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BLACKMAILED BY BRATS

Part Four

Naomi had never wanted a brother.  What she’d wanted was a sister, a sexy, submissive, sissy, step-sister. When her dreary, virgin older step-brother had been tasked with looking after her, and their house, for the summer, she’d put her plan into motion…

Unfortunately for Steven his step-sister, Naomi, was as cunning, devious, and intelligent as she was beautiful, and she was used to getting everything she wanted. Naomi had enlisted the help of her equally cunning and beautiful best friend, Lily, and together the two had seized the opportunity to finally feminize Steven and make him the obedient, pretty sister Naomi always wanted.

At first Steven had resisted, struggling against the plans and machinations of his two Mistresses, but slowly, gradually, he has learnt just how much fun it is being pretty, sexy, cute, and feminine.  Now, transformed into Starr, she is finally learning to embrace her inner submissive slut, and she is beginning to appreciate just how much fun she can have as an obedient, submissive step-sister.

Rejoin the corruption as the two sexy, sultry, domineering brats continue to train the timid, shy, virginal Starr in PART FOUR as the BLACKMAIL goes deeper. Learning just how to serve, Starr attends to her Mistresses before being rewarded with a special, and permanent reminder of her place, and her new identity, before she is finally gifted a memorable, and messy, lesson on how to perform and attend to the needs and pleasure of others.  With more corruption, more submission, more changes, more kinky fun, Starr begins to wonder why she would even want to return to her old, dreary life when she’s having so much fun… and just where will this wild adventure lead her?


Four

The alarm sounded, brash and loud and obnoxious, rousing me from dreams—images of cock, cunt, smooth bodies, sexy, skimpy clothes, long hair and make-up, being on my knees, on my back, all fours, serving in ways that made me feel bright and giddy and full. As I rolled over I reached out and grasped my phone to shut off the alarm and checked the time.

“Eurgh…” I groaned.

It was early. Very early, but I had set the alarm myself and knew that it was needed, that I needed to get up and start the day.

Sitting up and slipping out of bed I couldn’t help but grin as my mind cleared, dreams fading, replaced with memories of the previous few days.

A tingle ran down my spine and I shifted to the side of the bed, squirming in my soft pink slip, the long pink socks, the cute pink panties. Only a few days ago I was still sleeping in my usual nightwear—baggy boxer shorts and an old t-shirt, body unappealing and hairy—but now… now even sleeping felt better.

I was smooth, and dressed in sexy, pretty, girly nightwear, with my cute, smooth little dick locked away, and as I fidgeted I could feel the plug shifting inside me, snug and cosy, pressing on my sensitive inner walls, teasing me as it had teased me all night. My belly fluttered, an aching need.

It had been days since I had last cum, and I was desperate for release. After all I had done, all I have been made to do, all that had been done to me, after all I had seen, I ached for the chance to cum.

I knew what I needed to do though. I needed to be a good girl for my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, needed to behave like an obedient, sexy, slutty girl, to please them, and then… maybe… maybe they’d let me cum.

Just imagining it made me squeeze my thighs together, forcing the plug to shift inside me, almost fucking me, teasing in and out of my tight hole. Imagining how they might let me cum, make me cum. Would they… would they finally fuck me? I imagined how it would feel to be dressed up by them, sexy, girly, feminine, and then bent over, my plug slipped out and…

I giggled, blushing, thinking about how Naomi, my bratty little step-sister, had fucked Lily, her best friend, in front of me, fucking her hard with a strap-on cock. I could almost still feel the way she had fucked my mouth with it, forcing me to lubricate her cock and Lily’s cunt.

As I licked my lips, remembering the taste, my piercing throbbed, and I could not help but recall how I had earned that reward, how I had served on my knees and sucked an actual cock, a real flesh and blood cock, made it cum with my hands and lips, milking it, swallowing.

I giggled again and moaned, a small shiver of bliss as I recalled how it had felt, making a cock cum, almost as good as it had felt when I’d made Naomi and Lily cum, my tongue lapping at their wet folds, but… when would it be my turn?

I nibbled on my bottom lip and took a deep breath. I needed to earn my release, needed to behave, to serve, to show that I was a good girl.

My head was spinning, still half asleep. It was more than just cumming too. I had no choice but to obey my bratty little step-sister. Just remembering how trapped I was, how powerless I was, left me breathless. Naomi and Lily owned me, and I had no choice but to do everything they told me to.

With all the photos and videos they had now I knew that if I even thought about resisting they could ruin my life, so… why did that excite me? Why did obeying them make me happy?

Why did what they had done to me—feminizing me, making me into the pretty, sexy, slutty Starr, making me serve them, making me smooth and soft, piercing my ears and lip, making me suck cock like a slut, swallowing cum—excite me? I was already breathing hard just thinking about it, head spinning, giddy, grinning. My caged little dick was throbbing, aching, tight hole clenching around my plug.

I shook my head to try to dislodge the jumbled storm of emotions and thoughts. I had things I needed to be doing. I had to get ready for the day, ensure I was clean and smooth and pretty, dress in my maid’s uniform, and serve my Mistresses breakfast. If not… well, as much as the thought of punishment excited me, I knew better than to risk displeasing them.
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I showered, shaving my whole body beneath the flow of hot, steamy water, scrubbing my body clean and smooth, making sure I was smooth and soft and utterly hairless from the eyebrows down. I washed with a sweet-smelling soap, and then rinsed clean, shutting the water off before stepping out.

I could not help but smile at my reflection, delighting in how much better I felt about myself now, seeing myself smooth and soft I seemed delicate and pretty, perhaps even cute. I wiggled, blushing, giggling, and set to patting myself dry, my body so much more sensitive and delicate, a tingle running up my spine, a rush of pleasure. Once dry I used a body moisturiser to ensure my skin stayed soft and smooth, then, feeling oddly empty, I picked my plug up off the side where I had put it after washing it, wanting to make sure I was extra clean.

It was smooth and heavy, cool after being out of my body for so long, and I felt a fluttering my belly as I looked at it. My hole clenched, a sudden eagerness to feel full, my ass already trained, taught to enjoy the stimulation and feeling of being full, stretched, gaping slightly now that it was empty, the realisation making me blush and smile—my virgin hole being made into a fuck-hole.

I reached out for the lubricant on the side, a soft natural oil meant to nourish my skin and keep me moist, to make it comfortable to wear the plug for long periods—and it seemed to be working, since now I felt very empty without it in, and just the thought of slipping it back into place inside my tight ass made me grin and squirm—and, putting the plug down, smeared a generous amount on my fingers.

With a slippery, lubed hand, I reached back and ran my fingers along my crack, sliding them along until they reached my hole, gaping slightly, eager to be full again. I pressed my fingers in, my hole stretching, and I could not help but whimper in pleasure as I penetrated myself, lubricating my hole, making it slippery and moist, wet, ready to slip my plug in.

I took a moment, savouring the sensation of being full, my hole stretched by my fingers, fucking myself, teasing myself, and I couldn’t help but moan and whimper in delight. My caged dick, smooth and cute, throbbed, hard, trying to harden but unable, and the agony, the frustration, felt good, right, my dick kept small and cute and pretty and feminine.

As my fingers slipped deeper, two of them filling my trained hole, I leaned over slightly, spreading my legs to give myself better access to my fuck-hole—just the thought made me shiver. I worked the oil deep, smearing it along my crack, wanting my skin to be soft and pliable, sensitive and stretchy, wet like a tight pussy ready to be fucked.

My head was spinning, deviant thoughts, the desire to submit, behave, be a good girl, a good slut, and as I fucked my fingers deeper, teasing my sensitive inner walls, pressing on a knot of bright hot bliss inside me, belly fluttering, I could not help but imagine how it might be to have a real cock inside my hole, fucking me, or, better yet, my bratty little step-sister’s fat, monstrous cock, fucking me hard, me on all fours as I licked Lily’s cunt. I giggled, aching for it. I was so close… my cute little cock throbbing, drooling precum.

I gasped, barely able to cope with the tide of pleasure, amazed at what was happening to me, delighted, but… I needed to stop. I needed to be a good girl and I knew I had to earn the privilege of cumming.

Slowly, trembling, aching, desperate, I slipped my fingers out of my tight, slippery, virgin hole. The sensations of them teasing over my sensitive inner walls, slipping out of my hole, made my heart skip, and as I pulled them out, my hole fluttering, gaping, an emptiness that left me craving something large.

I turned, still bent slightly, legs spread, and picked up my plug again, heart skipping at the heavy feel of it. I smeared oil over it, letting it roll around in my greasy, wet, slippery palm, then gripped it tightly, carefully, by the head. Taking a deep breath I reached behind and let the cool hardness run along my crack, the slightly pointed tip teasing along, making me shiver, a quiet moan. The tip traced around my slippery, gaping entrance, a thrill running along my spine, and I pressed, gently, growing slowly more firm and insistent.

My hole stretched, wider, a subtle mix of pleasure and pain, a tight, slippery, wet fuck-hole. I pressed harder, plug sinking deeper, hole stretching, and then, suddenly, gloriously, it slipped deep, filling me, filling my tight hole, my ass closing around it hungrily, clenching to bury it deep and gripping it in place.

It felt good… more than good, amazing, and my cute little dick throbbed harder than ever in my cage, a perfect agony of frustration, reminding me that it was my place to serve. I pulled my hand away, the plug snug in my ass, my virgin fuck-hole full, being trained, and I stood up, putting my feet together. The plug moved on its own, slippery, fucking deeper, teasing me, pressing on the knot of joy inside me, and I blushed at the tide of bright sensations.

I washed my hands, then turned to the neat pile of clothes to the side—my maid’s uniform. It was time to get dressed and prepare my Mistresses’ breakfast so I could begin my day, serving them, as was my place.
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I slipped the long white stockings on, then the white panties, followed by a white bra with slight padding. I was still wearing the collar, locked on, tight, a reminder that my bratty little step-sister owned me, and my cage, my plug snug in my slippery hole, and so I turned my attention to the dress, black satin with frilly white trim, a small white apron, low cut at the front to show off my throat and collar bones, my chest, my collar stark against my pale skin.

I took a moment to do my make-up, working carefully to emulate the look Naomi and Lily had taught me. When I was finally satisfied I put on my wig, styling it to make the most of the long, bright red curls, pinning it in place. Once finished I checked myself, turning to look myself over and catch any mistakes before beginning my day, aware that I would be punished for any slip-up—part of me was curious how my Mistresses would punish me, was eager to experience it, but stronger than my prurient curiosity was my desire and my need to please them, to serve them.

I smiled as I checked my reflection, taking a moment to appreciate how I looked. Before all this had begun I’d only ever paid cursory attention to my appearance, never really feeling comfortable in myself, never feeling particularly confident, but now… now, when I looked at myself, I couldn’t help but smile.

I was undeniably pretty, slim with narrow shoulders, and in the maid’s uniform was svelte and trim, the waist tight, and the skirt flowing out to make my hips seem wider, ass rounder. The subtle padding in my bra gave me just the hint of breasts, perky and girly, with slim arms and long, smooth legs. I wiggled, shaking my hips and ass, blushing at just how hot I was now, excited just looking at myself, my caged dick throbbing hard at the sight of myself.

It was my face though that really captivated me. With my make-up on and my wig carefully styled I looked almost… almost beautiful. I smiled, cheeks aching, and felt a swell of emotions that was hard to contain.

I knew I could spend the rest of the day staring at myself and never stop feeling so happy, grinning, smiling, buzzing, but I knew I had things to do. I had a busy day of serving as a maid ahead of me, and I did not want to be late waking my Mistresses with breakfast.

As I turned away from the mirror I felt a pang, a tugging at my heartstrings at no longer seeing myself so pretty and feminine, but it was softened by the knowledge that I was Starr now, sexy, pretty, and sometimes slutty.

I turned to find my shoes, black heels that matched my uniform, the heels high, and as I slipped them on I felt my posture shift. I stood straighter, shoulders back, head up, chest out, my legs longer, butt pert. I wiggled my hips, feeling oddly right. I took a few careful steps to find my gait, still struggling to find my balance in heels but grinning, knowing that I was getting better.

The more I wore heels the easier it was becoming, and I enjoyed that, the knowledge that I was being slowly softened, trained, taught to be sexy, pretty, feminine. Finished, I headed to the bathroom door, unlocking it quietly, not wanting to wake Lily or Naomi, and headed downstairs to the kitchen. They wanted breakfast in bed, and I wanted to make them something special, to show them just how much I appreciated all they had done for me, and all they were going to do to me.
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I set to work making pancakes, a breakfast I knew my bratty little step-sister loved, and that I just hoped Lily would like too. I sifted flour, added eggs, milk, sugar, vanilla, and whisked, frying them in butter slowly to make sure they were fluffy and golden. On the side, I prepared fresh fruit and a selection of jams along with maple syrup, Naomi’s favourite.

While the pancakes cooked I prepared coffee, and I laid out a tray with plates, bowls, cutlery, cups, a meal for the two girls who now owned me, and I took a gentle, warming pride in doing the job well. They were both still asleep, but still, the collar, my cage, and the plug reminded me I was theirs, their slutty maid, their sexy sissy step-sister, their toy, and I wanted to thank them, to show them that I could be good, that I could obey, that I could please them.

As the last pancake cooked I laid out the breakfast carefully on two plates, doing my best to make the meal look as delicious as I hoped it would taste, and once finished I turned off the stove and lifted the tray, carefully, suddenly aware just how heavy it was. It would be difficult to carry at the best of times, but I was caged, in a maid’s uniform, plugged, and in heels—this might well prove impossible.

Taking a deep breath to calm my nerves I took my first careful step, then another, a gentle sway in my hips and ass just as Lily and Naomi had taught me. I moved across the kitchen, slowly, watching the tray so I did not spill any of the coffee, then along the hall to the bottom of the stairs.

My arms were already beginning to ache from the weight of the tray, and now I had stairs to climb. I took them slowly, one by one, my heels precarious, but, oddly, I almost enjoyed it, one extra difficult task to complete in order to serve Naomi and Lily their requested breakfast in bed. Yes, it was hard, and I had to concentrate and focus, the effort almost exhausting, a nervous energy at the back of my head fretting about making mistakes, tripping, falling, spilling their breakfast, but at the same time, it felt as though that effort, that act of will, was all in service of them, to show them I was a good girl.

As I neared the top my arms began to shake. It was heavy, but I was almost there. I took my time, fighting the urge to rush, and as I mounted the last step I was so happy I could almost cry. Smiling I made my way to Naomi’s bedroom door and, carefully, balancing the try in one arm, knocked.

I waited.

“Wha…”

The muffled voice of my bratty little sister reverberated through the wood. I perked up, standing tall, poised sexy as I’d been taught.

“I have your breakfast Mistress.” I said, voice soft, feminine, but clear.

There was a muffled chuckle, then a moment of quiet.

“Come in Starr.” Naomi said.

I pushed the door open and then, again carrying the tray in both hands, moved in, taking even more care to walk properly in my heels, swaying my hips and ass, the skirt and petticoat of my maid’s uniform swaying, brushing against my smooth stocking-clad thighs. I stopped at the foot of the bed and looked down at my Mistresses, a swell of joy in my heart that I had made it.

“I’m pleased to see you remembered. Carry on like and I might just have to reward you.” Naomi said.

I smiled, bowed my head, performing a small, careful curtsey. The tray wobbled slightly, but I still did not spill any coffee.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said. “I… I just want to serve you as you asked.”

As I rose back up I looked down at the bed and saw Naomi and Lily laid next to each other, both dressed in loose sleepwear, comfy, arms and legs entangled, their hair messy with sleep. They had slept together, holding each other, and their smiles told me they had slept well, comfortable and at ease with each other. I felt a tinge of jealousy and envy, knowing they had each other, wondering what it might be like to have someone like that, someone to hold me as I slept, someone to hold.

“Put the tray on the foot of the bed please Starr.” Naomi said.

I did as I was told, bending carefully to place the tray at the foot of my bratty little step-sister’s bed. I stood up and waited as Naomi and Lily both looked down at the tray, looking over their breakfast. Seeing their eyes widen and their smiles spread I knew I had made the right decision.

“Pancakes! Oh my Starr, you’re spoiling me, you know how much I love pancakes. And with fresh fruit and syrup, and coffee. I could get very used to this.” Naomi said.

“It looks so nice! I didn’t know she could cook. I think we might have found another use for our pretty little slut maid.” Lily said.

I blushed, warmed by their praise, and I felt a tight fluttering in my belly, aware that I had pleased them, my caged dick throbbing. I dipped my head in a small bow.

“Thank you.” I said. “I just… I just wanted to make you happy. Now, is there anything else you need, or should I go and begin cleaning?”

Naomi looked over the tray, examining it carefully, before shaking her head.

“I think we’re all good here. You can go begin your chores. We’ll call for you after we’re done eating to check on you.”

The way Naomi spoke, and the way Lily giggled, told me it would not only be pancakes being devoured this morning. Blushing, a hot spike of envy and jealousy, I nodded, and turned away.

“Oh and Starr.” Naomi said. “Remember to eat breakfast too. You’re going to need lots of energy today if we’re going to get through everything we have planned.”

I turned back, nodded, blushing, a thrill of excitement at the thought of what the two girls might have planned for me. Just thinking about it made my smooth, pretty, cute little caged cock throb.

“Yes Mistress.” I said. “And… thank you Mistress.”

[image: ]

I did as I was told and ate a simple breakfast, toast and peanut butter, sliced banana on top, then turned to the mess I had made. The kitchen was in partial chaos after I had made breakfast this morning, so the first thing I did was set to cleaning, scrubbing sides, filling the dishwasher, putting containers of ingredients away, taking out the bins—it was still early, and the bins were only just outside the back door, but still, stepping out of the house dressed as I was left me feeling giddy and breathless and exposed. What if someone saw me? What would they think?

The bins were in the garden, overlooked by the houses behind and on either side, so I could only hope that no one was up yet, and if they were, that they were busy getting ready for the day. Though I was fairly confident that from a distance I would not be recognised, not with my make-up and wig on, there was still the matter of how I was dressed. A maid was excusable as someone hired by our parents to look after the house while they were away, but I was dressed more like a fetish model or a porn star than a professional cleaner… and the thought that I was doing all three jobs in some little way made me giggle and blush.

As I stepped outside my heels clicked on the hard stone patio, and the sound made me flush, a rush of dizzy euphoria. I put an extra wiggle in my step, shaking my ass and hips, just in case I was watched, and made sure to bend at the waist, flashing my panties as my skirt lifted, cheeks blazing. What if someone was watching? Why did that thought excite me?

I dropped the rubbish into the bin and headed back in, shutting the back door as I heard movement upstairs. Naomi and Lily were up and moving about. I smiled, hoping that they had enjoyed the breakfast I had made for them, and I squirmed as I wondered if maybe it was enough to be rewarded, and what that might mean.

“Starr?” A voice, Naomi’s, called from upstairs.

I stiffened and rushed as fast as I could in my precarious heels to the bottom of the stairs. To keep my balance I was forced to sway my ass in an exaggerated manner, slutty, sexy, and the way it felt made me smile.

“Yes, Mistress?” I called.

“We require your presence, Starr. Quickly please.” Naomi said.

I could hear the smile in her tone of voice, a wide grin, eager to make me obey, to have me serve her, and that made me feel warm, wanted, in a way that was new and wonderful. I set off up the stairs as quickly as I could.

“Coming Mistress.” I said.

Naomi and I had never really got on well before all this had begun, my bratty little step-sister demonstrative, demanding, precocious—as cruel and cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful—but now… now I found myself only wanting to be around her. She was harsh to me at times, kind at others, but there was a warmth from her that I’d never felt before, a soft affection as for a favourite pet, and it felt… good.

I understood now that she’d never wanted a brother, and had seen in me the sister she could have had. That had frustrated her, being forced to see daily the potential I was wasting, the life I could have been living, bright and happy and fun, as a pretty, sexy, slutty girl. My smile broadened as I felt a pang of joy, a well-spring of happiness that Naomi and Lily had seized this opportunity to show me my true potential, my true self, the life I should have been living. If not for this then… who knew how I would have been spending my summer.

I knew one thing though. I’d have been having a lot less fun.
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I stepped into my bratty little step-sister’s bedroom and found… Naomi and Lily, both utterly naked, standing at the foot of the bed, waiting for me. They were smiling, glistening, both of them clearly just out of the shower, bodies moisturised and the room was heavy with the fragrance of soap and lotion—a dizzy cocktail that made my head spin and my caged dick throb.

There was no shame or modesty in their shared nudity, both of them comfortable, confident, brazen, watching me with wide, almost mocking grins. I blushed, shamed, squirming, and looked away, embarrassed and very aroused.

“What’s wrong Starr?” Lily asked, her voice laden with a note of teasing. “Do you not think us pretty?”

I shook my head. I felt flustered, heart racing, not knowing what was expected of me, where I was supposed to look, what I was supposed to say.

“I… I just… I just didn’t know if I was supposed to look, or… or what you wanted Mistress.” I muttered.

“That’s not answering the question Starr. Do you not think us pretty? Do you not think us sexy?” Naomi asked, her voice firm.

My throat felt suddenly dry and my heart skipped. I nodded.

“I do… I think…”

“Then why are you not looking at us? Why turn your head away? Why not stand and admire us, appreciate our beauty and our glory.” Naomi said.

I froze, then, slowly, turned to face my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. They were stunning, lithe and curvy, their perfect bodies fully exposed, grinning as they watched my conflicting emotions.

Naomi, with her darker skin and black hair, was shorter, a little less heavy in the chest and ass, but was the more confident and sensual. Her pussy was hidden behind thick thatch of dark hair and I could almost smell her cunt as I admired her, her dark nipples stiffening in the morning chill, her body perfectly toned with just a hint of seductive softness. She shifted as I stared at her, as though daring me, provoking me, and my pretty little smooth dick twitched in its cage, agony and delight, my hole clenching around my plug.

I bit my lip, blushing, then turned to Lily. Lily was taller than Naomi, her hair short, white blonde, skin pale, her ass and her tits were almost divine, both pert but large, a hint of lean muscle beneath her taut skin, long legs, her bare cunt glistening with arousal… were they both turned on by taunting me like this? Exciting me, provoking me, knowing how frustrated I was?

Were they enjoying teasing me? Turning me on while knowing there was no release for me, that I was caged and plugged and bound to them, my pleasure completely in their power?

The thought made me smile, that I, in some small part, excited them, and that pleasure only made my torturous arousal worse. I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself, but failed. They were so hot, and the way they were teasing me with their nudity, their brazen nakedness, taunting me, being turned on by mocking my frustrating situation, only made them hotter.

“You are both… you’re both beautiful… and… it is an honour to even get to see you. Thank you Mistresses.” I whispered, voice soft, polite, demure.

I bowed my head in an act of deference. I put one leg behind, tucking behind the other, and dipped, curtseying just as I had been taught, lifting the hem of my skirt slightly.

“Aww, she’s so cute! And she’s learning just how to show the proper respect. I think someone might be looking for a reward.” Lily said.

Naomi and Lily both laughed, a friendly if slightly cruel giggle. I blushed, rose to stand, tried my best not to look too embarrassed or flustered.

“I think you’re right. It seems being locked and kept in a state of permanent aroused frustration has made someone so much more obedient. I think it's a vast improvement. Perhaps we should keep you this way forever.” Naomi said.

Forever? The thought made my head spin, excitement and terror. Never having release, never cumming, staying locked away forever. What would happen to my dick if it never got hard again? Would it shrivel up and shrink, become completely useless, atrophying from lack of use? And… why did that thought make my belly flutter?

“But… for now, why don’t you come over here and do what we called you up here to do. Be a good maid, and help your Mistresses get dressed.” Naomi said.

I… I was to help the two hot, sexy, pretty young women get dressed? While dressed as their maid, caged, collared, plugged, in heels. I smiled, giggled, blushing. Part of me felt overjoyed at the thought of it, being so close to them, getting to touch them, serve them.

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.” I said.
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I helped Lily first. Picking up the clothes she had selected for herself, a set of matching black panties and a bra, long black socks, a pair of ripped baggy jeans, well worn, and a baggy black t-shirt with the logo of a popular hard metal band on the front, the arms cut off and the t-shirt cut short, with a wide-open neck—I knew she’d look good in it, hot and edgy, her curves making the baggy clothes sit in that sexy feminine way that so suited her tall frame.

I picked up the panties first and knelt at her feet, my rightful place, and as she lifted one foot I slipped them on, keeping them low as she lifted her second foot, slipping them on and then lifting them up, running them up her smooth, silky legs, tugging them into place over her hips, ass, covering her smooth cunt, her slightly parted lips wet, the air husky with the scent of her arousal. Next, I helped Lily put on her socks, then her jeans, Lily standing, using me for support as she needed, with me doing all of the work while she just wiggled her hips a little to help me get her jeans into place.

Next, I picked up her bra, rising to stand, and Lily held her hands and arms out in front as she waited for me to slip it on her and fasten it at the back. It was awkward and slow, and I had to shift her perfect tits with my hands, gently, trying my best not to give in and grope her perfect body—I knew that time and efficiency was not the point of this though. They both wanted me to serve them, to demonstrate the power they had over me, and I could not pretend that I did not enjoy it.

“Careful now, they’re sensitive, and I don’t want you trying to cop a sneaky feel without permission. Maybe if you continue to behave I’ll let you worship my tits with a nice massage, but for now, focus on getting me dressed.” Lily said.

Her words were stern but friendly, a reminder that I was there to do as they wanted, not to enjoy myself. I nodded, and slipped the bra on, manoeuvring it to fit her comfortably, slipping the straps over her arms and fastening it behind. Finally, I picked up her t-shirt and Lily lifted her arms up high. I was forced to stand on tiptoe and reach as high as I could to hook her t-shirt over her hands, and as I slipped it down I saw her smirking at me, a wry grin, taunting me.

“I wasn’t sure you’d be able to reach. But I guess you have heels on, and I don’t.” Lily said, teasing.

I blushed, reminded of how small I was compared to her, but… I liked it. I liked how she loomed over me, tall and powerful, and I liked how small and slight and weak I was around her and my bratty little step-sister.

I slipped Lily’s t-shirt over her head and slipped it over her tits, the baggy cloth tight around her chest, emphasising her femininity, her brazen sexuality, and I found myself envying her, her beauty, her easy charm, and craving her at the same time.

“I would ask you to help me with my hair and make-up too but… looking at you this morning I can see you need a little more practice. You did well enough on your own, but not quite good enough that I’d trust you with mine just yet.” Lily said.

I nodded, blushing pink.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I’ll try harder to improve for you.” I whispered.

Lily and Naomi smiled at me.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t, you’ll be punished.” Lily said, chuckling.

“Now Starr, you’re done with her, which means you can assist me.” Naomi said.

I turned to face my bratty little step-sister and almost froze. I had seen her naked before, recently, but I never failed to be astonished by her beauty, her sensual sexuality. She was perfect.

“Underwear first. And… go slow. Remember though, you’re dressing me, not groping me. I’d hate to have to punish you given how close you are to another reward after those pancakes.”

I nodded, smiling.

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

I moved to the pile of clothes Naomi had laid out for herself. She had a set of matching black panties and bra, skimpier than Lily’s, and decorated with dark red lace and ribbon, a pair of fishnet pantihose, and a short black dress—the dress had a petticoat made of black mesh to make the skirt flow outward, short sleeves, with a low cut neck, a red hem and collar with a red ribbon around the sleeves, and a wide red ribbon wrapped around the middle like a belt.

I picked up the panties first and knelt at my bratty little step-sister’s feet. She looked down at me, grinning, almost smug, and just seeing her expression excited me, her brazen nudity, her perfect tits, her lithe, trim, curvy body, her hairy cunt, just adding to her aura of provocative confidence.

“Dress me Starr. Dress me like the obedient little slut you were always meant to be.” She said, speaking softly.

I blushed, nodded, biting my bottom lip gently. I felt… serene.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

I lowered the panties and Naomi put a hand on my head, using me as support, lifted one leg. I slipped the panties on, then, as she lifted her second leg, I slipped the other foot in.

Naomi stood stationary as I pulled them up, her legs slightly parted, and she did not even offer to wiggle her hips to aid me. I did all the work, as was my place, tugging the snug panties up into place over her hips and ass.

I picked up the fishnet pantihose next, repeating the process of slipping them on one foot, then the other, then pulled them up. They were more awkward, but I took my time, not wanting to rip them further or damage them, wanting them to sit properly on my bratty little step-sister’s smooth, flawless legs. My hands brushed gently over Naomi’s skin, but I remained careful not to linger or savour the feel of her, not wanting to be caught molesting or groping her. Still, the closeness and the contact was almost too much for me, the scent of her body, her soap, her lotion, her perfume, her musk, and the smooth feel of her skin driving me close to distraction. My caged little dick throbbed, hard, cute and pretty and worthless, and my hole squeezed tight around the thick plug buried inside my fuckhole.

Naomi giggled as she watched me, smiling, delighting in my discomfort and my struggle to control myself. I took a deep breath, closing my eyes for just a second to try to compose myself, but it was almost impossible. Visions of Lily and Naomi lingered in my imagination, naked, touching each other, the taste of their pussies as they fucked my face, watching my bratty little step-sister fuck her best friend hard with her massive, monstrous strap-on.

“No being lazy Starr. You have a job to do, so get to it.” Naomi said.

I opened my eyes and saw her watching me, a hint of menace and mischief in her eyes, grinning. She knew I was struggling, and she was enjoying it. She was not going to let me take a break, to calm myself. She wanted to torture me, and I… I was happy with that.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

I turned and picked up the bra next, and turned to face Naomi. She was only slightly shorter than me, even with me in my heels, and she was slimmer than Lily, with smaller breasts and narrower hips, almost elfin, but her face was far more captivating, her deep dark eyes, her flowing mane of black hair, glossy midnight. She smiled at me, shoulders back, proud and brazen in her nudity, daring me to stare or touch her and provoke her wrath.

I held her bra up and, slowly, Naomi raised her hands. I slipped the straps over her arms and eased it down to her chest. The backs of my hand caressed her tits, her nipples stiff, flesh soft and supple and warm. I was touching her, was so close, just a slight movement of my hands and I’d be cupping her firm, perfect tits, could squeeze them. They were just there, right in front of me, and the only thing stopping me was Naomi’s force of will and the threat of punishment.

I wanted to, had wanted to feel her, admire her, worship her for so long but now… here… I just… carried on. I continued dressing her like a good maid, subservient, submissive, polite, demure. I was a good girl and I wanted to please my Mistress more than I wanted to satisfy my own base desires.

Perhaps one day she would allow me the honour of worshipping her, admiring her perfect body, but it would be when she permitted me, and not before. I had to earn the privilege.

“Good girl Starr.” Naomi said softly.

Her words sent a warm thrill through me, a buzz that made my smile spread, a blush to my cheeks. I dipped my head.

“Thank you Mistress.”

“You know, for a moment there, I thought you might just try to sneak a feel, not that I could blame you, I am gorgeous, but… there would have been quite severe consequences. In fact, I’m almost disappointed you didn’t try.”

Naomi giggled, a peal of brief, taunting laughter. From the look in her eye and the tone of her voice, I could only imagine what she had planned for me had I disobeyed, and a cold shiver ran up my spine, a tingle of dread.

“I… yes Mistress.” I said.

Naomi smiled, grinning, a cat that had cornered a timid pretty little mouse. I moved behind her, slipped the straps of her bra over her shoulders, and fastened the back. Naomi wiggled her shoulders, then settled, comfortable, and I relaxed.

“Dress next.” She said.

I nodded. I moved to the bed and picked up her dress, the material beautiful, and for a moment my mind spun as I imagined how it might feel to wear something like that—I filed the thought away, perhaps one day I could go shopping for something like it? I stared at it for a moment, puzzling how I should help my bratty little step-sister into it.

“Unzip the back and then slip it over my head. I can help a little. Some dresses you slip on by stepping into, but that one is easier over the head. Trust me.” Naomi said, smiling.

“Yes, Mistress.” I said, dipping my head.

I turned back to the dress and found the zip on the back, undid it, and then stepped forward. Naomi raised her hands and I raised the dress, bunching it slightly, slipping it down, being careful to capture her arms in the sleeves while not damaging the delicate fabric. It would have been much easier for Naomi to dress herself in the dress, but I knew she had picked this outfit on purpose, wanting to challenge me while also looking provocative to excite me.

After some fiddling, moving the dress down cautiously, I finally managed to slip her head through, then the rest was easier. I dropped the skirt around her waist and knelt to work on evening out the petticoat and hem. Finished, I moved behind and did up the zip.

With the task completed, both Lily and Naomi dressed by my hand—a warm sense of pride at having accomplished it, having served them—I stood still, head bowed. I was so horny. Having been so close to them both, their naked bodies, touching them, being denied the chance to worship them, not having cum for days, I was almost drunk on need and arousal. I would do anything.

“I am pleased with how you did Starr.” Naomi said.

I bowed my head, curtsying again, a formal sign of gratitude that came easily now. Seeing Naomi smile made my belly flutter. Why did pleasing her and Lily excite me so much?

“Now… I think it’s time I helped you get dressed…” Naomi said.

I blinked.

“Am I not dressed as you told me? I… I’m sorry Mistress.”

I felt dejected and almost heartbroken. Would I be punished? Had I displeased my bratty little step-sister and her best friend?

Naomi laughed, shook her head.

“You are dressed exactly as we specified. It's just… well… I think it's about time you graduated to something a little more challenging, and fun. You’re doing so well that I think we can push you a little further.”

My eyes went wide. The compliment felt good, a warm basking, but the idea of being pushed further, being challenged, graduating to something more fun… what did it mean. I bit my bottom lip and shuddered, a thrill of anticipation, fear and excitement.

“Just stay there.” Naomi said.

I could only obey.
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Naomi moved to her wardrobe and knelt, delicately, bending in a deliberate manner to show off her legs, skirt lifting, flashing her fishnets, ass, panties, knowing I was watching. I memorised her movements, filing them away so I could try later to emulate her graceful brazenness.

“Here we are.” Naomi said.

Naomi pulled a box from the bottom of the wardrobe, brought it over to the bed. Lily, who had just finished her make-up, turned, and seeing the box, moved to join us.

“Oh we’re giving her the presents early are we?” Lily said.

Naomi laughed, nodded.

“I think she’s earned them, don't you?”

Lily nodded, looking at me with a sparkle in her eyes. I could tell from her excitement that the contents of the box were not going to be anything simple, easy, or conventionally fun. So why was I excited?

“Oh, I do think so.” Lily said. “This is going to be so much fun. Now, panties and shoes off Starr. We need to get you changed.”

A tremble of fear ran up my spine. I nodded, complied. I bent and undid my shoes, slipped them off, then, feeling oddly off balance and unsettled, short, vulnerable without my cute, sexy heels on, lifted my hands to my panties, pulled them down, and lay them next to my shoes. I felt exposed and very thankful for the skirt and petticoat of my maid’s uniform, the fabric hiding my plugged ass and cute, smooth, caged little dick.

“So… which one first?” Naomi asked.

The box was open but I could not see inside. Lily moved to stand beside her best friend, looked down at the hidden contents. She lifted a hand and pointed.

“That one first, then that one, with those last.” Lily said.

Naomi turned to her best friend. She smiled, nodded.

“Just what I was thinking.”

She reached down into the box and, slowly, teasing me, pulled out a tiny, pink metal device that puzzled me and then… I realised what it was for. It was tiny.

“Lily, a cold cloth, please. As cold as you can make it. We’ll need to keep Starr here calm while we swap her cute little cages over.”

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry, my heart racing. The cage was so much smaller than the one I was wearing.

“I… Mistress… what if it won’t fit?” I asked, voice shaking.

Naomi only smiled at me.

“You’ve had that cage on for a few days now, and no yucky gross erections. Your cute little cock is probably already shrinking, so I’m sure it’ll fit. And if it doesn’t… well… I have methods to help.”

Naomi made a snipping gesture with her fingers and I paled. Would she really…? Just the thought made me wince.

“What’s wrong Starr?” Lily asked. “Don’t you want a tiny, cute, pretty little girl cock? A sexy slut like you can’t go around with an ugly, gross boy prick now can she?”

The words, the way Lily teased me, it felt… good, right. I did want it.

“No Mistress.” I said. “I… I need a cute, pretty little girl cock.”

Naomi and Lily both smiled. As Naomi prepared my new cage Lily moved off to the bathroom, returning only moments later with a damp towel.

“Cool her off.” Naomi said.

Lily did as she was told, kneeling, reaching up under my skirt to press the cold fabric to my caged dick. I gasped as the wet, icy cloth engulfed me, chilling me, a cramp in my belly as the cold spread.

“Hold it there for a moment. I want her numb and cold, because if she gets hard once her cage comes off… well… let’s just hope it doesn’t come to that, for your sake Starr.” Naomi said.

She was grinning, but the tone of her voice told me the implied threat was real. I took a deep breath, forced my mind to calm, and closed my eyes.

I felt both girls in front of me, the cold, wet cloth withdrawn, then a click of metal as my cage was undone. I exhaled a slow, deliberate breath, then held it, holding my breath, and I tried to picture the first page of my favourite book—what was the cover like, what were the first words?

I felt hands, soft, warm, teasing me, working slowly. I held my breath, tried to focus. Something small and cool slipped over my smooth, pretty, useless dick, crushing me, then there was another click, the lock fastening.

“Done.” Naomi said. “You can relax now.”

I breathed in, deep, and opened my eyes. As though responding to my new predicament, my cock throbbed, hard, and there was a new, more intense pain, my pretty little dick squashed. There was no way it could even attempt to harden now.

“It might be uncomfortable at first, but the body is very adaptable. You’ll shrink to fit it soon enough.” Naomi said. “And to help, I have a few creams I’ll be having you apply after your showers. Render that pretty little girl cock permanently tiny and soft. Won’t that be nice?”

I could only nod.

“Do you want to see?” Lily asked.

Without waiting for an answer she lifted my skirt and I looked down. The new cage was very pink, and very, very small. I felt my heart skip and I could not help but smile. Would I really get smaller? I’d be… I’d be so pretty, so cute.

“Awww… I can see someone likes her new gift.” Naomi said.

I looked up, nodded.

“I do Mistress. Very much. Thank you.”

Naomi and Lily grinned.

“I think you’ll like the next one even more.”

Naomi turned and reached into the box with both hands, lifted her hands out and turned to face me. In one hand was a large, silver plug, much like mine, only larger, thicker and longer, rounder, with a pink gem on the head. In the other was a small pink rectangle, four buttons, two circles, one a triangle pointing up, one a triangle pointing down. I frowned, puzzled.

Grinning, Naomi moved her thumb to press one of the circular buttons on the rectangle. Instantly the plug in her other hand began to thrum and buzz, the pink gem lighting up, the buzzing vibration making my hole clench around the smaller plug inside me as realisation dawned.

“The look on your face is such a picture.” Lily said. “I bet you can’t wait to have your tight hole stuffed and try it out.”

To prove her point Naomi pressed one of the triangles, the one pointing up, and the buzzing became louder, bolder, more aggressive. She giggled, and I blushed, belly fluttering.

“And don’t worry about the noise. Once it's snug inside you it’ll be muffled, so the only ones who know what’s happening will be you, and the one handling your controller.” Naomi said. “Now, why don’t you be a good girl and bend over, so we can slip this improvement into that tight, slippery fuck-hole of yours.”

I bit my bottom lip. I was nervous, anxious, but… I wanted it. I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I said—I turned to face the bed and, slowly, did as I was ordered.
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I moved quickly, eagerly, aching to experience my new gift. The plug was so much larger than the one snug inside me, longer, thicker, fatter, heavier, and it would… it would vibrate whenever Naomi or Lily used the control.

How would that feel? Would they use it in public, or to distract me, as a reward, a punishment at awkward moments? The thought made my head spin.

I squirmed, wiggling my ass and hips, my tiny little cage an agony of delight, crushing my pretty little dick as it throbbed and tried to harden. My hole clenched, the smaller plug slipping deeper, teasing me, my hole trembling at the thought of what was to come, being stretched even wider, trained, the new plug so massive, and… with that extra special feature.

“Just look at the pretty slut. So eager. She just can’t wait to have her hole stuffed with this plug. Most girls would be scared, or maybe just a little unsure, but not our sexy little butt-slut. She’s just aching to feel her hole stretched wide.” Naomi said.

Her words made my head spin. It was all true. I was eager, with no fear or uncertainty. I wanted it. I wanted my hole to be stretched, gaped, trained, filled.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I’m your sexy little butt-slut. Please… please can I have my new plug?” I whispered, voice soft.

There was an amused chuckle behind me and I knew my words had made my Mistresses happy. I reached back, gripped the hem of my maid’s skirt, and lifted it, slowly, still wiggling, to reveal my ass, my plugged hole.

“Offering yourself up like a well-trained doll.” Lily said. “Good girl!”

Her words warmed me, made me blush, and I giggled.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said.

“Now, you just stay there while we fit your new toy. Then, once you’re properly dressed, we can test it.”

The thought made my belly flutter and my head spin. What would that massive plug feel like vibrating inside me?

I heard movement behind me, the sound of footsteps, a gentle caress of fingers over my ass, thighs, lower back, both girls touching me, multiple hands teasing me. I squirmed again, unable to contain myself, and fingers slipped over my ass cheeks, into my crack, down, to the head of my plug.

There was pressure, gentle, and the plug slipped deeper, pressing in, teasing my sensitive inner walls, the knot of joy inside me tightening, my caged little dick throbbing, and I gasped as it wiggled, a shiver running up my spine. There was giggling behind me, my Mistresses enjoying torturing me, and I pressed back, wanting more.

The fingers eased off, the plug slipping out slightly and then fingers gripped the head… and began to pull. I moaned as the plug slipped out, the thickness tugging at my entrance, stretching it, making me moan loudly. It was pulled gently, but insistently, stretching me wider, the pressure growing, my ass gaped, and then, suddenly, it eased was past the widest point and the plug popped free, leaving me empty, aching, desperate to be full.

I could feel the cool air inside my stretched hole, and I clenched, trying to feel something, anything, but I was empty. There was a pause, and I wiggled my hips to try to invite my new toy.

“Does someone want something?” Naomi asked.

I took a deep breath and nodded.

“Yes Mistress. Please… please I… I want it. I want you to stretch my ass, fill me, I want you to fill my slutty fuck-hole with my plug and train me to be a good girl for you.”

It was bliss, a confession from the depths of my soul, and the words set me free. I felt calm and settled, giddy, breathless, almost floating, and a small part of me, the last part of my resistance, seemed to fade, grow distant, then… vanish.

“Good girl.” Naomi said.

There was a pause, and then something cold, wet, hard, ran along my crack, down, the tip pressing at my gaping, stretched hole. My new plug. A thrill ran up my spine.

“Now, try to relax. This is quite a lot larger than your last one, but I know a sexy, eager butt-slut like you can take it.” Naomi said.

I took a deep breath and tried to remain calm, relaxed, easing back, pressing into the plug to invite its thick girth inside me. My entrance stretched, wide, wider than it had ever gone. There was a twinge of pain, but the previous plug and the oils and moisturisers I had been using had clearly made my hole more pliable, elastic and stretchy, and it spread open and my bratty little step-sister forced my new toy inside my tight, virgin hole.

“Fuck… that’s… so big… so good!” I moaned.

Naomi laughed, stroked my butt. More hands rubbed my back, teasing me, and my body was hot, throbbing, my tiny little dick aching in its minuscule cage. I wanted more, wanted all of it, so I pressed back, eager to feel it, to have it fill me, training me, wanting to feel it vibrate inside me.

The pressure grew, my hole stretching wider, and then there was that perfect, wonderful moment I’d been waiting for. The widest part of the plug eased past my tight ring and it slipped deep, suddenly, perfectly, my hole clenching around the thick neck, grasping it, plug sinking deep.

I lost the ability to think, to even breathe, and it was almost too much. For a moment I worried I might have to pull it out, the plug so fat and long and thick and massive inside my ass, my fuck-hole, but after a moment that worry eased. I breathed, relaxing, and shifted my hips, feeling it, feeling how it shifted.

It was enormous, and it was clear every movement would cause ripples of pleasure to thrum through me, a constant distraction, training me, training my hole, making me an eager butt-slut, making my ass a source of pleasure, but I… I liked it, liked how full I felt, impossibly full, how good it felt. How good would it feel when…

I gasped suddenly as the plug buzzed to life, vibrating with a fast, intense energy, making me squirm and my belly flutter. It felt hot, giddy, an intense joy blossoming inside me.

“Fuck… yes… fuck…”

I worked my hips to feel more, clenching my hole tight, working the plug in and out of my slippery hole, almost fucking myself. The vibrating grew more intense, my cute little dick throbbing in its cage, leaking, almost enough to…

The plug fell still, leaving me floating on a cloud of pleasure, adrift.

“Well, it's good to know you enjoy that extra little feature. Now we have a way to reward you easily when you’ve been good, and a way to make you behave in public… because otherwise…”

The plug again jumped to life, and I gasped, my hips and ass wiggling almost on their own, working on instinct to feel more. If Naomi or Lily tuned this on in public there’d be no way I’d be able to keep myself together. I’d be a squirmy, noisy mess, distracted by pleasure, and people would know what a slut I was.

The pleasure mounted. I was so close. The plug shut off and left me pining, aching for more.

“Please…” I whimpered.

There was laughter, teasing, and hands roamed my body, squeezing my ass. I wiggled my hips but the plug remained inert.

“No more for now slut. Now, up and on your feet, we have your final gift, then you need to get to work. Maybe if you behave today you’ll get more, maybe even much more.” Naomi said.

The thought made me blush. I wanted more, now, was so close, but the thought of obeying, being a good girl for my Mistresses, of being rewarded with even more later, drove me to do just as I was told.

I shifted, rose slowly and unsteadily to my feet, and turned to face Naomi and Lily. My skirt fell covering my caged little dick and my plugged ass, but I could still very much feel the presence of both my new, smaller cage and my new, larger plug. I shifted, savouring the sensations of both.

“Now, the final touch. These were my idea.” Lily said.

“May I?” She asked my bratty little step-sister.

Naomi nodded, watching me, the remote in her hand. Her thumb hovered over the button, teasing me, but she never pressed it.

Lily turned and reached into the box, stood up holding a pair of patent leather heels, black, glossy, much like the ones I had been wearing except… these were much, much taller, the heels thinner, the soles platformed. They were the epitome of “fuck me” heels and I knew I’d barely be able to walk in them—wearing them I’d be tottering around like a fuck-doll, my legs long, ass pert, sticking out, wiggling my hips, tiny little steps as I tried to strut.

I felt a hot wave wash over me, anxious, excited, and then I noticed the straps. They were thick leather, around the ankle, and on the side of each were two heavy-duty silver padlocks, shaped like cute little hearts. They would be locked on me. I would have no way to escape.

“I… thank you Mistress.” I whispered.

I couldn’t wait to wear them.
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Naomi and Lily helped me slip the shoes on, unlocking them, slipping one on each foot each, then attached the padlocks, the click sealing me in, trapping me. They rose up and looked over me.

“Perfect.” Naomi said. “Now, off you go and begin your chores. We’ll be down once we’re finished getting ready to check on you.”

I blushed. I was still missing my panties.

“Mistress… I… I still need to put my…”

Naomi held up a hand to silence me, smiling. She shook her head.

“Off you go Starr. You’re perfect just the way you are.”

My blush deepened. I was supposed to spend the rest of the day like this? Dressed as a slutty maid, in a tiny skirt, plugged, caged, collared, locked in fetish ‘fuck me’ heels… every movement, every tiny, delicate step, would flash my ass. When I bent down, no matter how careful I was, my skirt would ride up. Strutting, wiggling my ass, would bare my thighs, butt, my cute little caged dick swaying, plugged ass so full and stretched, plug shifting, and the heels would only make everything worse.

I giggled, excited for the prospect of serving my bratty little step-sister and her best friend—my Mistresses. What was happening to me? Who would I have become by the time our parents returned? Was there even any hope for me returning to… I pushed those thoughts out of my head. Right now I was Starr, a slutty maid, a good girl, and I was happy.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.”

I nodded, grinning. Eager to please I performed a small curtsey, more awkward in my new heels, but I was cautious and deliberate, and I was careful to do it just as I had been shown, lifting my skirt to flash my cage and plugged hole. My Mistresses smiled, and the plug gave a short, intense buzz inside my slick hole, making me gasp in delight, a little reward.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said.

I dipped my head and turned to head back downstairs to finish my chores. I stepped off, struggling to find my balance, taking tiny, doll-like steps, wiggling my ass and hips in my precariously high heels. I tottered slowly out of the room, relishing how the heels felt, the way I was forced to move and walk in them, and the extra special sensation of my new, larger plug shifting inside my tight hole.

It all felt so amazing, a buzzing knot of joy in my belly, and I knew I was going to have a very, very interesting morning of chores.

[image: ]

I finished cleaning away dishes and bowls, the pan I’d used to cook the pancakes, putting the fruit that was leftover back in the fridge so I could use it to make another delicious breakfast tomorrow. I made a mental note of the foods we were running low of—I would need to go shopping for food soon, and I wondered if I would be allowed to go alone, or if Naomi would insist on coming with me.

Would she accompany me to keep an eye on me and tease me, even in the supermarket? What if people saw? Would she allow me to go in my old clothes? And why did that thought make me feel miserable? Perhaps she would make me go as Starr, dressed in something pretty, sexy? I giggled at the thought, shopping in heels and a cute skirt or dress, maybe even stockings, plugged and caged.

As I cleared away the breakfast things there were footsteps, descending the stairs, and I turned to see Naomi and Lily heading down the steps and along the hallway to the kitchen, grinning—in Lily’s hand was the pink controller. They both looked stunning, their hair and make-up done now along with the clothes I had helped dress them in, and I could not help but pause to admire them, jealous and envious of the natural grace and beauty they possessed, glad that I was being given the chance to serve them, that they had decided to own me.

“Good morning Mistresses. You both look beautiful. Would you like more coffee, or something else?” I said, my voice soft and feminine, cheerful.

The two girls smiled, and I felt a quick, hard, insistent buzzing inside my ass. I gasped, and my legs went weak. I stumbled and almost fell, catching myself on the counter and I trembled, panting in pleasure.

There was giggling, and the buzzing stopped. It took a moment for me to catch myself and calm down, my pretty little dick throbbing hard in its tiny cage.

“Good girl for being so polite. I thought perhaps you’d like a little reward for being so obedient this morning, and it seems I was right. More coffee would be lovely.” Lily said.

“Coffee for me too. I think we’ll both just sit and watch you work this morning. Make sure you’re performing correctly.”

I dipped my head, bowing slightly, my heart still racing, hole clenching hard on the massive plug inside me, as though trying to elicit more pleasure, belly fluttering. I turned and went to prepare my Mistresses their coffee.

My bratty little step-sister and her best friend moved to take their seats by the counter, perches from which to observe me working, and I made sure to put an extra wiggle in my step, swaying my hips and ass, my massive plug teasing my slick inner walls, making my belly flutter, a tight knot of bliss. I could not stop grinning, and each movement in my ‘fuck me’ heels, the straps locked onto my ankles, made me feel sexy, pretty, slutty, submissive. I could not wait to see what else they had in store for me today… would I get to earn that extra reward.

When I had finished their coffees, I carried the cups over to them, placing them on the counter in front of them, performing a small curtsey once I had put them down. My plug, however, much to my disappointment, remained still.

“Good girl. Now, get to your chores. I see you’ve done most of the cleaning in here, but the floor still needs a scrub. I suggest you get down on your hands and knees like a good little maid and get to it. Do a good job and maybe you’ll get a reward.” Naomi said.

I nodded as I rose up.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.” I said, grinning, eager to please and serve.

I moved off and left my bratty little step-sister and her best friend sipping their coffees, collected floor cleaner, a bucket, and a scrubbing brush from the cleaning cupboard. I felt almost excited at the prospect of scrubbing the kitchen floor on my hands and knees. What was happening to me?

But… wearing the maid’s uniform, locked in my collar and heels, my cage, with my fat plug in, not even wearing panties, the idea of being down on my hands and knees as I was watched, thrilled me. I knew just how the plug would shift inside of me as I crawled around, teasing me, pleasuring me, and I wanted it.

I filled the bucket with hot water and cleaning soap, then placed it on the floor, dropping to my hands and knees in the far corner, carefully, deliberately, bending so my skirt lifted, flashing my bare, plugged ass, pointing my butt at my Mistresses, and I began to scrub. I kept my back curved, knees spread, my ass lifted high, skirt raised to flash my stocking-clad legs and my bare, plugged ass, and as I scrubbed I made sure to wiggle my hips and butt.

I was blushing, giddy from the thrill of exposing myself, but it felt good, liberating even, a rush of excitement. I knew I was being watched, observed, and as I worked, cleaning, serving, showing off like the sexy slut I wanted to become, I heard a familiar click—Naomi’s camera on her phone, the sounds turned on deliberately to remind me of my place, to tell me what she was doing. I blushed, squirming.

“Oh, that’s just the perfect image. Definitely one to save in the folder. You can’t quite see her face, but I think along with all the other photos and videos we have, no one would have any trouble in knowing just who the slutty maid was scrubbing the floor on her hands and knees, without even any panties on, caged and plugged like a good girl.”

Naomi’s voice was smug, teasing, her grin audible. I heard Lily giggle, and then the sounds of the camera again.

I did not look up though, remained head down, scrubbing, grinning, blushing. I kept working, scrubbing, working my way over the whole kitchen floor with my knees spread wide, back arched, butt high, trying to be the sluttiest, prettiest, sexiest maid I could be.

The thought that I was being watched, photographed, that I might be seen by more than just Naomi and Lily, that each image only bound me closer to them, that I was falling only deeper into their thrall, their power, that I was trapped, at their mercy, only excited me, and my cute little caged dick throbbed in its pathetic little cage—would I really shrink? Why did that excite me?

I giggled, blushing. I wanted to be a good girl. That was all.

As I finished the kitchen I rose to my feet, and Naomi and Lily told me to begin cleaning the sitting room, making me vacuum the carpet while they listened to music, a cheery, fast-paced pop song. The beat was contagious, and I couldn’t help but sway and dance as I worked, bouncing and wiggling, my skirt flaring out, losing myself to the subtle joy of serving, happy and content.

As I jiggled about, smiling, there was a sudden buzzing, an intense vibration inside my slick fuck-hole. I gasped and, taken completely by surprise, stumbled awkwardly, barely able to stop myself from falling in my precarious heels.

Naomi and Lily giggled, watching me squirm, the vibrations growing more intense, my hole clenching, plug sinking deeper, pressing and vibrating against the knot of pleasure inside me. Without thinking I raised one hand to my chest, my nipple, pinching it hard through the fabric of my maid’s uniform, and lowered one to my caged little dick, grabbing my cage, tugging it in vain, the agony as it tried to harden but couldn’t, useless, locked away, dribbling precum.

“Such a pretty slut. You put on such a nice show for us while you cleaned, seems only fair you get a reward.” Lily said.

I opened my mouth to speak, to thank her, but the only sounds I made were pleasured moans, gasps, my hips grinding to feel more of the remarkable pleasure as the plug vibrated in my slippery ass, my tight virgin hole alive with pleasure. I was close. It had been so long. I was so close I could feel it. I was going to cum while my pretty little worthless cock was locked away, was going to become the sexy butt-slut I was always meant to be. Just one more second.

I ground back, clenching my hole, pinching my nipple hard and… the buzzing stopped. I was so close and I was being denied, again. I whined, weak and on edge, working my hands but to no avail.

“No cumming… not until we allow you. Not until you earn it.” Naomi said. “Now, hands off!”

Her words were sharp. For a fraction of a second I dithered, but I knew the consequences would be grave, and I wanted to be a good girl. I pulled my hands away and, taking a moment to catch my breath, to calm myself, stood up, my legs still shaking, slippery hole tingling with the aftershocks of my plug’s buzzing.

“Good girl.” Naomi said. “Now, after that, and since you’ve done such a good job around the house, I think it’s time we took you out, for a reward.”

That word… reward… made me giggle. I nodded, eager, excited.

“Yes please Mistress.” I said.

Lily and Naomi looked at each other, smiling, a look of mischief in their eyes.

“Go upstairs then, and put on the clothes we laid out on your bed. And hurry up… I’m sure you don’t want to be late.” Naomi said.

I had no idea what they had in store for me, but I was certain of one thing. I did not want to be late to it, no matter what it was.
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Naomi and Lily had laid out my outfit on my bed, skinny fit ripped jeans, a loose t-shirt, black underwear—bra and panties—with fishnet pantihose to wear under the jeans. It looked simple, but surprisingly feminine, the cut of the jeans and t-shirt different to what I usually wore, the cloth softer, and the underwear, the panties, bra, fishnet pantihose, were just the final touch to make the outfit perfect for the new me, for Starr.

I slipped off my maid’s uniform as quickly as I could, my heels downstairs where I had left them after Naomi had unlocked them, and I stripped out of my bra. I pulled on the underwear first, the panties and bra, taking just a moment to savour how I looked, the subtle curves they gave me, my long, smooth, soft legs, my pert ass, and then slipped on the fishnets.

I pulled on the jeans next, the denim elastic and stretchy, but tight, hugging my ass and thighs to lift and shape them, make them seem larger while making my waist seem slimmer. The rips in them were large and frayed, and my smooth legs and the fishnets could clearly be seen underneath, little windows offering a glimpse of my thighs, knees, the kinky pantihose I was wearing. The thought of going out dressed like this, of people seeing me, excited me.

Finally, I pulled on the t-shirt, the black fabric contrasting to the faded, blue ripped jeans, the neck wide to leave at least one shoulder always exposed and a hint of my bra straps visible, my collar bones and my upper chest on show, and the sleeves were tiny, showing off my slim arms. It was short too, barely coming to the waist of my high cut jeans, so that if I were to move suddenly or reach for something I knew my smooth, flat belly would be exposed.

Finished I looked around the room for shoes but… there were none. I thought about putting on a pair of my own shoes for a moment and then decided against it—I did not want to upset my Mistresses by assuming—and I set off downstairs, sure that if they had wanted me to put on shoes they would have left them, or told me.

As I reached the bottom of the stairs I saw Naomi and Lily sat in the sitting room, drinking coffee, waiting for me. I caught a glimpse of myself in the hall mirror, skinny jeans, ripped, with fishnets showing, my body smooth and lithe, with the bra giving just a subtle curve to my t-shirt to hint at breasts, the straps visible over my shoulders in a teasing manner. With my wig on and my make-up done I looked… hot. I smiled, feeling good about myself, feeling better about myself during the last few days than I had felt in a very long time. As I moved I could not help but notice the simple locked collar on my neck, almost like a necklace, but I knew the truth of it, knew what it meant, that I was owned by my bratty little step-sister and her best friend.

“You look lovely. Just the final touch.” Naomi said.

I turned to face her and could not help but smile as she held up my shoes, a pair of black leather boots, just above the ankle, with platform soles and a long heel that was just thick enough that I knew I’d be able to walk around without too much difficulty—I realised how worried I’d been that I might not get to wear heels out, that my shoes might be flat, but seeing them now, the long, prominent, sexy heel, I felt undeniably happy that I was going to be in heels.

They were laced up the front, with an array of black leather straps wrapped around each, the straps studded with a variety of silver spikes, and they even had a few silver chains attached, the overall look excessive and garish and punk, and very, very sexy. I blushed, smiling, and fluttered my eyelashes.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said.

Naomi and Lily smiled.

“You’re welcome Starr. Now, come here and put them on. We have an appointment to get you to.” Naomi said.

I nodded and hurried to my bratty little sister. I was keen to wear my new heels, keen to do as I was told, but, more than that, I was keen to find out what my reward was. Just what was this appointment they had to get me to? As I slipped on my shoes I was almost shaking, excited and anxious to find out.

The shoes fit perfectly, snug and tight around the ankle, and the heels were just high enough that I was forced to take small, dainty steps, wiggling my ass and hips, feeling sexy and provocative, sensual, the snug jeans lifting and shaping my butt to make it seem larger, long, curvaceous, feminine legs. I took a few steps, testing my balance, and a thrill ran up my spine, the giddy rush of being pretty, the way my plug shifted around inside my slick hole, teasing me, cute little dick trapped in its tiny cage, my collar locked on, body smooth.

I was going to have to go out again as Starr, my bratty little step-sister’s sexy, slutty sister, and… I was happy about it. The thought that I might have to return to my old self to go out had been weighing on me, like dread, but now I could accept the truth. I preferred being Starr. Could I ever go back to how I was before all this began?

“Well, now we’re all ready, shall we head out. You don’t want to be late now do you, Starr?” Naomi asked.

I shook my head, smiling. I was blushing, giddy, happy.

“No Mistress.” I said.
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Lily drove and Naomi sat in the front alongside her. I sat in the back, their doll, their toy, powerless to resist whatever plans they had in store for me, but… at the same time, even if I had the power, I knew I wouldn’t have wanted to resist.

The drive was short and uneventful. We arrived at the shopping centre and Naomi and Lily led me through the fairly empty avenues at a pace I struggled to keep up with, tottering along in my heels, the sharp click they made on the floor distinctly girly and feminine, tiny steps, a provocative, alluring wiggle to my hips and ass.

Several times I caught men staring at me, openly, lasciviously, watching me run like a pretty little fawn behind Naomi and Lily, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend striding confidently ahead, domineering and brazen, while I hurried to keep up, quick little steps, the rush only making my wiggle and strut more obvious, and from the looks on their faces, they all clearly enjoyed watching me. I could not help but smile, blushing, the fact that they were all so openly attracted to me, that they wanted me, that they were enjoying watching me, staring at me, my body, my pretty face, my ass as I wiggled like a sexy slut, thrilling me.

My hole clenched hard on my massive plug, and the thought that at any time Lily or Naomi could activate it, make it buzz and vibrate, made me tingle, an aching, hot throbbing centred around my caged cock and the core of my belly, a deep hunger, a need, a desperate longing for… something. I was terrified they might switch it on, of how I might react, gasping and trembling in pleasure, unable to contain my pleasure moans, being watched, people seeing what a slut I was, but at the same time… the idea excited me.

“And just about on time. Perfect.” Naomi said.

My bratty little step-sister stopped and I looked up at where we were, recognising it immediately, a cold chill running down my spine. It was the same place they’d brought me to recently, the parlour where they’d had my ears, and my lip, pierced. They were going to get me more piercings? Where? And how many? And… why was I smiling?

“Come on. Time to get you your reward.” Lily said, opening the door.

She gestured for me to enter first. I was giddy, out of breath, but I nodded, smiling, blushing, and I moved off and stepped in, ready to accept whatever my Mistresses had in store for me.

Ria, the young pretty woman who owned and ran the parlour, was already set up and waiting for me as we entered. She smiled at me, and I felt a flush of pride at the thought of getting more piercings, looking more like her.

Ria was hot, tall and thin, with a trim figure, lean and pretty, with exciting hair, short, pink and purple. She was wearing the same ripped black jeans and black combat boots, a different black t-shirt with another band on the front that I did not know, the t-shirt well worn and well-loved, faded. As I looked at her I could not help but admire her arms, the tattoos there sexy and edgy, the tattoos visible on her chest and neck drawing the eyes to the neckline of her low cut t-shirt. Her collection of visible piercings through her lips, nose, ears all glittered. Could I ever look as sexy as her? What if I got more piercings? Would they be visible? What would people say, think?

I realised then that it didn’t matter. If it made me happy, if it made my Mistresses happy, then what did it matter what other people thought?

“Come, sit, you’ve got a choice to make.” Ria said.

She patted the padded chair next to her, much like a dentists chair but in black, the many moving parts perfect for arranging a body in the best way for her to work on it as she needed. I froze for a moment, but a small hand on my back, Naomi’s, pushed me forward, spurring me into action, and I stepped off.

My heels clicked as I crossed the floor, and the chair squeaked as I settled my weight into it. Ria smiled at me. What choice was I expected to make? Were my Mistresses going to let me chose my next piercing? Was that my reward?

My mind whirred. Where would I get it, and what would I get? I thought about what I might pick, lip again, or nose, upper ear, eyebrow, or maybe somewhere hidden, like nipples or belly button, or maybe even somewhere more provocative. How would Ria react if she saw my cute little caged cock? Did she know?

I studied her face, her piercings, all of them so tempting. She was so hot. She pulled a sketchbook from the table next to her, and opened it, turned it towards me, and I looked down to see three different images, all of them cute, sexy, illustrations in black ink on white paper.

“So, in line with the brief I was given, I’ve come up with these three designs, all of which I think would fit. They’ve been okayed, so… the final choice is yours. Which one do you like beautiful?” Ria asked.

I stared at the images, frowning. I was confused. They were all alike, but different—there was a large, cute heart, wrapped around with vines and pretty flowers; a simple design of a bunny, cute and playful, surrounded by little hearts, looking dizzy and dumb; and a small illustration of fire surrounding a pair of demon wings, with little cute horns above them.

“What… I don’t understand.” I said. “I thought I was getting another piercing.”

There was laughter, kind and amused, and Ria shook her head as Naomi and Lily looked at me as though I were a silly puppy who had yet to learn to rules of a simple game. I blushed.

“You are getting a new piercing, but these are the designs of your new tattoo to go with it.” Ria said. “To go just…”

She raised one finger and pressed it to the area just above my caged cock, my crotch. A… a tattoo? My head spun. I looked back at the designs with a new understanding. Could I really…?

Looking at them again, understanding what they were, what they were for, I blushed. They were so feminine, so provocative, so sexy. Each one said something subtly different, while at the same time they all communicated something similar. My head buzzing, giddy with thoughts and emotions.

I looked at them, looked between them. Whatever I chose would be tattooed on me, forever, just above my cute little dick, my cage. I could keep it hidden most of the time, beneath my clothes, but there would always be times when I couldn’t, when getting changed, taking a shower, or if… if I was naked around someone, being intimate, perhaps if I…

I giggled, blushing at the thought. What would people say or think if they saw such a tattoo on me? Would they think me a slut? Would they think me sexy? I imagined how I’d feel with such a tattoo… and my belly fluttered, a fizzing excitement as the prospect.

I’d feel sexy, brazen, exciting, flirtatious, feminine, girly, pretty. I bit my bottom lip as I accepted the truth. I knew I had no choice, not really, not unless I wanted to face whatever consequences Naomi had lined up for me, not unless I wanted to to make my Mistresses unhappy, but… I wanted this tattoo. I wanted to be the kind of slutty, sexy, brazen girl that had tattoos like that just above her cute little caged dick.

I looked over the designs, examining the detail in each, each with its own appeal, but I was drawn back to the same one, over and over again. Could I really…?

“That one.” I said, raising a finger.

Naomi and Lily and Ria all looked to where in the sketchbook I was pointing. All three smiled, nods of approval.

“Excellent choice.” Ria said. “I was especially proud of that design. It’ll take longer than the others, but not too long. I’ll just get the transfer ready and then we can get it on you so you can check placement.”

I looked up at Naomi and Lily.

“What do you think?” I asked.

Naomi smiled.

“It’s perfect. I think it’ll suit a sexy slut like you.” She said.

[image: ]

Ria waited for me to undo my jeans, tugging them slightly down. I blushed, worried she might be able to see hints of my cage. What would she say? What would she think? Did she know?

“Freshly shaved. That’s perfect.” She said, smiling. “I’ll just need to wipe you to make sure you’re clean, then we can get the image transferred.”

She applied a white cloth to my skin, damp, and the wetness was cold, the liquid evaporating quickly, taking my body’s heat with it. Ria then placed a sheet of paper on my slightly damp skin and wetted the back of the paper, rubbing it gently before peeling it back to leave an outline of my chosen image on my skin.

“Get up and look in the mirror. Check the placement and move around. You need to be sure it sits right on your skin and you like where it is. I can move it now or change it, but my options once it's done are limited.” Ria said, smiling.

I did as she said and slipped off the chair, my jeans still undone, and moved to stand in front of the large mirror just to the side. I stopped and looked at myself, at the outline of what would be my new tattoo.

I… I loved it. I loved how I looked.

Dressed as I was, with my make-up, hair, clothes, my lip piercing, the tattoo was just the right blend of cute, slutty, sexy, and naughty.

The image was flames, surrounding a pair of cute demon wings, a pretty pair of horns on top. It was almost perfect—just the right balance of daring, brazen, sexy, gothy, punk. But…

“Could you add one small thing?” I asked.

“That depends… but I can probably add a little detail if you want.” She said.

I looked at myself, loving the reflection I saw, my caged little dick throbbing. I just wanted one last cute detail.

“I… could you add one tiny heart, between the wings and the horns. I… I like the idea of being a naughty sexy demon, or... demoness, but… I want to feel cute too, like… just a little pretty and soft in there as well.”

I turned around to face Ria and my Mistresses.

“Is that okay?” I asked.

Ria nodded. Naomi and Lily were both grinning, nodding. I blushed, giddy and happy.

“I can do that. Just come back and sit down. There are some forms to sign and then we can get started.”

I could barely wait to see it finished.
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I lay on the table as Ria set her needle up, and I froze as she lowered the intimidating handheld device to my crotch. How would it feel? Would it hurt?

“Just relax, breathe normally. It’ll sting a bit, but it's really not that bad. Some people even quite like it.” She said.

Her words were reassuring. To my side Lily and Naomi stood watching me, observing. The handheld needle device began to buzz and a moment later it was pressed to my skin.

The sensation was sharp, stinging, almost burning, moving across my flesh as Ria marked me with the design. This was it. This was permanent. There was no going back now.

I did my best to breathe normally but was not sure in that moment what breathing normally even was. How was I supposed to breathe?

The pain grew worse, spreading through me, expanding, hot and engrossing, a rush of endorphins, but Ria was right… it was almost, sort of, kind of… nice. The pain meant something, washed away doubt and fear and thought. I was becoming Starr, was getting my first tattoo, was embracing the sexy, slutty, brazen girl I was always meant to be. This was permanent, forever, and there was no running away from it now… the pain was part of that, changing me, erasing my old self, leaving me reborn as someone new, someone better, someone prettier and happier.

The pain stopped as the needle stopped, the buzzing cutting out.

“Are you done?” I asked, surprised.

Ria laughed, shaking her head.

“No. Nowhere near. I just need to wipe away the ink and blood so I can see. You’re going to be here a long while yet.”

As she spoke she wiped my skin with a damp towel, and I looked down to see ink, blood, my skin red and angry, the first markings of my new tattoo, Starr’s new tattoo, my brand marking me as the slut I wanted to be. I couldn’t wait to see it finished.

Grinning, blushing, I lay my head back down. The buzzing began again, the needle pressed to skin, and the pain blazed, hot, spreading, and I let it wash over me, baptizing me, Starr, the sexy, naughty demoness with a cute heart.
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I lay still as Ria worked, the machine buzzing, needle scrawling across my skin, marking me, branding me. The buzzing soothed me, a dull mechanical lullaby sedating my nerves. I kept my head down, savouring the wash of endorphins, pain and pleasure as I was tattooed. At intervals the pain would cease, evaporating as Ria stopped to wipe away ink and blood, beginning again as the needle was pressed to flesh, the buzzing starting afresh.

I kept my breath calm, riding the ebbs and flows of pain, smiling, blushing. I was being tattooed, my first tattoo, a cute brand above my caged dick, flames, demon wings, horns, and a cute little heart. I was giddy, happy, and had to force myself to stay still while Ria worked. Not wanting to spoil the beautiful design she was working on.

Naomi and Lily stood the side of me, watching, looking between my face and the tattoo Ria was working on, the brand she was marking me with. I was Starr, and there was no going back now. No matter what she would always be with me, always be a part of me. No matter what I was doing, or how I was dressed, the tattoo would remain with me as a reminder of the girl inside my heart, and that thought left me floating on a cloud of euphoria.

The gun stopped, and Ria wiped. I had no idea how much time had passed, or how far along she was. I was almost numb, my mind semi-removed from my body, a pleasant sense of bliss, nothing, no worries or stresses, no thoughts, just… a singular sense of being, a sense of place and time, present in only the moment, enjoying it for what it was, what it meant. I was Starr, and I was becoming the girl I was always meant to be, the girl I had always secretly wished I could be, and… I had my bratty little step-sister and her best friend to thank.

“There. All done. Just one last thing before we’re completely finished.” Ria said. “You just stay there and keep still.”

I did as I was told, though it was hard. I wanted to see, wanted to see my new tattoo, wanted to see my brand.

A cool damp cloth wiped across my skin, and fingers rubbed over the burning itch of my new tattoo, cooling it and settling the residual pain almost immediately. I then felt cold grip the skin of my belly button.

“Breathe deep.” Ria said.

I did as I was told, and there was a sharp, deep, intense pain around my navel that made me gasp and wince. The pain was different, new, and lingered. What…

“There. Your piercing is done too. Now, do you want to get up and see before I patch you up?” Ria said.

I struggled to sit up, dizzy and woozy from the pain and the endorphins, from lying too long. I looked down and saw… my tattoo, red and sore, stark black against pink skin, and above it a new piercing through my belly button, a cute silver ring with a chain dangling, a little silver star attached. I smiled, delighted.

“Go look in the mirror.” Naomi said. “Go see how adorable and sexy you look.”

I nodded, too shaky to speak, and slipped off of the chair, walked carefully on unsteady feet to the mirror to look at myself. I stopped in front of the mirror and… I smiled, giggled.

I looked amazing. The tattoo was perfect, the right blend of naughty, brazen, sexy, sweet, perfect for Starr, and the piercing through my belly button, the chain, the little silver star, just added the final detail that took me from cute and sexy, to wanton and flirtatious. I couldn’t wait to find a reason and an occasion to show them off. Already I was wondering what kind of outfit would best let me flaunt my new assets.

“You like?” Naomi asked.

I turned around to face Ria, my bratty little step-sister, and her best friend. I nodded, unable to stop smiling.

“I love it. It’s… it’s perfect, a work of art. I couldn’t imagine it being any better. Thank you.”

Ria laughed, a subtle blush.

“You’re very welcome. And if you ever want any more you know where to find me. I already have a few ideas in mind for you. I think I’m getting an idea of your style now, but I’d be happy to discuss ideas and work on them with you. It's an honour helping you become who you want to be.” She said.

It was my turn to blush, and I looked to Naomi and Lily. There were both grinning, like proud parents.

“I’m just pleased to see you so happy.” Naomi said.

The horns were my little touch. But the design was all Ria, with Naomi and me just helping with ideas.” Lily said.

I felt happier than I could remember, safe and cared for, the two girls nurturing me, corrupting me, helping me become Starr, the girl of my wildest fantasies. I was pretty, sexy, brazen, a naughty slut ready for all the adventures to come.

“Now, come over here beautiful and I’ll get you all patched up and ready to leave. The next week or so you’ll need to take good care of it so it heals properly, but if you have any issues or questions you can always send me a message or come in.”

I nodded, moved back to the chair where Ria was already getting the dressing for my new tattoo ready. It would be a while before I could show it off then… but already I knew it would be worth the wait.
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I left the parlour sore and giddy, but grinning, happy. Naomi held the door for me, and Lily shepherded me out, the pair almost doting on me. I felt cared for, nurtured, owned.

“Now, how are you feeling. We had plans to take you somewhere to help commemorate your new tattoo, but if you’re not feeling up to it we can do it another day. It’s important you take the time you need to heal so it’ll look its best for a long time.” Naomi said.

I turned to her as we walked, head spinning. Another surprise? I couldn’t help but wonder what it was, my mind already conjuring up numerous impossible, implausible, fun scenarios. I was sore, but not that sore. I frowned, puzzling about just how I felt.

“I… I suppose it depends on what it involves. I’m feeling good but maybe if it’s very strenuous, or it means exposing my new tattoo… I don’t want to damage it… so…”

Lily and Naomi both smiled at me. Naomi put her hand on my upper arm, stroking, a gentle gesture meant to reassure.

“Don’t worry. I know you need time to heal, and this should be relatively calm and easy, and your new tattoo will stay clean and covered.”

Naomi and Lily were both grinning. From their expressions, it was clear that whatever they had in mind it was devious and fun. Remembering the last surprise, the tattoo and the piercing, and the ones before, the party, sucking cock, being allowed to watch my bratty little step-sister fuck her best friend with a massive, bestial strap-on cock, being allowed to make them both cum with my tongue, being dressed like a sexy, pretty girl for the first time, I knew that whatever they had in mind for me it would be fun, and it would only further my training, my transformation, my corruption.

I trusted them too. Trusted them to know what was best for me, and to keep me safe. Smiling, I nodded.

“I’ll do it.” I said.

“Sure?” Naomi asked.

I nodded, grinning, blushing. I bit my bottom lip, a tingle running up my spine, a thrill at the thought of what I’d let myself in for. My lip piercing tingled, a throb of pleasure and pain.

“Certain.” I said.

As I spoke there was a hard, intense buzzing, the plug inside my slick hole vibrating for just a moment, making me gasp loudly, a bright bliss spreading through me. My legs were weak and I almost collapsed, overcome by shock and delight.

Lily caught me, and I squirmed, aware that several people had turned at the noise I was making, watching me with curiosity. Their gaze only made the sensations more intense. I was so close. Just a little more… but the plug stopped, cut off.

“Just a little reward for being so good and agreeing. Now, come on… the sooner we get to where we’re going, the sooner you get to enjoy your next treat.” Naomi said.
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Lily drove us away from the shopping centre, and away from home, towards a quiet part of town that I’d never really spent much time in. It was mostly old factories, trade depots, distribution warehouses, truck lots, with not much in the way of shopping or nightlife, the only places to eat and drink a few truck stops that looked very ordinary.

As we drove I could not help wondering what they were going to do to me, what they were going to make me do. Just what had I let myself in for?

It took less than thirty minutes before Lily was turning off the main road, turning into a mostly empty parking lot outside a run-down factory that looked abandoned. The windows were all boarded up, with no lights on, nobody outside, but… the parking lot had other cars in, and the cars were more than a little interesting.

There were a few trucks, and numerous cars, but more than a few of the cars looked expensive, and new, glamorous sports cars or luxury executive vehicles. One or two outside a building like this could be explained by management, or a visiting person of importance, but so many? I frowned, puzzled.

And though there were a few cars, there were not as many as I’d expect given a factory of this size. It could easily have had a hundred people working there, if not more, but there were less than thirty cars.

Lily stopped the car, slipped on the handbrake, and turned off the engine. Naomi turned back to face me, in her hand a black scarf. Her grin told me that I was in trouble, and I blushed, squirming.

“Now, put this on. I want to keep this as a nice surprise.” Naomi handed me the scarf. “Over your eyes. And no peeking, or you’ll be in trouble.”

Something in the way she said that last word told me it was in my best interests to obey. I did as I was told. I wrapped the scarf around my face, around my eyes, and tied it behind, tight, blinding me. To be extra certain I kept my eyes closed.

There was the noise of car doors opening, seats creaking, the doors slamming. I was alone.

The door to my side opened and there was a wash of fresh, cool air. I shivered, trembling, anxious, my other senses heightened now my sight was denied me. The world seemed to spin, a sense of vertigo, and I felt oddly vulnerable, as though floating above an abyss, just waiting to fall.

“Give me your hand.” Lily said.

There was a hand on my shoulder, and I felt the air until another caught my wrist, and we shifted to grip hands. I felt safer, reassured by Lily’s presence.

“I’ll lead you, just go carefully and slowly, and I’ll warn you about any steps.” Lily said. “And don’t worry about tripping. I’ll catch you if you do. A tiny pretty thing like you will be easy to rescue.”

Her words made me smile and blush. I was a pretty little thing.

Lily helped me out of the car and I stepped carefully. As I walked I heard the car door close behind me and the click of the lock.

“I’ll check us all in. You know where we’re going?” Naomi asked.

“I think I remember where the… where to take her. They’re towards the far back, right?”

I heard Naomi’s murmur of agreement. Where were they taking me? My heels clicked on the pavement as Lily led me wherever it was, and the distant sound of traffic faded.

A door creaked, and Lily led me through, over a small step. I heard voices, Naomi’s and a man’s, too quiet and muffled for the words to be understood, and then we were walking again. Lily led me through another set of doors, and the quiet was replaced with noise, chatter, laughter, music drumming with deep, sensual bass. Was this a party?

As we walked on more doors opened and the music was suddenly louder, clearer, and the voices were close—male and female, chatting, laughing, but interspersed with other sounds, some closer, others further away, moans, cries, gasps, a mixture of pleasure, pain, hunger, need, the air dense with the smells of bodies of… sex, lust. My cute little caged cock throbbed as my head spun. Was this… was this a sex club? What were we doing here? What were my Mistresses going to make me do?

My hole clenched tight around the thick plug in my ass, slippery, the plug fucking deeper, teasing on the knot of my pleasure, and I pulsed, aching, hot and horny. My head spun with imaginings, vague pictures forming in my head of the scenes around me, of the scenes to come.

Lily led me on and my heels clicked. Several voices called Naomi’s name, Lily’s name, greeting them warmly. Did they know these people? I wondered about the life my bratty little step-sister and her best friend must lead.

“Is this her then?” A voice asked. “She’s quite lovely. I take it that…”

The voice fell silent.

“It's a surprise. But yes, everything is as we arranged still. Are people ready?”

People? What had they arranged? How many people?

“Everyone is waiting, and I think once they see her they’ll be quite excited to begin.”

Begin what?

“Wonderful. Give us a few minutes to settle Starr in, and once we have her ready, we’ll give the signal.” Naomi said.

We moved on, and my head was buzzing with possibilities, my belly fizzing with excitement, anxiety, nerves. The voice had been polished, masculine, older, like a senior banker or a CEO. What would someone like that be doing here, and what would Naomi be doing around such people? What would they want with… with Starr, with me?

Lily led me down corridors, around corners, and I became totally confused about direction. Finally, we stopped, and I heard a door close, a lock turn. Hands rummaged at the scarf behind my head, untying it, tugging it off, but I kept my eyes closed.

“You can open them now Starr.” Naomi said.

I opened my eyes slowly, worried about bright glare, but wherever we were it was dim, with soft lighting. I saw Naomi and Lily on either side of me, watching me, grinning.

We were stood in a small room, a little larger than a cupboard, with a bench on the wall facing the door, padded, with a padded floor made of what looked to be heavy-duty plastic or vinyl, the same material as the bench, strong enough that my heels barely scratched it.

I turned to get a better idea of where I was, puzzling about the other people, about what was happening and… I froze. Naomi and Lily saw my reaction and they both chuckled.

“Surprise!” Naomi said. “Now, why don’t you sit down and get comfortable. People are waiting for you to begin.”

Blinking, stunned, shocked, excited, terrified by what this all meant, I obeyed. On either side of me, on either side of the bench, the two walls were plain and unmarked, with the exception of the five holes cut in each.

Five holes… ten in total, all of them waist height, with the holes padded, and the other side hidden by small curtains of black cloth. I was not naive enough to not suspect what they were, what they were for. All of them were large enough to fit my fist through, and the thought of what else might fit through them made me blush.

As I looked around I caught sight of a camera just above me, filming me, with a screen next to it, an image of me. The people outside the room would be able to see me, see what I was doing, but I’d have no idea who was on the other side of the wall. Why did that only make me more aroused?

“I see you have an idea of why you’re here?” Lily asked, voice teasing.

I nodded. My blush deepened and I bit my bottom lip, my cute little caged dick throbbing, my hole clenching on my thick, massive plug. My mouth was watering, lip piercing tingling.

“Dirty slut! I knew you were always more of a deviant than you let on. But… now’s your chance to show us just how dirty you really are. A chance for pretty, slutty Starr to embrace her wild side.” Naomi said. “This is a reward, after all, so you should enjoy yourself. Now, down on your knees. People are waiting…”

I did as I was told, intimidated, fearful, but… more than that, excited. Just how many people were waiting?
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Naomi helped settle me, helped me kneel in the middle of the room while Lily sat on the bench behind me to watch, her phone already out, taking several pictures of me, making sure to show my face and the holes in the wall behind me. My hands were left free, and Naomi tied my hair back behind my head loosely.

I could feel the thick plug inside my ass, and my new belly button piercing was throbbing, my tattoo a subtle ache, reminding me who I was now, who I was becoming. I felt… as though I were being set free.

Naomi looked down at me, smiled, and I felt safe, excited, nurtured, dirty. The thought of what I was about to do, what I wanted to do, sent a thrill down my spine.

“Are you ready? Once you start there’s no stopping until everyone is happy and satisfied?”

I took a moment. I was in a glory hole booth, in some kind of sex club, on my knees, ready to serve people I’d never met, never even seen. They’d be watching me on the camera, a sexy, slutty girl, but I’d have no idea who I was serving, what they looked like. They could be anyone… and that only made it hotter.

I’d be here until I’d made every last person outside the room cum. There could be one person, or many, or maybe… maybe even none—why did that thought leave me empty? I giggled, blushing as I realised what a slut I’d become.

I looked up at my bratty little step-sister and nodded.

“Ready.” I said.

Naomi smiled. She turned to the door and knocked three times, then moved to sit behind me, pulling her phone out to snap a photo of me. I waited, but did not need to wait long.

On the right side of me the first curtain shifted, and… a cock slipped through the hole. It was only partially hard, throbbing gently, long and thick, and I stared at it for a moment. On the left side of me another curtain shifted, then another, two more cocks slipping through. There were at least three cocks to make cum… I giggled, reached out to the cock on my right and turned to the two on my left. I had one mouth, two hands… three seemed a good number.

As I wrapped my fingers around the cock on my right it stiffened, swelling, hardening. I stroked, and reached out with my other hand to grasp one of the cocks on my left. It too reacted to my touch, throbbing, and I stroked them both in time, delighting in the thrill of it, how naughty and slutty I was being, on my knees with the cocks of two unknown men in my hands. I stared for a moment at the third, glanced up at the screen.

I looked so hot, like a porn star, and it made my belly flutter, my caged little dick a perfect agony of delight. I shifted my hips and giggled.

“Go on. Indulge your wild side.” Naomi whispered.

“Be the slut you want to be.” Lily said, voice soft.

I licked my lips, my lip piercing tingling, and turned back to see their cock. It was harder now… was that… what that from watching me? The thought thrilled me, being seen as a slut, a cock-slut, a cum-slut. I pushed my fear and doubt and anxiety aside and, parting my lips, leaned forward.

My lips met the head of the fat prick, a wet, sloppy kiss, and I moaned in delight as it throbbed, growing harder, pressing at my mouth. I leaned further forward, let the pressure part my mouth, forcing my lips open, slipping deep, and my hands stroked a little faster, grip twisting, milking the other two cocks.

I sucked, working my tongue, and took the cock deep, slowly, taking it as far as I could before lifting my mouth off until only the tip was between my lips. My head was giddy, heart drumming, and I could not help but squirm, delighting in how my plug shifted inside my tight hole.

I sucked hard, lapping my tongue over the slit, then took it back deep, marvelling in how it swelled, in how hard all three cocks were for me. They were enjoying me, enjoying what a slut I was, watching a pretty, sexy, slutty girl worship cock, desperate for cum… and… that was me, Starr, a slut, naughty, devilish, brazen, wanton, eager.

I sucked, deeper, letting the head brush the back of my throat, moaning in bliss and surrender. My hands worked to milk the other two and I felt movement to the side of my head. Another cock had emerged on the left wall, semi-hard, and another on the right. Five… I had to make five anonymous men cum.

Giddy, drunk on pleasure and submission, I let the head of the cock in my mouth just barely press into my throat, stretching it, swallowing, milking. It throbbed, hard, and I held it deep, licking, lips teasing, swallowing, choking myself.

I felt it engorged and then… it was cumming, suddenly, wonderfully, perfectly, cumming deep down my throat, and I let it fill my belly with its hot, sticky load, deep in my throat, unable to breathe, swallowing over and over to milk every last drop. I squirmed, aching, tingling.

As the stream of cum subsided the cock withdrew. One down. I licked my lips to capture every last drop.

“Good girl.” Naomi said.

The plug in my ass buzzed, softly, at regular intervals, like a heartbeat, not intense enough to make me cum, but pleasant enough to make me horny, to arouse me, making the knot of pleasure in my belly tighten, pressing on the bright spot of bliss inside my slippery hole, caged dick throbbing.

“Now… continue.” She said.

I looked around, I shifted my right hand to the newest cock and leant over to the cock I had just released, and, without hesitating, relishing the task ahead of me, wrapped my lips around it, and began to suck. Just how many men would I have to make cum?
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I worked hard, sucking, stroking, licking, milking. I let the cock between my lips sink deep, deeper, hard, throbbing, taking it into my throat, letting it stretch me, choke me, train me, corrupt me. It swelled, became massive, fucking in and out of my lips, and the plug in my ass, buzzing, gently, beating, only drove me on, driving me wild with lust and pleasure and need.

I closed my eyes and submitted utterly to my cravings, my need, my desire to serve. I had to make them all cum, and I wanted to taste and savour every last drop of their pleasure. I was Starr, the naughty slut, and I was giddy with joy.

As I sucked more cocks appeared, and I felt a swell of joy. Six, seven, eight, nine… ten… a perfect ten, all of them for me. I lapped and sucked with vigour, eager to make the cock in my mouth and throat cum so I could move onto the next.

I took it deep, into my throat, then drew my head up to the tip, sucking, lapping with my tongue, teasing. I moved my hands between the vast selection of cocks on offer, wanting all of them hard, all of them throbbing, eager to cum in my mouth, not wanting to waste a drop.

As I sucked the tip, my lip piercing tingling, I felt the cock swell, throbbing hard, and I held it there, just between my lips, wanting it to fill my mouth, coat my tongue. As it came I moaned in bliss, delighting in how it felt, hot and thick and sticky, swallowing as it erupted, cum filling my mouth, dribbling down my throat.

I sucked harder, and the stream of cum began to subside, the cock drawing back through the hole, one more satisfied. The plug in my ass pulsed harder for a moment to reward me, feeding my blossoming addiction. I licked my lips, and without hesitating, moved on to the next.

I sucked cock after cock, stroking the others, keeping them hard for me, keeping them on edge. I took them deep into my throat, sucked the tips, licked, teasing. I let them fill my mouth, let them cum down my throat, did my best not to waste a drop. I became drunk on it, on the pleasure of serving, the taste of cum, the sensation of thick gloopy warm stickiness in my belly.

I counted in my head, three, four, five, each orgasm rewarded by a new sensation from the massive plug in my ass. I was on edge, aching for release, yet at the same time I didn’t care about cumming—I wanted to suck, swallow, lick, serve, embrace my inner slut, become the cum-slut I was always meant to be. I worked my hands and mouth, arms aching, jaw aching, throat aching, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t leave until I’d made them all cum, wouldn’t leave until I’d made them all cum.

Six, seven eight… there were only two left. I sucked one as I stroked the other, a sloppy cummy mess, and I savoured it, letting it fuck my throat as it swelled, throbbing, cumming. I swallowed, and as it withdrew I moved onto the final cock.

It was the largest, fat and long, and I took my time staring at it, stroking it with both hands, leaned in slowly to kiss the tip before parting my lips. I moaned in delight as it slipped into my wet, hot, tight mouth. I sucked, hard, savouring it, let it sink deep, into my throat, my nose pressing against the wall. I wanted this moment to last forever, wanted to savour it but… it was clearly too much. The waiting, the watching, the anticipation of my tight, wet, slutty mouth, was too much.

The cock swell, throbbed, hard, and came, cumming almost immediately, cumming down my throat. I giggled to myself, choking, unable to breathe. He had cum so quickly because of me, because I had provoked so much lust, so much desire. He had been aching for me, desperate for the pleasure of my mouth. I was Starr, the sexy, sultry, wanton, naughty cum-slut, and this all just confirmed it… there was no going back now. I was pierced, tattooed, had just made ten cocks cum in a row, swallowing all of their cum. There was no more denying who I was, not now, not ever.

The stream of cum ended, and the cock slipped away, leaving my throat, slipping out of my sucking, wet lips with an audible pop, then vanishing. I pined for a moment, wanting more, but I was done.

I turned to look up at Naomi and Lily where they sat behind me, their phones out, and I smiled, licking my lips, performing for their cameras. The plug buzzed, hard, making me gasp, the knot of pleasure in my belly expanding. I was close. The pleasure of sucking so many cocks, swallowing all that cum, being so naughty, had left me horny and squirmy… adding the buzzing of the plug was almost…

The plug cut out, became still, and I was left pining for the release that was again denied me. I stared up at my two Mistresses, blushing, breathing hard.

“You did very well today Starr. Did you enjoy yourself?” Naomi asked.

I nodded, grinning, head dizzy and fluttery.

“I… yes Mistress. Thank you.” I said.

My voice was hoarse, mouth sticky with cum, throat sore. I giggled again at the thought of how I had changed.

“Good. But I think now we need to get you home. An early night so you can heal, and maybe we’ll take it easy for a few days, let you rest a little before your next reward.”

The way Naomi grinned left me certain of her meaning. It was going to be at least days before I was going to be allowed to cum. The thought of enduring my training, the cage, my vibrating plug, being sexy and smooth and feminine, all of it with no chance to cum, left me excited and terrified. How could I endure that?

“Yes, Mistress.” I said without thinking, eager to obey, to give myself over to my new identity. “Of course.”

Lily and Naomi both smiled.

“And who knows, if you’re an extra well behaved good girl, we might just have something very special in store for you.”

I smiled, excited and nervous by what they might possibly mean. My imagination raced, images of possible rewards. I couldn’t help but hope… and I knew I was going to be very, very, very well behaved for the foreseeable future.

TO BE CONTINUED...


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

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

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties

Book One
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Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he ever going to make her happy when he couldn’t even make himself happy. He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry have lost their lustre and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consisting only of his dull, dreary garments, bereft of the delicate, sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming.

But then his night, and his life, takes an interesting turn when he finds a pair of pretty pink panties, lost in the laundry room—curious, captivated, oddly enchanted by the sight of the feminine, pink, sexy underwear, Nate cannot resist the urge to pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.

What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long time, but when he tries to remove them he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink panties, Nate finds his life propelled in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.


Best Friends: Truth or Dare
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Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


Femboy Reform School

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

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

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

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


A Paladin Falls

Empathy's Curse Book One
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Maroc, a mighty paladin, one of the goddess’s chosen warriors has almost cleansed the lands of the vile mongrel races, the beasts and demons who have plagued humanity. There is only one of their lords left, the mysterious, mighty Azine. However, Maroc’s confrontation does not go to plan and he is cursed. Waking up as Marnie, a low level androgynous pretty boy with only one useful skill, Charm, and no memories, they set off on an adventure to find out what has happened to them.

Encountering bandits, negotiating with merchants, and fending off imps, Marnie is forced to use every tool at their disposal. Cursed with the traits of Empathy, doomed to share the emotions and feelings of those close to them, and Adaptable, a body that changes based on the demands placed on it, to better suit Marnie’s activities and needs, it is not long before Marnie begins to change. Facing both men and monsters, experiencing previously unknown pleasures, performing acts that they would once have thought sinful, Marnie learns that they are far from defenceless, and that their body and their Charm is not only pleasurable, but powerful.

Resolved to solve the problem of their Curse, Marie is set on a path that may well change not just them, but the entire world… Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!


About the Author

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

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

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

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