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BLACKMAILED BY BRATS

Part Three

Steven’s plans for his summer had been simple.  Look after the house, and stay out of his bratty little step-sister’s way.  However, Naomi had other plans for her boring, dreary, virgin older step-brother.

She had never wanted a brother.  What she’d always wanted was a sexy, submissive sissy sister, and Naomi is a daddy’s girl, a princess used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she is beautiful.  Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put Naomi in a good mood, and Steven was going to have to make it up to his beautiful, sexy, bratty little step-sister…

With the help of her best friend, the equally beautiful and intelligent Lily, Naomi has succeeded in bending Steven, now Starr, to her will, transforming him, feminizing him, making him into a willing, obedient, sexy, good girl.

Rejoin the corruption as the two sexy, sultry, Domineering brats continue to train the timid, shy, virginal Starr in PART THREE as the BLACKMAIL goes further.  Attending her first party as Starr, dressed sexy, and just a little slutty, Naomi and Lily make sure to teach Starr just how good girls behave, and when the two girls see just how eager Starr is to please, they make sure to give her an extra special reward.  With more lessons, more rewards, more corruption, more kinky fun, Starr begins to accept that her new life is just more fun.  As she falls deeper into the bratty girls’ web of plans, she comes to wonder what Naomi and Lily have in store for her next, just how far is this game going to go, and she’s left with one niggling question… does she want it to end?


Three

I showered as quickly as I could, making sure to shave my entire body, exfoliating gently, using the moisturising lotions as I’d been told, wanting to make sure my body was as smooth and feminine as possible. I took a moment to savour being free from the collar, the water caressing my neck, and I told myself I was doing all this to please my Mistresses, Naomi and Lily, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, that it was to make myself as girly as possible so I would attract the bare minimum of attention when I was made to attend a party as Starr, dressed sexy, but… it was more than that.

As I ran the razor over my legs, my calves and thighs, as I shaved my pert, peachy butt, ran the blade around my caged little girl-cock, I shivered, grinning, blushing, almost giddy. It felt good, being soft and smooth, my body so much prettier, more delicate, and cute, and I was so much more sensitive. Though I had at first been forced to make my body more girly, smooth and pretty, sexy, by Naomi and Lily, blackmailed and made to obey them, dressing like a sexy schoolgirl, hair and make-up, performing for them, being caged and collared and teased by them, I could not deny that I had enjoyed it.

I had never been particularly comfortable as a boy, awkward and shy, self-conscious about my lacking masculinity, but now, smooth and pretty, I felt happy, and I loved how my new smooth, sexy body felt as I ran my hands over it, the lather of moisturising soaps making me shiver as I bit my bottom lip, a hot blush, my caged girl-cock throbbing, hard.

It had been so long since I had last cum, and the memory of it, the way Naomi and Lily had teased me with their words and their feet, making me cum before caging me, only made my head spin. When would I next get the chance? What would they make me do to earn it? Just imagining it made my arousal worse.

As I washed my smooth, soft, round butt I squeezed, sighing in pleasure at the way it felt now, so much more sensitive and feminine. I smiled, giggling.

I liked being cute, being pretty, being sexy, and the way it felt when the two girls told me what to do, complimenting me or reprimanding me based on how I did, punishing or rewarding me, made me tingle. Was there something wrong with me?

My hands, wet and soapy, ran over my sensitive skin, and fingers crept in, deeper, running delicately along my crack, teasing. As I ran my fingers deeper, the tips just barely slipping over my entrance, I shuddered, tongue teasing over my bottom lip, a bolt of pleasure and pain, the singular piercing there making me tingle.

They had pierced my ears and my bottom lip, and… I had liked it. I liked the way it made me look, the way it made me feel, slutty and pretty and cute at the same time. My finger pressed harder, slipping barely into my ass, and I sighed.

My plug was to the side of the shower, cleaned and waiting for me, slipped out so I could properly clean myself for the party, and my hole was still slippery and stretched, gaping slightly, hungry, as though it were eager to be full again. Was my body already changing? Was I becoming a dirty, naughty slutty girl like Naomi and Lily said?

I pressed harder, deeper, wiggling my hips and pressing my ass back as I eased my finger into my hole. It felt good, a bright swell of pleasure as my entrance stretched, my finger teasing over my sensitive slippery inner walls, a knot of joy tightening in my belly. My caged cock throbbed, hard, trying to harden but unable, locked away, useless.

I ground my hips, wiggling my butt, my ass opening, stretched by the plug, trained as a fuck-hole, and the thought made me shudder, a bright swell of bliss as I pressed a second finger to my opening and forced it in, my entrance stretching wider. I worked my fingers in and out, fucking myself, working my hips in time, wanting more…

What would it be like to be fucked, used, bred? What would it be like to be bent over and fucked from behind like a slutty girl, to be laid on my back, legs spread wide, or ride a cock cowgirl, up and down, my hole fucked hard, deep, fast?

My head was spinning, body bright with a swell of pleasure. I bit my bottom lip gently, so close, my caged girl-cock leaking precum, desperate for release but… it eluded me. Even as I fucked my fingers deeper, harder, it wasn’t enough. I wanted to cum so badly, thoughts of being fucked, used, my fingers stretching my hole, working deeper, but it wasn’t enough.

I sighed and, feeling even more desperate and flush than before, slipped my fingers out of my ass—my entrance gaping slightly, slippery, becoming a fuck-hole, trained to be used, a source of pleasure for me, and others, just as Naomi and Lily had said. The thought made me blush, a thrill at the naughtiness of it all.

I knew I couldn’t stop them, resist them, but it was more than that… I didn’t want to. I was enjoying what there were doing to me, was enjoying being their doll, their toy, their good girl, and I wanted more. The thought of what else they were going to do to me, make me do, only fuelled my frustration.

They were waiting for me though, waiting to get me dressed for my first night out as Starr, a party of their friends, boys and girls around my age. Aching, flustered, my ass still tingling from the play, I grabbed my plug and set about drying myself off and getting ready so that they could show me what they wanted me to wear. I blushed, giggled, excited to see just what outfit they had picked out for me.
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“You took your time Starr.” Lily said as I stepped into Naomi’s bedroom.

I was barefoot, dressed in just a towel, wrapped around my chest, my messy, damp hair slicked back out of my face. I looked down at my feet as I stopped just inside the door, coy and humble.

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

I knew they did not like to be kept waiting. I wiggled, still flustered, hot, aching, the memory of my play in the shower bright. My caged cock throbbed and my hole clenched around the thick, massive plug inside me, filling me, training my ass.

“You look a little flustered Starr. Just what were you doing in the shower?” Naomi asked.

I blushed a deep pink, face and throat hot. I opened my mouth to answer, knowing that Naomi expected the truth, but shame washed over me, silencing me, the memory of slipping my fingers into my ass, fucking myself, working my hips and hand in time, chasing the pleasure, my caged girl-cock twitching as I tried in vain to cum.

“Look at me Starr, and answer me, or you’ll be going to the party with no panties on.” Naomi said, her voice flat, tone threatening. “What were you doing in the shower?”

I took a deep breath and lifted my head, looked up at my bratty little step-sister, my Mistress. My heart was racing as she grinned at me. She knew what I had been doing, but she expected me to tell her, to confess.

“I… I was playing with myself, Mistress.” I whispered.

There was silence.

“How Starr? Your worthless little dick is caged so I know it wasn’t that. So… what were you doing? How were you playing with my toy’s body?” Naomi said.

Her tone, the way she spoke to me, sent a thrill along my spine. I was her toy, my dick worthless. She owned me.

“I… I was playing with my ass Mistress, my hole. While I was washing, I… I took my plug out to clean properly and when I touched myself it… it felt good, so I enjoyed it.”

“How Starr?” Naomi’s voice was hard, the threat of punishment clear.

“I… I just touched my hole at first and it felt good so I… I teased myself, then I slipped the tip in and it felt even better.”

I was blushing, shaking, burning with shame, but my caged girl-cock was throbbing, hard, my hole clenching around the plug I was wearing. I felt embarrassed, shamed, humiliated, but also very, very aroused. My bratty little step-sister and her best friend just stood there, watching me, grinning as I confessed, smirking, two hot young women relishing in my suffering.

“I… I played with my ass with one finger at first, then two, and it felt… it felt really good.” I looked up. “I didn’t cum though! I… I got close, but I didn’t cum.”

Naomi and Lily giggled, teasing me.

“You got close to cumming playing with just your tight little virgin fuck-hole? How interesting. That bodes well for you though Starr, since that cage is staying locked on you for a long time, so you’ll need to find other ways to gain release, and it also lets me know just what a dirty little slut you are. A dirty, filthy, nasty little butt-slut.” Naomi said.

“A sexy little butt-slut too…” Lily added.

That word, butt-slut, sent a thrill through me, a bolt of pleasure, submission, truth. Playing with my ass in the shower had felt good, thinking about being fucked, my worthless, useless cock caged, and even now, plugged, I ached to be full, used, so horny I could barely think. Was I really becoming a butt-slut? What was happening to me?

“Thank you Mistresses.” I whispered, praised by them

They both smiled at me.

“But enough teasing. Any more dawdling and we’ll be more than just fashionably late to the party, and there’ll be no cute boys left for you to flirt with.”

Lily’s words made me blush. I was… I was going to have to flirt with boys? The thought made my head spin, a rush of shame and terror and… excitement. My head was full of images of being bent over, fucked, laid on my back with my legs spread. Was I really…

“That means stop daydreaming about cock Starr, and come get ready.” Naomi snapped.

They were both grinning at me. Was it that obvious that I was becoming such a slut? I blushed, nodded meekly.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered. “Sorry Mistress.”
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Lily and Naomi made me sit and wait as they did my make-up first, sitting me in front of the mirror as they worked, instructing me, explaining what they were doing, teaching me, training me to be a better slut. I watched, paying close attention, fascinated by the way they made my face softer, cuter, prettier, making me sexier. I felt a joy swell inside me as they slowly turned me into the sexy, alluring, pretty girl I had never known I could be.

They chose dark make-up, matching my look to theirs, dark black and purple eyeshadow laid on heavily, flecks of glitter in it, with heavy mascara and eyeliner, a flick curving up at the outer corner of each eye, a subtle downward flick at the inner corner. They added foundation and powder, giving me a glow, making my cheeks look even sharper, my nose and chin even more feminine. I made a mental note of all of it, almost eager to try for myself for the first time—I knew that tomorrow I was expected to rise early and prepare myself as their maid to serve them both breakfast, tend to them, and though I was nervous, fretful, I was also eager to serve them both.

As they made up my face I looked at them both. They were both so beautiful and sexy, and I felt blessed in an odd way to be owned by them. As a boy, I had never got on with Naomi, my bratty little step-sister, but as Starr she was almost nurturing, caring, affectionate, encouraging me to become the pretty, slutty sister she had always wanted.

I thought back to how close we’d become since she’d begun blackmailing me and my caged cock throbbed. I had always begrudgingly admired her, how utterly gorgeous she was, how smart and ruthless and cunning. Now though I had experienced first hand just how domineering and sexy she could be, the joy of being teased, trained, feminized by her, made into her toy, her doll, her good girl, her slut, and I could still almost feel her feet on my cock, Lily’s feet, making me cum with just their toes, could almost taste their wet pussies on my tongue.

They were both made-up in a similar style to me, dark and gothy, edgy, almost punk, lots of heavy black with a tiny speck of glitter, Naomi with just a hint of gold, and Lily with just a hint of blue, the colours matching perfectly with their complexions, hair, eyes. They were stunning, and they were making me like them. Just the thought made me squirm.

“Sit still Starr. If we mess up because you’re fidgeting and have to start again we’ll be late, and then we’d have to punish you. You don’t want that, do you?” Lily said.

I sat still, took a deep breath, trying to calm.

“No Mistress. Sorry Mistress.” I said.

The two girls smiled, accepting my apology, and continued. They painted my lips next, a deep, dark, glittery red, almost like blood, wet and glossy, my lips plump and inviting, kissable, fuckable. With the singular piercing in the side of my lower lip I looked almost wanton, seductive, the kind of girl I’d seen in porn movies and thought way out of my league.

Finally, they took out a wig from a drawer to the side. It was the same deep red shade as my hair but with streaks of lighter, brighter red, and streaks of black, shoulder-length with loose curls. It was gorgeous, and I blushed as Lily fitted it over my head, pinning it securely so there was absolutely zero chance of it coming free unless my own hair were to be pulled out by the roots with it.

I looked into the mirror at my reflection and froze. A young, pretty, beautiful girl stared back at me, Starr, her hair and make-up dark and edgy, almost gothy, her ears and lip pierced, sexy and alluring, her eyes mesmerizing and… I felt my heart swell with joy.

It was as though I were really seeing myself for the first time, accepting myself, knowing this was who I had always been but never known. I had always been awkward and self-conscious as a boy, timid and shy, but as Starr I was happy, sexy, pretty, beautiful. I felt my eyes well with tears.

“No crying now!” Naomi said, smiling. “You’ll ruin your make-up. Make-up like that only works with one kind of tears, and, well… maybe if you’re lucky at the party you’ll get to see what I mean.”

I blinked and took slow, deep breaths, calming myself, unable to tear my gaze away from my reflection. I was Starr, a pretty young woman, beautiful, and I was going to go out to my first party as a girl, and I couldn’t help but smile, blushing.

“Now, come on, we have to get you dressed.” Lily said.
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The dress was black and short, a long slit up one side running almost to the waist, tight around the middle, with no straps. Beside it was a pair of tiny black panties, a matching black bra, a black suspender belt, and black stockings, sheer, with lacy tops, a seam running up the back of them. It was all so bold and sexual, daring, and I felt exposed just looking at it. The thought of going out in public dressed like that, being seen by other girls, other boys, made me blush.

“I… I can’t. That’s far too…”

“Can’t?” Naomi said sharply. “You can and you will Starr, because you don’t have a choice. You will do as we say, otherwise, you’ll be in trouble. Remember all the photos we have. What would your mother say, or my father, what would your college friends say, or your college professors? Now, get dressed or we’ll make you get dressed, and if we’re forced to dress you you won’t get the privilege of panties.”

Her words chilled me, and I knew she meant them. The idea of being made to attend the party as Starr, sexy and wanton, beautiful, caged and plugged, in the tiny black dress, but without panties, terrified me. Every movement would leave me exposed, bending over, walking, dancing, and I just knew that Naomi and Lily would make the most of the opportunity to thoroughly punish me.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded.

“Sorry Mistress. I… I’ll get dressed.” I whispered.

Naomi and Lily both smiled at me, clapping their hands.

“Good girl! I knew you’d see sense.” Lily said. “And while you get dressed we can finish getting ready, then we can head out. We’ll just have to hope there are some cute boys left for you.”

I blushed, head spinning. Just what did they have planned for me?

I pulled on the suspender belt first, the lacy fabric hugging my waist, drawing it in, making me look trim and waspish, then pulled on the stockings. I shivered in joy as the fabric ran up my smooth, soft, sexy legs, a caress that made my caged girl-cock throb, my hole clenching around the thick plug inside my ass, a knot of bliss. I took a moment to fasten the tops of my stockings to the suspender straps, making sure the seams on the back were straight.

I pulled my panties on next, the silky fabric slipping easily up my stocking-clad legs, and for once I was glad for the tiny cage locked on my dick, keeping it small and useless, the throbbing there nothing more than a minor distraction, easier to hide than a cute little erection. I tugged the panties into place, snug, tiny, high cut to expose lots of leg and ass that would be easily visible in the tiny black dress, my tiny black dress. The bra came next, and I fastened it around my waist at the front, spinning it around and slipping it up and into place, the lack of straps making it slightly awkward to position.

It felt pleasant, a slight hint of padding to give me a subtle swell like small, perky tits. What would it be like to have real tits, small and perky, or perhaps even large, fat sensitive nipples? The thought thrilled me.

Finally, I slipped on the dress, letting it slip over my smooth, sensitive body, the dress so tight I had to wiggle as I slipped it on, the thick plug shifting inside my ass as I worked my hips, teasing me, keeping me on edge, my caged girl-cock throbbing.

As Lily took a moment to help me zip up my dress at the back I turned to look in the full-length mirror in the corner of Naomi’s room. I blushed, smiled.

“You’ll need these too.” Naomi said.

She stepped in front of me and put down a pair of black high heels, closed toe, glossy, sexy, brazen. I stepped forward and carefully, wobbling slightly, slipped the shoes off.

I stood taller, and the heels made my legs seem longer, my butt rounder, pert and full. I looked at myself and I was…

“Stunning!”  Lily said.

“The boys, and maybe some of the girls, won’t be able to resist you.” Naomi said.

“Who knows, maybe you’ll get a hand or two slipped up that short little dress.”

Lily giggled. I blushed.

The dress was tiny, so short it left the tops of my stockings and the suspender straps completely exposed, making me look like a girl out of a porn movie. With my heels on I looked wanton, brazen, sexy, with the dress hugging my waist, hips wide, ass jiggly, and the bra even gave me just a hint of cute little tits.

With my red and black wig and my dark make-up there was no way people wouldn’t notice me. If I’d seen a girl like me at a party I definitely would have noticed, though I’d never have been brave enough to approach her. I was like… the girl from my dirtiest fantasies, lip pierced, slutty dark make-up, a tiny little dress, stockings, heels. I smiled, feeling excited about the party, though nervous.

I turned to look myself over, wiggling my hips. As I moved, strutting in my heels, the slit in the short dress bared my leg, my thigh, my hip, even my ass. No matter what I did I was going to be flashing my panties, cut so high as to bare my ass, and the thought just excited me.

I imagined dancing, strutting in my heels, boys staring at my legs, my ass, bending over, wiggling, girls looking at me. I giggled and turned to face Naomi and Lily. They were dressed similarly to me, in black, Lily in a miniskirt with fishnets and black boots, a black t-shirt, while Naomi wore black jeans, ripped, and a black mesh top over a pretty black bra that covered most of her chest. I was going to be the most outrageously dressed of the three of us by far.

“Thank you, Mistress!” I said. “I love it.”

Naomi and Lily smiled at me.

“I’m glad. I thought you would.” Naomi said. “I always knew you’d make a gorgeous slut. Now, we better hurry if we’re going to make it on time for my plan… and I think you’re going to love what I have in mind for you just as much I am.”

I blushed, certain that what she had planned would be devious, filthy, and amazing.
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Lily pulled the car up outside a large house that was brightly lit and thrumming with music, several young men and women outside, chatting, taking a break from the obvious chaos within, a chance to grab a breath of fresh air and a moment of more intimate conversation—and from the looks of it, several of them were enjoying quite intimate moments. What was the party going to be like inside?

“Ready?” Naomi asked, though from her tone it was clear it was not a question.

I took a deep breath, squirming in the back seat, pale, nervous, and nodded. I was not ready, was far from ready, but I knew I did not have a choice. Dressed in the tiny, skimpy, sexy black dress, heels, stockings, panties, bra, plugged and caged, I was more exposed than I had ever been in my life. I did not even have a coat to hide beneath, my arms, shoulders, upper chest bare, smooth, soft, almost inviting.

I glanced at my reflection in the rearview mirror and felt a sense of relief to see Starr staring back at me, pretty, sexy, brazen, and I felt immediately more confident. She was beautiful and glamorous, and though the idea of people noticing me, boys noticing me, made me nervous, I was also excited by the thought of people desiring me, wanting me, lusting after me. Would anyone flirt with me? How would it feel?

“Good.” Naomi said. “Now, just one last detail before we go in, so you remember who owns you, and others know that you belong to me.”

Naomi shifted and pulled a pretty leather choker from her bag. It was thinner and less stark than the collar she had made me wear previously, a thick cord of black leather with a single large silver ring hung from it like a pendant. At the back was a complex looking clasp with a small key inserted.

“Come forward Starr. You didn’t think I’d let you go out without your collar on, did you?”

Lily and Naomi were both grinning. I blushed, oddly reassured by the gesture of the collar, the reminder that my bratty little step-sister owned me now, that I was her toy.

I slipped forward and bowed my head in a gesture of submission, and I heard a soft click as Naomi unlocked the collar. The leather was almost warm as she slipped it around my neck, tight, confining, and the metal ring was cool against my skin. Naomi reached the clasp behind my neck and there was a second click, louder than the first, as she closed it, locking it on me.

I lifted my head, blushing, smiling, a warm sense of belonging in my chest. Naomi held the key up, showing it to me before slipping it onto the thin silver chain that hung around her neck, leaving it on open display for anyone to notice.

I glanced into the mirror and though the collar was stark and obvious given the low cut dress I was wearing, it looked almost like jewellery, pretty and gothy to match my make-up and my lip piercing. I smiled, feeling suddenly more confident.

“Now… let's go introduce you shall we?” Naomi said.

I smiled, nodded. I had no choice but still, I couldn’t help but feel a little excited at the prospect of my first night out as Starr, even if I was terrified.
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The party was busy and boisterous, the lights dim with loud, throbbing music playing. Naomi led, holding my hand, with Lily behind me, holding my other hand, and as I stalled at the front door Naomi gave me one squeeze before pulling me after her, dragging me into the throng.

Naomi barged through the crowd, the sea of bodies parting before her, her force of will like the prow of a mighty ship, and those that turned to face her all smiled, waving, greeting her with enthusiasm. My bratty little step-sister had never been anything less than popular, and I was getting to see for the first time just what that meant.

Boys smiled at her, eyeing her with hunger and lust, and the girls looked at her with a mix of envy and desire and admiration. Naomi seemed barely to notice, staring ahead, looking for something, or someone, dragging me behind her.

As she passed the attention passed to me, scrutiny, and I felt uniquely exposed as I never had before. I was tottering in my heels, the dress tiny, slit up the side, riding up to expose the smooth flesh of my thighs above my stockings, the straps of my suspenders, my ass and panties flashing as I struggled to keep up with Naomi, her grip on my hand tight.

I blushed at the way they stared at me, boys opening looking me up and down in hunger, the new girl, fresh meat, eager to know who I was, eager to try to win my attention, my affection. I felt almost pursued by their glances, staring at my legs, my ass, my chest, my pretty face, several smiling at me, winking. Even the girls noticed me, many of them judging me, a look of jealousy and envy, was it that I was with Naomi, or did they think me pretty, sexy, hot?

My caged cock throbbed at the thrill of it all, the shame, the excitement, the rush of emotions, and as I wiggled my hips and ass with a little more emphasis I felt my thick plug shifting inside my ass, teasing me, my arousal growing, making it difficult to think and focus, making me dumb and giddy. Naomi turned into a room to the side and pulled me after her, and behind me came Lily.

“You can stay here for a while. Lily will get you a drink while I go… find your surprise. Try to have fun, but not too much fun.” Naomi said.

Naomi released my hand and before I could argue vanished, pushing off into the crowds and the thrumming music, strutting with utter confidence, beautiful, beguiling, dangerous. The tangle of bodies parted for her, and reformed behind her, and she was gone.

“Drink this. It’ll help calm you and get you into the flow.” Lily said.

She offered me a glass and I took it. She was tall, standing over me even in my heels, and beautiful, her short white-blonde hair dazzling. I could see people watching us over her shoulder, drawn to her, but intrigued by me. Could they tell? Or were they…?

“Drink!” Lily said.

I did as I was told, aware that there was no way for me to disobey without severe consequence, but also… I did not want to disappoint her. I took a deep sip, the drink sweet but very strong, and I swallowed. Lily watched me.

“All of it Starr. I know you’re nervous, but you want to have fun, don’t you?”

I nodded, licking the sweetened taste of alcohol off my lips. I lifted the glass to my lips again and emptied the glass, swallowing.

Whatever it was it was potent. I had never been a big drinker, but I’d had a few at college while hanging with the friends I had. This though was something else and I could already feel my head swimming, the excitement and the arousal and the nerves all mixing with the alcohol fugue to made me dizzy.

Lily smiled at me and, nodding in approval, emptied her glass. She seemed unphased by it.

“Much better right?”

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress…” I whispered, not wanting to be overheard, glad that the music was as loud as it was.

“Hey! Lily! Who’s your pretty friend?”

The voice was loud and slightly slurred, excited and brash. Lily smiled and turned and I looked up to see a group of three boys, all around Lily’s age, approaching.

They were all tall, confident, handsome in that cocky boy way that popular young men had, the kind of people at school who barely noticed me or, if they did, only taunted me. I felt suddenly shy and very exposed, vulnerable. I moved close to Lily, seeking comfort in her.

Lily seemed nonplussed by their approach, her smile cold, but polite. The boys all greeted her warmly, but their attention was focused on me.

“Brad, Doug, James. How lovely to see you all.”

The word lovely was cold and bitter. I could tell that Lily did not think it was lovely to see them at all, and her scorn made me flush, her domineering attitude authoritative, commanding, dismissive. The three of them seemed not to notice, too dumb or too drunk, or too focussed on me.

“Yeah. You too.” Said one of the boys.

“But who’s your friend. I’ve not seen you before, and I know I’d remember a pretty little thing like you.”

“Stepped right out of my wildest dreams.”

I blushed, nervous, shy, but also oddly flattered by their lascivious attention, the crass attempt to flirt with me. The way all three of them looked at me it was clear they wanted to do things to me. I bit my bottom lip, unable to resist myself, wiggling my hips as I stood close to Lily, fluttering my eyelashes.

The boys all moved, closer, surrounding me. They were all taller than me, broad, muscular, handsome in a generic way, and arrogant, cocky. The way they eyed me, my face, lips, my body, my legs, made me feel small, weak, pretty, sexy, obviously desired.

One of them reached out and ran a hand over my side, my hip, running round to cup my ass. I stared at him and smiled, blushing, not pulling away, giddy, excited, heart beating hard.

What was I doing? Why was I excited by this? Why was I not resisting? Why was I encouraging them?

A second boy reached out to stroke my shoulder, and the third ran a single finger up my inner thigh. I shivered, wiggling, breathing hard.

“You want to come dance with us…”

“Starr.” I whispered, fluttering my eyelashes.

“You want to come dance with us Starr? We’ll take good care of you, and make sure you have a night to remember.”

Lily laughed suddenly, loudly, brash.

“Even if she wanted to she’s going nowhere. Naomi and I have plans for her that do not involve you three. Now, shoo before I’m forced to tell everyone your little secret.”

Lily smiled at the three boys and they froze, pale. They stepped back, their expressions sour.

“Just remember, Starr belongs to Naomi and me. You do not touch her without our permission. Understand?”

They glared at Lily for a moment, then nodded, slowly. Lily turned to face me.

“And Starr… dear… I know you’re a horny little slut, but do remember, you need permission before you play.” Lily laughed.

I blushed. My caged girl-cock throbbed, hard, and I squirmed. Nodding.

The three boys stared at me for a moment and I could almost see their frustration at being so close to me only to be denied, though not by me—my head was spinning, enamoured by the sensation of being desired, lusted after, would I really have gone with them? The thought of dancing with all three of them, teasing them, turning them on had appealed, but what would I have done when they grew more insistent? How far would I have let them go? Their hands on my body, touching me, the thought their cocks, hard for me, made me squirm. I was so horny it hurt and I was struggling to even think clearly. I needed to be careful…

“You two okay?” Naomi asked.

I snapped back to the party I realised I had been daydreaming, about the boys, dancing, being touched, about… I shook my head to clear my thoughts, my caged dick aching, hole clenching around the plug in my ass. I needed to cum, badly. I would do anything.

“Our little slut was getting a little flirty, but I reminded her, and the boys she was teasing, who she belonged to.” Lily said.

Naomi smirked as she looked at me. I blushed.

“Somehow I’m not surprised. Really Starr, your first party and already you’re acting like a cock tease… though somehow I don’t think you’d stop at teasing, would you?”

Naomi looked at me, waiting for an answer. I knew I had to tell her the truth, admit, confess.

“No Mistress.” I whispered.

Lily and Naomi both laughed, teasing me. I felt a knot in my gut, shame, humiliation, arousal, excitement.

“Such a slut already… and we’ve only just begun!” Naomi said. “If I didn’t have other plans for you I might be tempted to let you loose and watch as you embrace your inner butt-slut but I do have plans, so you’ll have to look forward to that another time.”

My blush deepened, caged girl-cock throbbing at the thought of becoming a butt-slut, flirting with boys, being touched, touching them, letting them bend me over, spread my legs… and I felt glad that Naomi had plans for me, whatever they were, otherwise who knew what I might end up doing as horny and frustrated and turned-on as I was. Being sexy, pretty, beautiful was clearly dangerous…

“Now, come with me. I have someone who is just dying to meet you.”

Naomi grabbed my hand and led me off. I followed, meek, obedient, glad that my bratty little step-sister was there to protect me from my own inner slut. As I went I could not help wiggling my hips and butt, enjoying the way boys noticed me as I passed.
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“I told you she was stunning.” Naomi said, introducing me.

The room Naomi had dragged me to was quiet, empty, with only one other person besides me, her, and Lily there—a young man, perhaps slightly older than me, or maybe younger, it was hard to judge in the low light. He was sat, tall and lean, but toned, wearing a simple black t-shirt, his black jeans worn to a dark grey, black boots, with a collection of black leather and silver bracelets around his wrist.

“You did, yet you still failed to do her justice.” The man said.

His voice was slow, deep, resonant, and reminded me of Lily and Naomi, the quiet confidence they had, the stern authoritative tone that made me want to submit and obey. He was handsome but rugged, hair dark but not quite black, deep grey eyes, with what looked like a hint of eyeliner that made him seem like a rock-star or movie star. On his neck I saw a hint of a tattoo creeping up under the collar of his t-shirt. The way he looked at me made me squirm.

“He’s complimenting you Starr.” Lily said, nudging me in the back.

I realised I had been standing there blankly, as though dumb, staring at him—his eyes mesmerized me, as though reading my soul. I stammered, blushing pink. The way he looked at me made my heart flutter, and the way he spoke about me left me giddy.

“I… thank you…” I said.

I fluttered my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip, wiggling, doing my best to look cute, coy, sexy. I was flirting with him, but I couldn’t help myself. I was so horny I could barely think, my caged girl-cock throbbing, aching, panties damp.

“You can call me Sir. Just as you call Naomi and Lily Mistress.” He said. “And don’t worry, this is all agreed with Naomi.”

I glanced at my bratty little step-sister and she nodded, grinning.

“Don’t worry Starr, Jacob here is a good friend of mine, and a good friend of Lily. He’s your surprise.”

I felt a thrill of fear and excitement run through me. I turned and looked back to Jacob as he sat in a chair on the far side of the room, watching me, grinning. He had the same dark, gothy, edgy style as my Mistresses, and the same manner. Something about him told me he was dangerous, but in a manner that only made me ache in a way I did not really understand.

“Now, why don’t you come over here and let me get a good look at you beautiful.” Jacob said.

I smiled, nodded, fluttering my eyelashes at him, flirting with him.

“Yes Sir.” I whispered.

I stepped off, walked slowly towards him, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, heels clicking. My stocking clad thighs rubbed against each other, hips swaying, ass wiggling, my skirt riding up, the slit along the side flashing my bare, smooth legs, my hips, my ass, and I could tell from the way Jacob was watching me that he approved of the way I moved.

“Wonderful. Just wonderful.” He said.

He looked behind me, in the direction of Naomi and Lily.

“I agree.” He said, a quick nod.

Behind me, there was the click of the door closing, the sound of a key turning in the lock. Slowly Jacob stood up, rising tall, taller even than Lily, towering over me. I stopped just in front of him feeling small and vulnerable and weak, pretty, wanted. He smiled at me and offered me his hand.

“Your Mistress tells me you know how to dance.” He said.

I nodded, smiling.

“Then prove it.”
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I flushed as I realised what it was I was expected to do. Lily and Naomi had both shown me how I was to dance, the closeness, the intimacy, the thrill of it, teasing and flirting, using my body to excite people, showing off how pretty and sexy I was, and now… I was expected to dance like that with this boy, with this man.

“And don’t disappoint us Starr.” Naomi said, voice a teasing treat. “I’d hate to have to punish you in front of Jacob.”

From her tone, I could tell that she was almost gleeful at the prospect of punishing me. Part of me thrilled at the idea, imagining what she might do to me, but stronger was the desire to please my Mistress—my locked cage and my locked collar were a constant reminder to whom I belonged. I took a deep breath and looked up at the tall, toned, handsome man in front of me, and wiggled, smiling, blushing.

As though reacting to my thoughts music began to play, loud, a thrumming beat that made my skin prickle, fast but sensual, primal, and I began to move my body without even looking for the source. Jacob stood and watched me for a moment before smiling, and I knew then that my movements were pleasing him.

I felt a shiver run along my spine, excitement, arousal, knowing that the way I looked, the way I was moving, was exciting him. I stepped forward, feeling more confident, more daring, moving towards him as he stood, and I moved my body close, though never quite touching him.

Jacob’s grin spread, almost predatory, and he began to move with me, moving in time, slowly, enticing me, encouraging me. My heart was drumming, from more than the exertion of the dance, a sense of bright joy and excitement as I moved, wiggling, swaying, showing off my body, my soft, smooth legs, my subtle curves, my ass, my pretty face as I looked up at him, drawing him in.

I shifted closer, just barely brushing against him, and the contact was like fire and ice, a sharp jolt that made me shiver. I wanted more.

Jacob moved as I moved, raising his arms to run his hands up my sides, over my hips and waist, fingertips brushing in a light caress, making my skin prickle. I stepped in close, pressing myself against him as I moved, wiggling, a gentle grinding, and I felt something hard and thick press against my waist—his cock, his cock was hard for me.

Suddenly dizzy, horny, head fuzzy, I pressed against him with more force, thrilled by the knowledge that I had made this man hard, that my sexy, pretty, feminine body had made this handsome man’s cock hard. I wiggled, breathing heavily, and a soft whimper escaped my lips as I felt his cock throb, growing even harder, reacting to my body and my movements.

It was massive, long and thick, and just the thought of it made my hole clench around the thick plug in my ass. I was so frustrated, so turned on, I couldn’t think properly, couldn’t resist. I wiggled my hips and pressed against the hardness of his throbbing cock.

“You’re right Naomi, she’s a natural slut.” Jacob said.

His words were like a blessing, praise, teasing me, and I blushed, but I wanted more. I moved firmly against him, grinding up and down, and his hands caressed me slowly as he let me rub my body against him. My caged cock throbbed and I moved almost on instinct, turning around so that my back faced him, and eased back, pressing the firm peach of my butt against the bulge of his cock.

The thick hardness of it pressed into me and I moaned, shuddering, the way it throbbed, my hips moving on their own, grinding back, wiggling my ass against his cock. I curved my back to offer my ass to him, eyes half-closed, and I could see Naomi and Lily watching me, smiling, grinning, their approval driving me on, unable to stop. I felt my skirt lifting as I bent, raised by the friction of my grinding against Jacob’s jeans, but I did not care.

Hands ran down my body, firmer now, to my hips, then gripped me, pulling me into him as he thrust forward, firm and demanding. My skirt slipped up and over my ass, leaving my panty clad butt exposed, my stocking-clad legs, smooth, soft, feminine, and I moaned in pleasure and submission. His hands slipped lower, to my ass, and squeezed. I pressed back, eager for his hungry touch, my mind going blank, my body acting on its own, driven by my frustration and arousal. I was Starr, the pretty, sexy, virgin butt-slut.

I wiggled my hips, grinding my ass, and I felt the thickness of his cock slide into the cleft of my butt, nestling there between my cheeks and I blushed, aware I was being watched, the joy of his touch on my ass, his arousal, his lust for me. I had done that. I had turned him on, and it excited me, and I wanted more.

I worked my body up and down, wiggling my ass, relishing the way his cock rubbed over my panties, in the crack of my ass, grinding back, each time he pressed into me the plug in my hole pressed deep, teasing me, pressing on a bright knot of pleasure. I was moaning, breathing hard, caged girl-cock dripping precum into my panties. I wanted… more.

“Fuck… if she keeps grinding like that, looking how she does, I think I might just cum from this alone.” Jacob said.

I blushed, moved faster. The idea of making him cum, making him cum from just grinding my ass against him, made me feel so dirty and sexy and hot and I wanted it, I wanted to make him cum.

“We can’t have that now can we, that’d ruin her surprise. Starr… stop, now!” Naomi said.

Her words were harsh but I barely heard them. I wanted more, wanted to make him cum, make him cum with my ass grinding against his thick, hard, throbbing cock, feel it throbbing as he thrust into me, my hole stuffed with the thick plug, almost as though his cock were…

“STARR!”

Naomi's voice was harsh, loud, and it snapped me back to reality. I froze, fully aware of what I was doing, what I had been doing. My heart was racing, body hot, aching… I had been trying to make him cum by grinding against him with my ass, teasing him with my sexy, pretty, feminine body. What was happening to me? Why was I still thinking about…

“Now move away from Jacob. Just a little bit, so you’re not touching him and you’re not tempted to work that sexy ass of yours against his cock to make him cum.” Naomi said.

I blushed a deeper pink. My ass was still pressed against his cock, and I had to struggle not to wiggle and grind, aching to tease him, so turned on and frustrated I could barely focus. My thoughts were a mess, the need to cum, the memory of playing with my tight hole in the shower, how good it had felt, imagining cocks fucking me, bending me over, spreading my legs… I needed to obey though.

I straightened and stepped forward, and Jacob let go of my ass, releasing me. I felt bereft without his cock pressing into me, his firm hands squeezing my ass. Why was I acting like this? Why did I still ache for his cock, his touch? I was a boy, a straight boy, wasn’t I?

“Better.” Naomi said.

“We’ll need to keep a close eye on you clearly.” Lily said. “Obviously you’re an even bigger slut than we thought. Trying so hard to make Jacob cum before you can get your surprise. Clearly you’re not just a butt-slut, but a cum-slut too.”

I blushed, shamed, excited. I nodded.

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

“Now, you need to apologise to Jacob for teasing him with that sexy body of yours.” Naomi said.

I turned, slowly, to face the tall, handsome man I had just moments ago been trying to make cum. I was painfully aware that my dress was still lifted, my long, smooth, stocking-clad legs, suspenders, panties, on display, and I was just thankful for the cage locked on my girl-cock, keeping me from getting hard and showing just how turned on I was.

“Sorry Sir.” I whispered.

Jacob smiled. Naomi and Lily laughed.

“A simple ‘sorry’ just won’t be enough.” Lily said, teasing.

“Luckily, I think your surprise might just be the perfect way to make it up to him.” Naomi said. “Now, on your knees.”

A thrill of terror and excitement ran up my spine as realisation dawned. I was going to get to make Jacob cum after all, just not how I had first though.
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As Naomi and Lily moved forward, standing on either side of me, I looked up at Jacob. He was smiling, his eyes stern but kind, and I felt weak and giddy. The memory of his hands on my body, my ass, his hunger for me, was still bright. I could still almost feel this thick, long, throbbing cock pressing into my ass crack, and I wondered how it would feel to have him fill me with his prick, fuck me, hard, deep. If my fingers had felt good surely that would feel even better, being fucked, making him cum with my tight hole.

My head was spinning. I needed to focus. I needed to obey. Before Naomi could remind me again I sank to my knees in front of the tall, handsome man I had only just met.

“Good girl.” Lily said. “I’d almost think you were keen for what came next.”

I blushed, pink, aware that I was eager, hungry, almost desperate. I was so pent up, frustrated, horny, my body aching. I wanted to cum, but… I also wanted to make Jacob cum, to be a pretty, sexy, slutty girl, to be Starr, to feel his fat, thick, throbbing cock, to make him cum.

“Now, you know what comes next right?” Naomi asked. “You’re going to please Jacob with your hands, and your mouth. You’re going to show me you know how to be a good girl, an obedient doll, a nasty slut, understand?”

I nodded, my eyes glued to the bulge of Jacob’s cock in his jeans.

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

“Thanking me? My, such a good girl, I always knew you’d make an excellent slut.” Naomi said. “Now, shift forward, and begin, and remember to enjoy yourself. You only get to taste cock for the first time once after all.”

I shivered as her words sunk in. This was my first time. My first time seeing a man’s cock up close, touching it, stroking it, sucking it. I was going to make him cum. I was Starr… slutty, sexy, pretty, beautiful.

Jacob smiled at me, reached out and stroked the back of my head, gentle but in charge, reassuring. I was trembling, aching, my caged girl-cock throbbing.

“Just take your time. Go slow and enjoy it. Embrace your inner slut. The way you were dancing for me I know she’s in there, and she’s clearly ravenous.” He said.

I smiled, bit my bottom lip, fluttered my eyelashes.

“She is…” I said. “And it’s up to you to feed her.”

Feeling bold, brazen, daring, confident, I shuffled forward and reached up to Jacob’s belt. I was Starr. Sexy, pretty, feminine, beautiful, and I wanted cock.

I tugged at Jacob’s belt, suddenly eager, and then pulled at the buttons of his jeans, undoing them, grabbing the waist, tugging it down. The waistband of his underwear caught on his hard cock for a moment so I pulled harder, refusing to be denied. I wanted his cock, wanted to see it, feel it, touch it, suck it, make it cum.

It was more than just needing to obey my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. I wanted it, needed it. I didn’t care what was happening to me, what labels did or didn’t apply to me, I was focused only on the truth. That I was Starr, and I was happy, beautiful, for the first time in my life I felt desired and confident and sexy, and I wanted cock.

I tugged hard, more insistent, and Jacob’s jeans and underwear slipped down, his cock popping free and swaying suddenly in front of me. It throbbed, thick and long and perfect, almost hypnotic, and before I could even think my hand moved, reached out, and I wrapped my fingers around it, stroking. It throbbed harder, Jacob moaning in pleasure, and that sound sent a pulse of joy through me.

I reached up with my second hand, my eyes glued to his perfect prick, and I stoked both hands in time, gently, teasing, relishing the way his cock responded to my touch, throbbing, his hips thrusting into my grip, his shallow, quick breath, his moans of delight when I did something he really liked.

To the side of me there was a click, a sound I recognised, but I didn’t care.

“One more photo for the album, to commemorate the occasion.” Naomi said. “I’ll be sure to take a few more too, and maybe a video.”

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, hands slipping up and down Jacob’s cock. My hole clenched on the thick plug buried inside my ass, making it shift, teasing the knot of pleasure inside me, training me.

Jacob thrust, his cock slipping closer towards my mouth, my plump, wet lips, and I stroked my hands down, leant forward. My mouth opened and I extended my tongue, licked once, slowly, over the head of his cock, the tang of salty precum making my head spin.

Without thinking I pressed my lips together and pressed forward, forcing my head down, and I felt the thick hardness of Jacob’s cock forcing my lips apart, slipping into my mouth, my tongue circling the head, teasing him, the way he moaned, thrusting deeper into my mouth, making my head spin. It felt amazing, and I wanted more.

“Such a greedy little cock-slut.” Lily said, teasing me.

I was a greedy cock-slut and I loved it. I sucked, gently, the thick girth of Jacob’s cock stretching my lips wider, my tongue lapping, teasing, circling the head, flicking over the underside, Jacob thrusting gently deeper, his hand encouraging my head down. I moaned in bliss, surrender, hands stroking the base as I began to work my mouth slowly up and down, my spit wetting the shaft, hands becoming slippery, my lipstick smearing, head spinning.

“Fuck that feels amazing. Are you sure this is her first time?” Jacob said.

His words made me shudder, the compliment making me feel pretty, sexy, beautiful. I sucked harder, taking more of his fat prick into my tight, wet mouth. The head brushed the back of my throat and I fought the urge to gag.

“I think I’d know if my pretty sister was off sucking cock at college, but I suppose it’s possible that she is more exciting and slutty than I thought. Maybe we should ask.” Naomi said. “Starr… answer the man, is this really your first time sucking cock, or have you been practising on all those cute boys at college?”

The question and the implication rang in my ears. I’d never even thought of doing this before, and the idea that I’d sucked cock before, that I’d been sucking the cocks of the other men at my college, made me blush.

“Answer your Mistress.” Jacob said.

His grip in my hair tightened and he pulled me back, pulling me off his fat, long, throbbing, perfect cock even as I tried to take more, relishing the sensation of it on my tongue, thrusting in and out of my plump, wet lips, the tingle running through my singular piercing. As my head was tugged back Jacob’s cock left my mouth with an audible pop, my lips a tight seal, sucking, spit drooling from my mouth.

I whined, aching for more, hole clenching on my plug, caged dick throbbing. I looked up at Jacob, at Lily and Naomi on either side, Naomi and Lily with their phones out, cameras pointed at me.

“Have you been secretly practising while you were off at college, sucking cock because you just can’t resist?” Lily asked.

I shook my head, blushing.

“No Mistress.”

“So this is your first time, and you’re just a naturally gifted cock sucker?” Lily said.

I nodded, my blush deepening.

“Yes, Mistress.”

There were smiles, soft laughter, and I bit my bottom lip, looking up at Jacob at the cameras, my hands still stroking his cock, aching to slip it back into my tight, wet mouth.

“And do you like it? Do you like the way a fat, juicy cock feels as it fucks your pretty slut mouth?”

I squirmed, aware that I owed my Mistresses the truth, eager to confess, but shamed and humiliated by it. What was wrong with me? Why did being pretty, sexy, slutty, feel so good? Why was I craving this stranger’s cock in my mouth? Why did I want to make it cum, feel it, taste it?

I was so horny it felt almost as though my body were burning, a deep bright fire inside me craving fuel and oxygen, my caged dick throbbing, my hole clenching tight on my plug, making it slip in and out of my tight ass, almost fucking me, training me to be a better slut. I took a deep breath and nodded, embracing this new side of me, embracing Starr.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I like how it feels, I like sucking cock, having a cock fuck my slutty mouth. I’m a dirty little cum-slut and I want more. Please Mistress, can I suck his cock? Can I make him cum?”

The words came tumbling out, a confession, my secret, shameful desire, and it felt good to speak them, amazing to own my truth. Lily and Naomi smiled at me, as though proud of me, and I felt Jacob’s cock throb in my hands, clearly excited by my words.

“You may.” Naomi said. “But as good as you are, I know you can do better. Now, suck his cock like the naturally gifted cum-slut I know you are.”

I blushed, smiled, glowing. I nodded, turned back to the fat prick in my hands and my belly fluttered, head spinning. Without needing any further encouragement I worked my tongue from the base to the tip, licking, wet, staring up at Jacob, hot and aching, and it felt good.

I pressed my pursed lips to the head and let the girth stretch my mouth open, my mouth tight, wet, warm, and Jacob moaned, relishing my slut mouth, thrusting deeper. His grip in my hair tightened and he pressed my head down and I let him. I took his cock deep, sucking, working my hands at the base, tongue teasing.

“Fuck you’re good Starr… if you weren’t already collared I’d be claiming you myself. You are gifted!”

His words, his praise, made me moan in delight. Sucking his cock felt right, the way my lips tingled, a shudder of pleasure running along my spine, a bright knot of bliss in my belly, the agony of my caged girl-cock throbbing, my plug shifting in and out of my tight hole as I squirmed.

I bobbed my head up and down, sucking, lapping, moaning as my head spun. Jacob thrust in time, fucking my mouth, his cock swelling, his hand pressing my head down further and further each time I took him deep, taking him a little deeper each time.

The head of his cock brushed against the back of my throat again and I almost gagged. I struggled, trying to lift my head, but he held me there, his cock just teasing at the back of my throat, throbbing hard.

“Take all of it, Starr. Show me you can be a good cum-slut. You don’t want to disappoint me do you?” Naomi said.

I moaned, choking. I wanted to please her, please my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, my Mistresses, but I didn’t know if I could do it. Taking it that deep, deep-throating Jacob’s cock, terrified me but… excited me at the same time.

I took a deep breath, forced myself to calm, then pressed forward. The cock pressed at my throat and I gagged, almost choking, unable to breathe, my throat closing, but I forced on and, slowly, I forced myself down, the cock forcing its way into my throat, stretching it, almost painful, the bliss of surrender and submission overriding any other emotion or sensation. I was Starr, a pretty, beautiful, sexy cum-slut, and I was going to take all of it even if I choked on it.

“Fuck that’s… that’s so tight and hot… no one’s ever managed to take all of me before.” Jacob said.

He was still, his hand pressing gently on the back of my head, but he did not thrust, let me force my way down onto his cock, choking myself. As my nose pressed to his groin I froze, holding his cock deep, letting my throat grow accustomed to the sensation of being full.

I couldn’t breathe, and I was struggling not to gag and choke, but it felt… serene. Jacob’s cock was throbbing in my mouth, my throat, the slight twitching sending a shiver of pleasure running along my spine, and the lack of air made me dizzy, almost drunk, dumb and pretty, a slut on her knees sucking cock.

“She really is quite talented.” Lily said.

The praise washed over me, making me whimper.

“She is.” Naomi’s said. “But I still think she can do better. Jacob… are you ready to properly use my sister’s slut mouth?

“I… I think I can give her a good workout if you think she’s up to it. But I’m not sure I’ll last long, not as sexy and talented as she is at sucking cock.”

“I can’t blame you, just watching her is getting me wet, but I think her first time should be memorable, so I was hoping you’d really break her in.”

Jacob gasped as my throat clenched around his cock. I moaned in heady bliss, dizzy, my body aching, so turned on I felt as though I could almost cum, though the release remained just out of reach.

“I can… I can do that.”

Jacob’s grip in my hair tightened. I looked up at him, his cock filling my throat, and he smiled at me.

“Hands off star, and keep your mouth wide. I want you to just relax. If it gets too much, if you can’t handle it, just tap my thigh, but I think you’ll be just fine because I know what a good girl you are.”

His words made my head spin. As he pulled my head back, his cock slipping out of my throat, I gasped, desperate for air. I released my grip on his cock, letting my hands rest in my lap, and I looked up at him, opening my mouth wide as he pulled his cock entirely out.

“Such a pretty girl. I’m going to enjoy this.” He said. “You just stay there and let me use you, and I’ll be sure to reward you...”

He reached up with his other hand, gripped both sides of my head. I obeyed, remained still, opening my mouth wide. A shiver ran along my spine, anxious, excited, eager. Jacob’s cock hung in front of me, throbbing, wet, and I wanted it, wanted him to bend me over and…

He thrust, holding my head in place, and forced his cock into my mouth, deep, pressing it against the back of my throat, fucking it all the way in. I choked, gagging, but he did not stop.

He pulled out, barely, letting me gasp, then thrust again, forceful but slow, thrusting his cock deep, fucking my mouth, my throat, holding it deep for a moment to let me adjust, then slipping it out.

“Good girl Starr… my slutty sister looks so pretty and sexy having her throat fucked. I’m going to enjoy rewatching this video.” Naomi said.

I couldn’t think, couldn’t resist, choking, my mouth and throat fucked. I heard the click of Lily’s phone taking pictures, my eyes watering, smearing my mascara, and I knew I must look a mess, but I didn’t care—part of me, a bright, brash, slutty part, seemed to relish the thought of being a messy cum-slut.

Jacob pulled his cock out of my throat, slipping it almost entirely out of my mouth, then thrust again, slipping it deep into my throat, fucking my mouth. I was choking, gagging, crying, drooling, but he did not stop.

He fucked harder, faster, becoming more and more demanding and my head spun as I surrendered. My throat stretched, becoming accustomed to being fucked, and I accepted my place, a cum-slut, on her knees, her mouth and throat a hole to be used for Jacob’s pleasure, and it felt right.

My hole clenched hard on the thick plug in my ass, and I was squirming, body hot, aching, desperate. Jacob fucked my mouth, faster, deeper, filling my throat. I let him use me, a toy, a doll, and my face was a mess, drooling, crying, gagging, my caged girl-cock aching, an agony of frustration and need.

“Shit… she’s so fucking hot and her mouth is so good.”

Jacob moaned, fucking my mouth harder, faster, and I let him. I was giddy, breathless, gasping, choking, but as he used me I relaxed and it became easier, my mouth and throat trained to be fucked, and there was a rush of pleasure in it that I had never experienced before. My lips tingled, tongue lapping at his prick, wet, thrusting in and out of my tight throat as I swallowed his cock, milking it.

“I’m so close…” Jacob said.

He was close. He was going to cum. He was going to cum in my mouth, down my throat. I was going to make him cum because I was a pretty slut, my mouth hot and wet and tight. I wanted it, needed it, wanted to become a filthy, dirty cum-slut.

“Cum down her throat. Use her. Show her what she’s good for. Show my slutty sister the pleasure of submitting, of being a good girl, of being a pretty little cum-dump.”

Naomi’s words scaled me, hot, making me shudder. My body felt light and buzzing, a knot of brilliant joy, so close to release, frustrated, aching. Jacob gripped my head tight and thrust deep, hard, filling my throat.

His cock swelled, massive, thick, choking me, and he held it deep. He was close, and I felt like I was on the precipice of something mind-shattering.

“Fuck!”

Jacob forced his cock deeper, filling my throat and mouth as it swelled, throbbed. I moaned, surrendering, drunk on the pleasure, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, he was cumming, cumming as he fucked my mouth, my throat, cumming because I was a pretty slut, a good girl.

I swallowed, my throat massaging his prick, his cum spilling out as he fucked his cock gently in and out of my throat, a sharp, salty tang that felt deviant—cum, my mouth was full of cum. He filled my mouth, cumming down my throat, and I closed my lips around his cock to capture every last drop, swallowing it all, savouring it.

I sucked, teasing, wanting every ounce of his cum, shivering, my caged cock aching, throbbing, so close but still denied, wiggling my hips to feel my plug teasing my tight fuck-hole but it was just not enough. I was desperate, horny, more aroused than I had ever been in my life and I was powerless to do anything about it.

As I licked and sucked and swallowed the last drops of cum from Jacob’s perfect cock I felt him draw his hips back, slipping his prick from my mouth with a soft pop and I whined, wanting more, still so horny and hungry. I looked up at him and smiled, licking my lips in a deliberate fashion, teasing him as I fluttered my eyelashes.

“Fuck you’re beautiful. And talented. I think I’d like to play with you again.” He said.

“I think we can arrange that.” Naomi said. “She certainly seemed to enjoy it, and she definitely needs more training.”

I moaned, shuddering as I swallowed the last of Jacob’s cum, too drunk and turned on to think. The thought of more made my caged dick throb, hard.

“Now, we should really be heading home. I’m feeling quite damp after that show, and in need of some relief, and I think Starr has had enough fun for one night, but first… what do you say to your new friend Starr.”

I blushed, looked up at Jacob, smiled.

“Thank you, Sir. Thank you for training me to be a good cum-slut, thank you fucking my pretty mouth, and thank you for all that delicious cum. I can’t wait to play with you again.”

I could barely believe what I was saying, but… the words came easily, naturally, and they excited me. I had enjoyed it, every moment of it, and I was already eager for more. What was happening to me?

“Good girl.” Naomi said.

Her praise left a warm glow as I squirmed. I was Starr, and I was happier than I had been in a long time.
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I was quiet on the drive home, my head giddy, my heart still racing, images and memories of what I had been made to do, what I had done. I could not pretend I had not enjoyed it, wanted it, that, given the opportunity, I’d do it again, but… what did that mean? What was happening to me? Who was I becoming?

Lily and Naomi sat in the front, talking quietly, giggling, occasional comments aimed at me, complimenting me, teasing me, calling me a pretty slut or a good girl, a sexy cock-sucker, a dirty cum-slut, and I couldn’t help but smile, squirm, blushing, giggling, their words and praise only further confusing me. I was so turned on, so aroused and frustrated, that my thoughts were slow and clumsy, my mind fixated on sex, on the dull, pleasant ache of my caged girl-cock, the way my thick plug shifted inside my ass as I squirmed, tensed, slipping in and out, fucking me, caressing my sensitive inner walls, causing a bight knot of pleasure to expand in my belly—I was being trained, transformed, and I wanted more.

“So, did you enjoy your first party as Starr?” Lily asked as we neared home.

I nodded, struggling for the proper words, too horny and cum-drunk to be able to think clearly, too dumb and giggly. I had enjoyed it more than I could have imagined, the way the various boys had stared openly at me, thinking me sexy, slutty, wanting me, the way the girls had glared at me with lust and jealousy, envy. I had enjoyed flirting, being touched, seen, the tangible force of their desire, and then there had been Jacob…

Calling him Sir had been a thrill, dancing with him, the way he looked at me, touched me, the way it had felt to perform for him, why was just remembering it turning me on? My mind drifted back to the moment I had sunk to my knees, pulling his cock out of his jeans, how thick and hard it had been, knowing I had done that, that I had turned him on, made his cock hard, that it was because I was sexy, pretty, beautiful, and that he wanted me.

I bit my bottom lip as I recalled how it felt in my hands, warm, skin soft, his prick so hard, throbbing, putting my caged girl-cock to shame in a way that made me feel hot and fuzzy. I squirmed as my mind drifted back to the first moment my lips and tongue had touched it, my first blow-job and it had been me on my knees giving it, wrapping my lips tight around a fat, juicy, hard, throbbing prick, licking it, sucking it, enjoying it, moaning in pleasure as Jacob had thrust into my mouth, fucking my mouth, the buzz of pleasure in my tongue, lips, radiating out through my body. My throat still ached from the way he had stretched it, fucked it, but in a way that only kept me horny and on edge, the memory bright and hot, the way he had fucked my mouth, my throat, deep, hard, my tongue and lips working to pleasure him, the way his cock had swelled, throbbed, cum, filling my mouth, cumming down my throat, the taste of it, the sensation of swallowing, how hot and sexy it had felt.

I licked my lips without thinking and there was the fainted taste of his cum that still lingered. I blushed, savouring it, and my caged dick throbbed.

“From the dreamy look on her face and the way she just licked her lips I’d say she enjoyed it so much she’s still thinking about it. Specifically, the part where she got to suck her first cock on her knees like a good little cum-slut.” Naomi said.

I blushed a deeper pink, cheeks and throat and chest hot, and realised I had been asked a question but had just… zoned out remembering the night. I forced a smile, flustered, and nodded.

“It was fun. Thank you Mistress.” I said.

Lily pulled the car up into the driveway and both Lily and Naomi turned to look back at me as Lily put the parking brake on and turned the engine off.

“So you’ll want to do it again then?” Lily asked.

I froze. I did, but… was I ready to admit that?

“Well? Answer or we’ll just assume you didn’t like it and then you won’t have to do it ever again. No more juicy, fat cocks fucking that pretty slutty mouth of yours, and certainly nothing more… exciting.” Naomi said.

I blushed, bit my bottom lip, nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I enjoyed it and… I… I want to do it again.” I whispered.

Lily and Naomi both giggled.

“Slut.” Lily said.

“Well, since you enjoyed it so much, you won’t mind thanking us, will you?”

I shook my head. I’d be happy to thank my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.

“Good. Because I have just the perfect thing in mind.”
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Naomi led me and Lily up to her bedroom, walking quickly, an obvious, exaggerated sway to her hips, her ass wiggling, and I could not help but stare. She was so hot and she owned me. I was her toy.

“Shut the door Starr.” Naomi said as we entered, not even bothering to look back.

I did as I was told, shutting the door, sealing the three of us into my bratty little step-sister’s room. My heart was racing and I was trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

Naomi turned to face me and I stood as Lily moved to stand with her, standing close, the two hot, pretty girls pressing together, both of them flush and clearly excited. They smiled at me and I felt a spring of hope, joy. Was I going to get a chance to cum?

“Now, since you did such a good job on your knees, performing like a pretty cum-dump, an obedient little cock-slut, turning both of us on so much, how about we give you a special reward?” Naomi said.

I smiled, nodding.

“Please Mistress. Pretty please.” I whispered.

Lily looked to Naomi.

“What are you thinking?”

Naomi just smirked.

“Starr, strip to your underwear. Lily, be a dear and tie her hands behind her back while I go slip into something a little more… exciting.”

Lily grinned, clearly understanding Naomi’s hidden meaning. I blushed, excited, hopeful, aching, desperate, and, as Lily approached, I obeyed and began to strip.

I pulled off my dress, slipped out of my shoes, and stood still as Lily tugged a slip of rope out from one of Naomi’s drawers. I shivered, a chill running along my spine. As she turned to face me, grinning, I put my arms behind my back, standing straight, ass out, trying my best to look sexy.

Lily smiled, approached me, the rope in her hands, and I remained still as she stepped behind me. My wrists were drawn sharply back, together but not quite touching, and I felt the rope coiled around them, coarse and slightly abrasive, binding me. It was cinched tight, but not too tight, enough room to wriggle and keep the blood flowing but not enough room to allow me to slip free. As Lily tied it off, finishing the knots, I tested my bods, my heart skipping as I realised I was trapped, bound, completely at the mercy of my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. Why did it make my caged girl-cock throb?

“There, that will stop you touching yourself like a filthy little slut while you get your reward. Now, what do you say?” Lily said.

I smiled, blushing excited and eager.

“Thank you Mistress.” I whispered.

“Good girl. Now, why don’t you get on your knees and put that pretty mouth of yours to use? I could do with a little… attention.”

I obeyed, giddy, thrilled to be serving, and sank carefully to my knees, eager to use my pretty slut mouth to please my Mistress. I stared up at Lily as she stripped, watching me, clearly aroused, and the knowledge that watching me had turned her on, excited her, that she wanted me to serve her, only made me hornier.

As she stripped, slipping out of her clothes, stripping down to only her boots, fishnets, I stared at her in devotion and worship. She was beautiful, perfect, her tits bared, full, nipples hard, and her pussy was visible through the large open mesh of her fishnets, wet and puffy, lips parted, smooth, inviting, the scent of it as she moved closer to me making my hole clench on my plug.

She was divine womanhood and I wanted only to please her, serve her, yearned to be as stunning and sexy as her. I shifted closer, inching my mouth towards her pussy, the hot tight wetness, the musky sweet scent making me drunk, dumb, horny.

“Now be a good girl and get me nice and wet.” Lily said.

I obeyed. Without needing further instruction I leaned in and pressed my mouth to her cunt, my lips, tongue, and I began, eagerly, to lick, kiss, sucking gently, worshipping her womanhood with my mouth.

Lily bucked her hips, thrusting her pussy into my mouth, and I felt fingers tangle in my hair, pressing my face closer, grinding her groin onto my face. I pressed my tongue into her folds, lapping up and down, tasting the wetness of her, her arousal, knowing that I had done this, that watching me behave like a pretty little cock-slut, a cum-dump, watching me have my mouth and throat fucked had excited her, my Mistress.

It made me giddy, squirming, my caged girl-cock throbbing, hole clenching tight around my plug. I lapped, tongue slipping up to her clit, circling it with a gentle rhythm, listening to her moans, relishing the way she ground her pussy down on my face.

Lily slipped both hands into my hair, tangling her fingers in my long wig, and held my head while I licked and sucked her pussy, kissing it, tongue slipping down to press into her tight hole, making her wet, the scent of her driving me wild. I wanted to cum so badly my mind was blank, body burning. I would do anything.

“Fuck yes… use your tongue to fuck me Starr… it’s the only way you’re ever going to fuck me so enjoy it, get my pussy nice and wet. Serve me like the slut you were born to be.”

I obeyed, eagerly. My tongue pressed deeper, lapping, spit mixing with her juices, swallowing the musk of her cunt as it coated my lips and chin. My caged dick throbbed, aching for release, a dull pain that was becoming almost like a pleasure now, an addiction, a desperate need that remained unsatisfied.

“I leave you alone for five minutes and you go off and start having all the fun without me.” Naomi said.

I could hear the amused, smug smile in her tone. Lily gripped my face hard, held my mouth to her smooth, wet pussy, grinding down, refusing to let me look up and turn to face my step-sister. I obeyed her demands and kept working my tongue.

“I just thought… I’d get started… warm myself up for you.” Lily said, breathless. “Plus she’s getting quite talented with her mouth now, so I just couldn’t resist, not after watching her suck that fat cock earlier, getting me all turned on.”

Lily’s voice was breathy, moaning, gasping. The sounds of her pleasure drove me on and I licked with more enthusiasm, listening to her body to learn how to better please her, her pussy gushing over my face.

“Fuck that’s it Starr, don’t stop… lick just there, get my pussy nice and wet.”

“Perhaps I should punish both of you?” Naomi said.

Lily ground down on my face. There was a soft whimper.

“Please… I just… I just wanted to be ready for you, and she’s so pretty and slutty, I couldn’t resist. You didn’t say I couldn’t…”

Naomi laughed.

“I’m teasing.” Naomi said. “I think it's quite fun catching the two of you, and seeing Starr enjoying herself, embracing her pretty, slutty, submissive side, is nice. It bodes well for her future, but still… I think it’s time we showed her the next part of her reward.”

Lily gasped as my tongue fucked deeper into her pussy, wet, tight, hot, the scent and taste of it heady and intoxicating.

“Yes… fuck yes…” Lily gasped.

Her fingers tightened in my hair and slowly, gently, she pulled my head back, though I could feel the stiffness and the reluctance in her movements. I wanted more, lapped my tongue a few last times over the wet smoothness of her cunt until my mouth was finally pulled too far from her glistening wet pussy.

“Turn to face Naomi now Starr.” Lily said, gasping, breathing hard. “And then do as she says. And remember to enjoy yourself, this is a reward after all.”

I smiled, looking up at Lily, my face wet with the juices of her cunt. I nodded and turned to face my bratty little step-sister, and froze.

She was wearing a cock. A massive, thick, long cock, and my head spun at the thought of what she was going to do with it.
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Naomi laughed as she looked at me, knelt in front of Lily, chin wet with pussy juice, caged, smooth, pretty in my lingerie, hands tied behind my back, collared. I blushed, squirmed, my thick plug teasing my hole, pressing against the knot of my pleasure, and my gaze roamed her perfect body.

She was stripped down to just underwear, black, glossy, like latex, with heels, yet she was almost more provocative for her lack of nakedness. Her body was covered, but barely, which made her outfit seem even more sexual, brazen, wanton—a tiny corset that covered her chest, skimpy panties, a suspender belt, and long stockings on her firm, smooth legs. It was the contraption of straps and belts around her waist and upper thighs though that drew my attention, a harness that held a large, thick cock, jutting from her groin, like a promise of pleasure that made me weak.

It was unlike the cock I had worshipped earlier, the head more prominent, almost flared, and the shaft was slightly ridged, almost bestial or monstrous, sinful, dirty, but that only made my heart flutter as I felt a yearning for it. It looked perfect on her, a demonic cock for my Mistress, the demon queen, and I couldn’t help but giggle at the thought.

“Fuck you look hot.” Lily said. “I still can’t believe I’m this lucky.”

I nodded in full agreement. The thought of what Naomi was going to do with that cock, make me do, made me weak, a soft whimper, body hot, aching, desperate.

“You don’t look too bad either, both of you, a little messy perhaps, but that’s part of the charm.” Naomi said, teasing.

My eyes were glued to the cock jutting from her groin as she walked towards me, us, swaying her hips, wiggling her ass, heels clicking, the thick strap-on bouncing with each step, almost hypnotic. Was she really going to…

“She’s improving is she?” Naomi asked.

“She is! I think the practice from earlier has taught her a few tricks. She’s developing quite the talent for serving with her mouth. I think we may have found our girl’s true calling… to be on her knees, worshipping the cunts and cocks of her superiors.”

Lily’s words sent a thrill through me, making me shiver. I blushed, smiled, biting my bottom lip as I looked up, fluttering my eyelashes. My hole clenched tight around my plug, the thought of my bratty little step-sister bending me over, spreading my legs, caused a knot of joy to swell inside me, my caged girl-cock throbbing.

Naomi looked down at me as she moved to stand beside Lily, the two beautiful, sexy girls staring at me, knelt, my Mistresses. I was their toy, their doll, their good girl, and I felt a wellspring of joy, unlike anything I had felt before this had all started.

“What do you think Starr? Do you think maybe you’ve found your place?” Naomi asked.

I nodded, smiling.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you Mistress.”

“You like being on your knees, serving?”

I nodded again.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I love being on my knees, serving you.”

The thought of Lily’s cunt grinding against my lips, my tongue inside her, making her cum, made my caged dick ache. My gaze drifted down to Naomi’s fat cock, and the wet, perfect pussy that lay behind it. I could smell her desire, her lust, the musk of her cunt potent, and the memory of licking it, worshipping it, rose bright, and I yearned to serve her again, make her cum.

“That’s good. Because you’ll be spending a lot more time like that.” Naomi said, laughing.

There was mischief in her eyes, and I knew she had much more in store for me, and the thought excited me. I smiled, blushing, staring at her body, her cock, aching for her, for it, the thick, fat length so close I could almost feel it. What would it be like to be…

“Now, seeing as how you’ve warmed my other slut up… why don’t you get to work on me. Suck my cock like a good cum-slut. Show me what you learned today, and if you do a good job I might not have to punish you.”

I smiled, eager to please, and did not need to be told twice. I leaned in and ran my lips, my cheeks, my face against Naomi’s strap-on, kissing, stroking, my hands tied behind my back, struggling to find a way to properly worship her, head spinning, so horny and frustrated that my mind felt almost foggy.

Her cock was soft, with a solid, hard core, surprisingly lifelike compared to the flesh and blood cock I had stroked and sucked and let fuck my mouth only hours earlier—just the memory of what a slut I had been sent a thrill along my spine. I stroked my lips up and down the side of her shaft, gently, relishing the feel of it, the promises it seemed to offer, then, slowly, I leant forward and let the prominent head spread my lips, the flared tip pressing hard at my mouth so that my lips were forced apart.

“I’m your slut too am I?” Lily said, giggling.

My head was spinning. Naomi reached down and tangled her fingers in my hair, thrust suddenly, the flared head of her thick cock forcing my lips apart, fucking deep into my mouth. I moaned, a shudder of pleasure, a spot of dampness in my panties as my caged dick drooled precum, hole clenching tight on my thick plug. What if it were Naomi’s cock inside me, my hole clenching on it as the flared head penetrated me, fucked me? Just the thought of how good it would feel was almost enough to make me cum, but still… I could not quite reach my release.

“Of course.” Naomi said to Lily. “You’ll always be my number one slut.”

Naomi thrust her cock deeper into my mouth, the flared head pressing at the back of my throat suddenly, making me gag, eyes watering. I did my best to serve it, letting it fuck just barely into my throat, unable to resist, Naomi’s cock wet with my spit as the ridges teased my lips, fucking in and out as she used my mouth.

I felt Lily move closer, press against Naomi, and the two embraced, kissed, touching, fondling, teasing each other even as I sucked on my bratty little step-sister’s cock. I felt Lily’s thighs press against me, teasing me, her smooth, taught, flawless skin, the two girls embracing each other, wiggling, their passion and lust spilling out and washing over me in a tide of joy.

I heard their muffled moans as they kissed, deeply, and Naomi fucked her cock deeper into my mouth, choking me, gripping my hair tight, head spinning as the flared tip fucked into and out of my throat, lips tight, the ridges causing ripples of pleasure to buzz out from my new piercing.

My cheek was grazed by the sodden, puffy lips of Lily’s pussy. She moaned, pressing into my face, grinding against me, marking me with her wet cunt, and I felt her folds, slick and slippery.

“Fuck! That’s… such a naughty girl…” Lily moaned.

She ground herself onto my face even as Naomi fucked my mouth with her demonic cock, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend using me, their toy, their doll, Lily’s juices ran down my face, as I sucked on Naomi’s cock… I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to be on all fours, my face buried in Lily’s pussy as Naomi pressed the flared head of her cock against my virgin hole, forcing my entrance open, penetrating me, imagining how the ridges would feel as she fucked in and out of me.

“She's turning out to be quite the talented slut. I’m beginning to think we should keep her like this forever.” Naomi said.

I moaned, the thought sending a shiver of shame, humiliation, and excitement through me. What would it be like to become Starr permanently? My mind raced, and I was so horny, so pent up and frustrated and desperate for release that I knew I would do anything my Mistresses asked of me.

Naomi fucked her cock deep, my hands bound behind my back, helpless to resist as she forced my head down, choking me so I gagged on the flared head, spit wetting her prick, then she pulled back, gripping my hair, pulling me off her cock, my mouth gaping, head spinning, yearning for more.

“Please…” I whimpered, desperate.

“You want your reward?” Naomi grinned at me.

I looked up at her, smiling, flustered, breathless, gasping, and nodded, head racing with thoughts about what it was they were going to do to me, what they were going to make me do.

“Please…” I whispered again.

“Move to the side of the bed then, and kneel.” Naomi said.

She turned to Lily.

“Our little slut got us both ready so… how about we give her her reward.”

Lily smiled, nodded vigorously, clearly excited.

“I can’t wait.” She said.
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Lily leapt up onto the bed, sitting down, facing me as I took my position knelt by the foot of the bed, slightly to the side. My hands were still tied behind my back, my ass plugged, girl-cock locked away. I was collared, dressed pretty, sexy, buzzing, mind racing with possibilities of what my Mistresses were going to do to me, what they were going to make me do.

“Closer to the edge darling. We want to make sure she enjoys her reward.” Naomi said, grinning.

Lily giggled, shuffled down the bed, sitting just level with my head, legs draped over the end, propped up on her elbows. She looked stunning, like sex, beauty, power, legs wide, her smooth pussy glistening and swollen, wet with my spit and her juices.

Naomi and Lily did not even look at me, stared only at each other. Naomi stepped forward, her fat, flared cock jutting from her hips, glistening with my saliva, and the memory of the fat head fucking my throat made me shiver.

“You just stay there Starr, and enjoy. This is something no one else has ever had the privilege of seeing. It is our gift to you for being such a good doll for us.” Naomi said.

I nodded, biting my bottom lip, eager to receive their gift. Naomi stepped forward, between Lily’s spread legs, and leaned over to kiss her. Their kiss was deep, intense, passionate, and my heart swelled with envy and jealousy and need—I was trapped, bound, on my knees, watching, denied, and my caged dick throbbed hard.

As Lily squirmed, kissing Naomi back, I saw her hands rise to caress my bratty little step-sister’s body, fingers running along her sides, over her tits, teasing her nipples, sliding down to grip her hips. I saw Naomi reach down to grip the shaft of her cock and aim it, the head pointed at Lily’s wet cunt, the flared tip running up and down over her entrance, teasing her.

Lily bucked her hips, pressing up, clearly eager, but Naomi anticipated her movements and the cock slipped away, leaving her empty, desperate to be filled. I pined, whimpering, my hole clenching, my thick plug shifting inside my tight, virgin hole, teasing my inner walls. My caged dick throbbed, aching an agony of frustration, dribbling precum.

“Watch closely Starr…” Naomi said.

I did as I was told, eyes glued to the flared head of Naomi’s cock, pressing against Lily’s spread pussy, wet, swollen with desire. Naomi eased her hips forward as Lily pressed her hips up, moaning, desperate, and it was almost as if I could feel Naomi pressing her flared cock to my entrance, my hole clenching tight on my plug.

I moaned, aching to feel what Lily felt, my hole being stretched wide, the pressure, Naomi forcing her cock inside me, but… I was knelt, bound, collared and caged, plugged, watching. Naomi eased her cock in and Lily ground her hips and then, suddenly, the flared head pierced her cunt, slipping into her, filling her, fucking her, and Lily’s gasp was a sound of pure lust and delight and passion.

“Fuck… yes… more…” Lily gasped.

Naomi obliged her best friend, thrusting deeper, forcing more and more of her cock into her tight pussy, both of them lubed with my spit, while I was forced to sit and watch. Naomi worked her hips, pulling her cock back until the flared head was tugging at Lily’s entrance, and I wondered how that might feel, the flared head of Naomi’s cock slipping out, tugging at the entrance to my tight ass, stretching me only to thrust back in, filling me, fucking me.

I watched as Naomi pressed her hips in, slowly, each thrust burying her cock deeper inside her best friend, Lily moaning, until their bellies were pressed together, the entire massive length and thickness of the ribbed cock buried inside Lily’s pussy. Lily wiggled, grinding her hips, savouring the sensation of being full, being fucked and I moaned, wishing it were me, my caged cock aching, an agony of delightful frustration and submission. I ground my hips, clenching my ass, wanting to feel more of my plug inside me, the thickness teasing my inner walls.

I struggled against my bonds, desperate, eager to touch myself, to tug on my cage, to press on my plug, forcing it deeper, remembering how it had felt to feel my fingers deep inside my ass, fucking me—I could not help but imagine how much better it would feel to have Naomi fucking me, my face buried in Lily’s pussy, being fucked as I licked and kissed and lapped, deep, hard, thrusting in and out, the ridges teasing my tight hole and the flared head tugged at my entrance, teased my inner walls, pressing on the knot of pleasure that had swollen within me.

“More… please… harder…” Lily whispered.

“Such a good slut for me. You like my cock inside you don’t you?” Naomi asked.

Lily wiggled her hips, nodded.

“Yes… yes… I love it…”

“Are you watching Starr?” Naomi asked, her cock deep, Lily wiggling to feel it inside her.

I nodded, swallowed the lump in my throat. My heart was drumming, girl-cock aching, drooling precum. I was on fire, burning with frustration, shame, humiliation, lust, need, envy, jealousy. I wanted more, needed more.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

“Good.” Naomi said.

She lifted her hips, slipping her fat, long, ribbed cock out of Lily’s pink, puffy pussy. I watched in desire, lust, frustration, whimpering, biting my bottom lip hard, wiggling, bound, caged, plugged, collared, a toy, so turned on I could barely think, so close to release but unable to reach it, my desire and hunger almost a physical pain. The flared head tugged at Lily’s entrance for a moment.

“You wish this was you, don’t you Starr?” Naomi said.

Lily wiggled, but Naomi held still, the head of her cock barely inside her best friend’s cunt. I nodded again.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You want my cock in your tight, slutty ass, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Yes… please Mistress…”

“You want me to fuck you, hard, deep, like a good slut?”

“Yes, Mistress…” I moaned.

Naomi giggled.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress…”

Naomi pressed her cock slowly into Lily’s pussy, deep, Lily thrusting up to meet Naomi’s slow, sensual fuck, grinding her hips to savour the sensation of being full. Lily moaned as Naomi let out a gasp of pleasure.

“Well… that cage is staying on, so the only way you can cum is like a good girl, a good butt-slut, with my cock in your ass, fucking you. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please… please fuck me, please make me a good butt-slut. Please…”

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, what I was saying, but I meant every word. Just imaging it, being fucked, bent over, my ass stretched, made my caged dick throb.

Naomi worked her cock in and out of Lily’s cunt, the shaft glistening with Lily’s juices, Lily’s lips gaping, clenching, wet and smooth, the ridges tugging at her entrance, the flared head making her moan as it teased, almost tugging out before slipping deep, fucking her. Lily’s moans, the way her hips moved, her grinding, watching her pleasure, watching her get fucked, her legs shaking, made me giddy, drunk on my arousal and frustration.

“Well, maybe if you’re a good girl, but for now, enjoy your reward, enjoy watching me and my pretty slut fuck, and maybe one day, if you please us, you’ll get to experience how good it feels to have my cock slip into that tight, virgin fuck hole of yours.”

To emphasise her point Naomi thrust hard, deep, and Lily moaned, a gasp of pleasure. I watched, whimpering, bound, powerless, as my Mistresses fucked, knelt on the floor at their feet, giddy. I felt an agony of perfect frustration, but I was happy, dizzy with pleasure that was new, feeling sexy, slutty, submissive, aching to be fucked by my bratty little step-sister so that I could finally cum. What was happening to me?

As Naomi fucked Lily harder, faster, their gasps and moans becoming synchronised, I giggled. I felt almost as though I were floating, and I realised I didn’t care what was happening to me, what I was being made to do, what was being done to me… I just wanted more.
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I watched as Naomi fucked Lily hard, deep, thrusting into her tight, wet pussy with her strap-on cock, the ridges causing the tight, gripping lips to stretch and flutter with each thrust, each withdrawal, the flared head tugging at the entrance, leaving Lily almost empty. Lily gasped, moaned, thrust her hips up, trying to re-sheath Naomi’s cock in her cunt, but Naomi was in control.

Her hands roamed Lily’s body, pinning her best friend down—Naomi was smaller, but Lily obeyed, allowing Naomi to tame her, use her, fuck her, and watching it was a blessing. My hole clenched on the thick plug inside me, causing it to shift, my hole and my caged dick throbbing, the plug pressing on a bright knot of pleasure. I wiggled my hips, grinding back into my plug, each movement causing a dribble of precum to leak from my caged, worthless, useless girl-cock.

I stared as Naomi sheathed her cock into Lily’s pussy, fucking it deep hard, slamming her hips into her best friend, and I bit my bottom lip hard, pining, aching, wishing it were me. I wiggled, grinding my hips, clenching and unclenching my hole to make my plug shift in and out in time with Naomi’s thrust so that it was almost as though she were riding me, but… it was not the same. I could hear Lily’s gasps of pleasure, see her writhing, her body caressed, cunt full, fucked, stretched by the fat, flared, ribbed cock, wet, could smell the scent of their arousal. I was burning, with lust, desire, frustration, aching, desperate, but, with my hands bound behind my back, there was nothing I could do but watch and obey.

Naomi fucked her massive, thick, perfect cock into her beautiful best friend, slamming her hips down, slamming Lily into the bed even as Lily tried to fuck her hips back in time with Naomi’s thrusts, eager to feel more, to be full. The pair were both breathing hard, sweating, and the room reeked of sex, my head drunk on the fumes of their rutting. I breathed deep, licked my bottom lip, the taste of Lily’s pussy still lingering there.

What would it be like to be in Lily’s place, with my bratty little step-sister’s cock buried deep in my pretty little cunt, stretching my ass, slipping in and out of my tight, virgin fuck-hole? What would it be like to be on my back, legs spread, Naomi fucking me hard, pinning me down, collared and caged, plugged with her fat cock? What would it be like to be bent over, my bratty little step-sister slamming into me from behind, taking me in the way she wanted, needed, with no care for my pleasure or pain, Lily in front of me forcing my face into her pussy, using my lips and tongue for her pleasure as I was fucked?

Just the thought made me almost dizzy, the desperate need to cum. My plug seemed almost to throb in my ass, a bright swell of joy that was almost overwhelming. Would it be enough to make me cum?

I smiled, the thought of being made to cum, being allowed to cum, while caged, fucked in my tight virgin ass, leaving me almost breathless. What would it be like if it were a real cock, Jacob’s cock, fucking me, throbbing, swelling, cumming inside me? Just the thought was almost enough to make me cum, but still release evaded me, so desperate and aching, frustrated, caged girl-cock throbbing.

What was happening to me? Who was I becoming? And… why was I so thrilled by it all, why was I embracing it so eagerly, why did it make me so happy? I wanted to be pretty, sexy, slutty. I wanted to serve. Even the sense of frustration, the aching desperate need to cum, the powerlessness… it all felt so good, addictive, and I craved more.

As Naomi slammed her perfect cock into Lily, the ridges causing the sexy blonde’s pussy lips to flutter, the flared head tugging at her tight entrance, slipping in deep, I imagined it fucking me, the ridges teasing my tight hole, the flared head caressing my slippery, sensitive inner walls, teasing over the knot of pleasure that seems to be growing more sensitive with each moment, my body changing, trained and transformed by what my bratty little step-sister and her best friend were doing to me, corrupted, becoming prettier, more feminine, my cock locked away, useless now, worthless, my ass stretched by my plug, trained for pleasure, even my mouth with its new piercing meant more for pleasure than my worthless little dick.

It felt right, proper, and as I watched Naomi fucking Lily I knew in whose place I’d rather be… I didn’t want to be Naomi, fucking a tight pussy–the only way I was meant to serve a beautiful cunt was with my lips, tongue, fingers–I wanted to be Lily, wanted to be in Lily’s place, my tight little virgin pussy being fucked, stuffed full of cock, pinned down and fucked, hard, my hole stretched, trained, used, being bred by my beautiful, sexy, powerful, Domineering, bratty little step-sister. I wanted to be used, fucked, like a beautiful, pretty, sexy slut, wanted to be fucked in my tight cunt, and I felt almost as though I were going mad I wanted it so badly.

“Fuck… I’m close… fuck me harder… make me cum, make me cum while the naughty slut watches.” Lily said.

Naomi did not speak, but obliged Lily’s request, slamming her hips down with even greater force, fast, deep thrusts in and out of her wet pussy. My eyes were wide, glued to the lurid sight, the sounds burning themselves into my memory, the moans, slaps, grunts, the heavy breathing, the scents a miasma of heady fumes that left me drunk and horny.

“Fuck… don’t stop… please, don’t stop.” Lily moaned.

I wanted to be her, sexy, beautiful, being fucked, hard, made to cum, but I was not. I was bound and knelt, collared, caged, plugged, forced to watch, aching in need and frustration.

“Yessssss!”

As Naomi thrust deep Lily began to shake and I recognised the motions and sounds of her climax, the memory of making her cum with my tongue still bright. As Lily wrapped her legs around my bratty little sister, clinging to her, pulling her in deep, desperate to keep her pussy full and stretched as she orgasmed, I heard a series of soft, pleasured moans from Naomi, a subtle shaking of her hips, and I realised she too was cumming, the pleasure of making her best friend, her lover, cum, the sensations of fucking the beautiful sexy young woman, driving her over the edge, and I was forced to watch my Mistresses cum as I knelt, frustrated, powerless, bound, collared, caged, plugged, unable to experience their bliss, aching for release.

“Fuck that was… intense.” Lily whispered.

“More fun for making her watch, right, the naughty little slut forced to witness our pleasure while she could do nothing but stare in frustration?”

Lily and Nomi both giggled. I watched as they embraced, then, after a moment, savouring their shared bliss, an intimate embrace that was more than passion and lust, that went deeper, they shifted.

Naomi withdrew her cock, slowly, tenderly, and they both sat up and turned to face me. I blushed as I squirmed, their glowing satisfaction mocking my need for release.

“Did you like your reward Starr? No one else has ever seen what you just saw, so think how lucky you are…” Naomi said.

“Did you like watching me get fucked by your sister? My pussy stretched by that perfect cock of hers, watching us cum together while you were left tied up and caged, your tight little hole plugged?”

I nodded, unable to lie. I had enjoyed it, the perverse pleasure in being forced to watch as I was denied almost addictive.

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

They both smiled at me, pleased by my response. They were sweaty, breathing hard, their smiles smug and satisfied while I still pined for release.

“I bet you wish that had been you, don’t you Starr?” Naomi asked.

I nodded.

“You wish your naughty little step-sister had bent you over and fucked you?” Lily asked.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered, confessing.

I blushed, shamed and exhilarated but admitting the truth.

“You want me to fuck you in your tight little virgin pussy Starr? You want your little step-sister to fuck you in your ass with her fat cock and make you cum?” Naomi asked.

I nodded again, eager. Perhaps after being forced to watch, being forced to suffer in frustration, being made to serve, suck cock, swallow cum, their doll, their toy, their slut, I had earned a true reward?

“Please Mistress…” I whispered. “Please fuck me, please fuck my ass… I’ll be a good girl for you.”

Naomi and Lily laughed, taunting me, teasing me. I blushed, flustered, shamed, excited, humiliated, aroused, desperate, my caged cock aching.

“Such a filthy little slut.” Naomi said. “Such a nasty, naughty, deviant girl. I’m proud of you.”

I smiled, her words scalding me, branding me, but leaving me with a warm glow. She was proud of me.

“But not today. I’m tired and Lily and I are going to sleep. You should shower and head to bed, after all you need to be up early to serve us, our little maid preparing our breakfast in bed.”

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

“And who knows, perhaps, if you’re very, very good… I might just reward you properly, with my big, fat, juicy cock. Wouldn’t you like that?”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip, fluttering my eyelashes, beaming up at my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered. “I’d love it.”

“Good girl.” Naomi said. “Now, why don’t you come here so Lily can untie you and you can get a kiss goodnight.”

I smiled, obeyed. I was already imagining the joys and the delights and the debauchery tomorrow would bring, excited to serve my Mistresses as Starr, their doll, their toy, their good girl.

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

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

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

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


The Neighbours' Sissy Maid
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With his first year of college approaching Richard is looking for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive.  When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.

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

When David returns home Clare has Rachel serve them both.  Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of being pretty, sexy, of dressing and acting feminine, and she gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy maid.


Blackmailed: Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.

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

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

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?


Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.

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

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

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…


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
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