly satisfied, and the warm glow of knowing I had pleased them blended with the harsh sting radiating out from my ass. I relaxed, took a deep breath, and there was a rush of air, Lily’s hand rising, falling quickly, hard and fast, her open palm slapping my other butt cheek, spanking me.

The pain was worse this time, my body alive, more sensitive, the strike harder, a loud slap that reverberated through every bone in my body. I whimpered.

“Two Mistress… thank you.” I said, voice shaking.

Another hand lifted, Naomi’s, and it fell, slapping my ass, her strike harder than her first, as though the two girls were having a friendly competition. The strike made my breath catch, hot stinging agony.

“Three Mistress… thank you.”

Hands rose, fell, again and again, becoming harder, softer, and between there were caresses, teasing, comforting, making my body tingle, shivers running up my spine, hands squeezing, making me gasp in pain as my bruised ass was molested. They took turns spanking me, slapping my ass, hitting me harder, softer, alternating the rhythm so that I could never get used to the punishment, never knowing what to expect or when, my mind racing, the agony of waiting for the next blow, wondering if it would be hard or soft, almost as bad as the punishment itself.

“Eighteen Mistress… thank you. Nineteen Mistress… thank you.”

I kept count, the numbers rising, the act of speaking and recording each blow keeping me focussed enough that the pain remained sharp even as my mind wanted to drift off, a cloud of endorphins hazy at the edges of my thoughts and perceptions. I kept my ass raised, ankles spread, legs weak, feet shaking in my heels. The two girls were giggling, teasing me, their praise and compliments and taunts making me shiver. I was a slut, a good girl, pretty, sexy, a better sister than I ever was a brother, I was Starr, the slutty maid, I needed to be trained and punished and shown how to behave, how to be the best girl I could be. The words filtered into my pain drunk brain, embedding themselves in my subconscious. There was nothing I could do to resist.

“Twenty-nine Mistress… thank you. Thirty Mistress… thank you.”

I was stiff, aching, weak, waiting for the next strike but… it never came. Soft hands roamed over my sore, bruised, battered ass, caressing me.

“Good girl.” Naomi said. “You did well, and hopefully you learned your lesson.”

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress, thank you.” I whispered.

There was giggling.

“Good.” Lily said. “Because now we have something else to teach you.”

There was the sound of movement behind me. A hand ran up my back, over my neck, pressing on the back of my head, pinning me down.

“Now, you just stay there like an obedient little slut, while we help train you to become the sexiest girl you can be.” Naomi said.

Something in her words sent a cold thrill of fear through me, threatening, yet I could not deny I was excited, aroused by the idea of becoming a good slut for my bratty little step-sister. I took a deep breath and obeyed.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.
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Gentle fingers gripped the hem of my panties and began to ease them down, caressing, slow, languorous movements that teased, enticing, calming my nerves, sending shivers along my spine.

As the panties were pulled lower, tugged down, forcing my legs closed as they were pulled off my feet, more fingers caressed up my legs, two sets of hands. Two hands gripped each calf and pulled my legs wide again, exposing my ass, forcing me to show off my crack, my hole, my caged, useless girl-cock. I whimpered as both girls ran their hands up, feeling every inch of my legs, teasing me, making me whimper and moan, arching my back, offering myself up to my Mistresses.

My legs were smooth now, soft, delicate, feminine, sensitive, and each touch made my caged girl-dick throb, hard, locked away. The collar around my neck was tight, confining, but… comforting, reminding me I belonged to my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. I was their toy, their good girl, their slut.

“Keep your legs spread wide Starr. Your body belongs to us now so I don’t care if you’re shy or embarrassed… if I tell you to expose yourself you do it, understand?” Naomi said.

From her tone I could tell she was smiling, teasing me, playing with me. I blushed, aware of the truth of her words. I was in her power, controlled and owned by her, my collar and cage locked. She was my keyholder and I was her toy, her pretty sister, and I… liked it.

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

There was giggling, quiet, pleased with me, amused at my willing submission. The hands ran higher, up over my thighs, almost tickling, and I shivered, curving my back, lifting my ass, spreading my legs, my heels forcing me to stand in a way that presented my ass, my tight virgin hole, to my Mistresses.

“Such a pretty girl.” Lily said. “Just think what the boys would do if they saw you like this.”

I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering. My mind spun, images, a swell of humiliation, embarrassment, shame and… arousal, need, excitement, hunger. The thought of other people seeing me like this, boys staring at me, a pretty, sexy slut, their cocks getting hard, wanting to…

“I’m sure they’d not be able to keep their eyes off you, or their hands, and probably not even their cocks.” Lily said.

“Just think what they’d do to you, how they’d use you, what they’d make you do for them, on your knees, on your back, on all fours, a pretty little fuck-doll.” Naomi said.

I shivered, whimpered, blushing, my caged girl-cock tingling, throbbing hard.

“I think my slutty sister likes that idea…” Naomi said, toying with me. “… but first I think you need much more training.”

Fingers ran up, soft, teasing, moved over my stockings, up onto my bare skin, the sensation of their touch making me shudder and squirm. Some moved away while others crept higher, the soft touches becoming firm, hungry, demanding as they moved up to my ass, a hand on each cheek squeezing, groping, molesting me.

I moaned, pressed back, eager for the touch, the hungry, demanding way the hands squeezed my soft, pert, round ass. Fingers squeezed, crept up, in, just barely brushing over the sensitive skin along my crack, a single tip teasing lightly over my tight entrance.

I gasped and a bright bolt of hot pleasure shot through me. I felt pretty, cute, sexy, and I wanted more. I wanted to be a good girl, a slut.

There was the sound of movement behind me, and the hands slipped away, the soft noise of bodies shuffling. I stayed still, frozen, waiting for what came next, a sense of trepidation and fear, but also excitement, anticipation, a fluttering in my belly, my caged girl-dick throbbing hard.

I jumped, gasping for air as something wet and cold ran over the base of my spine, a thick liquid dripping onto my back, my ass, running over my round, pert, smooth cheeks, slipping down my crack, viscous and cold, dribbling over my smooth skin, slippery, oily, wet. I squirmed, an aching fluttering in my belly, a growing knot of pleasure and need that radiated out from my core, my caged girl-cock an agony of delight.

Fingers crept over my skin, ran along the dripping slippery wetness, toying with the oily lubricant, teasing me. I whimpered, mind racing, imagining what came next.

“Time for us to help you.” Naomi said. “Help you unlock your inner slut.”

I bit my bottom lip. Fingers ran along my crack, toying in the wetness, slipping over my entrance, pressing lightly, making me gasp.

Fingers paused, circling, teasing, and I pressed back, a sudden maelstrom of sensation and emotions, but my body was hungry for more. Fingertips pressed, slippery, eased in, stretching my tight, virgin hole, pressing in, entering me.

“Fuck…” I whispered.

There was giggling, the two bratty girls enjoying the power they had over me.

“You like my fingers inside you?” Naomi said.

I could only nod.

“You want more?” She asked.

I nodded again.

“Answer properly slut.” Naomi said.

Her fingers eased slightly out and I felt a sudden loss. My hole was slippery, tingling, so sensitive, aching for more, and I knew I could not resist her even if I’d wanted to. I was powerless, and I needed her touch, her fingers, needed to feel what she was offering, needed to be a good slut.

“Please Mistress. Please… I… I want your fingers inside me, inside my tight hole. I… I want to feel you inside me, want to be a good slut for you, want to feel more.”

More giggling.

“Just a little butt-slut.” Lily said. “So eager to be fucked and used.”

I could only moan, nodding. I wanted it, wanted to be fucked, used, a pretty little butt-slut for my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.

Finger slipped deeper, first one, stretching me, then a second, easing me open, lubricating me, making my hole slippery, wet, a bright knot of pleasure blossoming in my belly. I pressed back, arching my back, eager for more.

Fingers slipped deeper, eased out, a slow sensual rhythm, fucking me, stretching me, filling me. My caged girl-cock was throbbing, aching, dribbling precum, trying to harden but unable, locked away, useless. I ground my hips, wiggling my butt, chasing the pleasure of Naomi’s fingers fucking my tight virgin hole.

“You like that, don’t you slut?” Naomi asked.

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

“Good, but we’re not here for your pleasure. We’re here to train you.”

Her fingers eased out, slipped from my puckered entrance, leaving me empty, slippery, gaping. I pined, desperate for more.

“Now, try to relax, or this will hurt.” Naomi said.

Something hard and cold and thick ran down my crack, slippery, it slipped over my stretched, gaping hole several times, each time my hips reacting on their own to chase it, a desperate need to be filled, fucked. I heard Lily giggle.

“Patience you dirty slut. Who knew you were such a nasty little butt-slut…” Lily said.

I bit my bottom lip, flush, humiliated, excited, desperate to feel more. The cold hard tip of something thick slipped up and pressed into my hole, pressing, slipping deeper, stretching me, and I took a deep breath, relaxing, pressing back.

“I think she wants it.” Naomi said, giggling. “So give it to her. Give it all to her.”

“If it’ll even fit inside that tight little hole.” Lily said.

The words sent a thrill up my spine. I pressed back hard, wanting it all, wanting to impress. My entrance stretched, wide, wider, the thick, hard, cold slippery object forcing me open. The pleasure melded with pain, a dull ache that felt almost addictive, the need for more.

The slippery hardness pressed in, firm, gentle, undeniable pressure, and I pressed back, offering myself, wiggling my hips, wanting all of it. Lily pressed harder, forcing me open, and the pressure grew, my caged cock throbbing, and it became almost too much.

There was a moment of panic. What if it wouldn’t fit? The thought of being left unfilled, empty, making me moan.

I pressed back, wiggling, and my hole stretched, wider, a blossoming of pain and pleasure that made me giddy and dumb. I wiggled my hips and then, suddenly, wonderfully, my hole stretched, and the thickness popped past my outer ring and slipped deep.

My hole swallowed it, the object slipping inside, filling me, impossibly thick, my entrance closing around a thinner neck, a thin bar nestling into my crack, and I knew immediately what it was. The thought made me moan, wiggling my hips, a bright tide of sensations as the thick, hard plug shifted around inside my ass, teasing my inner walls, the bar tickling my entrance.

“I think she likes being full.” Lily said.

There was giggling, but I barely heard it. My heart was racing, breathing hard, head spinning. It felt good.

I had been plugged by my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, caged and collared, locked. I was being trained, made into a pretty, sexy, slutty girl, and I was happier than I could remember being.

The plug filled me, filling my ass, teasing my entrance, slippery and thick, even the slightest movements causing it to shift, shudders of pleasure spreading out, a hot core of delight growing in my belly, a knot of desire, my caged cock a burning coal of lust and need and submission. I would be on edge constantly, aching, unable to think, unable to focus, every movement keeping me constant burning with desire and need, a sexy, aching, willing, submissive butt-slut.

“I think she does too. Looking at her I’d say she really likes being full, having her ass stuffed with that sexy plug, being trained to be a good fuck toy.” Naomi said. “Don’t you Starr?”

I nodded moaning, unable to stop wiggling my hips. The sensations of the thick, slippery plug stretching my ass, shifting around inside me, were addictive, joyous, making my head spin.

“Then I think maybe you should say thank you.” Naomi said.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I whispered without hesitation.

There was giggling, amused, almost mocking.

“I didn’t mean with words Starr.” Naomi said. “Now, get on your knees in front of me.”

A shiver ran up my spine, her words commanding, authoritative, laced with wanton desire.

“Get on your knees in front of me and worship me.” Naomi said.

I knew I could not disobey, and… I did not want to.
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Naomi and Lily stood side by side in front of me, tall, looming over me as I knelt on the floor in front of them, their pretty maid, caged, collared, locked, plugged. They smiled as they looked down at me, a pinkness to their cheeks, and I knew that I had pleased them by being a good girl.

“Now… are you going to say thank you properly Starr? Are you going to thank us both for helping you?”

I nodded, smiling, my heart fluttering, not sure what they wanted from me but eager to obey. Their smiles spread, Naomi looked to Lily, dipping her head.

“You go first.” She said. “Teach the little slut to do a good job so she can really please me.”

Lily giggled, winked at Naomi.

“You don’t need to tell me twice.” Lily said.

Lily turned to look down at me, grinning, and she shifted her hips, raised her hands to trace her fingers up her thighs, over her stockings, over the smooth flesh above them, slipping her hands under her skirt. She smiled at me and my heart skipped as she lifted her skirt slightly, flashing me her thighs, her hips, her panties, tiny and black.

“Watch closely now.” Lily said.

I could only stare as her finger slipped under the waistband of her panties and tugged, slipping them down, her hips and ass wiggling as she slipped out of her skimpy underwear, tugging them down over her thighs. I squirmed as she spread her legs, letting her panties drop to the floor, stepping out of them, lifting the front of her tiny black skirt with one hand, exposing her bare, smooth pussy, the soft lips engorged, slightly parted, a glistening sheen of wetness telling me how aroused she was.

My caged girl-cock throbbed hard in its cage, a bright knot of delightful frustration, my hole clenching on my thick plug, causing it to shift inside of my slick hole, pressing in as though fucking me on its own. I bit my bottom lip, blushing, squirming, wiggling my hips.

Lily grinned at me, stepped close, standing with her feet far apart, her heels still on, her stocking-clad legs smooth, soft, toned, the window of flesh at the top running up to her hips, ass, her naked, bare, glistening pussy. I felt meek and small and submissive knelt before her.

“Now, be a good toy and come closer Starr. It’s time you put that slut mouth and that naughty tongue to work and said thank you like the slut you were born to be.”

I could only nod.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

I shifted, crawling forward, my face inching closer to Lily’s wet, smooth cunt. It was the first time I had seen a girl naked, and I was caged, collared, plugged, locked, a slutty maid, a pretty girl. My bratty little step-sister’s words rang in my ears. ‘You go first. Teach the little slut to do a good job so she can really please me.’ I was going to serve Lily first, pleasure her with my tongue, her slutty maid, and then, afterwards… I was going to please Naomi.

Head spinning, hole clenched tight around my plug, caged cock throbbing, locked away, useless, I moved forward, closer. I breathed deep, the scent of feminine musk, arousal, a deep, raw, heady scent that sent shivers down my spine. I opened my mouth and extended my tongue.

“Good girl.” Lily said.
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A hand gripped my hair, hard, tight, and pulled me suddenly close, pressing my mouth and tongue against the smooth flesh of Lily’s pussy, nose pressed to her crotch. I licked, doing my clumsy best to serve, and Lily ground her hips down onto my face, grinding the swollen lips of her pussy over my mouth, forcing my tongue into the wet, soft folds of her pussy.

“That’s it.” Lily said, her voice coarse, almost guttural. “Fuck my cunt with your tongue like the pretty little fuck-doll you are.”

I could only obey as she gripped my hair, pressing my face tight against her pussy, the wetness leaking out over my tongue, lips, chin, the scent of her arousal intoxicating, my nose pressed against her smooth flesh so that I almost struggled to breathe. She ground her hips, pressing her pussy hard onto my face, and I worked my tongue into her wet hole, fucking her like she demanded.

“This is the closest you’re ever getting to fucking me Starr.” Lily said. “The closest you’re ever going to get to fucking a girl. Your mouth and your tongue. So enjoy it, and learn to be good at it. This is your place now, on your knees, serving your betters.”

There was power and cruelty in her words that sent a thrill through me. I could not resist. They owned me, controlled me, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. I was their toy and… it felt good, the smell and taste of her pussy, suffocating me, my mouth and tongue pleasuring the hot, sexy blonde, knowing I was thanking her for making me pretty, that I would have to thank my step-sister in the same way.

I worked hard, studying how Lily pressed my face, working my tongue, reading the motions of her body, finding the places that pleased her, working my tongue in a rhythm that made her pussy throb, wet and hungry. Her words hung in my head. This was my place now.

I worked my tongue into her hole, tasting her, her hips grinding her cunt hard against my tongue, lips, chin, fucking me, gripping my hair and pressing my face hard into her pussy. I was her toy, and she was taking what she wanted from me, training me, teaching me to be a good girl, a fuck-doll, a slut, and I felt almost free.

My tongue lapped up, out of her hole, teasing up to her clit, flicking over it as she ground hard into my face with enough force that it was almost painful. I served her, thanking her for owning me, controlling me, making me pretty, eager to learn how to please her.

“Yes…. Fuck yes… good slut… make me cum like the pretty little fuck maid you are.” Lily whispered.

The tone of her voice and the wetness of her pussy told me I was doing something right and so I continued, working hard, desperate to please her, eager to make her cum, to thank her for making me her slut, her toy, her pretty, sexy maid.

My tongue lapped over the smooth, slippery, warm confines of her pussy, fucking into her tight hole, licking over her clit, circling, and Lily bucked her hips hard on my face, gripping my hair so tight it hurt, her musky juices wetting my tongue and lips and chin. My head was spinning, thoughts and emotions a mess. My useless girl-cock, locked away, owned and worthless, throbbed, hard, aching with a dull warmth that spread out through me, making me feel small and weak and submissive, nothing but a pretty toy. I squirmed, wiggling my hips and ass, relishing the feeling of my ass being full, stretched, the plug inside me shifting to tease me, make me whimper, the noise of my submissive moans muffled by Lily’s pussy.

“Don’t stop… fuck… that’s it…” Lily sounded close.

The knowledge that I was going to make her cum, make my Mistress cum, sent a thrill through me. She was so hot, so sexy, and here I was kneeling in front of her, pretty, slutty, licking, tasting the sweet nectar of her cunt.

I worked harder, Lily bucking her hips, grinding them hard against my face, using my mouth and tongue for her pleasure. I was her toy, her slutty maid, and I was powerless to resist.

“Make her cum Starr, and then… you can make me cum.” Naomi’s voice was suddenly close, her lips inches from my ear.

I felt a hand on my ass, squeezing, fingers roaming along my crack, pressing on the head of my plug, pressing it deeper. I whimpered, drunk on the submission and pleasure, and then, wonderfully, I felt Lilly buck, hard, her pussy walls clamping down on my tongue as she came, cumming hard, cumming from my lips and tongue.

She ground her pussy onto my face, fucking my tongue, moaning, her juices flooding my mouth, her scent strong enough to make me dizzy, my caged girl-dick throbbing, aching, a dull pain that made me gasp. I worked my tongue eagerly, desperate to gift her as much pleasure as I could, but her grip in my hair tightened and she pulled my face away, my lips and chin wet and glistening, both of us breathing hard.

“Sensitive…” She said, grinning, giggling.

“Sorry Mistress.” I whispered, meek and submissive.

She smiled at me, panting, her breasts rising and falling, looking down at me. My gaze fell back to her wet pussy, smooth and slick from a mixture of her juices and my spit.

“How was she?” Naomi asked.

Lily took a deep breath, composing herself, cheeks pink.

“Good for a beginner, but you’re better.”

The words, their implication, made my head spin. ‘You’re better’… Lily and Naomi were… what? And what did that make me?

“That just means she needs more training. Lots more training.” Naomi said. “Which brings us to me…”

Naomi moved to stand in front of me and Lily released her grip on my hair, stepping back. I shifted, still on my knees, and turned to face my bratty little step-sister.

She loomed over me, beautiful and terrible, a powerful, intelligent, sexy young woman who owned me, my keyholder, and I was collared, caged, and plugged for her, and it was my place to thank her for it.

She smiled at me, a soft giggle.

“You make a much better girl Starr. I think we might need to make sure you stay like this, but for now… I want to feel those pretty slut lips on my cunt. You can finally put that insolent tongue of yours to good use, now you know your place… on your knees, beneath me.”

I blushed, head spinning. I was so small and powerless in front of her.

I watched as Naomi slipped out of her jeans, peeling them off her long, flawless, smooth legs. She was perfect and she smiled at me, watching me, as she reached up and began to tug down her panties.

“You’ve always wanted to see this haven’t you, you filthy slut? Well… now you’re my pretty sister I suppose it’s okay.”

Naomi slipped her panties down, let them fall, and stepped out of them. My eyes were glued to her pussy, a patch of short black hair, the swollen lips, the glistening wetness, the barely visible inner lips glimpsed like the petals of a hidden flower. She was beautiful, and I envied her, desired her, ached to serve her.

Naomi stepped closer and my mouth watered. I was going to taste her pussy, lick her, make her cum. My caged girl-cock throbbed, a dull ache that felt almost right now, pleasant, reminding me that I was owned, that I was their toy, their slutty good girl.

I took a deep breath and Naomi’s musk was rich, stronger than Lily’s, enhanced by her thatch of dark black pubic hair, her natural fragrance intoxicating, making my body shudder with need and desire. I wanted to bathe in her scent, have her mark me as hers.

“Come on then Starr… come thank your little sister for making you into a pretty slut.” Naomi said.

I smiled, nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I said.
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My tongue pressed into the wet, hot, tight confines of Naomi’s pussy and my nose pressed tight against her groin, her hairs almost tickling, the scent and taste of her strong and overwhelming, different to Lily’s, richer, almost sweeter, a dense feminine musk that made every part my body ache with the need to serve her. Her grip in my hair tightened and her moan was a gasp of delight that filled me with joy.

“Such a good girl Starr… I think you and I are going to get along so much better now. With you all caged and collared for me, locked away, completely under my control, you’re going to make such a cute little slut for me to play with.”

I did not reply. I worked my tongue over her puffy lips and into the slippery hidden folds, long, slow, sensual caresses, eager to explore every inch of Naomi’s cunt, eager to please her, thank her, make her cum, wanting her juices in my mouth, on my lips and tongue, over my face, melding with Lily’s, their toy.

Naomi ground her pussy down on my mouth, wiggling her hips, her movements different to Lily’s, less frantic, softer, more sensual, a subtle confidence, each movement encouraging my tongue to pleasure her in different ways, her body teaching me how to please her.

I worked hard, listening to her moans, her body’s movements, eager to gift her the pleasure she demanded. I was her toy, her slut, and I was powerless to resist her.

“Fuck me with your tongue Starr… I know you’ve always wanted to fuck me, you filthy little pervert, well here’s your chance, and this is the only way you’ll ever get to touch my perfect cunt so learn to enjoy it.”

Her words lit a fire in me. I pressed my tongue at the entrance of her tight, wet, dripping hole, and pressed it in. Naomi bucked her hips, grinding down, and her taste was sweet and heady and I became drunk on it, my whimpers muffled by her pussy pressing down on my face.

Naomi gasped, moaning, clearly enjoying herself. I worked my tongue deeper, fucking it in and out, my face soaked with her juices.

“This is the only way you’ll ever be allowed near a woman’s pussy Starr… with that tiny little worthless dick of yours caged you’ll never be able to fuck a woman… so… so you better learn to use your tongue, and you better learn to enjoy it.” Naomi moaned.

My head was spinning, my caged dick throbbing, collar tight, plug shifting inside my slippery ass with every wiggle and movement, teasing me. Everything she said made me ache, whimper, and I could only submit, eager to please her, powerless to resist her.

My tongue worked deep, fucking into Naomi, slipping out, running along her inner folds, and as it grazed over her clit she moaned, loudly, gripping my hair tight.

I worked my tongue in slow circles, teasing her, gentle, becoming firmer. Naomi wiggled her hips, encouraging me, and my whole body felt hot and fluttery, an aching need, a desperate desire, the cage frustrating me, the plug teasing me.

“Yes… that’s it… good girl… make your sister cum with your tongue.” Naomi said.

My tongue lapped, face wet, the taste and scent of Naomi intoxicating me. I moaned, pressing my face into the folds of her cunt, and she pulled my hair hard, pressing her pussy into my mouth.

“Fuck… yes… yes… don’t stop…”

I felt her pussy clench, a sudden flood of wetness, soaking me, her rich musk blending with the lingering traces of Lily, marking me as their slut. My tongue worked over Naomi’s clit and her hips bucked, fucking my mouth as she came, hard, cumming from my tongue and lips, and my heart skipped knowing I had pleased her, served her, thanked her like a good girl.

“Yes… such a naughty sister, tongue my cunt like an obedient little slut…” Naomi said.

I obeyed, milking the last traces of pleasure from her orgasm with my tongue, lapping over her clit, teasing the entrance to her slick, tight hole, her hips fucking my face, using me as her toy. I tasted her, the rich sweetness of her climax, and felt almost giddy.

“Fuck…”

Naomi’s exclamation was a breathy gasp and she pulled my hair, pulling my face out of her slick pussy, yanking it back so I was looking straight up at her, holding it tight so I was unable to look away. She smiled down at me, my face a mess, wet, breathing hard, caged girl-cock throbbing.

“That was good…” She said. “… but I think you can do better. Maybe later Lily and I can show you how to do it, a proper lesson for my slutty sister. Would you like that?”

I nodded, small movements, my hair still gripped tight.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

The two girls giggled, smiling at me, both still flush and giddy from their orgasms. I felt squirmy and on edge, denied any release, turned on and distracted, but pleased to have satisfied and served them both.

“First though… I think an extra… reward is in order, since you did so well serving us for the first time with your tongue.” Naomi said.

I giggled, blushing, a warm glow at her praise. I smiled and looked up at my Mistresses, their messy, slutty, pretty maid, their doll.

“First though you need to go get cleaned up, get changed into something more appropriate for leaving the house. Jeans and a t-shirt will do, for now, but perhaps we can buy you something prettier while we’re out.” Naomi said. “You should keep the panties and the stockings on though, and keep the plug in.”

“Yes, Mistress I said.”

My mind was racing. Where were they going to take me, what were they going to make me do, what were they going to do to me? What did they mean when they said they might buy me something pretty? The thought of leaving the house in panties, stockings, plugged and caged, collared, made my head spin. What if someone realised?

“Oh, and Starr…” Naomi spoke slowly, softly, grinning. “… Don’t wash your face. I want you to reek of us while we’re out, so that everyone knows what a good little slut you are for us.”

My cheeks blazed, a sudden flush of shame, humiliation, excitement. They were going to make me go out reeking of sex, the scent of their pussies smeared over my face. My caged girl-cock throbbed, hole clenching around the thick plug. I nodded, biting my bottom lip, the taste and perfume of them still strong.

“Yes, Mistresses.” I whispered. “Of course.”

I could not believe what they were making me do yet… I wanted more.
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I wore plain jeans and an old hoody sweatshirt with the hood pulled up to cover my head, hiding the collar locked around my neck as best as I could. Under my clothes I still wore the panties and stockings Naomi had given me, and I remained caged and plugged as I had been instructed, so that I spent the entire car ride squirming, fidgeting.

“Something wrong Starr?” Lily asked as she drove, looking back at me in the rear-view mirror.

I sat in the back of the car while Naomi and Lily sat in the front, and I could still smell their sex, still taste it on my lips. People would be able to smell it on me, would know what I had done, and the thought made me ache, a dull knot of need and desire in my belly. They would notice me, know what a dirty slut I was, would see the collar.

“I think she’s all pent up.” Naomi said. “You need to get used to it though. You’re not getting out of that cage any time soon and we’re not done playing with you yet, so you’re going to be all squirmy for a while yet.”

The car pulled off the main road and into the car park of the main shopping centre, the large mall complex where most of the fashion stores and retail outlets were housed. It was a favourite haunt of the popular and beautiful when I’d been in high school, but I’d never spent much time there and yet now… now I was being taken shopping as a reward for being a good slut by my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

My head was spinning. Were they going to call me Starr, good girl, slut, in public, would they make me call them Mistress. The thought terrified me yet thrilled me.

Though I had removed most of my make-up and my wig, the fact that I was unable to clean my face had meant traces of make-up had remained. There was still a hint of colour on my eyelids, dark lines outlining them, with my lashes looking thicker and darker and longer than usual. Even my lips were pinker than they normally were, full and puffy after servicing my step-sister and her best friend. If people saw me would they be able to tell, would they know? What would they think? Just imagining their reactions, what they might do or say, made me squirm.

Imagining it thrilled me even as it made me shiver, but beneath it all was the dread that someone I had known in high school might recognise me, or one of my parents' friends, perhaps even one of Naomi’s friends. Then what would happen? What would they say to my parents if they found out what I had done, what Lily and Naomi had done to me?

I blushed, my heart racing, a fluttering in my belly, fear and excitement a potent cocktail that made my caged girl-cock throb. Each small movement caused my plug to shift inside my ass, my smooth sensitive body tingling.

Lily took her time to find a parking space and every moment was agony, wondering what they had planned for me, scared yet eager to find out. They had called it a reward, for being a good slut, but I could not help but fret. I knew though that I had no choice. I was powerless to resist them. I belonged to them.

The car stopped and Lily put on the breaks, the engine cutting off, a moment of silence. The cage locked on my dick felt small, confining, the plug in my ass thick, teasing me, keeping me constantly on edge, the locked collar around my neck a reminder that I was their toy. I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and the scent of sex, of their arousal and their wet pussies, filled my head, making me giddy.

“Ready?” Naomi said looking back over her shoulder at me.

She was grinning, a glint of mischief in her eyes. My heart skipped.

“Ready.” I said.
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“Here we are!” Lily said. “Your reward.”

I froze, suddenly pale.

Walking through the mall I had been nervous, aware of the people around me, their glances, constantly wondering if they could tell, if they knew, but also safe in the presence of Naomi and Lily, the two hot girls more than enough to draw the majority of attention away from me. It was only when they ordered me around, telling me where to go, how to stand, instructing me to move with more wiggle in my hips, their voices just loud enough to be overheard, that people seemed to really notice me, and their expression became curious, almost amused, grinning at me.

I had survived it though, powered through. But this… this was too much… surely I couldn’t… could I?

“Come on.” Naomi said.

She reached out and grabbed my hand, not even offering me a chance to protest or resist, and she dragged me forward towards the door of the piercing parlour. They were going to pierce me… where, and how many?

“Naomi I… I’m not sure…” My voice was soft, meek, frail.

Lily took my other hand and pulled me forward, and I offered only the feeblest of attempts to resist, aware that I could not refuse them. If I did this though…

Naomi stopped and turned back to face me, her expression suddenly harder, almost stern. She stared at me for a second.

“Do you not want your reward Starr?” Naomi asked.

I bit my bottom lip, a meek nod.

“Well then, you need to do as we say.” Naomi’s voice was firm, stern, commanding.

I took a deep breath but remained frozen, unable to move.

“Remember Starr we own you. Remember those photos you took on your phone… we have copies, and remember all the photos we have of you looking pretty, all dressed up. Imagine what people would say or think if they were to see what a sexy, slutty girl you really were.”

My blush deepened, and I sat squirming as Lily and Naomi both looked back at me, smirking, enjoying watching me suffer, relishing the power they had over me.

“And if you refuse… well… then there’ll be no more fun for you. I have the key remember, and don’t you want to be a pretty, sexy little slut for us?”

Her words were softer, seductive. I bit my bottom lip hard, looking between the two hot, sexy young women.

I knew I should be resisting, refusing, but… it was true. I did want to be a pretty little slut for them, a sexy girl, their doll, their toy. It felt right, submitting to them, serving them, as though I belonged, a sense of liberation that I could no longer deny, and I wanted more of it.

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered. “I… I’ll do whatever you command.”

Naomi and Lily both smiled at me.

“Good girl.” Naomi said. “Now, follow us.”

The two girls stepped off and headed into the shop, not looking back, just expecting me to follow… and I did. I walked behind them, into the piercing parlour, ready to take whatever reward they had in mind for me.
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I sat in the cool, hard chair, laid back, listening to my heart racing as Naomi and Lily talked with Ria, the young lady who owned the shop, the three of them all grinning, whispering. The woman clearly knew Naomi and Lily well, though she was several years older.

She was tall and thin, with a trim figure, lean and pretty with short pink and purple hair. She was wearing ripped black jeans and black combat boots, a thin black t-shirt with a band logo on the front I did not recognise. Her arms were heavily tattooed, with tattoos visible on her chest and neck, the neckline of her t-shirt low cut. Her lips, nose, ears were all pierced and I could not help but wonder where else she was pierced, where else she was tattooed, my imagination running wild, making me squirm.

The whispers cut out. Ria approached me, smiling.

“So, I’ve had a chat and I can definitely do what I’ve been asked to, but… I just need a few things from you, okay beautiful?” She said.

Her tone was warm, comforting, and the word beautiful made me feel warm and happy, yet there was something about her that made me feel almost timid. She stood taller than me in her combat boots by several inches, and loomed over me as I lay in the chair, and there was an air about her, an aura of calm confidence, that made me want to please her.

“First, you just need to sign a few forms, consent and legality, all of that stuff, so that I know you’re agreeing to do all of this.”

I glanced back over Ria’s shoulder, saw Naomi and Lily watching me, Naomi giving me a small nod, encouraging me.

“Of course.” I whispered.

“And second, you need to relax. You look far too tense. Will these be your first piercings?” Ria asked.

Piercings… plural? I nodded, nibbling on my bottom lip. She smiled at me as she moved about, grabbing forms for me to sign and assembling her various tools, needles, items of sterile jewellery, gloves. A cold shiver went down my spine, a thrill of anticipation, excitement, fear.

“I thought so. Too nervous to be a veteran, but don’t worry. I mean, yeah it’ll hurt, but it’s over quickly, and there’s a real thrill to getting it done… who doesn’t like a little pain, am I right?”

Ria winked at me and I blushed, making her laugh as I confirmed her suspicions.

“And afterwards you’ll look gorgeous, just wait and see. I bet you’ll be back within the month for more. Trust me when I say the needle can get addictive.”

Her smirk, her many piercings and tattoos, told me she wasn’t lying or exaggerating. I took a deep breath and tried to be calm. It was only a few piercings. If I hated them I could remove them when… or if… this was all over.

“Now, sign here.” Ria said, handing me a clipboard with forms on and a pen.

I signed where she pointed.

“And here… and here.”

I did as I was told, aware that I was accepting my fate. But… what choice did I have. It wasn’t like I wanted to be pierced, make cute and sexy and… slutty… was it?

“Perfect. Now you lie down and just relax. It’ll be over before you know it and then… well you’ll look amazing.”

I handed the forms back and lay down, taking a deep breath. The scent of Lily and Naomi was still smeared across my face. Could Ria tell? Had my bratty little step-sister and her best friend told her what they were doing to me.

She had called be beautiful… why? Was it to humiliate me, or did she mean it?

My caged dick throbbed as I wondered about the piercings I was about to get, and I closed my eyes, lying still, waiting for it to happen. What would I look like when this was done? Would I be sexier? Prettier? What would Lily and Naomi do to me next?
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Ria gripped my left ear first, holding the lobe in a metal grip, and I felt a gentle pressure. I took a deep breath and there was a sharp, sudden, quick pain, over almost as soon as it had begun, a hot warmth spreading out, a rush of endorphins and adrenaline.

I giggled as she fastened a small silver hoop in place, her touch almost tickling, and she moved around to my right side.

She gripped my right ear in the same way, and there was the same pressure, the same quick sharp pain that was over quickly, and now I knew what to expect it wasn’t nearly as bad—the whole thing was almost pleasant, the tingling thrill of what I was doing, what was being done to me, the thought of wearing the cute little silver hoops while my ears healed.

Finally, Ria moved to stand in front of me to the side, looking down at me. Without speaking she reached out and took hold of my bottom lip, gripping it firmly.

“Last one now… though I’m sure there’ll be more for you in your future.” Ria said.

I could only whimper, eyes closed, mind racing. My ears had been pierced and now this… I was going to have my lip pierced?

My ears I could hide under a hat or my scruffy hair, but my lip… people would see. What would they think?

There was pressure. I imaged being pretty, cute, dark make-up, piercings, maybe even a tattoo, looking sexy, slutty, edgy, submitting, and it made my caged girl-cock throb and my head spin.

There was a sharp pain, more intense than the ones through my ear-lobes, hot and throbbing, radiating out, but… bearable, almost pleasant, tingling, my mouth suddenly more sensitive, my lip throbbing in time with my caged dick. I felt fingers, my lip tender, the touch gentle and nimble, a shiver of pleasure radiating out as Ria fastened a small silver ring through my lip that I knew I would be unable to hide.

“There… all done.” Ria.

“Oh. My. God.” Lily said.

“She looks adorable!” Naomi said. “My cute sister is becoming a proper sexy woman!”

There was giggling and I blushed. Ria could hear but… there was no reaction.

I opened my eyes and she was looking down at me, checking her work, completely nonplussed by what Lily and Naomi had said, completely accepting it, accepting me. I felt a swell of joy.

“Now, do you want to see?” She asked.

I nodded, silent, too shy to speak. Ria turned and picked up a mirror from the table to the side, handed it to me. I held it up in front of my face and froze, eyes wide.

With the traces of make-up still on my face had remained cute, almost pretty, and my dishevelled hair was swept back, tucked behind my ears in a girly style. I turned my head from side to side and stared at my new earrings, a cute little silver hoop in each ear, and I blushed, grinning.

My eyes drifted to my face, my lips, and the last, singular piercing there. My bottom lip was pierced on the left side, a single silver ring circling it, passing through my flesh just below the line of my lip. My lips were still blushed with pink lipstick, full, plump, glossy, and I looked… cute, sexy, feminine, the piercing only adding to the overall impression of naughty slutty sexiness.

I giggled, biting my bottom lip gently. I turned my face, staring at the almost stranger in the mirror. She was… cute.

“I think she likes it.” Lily said.

There was a moment of quiet.

“Well, do you?” Naomi asked.

I looked up from the mirror, tearing my gaze reluctantly away from my pretty reflection. I nodded, smiling.

“I do.” I whispered. “Thank you.”

“Well… I’ll look forward to seeing you back here again soon…” Ria said.

I had a sneaking suspicion she just might.
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“Now, time to get you something nice to wear. You need more pretty clothes if you’re going to enjoy the summer hanging out with us. You can’t just go around in those yucky old clothes of yours.” Naomi said.

We were walking the mall together, wandering along the walkways between the shops, and I felt giddy, light-headed, fuzzy. My ears and my lips were throbbing slightly, but they were not painful, and they felt almost… pleasant, the constant reminder of what had been done to me.

“I think I have just the place in mind. I was in there a few days ago and they had the cutest little summer dresses and some totally hot booty shorts that would really suit her.” Lily said.

Summer dresses? Booty shorts? Were they going to make me wear outfits like that out of the house?

The thought of being made to wear cute, pretty, girly outfits every day sent a cold chill of dread coursing through me, people laughing at me, cruel names, mocking me, yet… there was a part of me that felt as though it were blossoming, growing stronger and brighter for the sun and water and light it was being given. I looked between Naomi and Lily for signs that they were joking but they didn’t even look at me, and they seemed completely serious.

“I think that sounds like a good start.” Naomi said.

Naomi turned to look back over her shoulder at me.

“You have your purse right?” She asked.

I nodded, meekly. She smiled.

“Wonderful.” She said. “Then it's time we did a little shopping. Mostly for you of course. Get you a new wardrobe so you can look cute and pretty all the time, but… a little for us to… you don’t mind do you?”

I blushed, knew I could not refuse. I shook my head.

“Of course not Mistress.” I whispered, voice quiet so as not to be overheard.

The two girls smiled at me, pleased with me, and I felt a small knot of joy in my belly, nervous and excited to see what outfits they picked out for me.

We visited shop after shop, moving quickly, efficiently, the two girls masters of finding just what they wanted and in just the size they needed. They scanned through items looking for just the right item, sometimes stopping to pull a top or a skirt or a dress from the rack, holding it up against me, putting it back if it wasn’t quite right, making me carry it if it was.

They chose skinny jeans that would hug and shape my legs and ass, skirts, short, barely long enough to cover my butt, and dresses, figure-hugging and low cut, short, flimsy summer dresses that looked adorably cute. They picked out tops, cute little t-shirts that would hug my trim figure, and girly sweaters and jumpers.

They picked out styles and colours that were exciting and eye-catching, things that I would have imagined a cute, sexy girl wearing… not me. As a boy I wore clothes that allowed me to hide, baggy and plain, never really enjoying shopping, knowing no matter what I bought or wore I’d always be plain and unexceptional, but now…

The clothes sent a tingle running along my spine, a quiet thrill at the thought of owning them, wearing them. How would I look in a cute, fashionable skirt and top, or with ripped jeans and a sexy cut-off sweater, what would I look like in a pretty summer dress, a short sexy party dress, or an elegant cocktail dress, how would it feel to be sexy and punk in tight trousers and a tiny top showing off my arms and shoulders and neck and belly. There was so much to choose from, all of it dazzling, almost overwhelming, and all of it excited me.

“What do you think of this?” Lily asked.

She pulled a short black dress off the rack, sleeveless and low cut, with a skirt that flowed out in soft pleats, tiny and so short it would leave my legs on show and any quick movement would cause the skirt to flare out, flashing my panties and ass—wearing that I’d need to be very careful and there’d be no way I could bend over without flashing someone.

“Oh, that’d be perfect for tonight.” Naomi said. “Definitely get that.”

Tonight? What was happening tonight? I opened my mouth to ask but one look from my bratty little step-sister told me that she expected me to stay silent. I was there as a doll for the two girls to dress up, a mule to carry the things they were making me buy. My questions, my opinions, did not matter.

The collar around my neck and the cage locked on my girl-cock reminded me of my place and I nodded, blushing. I took the dress Lily had picked and followed behind the two girls as they chatted and had fun, picking more outfits for me, each step sending a pulse of hot distracting pleasure through me as the thick plug shifted inside my ass. I blushed, squirming, and bit my bottom lip hard to keep from whimpering.

My new piercings throbbed with a dull, pleasant ache, reminding me what had been done to me, what was being done to me. Even with my hood up I knew people would be able to see my pierced lip if they looked at me, my smeared make-up, even a hint of my collar yet… no one had really paid me much attention.

As I followed behind Naomi and Lily other girls and women had glanced at me, even smiled at me, but none had stared. Even the few men in the store, boyfriends and husbands to the women who were shopping, looking bored or tired or irritated, had not really reacted. A couple had seen me, one even smiling at me as I had blushed at his glance, a nervous smile, looking away quickly, but overall the reaction had been surprisingly… unexceptional.

Naomi and Lily moved through the store, picking out more and more items, holding them up against me, talking about me almost as though I wasn’t there, handing me the ones they picked without ever once asking me my opinion, and I followed them, meek, obedient, timid, submissive. It was only as I passed a full-length dressing mirror and I caught my reflection that it clicked.

I stalled, stopped, turned to stare at myself as Lily and Naomi looked through the many clothes on the racks nearby. My heart fluttered and I smiled, blushing.

I was in baggy old jeans and a loose sweater with the hood up, old sneakers, carrying a pile of cute girly clothes, but… with the traces of makeup, the earrings and lip piercing, the slightly girly dishevelled hairstyle, even the collar slightly showing, the black leather looking almost like a cute choker beneath the neck of my hoody, I looked… like a girl.

Not a hot, confident, sexy girl, like Lily or Naomi, more like a shy, awkward, nervous girl, but still… I looked cute, perhaps even pretty. With my lean frame, short, even in the baggy clothes I looked feminine. How had I never seen it before… how had I never realised it before.

Staring at my reflection I felt almost happy, comfortable, and I couldn’t help but smile, nervous but calm. Behind me Naomi and Lily, both confident, sexy, beautiful, continued to pick out clothes for me. I realised why no one had even really paid any attention to me.

I looked like… I looked like a nervous, shy, awkward little sister, despite being older than both of them. To everyone else they’d look like two friends taking one of their younger siblings out to pick clothes for them, helping them learn how to be pretty, helping give a shy young woman some confidence… which, in a way, is what they were doing. The realisation made me giggle, blushing.

But then… what about that man who had smiled at me? My mind drifted back and I felt a nervous fluttering in my chest as I recalled his expression… had he been… flirting with me? Had he thought me pretty? Just the thought made my caged girl-dick twitch, my hole clenching around the plug inside my ass.

“What are you looking so pleased about?” Naomi said—her voice was teasing and playful.

My blush deepened as I realised the two girls had both noticed me staring at myself, daydreaming. I turned away and looked back to them, still gripping a pile of clothes.

“I… it was nothing…” I said, voice quiet, shaking.

Lily laughed.

“I think she was just admiring her new decorations. I think she likes them, likes how cute she’s becoming. I think she’s just starting to admit the truth.” Lily said.

Lily and Naomi moved closer.

“Is that right Starr? Do you like your reward?” Naomi asked.

I took a deep breath, suddenly shy and self-conscious. I had liked seeing my reflection, the way the piercings made my face cuter, softer, more feminine, drawing attention to my full lips, and I liked being pretty, girly. I nodded, smiling.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

Naomi and Lily both smiled.

“I’m very glad.” Naomi said. “I always had my suspicions about you, and I have to say, so far you’ve far exceeded them.”

I smiled, a swell of joy at her praise.

“Thank you Mistress.” I whispered.

Naomi giggled.

“We’re not done yet though… there’s still a lot more to come…”

I paled at the tone of her words. What more were they going to do to me? What more were they going to make me do?

“Now, I think we’ve got enough clothes to start you out. But you need accessories too, and shoes, and let's not forget underwear.” Naomi said. “Oh, and of course your own make-up and all the beauty products you’ll need to keep looking your best.”

My head was spinning. Accessories? So… handbags, jewellery, things to make me look cute. Shoes and underwear? Heels, lingerie, boots, panties, stockings, cute little sneakers. Make-up and beauty products? The thought of owning my own lipsticks, mascara, eye-liner, eye-shadow, feminine soaps and moisturisers, perfumes, hair products, nail polish, brushes and creams and lotions all designed to help me be soft and pretty and beautiful, made me squirm and smile.

I was nervous, but… after seeing my reflection, seeing a man smile at me, realising I wasn’t Steven any more, I knew I couldn’t resist. I was Starr now… a cute, awkward, shy, timid girl, but with Naomi’s and Lily’s help perhaps I could be confident, sexy, beautiful?
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There were too many bags for me to carry back to the car on my own, so Lily and Naomi carried some, though I was still burdened with most, struggling under the weight and bulk of them—their pack mule, carrying the things they had picked for me and made me buy, as well as the few items they had picked for themselves and also made me buy, as gifts for them. By the time we reached the car I was exhausted, and frazzled, my head fuzzy, so many new emotions and sensations, and I was ready to collapse into the back seat.

We loaded the car up, me working under the supervision of the two girls, and then climbed in to head home, only stopping on the way to grab some food and something to drink, all of us hungry and thirsty after the many gruelling hours of shopping. I had never experienced anything like it before.

Normally shopping for clothes for me was a solitary in and out affair run with almost military precision and efficiency, but this… this had been an entirely new experience. We had just wandered, exploring, going from shop to shop without any plan, looking over the clothes on offer, the shoes, jewellery, accessories, the underwear, the lingerie, taking our time to just meander among the shelves and wracks, considering the new styles and looks, how each one would suit me, flatter my figure, outfits for every occasion.

It was so different to how I had shopped before, and I could not deny how much fun it was. Before all this, the thought of being out with my bratty little step-sister and her best friend clothes shopping would have appalled me, but now… Lily and Naomi had shown me the joy of shopping, of buying cute, pretty things to wear. They had been nice to me, helping me learn what kind of styles suited me, how to pick the right size, the right colour, the right cut and the right fabric.

We had spent almost the best part of the day shopping and I had enjoyed every moment, and as exhausted as I was I still could not stop grinning. I ate my food, a falafel and salad wrap with fries, and sat buzzing with excitement at the thought of trying on all the new outfits I’d been told to buy, the new panties, stockings, suspenders, bras, heels, the range of jewellery and accessories. I wondered which outfit Naomi and Lily would make me wear first?

Would it be the cute punky plaid mini-skirt with the black t-shirt and the fishnets and heeled boots, or the pretty summer dress with pink flowers, or maybe even just lingerie? What would they make me do while wearing it? What would they do to me?

I blushed just imagining it, squirming, my new piercings throbbing gently, the ache almost pleasant, my girl-cock tingling in its locked cage.

“So… what do you think we should have her wear for tonight?” Lily asked as she drove.

Tonight?

“I was just wondering that. Something sexy certainly, but nothing too provocative, not for her first time out.” Naomi said.

Out? My head was spinning.

“What…”

Even as the first word left my lips Naomi held up a hand to silence me. She did not even look back to face me, ignoring me. I was an object, a toy, their doll, and I would do whatever they told me to. A tingle of fear and excitement ran up my spine as I wondered what they had planned for me.

“Mmmm… you’re right. We need it to be revealing, so people notice her, want to flirt with her, but nothing that would look out of place. She needs to match with us too.”

“Exactly!” Naomi said.

Lily smiled.

“Something skimpy, in black, or maybe pink.”

“Yes… lots of flesh on show, but not too much.” Naomi said.

“And just a little bit of underwear on show, every time she dances or bends over.”

“And heels obviously.”

The two girls laughed, giggling, clearly enjoying themselves. I shifted, terrified about what they had in mind for me but also… eager to find out.

“I think I have just the perfect outfit in mind.” Naomi said.

“I’m pretty sure I know what you’re thinking, and you’re right… people won’t be able to resist her.”

The tone of Lily’s voice, her words, made my head spin. I giggled, blushing.

“Of course, we’ll need to sort make-up and hair too. Something dark and mysterious, sexy, just a little slutty.” Naomi said.

Lily nodded.

“And let's not forget the most important lesson.” Lily said, glancing at me in the back mirror, grinning. “How to dance…”
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I put most of the bags into my room, since they were, after all, my clothes, my skirts and dresses and panties, my stockings and heels, but a few, the items I had bought for Naomi and Lily, to say thank you, I put in Lily’s room. I was exhausted, and wanted to lie down to compose myself, process recent events, but I knew my bratty little step-sister and her best friend had other plans for me.

“Come on and hurry up. We don’t have all day you know.” Naomi said.

I blushed, tired but with a fluttery nervous excitement fizzing in my belly. I left the bags by my bed and hurried through to Naomi’s room. As I got closer I heard music begin to play, a heavy fast rhythm, loud and brash and aggressive.

As I entered the room I froze. Naomi and Lily had slipped off their shoes and they were dancing to the beat but… it was not the kind of dancing I’d seen at any of the few parties I’d been to.

The two girls were close together, their bodies pressing against each other, their legs entwined so that each had their crotch pressed against the thigh of the other. The arms were wrapped around each other, Naomi with one hand on Lily’s ass, beneath her skirt, the other on the pretty blonde’s hip, while Lily hand both hands on the small of Naomi’s back, pulling her close, stroking her.

They were staring at each other, faces close, staring intensely into each other’s eyes, and the room seemed almost to sparkle with sexual tension. They moved in time with the music, grinding against each other, and even though they were fully clothed it felt as though I were intruding. Naomi and Lily pressed into each other, hands roaming, and they kept their faces close, lips barely a hair’s breadth apart yet never quite meeting.

Watching them sent a tingle down my spine, body warm, and I could not take my eyes off them. Hands caressed over hips, backs, butts, thighs, arms, even brushing against the edge of breasts, reaching up to stroke the back of necks, Lily’s fingers tangling in Naomi’s hair.

The two girls were breathing hard, both blushing, cheeks pink. Watching them felt close to voyeurism, and my caged girl-cock tingled, aching, locked away and useless.

As the music came to a crescendo their dance became more intense, ending as suddenly as the song ended. They broke apart, both grinning, blushing, breathing hard, and they turned to me, smiling.

“And that Starr… is how you’re supposed to dance.” Naomi said.

“Think you can do it?” Lily said, giggling.

I shook my head. There was no way I could look as good as the two of them. Their movements, their bodies, the way they moved together… I was too clumsy and self-conscious,

“Well then we’ll just need to teach you.” Naomi said. “After all, I’m not having my sister turning up at her first party not knowing how to dance, how to get boys to notice her. I’m not having you embarrass me, us. So… you need to learn. Understand?”

I paled. Her words made my head spin. Was she really going to…

“Now… show us what you can do.” Naomi said.

She nodded her head at Lily and Lily hit play on another song. It was softer than the first song, slower.

“Now Starr… dance.” Naomi said.

I took a deep breath. I could not disobey her. Slowly, fearful, timid and shy and anxious, I began to dance.
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It took several hours of practice and teaching until they were both satisfied that I wouldn’t embarrass them. They made me dance to fast songs, slow songs, sensual, intense, angry, calm, soothing, jazzy songs, and by the end I was sweaty and aching and ready to collapse.

At first I had been uncertain, moving only a little, self-conscious and awkward, but they had soon shown me how to move, giving me tips on how to stand, how to look, how to think and feel as I listened to the music and danced. After only a little time I began to relax, feeling more confident, more sensual, moving to the beat of each song.

Lily and Naomi commented, praising me when I did well, reprimanding me when I did poorly, and I soon leant what they expected, what they liked, what they enjoyed, and so more praise came, and with the praise came more confidence. Becoming bold, my movements became more energetic, more sensual, more sexual, and I began to enjoy it, the freedom of expression, the feeling of being sexy, cute, pretty, being seen, and my body almost began to move on its own.

As I got the hang of dancing alone, swaying my hips and ass, moving my legs and arms sensually, caressing myself to tease and entice those watching me, they moved me on to more difficult lessons.

I danced with Lily first, her body close to mine, pressed against me as she had pressed her body against Naomi, and she moved in time with the music as I tried to dance with her. The heat of her though, her crotch pressed against my thigh, her hands, the smell of her, her perfume and soap, her natural musk, and the feeling of moving against her, was too much of a distraction.

My caged cock throbbed, each movement causing my plug to shift inside my slippery ass, and I became flustered, aching, hot and on edge, horny. Her body under my hands was so soft. She was so pretty, so sexy, and she was rubbing herself against me as we danced.

“Concentrate!” Naomi said, slapping my ass hard. “You’re dancing not fucking...”

I took a deep breath and tried to calm. It was almost impossible not to get distracted and turned on, so close to the sexy blonde, her body pressing against mine, grinding against me, doing her best to arouse me, touching me, her hands roaming over my ass and hips, pulling me into her, but I tried.

Gradually, slowly, I got the hang of it, and soon I was able to dance with Lily, almost in sync with her, and though I was sure I wasn’t as hot as Naomi, I felt almost proud of myself, flattered by the idea of turning boys on as they watched the two of us. I was tingling, grinning, blushing, breathing hard, sweaty and aching, but I was having fun.

“Mmmm… much better. The boys will really notice you if you keep dancing like that, and I know that’s what a naughty little slut like you wants.” Naomi said. “Now… it’s my turn.”

Naomi nudged Lily gently out of the way and moved in front of me. Another song began to play, slow and sensual, and she smiled at me. I took her cue and stepped into her, moving close, and our bodies entwined as we both began to dance.

Naomi pressed against me, grinning, her body warm and soft. My head was spinning, the memory of her pussy on my face, her foot on my cock, the way she owned me, all of it making it hard to even breathe, let alone think. She ground her hips and her crotch, teasing me with her body, moving in a way that was intended to look sexual, slutty, and she ran her hands over my hips and ass.

My caged girl-cock throbbed, hard, trying to swell but unable, though the ache was almost pleasant now, reminding me who I was, Starr, a pretty, cute, sexy slut, Naomi’s sister, her toy, and I giggled. I danced, grinding against my bratty little step-sister, running my hands over her body, staring into her eyes, my lips inches from hers, doing my best to please her while also looking sexy.

“You two look hot. In fact, I might be getting a little jealous…” Lily said, giggling.

Naomi looked to her best friend.

“Oh, I’ve got plenty saved for you.” Naomi said, her tone teasing.

Naomi moved away from me, the loss of touch leaving me bereft. She moved to Lily and stopped just in front of her, leaned in, and placed one single gentle kiss on her best friends lip.

“Better?” She asked.

Lily giggled, blushing, almost shy, and for the first time since I had known her she seemed almost… flustered. Naomi turned to look back over her shoulder at me and grinned.

“You did well Starr. I think you’re ready.” She said. “Why don’t you go shower and clean up, and don’t take too long. Us girls have got to get ready for your big night.”

I blushed, flustered.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

“And while you’re gone, Lily and I will pick out something sexy for you to wear, so make sure you’re smooth and soft, because I have a feeling you’re going to be showing a lot of skin at tonight’s party.”

They were really going to do it. They were going to make me go to a party as Starr, Naomi’s sister, a sexy, cute, innocent, slutty girl. I was terrified yet, beneath that, excited and… eager. I bit my bottom lip gently, my new piercing throbbing.

Just how much further was this all going to go? I giggled, a sense of anxious anticipation about my future, sure of one thing… Naomi and Lily were far from finished with me.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

I smiled, heart fluttering. I was going to go to a party as Starr, a pretty, cute girl. Was I finally going to know what if felt like to have people find me attractive? Was I finally going to know what it was like to have people desire me?

My belly tightened into knots, the thought of dancing, being watched, seen, boys staring at me, finding me sexy… why was I excited? I turned and headed out of the room, towards the bathroom to shower. I needed to be quick, and I could not wait to see what Naomi and Lily would pick out for me to wear on my first night out as Starr.

TO BE CONTINUED...


A Thank You From Keary

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


Also By Keary Hayes…


A Private Practise
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Darren was once the star player on his soccer team, fast, graceful, and confident on and off the pitch, talented enough to earn a place at a prestigious college. All that was changing though.

While Darren was still gifted, still lithe and graceful on the pitch, his team-mates were beginning to outshine him, larger and stronger, with more raw power to make up for their lack of natural skill, and Darren was beginning to falter, his performance on the pitch suffering. It was more than that though. Recently he just felt… out of place, as though something were missing. Where the other boys on the team were off dating and meeting girls Darren never really felt part of it, always uncomfortable and self-conscious, his confidence dwindling slowly over time, his performance on the pitch suffering until finally he knew that his place at college was in jeopardy.

When Coach Morrison asks to see him after a particularly bad performance Darren knows it’s to tell him the bad news, that he’s off the team, but Coach Morrison has other plans. Eager to help the young player he’s come to care about, Coach Morrison offers a novel solution to boost Darren’s confidence—do something bold, brave, and out of his comfort zone… perform as a cheerleader.

Confused, and a little nervous, Darren is willing to try anything, especially if it makes Coach Morrison happy.

To his surprise and joy Darren finds he actually enjoys the novel break from soccer, but when Coach Morrison enjoys the performance a little too much he becomes flustered, and suggests that Darren practise alone to boost his confidence. Darren has other plans though. He enjoyed performing for his Coach, and enjoyed the throbbing reaction of the older, handsome man, the power he had over him. Having discovered something new, something bright and joyful and wonderful, feeling more confident and daring than he has in a long time, Darren sets out to explore this new side of him. Eager to uncover just what this all means for him, and Coach Morrison, anxious to explore their new desires, Darren sets about planning a very private practise...


Femboy Reform School

Part One of the Complete Series!
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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.


Healslut




[image: ]

It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


The Toy Maker's Sissy Doll
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Finn is an orphan.  Growing up on the tough streets as a smaller than average boy he developed quick wits and even quicker reflexes—natural assets to a thief.  When Finn is tasked with obtaining the secrets of a reclusive master toy maker, with the promise of a large pay-out if he is successful, he thinks he has finally hit the big time.

The job is not as easy as Finn first assumed, and when he encounters Kae, a mysterious, beautiful, powerful woman in the toy maker’s workshop, he realises he is in trouble.  Kae captures Finn with magic, and together Kae and the toy maker make Finn an offer, help them make a rather unique doll, with the promise of being released should they wish to be once the task is done, or be handed over to the city guard.

Finn jumps at the offer, agreeing to help create the toy maker’s special doll, but soon the truth becomes clear.  When Kae fits Finn with a magic ribbon collar Finn realises that he is to become the doll, pretty and girly and beautiful…

Finn’s mind and body are altered, and they are shown the joy of submitting, of being played with. Dressed in pretty clothes, displayed like a toy, trained for their Master’s pleasure, they discover the pleasure of being a sissy dolly, a sexy plaything, and soon enough they’re faced with a choice, stay and remain a doll, or return to their old life—though after all they’ve been through it seems like no choice at all…


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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