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BLACKMAILED by BRATS

Part Five

Naomi and Lily have led Starr down a path of feminization, corruption, enlightenment, and all it took was a little BLACKMAIL.

After weeks of serving, learning, practising, Starr is finally becoming comfortable as her new self. She has come so far, learning how to do her make-up, how to dress, buying clothes and lingerie, learning how to care for her soft, pretty, feminine body, and she has experienced so much, so many firsts, but there is still so much more to learn, so much more to experience.

Committed now to become the best version of Starr that she can be, guided by her bratty little step-sister and her best friend, Starr finally embraces the truth. She is happier now, prettier, sexier, and she is having way more fun.

Rejoin Starr, Naomi, and Lily, for punishments, rewards, confessions, and when Starr is given an extra surprise, how will she react? Naomi and Lily might have helped her become the girl she was meant to be, the girl she always dreamt of being, but is she ready to become a woman?


Five

As the days passed I fell into a steady routine. I woke early, showering, shaving, putting on my make-up and wig, dressing in my maid’s uniform, then preparing breakfast, taking it to my Mistresses—my beautiful step-sister and her best friend Lily, the two sexy, bratty girls who had taken complete control of me—before cleaning while they ate and prepared themselves for the day. Sometimes they would call for me, demand I attend to them, dress them or help moisturise their bodies after a shower, even shaving their legs for them, shaving Lily’s smooth, perfect, glistening cunt.

On one rare, wonderful, joyous occasion, I was even made to pleasure them, kneeling in Naomi’s room in my little maid’s outfit as they stood in front of me, their bodies naked, pussies bared. I had used my tongue only, ordered to keep my hands behind my back, and I had lapped and licked and worshipped their cunts, circling their clits, pressing my tongue deep as they had each ground their hips, pressing their wet folds onto my face, choking me, gripping my hair. They had soaked my face in their juices, first Lily, then Naomi, and I had loved every second of serving them, pleasuring them, making them cum with my tongue, but it had also been agony.

I was still caged, and I still had not cum.

It had been days, weeks… it had been so long that I could not remember precisely how long it had been. The last time I had cum it had been my bratty step-sister and her best friend, Lily, making me cum, using just their feet to make me cum as I lay on the floor beneath them only… they had ruined it, withdrawing their feet just as I reached the point of no return, and I had cum, spilling my sticky seed all over my belly but without any touch, my cute, smooth, pretty dick cumming without any sensation and it had felt almost… empty.

After that they had caged me, locked my dick up and then there had been no more release for me. Sure, I had been rewarded, with new, pretty piercings in my ears, lip, belly button, my first tattoo—a pretty heart-shaped brand just above my crotch, sexy and slutty and feminine, marking me as Starr forever, my step-sister’s property—and there had been lots of fun too.

I had made Naomi and Lily cum several times now, each time using my tongue to taste the delicious nectar of their cunts, and I had been allowed to watch Naomi fucking Lily with a beautiful strap-on, watch the two girls fuck, sharing an intimate moment between them, the pair cumming together, and even though it had been agony, being made to watch while I was caged, denied, I knew I would graciously accept the chance to watch them again.

I had been gifted a butt plug too, a thick, heavy plug that I wore all day and night, only taking it out when I needed to shower or use the bathroom, to train me and though at first I had found it odd, it had quickly become comfortable, a constant source of pleasure inside my ass, teasing me, making me ache, making my caged cock throb as it tried to harden but could not. Every moment of every day, each step, each time I wiggled my ass, my hips, I felt my plug shift inside me, teasing me, keeping me on edge, keeping me frustrated. It was such an agonising delight, keeping me horny, submissive, eager to please.

I had been gifted more than that though. Much more. I had also been offered the chance to explore the new feminine, sexy, slutty side of my personality as Starr. I had been taken to a party, had met someone special, as arranged by my Mistresses, a friend of theirs and he had been… handsome.

I had never really even thought about boys, about men, before, but now… now I was Starr, a sexy slut, and the way boys and men looked at me, flirted with me, made me feel hot, so it only made sense that I should want to tease them. He had been kind, but firm, demanding, and I had been allowed to serve him too, made to kneel, take his cock out of his trousers and suck it, make it cum with my lips and tongue and mouth, had been made to make him cum, had swallowed his thick, creamy load.

I had never done anything like that before, but it had been impossible for me to deny the truth. I had enjoyed it, had enjoyed sucking cock, making it cum, swallowing it. I was Starr, a dirty, sexy, brazen slut, and I loved the way cock felt in my mouth, cumming, swallowing it, so that when I was taken to a sex club, made to perform in a glory hole, made to make ten anonymous cocks cum with just my mouth and hands, my lips, tongue, swallowing each thick, creamy load, I had embraced the opportunity, had enjoyed the opportunity.

It had all been agony though. Each experience had only made me hornier, the lust and pleasure overwhelming me, addictive, and I had become drunk on it but… I had remained caged. It had been days since I’d even had an erection, let alone cum, and I could feel it affecting me, changing me—mentally and physically. I was becoming more submissive, desperate to please others, and I liked it, the constant aching feeling, the frustration, the pleasure I could give others, the quiet softness, the gentle attendance to the needs and desires of others, and… I was changing.

The lack of erections, the cream Naomi had given me to help keep me comfortable and soft, had made my cock smaller. It still throbbed when I was turned on, which was most of the time now, but it didn’t ache in quite the same way, as though my body had learnt that there was no point trying to get an erection. My body and my subconscious were being trained, was learning that my dick was supposed to stay soft, limp, pretty and feminine, and so it was shrinking, becoming limp and useless, but… I liked it. I was changing, becoming Starr more completely with every passing day, and it made my heart swell with joy and pride.

I was being denied the chance to cum, but I was being given so much more. I was learning how to do my make-up, my skills growing as Lily and Naomi commented on things I’d done well or poorly, offering me advice, setting me tutorial videos to watch, giving me time to practice under their guidance, and I was learning about hair care and styling, learning how to maintain my wig, how to style it in different manners to get different looks that would work on different occasions.

They took me shopping too, helping me find new clothes, sexy, feminine, girly outfits, slutty skirts and tops along with lingerie, underwear, shoes, cosmetics, perfumes, make-up, creams, toiletries.

It wasn’t easy though. Each day I had to exercise according to a routine Naomi and Lily gave me, cardio and yoga, squats with weights, all while on a diet of vegetables, seeds, and soy, but… it was having a very real effect.

The exercise, the diet, the moisturisers, the creams, the make-up… all of it meant I was different. It had only been a few weeks but I had changed. I was softer, my skin delicate, more sensitive, smooth all over, and I rarely needed to shave any more, though I did every other day out of habit now. My face had become a little softer too, eyes larger, features subtly more feminine, lips plump, with a fine jaw and high cheeks, even my eyebrow reshaped by plucking and waxing. It was my body though that really made me smile. The diet and exercise meant I had lost weight, my arms and shoulders and belly thinner, my waist trim, but the exercise, the squats and yoga, had made my hips wider, my thighs larger, and my ass… every time I looked in the mirror I couldn’t help but grin, seeing my fat, round, pert, plump ass jiggle, the way it felt when I walked, strutting, swaying my hips. I had never been happier. And I had my Mistresses to thank. Serving them, obeying them, was the least I could do
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I rose early as was my routine now, a comfort in knowing exactly what was expected of me, how I was to serve, please, knowing that if I was good I would be rewarded—would it be more make-up or another lesson on how to dance or walk, perhaps new shoes, some heels, or more lingerie, another sexy outfit, or would I be allowed to watch my Mistresses fuck again, just the thought making my pretty little caged cock ache. I showered, shaved, and put on my make-up, my wig, and my maid’s uniform, then set off to prepare breakfast.

As I passed the hallway mirror I caught sight of my reflection and paused, smiled, blushed. I looked… beautiful, and I was still not used to it. Seeing myself like this, as Starr, was still new yet felt unbelievably right and natural. My belly fluttered as I wiggled my hips, delighting in the way my maid's skirt swished, caressing my soft thighs, my pert, round butt jiggling slightly. I had already changed so much, and I wondered what further changes were to come, but, at the same time, there was something gnawing at the back of my mind.

Our parents were due home in only a few weeks now, would be returning from their trip abroad, and then all this would be over, wouldn’t it? I would no longer be able to play maid, to serve as I had been doing, but, worse than that, I would have to return to my old self, to… even thinking the name made me almost cry.

I was Starr now, and being her, being cute and pretty, playing the slut, feeling sexy, desired, it made me happy. What would it be like to just be her, to live and work and play as her, to allow her to fully inhabit my life, to fully take over as me? Just thinking about it made me grin, but… it was impossible, wasn’t it?

Once all this was over it would all go back to how it was before, to the boring, dreary, lonely life I had before. I’d be dull and unhappy, trapped as someone I now knew I didn’t want to be but… at least I’d had this small adventure, this moment of fun, and I knew I would always treasure it, always be thankful for it.

I giggled as I realised I had my spoiled, precocious, bratty, beautiful step-sister and her best friend to thank. Before all this I had never got on well with Naomi. As step-brother and step-sister we’d clashed, but now… it had just taken her blackmailing me, making me into her obedient, slutty, sexy step-sister for us to get along, and… it had all felt so utterly right, as though this was who I was meant to be. I knew there was no real way to thank them, so serving them, making them a delicious breakfast, seemed like the least I could do.

Turning away from my reflection with a heavy heart, an odd mix of joy and sadness over what the future might hold, I headed down to the kitchen. I had a plan for waffles, with syrup and fresh fruit, coffee, and orange juice. I knew the pair would like that.
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I knocked on the bedroom door and waited for an answer, squirming. The tray, laden with two plates of waffles, a bottle of syrup, a small plate of butter, two bowls of fruit, two cups of coffee, two glasses of orange juice, and two glasses of water, was heavy, and my arms were beginning to hurt.

“Eugh… what?”

I smiled as I heard Naomi groan. I could already picture her beautiful, sleepy face as she roused, still groggy with dreams, her hair a wild mess.

“I have your breakfast Mistress.” I said, keeping my voice soft, perky, cheerful.

There was a moment of quiet.

“Come in Starr.” Naomi said.

I pushed the door with my foot and stepped into the room. I made sure to strut, shoulders back, head high, wiggling my hips and ass. I had been practising daily with my heels and Lily and Naomi had been generous enough to offer strict instruction on how to improve, so now it came naturally. I felt graceful, feminine, sexy, and just thinking about not wearing heels made me quail.

As I crossed the bedroom floor to place the heavily laden tray on the bed I saw Naomi and Lily, my Mistresses, watching me, grinning. They were both so different from each other, but they were both beautiful.

They were both naked, the sheets tossed aside, their legs entangled as they stroked each other, languid and sensual, grinning at me.

Naomi was shorter than Lily, with a thinner figure, slim, though still with the perfect ratio of hips, waist, chest, with long, toned legs and a pert, peachy butt. It was her face though, her radiant beauty, that really drew men and women to her, her long, sleek black hair like glossy spun midnight, her pale, softly tanned skin flawless, almond-shaped blue eyes, and full, plump lips. I could only worship at the divine altar of her glorious beauty, her small tits, the thick thatch of her black pubic hair, her smooth legs, her toned, peachy butt.

Naomi grinned as her hand stroked up to Lily’s tit, cupping it, squeezing it, pinching her best friend’s nipple, making the sexy blonde moan in husky pleasure. I blushed, not knowing where to look.

Lily was almost the opposite to Naomi, tall and striking, a graceful, full, curvy figure, large breasts, wide hips, trim waist, a perfect hourglass that swaggered and swayed as she walked, as she lay sprawled on the bed her long, smooth, toned legs entwined with my step-sister’s, her hand on Naomi's waist as Naomi cupped Lily’s fat, heavy, perfect tit.

Lily stared at me, grinning, her short, white-blonde hair and stunning blue eyes, smeared with traces of yesterday’s dark make-up, making her seem sultry. Her bottom lip was pierced, like mine was now, only she wore two rings to my one, with additional piercings in her ears, and a single spike through the side of her nose. Her pussy was smooth, hairless, and glistened with arousal, her folds slightly parted.

The room reeked of their cunts, their musk, their arousal, and it made me squirm. As the two girls writhed in bed with each other, caressing each other, I could almost taste their juices on my tongue and my caged, pretty dick throbbed—there was no pain though, my dick shrunken after being caged for so long, knowing better than to even try to harden, my body slowly changing, adapting to my new self. I was so turned on I could barely think.

Perhaps they would want me to make them cum with my tongue, worship them, serve them, or perhaps they would make me watch as they fucked? With shaking hands and unsteady feet, head fuzzy, almost drunk on the stupor of horniness, I stopped at the foot of the bed.

“I… I made waffles, just as you like Mistress. With fruit and syrup, along with coffee, orange juice, and cold water.”

I stood poised, back straight, feet together, trying to be demure and polite, but my heart was racing. Closer to the bed now, their naked, perfect bodies, the reek of their cunts was only more intense, heady, and I licked my lips without even thinking, a tingle running through me as the tip of my tongue teased over my new piercing.

“Someone is looking very squirmy this morning.” Naomi said, grinning.

As though to emphasise her point and further torture me she squeezed Lily’s breast harder, making her beautiful best friend moan. Her hand slipped down, over Lily’s waist, over her belly, sliding down to the damp folds between Lily’s long, sexy legs.

I could only stare in frustrated delight as Naomi pressed her fingers into Lily’s cunt, Lily spreading her legs and working her hips to offer Naomi entry. Lily gasped, eyes fluttering, and stared at me, smiling, blushing, an evil grin.

“Fuck her fingers feel good. I might just cum again…” She said.

They both knew it had been many, many days since I last came. They were torturing me, and they were enjoying it. But… I was enjoying it too in an odd, agonising way.

Naomi worked her fingers in and out, slowly, smearing Lily’s bald cunt with her juices, fingertips teasing over her clit, making the sexy, naked, brazen blonde groan and thrust, all while maintaining eye contact with me. She grinned, giggling.

“Maybe I’ll make her cum, then she can make me cum. A perfect way to start the day, don’t you think Starr?”

I could only nod, meek, obedient, watching. I could smell the arousal of both of them, could almost taste it. I licked my lips again, squirming, wiggling, my caged dick throbbing limply, my hole clenching around my plug, causing it to shift inside me, teasing over a bright knot of pleasure that had only grown more sensitive and eager over the last few days, as though my body were slowly transforming, learning how to better to experience pleasure as Starr. What would it feel like to feel Naomi’s fingers inside my tight, virgin hole?

“I think someone wants a taste. Don’t you Starr?” Naomi asked.

Both girls grinned at me. I could only nod.

“You want to lick my pussy? Make me cum? Worship at my divine cunt?” Lily asked.

I nodded again. I yearned for it. I licked my lips, hoping for the chance to serve, make them both cum with my tongue, maybe then they would…

“Well, you can’t. Not this morning.” Naomi said.

She laughed, cruel and mocking, though there was a sweet, playfulness to it. She slipped her fingers out of Lily’s cunt, making her best friend moan, and Lily too giggled. I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself, to hide my disappointment.

“Yes, Mistress. As you… as you say.” I whispered.

“However…” Naomi shifted, untangling herself from Lily, and crawled towards me, eyes bright and full of mischief. “… since you’ve been good...”

She held up her fingers, slick with Lily’s juices. I took a deep breath, inhaled the scent of her perfect cunt. My whole body ached with desire and lust, so horny I could barely think.

Naomi pressed her fingers to my lips, prised them open, slipped them into my mouth. I moaned, feeling suddenly giddy, weak, and her fingers worked over my tongue, in and out, fucking my mouth, the taste of Lily’s cunt heady. I sucked, licking, lips tight, savouring the taste.

Naomi and Lily giggled, watching me, but I was too far gone to care. My whole body throbbed with need and desire.

Naomi pulled her fingers out and grinned at me, smirking.

“Slut.” She said kindly.

I blushed, coy and joyful. I could still taste Lily on my tongue, lips.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said to Naomi.

“And you Mistress.” I said to Lily.

“You’re welcome.” Lily said, laid out naked on the bed, watching me with a sultry smirk.

“You can put the breakfast down Starr, and then get on with your chores.”

I smiled, a small curtsey, then set the tray down. My knees were weak, my legs shaking, my caged cock throbbing as my tight hole clenched on the plug inside me, making it slip deeper.

I performed another curtsey, head spinning, trying my best to be polite, demure, respectful. I just needed to leave, take a moment to breathe deeply and calm down. It had been so long since I’d cum that I was a horny, distracted mess, a naughty slut who couldn’t stop thinking about sex, about cumming. I needed to escape before my Mistresses tortured me further, before I did something silly.

I came up from my curtsey, smiling, and… tripped, my legs still shaky, head still fuzzy.

I reached out, trying to catch myself, and the world spun in slow motion. The tray, full of breakfast, lay in front of me. I fell towards it.

I twisted, my feet, clad in heels, clumsy, but it was almost enough. I missed the tray, mostly. My hand snagged a glass, spilling it over Naomi’s bed, splashing it over Naomi and Lily—a glass of water, thankfully.

I collapsed and froze. What had I done?
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“Are you okay Starr?” Naomi asked.

There was shuffling on the bed above me and Lily and Naomi moved to look down at me. I felt awful. I wanted to curl into a ball and vanish.

I nodded, meekly.

“I… I’m okay. I just… I was dizzy, and tripped. I… I’m sorry Mistress.” I whispered.

“But you’re okay? You’re not hurt?” Lily asked.

I was fine. It was only my pride, my ego, that was hurt. I had been too horny to focus, and I had messed up. I had upset my Mistresses.

“Well… the important thing is you’re not hurt.” Naomi said. “But… you’ve made an awful mess of my bed.”

I looked up, froze. Both of them were suddenly stern. Now that they knew I was unharmed it was obvious I was in trouble.

“Fortunately is was just water. However, you will need to be punished. A silly, ditzy, clumsy girl like you must learn to be more careful.”

I nodded. I knew I should be punished. I had been bad. I must learn to be better.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered. “That… that is fair.”

Just how were they going to punish me? No matter, I knew I would not resist or complain. It was my place, yet still, I remained glad to have the two beautiful, bratty girls there to correct me, train me, transform me into a well behaved, obedient slut.

I dropped my head. The two were quiet, yet I could feel their exchange, looks and gestures. They knew each other so well they did not need to speak. There was giggling, almost evil laughter, and I knew I was in trouble.

The two sexy, domineering brats slipped off the bed and moved, slowly, gracefully, like hunters stalking wounded prey, two lionesses certain of the kill, to stand on either side of me. They looked down at me, grinning, and I shifted to kneel at their feet, head hung in shame. I felt small, weak, and miserable. I had let them down.

“What do you think Lily?” Naomi asked.

I remained silent, waiting for their judgment. Lily shifted, examining me. I could see drops of water on their smooth, perfect thighs, could smell the reek of their cunts, could still taste Lily’s juices. My pretty little dick throbbed in its cage, not even bothering to try to become erect, my body aware it was pointless, that it was something forbidden for me, that I had other purposes. My hole clenched around my fat plug, making it shift inside my slippery, tight hole as I waited with bated breath.

“Well, she’s already on full denial, and has been for days, so that’s not going to work. We could try making her serve us in a more humiliating manner, but I think for our slutty little Starr that would be more of a reward, since she clearly just longs to be on her knees, worshipping us.”

I blushed. Just the words were making me ache. Lily was right. Making me serve them would not feel like a punishment at all, and I needed to be punished, had been bad, and I wanted so badly to be a good girl for my Mistresses.

“Which leaves us with one last obvious option.” Naomi said.

There was a giggle. I squirmed, body flush, heart racing. I could only imagine what they were plotting for me.

“I agree.” Lily said. “Pain.”

Pain… my heart skipped. They were going to hurt me. My head spun. Why did I want it in a strange, anxious manner? I smiled, nodded, an uncertain understanding settling. I deserved it, needed it, needed to be punished to become a good girl.

“Yes. I think that’s an excellent idea, and I have just the most perfect method.” Naomi said.

A shiver ran down my spine. A fluttering of fear, anticipation, excitement, dread.

“Now, Starr, on your feet. And strip that uniform off, but leave your underwear and your heels on.”

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

I obeyed.
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I rose to my feet and did as I had been told. I removed my maid’s uniform, left my underwear on, my slightly padded bra, panties, suspenders, stockings, and I smiled as I looked down at myself, delighting in how they fitted me, giving me sexy, girly curves, making my hips look wider, butt look rounder. I had kept my heels on too, and the way they made me stand only made my long, smooth legs look sexier, fuller, and I felt… sexy.

Lily circled me, looking me over, inspecting me as Naomi moved off to the wardrobe in the corner of the room, opening it and keeling to pull out a small, locked chest. As she fiddled with the combination code padlock Lily ran one finger over my thigh, making me shiver.

She smiled, nodding, a small murmur of approval. I kept my face forward, head high, shoulders back, arms at my side.

“Very good.” Lily said. “You’re keeping yourself nice and smooth like a good girl. Your skin is so much prettier when you keep it soft. All those creams are definitely paying off, you look so cute.”

I smiled, blushing, her words a balm that healed my wounded soul.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said.

Lily continued to circle me as Naomi opened the box and rummaged inside. I could almost sense her mischievous, sadistic glee.

“And the diet and exercise are paying off too. You’re developing quite the stunning figure. A trim little waist, thick thighs, juicy butt, and even a little more weight on those hips. You’re becoming such a sexy girl.” Lily said.

I smiled, my blush deepening. Her praise meant so much to me, more than words could easily describe. Why was I so happy about becoming more feminine?

“Thank you Mistress.”

Lily moved around to the front, stood in front of me, looked me up and down. She was smiling, but there was a cold, stern look in her eyes.

“Your make-up skills too have improved a lot, and I love how you’ve taken to styling your wig.” She was grinning, staring at my face, examining every minute detail.

“When you grow your hair out you should be able to adapt your new skills, but…”

Lily grinned, looked down.

“… there’s not much we can do about these just yet.”

She traced a fingertip over my chest, making my skin tingle.

“Perhaps soon we can see about getting a little assistance in developing your womanly assets.”

She was talking about my chest, my breasts, making them larger. Did she mean…

“Found it!” Naomi said.

She pulled a small bag from the chest and stood up, moved across the room to stand beside Lily. I was grinning, quick shallow breaths, giddy—I was flush with a sense of joy that my Mistresses might help me become even more of the woman I had always been meant to be, become more Starr… what was happening to me, and what did all of this mean for my future?

“Now… how about ten, for sixty seconds, since this is her first time.” Naomi said.

Lily smiled, nodded.

“That seems fair. Not too forgiving, but not too cruel. Five each?”

Naomi nodded.

“Five each.” Naomi said.

Naomi opened the bag and reached in, pulled out a handful of small wooden clothes pegs, the wood smooth and oiled and obviously well cared for, the metal springs gleaming silver, sturdy and threatening. I took a deep breath and tried to remain calm, not quite sure what punishment awaited me.

“Feet shoulder-width apart Starr, hands on the back of your head. Keep still. We’ll be placing five each, and we’ll begin counting once the last one is in place. Sixty seconds.” Naomi said. “Once the time is up we’ll remove them, one by one. Is that understood?”

I paled. It sounded… terrible, but it was what I needed to become the good girl I desperately wanted to be.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

Lily and Naomi both smiled at me, smirking. I adjusted my posture to stand as my bratty little step-sister had told me—feet shoulder-width apart, hands behind my head, back straight, doing my best to stand in a way that was appealing, sexy.

“Very good. And… one last detail. If any peg falls off and we need to reapply it, we’ll add thirty seconds to the total, so do try to stay still.”

I stiffened, doing my best to stay very still. Sixty seconds seemed like a long enough time, adding more would be agony, but… would I be able to stay still with ten very cruel-looking clothes pegs attached to my body in what I imaged would be very sensitive places.

Naomi turned to Lily, handing her five pegs, keeping five for herself. The two girls smiled, both still naked, and I couldn’t help but shudder in fear and delight. I was glad I had them to correct me.

“Now, shall we begin?” Naomi said.

She was not asking me.
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Lily and Naomi worked together, seamlessly, one on either side. Naomi attached the first peg, on my upper arm just below my armpit. As the wooden pincers bit down on my flesh a bright stab of pain lit up, a needle pain radiating through me, settling into a hard, insistent ache. Naomi let the peg hang there, even its small weight adding to the sensation.

My body felt hot, my heart racing. Lily lifted the first of her five pegs.

“Where to… oh that’ll do just fine.” She said.

The wooden grip opened and closed slowly, a teasing agony, around the flesh of my bottom lip, avoiding my piercing, though the pressure of the peg was made worse by the sensitivity my lip piercing had blessed me with. Pain lit up my mouth, and I did my best to remain still.

My heart thundered, and I quelled the urge to shake, my body quaking, endorphins and adrenaline flooding my body as the pain radiated out, the fire only fed by the oxygen of my fear and anxiety. I needed to remain still. There were still eight more to go and only when they were all on would Naomi begin counting.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I tried to calm and, as I did, I felt an almost serenity wash over me. The pain, the endorphins, the adrenaline, the knowledge that I was being punished, that I had to endure, all combined into a powerful cocktail of emotions and sensations. I just needed to submit to it, to float in the quiet stillness of it, to be at peace.

I felt wood brush against my waist, pinching, closing, gripping skin. Pain radiated out then softened, mellowing, blending with the other sensations that washed over me. I kept still, frozen, holding my pose.

Another peg, on my outer thigh, pinching hard. As time passed the pain of the other pegs faded, altered, becoming less intense, but deeper.

Another peg, this time behind my knee, then another, my inner thigh. I floated, slow breaths, eyes closed. I abided in only the moment. I just need to dwell here, to endure for my Mistresses, and they would make me a good girl.

Another peg bit, hard, pinching the skin of my belly, then another, on the back of my neck. The pain was coming in waves now, intense, angry, washing over me. I struggled to keep from shuddering, sweating, hot., my whole body alive with a newfound sensitivity.

“The last two together?” Naomi asked.

“I’d love to.” Lily replied.

The last two, then the count would begin. I still had two more pegs and a whole sixty seconds to endure. I took a deep breath and held my pose.

Fingers tugged down the cups of my bra, exposing my nipples, stiff, hard. I froze, terrified. Wood caressed my chest, honing in on my nipples circling. I took a deep breath.

The pegs closed together as one, quickly, fast, gripping my erect nipples, hard, and it was all I could do not to cry out in pain. I kept still, but barely.

“One… two… three…” Naomi was counting.

Sixty seconds. I had to endure, but the pain was sharp, intense, dull, throbbing, so many sensations spread across my sensitive body. Each peg was unique, in placement, weight, the way it gripped me, the way it felt, and the rush of endorphins, my racing heart, only made my body more sensitive.

The asymmetry of it all only made it worse. My whole body uneven, and I could only breathe and stay still, endure.

“Nineteen… twenty… twenty-one…”

Not even halfway. My nipples were the worst, the agony of it almost too much, burning, throbbing, but none of the others were easy, the sharp, deep, intense pain becoming a dull ache that drilled into me. I kept my eyes closed and struggled to keep still. I wanted so badly to be a good girl.

“Forty-five… forty-six… forty-seven…” Naomi said.

The pain throbbed with the beat of my heart. My head was thrumming. The bite of the pegs was intense, dull, hot, cold. I was struggling to keep still. If I moved, if one fell off, they’d only reattach it and add another thirty seconds. Could I endure that?

My nipples were on fire. I kept my eyes shut tight, forcing slow, deep breaths.

“Fifty-six… fifty-seven… fifty-eight.” I was so close now.

I was going to be a good girl.

“Fifty-nine... sixty. Good girl Starr.”

I relaxed, but only slightly. The pegs were still on.

I opened my eyes and watched as Lily and Naomi moved, quickly, but delicately, releasing the pegs slowly, in the same order they had applied them. As each peg opened, as my tender, sensitive flesh was released, there was a flood of new sensations, a new kind of pain as blood recirculated, nerves awakening, and my body felt new and raw.

I was shaking by the time they both moved to my nipples, the last two pegs they had attached. Naomi and Lily released them at the same time and I gasped, relief and pain.

Hands stroked my shoulders, gently, reassuring me. I felt… liberated. I had endured, and I was cleansed. I was a good girl. The smile on my Mistresses faces was like the summer sun after a storm.

“You did well Starr.” Naomi said.

“You did very well. I’m impressed. We might even need to be harder on you next time we have to punish you.” Lily said.

Next time? Harder? I shuddered at the thought. I would need to do my best to keep them happy, to serve them.

“Yes, Mistress. I… I’ll do better. Thank you.” I whispered.

Naomi and Lily were grinning.

“Now, I think it’s time we had our breakfast. I want you to go get dressed Starr, something cute, sexy, but suitable for going shopping in. All that punishing, watching you, it's put an idea in my head. Consider it a reward for doing so well.”

I nodded, blushing. The way Naomi said reward had left no doubt in my mind that it would be something devious.

I smiled. A swell of joy.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said.
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I wore skinny black jeans and a black vest, my padded bra beneath. Over the top, I wore a loose-knit jumper, black and red horizontal stripes, and a pair of black heeled boots. It was an outfit Lily and Naomi had helped pick for me, cute, sexy, with a fun edge to it that made me feel flirtatious and just a little brazen. I touched up my make-up and headed downstairs, not wanting to keep my Mistresses waiting.

“Ah, finally.” Naomi said from the bottom of the stairs. “What kept you, Starr?”

I blushed. They both looked amazing, and I felt like a wallflower next to them.

Lily was dressed in shorts, high cut frayed denim in a washed-out black, tight around her ass showing off her entire legs and much of each ass cheek, a pair of ripped fishnets on underneath with a big, chunky pair of black boots with heavy heels. On her body she wore a hooded sweatshirt, but cut haphazardly, the sleeves cut to just below her shoulder so that her long, graceful arms were left bare, and the waist cut off, cut high to show off her smooth, trim belly and waist. Her make-up was dark and brazen, applied heavily and almost callously, but it only made her natural beauty more apparent.

Naomi was in a black dress, the hem of the skirt coming to her mid-thigh, with long black socks coming up over her knees—only a small sliver of bare thigh visible. The neck was high, almost tight around her throat, and the sleeves came midway down her upper arms, yet still, she looked stunning, the dress tight, hugging her subtle curves, her narrow hips and thin waist, the subtle swell of her tits, and her eclectic mix of jewellery, silver bracelets and chains, necklaces, black leather cords, gave the whole outfit an edge that was only emphasised by her delicate black high heels.

Together they seemed almost at odds with each other, yet perfectly matched, and I felt a pang of jealousy, envy, lust, pride—so many emotions I struggled to process them. Lily and Naomi simply stood, waiting for an answer.

“I… I wanted to touch up my make-up, to make sure I looked nice for you, so that I wouldn’t embarrass you in public.” I said.

The two girls grinned, smirking.

“How very thoughtful and diligent of you Starr.” Naomi said. “You’re becoming quite the well behaved little slut, but then I suppose the threat of punishment will do that to you.”

My Mistresses giggled and I squirmed, blushing.

“You look lovely though. I’m sure all the boys won’t be able to stop from staring at that pert little ass.” Lily said.

I smiled.

“Thank you Mistress.” I whispered. “But… I’m sure next to both of you they’ll barely notice me. You both look so beautiful.”

Naomi stared at me, a hard glare in her eyes suddenly.

“Nonsense Starr. Yes, we are both beautiful, but so are you. I expect confidence from my pretty little slutty step-sister. Confidence and poise. Walk as though men are lucky to even be in your presence and I guarantee they’ll notice you… and I want them to notice you, want them to appreciate the beauty of my toy, because though they can look, they can’t touch, at least not without my permission, and I enjoy teasing them. Understand?”

I blushed, flattered and embarrassed, reminded that my bratty little step-sister owned me. That she thought me beautiful, that she wanted to show me off, wanted men to notice me, made me feel more confident. I would not let her down.

I stood just a little taller, poised, shoulders back, head up. I would wiggle and strut and display myself for her and make all the men dream of my lips on their cocks.

“Yes, Mistress.” I said.

Lily and Naomi both smiled at me.

“Good.” Naomi said. “Now, it's time we headed out. We have places to be, and we have plans for the afternoon so it's no good staying here all day. Starr, the door please.”

Naomi and Lily both stood by the door, waiting. They expected me to open it for them, to hold it for them. I was their toy, their slut, their servant, their slave—I would do everything I could to attend to them.
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I smiled as we neared our destination. I was not surprised, but I was happy. I had been wondering when I would get more piercings—I had been looking forward to them, reminders of my place, of who I was now, Starr, the slutty, brazen, sexy girl, perhaps… perhaps even more tattoos, permanent reminders of who I truly was that I’d never be able to escape, no matter what the future held for me.

I moved slightly ahead of my Mistresses, walking quickly in my heeled boots, the heels clicking on the hard floor as my hips swayed, wiggling my ass. I had noticed men glancing at me as we had walked together, as we had got coffee, the three of us, and had done my best to attract more stares, to draw their attention to me, relishing in it, enjoying the warm buzz in knowing they wanted to fuck me, knowing that by teasing them with my body I was pleasing my bratty little step-sister, making her proud, showing her that her slutty step-sister was sexy, beautiful, desired, that I was a good girl.

As I reached the door I stopped and waiting until they drew close, only then opening it for them. Naomi dipped her head in a shallow nod, thanking me without words, a knowing grin that made me blush, my cute little caged dick tingling.

The two girls entered the shop first, and I followed after. As I entered I saw Ria, the young, sexy woman who owned the piercing and tattoo studio stood behind the counter. She was dressed casually today, a sleeveless black vest and tight black jeans, heavily ripped, showing off her many tattoos and piercings. She smiled at me, and winked, and I smiled back. I felt like after all my recent visits were almost becoming friends.

“Hey there beautiful. Back again so soon… I knew you’d get hooked.” Ria said, grinning.

I blushed. Though I’d had little choice in getting my piercings, and even my one tattoo, I couldn’t lie… I was really enjoying them, and I did want more. Even if Naomi and Lily weren’t in control of me I knew I’d be thinking about more piercings, another tattoo but… would I be confident to act on that desire?

I giggled. I was glad I didn’t have to find out. There was something comforting and reassuring in having someone else make the decision for me, organise my bookings, make me get pierced, tattooed, almost… liberating.

“Hi…” I whispered, suddenly nervous.

“So, how is the healing going? Any problem?” Ria asked.

She was older than Naomi and Lily, older than me, and confident, sexy. I wondered what it would be like to grow into a bold, independent, sexy woman like her. The thought thrilled me.

The idea of working somewhere like this, helping people decorate their bodies, reclaiming their flesh with piercings, tattoos, appealed to me. I wondered how difficult it was and how much training was required.

My degree was technical and complicated, and I missed the freedom of creativity I’d enjoyed at school in art lessons. I had always enjoyed expressing myself with pencils and paint, but in recent years so much of my mind had been taken up by the stress of study, the mental toll of conforming, that I’d had no time or energy left to indulge in artistic hobbies.

Maybe I could take more time. The thought of leaving my studies and dedicating myself to something more fun, to letting Starr chose her destiny, made me smile. What kind of woman would she become…

My heart sank a little. Would she even be able to become the woman she was meant to be? Our parents would be back soon. What if… what if everything went back to how it was before? What if this just became nothing but a pleasant memory?

The thought of returning to my life as it had been before left me cold, the dreary dullness of it, even my old name, the clothes, just the thought suffocating. But… our parents would be home in just a few weeks. This couldn’t continue, could it? I couldn’t become Starr, live the rest of my life as this bold, brazen, sexy, exciting girl, become a woman… could I?

I giggled, the thought thrilling me. Maybe Ria would let me work here part-time and learn from her?

“I… yeah, everything is fine. All healing really well.” I whispered, suddenly shy.

Ria nodded, watching me intently. She was sweet, and kind, but also… hot.

“Good. I’m glad to hear it. Now, shall we get you settled for your newest additions?” She asked, grinning.

Additions? Plural? I grinned, nodded.

“Yeah, that sounds good.” I said.

“Well then, take your seat, and let's get started.” Ria said.
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The chair was familiar and comfortable, and I watched as Ria arrayed needles, piercings—two small silver bars with metal balls on either end—ink, a tattoo gun, gloves, wipes, on the small table next to her. It was piercings and a tattoo then. My heart was racing, my head spinning. I was giddy and could not stop imagining what Naomi and Lily had in mind for me.

“Top off please.” Ria said. “I’ll need to get to your nipples.”

Top off? Nipples? My heart skipped and my breath caught in my lungs.

I shifted, shimmying as I slipped off my top, baring my chest. I blushed, suddenly aware of how flat I was, how small my nipples were. I had a sudden need to change that but… could I?

“Perfect.” Ria said. “Now, you lie back and relax. If you’d like close your eyes. It’ll be over quickly, but it will hurt.”

She looked at me with kind eyes, a sincere smile. She made no comment about my flat chest and the way she smiled at me, looked at me, set me at ease, made me feel… accepted, seen. Maybe I could work here? I’d be happy to help and learn and I knew I’d enjoy it, that working with Ria would be fun.

I nodded, leant back, closed my eyes. I took slow, deep breaths and let my mind wander. Could I really just quit college and take a job somewhere like this, embrace being Starr, become a woman like Ria. The thought thrilled me.

I could get more piercings, more tattoos, could flirt with men and… go on dates. Would Naomi let me? I still wanted to serve her, to be owned by her and Lily, but also wanted to see how it felt to be a truly a girl, to express this new side of me, to flirt and seduce, to get attention, charm men into buying me drinks and dinner, to go on a first date and be kissed at the end of it.

What was happening to me? And… could I really do it? Could I really become Starr?

“Now, take a deep breath and hold still.” Ria said.

I did as I was told. Cold metal gripped my left nipple and there was a pause, then… sharp, deep, aggressive pain, searing as a needle was pushed through my nipple, running across my chest from left to right. There was tugging, the pain worse, then the needle pulled back, a piercing pulled through the new hole, the pain fading until it was just a dull ache.

I was breathing hard, heart racing, a swell of endorphins. One done, one more to do.

I felt cold metal on my right nipple and I braced myself, tried to imagine what my life might be like if I fully embraced Starr, tried to distract myself but… there was pain, hard, sharp, deep, a needle piercing my right nipple, tugging at my flesh, withdrawing, a brand new metal piercing pulled through the hole Ria had made in my body.

Two new holes, both my nipples pierced now. I shivered, hot, heart thundering. I was going to be such a sexy slut now.

“Now, they’re going to take quite a while to fully heal, so be careful with them. Keep them clean and nothing too intense for a month or two. Understand.” Ria said.

I opened my eyes and nodded, grinning. I looked down and saw them for the first time and they were… hot.

My nipples were pierced with small, cute, silver bars, making them seem perkier and sexier. What would it feel like to have a t-shirt, or even a lacy bra rub against them, to have someone tease them with fingers, lips, tongue, to have Naomi or Lily punish them. Just thinking about it made my cute little dick squirm and tingle, my hole clenching on my plug.

“Now, how about you roll over and we can add the last detail. This one is small, so will only take a moment.” Ria said.

Rollover? I smiled. Where was my tattoo going to be? I did as I was told, rolled over onto my front.

“Now, pull your jeans down slightly. I need to see that cute butt of yours, or at least just the right cheek.”

I blushed. I shifted, squirming, and undid my jeans, tugged the right side down to expose most of my right cheek, being careful to keep my crack, and the plug that was nestled there, hidden. I wondered what Ria would say, or how she’d react, if she found out—I had a sneaking suspicion though that it would not phase her in the slightest.

With my jeans tugged down, my right ass cheek on display, I lay still. The cool vinyl of the chair was a relief against my sore, tender nipples, a tingle running through me as my piercings pressed against the soft padding.

I felt Naomi and Lily move around me, just to the side.

“I was thinking just there.” Naomi said, pressing the tip of one finger to my butt cheek, just up and to the side.

Anything there would be visible above the waist of low cut jeans or shorts, but I’d be able to hide it if I needed to. I wondered what design they’d picked out for me.

As the tattoo gun started buzzing I braced myself. I felt Ria rub my butt cheek, ensuring my skin was clean, then she pressed the needle to my flesh. There was a sharp, hot stinging, softer than the pain of my piercings, but constant, blossoming as she held the needle to my flesh, getting hotter and more intense as she worked until it was almost too much and then… she stopped.

She wiped my skin of ink, blood, then pressed the needle back, the pain returning as a low sting, buzzing, growing as she worked until again it was almost too much. She pulled the needle away again, wiped, and continued.

It carried on like that as she marked my skin, my ass, and I let my mind wander, all the dirty, sexy, slutty, shameful designs Naomi and Lily could have picked out for me. I imagined all the other possible tattoos I could get, on my arms, shoulders, legs, belly, chest. I loved how Ria looked, with all her piercings and tattoos, and the thought of looking like her, being as sexy as her, made me smile, a warm fluttering in my belly.

The needle buzzed, my skin hot, stinging, and then it was lifted away, my skin wiped, and the buzzing shut off. My butt ached a little, but it was nothing compared to my nipples and my new piercings.

“There. All done. Just need to dress it and we can let you have a look if you…”

“Can we leave it for now?” Naomi said, cutting Ria off. “I… we… have a small surprise planned to go with her new tattoo…”

I could hear her mischievous smile, bright, cunning, beautiful. What were they planning?

“I think I can do that.” Ria said, chuckling.

I’ll just patch her up and then she can pull her jeans up and you can take her off to surprise her. Just… promise me you’ll let me know if you like it, okay Starr? And I’ll look forward to seeing you again soon.”

There was laughter. Would I be back again soon? I blushed as I realised even if Naomi and Lily didn’t make me come back, didn’t bring me back for a reward or punishment, that I’d soon enough want to come back on my own for more. I blushed as I imagined how I might look heavily pierced and tattooed like Ria, how it might feel to have men and women notice me. I ached for it… I wanted to be that woman, wanted to grow into that woman, wanted to be Starr far more than I had ever wanted to be that... other, pretend version of myself.

I lay still as Ria applied a dressing to my new tattoo, my second tattoo, and at her word I slipped my jeans back up, still slightly tender. I wondered what the design was, but knew better than to peek, eager for the surprise Lily and Naomi had in mind for me.

“There. All done.” Ria said. “Now, if there are any issues just call.”

I nodded. I would call, but I knew that Naomi and Lily would take good care of me. I felt safe, cherished, pretty, owned. I rose to my feet, a little unsteady, and made myself ready to leave.

“Come on now Starr, we have plans for you. You don’t want to be late for your surprise do you?”

I didn’t. I was already excited. I turned to Ria and smiled.

“I… I’ll see you soon.” I said to Ria.

She nodded. I wondered if, perhaps, I could visit again soon, just to talk to her, maybe ask about working here, learn what this kind of job required, what it entailed. Could I really become that kind of woman? Is that who Starr was? I didn’t know the answer, but I did know one thing… I really, really wanted the chance to find out.
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Lily stopped the car at a supermarket on the way home, and my Mistresses dragged me inside, despite a slightly fuzzy head after the endorphin rush of my piercings and my tattoo. They had a list of items, wine, food, even candles, and they made me shop for them while they chatted, keeping an eye on me, steadying me when I felt particularly dizzy.

I was tired but did not complain, and it actually felt nice to be out rather than heading immediately home. Walking among other people, the three of us, three sexy young girls, being noticed by the men and the boys, glared at by older women with envy or annoyance as their husbands couldn’t help but stare after us, eyes glued to our butts, it felt… nice. Is this what my life could be like if I…

“Remember salad leaves.” Naomi said as we passed the vegetable section.

I had been daydreaming, thinking about maybes and possibilities, and I blushed. Naomi pointed to a place on the shopping list, a range of leaves and salad vegetables written down.

I was still slightly confused as we had food in the house, and this list was quite specific. I wondered what it was all for, why my Mistresses had brought me here, but I trusted them, and knew it was not my place to question them.

“Of course.” I said.

“Sorry Mistress.” I whispered, aware that there were people around.

I blushed at the thought of them overhearing, my cute little dick tingling in its cage at the thrill. What would people think if they knew the truth?

I moved off to get the vegetables listed and as I did I put an extra sway and swagger in my step, my ass wiggling. I loved being seen, being watched, and I loved how my plug shifted inside my tight ass, teasing me, keeping me on edge.

As I walked my jumper swayed, brushing against my chest, my newly pierced nipples. They were still sensitive and sore, but the way the fabric teased over them sent a thrill up my spine. I’d have to get used to that, have to get used to the increased sensitivity, the constant teasing. My nipples were going to be a lot more sensitive from now on—the thought of someone, Naomi, or Lily, or maybe even someone else, teasing them, made me blush and bit my bottom lip.

I picked up the salad and the other items, ticking things off my list, then headed to the checkout. We paid and headed out to the car, and once I had packed everything away we set off towards home.

“I… what is all this for?” I asked, curious.

Naomi and Lily glanced at each other in the front of the car, Lily keeping most of her attention on the road, glancing back at me in the mirror only briefly. Naomi turned in her seat to look at me, grinning.

“It's for you to make dinner of course.” Naomi said.

Something in her grin said there was more to it than just dinner. Her smirk widened, and she winked.

“After all, don’t you want to impress your date.”

I froze, eyes wide. My heart fluttered. Date?

“I…”

Who was my date?

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

I blushed. I was nervous but, at the same time, very, very excited. This would be Starr’s first date.
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Once home Naomi and Lily set me to work. I was to cook an elaborate meal for four, the recipes and dishes laid out for me in minute detail. It had all been very well organised, and the plans were meticulous—clearly this had been planned for some time, and I was the only one being surprised.

I knew better than to ask questions or pry, and I was quite looking forward to the surprises that I expected were to come. Who was it? What were they like? Just what was I expected to do on my date, how was I expected to entertain them?

I had no time to get changed or even look at my new tattoo, though Naomi and Lily both reassured me that once I was done I’d have time to change into my outfit, an outfit they’d picked out for me especially. I smiled, blushing, already imagining the sexy possibilities that might have been chosen for me.

Would it be a slutty costume like my maid’s uniform, or a party dress, perhaps a long gown? Would I look pretty, or slutty, or elegant, or beautiful? I was excited, and as I set to cooking I could not stop grinning.

The meal was not complicated, and I was a fairly adept cook, so it was not too difficult, and I managed to get the prep and clearing up done fairly quickly. All that was left was the final cooking that would be done just before serving.

With the majority of my work done I headed upstairs to find Naomi and Lily so that I could get ready. I found them in Naomi’s room, dressed, adding the finishing touches to their make-up, and, seeing them in their outfits, I froze, stunned. Was I going to be wearing something like that?

The thought both terrified me and excited me.

Naomi and Lily were dressed in matching… outfits? Could they be called outfits? There was so little material and they were more like elaborate lingerie sets.

On their legs, they had long black stockings, black strappy tops with gold buckles that were attached to sleek black straps that ran up to their suspender belts, a belt of three black straps around their hips and waists, more gold buckles and fasteners that drew the eye and emphasised their curves. They were wearing matching black panties, a combination of more black straps, gold buckles, and lace mesh that hid their intimate folds, but displayed enough to be brazen and daring, their smooth inner thighs and their pert asses on display. Around their middles they wore tightly fitted corsets, elaborate contraptions of straps, buckles, and ribs, drawing their waists in, making their wide hips seem even wider, and the corsets rose high enough to just barely cup their breasts, black straps and even more gold buckles covering the smooth, flawless flesh of their tits, their nipples just peeking out—Lily’s straps were under quite extreme stress, struggling to contain her, biting into the soft pillowy flesh of her breasts, while Naomi’s looked more comfortable, the straps tightened down to fit her smaller size.

They both look gorgeous, sexy and brazen and wanton, almost daring me to stare, to become aroused by just the sight of them. On their feet they wore matching high heels, black and strappy to match their underwear.

The only difference between them was the collar Lily wore, black leather, a gold ring on the front, a long, thin, fine gold chain attached, running down between her tits to a black looped handle. A leash.

“Wow…” I whispered. “You are both so… you are beautiful.”

Naomi and Lily turned to me. Their make-up was almost finished and they looked striking, dark, heavy colours, blacks and purples and golds, their looks matching, daring, bold, sexual. They smiled at me and Naomi winked while Lily blushed, blew me a kiss—I had never seen Lily so bashful. Was this the effect of her wearing her collar and leash?

“I’m glad you like. Now, we need to finish up and our guest will be here soon. Your outfit is on the bed behind me. Why don’t you go get it out and begin getting ready. When we’re done we’ll come and help you.”

I nodded. I did as I was told.

I headed over to the bed and found a large black box wrapped in a pink ribbon on the middle of my bratty step-sister’s bed. I was nervous, terrified almost, but excited. With shaking hands, I tugged at the ribbon and opened the box and… giggled.

It was immediately clear what kind of outfit my Mistresses had chosen for me.

The box contained clothes, underwear, stockings, shoes, and, on top of the neatly folded pile, the necessary accessories to really sell my look—there was a plug, silver metal, large, attached to a fluffy white ball of fur, and a pair of long, white, fluffy ears, with soft pink lining. It was a bunny outfit. I was going to be a bunny girl. I couldn’t wait to see what I looked like.
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It did not take long for Naomi and Lily to finish getting ready and they came immediately to help me get dressed. I stripped off, down to just my cage, then, carefully, slipped my plug out—I couldn’t help but moan as I gripped the head, tugging gently, feeling it slide out, stretching my entrance, my hole, until finally the pressure and the stretching became too much and it popped free.

I picked up my new plug, a cute, fluffy bunny tail on the end, and I blushed, excited to wear it, to be a cute bunny girl, but also nervous. What would it feel like? How would it feel to be able to wiggle my fluffy little tail as I wiggled and strutted about?

“Here, this will help you wear it more comfortably for the whole evening, and add a little extra… fun.” Naomi said, handing me a bottle of clear liquid.

I nodded, not quite sure what she meant, but knowing what it was. Lube would keep my hole wet and slippery and would help my plug slip about in my tight, virgin hole, help it tease me and keep me on edge.

I poured a generous dollop of lube onto the plug then reached back to run the tip along my crack, letting the tip just gently tease over my hole, just barely pressing in. There was a tingle, and a throb, a warm pleasant ache and I felt my hole quiver at the touch. I moaned, suddenly eager for more, and I pressed the plug in harder, spreading my legs, pressing my ass back.

Naomi and Lily were watching me, my bratty little step-sister and her best friend watching, watching me perform like a slut, naked, shaved smooth, my cute little dick caged, tingling, so worthless now it didn’t even try to grow hard, slipping a fat, thick plug into my tight ass yet still I couldn’t stop myself. There was a rush of shame, humiliation, but more than that, an overwhelming sense of pleasure, hunger, need.

It felt good. Better than it had ever felt before, my hole sensitive, buzzing with pleasure. What was happening?

“You like your new lubricant Starr? It feels good doesn’t it?” Naomi asked, grinning. “It's made especially for girls like you. It’ll only enhance your pleasure, make you more sensitive, make you feel so good. You’ll find it impossible to resist how good it feels to have that tight little fuck-hole filled.”

Naomi was right. It felt so good I couldn’t resist. I wanted more!

I pressed the plug in, the pressure building as my hole stretched, and my ass gaped wide as I worked it just barely in and out, fucking myself with my plug, my cute bunny tail, letting it stretch my hole, slipping deeper each time, pressing it in, forcing my entrance wide. I moaned, and my hips moved on their own, fucking back, wanting more.

I’d already been trained by wearing my plug, my hole made stretchy, eager, more sensitive to the pleasure of something thick and hard moving inside me, teasing me, but this… this was on a whole new level. The lube was making me so much more sensitive, my entrance eager and wet and slippery, and as I worked it in the lube made my inner walls tingle with a bright, hot, addictive pleasure.

“And the best thing is the effects last quite a while, and are cumulative. Keep using it and you’ll only become more sensitive, more eager to have that tight hole played with, filled. It’ll keep you wet and ready to fuck, and you’ll just be a desperate, horny mess who can’t help but spread her legs at the first opportunity.” Naomi said.

Her words seared through me, branding me. This would only get worse? I’d become even more sensitive, my hole eager to be filled, fucked, a bright source of intense pleasure? What would such addictive, corrupting joy do to me? Would I really become an eager slut who spread my legs at the first chance of being played with, fucked?

After all I’d done, all I’d been through, I still hadn’t experienced that, hadn’t been fucked. The only thing inside my virgin hole had been my plugs. Would this be the thing that changed that? Would this drive me over the edge, corrupt me, transform me truly into Starr?

The thought made me smile and blush and I pressed harder on my plug, my tail, forcing it in, my hole stretching, grinding back, wiggling my hips. The plug sank deep, deeper, and my hole was stretched wide until, suddenly, wonderfully, the thickest part slipped past my outer ring and it sank deep, filling me utterly.

I moaned, gasping in pleasure and lust and delight, my caged little dick twitching, oozing a dribble of precum. My hole clenched, the plug slipping deeper, my inner walls bright with intense, overwhelming pleasure. I pulled my hand away and the plug remained buried deep, snug inside my tight ass, the lube making my hole a slippery, sensitive, eager, fuck-hole. Was I really going to become a slut? Why did that thought thrill me?

“And look at that tail! Such a cute, sexy little bunny.” Lily said.

Her words brought me back to the room and I realised I could feel the fur of the tail tickling my butt cheeks. I blushed, wiggled my hips, and felt my cute little tail flutter and jiggle.

Naomi and Lily giggled, clearly amused, and I felt pretty, sexy. My hole was alive with new sensations, new pleasure. It had been so long since I’d cum and I was so horny I could barely think.

“Now, let's finish getting you dressed, then we can let you see your new tattoo.” Naomi said.

I smiled, nodded.

“Thank you Mistress.” I whispered, voice husky with lust and desire.
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I finished dressing in the rest of my outfit, long black fishnet tights with a hole for my tail to poke through, tight, skimpy black booty shorts, low cut around the waist and high cut around the thighs and butt so that they covered very little, with another hole for my tail to poke through, cut in just the right place to make my tail stick out while also making it clear how the tail was attached. Wearing them I’d experience a constant gentle tugging as I wiggled and moved, making my plug fuck in and out of my ass, bright, intense, addictive pleasure, so much more sensitive now, making me blush and moan, my body flush.

On my chest, I wore a black vest, tight and short, with no straps, just a figure-hugging slip of material stretched around my chest, my sensitive nipples teased by the fabric, my new piercings showing through the material. It was provocative, slutty, brazen, and I loved how it made me look, made me feel.

Around my neck, I wore a black leather collar, with a large silver hoop on the front, but with no leash attached, and on my wrists, I wore white cuffs. I wore cute black high heels, precarious and sexy, and even just trying to stand still in them forced me to pose in a way that made my butt and fluffy tail stick out as though trying to invite attention—walking in the heels would make my hips sway and my ass swagger, and the thought of my date staring at me made me blush.

The final touch was the pair of cute, fluffy bunny ears on my head. With my outfit finished and on I turned to face the mirror. With my wig and make-up still perfect from earlier, Naomi and Lily only had to add a little extra colour and glitter to finish my look.

I blushed, squirming, caged dick twitching. I turned to examine myself from all angles. The shorts were so low cut that my belly button piercing and my crotch tattoo—my brand—were clearly visible, slutty and sexy, and I felt so naughty. I wiggled my hips, my ass, my fluffy tail, jiggling—and the feeling of my plug shifting inside my ass was heaven. I loved it!

“Thank you Mistress.” I said to Naomi.

“Thank you Mistress.” I said to Lily.

I could not stop smiling. My Mistresses smiled back at me, proud of me. I couldn’t wait to see my date’s reaction.

“You’re very welcome Starr. Now, do you want to see your new tattoo?” Naomi asked.

My new tattoo. In all the excitement with my plug, the remarkable new lube, and my bunny outfit, I had forgotten. I still hadn’t seen it. I nodded, eager and excited.

“Please Mistress.” I said.

“Then turn around and face that cute butt to the mirror and we’ll show you.” Naomi said.

I did as I was told. I turned and faced my butt to the mirror and posed with my tail sticking out.

Naomi and Lily moved to stand on either side of me, just behind me, and I looked back over my shoulder to my reflection. I couldn’t stop grinning at my cute, fluffy tail. I was adorable.

“Ready?” Naomi asked.

I nodded again. Naomi stepped towards me and reached out to grip my shorts, eased them down gently, and revealed my new tattoo.

I blushed, and my smile became even wider.

My skin was still a little pink but the design was immediately visible. On my butt, inked, permanent was a cute little heart shape, except… it was a bunny, the fine, delicate, feminine line-work drawing the shape of a heart into the nose, the tail, the two ears.

It was perfect, and I had it forever, a constant cute feminine reminder that Starr was a part of me, and always would be, no matter what that meant for my future. I turned to Naomi, to Lily, and beamed.

“Thank you.” I said. “I love it.”

They smiled back at me, kindness, a gentle affection I had never known from my sister, an acceptance for who I was, and a depth of understanding that I knew I could drown in and be happy. My heart swelled, and I did not want this moment to end, yet… I was eager for my date.

“You’re very welcome Starr. I’m sure soon enough you’ll have lots more. Don’t think I haven’t seen how much you enjoy the piercings and tattoos you have now. Even if I weren’t to force you, I’m sure you’d be back to see Ria soon enough.”

Naomi had noticed? Was it that obvious? I blushed and nodded, biting my lip, fluttering my eyelashes. I could only imagine the other sexy, pretty, feminine designs I could get on my skin.

“But for now… it’s time you finished preparations for dinner. Your date will be here soon, and you don’t want to disappoint him, do you?” Naomi said.

Him? Who was it? Did I know him? Was it a stranger? What were they like?

My head was spinning with so many questions, buzzing excitement and anxiety, anticipation, that I could barely think. I could only nod, grinning, blushing.

“No Mistress. I… won’t disappoint him, or you.” I said.

And I knew I would do my hardest to make sure I did not.
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As I assembled the salad and laid the table, lighting the candles Naomi and Lily had ensured I buy, I heard the door ring. He was here?

But… what if it wasn’t? What if it was someone else? A family friend come to check on us, or a relative, or… one of my friends? The thought suddenly terrified me and I wanted to run and hide. I did not though. At first I froze, then, as I composed myself, I became stoic. I would need to confront things sooner or later, to face people, our parents…

Confront them? Face them? Was I really considering…

“Come in! She’s just in the dining room getting everything ready for dinner. She’s been dying to meet you and I’m sure she’d love to fetch us all a drink.”

Lily’s voice carried along the hall from the front door. I heard a low, soft, almost melodic voice, male, sombre hypnotic tones. Did I recognise it?

There was the stomp of heavy, authoritative, booted feet. I stood up straight, checked myself in the small mirror on the wall opposite me, an ornate circular, fisheye mirror meant to create ‘space and light’ in the dining room according to my mother. My reflection was distorted and it was hard to tell how I looked, but I wasn’t a mess, and that was the most important thing. I wanted to make a good impression, wanted to make my Mistresses proud, wanted my date to think me hot, pretty, sexy.

I adjusted my bunny ears and fluffed up my tail, making my plug shift inside my sensitive hole, wiggling my hips, then turned to face the door. I pushed my shoulders back, making my new pierced nipples strain the stretched cloth of my top, and pushed my butt back to make it seem large and round and pert.

A young man, about my age, perhaps slightly older or slightly younger, stepped into the room, dressed in black jeans, black boots, a short-sleeved black shirt that hugged his trim, toned torso, the sleeves short to show off this thick, muscular arms. He was tall, and he wore a familiar set of black leather and silver bracelets around his wrist. His shirt was undone to expose his collarbone, his chest, and a silver chain hung around his neck.

He smiled when he saw me, looking me up and down, and an obvious grin, almost… lecherous. His eyes roamed my body, my legs, running up, over my ass, pausing on my tail. I wiggled my butt, and he smiled—I blushed, grinning, heart racing. His eyes lifted, over my belly, my tattoo, the obviously pierced nipples under my top, and then stopped at my face, grinning as he looked at my fluffy bunny ears, looked into my eyes.

He smiled, and I smiled back, my belly fluttering. He was just as handsome and commanding and confident as I remembered.

“Hello, Starr.” Jacob said, his voice soft, just slightly stern. “You look… stunning.”

I giggled, blushed. I couldn’t help but squirm, wiggling my hips, my fluffy tail swaying, my plug shifting inside my slick, sensitive, throbbing hole.

“Hello, Sir.” I whispered, keeping my voice soft, husky, seductive.

“You’re looking even sexier than I remember.”  Jacob said. “The tail really suits you, and I love that tattoo and your piercings. You’re becoming quite the pretty little slut.”

My blush deepened. I was flattered, heart skipping, his compliments making me feel small and submissive, desired.

Jacob’s deep grey eyes were warm, but with an edge that sent a shiver up my spine, a hint of black eyeliner that made him seem menacing, brooding, and I could not help but remember how he had danced with me, how I had fallen to my knees in front of him, taken his cock out, wrapped my lips around it, let him fuck my mouth.

If he was my date would I get to do that again? Would I get to feel his cock in my hands, between my lips, in my mouth, fucking my throat? Would I get to feel him cum, get to swallow it? My caged little dick tingled and my hole clenched tight on my plug, making my tail flick up.

“Th… thank you Sir. Now, would you… would you all like to sit down? I can fetch drinks. Dinner is almost ready.” I said, voice trembling I was so nervous.

Jacob nodded, Naomi and Lily requesting small glasses of wine while Jacob requested a vodka on ice. I fetched the drinks and checked on the meal I was cooking, then carried the drinks back to them, making myself a small glass of soda and ice with lime, wanting to keep a clear head.

I returned to find Naomi and Lily sat on one side of the table, next to each other, looking brazen and beautiful in their strappy lingerie, Naomi holding the handle of Lily’s leash while she talked with Jacob. Jacob sat on the other side, next to the only unoccupied chair. I would need to sit next to him but then… he was my date.

How was I supposed to act? What was I supposed to do? How was I supposed to entertain him?

My heart fluttered, suddenly nervous. I had been on numerous dates before, with girls, but this… this was different. I was Starr now, and I felt exposed, vulnerable, as though I were sharing some intimate, secret part of myself instead of just a bland facade. I cared what he thought about me as Starr. I wanted him to like me, think me pretty, sexy, beautiful, think me charming.

What if I messed this all up?

Jacob turned to look at me, smiled, and his expression made me relax. He was charming without even needing to speak, and I felt a swell of affection and desire towards him. My Mistresses had invited him, so I knew I was safe and I knew him… sort of. We had danced, kissed, I had made him cum with my mouth. I could do this!

“Come, sit, talk with me. I want to get to know you better.” Jacob said.

He shifted to push out the chair next to him and patted the seat, a gesture to summon me. I nodded, grinning, blushing, biting my bottom lip as I fluttered my eyelashes.

I obeyed, and strutted over to the offered chair, wiggling my hips as I walked in my heels, a sexy swagger, making my tail wiggle. My hole clenched, and it was all I could do to keep from whimpering. I was so horny!

I sat, a little awkwardly due to my tail, and served the drinks I had brought. The three were all watching me and I felt suddenly self-conscious. What had they been saying about me? What were they planning besides the meal? My heart skipped and my belly fluttered in nervous excitement.

“Jacob here has been pestering my ear off to meet you again Starr. You made quite the impression on him at that party.” Naomi said.

“He’s not been able to stop asking about you.” Lily said.

I blushed, turned to look at Jacob. I smiled. He watched me with obvious interest and desire, deep, kind, stern eyes and I couldn’t help but tremble slightly, a shiver running up my spine.

“They’re not lying. I have been asking after you. Since our little… interaction, I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you. And seeing you now, seeing how beautiful you’re becoming, it only makes it worse. You’re intoxicating Starr, and I’d love to get to know you better.” He said.

He spoke slowly, softly, a deep, resonant command to his voice. I could only nod, too fuzzy-headed to speak, heart racing. He really did want to get to know me better?

No one had ever said such nice things about me. He’d called me beautiful, intoxicating, wanted to see me. He wanted me. It felt… amazing.

“I… what would you like to know?” I asked.

I could see Naomi and Lily watching from the other side of the table, grinning, Naomi gripping Lily’s leash. They did not speak though, left a silence to hang for me and Jacob to occupy.

“Well, for a start, tell me about your new tattoo. I couldn’t help but notice it and it really is very sexy. Is it your first?”

I nodded. I proceeded to tell Jacob about my experience, and what the tattoo had come to mean to me as a symbol of my new identity as Starr, about how it felt to get a design chosen by my bratty step-sister, a mark of acceptance and ownership, a sign of a new beginning in our relationship, a new beginning for me.

It felt… good, to be able to talk so openly and honestly for the first time about what I was going through. Jacob knew about me, knew about who I was, knew Naomi and Lily, so I felt comfortable sharing such intimate details of my life with him.

I was vague about my life before Starr but I talked about how lost I had felt, how miserable and trapped and I found myself saying things, putting thoughts and emotions into words, admitting things that I hadn’t even consciously been aware of myself until that moment.

Jacob listened, nodding, asking pertinent questions, but he let me speak. He watched me, attentive, wanting to know me in a way no one had wanted to know me before, and I felt special, valid, seen and heard as I had not been before. He was charming and handsome, and I felt drawn to him, more than just a sexual attraction, though I still could not get the thought of his cock, the hope that I might get to touch it, suck it, again, out of my head.

I apologised at intervals, having to head out and attend to the meal, serving our starters, salad with bread, and our mains, a simple vegetable pasta with a rich tomato sauce, but Jacob was always waiting for me to return, sipping his drink as he asked me questions, as he asked about me, and he got to know me better.

On the other side of the table, Lily and Naomi alternated between watching and listening, staring at me like a baby bird that they had helped raise and who was, for the first time, flying—even if a little ungracefully—and talking quietly to themselves. I did not mind. I liked their attention, that they were watching over me, and appreciated the space they were gifting me.

Jacob asked about how I like being Starr, and I answered honestly, that I was happier than I could remember being, that it felt right, that I felt right, for the first time in my life, as though I’d finally found a part of myself that I’d never known was missing. He nodded, smiling, and as I talked he leaned in close, sipping his vodka, nibbling on his meal, listening to me as though I were the most fascinating girl in the world.

My head was spinning and I felt truly special. We talked about my developing taste in clothes, what I liked wearing, what I didn’t, how I’d felt getting pierced, which of my new piercings were my favourite, and we talked about dancing, how I had enjoyed our time together that night. Jacob told me he had enjoyed that moment very much, and he hoped we might spend more moments like that together in the future, perhaps just the two of us.

He asked me if I’d like to go out with him sometime, just the two of us, to dinner perhaps, or a movie, or even a club, for dancing and perhaps more. I blushed. I wanted it but… Naomi owned me.

I glanced over the table to her and she just smiled, nodded.

“I think I would be okay with you spending more time with Jacob. He clearly likes you, and from the way you’re acting, the look in your eye, I’d say you clearly like him too. Or am I wrong?”

I blushed. I shook my head.

“No… I…” I glanced between Lily, Naomi, Jacob, fluttering my eyelashes.

I shifted in my seat, my cute, fluffy tail wiggling, and my plug shifted in my tight, wet, sensitive hole.

“He’s nice.” I whispered, suddenly shy.

All three smiled. Jacob leaned forward, put a hand on my thigh, just above the knee, and stroked, gently, slowly. It was a gesture meant to reassure but there was also a tension there, a demand, sexual, his desire to touch me. I blushed a deeper pink and bit my bottom lip.

“So the question is… would you like to go on a date with him Starr, just the two of you, get to know each other, connect. Jacob and I have already talked about this and I’m happy for you two to spend time together. Jacob is a good friend, and I think you’d make a lovely couple. He understands and respects that, for now, I own you, so I’m willing to… share.”

I paled. Her words, their implication, it all made me dizzy, short, quick breaths. I nodded, slowly, grinning.

“I… I think I’d like that.” I whispered, smiling.

Jacob looked happy, shifted his hand a little higher, and my cute little caged dick tingled. My hole clenched on my thick plug, making my tail twitch. I wondered what it would be like to have him touch me in other places.

“Excellent, then I’ll begin planning something special for a very special girl.” Jacob said.

The way he said it sent a thrill down my spine. What would he plan?

The meal continued, and the conversation carried on. Naomi and Lily and Jacob drank slowly, and I fetched them refills when needed, but I kept a clear head, too nervous to drink anything except tonic and lime.

Jacob asked me about my plans for the future, and I paused, suddenly unsure about how to answer. What did I want?

“I… I’m not sure?” I whispered.

Jacob and Naomi and Lily did not speak, watched me, waiting, gifting me a silence so that I might compose my thoughts. I felt suddenly hot, head too small to contain all the thoughts and emotions I had.

“Try not to think about what you should do, or what other people might think. Focus on what you want Starr. If anything were possible, no fear, no hesitation, no worrying about the wrong answer, just… what do you want?” Naomi said.

She looked at me with a kind, soft expression I had never known from my bratty little step-sister before. I smiled, nodded.

“I think… I was thinking I might like to do something creative. I always liked art, but… I felt like I was supposed to do something more technical, more… more suited to the person I was pretending to be. Now though… I was… I was thinking maybe I’d like to do what Ria does, maybe see if I could learn how to pierce and tattoo. It’d be so nice to be able to help people decorate their bodies and express themselves.” I said.

Naomi and Lily and Jacob watched me, nodding.

“That sounds… really cool.” Lily said.

“I could see that actually. And like you say, it’d be genuinely rewarding to help people reclaim and decorate their bodies. I always remember you were so talented at drawing, but then you… just stopped.” Naomi said.

I blushed. Why had I stopped? I suppose I’d assumed art was something that I wasn’t allowed to do, that I was supposed to be someone… different.

“So you’d like to be a tattooist Starr?” Jacob asked.

I nodded. I would. I really would.

“And you’d like to do that as Starr?” Naomi asked.

From the tone of her voice, her grin, it was obvious she knew the answer, that she had always known the answer. She had just been waiting for me to realise the truth—and I finally had.

I nodded, smiling.

“I… I think… I think I’d like that. I… I don’t think I can go back to how it was before. To how I was before. I… I know things won’t be like this when our parents get back, but… I don’t want to stop being Starr, don’t want to stop being me.” I said.

I smiled, blushing, heart racing. I had said it, admitted it, confessed the truth. I wanted to be Starr. I didn’t want to go back to… pretending I was someone else.

“Well, it won’t be easy, but that can happen, if you want.” Naomi said. “We’ll be there to support you.”

I smiled. It could really happen. I could become Starr… truly become her? My smile spread, so wide my cheeks ached.

“I… thank you.” I said.

“That’s for the future though, for tomorrow, and the days after. For now… I think it's time for dessert.” Naomi said.

I blinked. There had been no dessert listed on the menu. I hadn’t bought or prepared anything.

Naomi, Lily, and Jacob all looked at each other, at me, grinning, and I realised, slowly, what desert was going to be. I giggled, blushed, and my belly fluttered.
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We all moved through to the living room to sit on the comfier sofas, and I fetched fresh drinks while Naomi put on music, the lights low. I felt… alive, on edge, anxious. What did my bratty little step-sister and her best friend have planned?

As I carried drink in the music throbbed, a slow, sensual beat drumming. I strutted in my heels, hips and ass swaying, my cute little fluffy tail wiggling as my plug shifted inside me. I was aware of Jacob watching me, eyes roaming my body, and I put an extra sway in my walk, enjoying how he looked at me.

My gaze caught on the slight bulge in his jeans, his cock semi-hard. I was turning him on. He was aroused by me, wanted me, and that knowledge sent a thrill through me. As I served the drinks I made sure to move in a sexy, slutty, seductive way, shoulders back, wiggling my fluffy tail, pouting, bending with my legs straight, butt out, posing in a way to show off my body, my long smooth legs in my fishnets, my tiny booty-shorts showing off my thighs, my ass, my belly, wiggling to shake my fluffy tail.

Jacob’s gaze ran over me, molesting me, taking in my piercings, tattoos, and I enjoyed the way he looked at me, fed off it, his attention and arousal making me bolder, flirtier. Naomi and Lily sat on a corner sofa together, snuggled close, Naomi gripping Lily’s leash, their hands caressing each other. They were beautiful, and my head was spinning.

It had been so long since I had cum that I could barely think. I ached for release, and the atmosphere of sexual tension was driving me wild, my whole body burning with need, hunger, desire.

As I served the drinks I stalled, standing, suddenly unsure what I should do, where I should sit. Jacob was my date and I wanted to sit next to him, close to him, let him touch me, but I was nervous, timid, and I did not want to upset my Mistresses, wanted to be close to them at the same time.

Naomi and Lily noticed me, frozen, and they sat up, looked from me to Jacob. There was a cruel, cunning, playful smile on their beautiful lips.

“So, Jacob, do you think Starr has been a good girl tonight? Was your date up to expectations?” Naomi asked.

Jacob looked at me, examining me, and without thinking I posed for him, smiling, doing my best to impress him. I wiggled, swaying slightly in time to the music, jiggling my ass and fluffy tail. My gaze drifted down to the bulge in his jeans and I smirked, relishing in how it throbbed as he watched me, my movements, my body turning him.

I felt bold, sexy, brazen. I was Starr and I was a good girl.

“Yes, she was.” Jacob said. “In fact, I’d say she exceeded them. Not only is she more beautiful than I remember, but she’s also been engaging, and pleasantly flirtatious. I’ve had a lot of fun, and I’m hoping to have a lot more.”

I giggled, blushing, biting my bottom lip, fluttering my eyelashes. He’d called me beautiful, and that word made me feel giddy and almost breathless. My smooth little caged dick throbbed, an ache in my belly. I wanted to be close to him, wanted him to touch me, wanted to feel his hard cock in my hands, between my lips, in my mouth, throat, cumming as I swallowed.

“Wonderful.” Naomi said.

From her grin, the way she looked at me, I could tell she had something devious planned for me. I squirmed, nervous and excited.

“Which means… you get a reward.” Naomi said.

Lily grinned at me, and Jacob shifted in his seat. I stood, frozen, and it seemed as though all of them knew what was coming, that all of them knew just what the plan for me was, and that feeling of vulnerability, nervous anticipation, it made me hot, giddy, horny.

“Th… thank you Mistress.” I whispered.

Naomi smirked, silent for a moment, leaving me hanging. What would my reward be? Would I get to suck Jacob’s cock again, or would I be allowed to serve my bratty little step-sister and her best friend with my tongue again, or maybe all three? Or… my heart skipped at the thought… would I be allowed to cum, finally, would I be allowed out of my cage and be allowed to cum like I so desperately needed.

“Now… as an extra treat, or maybe a devious twist, depending on how you view it, I’m going to let you choose your reward. Two options Starr. One, I can take that tiny little cage off your worthless, pretty little girl-cock, and you can perform for us, cum in front of us like the nasty little slut you are, or…”

Naomi grinned. Lily giggled. Jacob watched me, a smug, knowing smile.

I could cum? I would be allowed out of my cage, finally, to cum. All I had to do was perform, play with myself, cum in front of them. I almost leapt at the offer, eager, desperate. Why would I choose anything else? I needed to cum. I was so horny I felt on fire.

“… I can leave the cage on, and you can finally get fucked like the dirty, naughty, slutty girl I know you are. I can leave the cage on and you can spread your legs and you can have Jacob fuck you, hard, and breed you like the slut you were born to be. It’s your choice.”

Naomi, Lily, and Jacob all watched me. My head was spinning. I… I was going to pick the first one, wasn’t I? Why was I even hesitating?

But… I could finally get fucked. I could get fucked in my tight, wet, sensitive, virgin ass. I could spread my legs, bend over, and let Jacob fuck me, cum in me, breed me like the slut I was, like a good girl.

I’d stay caged though. There was no way I could touch myself. I’d be unable to cum… again. But, did that matter.

I smiled, giggled, blushed.

“I want to get fucked.” I said, not even hesitating.

Naomi smirked. Jacob winked at me. Lily giggled, licking her lips.

I blushed, squirming. Why had I said that? I was going to get fucked in my tight, wet, virgin ass.

My heart skipped and I finally admitted it, truly admitted it, accepted it. I was Starr, and there was no going back. I wanted to be a good girl and get fucked like one.

“Somehow I knew you’d choose that.” Naomi said. “You never fail to impress me.”
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I stood frozen, blushing, squirming. I had been offered freedom from my cage, a chance to cum after so long locked away, and… I had turned it down. Why?

I giggled, belly fluttering, heart racing. I smiled, unable to keep still, wiggling my ass and hips, hole clenching on the thick plug inside my tight, wet, sensitive, slippery hole—my cute, fluffy tail jiggled. I stared at Jacob, nibbling on my bottom lip, fluttering my eyelashes.

I had turned the offer down in favour of another, better reward. I had been offered the chance to be fucked, properly fucked, finally, like the slutty, sexy, brazen girl I was, and I had chosen that over the chance to be released from my cage, to cum, because… my head spun, and my blush deepened.

I had chosen to be fucked because that was what I wanted. I wanted it, ached for it, yearned for it more than I wanted to cum. I wanted to spread my legs and have my virgin hole stretched by a fat, hard cock, be fucked, hard, be made into the perfect, slutty, sexy girl I’d always been meant to be. I wanted to be bred, claimed, wanted to be used, wanted my date, Jacob, the handsome man who had been the first cock I’d ever sucked, to fuck me.

It didn’t matter that I would remain caged, that I would stay locked away. My body was used to it now, my pretty little smooth dick not even growing hard when I was turned on, instead just twitching in frustrated excitement, and… I was Starr now. I didn’t need my pretty little dick. It could stay caged forever. What Starr needed, wanted… what I needed and wanted… was to get fucked by a hard, throbbing, fat cock.

“So, where do you want me?” I asked, staring at Jacob.

He was sat, sipping his drink, grinning, while I stood nervously in the middle of the room. He studied me for a moment, then shifted, leaning forwards but not rising from his seat. I was so nervous, so excited, that I was almost shaking.

“Stay there for now. I want to look at you, appreciate the beauty I’m about to ravage.”

He grinned. Naomi and Lily were watching, giggling, enjoying watching me squirm. Were they going to watch me? Were they going to watch us fuck, watch me spread my legs for the first time and get fucked like the slut I so desperately wanted to be? Why did that thought excite and comfort me?

I nodded. I obeyed.

“Yes Sir.” I whispered, voice husky with lust.

I stood where I was, and wiggled, squirming, moving my hips and ass to excite Jacob. My gaze fell to the hard, thick, massive bulge in his jeans, and I smiled as I saw it throb, twitching in response to my sexy swaying, my cute tail wiggling as my hole clenched hard on my thick plug.

“Your sister tells me she’s been training you, and it’s been going well. Is that true?”

I could tell from Jacob’s tone that he was not questioning Naomi’s honesty, but more interrogating me about my training. I glanced to my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, the pair sat close, Naomi’s legs draped over Lily’s, still dressed in their strappy lingerie looking so hot, Naomi gripping Lily’s leash so tight it was tugging on the collar around her neck.

Naomi smiled, stroking Lily’s chest playfully, teasing her. Lily’s eyes were half-closed, blissed out on pleasure, an expression I hadn’t seen her wear before, submissive and demure, Naomi’s willing play-thing.

“Answer honestly and frankly Starr.” Naomi said. “Now is not the time to be a shy, retiring wall-flower. Make me proud.”

I nodded. I wanted to make my Mistresses proud. I turned back to Jacob and nodded.

“I… that’s correct Sir. I have been training, and… and my tight little fuck-hole is ready for you to use… if you’d like.” I whispered.

My cheeks were burning from shame and humiliation, but it felt… right, hot, and I could barely breathe I felt so dizzy. Jacob smiled, nodding.

“Very good, but… that’s not the entirety of the answer. You have been training more than just that tight, wet, sensitive virgin ass, haven’t you?”

I nodded again.

“Yes Sir.”

Jacob’s smile widened.

“Well, why don’t you tell me, or… even better, show me.”

I blushed a deep pink. There had been so much training. Jacob wanted me to show him just what a good girl I was? Wanted me to perform for him before he fucked me? What was I supposed to do? I froze, a moment of panic.

“Lily, the poor girl looks terrified. I think perhaps she is feeling a little overwhelmed.” Naomi said. “Why don’t you go help her. Watching you two show off would definitely warm me up, and I suspect the same would be true for Jacob.”

“Absolutely. Lily is always so… entertaining.” Jacob said.

He did not take his eyes off me, and I smiled at him, not quite sure what was happening. To the side there was movement, Naomi releasing her grip on Lily’s leash, Lily rising to stand, walking towards me, strutting, swaying her hips, ass, heels clicking. What was she going to make me do?

Lily stopped just in front of me to the side, so that Jacob could still see me. She lifted her hand to my chin, gripped it, turned my head to face her, making me look her in the eyes. Her stare was stern, authoritative, commanding, and I felt weak and small and vulnerable as she loomed tall over me.

She was so bold and threatening with me, but so soft and meek with Naomi. The contrast in her only made her hotter as she smiled, reaching out to grip the ring on my collar.

“You will obey me, or you will be punished. Understand Starr?”

I nodded.

“Good… because it's your job to entertain. And you will entertain.” She said, her bright eyes dazzling. “Now, strip, leaving only the tights, heels, ears, and tail on.”

I took a deep breath, shivering. I calmed myself, and then, with no choice, knowing it was my place, eager to please, obeyed.
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I stripped off my top first, exposing my chest, my pierced nipples stiff and still sore, tingling with pain, sensitive and raw, and then slipped off my shorts. I did my best to move slowly, seductively, wiggling and jiggling as I lifted my arms, pulling my shoulders back to show off my pretty, puffy nipples, head up, proud, shaking my ass as I bent, legs straight, butt out, to slip my shorts down.

I watched Jacob, glanced at Lily, Naomi, trying to gauge their reactions. From the way they were all looking at me, watching me, smiling, I could tell I was at least entertaining them, and, at best, arousing them.

As I slipped the shorts over my heels I stood up, dressed in just fishnet tights with my cute tail poking out through the mesh, attached to the thick plug that was snug inside my tight, wet, sensitive hole. My heels and ears only severed to make my nakedness more wanton. Without thinking I turned, tottering in my high shoes, and faced my butt towards Jacob and Naomi. I kicked one leg up behind me, bending slightly, and looked back over my shoulder, a slutty, teasing, flirtatious pose, pouting.

“So sexy. Your training is definitely going well. You’re a natural slut.” Now, what about your other talents?” Jacob said.

I blinked. I had been shown how to dance, how to walk like a slut showing off in heels, did he mean that or… I blushed as I wondered if he wanted me to suck his cock again, or perhaps…

“You heard your Sir. You are to display your talents. So kneel, slut.” Lily said.

Her voice was hard and she yanked suddenly on my collar, her gaze stern. My knees went weak, from more than the force of her pulling on my collar, and I fell, willingly, eagerly, to my knees.

I looked up at Lily, my Mistress, and she was beautiful. She smiled at me and reached out to ruffle my hair just behind my ears.

I waited, silent, doting, submissive.

“Now, you remember how to use your tongue, don’t you?” Lily asked.

I nodded. I could smell the scent of her cunt it was so close, the rich, heady musk of her arousal, could almost taste it, could almost feel the warm, wet, slippery folds of her pussy. My cute little caged dick twitched and my hole clenched around my plug.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

“Good. Now… show your Sir you know how to perform like a good toy.”

Lily reached down with her free hand, the other still on the back of my head, and pulled the gusset of her panties to the side, exposing her wet, glistening, inflamed cunt. I licked my lips without thinking.

“Now, worship me, and prepare my pussy for my Mistress.” Lily said.

Lily pressed on the back of my head, guiding my face towards her pussy. I surrendered. The room, Jacob, Naomi, all faded. There was only Lily, her cunt, and my willing mouth. I needed to serve my Mistress.

I breathed in deep, bathing in the scent of her, and Lily pressed her hips forward as she pulled my face down. Her wet cunt pressed into my mouth, my nose, my chin, and she ground down, grinding her pussy into my face, my lips.

My head was full of the scent of her, rich, dense, musky, and I became drunk on it. My lips and tongue were full of the taste of her and as she gripped my hair tight, pressing my face hard into her cunt, I opened my lips, and began to lick.

“Fuck…” Lily gasped, a moan of pleasure.

I smiled, my cute little dick twitching, and lapped harder, faster, burying my face in the wet folds of Lily’s pussy. I pressed my tongue up, then down, lapping, tasting the heady sweetness of her, and then pressed the tip of my tongue at her entrance, the dripping font of her lust. Lily ground her hips down, hard, and I pushed my tongue deeper as she spread her legs wider, hips working, fucking herself onto my tongue.

My tongue slipped deep, a rigid muscle penetrating my Mistress’s cunt. It was the only way I would ever penetrate her I knew, the only way I wanted to penetrate her. I wanted her to use me, her toy, her doll, her pet, and I was here only to serve. Even as my cute little dick twitched in its cages, not even bothering to harden, drooling precum, I felt… right. I could stay locked forever and it did not matter. The only thing that mattered was pleasing my Mistresses.

“Fuck you’re good. Your tongue gets me so wet. I can’t wait for your sexy step-sister to fuck me.”

I shivered. The knowledge that I was simply a tool to prepare Lily’s pussy for Naomi’s fat, monstrous strap-on only made me hornier. I wanted to get her dripping wet so that her pussy was ready.

“Work up too… make sure you’re paying attention to my clit like a good girl.” Lily said.

I did as I was told, licked up, withdrew my tongue from the wet folds of Lily’s pussy, licking so that the tip of my tongue began circling the swollen nub of her clit. I lapped over, and around, teased, breathing deep, heart racing as Lily ground down hard.

I could feel the vibrations of her body, her growing arousal and desire, her pleasure, and I wanted to give her more. I lapped, fast, hard, soft, slow, alternating my tongue’s caresses, reading her movements and the vibrations of her body so that I could better pleasure and tease her.

Lily’s body shook, and her grip in my hair tightened. She ground down, hard, fucking my face, and I could barely breathe. I did not care though. I was her toy, and I lived to serve her.

“I think that’s enough for now Lily.” Naomi said, a slight edge to her voice. “I want you wet, not exhausted. No cumming until I make you cum, understand.”

I felt Lily tense. I knew she was close. I kept licking, aware that the instruction had not been for me, relishing the opportunity to tease my Mistress.

Lily gripped my hair, her body quivering. She ground down, breathing hard.

“Fuck… I…”

There was a pause. She was close. I teased her clit, wanting to taste more of her. Lily was struggling to obey, wanting more of the pleasure of my tongue, and I felt elated knowing that the pleasure I was giving her was tempting her to disobey my bratty little step-sister.

I licked, hard, lapping at Lily’s cunt, and I felt her whole body tighten. Her grip in my hair became so tight it hurt and then, suddenly, sharply, she pulled me away, gasping, yanking my head back so I was looking up at her.

She was flush, breathing hard, and she was furious, so close to cumming she looked almost wild. I smiled, sweetly, licking my lips, my face wet with her musk.

“You thought you could tease me, did you? Thought you could make me Disobey your sister, my Mistress, your Mistress?”

Naomi chuckled. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Jacob grinning, clearly amused by what he was seeing.

“It was your instruction to be fair to Starr, not hers. She didn’t disobey anyone.” Naomi said. “Is it her fault you taste so delicious?”

Naomi was obviously relishing the scene, but I knew she would not protect me from Lily’s frustrated wrath, would rather watch what unfolded. I paled, timid, but also… excited.

“I suppose that’s true.” Lily said, a cunning, mischievous look in her eyes. “But still… I know what she was trying to do. Tempt me with that wonderfully deviant tongue of hers, trying to make me cum when you’d forbidden it, trying to make me chose between obeying and cumming, forcing me to have to deny myself such delightful pleasure. I know she was being naughty, and enjoying it too, so… it’s only fair I make her pay, and also, enjoy myself in the process.”

I shivered. The way Lily spoke to me, the tone of her voice, I was both terrified and thrilled. I bit my bottom lip, nervous, heart racing, and looked up into her dazzling, dangerous eyes.

“Don’t you think that’s fair, Starr?” Lily asked.

I was still for a moment, then nodded.

“Ye… yes Mistress.” I whispered.

Lily grinned.

“Good girl. Now, down on all fours with your ass facing Jacob. I think it's time we showed him just what a well-trained slut you really are.”

My head spun. I couldn’t help but imagine what Lily had planned for me and… all of it thrilled me. Slowly, grinning, eager, I turned, and fell down onto my hands and knees, my round, pert, sexy ass facing Jacob.

I spread my legs, wiggled my hips, and felt my fluffy bunny tail jiggle. I felt sexy, wanton, brazen, flirtatious, and I could not wait to get fucked.
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Lily moved around to stand behind me, looming over me. I was flush, excited, eager, giddy, and I felt naughty. I could not stop grinning, cheeks hot and chest tight, and I wiggled my ass and hips, curving my back to offer my ass up, my cute fluffy tail jiggling.

“My, what a pretty little bunny, and such a slut too, posing like that, wiggling her cute little tail to draw attention to that sexy, fat, hungry ass. You can’t stop thinking about your reward, can you?” Lily said.

My reward. I had been offered the chance to be let out of my cage, to play with myself while being watched, to cum, but I had turned it down for an even better offer. I had chosen to get fucked, to have Jacob fuck me with his big, fat, hard cock, to fuck my tight, slippery, sensitive ass, to use me, to take my virginity and make me the slutty girl I’d always been meant to be, and Lily was right—I could not stop thinking about it. I could not stop thinking about how it would feel to have Jacob’s cock press against my slick, slippery hole, stretching me, forcing me open until…

I nodded, moaning at just the thought of what was to come. I wanted it, needed it, and almost in response, my body moved, opening my legs wider, arching my back, wiggling my hips and ass in offering.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered. “I… I want my reward. I can’t… I can’t stop thinking about it. I just… I just need to be fucked like a nasty, dirty, pretty little slut.”

There was giggling, amusement, and I blushed. Jacob was silent, and I could feel his gaze on me, roaming over my eye, examining his date, his prize. I could almost feel him entering me, penetrating me, fucking me already. My cute little caged dick twitched at the thought, eager, dripping precum.

“Well… let’s get you ready then, shall we?” Lily asked.

Before I could react, before I could speak, there was a loud, hard slap across my raised ass, a hot, warm sting spreading through me, and I moaned, relishing the pain and the pleasure. Lily’s hand lingered, roamed over my smooth, soft skin, and her fingers crept in towards my crack, my hole, my cute, fluffy tail plug.

My body tensed as she brushed over the head, teasing my tail, stroking it gently, her movements causing the plug inside me to shift, teasing me. My hole was wet, tight, and very, very sensitive. I whimpered as Lily pressed on the head, forcing it deeper, teasing my inner walls, making me gasp.

“So eager, so wanton, so desperate.” She whispered to me.

She was making me suffer, making me whine with need in payment for teasing her with my tongue. It was agony, but… I loved it.

“Yes… please… more…” I moaned.

Lily pressed harder, then released the pressure, my plug shifting, almost fucking me, deep, hard, teasing me, making my pretty little dick drool, soft and worthless in its cage. I felt her hand shift, fingers gripping my fluffy tail, and then pull, gently at first, then harder, becoming firm, demanding, easing my plug out.

My hole stretched, wider, the pressure growing. There was no pain, only pleasure, my hole well trained now, corrupted, made into a willing, eager fuck-hole, and I quivered in delight as the plug eased out, stretching me, opening my hole.

Lily eased it out, and I could feel her delight in teasing me, making me moan and gasp. She was relishing my suffering, making me gasp, shiver, prolonging the agonising pleasure. I spread my legs wider, lifting my ass, wanting to feel more.

The plug shifted, my hole wide, and then, finally, the widest part slipped past my outer ring and the entire plug, thick, hard, massive, slipped out, suddenly, leaving me empty. It felt… wrong, and I wanted to be filled.

“Such a pretty, well-trained hole.” Jacob said. “I can’t wait to use it, cum inside it. I’m going to enjoy you Starr.”

I gasped, the words a brand that seared my mind. I nodded, only managing a weak, lust drunk whimper.

“Just make sure she’s ready.” Naomi said. “And when you’re done, I have a little, or should I say large, reward for you too.”

I looked up, my curiosity drawn by Naomi’s words, her phrasing, and my eyes went wide when I saw her, sat on the sofa, a large, fat, bestial strap-on attached to her groin. Was she going to fuck Lily with that while I got fucked by Jacob? Would she ever fuck me with…

I gasped, my thoughts fluttering from my head as I felt fingers slip easily into my gaping, wet hole. I pressed back on instinct, wanting to feel more, grinding my hips back. Lily’s fingers went deeper, curling round to tease my slick, sensitive inner wall, pressing on a tight knot of joy that made me shake, my cute little dick twitching. I did not know how many fingers she had inside me, but I wanted more.

“Fuck, she’s so wet and loose. I think I could probably get my whole hand in her.” Lily said.

The tone of her voice was teasing, but from what she was doing, the way she spoke, I could tell that she was at least half-serious. What would that feel like, and… why did I want to find out? Would Lily, Naomi, ever…

“Do you think she’s ready?” Naomi asked.

I glanced in her direction and saw her stroking her strap-on cock, the shaft wet with lube, her smile amused, aroused, excited. I moaned and Lily pressed her fingers deeper.

“I think she definitely ready. And from the way she’s moaning and moving, I think if I tease her any longer I might just break her pretty pink brain.”

I worked my hips as Lily fucked her fingers in and out, teasing me, making me shake and whimper. Breaking my brain did not sound like such a bad thing in exchange for this pleasure.

“Then get over here. I think it's time we let Jacob break in our pretty girl, and I want to fuck that wet, tight pussy of yours.” Naomi said.

I felt Lily’s fingers withdraw. My mind was foggy.

I pined as Lily’s fingers slipped out, leaving me empty, bereft, floating in a void. There was movement behind me, Lily standing, moving away, but I was too weak to notice. I just… I wanted to be fucked.

“I guess that means it’s my turn. Are you ready for me Starr?” Jacob said.

There was the thud of boots, the clink and swish of a belt being undone, the rustle of clothes. My head was foggy, dizzy, but I looked up and back over my shoulder and… froze.

Jacob was naked, his trousers off, shirt stripped, his body rippled with muscle, decorated with tattoos. He was… hot, and his dick was hard, thick and long, throbbing, and he was about to fuck me in my tight, wet, virgin ass with it. I bit my bottom lip, quivering, and nodded.

“Yes Sir.” I whispered. “I… I’m ready for you.”

[image: ]

Jacob moved closer, and I was still… could I really do this?

I giggled, blushed. I knew the answer. It was obvious. Yes.

It would be impossible for me to resist, to deny what I wanted now. I wanted him to fuck me, fuck me like the slutty, sexy, pretty girl I was.

I curved my back, lifted my ass, and lowered my head, offering my body, my ass, my virgin hole to him, to his cock. To the side, I heard a moan, and I looked over in time to see Lily and Naomi—Naomi sat on the sofa with Lily lowering herself into Naomi’s lap, facing away from her, legs spread wide, the thick, bestial strap-on cock slipping slowly into her wet cunt, her folds wet with my spit and her juices.

Lily’s face was a mask of pleasure, lust, delight. Did it really feel that good to be penetrated, fucked, filled? I giggled as I realised I was about to find out.

I felt warmth, Jacob close, and hands roamed up my legs, the warm, gentle touch making me jump, gasp, moan as they caressed upwards, over my ass, spreading my cheeks, my wet, gaping hole twitching. I pressed back, eager for Jacob’s touch, his cock, and I watched with heavy-lidded eyes as Lily lowered herself down, sitting fully in Naomi’s lap, taking the whole cock deep in her pussy.

Her movements, her moans, her expression, it was all so hot, and as Naomi ran her hands over her best friend’s body, her lover’s body, she glanced at me and smiled, winked. Slowly, tenderly, she thrust up, fucking deep into Lily’s cunt, and Lily gasped, legs shaking. Would she ever fuck me like that? I wanted it, but first…

A finger teased over my hole and my body shook, aching. I felt Jacob move, shifting forwards, and the finger withdrew. Something thicker, harder, hotter, pressed at my virgin entrance.

“Breathe deep Starr, and relax. I’ll be gentle… at least to start.” Jacob said.

This was it… I did as I was told, breathed deep, did my best to relax. The thick, hot, throbbing presence at the entrance to my ass, the thick head of Jacob’s cock, pressed, and I felt my fuck-hole opening.

I moaned, a bright, intense swell of pleasure. I arched my back, shifted my hips, spread my legs.

The pressure grew, Jacob’s cock slipping just slightly deeper, the tip entering me. To the side Lily was beginning to ride up and down Naomi’s cock, my bratty little step-sister slamming her bestial strap-on into Lily’s tight cunt. I wanted that, wanted to be fucked like that.

Behind me Jacob shifted, easing into me, and I felt the pressure mount. He was stretching me, forcing my virgin hole open, and I… I was letting him, was working my body to make it easier for him. I was a slut, his slut, and I wanted him to breed me, claim me, fuck me, make me the girl I’d always wished I could be.

As he thrust in, slowly, gently, I felt my entrance forced wider and then, suddenly, wonderfully, I felt the prominent head of his fat cock slip past my opening, slip deep into my tight, wet, hot, virgin hole, and I moaned, almost collapsing from the bliss. My ass was so sensitive now, a bright spot of pleasure, and before I could stop myself I thrust my hips and ass back, taking more of his cock inside me.

My cute little dick twitched and a knot of intense joy in my belly expanded. It felt… good.

“Fuck someone is eager. Nasty little slut.” Jacob moaned.

I grinned. I was a nasty, eager little slut. I wanted this, wanted him to fuck me, cum in me, breed me, claim me.

“Yes Sir.” I whispered. “But… I’ve been a good girl, so… won’t you please, please fuck me.”

Jacob laughed, gently, kindly, and I felt his cock throb, clearly turned on by my words. He thrust forward, slipping his cock deeper, and I gasped, let out a quiet moan.

I looked to the side and saw Lily riding Naomi’s cock, the pair fucking, hard, while watching me, watching me get fucked. They looked so hot, and… I wanted to please them, perform for them.

“Harder.” I moaned.

I felt hands on my ass, squeezing, slipping up to my hips, holding me tight as Jacob pulled back, his cock slipping out until the head tugged at my entrance. My hole was quivering, fluttering, a knot inside me unravelling. He pressed forward suddenly, hard, fast, slamming into me, pressing my head down, my ass lifted up.

“Fuck… you are so tight and hot. I’m going to enjoy this. I could get hooked on the way your tight little ass feels wrapped around my cock.” Jacob said.

I smiled, giggled. It felt good… right. I wanted him to get hooked on me, to fuck me often, use me, breed me. I clenched my hole tight, squeezing his cock tight, milking him, pressing back as he pressed into me. His moans, the sounds of his pleasure, made me feel hot and giddy, a rush of joy.

“Good girl.” Jacob moaned.

I smiled, and began to work my hips, fucking back, riding his fat, thick cock as he pulled back, pressed deep, fucking me slowly, gently to start, picking up speed gradually, becoming more forceful. The head of his cock caressed my inner walls, teasing over the knot of pleasure inside me, making my cute little dick drool and twitch. I moaned, whining in hunger and lust, drunk on the bliss.

To the side Naomi fucked her cock deep into Lily’s wet cunt and I felt connected to her in a way I had never felt before, the two of us being fucked together, hard, filled, used, the pleasure of submission and surrender, offering our bodies up, being fucked. I thrust back, hard, felt Jacob’s cock filling me, withdrawing to leave me empty, stretching my entrance wide, my ass wet and hot and tight.

I could barely breathe, think, my heart racing. I wanted more... wanted Naomi to fuck me, wanted to suck Jacob’s cock, lick Lily’s pussy, wanted all of it at once. My mind spun, surrendering. I was Starr now, naughty, brazen, slutty, and I was finally being fucked like the girl I’d been born to be and it was… like being set free, finally.

I spread my legs as wide as they would go, arched my back and thrust my hips back, hole clenching, riding Jacob’s fat, meaty, throbbing cock. The way he fucked me was amazing, hard and fast, his hands gripping my ass, hips, slamming into me as he pulled me back, his belly slapping against my ass, his balls slapping against my cute little caged dick. In that moment I was his slut, and I had never been happier.

I surrendered, utterly, almost collapsing. As Jacob thrust into me my arms gave way and my head, my face, was pressed into the floor. His grip on my hips held my ass up and he slammed in, deep, fucking me, claiming me, and I worked my hole, my hips, my ass, trying my best to please him, milking as much pleasure from his fat prick as I could.

My hole was wet, tight, quivering, and the knot in my belly unravelled, faster and faster as Jacob slammed into me, over and over. To the side I could hear the moans of my Mistresses, Naomi and Lily both lost in the joy of fucking, relishing the sight of me being bred as they fucked in front of me. It was all too much, and I could feel a swell of joy, unlike anything I had felt before.

“Fuck… that’s… don’t stop what you’re doing Starr. You feel amazing.”

I could feel Jacob’s pleasure rising, his cock swelling, throbbing, hard. My hole tensed, milking him of his pleasure, and my slick, sensitive inner walls fluttered as the fat head of his cock fucked in and out, faster, harder, slipping over the knot of pleasure inside me.

I was close. It had been so long, and I was so horny… I was close.

To the side, I heard Naomi slam into Lily, the quiet, husky moans. I heard Lily whimper, her body shaking, her hips grinding down. Without thinking my body moved, chasing the pleasure I felt. I watched as Lily sat her full weight down onto Naomi’s fat cock, pussy quivering, legs shaking, Naomi caressing her body. I watched as they came, together, the breathy gasps of their delight, and I felt the knot of pleasure in my belly unravel, my cute little caged dick twitching, soft and limp, drooling. It was all too much.

“Fuck… I… I’m…”

It was too late. There was no stopping it. Jacob slammed into me and I thrust back, hole tight, and I came, hard, cumming as he fucked me, my hole squeezing tight around the thick, throbbing, massive cock inside me, my cute little limp dick drooling cum, my hips working to chase every ounce of pleasure.

“Yes… gods yes…” Jacob moaned.

He gripped my hips tight, slammed deep, hard, and I felt his cock swell and then, suddenly, wonderfully, he was cumming, cumming at the same time as me, his spunk filling my ass, my hole flooded with hot, sticky, thick cum.

He was breeding me, like a slut, and that sensation, that knowledge, made me cum even harder. I gasped, my whole body alive with pleasure more intense than any I had ever experience.

Jacob thrust deep, knocking the wind from my lungs, all thought fucked from my head. My hole clenched and I felt his sticky, hot seed coating the walls of my ass. I was Starr, a slut, I had been fucked, and I had loved it, had cum from being fucked in my hot, wet, tight ass.

“Fuck… shit…”

Jacob was moaning, still fucking me gently, his climax subsiding slowly. I was still shaking with the aftershocks of my orgasm. I was weak and dumb and happy. I was Starr… I was completely and utterly Starr, and there was now no going back, no matter what that meant.

“Fuck… that was… you were amazing.” Jacob said.

His cock was softening slowly inside of me, his hot, thick, sticky cum dripping out of my stretched, gaping hole. I squirmed, relishing the feel of it, basking in the afterglow of my climax, my cute little dick still drooling cum. On the sofa Naomi and Lily lay half-collapsed, exhausted, Naomi’s strap-on cock still buried in her best friend.

“Thank you.” I whispered. “I… I enjoyed it too.”

“We could tell.” Naomi said, giggling.

I blushed, wiggling, my ass still high in the air. I was satisfied, cum drunk, but… still horny.

“I’m going to have to take you somewhere special for our date.” Jacob said. “But, luckily, I have the perfect idea…”

I murmured, looking forward to it. I couldn’t wait to see what he had in mind for me, wondering what this all meant, confused, but certain of one thing. It wasn’t going to be long until our parents would be returning home, and though I knew life couldn’t continue quite like this, I was still going to have some major news to tell them.

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

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

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

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


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

Just the Tip
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Adam is worried about James, his best friend and room-mate since college. While Adam has been struggling to find his feet after graduating, working dead-end service jobs just to pay the bills, James has been… doing nothing.

Though James has been paying his half of the rent, and his half of the bills, Adam can’t help but fret over his best friend. He isn’t working, so must be getting into serious debt, and he rarely goes out anymore, instead choosing to stay at home all day and do… well, Adam isn’t quite sure what James does.

Deciding they both need cheering up, Adam sets about planning a party, gathering all their friends together for a night of fun. His plan works, and James seems to be enjoying himself, and the pair reminisce over old memories, recalling the time they both dressed up in sexy girly outfits for Halloween, ‘as a joke’, but when a mutual friend causes accidental damage to their rented flat, the pair are left with a hefty repair bill.

Adam knows he can’t pay it on his meagre salary, but James has a plan, and a secret…

When James confesses his secret to his best friend, telling Adam how he’s been earning money to pay the bills Adam is shocked, but intrigued. James has been wearing sexy, feminine underwear, posting pictures and videos online, and people have been paying him good money just to see him all dressed up. James is certain he can earn enough for the repairs, but he’ll need to post something new, exciting, and daring, and he’ll need help, Adam’s help…

Can Adam really say no, now he’s realised just how hot his best friend is? What does it mean for the future of their friendship, their relationship? Why is he so drawn to James, and to the exotic, feminine outfits he wears?

And does it really count if it's just the tip… ?


Blackmailed

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

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

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

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


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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