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BLACKMAILED by BRATS

Part Six

“A flirty, filthy, fetish Cinderella fantasy...”

It started with BLACKMAIL, a small threat to open Starr’s eyes to the possibilities, but now it is so much more. Naomi and Lily have led Starr down a path of feminization, corruption, enlightenment, and she has finally become the woman she was always meant to be.

There is only one lingering problem. Soon their parents will return, and the misadventure will all be over. What does that mean for Naomi and Lily’s plans and games, and what does that mean for Starr, and her hopes and dreams?

Naomi and Lily have planned for even this though, and they have heard Starr’s secret wish. As Starr continues her journey, she is led by her Mistresses, guided towards a bright, brilliant, sensual future full of promise and hope and joy, but… will Starr accept? Will Starr embrace this opportunity and truly become the sexy, brazen, flirty woman she always secretly dreamed of being?

Rejoin Starr, Naomi, and Lily, for the final part of this tale as Starr is led towards the end of this adventure, and towards the start of another. Who will she become? Will she pursue her dreams with hope and joy? What will her life be like after this experience?

There is only one thing she knows for certain. After everything she’s been through she will never be quite the same, and for that, she has to thank her Mistresses, two sexy brats, and their plan of blackmail...


Six

I slept heavily, blissfully, a warm glow of happiness and joy keeping me cosy as I dreamt. I woke refreshed, with memories of the night before to help rouse me—I had been fucked, finally, fucked in my tight, virgin ass, had finally become a woman, and it had all happened in the most perfect way possible, had all been thanks to my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. As I rolled over onto my back and opened my eyes, I smiled and sighed. My pretty little caged cock throbbed, the tingle a delicious agony, and I squirmed, loving how my bedsheets felt against my smooth body.

We had all had dinner, Lily and Naomie, Jacob and I. I had cooked and served them as a sexy bunny-girl, dressed up in heels, bunny ears, and even a cute fluffy bunny tail attached to a thick, hard butt-plug. It had been a joy, submitting, having a handsome, Dominant young man flirt with me, show interest in me, and all while acting as my bratty little step-sister's submissive toy, bringing food, drinks, dressed up sexily, moving in the provocative way I had been taught.

I had spent the meal on edge, horny, unable to stop thinking about Jacob's cock, how it had felt to suck it, and then...

Naomi and Lily had given me my greatest reward yet. They had given me permission to get fucked, had given Jacob permission to fuck me in my tight, sexy, virgin ass.

He had fucked me, bred me, claimed me, and had finally made a woman of me. I had been fucked in my ass, on my knees, while watching Naomi fuck Lily with her thick strap-on. We fucked in front of each other, in pairs, and it had been the hottest experience of my life.

Just remembering it made me horny again, despite cumming last night, finally cumming while being fucked. I wanted more of it, wanted more of everything, but I knew there was no rush.

I was Starr now, was committed to being Starr, becoming her totally and utterly, and last night’s experience was just going to be the first of many. I had the whole of my life ahead of me.

I could not stop ginning as I slipped out of bed, my belly fluttering as I imagined the adventures that lay ahead of me today, tomorrow. My body tingled as I dressed in my sexy maid's uniform and as the fabric caressed over my pierced nipples I giggled, a shiver running up my spine.

Our parents would be home soon. Our adventures could not last forever. Still, there was plenty of time ahead of us, and I could not wait to see what Naomi and Lily had planned for me.

First, though, I had to make them breakfast. I was, after all, their sexy, slutty, submissive maid... for now at least.
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I carried a tray with pancakes, coffee, jams, orange juice, syrup, and fruit, up to my bratty little sister's room, moving carefully. I was in my high heels, and though I could walk well enough in them now, having had much practice in how to strut and wiggle and show off my sexy body, the tray was still heavy. memories that had been teasing me all morning remained, images of Jacob's handsome cock, Lily's pussy, Naomi's strap-on, kept me constantly on edge. I was horny, tingly, but my Mistresses needed their breakfast.

I raised a hand and knocked softly. I waited.

"Come in Starr." Naomi said, her voice a sleepy purr.

I smiled at the sound of my step-sister. I felt a swell of affection for her, for all she had done for me recently. Sure, it had taken a spot of blackmail, but it was thanks to Naomi and Lily that I finally knew who I wanted to be. I reached out, grasped the handle with the tray carefully balanced in one hand, and opened the door.

"Good morning beautiful." Naomi said.

I smiled, looked across the room to see my bratty little step-sister and her best friend in bed, snuggled up together. They were wrapped up beneath thin sheets, their legs tangled together, smooth, soft, their arms and shoulders bared, just the barest hint of their breasts, butts, a scant glimpse of their cunts. They were perfection.

I stopped outside the bedroom door, took a deep breath, trying to dull the core of arousal that had been growing as I cooked breakfast. It had little effect though–the daydreams and

"Good... good morning Mistress." I said to my bratty little step-sister.

"And good morning Mistress." I said to Lily.

Lily and Naomi grinned at me, mischief in their eyes. They were both flush, a light sheen of sweat, as though from intense physical activity, and I could smell the scent of their pussies on the air.

"Breakfast looks lovely." Naomi said.

"As do you." Lily said.

I blushed, squirming. I could still picture the two of them fucking, hard, Lily riding Naomi's strap-on as Jacob fucked my tight ass. I could still remember Lily's face, the noises she made, the way Naomi thrust her hips, slamming her fat, thick, perfect strap-on into Lily's wet cunt. I could still see clearly their faces as they came together, cumming hard as they watched me become a woman, my ass fucked, Jacob cumming inside me as I came. I felt my pretty little caged dick throb, a hot core of desire igniting in my belly.

"I... thank you Mistress." I said, giggling.

I felt almost shy around them suddenly, seeing them both so naked and brazen. I felt my heart skip.

"Why don't you put the breakfast things down and come over here to join us." Naomi said. "We were just talking about last night and how hot you looked getting fucked in your tight little ass, and... well... it's got us both all hot and wet. We could do with a little... service, to help relieve the tension."

My head swam, Naomi's words making me hot, hands trembling. As I stood, motionless, frozen by the brazenness of my bratty little step-sister, Naomi and Lily both shifted.

They turned, untangling their bodies, and they kicked at the bedsheets, throwing them off, baring their bodies. They were both naked, smooth and soft. Naomi was smaller than Lily, her curves less exaggerated, but they were both divine, feminine perfection.

As I moved to put the tray down, lowering it to rest on Naomi's dressing table, the pair spread their legs, slowly, teasing me, my gaze glued to their bodies. Their cunts were wet and swollen with lust, glistening, Naomi's framed by a thatch of trimmed, black hair, Lily's bald and smooth. My mouth watered, and I could recall clearly the taste of both of them, the scent of their musk. My tongue tingled, and I prepared myself to serve them this morning just as I had served them on many others.

I left the tray on the table and stepped towards the bed, dropping to my knees, crawling, aching, hot, caged dick tingling, my hole clenching tight on the plug buried deep inside my ass. The two girls giggled.

"Not like that today Starr." Naomi said. "We've been talking about how hot it was watching Jacob pound that pretty, slut ass of yours and... well... I think I want to take my filthy, slutty step-sister for a ride too."

I froze again, mid crawl, on my hands and knees on the floor. Naomi wanted...

My Mistresses giggled again, watching me. They shifted, Lily moving towards me while Naomi reached out to the drawers beside her bed, opening one and rummaging inside to pull out a large, fat, long, monstrous strap-on.

She was...

My bratty little step-sister was going to fuck me?

I smiled, blushing, eager, heart leaping, head spinning. I had yearned for this for so long.

"I mean... our parents are going to be home soon, so who knows when we'll next have time like this together. So, what do you say? I want to fuck you in that tight, slutty ass. I want to take my filthy slut of a step-sister for a ride. Are you interested?" Naomi said.

As she spoke, she fitted herself with the strap-on, and Lily sat on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs, baring her smooth, wet cunt in front of my face—my mouth watered at just the sight. A shiver ran up my spine. I was to serve them both at once? I was to be fucked by Naomi's cock, while I lapped at Lily cunt? I could barely believe my luck.

I nodded, grinning.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered. “Please…”

They smiled at me, pleased by my submission, my obedience.

"Now strip like a good slut." Lily said. "But leave the heels and stocking on. You look hot in them."

I looked up at her and smiled, blushing, the praise warming me.

"Yes, Mistress." I whispered.

I could not obey quickly enough.
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I stripped off my maid's uniform, leaving only my heels, stockings, and suspenders on, and I shivered, more from excitement than cold. My body was exposed, my pierced nipples on display, hard and puffy, my tattoo bared—the cute brand above my caged dick, the heart-shaped bunny on my ass. I felt sexy, smooth and soft, a woman with a pert, round ass, but I could not help but wonder how good it would feel to become even more of a woman. How would it feel to have tits, a fat ass, to have plump thighs? How would I look with a soft face, less muscle, more fat, large puffy nipples? How would it feel to be touched, fucked, caressed if my body were even softer?

I blushed, wondering if it were possible, if I dared...

"Focus now Starr. You have a job to do." Naomi said. "You have two Mistresses to satisfy. One cunt. One cock."

I snapped back to the room, saw Lily with her legs spread in front of me. Naomi stood with her strap-on over her crotch, her cock long and thick and bestial. I yearned for them both, ached to serve them both.

"Now, what were you thinking about that distracted you from our majesty?" Naomi asked.

I blushed a deep pink, words catching in my throat. The thought of admitting my daydreams to my bratty little step-sister terrified me, but I knew I could not resist her.

"I... I was thinking... I was imagining what it would be like to... to be even more feminine, to... how it might be to... to have tits, like yours, to have a fatter ass, and... and softer skin... and..."

"You want to go even further? To become even more of the woman you are inside?" Naomi asked.

Her words were soft, gentle, tender. I felt safe admitting the truth to her, to them. They were my Mistresses. They had led me on this journey of self-discovery, and I knew that they would help me become who I was meant to be, that they would cherish me, just as they would use me.

I nodded slowly. I wanted to embrace my true self utterly, fully, totally.

"We can do something about that." Lily said. "I might have some contacts... but for now..."

Lily spread her legs wider. The wet, glistening lips of her pussy parted, revealing her intimate folds, hot, dripping, her hole, her clit, demanding the attention of my tongue. My caged cock throbbed, a delicious ache.

I looked up at her and nodded, grinning. I shifted on my knees and began to crawl forward, inhaling deep the scent of her.

"Good girl." Lily whispered.

A shiver ran up my spine. Lily shifted her hips, reaching out to grasp my hair, gently, guiding my face forward. My pierced lip tingled, mouth watering. I extended my tongue and licked, slowly, teasing, over the wet folds of her divine cunt.

"Fuck... yes... good girl." Lily moaned. "I've not been able to get the image of you being fucked out of my head. I've needed this... your tongue is so well trained now..."

Her praise was a warm summer breeze, my heart swelling. As I worked my tongue I saw Naomi move, walking gracefully around me to stand behind me. I knew what was coming, and I wanted it so badly I could have screamed.

"Are you ready for me, slut?" Naomi asked.

I nodded, not daring to take my lips and tongue off Lily's cunt. My tongue slipped down, tip tracing at the entrance to Lily's pussy, and pressed, barely entering her, fucking her softly. She worked her hips, taking my tongue deeper, and her ragged breaths told me I was pleasing her.

"You want me to fuck you? Want me to fuck that tight ass? You want your little step-sister to fuck your tight ass and make you cum like the slut you were born to be?"

I nodded again, eagerly, enthusiastically. I wanted it more than words could describe. I licked my tongue up, kissing, withdrawing it from Lily's hole and running it along her slick folds to the hard nub of her clit.

Lily bucked her hips, a gasp of delight. I circled my tongue around her clit faster, soft, teasing, reading the shivers of her body to better please her.

"Fuck... yes... there..." Lily whispered.

"Well... since you've been such a good girl, and since you made me so horny with your slutty display last night." Naomi said.

I felt feet nudge my legs apart. I shifted, arching my back, lifting my ass, offering it. A hand fell, hard, slapping my ass, spanking me, and the sharp sting made my caged dick throb.

"Such a slut. Now, let's warm that tight hole up. I'm quite a bit bigger than Jacob, but I think we'll make a size-queen of you yet." Naomi said.

Her words made me shudder. Size-queen? How big was her strap-on? Would it even fit?

The thought of her stretching my tight ass, gaping me, training me to become a slutty size-queen, thrilled me. Fingers roamed over my ass, my tongue teasing over Lily's clit. Naomi gripped the head of my thick, heavy plug, and began to pull.

My hole puckered, bolts of bliss radiating out from my slick hole as she eased the plug out. I lapped harder, faster, and Lily ground down on my face, wetting my chin and lips and tongue with her juices. My entrance stretched, gripping my plug tight, but Naomi was not to be denied.

She pulled harder, and my hole stretched.

I moaned, gasping in pleasure, licking, kissing, sucking, and the pressure built. It was almost too much, the rush of sensations making me giddy. Suddenly, wonderfully, my hole opened, and the plug slipped out, leaving me gaping, empty, desperate to be filled, fucked.

"Now, breath deep and relax because I've been waiting too long for this, and I am not going to be gentle..."

I did as I was told, tongue still lapping at Lily's cunt, and I felt something large, thick, heavy, hard, pressed at the entrance to my fuck-hole. Naomi, my bratty little step-sister, was finally going to fuck me. I breathed deep, tried to relax, and, as she pressed forward, I eased back, and I felt my hole stretch as she entered me.
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Naomi pressed, thrusting her hips hard. I eased into her pressure, arching my back, lifting my ass, offering my body. My hole stretched wider, pressure, bolts of bliss.

I whimpered, licking, lapping, Lily grinding down onto my face. My hole was stretched, wider, wider, opening, the pleasure overwhelming. What if it wouldn't fit?

The thought terrified me. I longed to have Naomi, my Mistress, my bratty little step-sister, fuck me. I needed her cock inside my ass. I pressed back, working my hips, spreading my legs wider, and then, suddenly, blissfully, I felt the tip slip in, my hole opening, and her massive cock popped past my outer ring.

"Fuck..."

I gasped, my voice muffled by Lily's wet cunt. She pressed her hips forward, demanding the attention of my tongue, and I obeyed.

Naomi pressed forward, grinding her hips, forcing more of her thick, enormous, monstrous prick inside me.

She fucked into me, knocking the breath from my lungs, stretching my ass wider. She filled me, her cock enormous, larger than Jacob's, the bulges and ridges and bumps only adding to the intensity of the sensation.

"Good, isn't it?" Lily said. "I love it when she fucks me with that toy, so I just know you're going to enjoy it. You'll be begging for more once she's shown you how good she is."

I could only nod, my mouth occupied, lips and tongue working to please Lily, lapping, licking, kissing the wet folds of her pussy. Behind me Naomi pulled her hips back, slipping her cock out of my tight fuck-hole, my entrance stretched, teasing, nerves alive with pleasure.

Her hands roamed up over my ass to my hips, gripped me tight as she slammed into me, hard, thrusting her cock deep. I felt the shape of her cock stretch me, fill me, the knots and ridges teasing over my slippery, sensitive inner walls, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside me.

I fucked back, working my hips, lifting my ass up, spreading my legs, arching my back. I felt Naomi squeeze my waist with her grip, firm, and she began to truly fuck me.

She worked her cock in and out, pulling almost the entire length out, the prominent head tugging at my entrance before she slammed the entire length back in. She fucked hard, deep, fast. I felt her cock filling me, stretching me, training me to be a better, more willing slut.

Lily's grip on my hair tightened, forcing my face into the wet folds of her pussy, grinding her hips, my tongue circling her clit. I lapped, kissed, licked, worshipping her even as I worked my ass up and down on my step-sister's perfect, monstrous cock.

My Mistresses used me, one riding my face, the other fucking my tight fuck-hole, making me their slut, and I loved it. I was awash with sensation, body hot, tingling, bliss, pleasure. My caged dick, throbbed, drooling precum.

"Fuck you look so good with my cock in your ass." Naomi said. "I could get used to this, fucking you, making you my slut, using that sexy body."

I ground my hips back, eager to feel more of her cock in my hole. The ridges, bumps, knots teased me as they fucked in and out, rubbing against my sensitive inner walls, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside me.

I wanted more, wanted it to never end. My tongue worked over Lily's clit, her pussy gushing over my face, juices wetting my lips, chin.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum if she keeps this up." Lily said.

Her words were all the incentive I needed. I worked my tongue harder, desperate to serve her, to pleasure her.

"I know... fucking her like this, watching her behave like such a sexy slut, my cock in her ass, she's going to make me cum too with the way she's riding my cock."

The words drove me on, making me squirm, my body hot, quivering, acting on need and instinct. I was a slut, a fuck-doll, my Mistresses' toy. I licked, sucked, lapped, my tongue worshipping Lily's divine cunt. I ground my hips, working my round, pert ass up and down on Naomi's cock. Each ridge and bump and knot caressed my inner walls as it slipped in and out, my entrance teased by the perfect bestial shape of her strap-on.

It was too much, my mind spinning, my body burning. I never wanted the moment to end, yet at the same time I yearned to make both of my Mistresses cum, wanted to make them cum with my slut body, and I could feel my own climax building.

The heady taste of Lily's cunt, the way my bratty little step-sister was fucking me in my tight ass, her massive strap-on pounding me. All of it was building into something remarkable, something beyond anything I had experienced before. The knot of pleasure in my belly expanded, unravelling, my caged cock drooling precum. I whimpered, working my tongue, hips, riding cock, worshipping cunt. I was a fuck-doll, and this was my place, and I was happy.

"Fuck... yes... don't stop..." Lily groaned, almost guttural, gripping my hair tight, forcing my head down.

Naomi's grip on my hips tightened, and she fucked me harder, faster, grunting as she pounded my ass with her massive cock. I rode up and down, fucking back, delighting in the sensations.

"Fuck... you are such a good girl. That tight ass, watching you perform like a slut, you're going to make me cum. You're going to make your step-sister cum while she fucks you in your ass..." Naomi said.

The words sent me spiralling, the wrongness of it, the rightness, how good it felt. So much had changed since my parents had left on holiday. My bratty little step-sister had blackmailed me, feminized me, made me pretty. I had become the woman I was always meant to be, had been pierced, tattooed, trained, made to serve. I had been taught to lick pussy—I had licked my step-sister's pussy and made her cum, licked her best friend's pussy and made her cum—taught to suck cock, had been fucked, had a boy, a young man, cum inside my ass. And now...

Now my bratty little step-sister was finally fucking me, fucking my ass, while I was again licking her best friend's cunt. Naomi was about to cum while fucking my ass, and I was going cum while she fucked me in the ass. My belly fluttered, the knot of bliss unravelling.

"Fuck..."

Lily tensed, and I felt her buck her hips, pressing my head down hard into the wet folds of her pussy as she came. Naomi fucked me harder, faster, deeper, pounding me, gripping me, using me.

"Fuck... that's so hot..." Naomi said. "I'm going to..."

I felt her slam her hips forward, hold her cock deep, her legs shaking. Naomi was cumming, they were both cumming, and I was so close...

I pressed my hips back, grinding my ass, spreading my legs, forcing the knots and bumps to press on my most sensitive spots, the inner walls of my tight ass clenching down, and then...

My cock twitched, limp in its tiny cage, and I was cumming, my whole body quivering with pleasure. The sensation spread through me, my entire body, a joy centred not on my cock but in my ass, my belly, a brilliant, intense bliss that made me drunk and dumb.

I came, hard, the three of us cumming together, my cum a limp watery pool beneath me. My bratty little step-sister shivered as Lily ground her pussy onto my face, her juices wetting my tongue, lips, chin.

"Fuck... that was... good..." Lily gasped.

Naomi giggled, the sound joyous, her breathing heavy from the intense work-out.

"You can say that again. I've wanted to do that for a long time, Starr, so... thank you for finally being my slut. I'll look forward to doing it again soon."

I was dizzy, overwhelmed. Naomi's words were fuzzy. She had wanted to do that for a long time? Just how long?

"I... me too... but... our parents?" I was breathless, my voice ragged, my heart racing.

Naomi giggled again.

"I know, they're back soon, but we still have a few days, and, even when they're back, we'll still be able to find moments to enjoy ourselves. Now I finally have the sister I've always wanted I'm not going to let you go that easily."

I squirmed. Naomi's words warmed me. Knowing she wanted me, that this perfect dream was not about to suddenly end, left me smiling.

"Then... I..." I stumbled over my words. "You'll help me?"

Naomi stroked my back, caressing me.

"Help you?" She asked.

I swallowed the lump in my throat. I had made my decision, but I had yet to admit it to anyone else.

"I... I want to stay as Starr. I want to tell our parents. I... I won't go back to pretending I'm someone I'm not." I said.

Naomi was quiet for a moment, then laughed kindly.

"Starr, it had never even occurred to me you'd go back to pretending, not after seeing how happy being Starr makes you. Of course I'll be there to help." Naomi said. "In fact... why don't we get started today..."
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"This, this, but keep this. It'd look super cute with some skinny jeans." Naomi said.

Naomi and Lily were standing in front of my wardrobe. They were busy pulling out every item of clothing I owned, checking it before deciding if I should keep it, sell it, donate it, or throw it.

Naomi had tossed aside a boring blue sweater and a plain white shirt but had kept a red checked flannel shirt. She held it up to my body, examining me.

"Oh definitely. Black skinny jeans, cute boots, plain white tee, but a loose feminine cut, not the gross kind you used to wear, maybe with a boat neck or a deep vee to show off those gorgeous collarbones of yours." Lily said, nodding.

I nodded, taking mental notes. They had taught me so much, but I still had so much to learn.

"I think it's clear what style suits you best." Naomi said. "You lean toward punk, grunge, rock chic, but with a sexy, soft, almost cute edge to it. Right?"

I thought for a moment, then nodded, smiling. Before, I had always worn drab, dreary clothes that left me feeling almost blank, nothing outrageous or fancy, nothing eye-catching or exciting. Clothes were just there to cover my body and keep me either cool or warm, depending on the season and the weather.

I'd never really thought about or put much effort into looking good. Clothes were a chore.

Now though, it was all different. As Starr, I had gained a love of clothes, dressing up, feeling pretty and sexy, feeling cute, feminine. I loved how different outfits made me feel, the way they made me smile, boosting my confidence, making me comfortable in my own skin.

I could be cute or elegant, casual, sexy, provocative, slutty. I could dress up or dress down, but all of my outfits had similar things in common, and the description of 'punk, grunge, rock chick' seemed to fit perfectly.

"Oh, that definitely has to stay, but that has to go!" Lily said.

I stood, passive, watching, listening. My head was spinning, but I had not stopped smiling.

My Mistresses had taken charge, again, but I liked that. It was easy to let them lead me, control me, and it was comforting. I felt nurtured, safe, and they were guiding me, helping me discover the woman I had always been, helping me shed my disguise.

As we worked, we talked. Naomi and Lily questioned me about what I wanted from life. They asked me questions no one had ever really asked me before. Who did I want to be? What did I want to do? What made me happy?

They asked me if I'd been happy before, and what had stopped me from feeling happy, what small things that given me joy. I found myself being open and honest in ways I had never been before.

It was easier now. I was safe with my Mistresses, and as Starr I felt free to experience my emotions, to admit the truth. I didn't need to hide, didn't need to pretend, could just... I could just be myself.

I admitted that being Starr I had been happier than I could remember, that the thought of returning to my old life left me feeling almost sick. I told them how fluttery I felt being around Jacob, and they teased me, playfully. I explained that college did not make me happy, that I had chosen my course because I thought it was expected of me. I told them that I felt as though I needed to study hard, get a good job, earn money, because that was my role, and that was the only way people would ever value me.

My bratty little step-sister and her best friend had hugged me then, told me that I was being silly. I was a good person, a kind, thoughtful, caring, intelligent person, and I had value beyond grades, jobs, money, and I almost cried. They asked me what I would rather do.

I blushed, squirming, then admitted the truth. I had been serious the previous night, when I had told Jacob about maybe, possibly, working with Ria. I had always loved art, drawing, but had chosen a 'serious' subject at college as that's what was expected of me. As Starr though I felt free to follow my heart. The idea of doing something artistic, while at the same helping people reclaim their bodies with decorations—piercings and tattoos—made me happy.

"That's a beautiful idea! I love it... plus, if you became a tattooist you could give me a tattoo... it'd be so perfect!" Naomi said.

Lily was equally enthusiastic. I blushed, giddy. Could I really do it? It was just a daydream, right?

As we continued to empty my wardrobe of my old clothes, I smiled to myself, wondering about the maybes. There really was so much ahead of me.

It was clear that some of my old, masculine clothes could be adapted to a more feminine style, and they had obviously kept all of the new clothes that I had bought as Starr, but still, by the time we were done my wardrobe was looking very empty, almost barren.

"I think someone is going to need to go shopping..." Naomi said. "Such a shame. I suppose that means another shopping trip."

I grinned. Normally I would have baulked at the idea of going clothes shopping, especially with Naomi, but now...

Now I was actively looking forward to another shopping trip with my Mistresses. Any day out with them was an opportunity, a chance to spend time with them, a chance to buy more outfits. I would get to be out in public as my true self, and it was a chance to make men and women stare at me as I wiggled my ass in my heels.

"I think, though, that shopping is best saved for tomorrow. Now I'm hungry, and I think it's time our maid served us some more food. After all, we both did work up quite the appetite fucking her, and we'll need energy if we're going to do the same again later..."

Naomi smiled at me, winked. The same again later? I could not stop myself from blushing, giggling.

"Of course, Mistress." I said. "What would you like your maid to make you?"

I was happy, joyful, wanted to serve my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. I wanted to thank them for all they had done for me. Food was the least I could do for them.
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We arrived at the shopping mall early, after a morning of breakfast in bed for my Mistresses, a morning clearing up the mess of the night before for me. I was still grinning, a little sore after all they had both put me through—both Lily and Naomi taking turns to fuck me in my ass until I finally, after much teasing, came—but I felt invigorated.

Naomi and Lily led the way. They both looked stunning in matching outfits, black ripped jeans and baggy sweatshirts that did little to hide how feminine and beautiful they were. Naomi carried a large rucksack over one shoulder that I puzzled over, but she did not explain it.

I was a little more provocatively dressed, wearing a short black skirt, long white and black striped socks, black heeled boots. On my top, I wore a black t-shirt and a thin black jumper, the jumper fashionably ripped, with long sleeves and a loose neck.

We passed clothes shops, department stores, but we did not stop, and I wondered for a moment about where we were going. We turned a corner, and recognition dawned. This was a route we'd taken before, and, just ahead of us, was Ria's tattoo and piercing parlour.

"Am I getting another reward?" I asked.

I grinned, giggled, wondering if perhaps my performance last night, making both of my Mistresses cum more than once, had been enough to earn another tattoo or perhaps more piercings. My mind spun off, imagining the possibilities.

"Is that a note of hope?" Lily asked, laughing. "Slut! But no, not today."

We're here for something else today. Now, you just come with us." Naomi said.

The pair led me to the shop and opened the front door, waited for me to enter first, then stepped in behind me.

Ria was behind the counter, sat, an open magazine in front of her. She looked almost as though she had been waiting for me.

"So, here at last?" Ria said, smiling. "Good."

She had been expecting me, but if I wasn't getting another tattoo or more piercings, then...

"And you brought your portfolio?"

I blinked, momentarily confused. My portfolio? What did she mean?

I had assumed I was here to have my piercings or tattoos checked for healing if I wasn't getting another reward. Or perhaps have a consultation for a new tattoo, a new piercing. Instead, Ria wanted my portfolio. What portfolio?

"Here," Naomi said.

I started as my bratty little step-sister stepped up beside me. She had slipped off her rucksack and was rummaging inside. After only a moment she produced a large, professional-looking black binder.

She handed it to Ria and Ria took it, nodding, smiling. What was all this about?

I stood, still, confused, as Ria put the binder down on top of her magazine and opened it, began leafing through the pages. It took me only a second to recognise what was inside.

It was artwork, drawings in ink and charcoal and pencil, all of them mine from before I had gone off to college, page after page of illustrations and sketches that I had thought I had thrown away in my attempt to clean my room before...

Naomi had kept them. She had gone through my piles of things to throw and had saved page after page after page of sketches and drawings that I had considered worthless. Why?

I turned to look at my bratty little step-sister, the girl, woman, who I had argued and bickered and clashed with for so long and I felt as though I were seeing her for the first time. I felt a warmth spreading through me, a deep well-spring of affection and joy.

"They were just too good to throw away, so I picked out the best ones and I kept them." Naomi said. "That was one of the many reasons you always so annoyed me. You always had so much talent for art, and you took so much joy in it, and you just didn't recognise it. You insisted on pursuing technical subjects, just because you thought you were supposed to, even though they made you miserable. You were infuriating!"

For the first in my life Naomi looked almost coy, fidgeting as though flustered, a nervous smile at the corners of her lips. I wanted to hug her, but the cogs of my mind were turning and I had realised what this was, why I was here.

"These are good, really good." Ria said.

I turned back to face her, blushing, smiling. She was still looking over the pages of my art, nodding, her expression more serious than I had ever seen it.

"When Naomi and Lily came to me with their suggestion I said I wasn't sure. Lots of people think this is an easy career and fun, just getting to hang out and be alternative or rock, but it's hard work, and takes talent, and practise. I said I'd consider it, as a favour, because they're friends and I like you, but that I'd need to see your work."

Ria looked up from the portfolio for the first time, looked at me, and smiled. I felt my stomach clench. This was an interview, of sorts. Naomi and Lily had listened to me, had set up an interview with Ria to have me work at the tattoo studio, to learn.

This was a chance to change the course of my life, to do what I'd said I wanted. This was my chance to become Starr, to shed my old life, and embrace the new, and I was suddenly very, very nervous.

"To be honest I was expecting your work to not be good enough, and I'd been rehearsing what to say to break it to you gently. Naomi had explained that you'd not had any real training in fine arts or anything, that you'd been more... technical with the subjects you'd studied, but that you'd always enjoyed art. I was imagining a few sketches and drawings that were average at best, that I'd need to tell you I couldn't take you on, make excuses without crushing you, but..."

Ria laughed, smiling. She shook her head.

"Well, let's just say that I am very pleasantly surprised. These are excellent, really, especially for someone who hasn't studied art. Normally I'd only even consider someone who'd studied illustration or fine art at college, but I'm glad I took time to look these over."

Ria looked back down to the portfolio, flicked through a few more pages, nodding to herself. I felt my heart skip.

"You mean..." My voice caught in my throat.

Ria nodded, looked back up.

"Yeah, you got the job. Well, apprenticeship really, since you'll need to learn a lot and practise before you ever even get to put needle to skin, but I think you've got the potential."

I wanted to cry, a sense of vertigo at all the possibilities that lay ahead of me. This was one step on a lifelong journey, the first step, but the journey had begun.

"You'll need to commit to putting in hours of practise on your own time, get the important styles down as well as develop your own style. Tattooing on skin is quite different to drawing on paper, and you'll need to learn about sterile techniques, how to work cleanly, and you'll have to learn how to do piercings. You're not squeamish are you?"

I shook my head. I was giddy, dizzy, excited.

"Good. I figure you'll get all the technical stuff quickly, since you're studying complex stuff at college at the moment, so clearly you're pretty smart, but you'll need hands-on experience and lots of practise to get the skills down. That's where I come in. You can work here with me as my apprentice for a few years to learn. The pay is low, and the work is menial, just keeping shop, cleaning up after me, booking appointments, but you'll get to watch and learn and I'll teach what I know and help you practise. Hell, if you're as talented as these sketches suggest and as smart as Naomi says you are, you could be doing piercings within a few weeks and your first tattoo within a few months."

I was smiling, buzzing, grinning. It all sounded amazing, but...

I'd need to quit college, move back home, or find a new place to live. I'd need to talk to our parents. Could I really...

"When does she start?" Naomi said.

I paled, turned to look at my bratty little step-sister. She just smiled at me.

"You said this is what you wanted. I'm just here to give you the push you need, help you lead the life you were supposed to live, not the one you think you should live. Unless you don't want my help and support, Starr."

The way Naomi said my name sent a shiver up my spine, a threat and promise there. This had all started with Naomi and Lily blackmailing me, forcing me to become their pretty, feminine, sexy slut. Still, it had opened the door for me, opened my eyes, allowed me to realise who I really was.

I could refuse, resist, but I wanted this. I wanted to be this person, live this life, and Naomi was there to support me and encourage me and, if I needed it, push me with just a tiny bit of blackmail. The thought made me blush and squirm, my pretty little dick, my girl-dick, throbbing in its cage.

Finally, I smiled, nodded. This was what I wanted. With Naomi and Lily to support me, I knew I could do it. I wanted to do it, to take a leap, to be brave and bold.

"When do I start?" I said, voice cracking just slightly.

Ria smiled.

"Monday sound good?" She said.

I nodded. Monday. The first day of my new job. I'd no longer be able to perform as a maid to my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, would no longer be able to spend entire days serving them, but with our parents coming home soon I knew that was going to have to end anyway. Now I'd have something else to do. There was just the business about becoming a college dropout to deal with and working out just what I was going to tell our parents.

That was for later though. For now, I could just focus on the new beginning in front of me.

"Sounds perfect." I said. "And... thank you. I'll do my best not to let you down."

"I'm sure you will." Ria said. "And I look forward to working with you Starr, and I look forward to getting to know you."

I felt a flush, warmth, joy, a swell of happiness. My new life was just beginning, and already I was happier than I could ever remember being as that fake version of myself.

[image: ]

"Well, that went exactly as expected." Naomi said.

I turned to stare at her as we stepped out of Ria's shop, my new place of employment. She laughed, kindly.

"As in I knew you'd get it. You're talented, and smart, though of course not as talented or as smart as me."

I blushed. I had never known my bratty little step-sister to be so complimentary.

"I wouldn't have been so constantly annoyed with you if you'd been some stupid, talentless, ugly jerk, but I could see how smart and beautiful and talented you were, and how miserable you were, and it was just so..."

Naomi paused, searching for the word.

"Frustrating?" Lily offered.

"Frustrating! Exactly." Naomi said. "See, Lily understands. You were so frustrating, and irritating, making yourself miserable and there was nothing I could do or say until... well, until recently."

I was quiet, and I considered Naomi's words. She had seen me, really seen me, seen who I was, who I could be, who I wanted to be, and had been forced to watch as I pretended to be someone else. No wonder she had always been so grouchy and short with me.

It had taken our parents going away for her to seize her chance, to trap me, blackmail me, make me her toy so that she could make me into the slutty, submissive step-sister she had always wanted, that she had always known I could be. I had her to thank, for everything.

"Thank you." I whispered. "For helping me, for being there to support me, for... for setting me free."

Naomi and Lily both giggled.

"Oh, but we're not setting you free Starr. We own you, remember, and we're keeping you... " Naomi said.

I blushed, squirming, glad for her reassurance. I wanted them to own me.

"Now, how about a celebration, to commemorate you getting a new job." Naomi said.

I smiled, nodding.

"Absolutely!" Lily said.

"I'd like that." I said.

Naomi grinned at me.

"Good, because I have the perfect idea. How does tomorrow sound?"
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The day passed with routine, though with an edge to it. The end of our adventure was in sight, our parents returning soon, and things were going to be different.

I attended to my Mistress, but I was distracted, thoughts of my new life, my new job, what it would be like to live fully as Starr, to spend the rest of my life as... me. I performed my chores efficiently, making sure to do them right, and did as I was asked, but I took less pleasure than usual from them, my mind elsewhere.

As the day passed I began to wonder just what form my celebration would take. What did my Mistresses have planned for me?

There was a buzzing sense of excitement, Naomi and Lily both taking great delight in teasing me, and I could feel myself growing eager, nervous, a sense of anticipation that was only made worse by my pent up frustration.

Still, under it all was a sense of unease and nervousness. What was I going to do about my future? How was I going to deal with everything that lay ahead of me? Our parents, college, a new job, a new life...

There was so much I didn't know, so much possibility opening up before me, yet, under it all, I knew it was right, that this was the right path for me. Finally, I was headed in the right direction.

I had Naomi and Lily, and I was glad for that, glad for their guidance, their support. No matter what came I wasn't alone, but still, it was new and scary.

I didn't know what lay ahead for me, but it felt like the future was brighter. As I lay down to sleep my head churned with questions about what tomorrow might bring, buzzing with questions about what came next, what I needed to do to embrace my life as Starr. I drifted off slowly and dreamed of all that lay ahead for me, the good, the bad, and the wonderful.
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The next day we headed out early, driving out of town to an upmarket section of the city full of vibrant, fashionable shops and boutiques. The people were glamorous and hot, and I felt oddly exposed and vulnerable.

Lily and Naomi led me through the maze of shops, and I walked with a spring in my step, joyful and giddy after the surprise interview and my new job. My dream, my fantasy, of becoming a tattooist, like Ria, of helping people claim their bodies with art and piercings, was going to come true.

My cheeks ached from smiling, and I put an extra sway in my ass and hips as I followed behind my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. Around me, I could not help but notice young men and boys, and a fair few middle-aged men, turn and stare at the three of us, at me. I giggled as wives and girlfriends slapped their husbands and boyfriends for oggling us so blatantly, but I could hardly blame them. We were all stunning, beautiful, and I felt powerful, sexy, and hot.

I loved the thrill of knowing they wanted me, that they wanted to fuck me, wanted me to suck their cocks, wanted to touch me, feel me, thought me pretty, sexy, could not help but stare at my legs, ass, my waist, chest, even my face. I was beautiful, and I was happy.

"Here." Naomi said.

I stalled, realising I had been focussed primarily on the reactions of the people around us, had been focussed on performing to attract their attention, to provoke their lust. I turned and looked ahead, to where Naomi and Lily were standing and I felt my heart stall.

"I..." My voice caught.

I wasn't brave enough for that, not yet...

"Something wrong Starr?" Lily asked.

I was still, and then, slowly I nodded.

"I just... I'm not sure... I mean..."

My Mistresses had brought me to a beauty parlour, a place to have my make-up done, my nails, hair, to be waxed. Inside were young women, being made beautiful by the pretty girls who worked there. It was all so feminine and magical, but still, it felt oddly forbidden, off-limits to me.

Just the thought of going in, being made over left my chest feeling tight, a sense of panic. I couldn't move.

"You're worried?" Naomi asked.

I nodded again. Naomi smiled.

"Don't be. We'll be there to support you, and we'll be celebrating with you, all three of us girls just getting pampered." Lily said.

"Plus, they're very respectful and accepting. Trust me." Naomi said.

Her smile was warm, reassuring. I felt my fear diminish.

"I..."

"Starr, this is a reward, for getting the job, a way for us to celebrate your new beginning." Naomi said. "Plus, while your skill with make-up has improved a lot, it's always nice to be made-up by a professional, and to learn new tips, to try new colours."

The thought of learning more make-up techniques, watching how a professional applied it to me, was enticing, and the idea of letting them try out colours and styles that I'd consider too bold for me warmed me to the idea of my reward. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad?

"Plus you need to have your hair sorted." Lily said.

My hair? I glanced to the shop front and looked at myself, my long hair flowing down over my shoulders and I felt a pang as I remembered that it was simply a wig. The wig my Mistresses had given me, just a short time ago… it felt so natural, so right, that I had almost stopped thinking of it as anything other than my hair.

"It'll take time for your hair to grow out, and while wigs are fun, it's nice to have the option to go out without one. A new haircut, in a style that suits the new you, would let you do that."

My hair, my real hair, would take years to grow to the length of my wig, but it wasn't so short that a haircut into a more feminine style was impossible. Plus, I'd always thought women with short hair were kind of sexy in an alternative, punky kind of way. That kind of look would suit me, with my tattoos and piercings, and I would look cute, and wouldn't have to worry about always needing my wig. I wouldn't need to hide behind it every day, could let my hair grow at its own pace, and still look pretty.

"Okay." I said, still uncertain, but no longer afraid.

Lily and Naomi both smiled at me.

"Good girl." Naomi said. "Now, follow me. We have three appointments to keep."

I laughed, not at all surprised. Naomi had known I'd have no choice but to do as she wanted, had known she could convince me, and had booked three appointments for us without hesitation. I felt glad for having her and Lily in my life, glad to have my Mistresses in my life to guide me, support me, even force me when needed.

My bratty little step-sister and her best friend stepped off towards the beauty parlour and I followed behind, meek, obedient, close at their heels, letting them shield and guard and protect me. I was still nervous, unsure, but with them shepherding me I knew I would be safe, cared for, that I was free to embrace my new life, my new identity, my new self. I was free to be Starr.
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As soon as we entered, the receptionist, a pretty young girl perhaps only slightly older than me, dazzling blonde hair with bright make-up, long pink nails, looked up and smiled.

"Hi there!" She said, her voice perky and welcoming. "You have an appointment, or, like, are you here to book one? We don't have any today but we have a few later in the week..."

There was an almost musical fluttering to her voice, soporific and soothing. She wiggled her hips as she spoke. She was dressed in a tight, figure-hugging black dress, sleek and professional, low cut to show off her large, stunning tits, with a high hem that showed off her long, shapely legs. It was her ass and hips though that really drew attention with the way she wiggled constantly, as though dancing to a tune that only she could hear.

As I watched her I felt my caged, pretty little dick throb. Everything about her was sexy, sexual. Her smile, her eyes, the way she looked at us, at me, her curves, her slim figure, her make-up, the way her hair was styled, all of it classy, professional, but flirtatious. She was breath-taking.

"We have three appointments." Naomi said.

At that, the girl's eyes lit up and her smile brightened.

"Naomi, Lily, and Starr, right?" She said.

Naomi nodded. I stood behind my Mistress, shy, timid.

"And which one of you is Starr?" She said.

She looked over the three of us, scanning faces. I felt a subtle elbow in my ribs, Lily nudging me to step forwards. I wondered why the receptionist was singling me out but I knew better than to resist my Mistresses.

"I... I'm Starr." I said, voice quiet, soft.

The girl behind the desk broke into an even wider smile and beamed at me with joy and affection. She bounced up and down, as though excited, and her tits jiggled, almost falling out of her dress, and I felt my cheeks flush pink.

"Oh you look amazing! You must be nervous though, it's your first time right?"

I nodded.

"Well, don't worry, I'll look after you. You're here for a full make-over right?"

I looked to Naomi and Lily, they both nodded.

"Yeah, I guess." I whispered.

"Perfect. You're going to have a great time, and you'll look dazzling by the time we're done. You two are just here for a light pampering, right? Your appointments won't take as long so you're free to leave and come back once you're done or wait around with coffee, but she's going to be a while."

I paled at the thought of being abandoned here alone.

"We'll wait." Naomi said.

I felt immediately glad. The young receptionist moved around the desk towards us, focussing her attention on me. Her hips swayed as her heels clicked, ass jiggling, boobs bouncing.

"Now, if you'll all just follow me I'll take you to your stations."

She came and stood close to me, smiling at me, then led us off into the further reaches of the shop floor. There were several customers already sat, some waiting for the treatments to take effect, others being attended to, hair and nails and make-up. None of them paid me any special attention and I began to relax.

"You'll love it here!" The young girl said to me. "I was terrified my first time, but, well, I was nowhere near as gorgeous as you and they were sooooo lovely. You're going to have an amazing time."

I felt myself relaxing, comforted by her excitement and enthusiasm.

"I'm Katelyn." The young girl said.

"Starr." I replied.

The girl nodded, smiling. She already knew that. I blushed at my foolishness, my head fuzzy with emotions and thoughts.

"I just... I wanted to say, before I hand you over, that you really do look amazing, and I know this must be scary for you, but we really will take care of you, and... well... I wanted to give you my number."

Katelyn handed me a small business card for the beautician's, and on the back, hand-written, was a phone number. Katelyn's phone number.

"If you ever need any support or want to talk to someone..." She said. "I know it can all be a bit confusing and stressful and emotional at first, but, well, you're not alone. I've been through it, and I know lots of other girls who have been through it. If you want, when you're feeling ready, I do coffee and drinks every two weeks with a group of girls like us, all of us at various places in our journeys, and, well... if you'd like to come along you'd be very welcome."

My head fizzed. Katelyn was... she was like me? She was beautiful, radiant, glamorous, and happy. Could that be me if I continued, if I... if I went further?

"I... thank you." I said, taking the offered card.

I smiled at her, a genuinely happy smile. I felt seen, cared for, supported, and calm.

"Just... know you're not alone. There are loads of people here who want to support you and help. And... enjoy your first time. You're going to look stunning, trust me."

I did trust her. I trusted the beautiful, radiant, sexy young woman, and I knew I would take her up on her offer.

"Starr?" A woman's voice.

It turned and saw a woman, in her late twenties or mid-thirties, standing by an elaborate looking chair. She was dressed simply, stonewashed jeans and a boxy t-shirt, a smock on over the top to cover her clothes. She was smiling, her expression warm and gentle.

I glanced at Naomi, Lily, and they both gave me an encouraging nod. I turned back to the woman, nodded.

"Yeah, I... I'm Starr." I said.

"Wonderful. I'm Jeanette, and I'll be your technician. Now, why don't you come sit down here? I've got you in the back so you won't feel too exposed, and then you can tell me what kind of thing you want. And don't worry, we'll be gentle."

I felt safe, seen, understood. My nerves did not vanish, but faded, becoming little more than a minor niggle at the back of my head, barely felt under the excitement that was growing. Just what would I look like by the time I was done?

I took my seat and settled down, the woman slipping an apron over me. She looked at me, examining me, measuring me, then smiled.

"Lucky me, having such a wonderful canvas to work with. Now, how about first we start with hair?"

My wig... I felt a cold terror, but I knew I could do this. I was safe here, I had Naomi and Lily, and Katelyn had said they would take good care of me. I just needed to be brave.

"Sure." I said.

I reached up to my wig and began to ease it off.
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Jeanette did my hair first, washing it, examining it, talking me through styles she thought would work while taking off as little length as possible. She talked me through how to care for my hair so as it grew out it remained healthy, talking through how to wash and condition it, how to dry it, what products to use, how to avoid heat damage and chemical damage. She gave me options for styles that would look cute and feminine on me and keep their shape as I grew my hair out.

"I'd suggest coming back in four to six months, depending on how quick your hair grows. Once it's a bit longer we can try a different style, but the best thing for growing hair is, generally, to eat well, sleep well, and be patient."

I nodded. I knew it would take time, but at least now I'd be able to go day-to-day without needing to wear a wig to feel pretty. I could look cute and pretty with my own hair, and save the wig for special occasions.

As Jeanette cut my hair she talked about her holidays, the weather, her dog, asking me questions about what kind of look I was hoping for with my make-up, what I'd like to try, what I'd like to learn, and I listened, saying little. Though my hair was grown out a fair bit, messy, she cut barely any length off, instead thinning it in places, shaping it, adding layers and body so that my hair sat as it never had before.

I was very different to any haircut I'd had before, her skill obvious, and as she snipped and chopped I began to see what she was doing. My hair went from messy nest to cute, dishevelled pixie cut. As she finished she added product, making a point to tell me what she was using, and why, then began to blow-dry it, styling it carefully, deliberately.

The end result was a stunning short haircut that was feminine, cute, pretty, and that looked as though I had just stepped effortlessly out of bed with ruffled waves and texture. I almost cried.

I had never liked having my hair cut, but now... I could not stop smiling.

"You like?" Jeanette asked.

I nodded. I loved it, and I told her so,

"Good. That makes me really happy. A nice style will make growing it out a little easier." She said. "But we're not done yet. Next is facial, make-up, and nails!"

I had never felt so pampered.
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Jeanette painted a mask of clay and herbs onto my face, then while it was sitting, attended to my nails, attaching false nails and painting them a deep sparkly blue-black that reminded me of the night sky. I lay still, breathing deep, relishing the sensation of being made pretty, the scent of rejuvenating herbs filling my head. The brush worked over my nails, and she talked to me, chatting, and I listened.

Once my nails were done she cleaned my face and set about doing my make-up, offering me a range of styles and colour palettes. I chose a bold palette of blues and purples and blacks, to match my nails, in a dazzling but subdued style. As Jeanette worked she talked to me, telling me about what she was doing, why. She gave me tips on what products would work well for my complexion, my skin tone, my bone structure, what colours would work well with my hair and eyes. She told me how best to apply each product for various styles, what brushes and tools to use to achieve each look.

I listened, taking mental notes, watching how she worked, trying to memorize her methods so that I could try to emulate them at home, but she worked with almost impossible skill and quickness, and I realized I still had lots to learn.

Jeanette took her time, working carefully, efficiently, methodically, chatting through it all. I watched her in a mirror, dusting and painting my face, adding blush and eyeshadow and mascara and eyeliner, lipstick, gloss, powders and creams, layering my face, adding shadow and highlights, contouring, making me shine. I kept still, trying my best not to squirm, but I could not help but smile.

I looked... radiant.

"Done." Jeanette said. "Now, what do you think?"

She stepped back and to the side, allowing me for the first time to fully see myself in the mirror, tugging the apron off me so I could take in my full appearance. I choked, head thundering.

"I..."

There were no words.

"You look amazing." Lily said.

"Agreed." Naomi said. "You look beautiful."

My eyes watered and I had to blink to prevent my tears from smearing my make-up.

"I really do." I said.

I felt beautiful. My new hair cut, my natural hair, was spunky and cute, feminine and playful, messy, a dishevelled bedhead style. I wouldn't need my wig any more, but if I wanted to wear it, it was still there.

My make-up too was perfect. A subtle blend of colours and shades, light and dark, making my eyes look bold and bright, outlined in dark, the make-up subtly changing the shape of my face so I looked the same except... changed slightly, as though I had become the best, prettiest version of myself.

"Remember what I told you about maintaining your hair and nails, and you should be able to get a basic make-up look right with what I showed you, but you're also welcome to book another pampering in at any time." Jeanette said. "Plus, I'll be expecting you back in four to six months for another trim."

I nodded, smiling. I couldn't wait to come back.

"I... thank you." I said.

I rose to my feet, wobbly, feeling overwhelmed. At the front of the store, I saw Katelyn staring in my direction, grinning. Her lips moved, forming words, you look gorgeous. I felt it.

"Now, how about the next part of your celebration?" Naomi said.

Next part? I broke into a wide smile, eager, excited, giddy.

"Please." I said.
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Naomi and Lily took me shopping, their treat they said, taking me to the high-end fashion shops and boutiques in the vibrant, luxury district of the city. It was clear from how they moved around, their sense of direction, how the shop assistants greeted them, that they knew the district well.

We went in shop after shop, browsing, but never buying.

"We need a dress for you, something elegant and chic to celebrate your new job." Naomi said.

I was confused. I wouldn't need such a dress for work, so I wondered what it was for, but I knew better than to question. They were looking for something specific, but for what I did not know.

"This one?" Lily asked.

She held up a small, tight-fitting black dress in a slinky, silky fabric.

They had all been small black, fitted dresses, different but almost the same. It was clear they both had the same item in mind, and I imagined they had likely discussed beforehand just what they wanted for me, and why.

"It's nice, but the other one from before was nicer, and would be... easier to wear."

There was a note of mischief in Naomi's voice. I felt my caged dick tingle, my hole clenching on the plug that was nestled inside of me, worn always now to keep my hole trained, ready and slick and sensitive.

"True. That one wasn't quite right though." Lily said.

"Well, we still have a few more places to try so I say we carry on."

And we did. We walked, browsed, Naomi and Lily leading, and my legs and head grew tired. We walked from shop to shop, looking at sexy little black dress after sexy little black dress. I loved all of them, but Naomi and Lily were very particular.

We continued, walking until my feet and calves ached. They had me try on dress after dress, an experience that was new and exciting and thrilling, but also… terrifying. I felt exposed, timid, uncertain, as though I were doing something forbidden, wrong, but the more I did it the more normal it became.

Lily and Naomi remained nonplussed about the whole ordeal, handing me dress after dress, holding them up to me, discussing the cut, the fabric, the fit, pointing out details to me I hadn’t noticed—slits up the side, low cut backs, glittery threads woven into the fabric, small things that once I began to notice made the dresses each unique. Some I liked, loving how they hugged in my waist, emphasising my hips and ass, high cut hems to show off my legs, my thighs, with thin straps and low necks to exposed my arms and collarbones, my throat, a hint of my chest, my subtle cleavage in my bra, but none of them were, according to Naomi and Lily, right.

“You’ll know it when you see it, trust me.” Lily said.

Naomi nodded, as though it were sage advice.

“Absolutely. All girls need that little black dress, and this is extra special as it's your first, so no settling for almost good enough.” Naomi said.

I smiled, blushing. Their pickiness, their preciseness, it was to make sure I had the perfect little black dress, that my first little black dress was the absolute right one for me. It made me feel warm and safe and cared for knowing they were both there for me, that my Mistresses would always be there for me.

“Now, onto the next.” Naomi said. “No rest for the wicked, and I know how very wicked you are Starr.”

They both giggled and we headed on to the next shop. The crowds of other shoppers were beginning to thin, the women and girls all done, and we were almost out of options for other shops to visit. We browsed through the racks, picking out each little black dress in turn, finding nothing. My heart began to sink. What if I never found it?

“Oh… this looks nice.” Lily said.

I barely had the energy to turn to look, flicking through the dresses in front of me as I took a deep breath, ready to be disappointed again.

“Oh my god. I think… I think this might be the one!” Naomi said.

The tone of her voice raised my hopes. I turned, my heart leaping and…

I froze.

“Well, what do you think?” Lily said, holding up a tiny, slinky, sexy black dress.

The fabric was slinky, with a faint silver shimmer to it, with one shoulder strap, the hem cut at an angle so it would sit higher on one thigh than the other, with a tight, reinforced waist that would give me an hourglass figure. It was stunning, and I loved it.

“I… it’s beautiful.” I whispered.

I couldn’t help but imagine how it would look on me. How the cut hem would barely cover my ass on one side, yet flow around my mid-thigh on the other, how the single shoulder strap would expose my chest, my neck, my sleek arms, my bare shoulder, how it would sway as I walked, wiggling my ass, how the cloth would glimmer. I was smiling, blushing, heart racing.

“I told you. You’ll know as soon as you see it. I was right, wasn’t I?” Naomi said.

I nodded. I smiled.

“You’re always right Mistress.” I whispered.

“Now, how about you go try it on, see how it fits. If they have your size I say we buy it.” Naomi said.

She offered me the dress, holding it by the delicate wooden hanger, and as I took it I glanced at the price tag. My face went white. It was so expensive. There was no way after all the other clothes I’d bought recently that I could…

“I know that face.” Naomi said. “And you don’t need to worry. Lily and I are buying this for you. It’s to be our gift to you, for… well… consider it a gift to celebrate becoming a woman, and beginning the life you were always meant to live.”

I bit my bottom lip, hard, trying to quell the urge to cry. I nodded, looking at my bratty little step-sister and her best friend. I was so happy, and I had them, and their planned blackmail, to thank.

“I… thank you.” I whispered.

They smiled.

“Thank us by trying the dress on.” Naomi said. “now go, before the shop shuts and we have to leave that stunning dress behind.”

I dipped my head, did as I was told. I turned and headed off to the dressing room. I had found it. That dress. I could not wait to see how I looked.
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We drove home quiet and content. Lily weaving her small car through the busy evening traffic. Next to me on the seat in the back was the paper bag with that dress in it.

It had fit perfectly, as though made for me, and I had loved how it felt, looked. Naomi and Lily had been equally enthusiastic, and though I had been wary of them spending so much money on me, on one single dress, they had insisted, telling me it would be worth it, it was an investment, I would regret not getting it, and that they wanted to buy it for me.

I was touched, giddy, happy, buzzing. I was not sure when I would next wear it, but I couldn’t wait, was eager to show off in it, find a chance to get dressed up and dazzle people.

As we drove it grew dark outside and I caught sight of my reflection in the window as I looked out over the busy streets, except I almost didn’t recognise myself. That young, pretty girl… was me. I smiled, blushed, a swell of joy.

My wig was in Naomi’s rucksack, and my own natural, short hair was ruffled, styled and cut in a way that was utterly feminine, cute, and with my make-up there was no way anyone would mistake me for anything except what I was, who I was. I was Starr, a girl, pretty, sexy, a young woman taking her first steps into an adult world. I was scared about where those steps would take me, but I was glad to be taking them, glad I was not alone.

“So, Starr… we’ve been talking, and thinking…” Naomi said.

A silence hung for a moment. I tore my gaze away from my reflection and looked forward to the front of the car. I waited for my Mistresses to speak.

“Can you be honest with me? With us?” Naomi said.

I nodded.

“Of course Mistress.” I said, smiling.

Naomi smiled. She turned to look back over her shoulder at me, Lily’s attention fixed on the road ahead.

“Are you happy?”

Her words were heavy, serious. This was an important question, no games, and she wanted utter honesty. I paused for a moment, thinking over her words, though the answer came immediate and clear and without hesitation.

I nodded. I was happy. Really happy.

“Yes Mistress.” I said.

Naomi and Lily smiled, nodding, glancing at each other.

“We figured. It shows, really, in how you move and smile and how you glow. You are radiant with joy now and it’s lovely to see, but… you know that this is only the beginning though, don’t you? There’s more to come, and it’ll be harder at times, and easier at others, but it will be worth it.”

I nodded. I was smiling. I understood that my decision to embrace my truth would not make my life easier, but I knew I had support and love.

“Good. And… there are decisions you need to make, about what steps you want to take to… to become more fully who you really are.”

My head whirred. What did Naomi…

“I think it’s about time you saw a doctor.” Naomi said, smiling at me, gently.

I felt a cold core of fear stir in my gut. Doctor…

“What… what for?” I asked, voice trembling.

Naomi’s smile was kind and gentle and reassuring.

“Just to talk. We’ve booked you an appointment with a… a specialist. You need to discuss your options, about what you want, who you want to be, how you feel. You need professional, medical support if you want to continue this journey.”

I was quiet. I was still.

“I mean… think about it for a little while, but… wouldn’t you like to make more of your figure, more boobs and butt? Hormones would help with that and… other things, but there are serious effects, and you need to talk to someone who can advise you and also offer you the treatments and support you need. We will support you, and help you all we can, but there are some things even we can’t do.” Naomi said.

My heart was racing. The initial thought had terrified me, but as it settled, as I considered it, I found it almost reassuring. If I saw a doctor, talked about what I wanted, who I wanted to be, who I wanted to become, they could offer me all kinds of treatments. If I truly wanted to embrace myself I’d need help, need to cross many, many hurdles, and having medical advice seemed sensible. Plus… hormones… just the thought left a warm glow in my belly. I’d finally be able to become the woman I was inside.

“We’ve talked to people and the doctor comes very well recommended. It’s just a chat, and then… well… you get to make all the decisions, with their support and help.” Lily said.

“I…”

I didn’t know what to say. I had known there would be more to me embracing Starr than just parties and serving my mistresses, but I had already begun. I had a job, new clothes, had a new haircut, and… wasn’t I already thinking about how to tell our parents? If I were taking that step, admitting to them who I really was, wasn’t seeing a medical professional a sensible step? They could help me.

“I’ll do it.” I said.

I was shaking already, nervous, but also excited. It was another step, but I was glad to be taking it.
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We arrived home late, so I cooked a simple dinner and then cleaned up before we all headed to bed exhausted and in need of sleep. As I lay in bed, the events of the last few days running through my head, I couldn’t help but wonder about the future.

I was going to have to let my college know I was quitting my course, a thought that filled me with dread, as though I was admitting failure or something, but I wasn’t. I was good at my course, had high marks, good grades, and my tutors liked me. It was just… I was unhappy with it, and looking back now I realised I had been for a long time.

Quitting, starting something new, something fun and exciting, something I wanted to do, not something I thought I should do, would set me free, let me grow. That thought brought me to my new job, working with Ria. I was nervous about it, nervous about impressing her, about being bad at it, but the memory of the way she’d looked as she’d reviewed the portfolio Naomi had put together for me helped me relax.

Perhaps I wouldn’t be as useless as I feared? And I knew I’d work hard, and I was smart. The thought of growing, becoming good at it, piercing, tattooing, making people love their bodies, giving them decoration, art, made me smile, a warm glow.

My mind drifted to Jacob too, and his offer for a date. I had accepted, agreeing. I was going to have a date, with a boy, a man and… and I was excited at the prospect. I hadn’t heard anything though, not since… not since that night.

I blushed, squirming as I remembered it. I had been offered the chance to be free of my cage, to cum, or to get fucked in my virgin ass by a real cock, Jacob’s cock, and I had chosen instantly, without hesitation. I had chosen to be fucked, and it had been amazing. Jacob had cum inside me, had claimed my virginity, had made me a woman, and I had cum as he had filled with his hot, thick, sticky spunk.

Since that night though I hadn’t heard from him. The thought that he’d got what he’d wanted and abandoned me left me feeling… disappointed, more than anything else. I didn’t mind, not really. I’d had fun too, and had expected nothing serious, but the way he’d talked to me, flirted with me, the way he’d made me feel, the talk of our date, had excited me, made me giddy and giggly and happy. He was a friend of Naomi and Lily’s so perhaps I could ask them about him, ask them to talk to him for me about our date, but… was I ready to be dating?

As I tossed and turned, sleep coming reluctantly, my mind drifted finally to our parents. They would be home soon. Everything would change.

True, everything had already changed, my life as I’d known it drastically altered because of one chance event, the ensuing blackmail, my bratty little step-sister’s and her best friend’s cunning plan, but that change had seemed almost… natural. It had been easy because I’d been embracing who I really was.

At first, I had resisted, but quickly my resolve had crumbled, and I’d come to embrace my new life as Starr, submitting, serving, being pretty, being slutty, the sex and the debauchery, and I had loved every moment. When our parents returned though the fun would have to stop. There’d be no more serving, no more being maid around the house, no more waking my Mistresses up with breakfast in bed and then, if I was lucky, serving them with my tongue. There’d be no more debauchery.

I’d have to tell my mother and my step-father the truth, too, admit who I was, tell them who I really was, and hope they’d accept me. The thought terrified me. What if… what would it be like? What was the rest of my life going to be like?

As I drifted further and further towards sleep I realised I didn’t know. There was no way to know. The future was uncertain.

There were things I could be certain of though. Naomi and Lily would support me, be there for me, and I was happier now, as Starr, than I ever had been before. As dreams rose up to greet me I smiled. No matter what, I was going to live my best life, was going to shine, was going to shine brightly.
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The day passed with the usual chores of breakfast, cleaning, cooking, helping my Mistresses dress, but with little in the way of fun. They were relatively reserved, almost nervous, playful and flirty but not quite so outgoing and mischievous as I was used to.

Still, I did my best, making sure to wiggle my ass and hips, cleaning on my hands and knees, curtseying, smiling, making the most of these last few days, wondering if my Mistresses had more surprises in store for me. The only real difference was the lack of long, flowing hair around my shoulders and neck.

I’d dressed in my maid’s uniform, as required, and had done my make-up, trying to work in some of the techniques and methods I’d been shown by Jeanette, doing a better job than normal so I looked hot, though not as flawless as the day before, but had forgone my wig.

Instead, I’d styled my own hair, making it look cute and ruffled, a pretty, feminine pixie style that suited me and made me look playful and coy and impish. It had been the first time I’d ever enjoyed styling my own hair, and that realization had struck me hard, only further proof that this was the life I was meant to be living.

“You know, the house is looking very spotless.” Lily said as I cleaned the kitchen following lunch.

“I know! I don’t think it’s ever been so clean. The benefits of a live-in maid I suppose.” Naomi said.

I blushed, glad for the praise. I had been working extra hard to get the house nice for our parents return, eager to make a good impression, hopeful that if they saw how well we’d coped without them they’d be keen to take another holiday together soon, leaving us alone in the house.

“Exactly.” Lily said. “It’s almost like there’s not really much for her to be doing.”

“Mmmm… I see what you mean.” Naomi said.

There was a note in my Mistresses’ voices. I turned and looked at them, awaiting whatever devious plan they had in mind for me, eager for it—my caged, pretty little cock was already twitching, my hole clenching tight on my plug.

“I think maybe we should find something else for her to do.” Lily said.

Naomi smirked, staring at me, a cat about to pounce on a mouse. Only the mouse wanted to be pounced on, was looking forwards to it.

“Whatever you would wish from me, Mistresses.” I whispered, polite and coy. “I live to serve and please you.”

“So polite.” Naomi said. “Well, in that case… why don’t you go dress up in something a little more exciting for us. Say… a little black dress? I think it’s time you got a chance to show off in it.”

My heart leapt. I was so excited at the chance to wear that dress that I didn’t care what my Mistresses had in mind. I had no clue what their plans might involve, but if they involved that dress I knew they would be fun.

“Right away Mistress.” I said, curtseying.

Without another word I dashed off towards the stairs, my heels clicking. I was beaming, grinning from ear to ear, and I couldn’t wait to see what I looked like, to show off, to find out why my bratty little step-sister and her best friend wanted me in that dress.
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I changed as quickly as I could, slipping out of my maid’s uniform, pausing for a moment, checking myself in the mirror. I was wearing a cute pair of skimpy black panties that showed off my ass, my hips, seamed black stockings attached to a black suspender belt, the straps emphasising my plump, smooth, soft thighs, and a black bra with just a little padding. They would match with my black dress well enough. Plus, the tops of my stockings and the straps of my suspenders would just be visible when I moved, the hem of my dress so high it would flash thigh and even a little butt if I were to bend over in the wrong, or right, depending on your point of view, way.

I gave a little wiggle, shaking my hips, loving how my body looked now, how I looked now, my cute hair, my make-up, soft and smooth, pretty, in sexy feminine lingerie. The thought of my body changing, becoming even more feminine as I continued my journey, helped by the doctor I was going to see, made my heart leap.

That was the future though. Right now I had things I needed to do, I needed to get dressed and show off my new little black dress for my Mistresses.

I took the dress out of my wardrobe and slipped it on, slipping it over my head, my arms up, the soft silken fabric caressing my body, snug and tight, almost confining, but in a way that made my pretty little dick throb in its cage, my hole clenching tight on my plug. The dress slipped down, and I slipped one arm through the shoulder hole, the single strap resting on my right shoulder, my left shoulder bare, the cloth sitting tight around my chest, around my waist, and I had to tug it gently over my hips and my round, pert ass. Finally, the hem fell over my thighs, the left side falling just a little lower than the right so it sat at an angle, more of my right leg on display than my left.

I smiled, grinning, giddy at the joy of wearing that dress. It was the first really fancy, sexy, dazzling dress I had owned, and I knew I would always remember it, always treasure this gift, the memory of it, remember how it made me feel.

I reached back behind me and fumbled for a moment with the zip, struggling for just a second before zipping it up, the waist and the chest becoming suddenly tighter, confining me in that hot, sexy, squeezing way that made me tingle.

My waist was cinched in, made smaller, narrower, held in place by the dress's subtle reinforcements, thin ribs that were stitched into the dress., squeezing me, making my hips seem wider, my chest larger, my breasts… it was almost as though I had small, perky, sexy tits, and I loved it, loved how I looked, how it made me feel.

I stared at my reflection, mesmerized, and blushed, grinning, heart racing. It was me, utterly me, my own hair, my body, smooth, soft, with make-up to make me look outside the way I felt inside. I was Starr, and I looked… hot.

I wiggled my hips, shaking my ass, bouncing to make my tiny tits jiggle, and spun around to look over my shoulder, looking over my body, my long legs in the heels and stockings, the flash of suspender strap, the way my ass just barely flashed as I moved. I’d need to be careful when wearing this dress out or I’d end up giving people an unintended eyeful of my ass—that thought though just made me flush with a warm sense of naughty joy.

The idea of flashing my ass on purpose only made me feel even naughtier. I wondered when I’d get the chance to wear the dress out in public. Sure, wearing it around the house for whatever my Mistresses had in mind would be fun, but wearing it out would be so risqué. I wondered if I was even ready for that?

“Ready Starr?” Naomi called from downstairs.

I checked myself in the mirror. The dress was on, and though I was still in my maid’s heels, they looked good enough, the black high heels matching the dress well enough that they didn't look out of place. I nodded at my reflection, smiling.

“Ready.” I called out in reply.

Grinning, blushing, heart beating hard, I turned away from the mirror and headed down to whatever fate awaited me.

[image: ]

“Oh my! Don’t you look stunning!” Lily said.

Her words were enthusiastic and genuine. The expressions of my Mistresses made me feel as though I were a shining star, and the way they looked at me made my heart swell.

“Really? You… you really think so?”

I was nervous but excited. I felt gorgeous, glamorous, but also shy, a giddy fluttering in my chest and belly. The dress was so tiny, so chic and feminine, so… so much unlike anything I would have worn before, and I loved it, loved it so much it almost scared me.

Lily and Naomi both nodded, grinning.

“However, I think we can do more. Change those shoes, a little extra product in your hair, and touch up the make-up. We need to be quick though.” Naomi said.

The way they were looking at me, like two mother birds clucking over a chick struggling to fly, made me smile. They might own me, control me, but they really did care for me. I might be unable to refuse them, but I knew that no matter what they made me do, it would be the right thing for me, and it would be intended to help me grow into the woman I was meant to be.

“Now, come on beautiful, come sit so we can get you ready.” Naomi said.

“Ready for…”

“No time for questions. Come with us.” Naomi said.

She offered me her hand and I stepped down, took it. She led me as Lily followed behind, walked me through to the kitchen, settling me into a stool as my Mistresses circled me.

“Shouldn’t take too long.” Lily said.

“No, but… we want our girl to look her best.” Naomi said.

I sat silent, still, relishing their attention, eager for what was to come. My heart skipped, and I settled down as they began to touch up my make-up and style my hair.
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It did not take long, my make-up and hair needing only a little work, and it took only a second for Lily to change my shoes over, replacing my maid heels with black, glossy stilettos, the heels thin, open-toed. As they finished they stepped back, regarding me.

“I think that should do.” Lily said.

“Flawless.” Naomi said.

I blushed, glowing, feeling spoiled and pretty and beautiful. I turned to look at my bratty little step-sister and her best friend, squirming, and opened my mouth to thank them but my words were silenced before they could leave my lips. A knock at the door, firm but patient, broke the quiet.

I recognised that knock. My heart skipped.

“Ah, and just about on time.” Lily said. “Are you ready?”

I felt giddy, chest tight. Ready… for…

I smiled, nodded.

“If you think I look good enough then…”

“You are radiant.” Naomi said. “Now, go answer the door.”

I nodded again, rose to my feet, a little precarious in my new heels, then walked off towards the front door. I could see his silhouette through the windows, and I wiggled my hips and ass, my walk exaggerated and sexual even though he couldn’t see me, wanting to prepare myself, wanting to settle my mind, wanting to look my best. I smiled as I reached the door, reached out, opened it.

“Wow.” Jacob said. “You look…”

He paused, silent, his gaze roaming my body, eyes running over my legs, hips, waist, chest, running up to my face, stopping to stare into my eyes. I grinned, blushing, and posed for him.

“I look…?”

I waited for him to finish, wanting him to say it, enjoying teasing him, flirting with him. He smiled at me.

“You look amazing.” He said. “I thought I was ready to see you again but… each time I see you, you take my breath away with how beautiful you are, how radiant you are. You are truly in your spring Starr, your flower blossoming brighter and brighter each day. I love your new hair. It suits you. Very cute.”

My heart beat hard and I felt a flush of warm, comfortable emotions. My blush was almost scalding, cheeks pink.

“I… thank you.”

Jacob was dressed smartly, in black jeans, black boots, and a black shirt with the long sleeves rolled up to his elbows, unbuttoned to show just a hint of his chest hair. He looked so handsome, and as I took a deep breath I caught a waft of his musk, his aftershave. I could still remember how his cock had felt buried deep in my ass as he took my virginity, as he came inside of me, and the memory made my whole body warm, hot.

I squirmed, caged pretty little dick throbbing, hole clenching around my plug, making it slip deeper into my tight hole. Would Jacob…

“Are you all ready for our date then? I mean… you look amazing, but do you need to get anything or…”

“She’s all ready.” Naomi said. “Just… step in for a moment. I want to capture this memory. Our girl’s first date.”

Jacob did as he was asked, shutting the door behind him, and I turned, saw both Naomi and Lily with their phones pointed at us.

“Get close and pose nicely now. And don’t forget to smile.” Naomi said.

I did as I was told, moved close to Jacob, and he slipped his arm around my waist, holding me, almost possessive, and I relished his touch, the control and familiarity. It would have been hard for me not to smile.

The cameras clicked, several times, and I only moved once both my Mistresses had lowered their phones. I turned to face Jacob and looked up at him.

“Do I need anything or…”

“Only your phone, if you want it. I’ll be paying, and it’s warm so you don’t need a coat, unless you want to cover up, but… well, if you’re asking me, I think you look perfect just as you are, and I’d quite like to show you off.”

I blushed.

“She doesn’t need her phone. We know she’s safe with you.” Naomi said.

I looked back to my bratty little step-sister and her expression, her small nod, put any fears I had at ease. I was safe with Jacob. I trusted her and she trusted him.

“Then… I guess I’m all yours.” I whispered, voice flirtatious and seductive.

“For tonight. She’s yours for tonight, but she still belongs to me.” Naomi corrected.

I giggled.

“For tonight at least.” I said. “So, where are you taking me?”

Jacob smiled, squeezed me tighter.

“Oh, that’s a surprise.” He said.

Before I could react he shifted, moving closer, leaning down to kiss me once, softly, on the lips, a peck that made my body throb and that left me yearning for more. As he pulled back, looking down into my eyes, smiling, I almost forgot to breathe.

“Now, let’s get going. If I only get you for tonight, I don’t want to waste a moment.
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There was driving, dinner, dancing, and it was… it was perfect.

I’d dated before, dated other girls, but I hadn’t been me. I had been pretending to be someone else, and it had always felt forced and wrong. This though, this was… right.

Jacob drove us in his car, a sleek black vintage muscle car with soft leather seats, with the music on low, talking to me, asking me questions, listening to me. I chatted, opening up, sharing with him things I had never shared before. As he questioned me, as I talked, I felt the core of who I was taking shape, becoming real. Before it had been vague, a person lurking deep inside, but when he talked to me, asked me what I wanted, what I thought, and as I answered, that vague, dream-like person became solid.

Putting those vague thoughts and emotions into words made them real, solid, so I could grasp them, so I could make them a part of me. I settled, enjoying the drive through the evening traffic with him, his date, and I listened as he talked.

He was easy to be around, interesting and interested in me, charming and handsome and just a little dangerous, confident and at ease. As he changed gears, shifting the position of the stick as we drove through traffic, he took the opportunity to brush his hand over my leg, fingers grazing over my stocking covered thighs, brushing up over the window of bare flesh exposed by my suspender straps, the hem of my dress, the tops of my stockings.

Each touch sent a thrill up my spine, making me squirm, and I ached for more, wanted him to caress me, grip me, squeeze me, molest me, but his hand each time slipped away, leaving me aching, hot, horny. I could tell from his grin, the way he would glance at me, that he knew what he was doing to me, and that power he had over me just made it worse… made it better.

After the drive came dinner, a meal at a fancy restaurant, nothing too flash or ostentatious, just fashionably utilitarian, bare concrete and wood, benches, serving cocktails and pizza from a wood-fired oven, the whole building filled with the scent of smoke and bread and cheese and meat and sauce, a casual but elegant feel, so that I felt at ease but also spoiled.

As Jacob led me to our table I couldn’t help but put an extra wiggle into my step, walking just in front of him as he guided me with a hand on the small of my back, shaking my ass for him, my heels clicking on the hard floor. I loved how he watched me, looked at me, and I loved the idea that he wanted to show me off.

Men turned to look at me, eyeing me with obvious lust, and I felt a thrill as their gazes roamed my body, their collective desire an almost physical force. As I sat at the table I shifted and bent in a way that flashed plenty of thigh, and even a little bit of ass, my panties exposed for just a second before I took my seat. From the look on Jacob’s face and the look on the faces around us, I knew people had noticed.

“Dirty little slut.” Jacob whispered at me. “I like it.”

We had cocktails, food, and we talked. I felt almost giddy, cheeks aching with how much I was smiling. It was like no date I had ever been on before, effortless, fun, and the person sitting opposite me looked at me with such obvious affection and desire. I felt dazzling and beautiful.

We had starters, a main, dessert, and drinks. My head was spinning by the time we were finished, from more than just the alcohol. Jacob paid, tipping our waitress well—a young, pretty blonde girl, though he never even seemed to look twice at her.

“Shall we continue?” Jacob asked as we left the restaurant.

I was full and giddy and still smiling, and I wanted more. I nodded.

“Please.” I whispered.

I was having so much fun I did not want the night to end. Jacob took us to a small, quiet bar with live music, a rock band playing strong bass, the place dark and lit with candles, a gothic vibe to the whole venue, and he ordered drinks for us both. We sat in a booth near the band, the music loud and throbbing, vibrating my whole body, but not so loud that we couldn’t talk.

We didn’t talk thought, at least, didn’t say much. I was comfortable in his company, aware of how others were looking at me, watching me, aware of how Jacob positioned himself, close, his hands on me, making it clear I was his, and I relished it. He moved closer, and there was more touching, hands on my legs, thighs, waist, shoulders, arms, neck, fingers teasing, brushing caressing, gripping, squeezing. My body, already hot, aching, throbbing, grew hotter still.

My cute little dick was aching in its tiny cage, my plug almost fucking in and out of my hole as I squirmed, clenching, and I could feel my heart beating at the cage of my ribs as though desperate to escape. Jacob moved closer, his body pressing on me.

I looked up at him, my lips parting slightly, and I could feel his breath, his hands, the hardness of his muscles, the hardness of his cock. He moved before I could react, leaned in, down, kissed me, softly.

I melted, kissed back, and he was on me, kissing me, feeling me, groping me, molesting me, and the vibrations of the band shook my body. I offered myself up to him, yielded to the hot, hungry, urgent passion of his kiss and touch.

The kiss lasted forever and ended too soon. Jacob pulled back, grinning. I was breathless. He had captured me, utterly.

“Want to dance?” He asked.

The last time we had danced it had been at the house party. I had been Starr for only a few days, and… and I had danced for him, to turn him on, had made his cock hard and then sucked it, sucked my first cock despite barely knowing him. Just remembering it made me tingle.

The thought of dancing like that, here, in public, dressed in my little black dress, made me feel so naughty and delicious. I nodded without hesitation.

Jacob took my hand and lifted me from my seat and dragged me to the floor in front of the band. They played, loud, and the bass filled me. I was aware of people watching me, staring, waiting.

I was nervous at first, precarious in my heels, but I was with Jacob, and my Mistresses trusted him. I trusted him. I liked him. I smiled, blushing, and began to dance.

I remembered the lessons Naomi and Lily had given me, how to strut and sway and wiggle, how to arouse, and I put what I remembered into action. I stood in front of Jacob and began to dance.

I wiggled my hips, my ass, my little black dress swaying, the irregular hem brushing my thighs. I knew my stocking tops were on display, my suspender straps, and I liked it.

I enjoyed flashing my ass as I danced, bending and wiggling in a way that flashed my panties, enjoyed how men, and some women, looked at me, hypnotised by my movements and my body, drawn to me, their lust and desire for me almost tangible. Jacob seemed to relish it too, watching me, observing how others reacted to me, making it clear with his movements and touch that I was his.

We danced close, his hands on me as I ground my body against him, arousing him, teasing him, making him hard. I could feel the swell of his cock in his jeans, pulsing, throbbing, taunting me. I wanted it, wanted him. The more we danced the hornier I became, and the hornier I became the more wanton and brazen my dancing became.

Jacob kissed me again, kissing my lips, my neck, my bare shoulders, teeth nipping. My pretty little caged dick throbbed hard, and I whined, pressing my body into him, wanting him, wanting him to fuck me, to breed me, claim me.

I was giddy, head fuzzy from alcohol and lust and joy. This was unlike any date I had ever been on and I didn’t want it to end but, at the same time, I was aching for the end, the final part of the date that I hoped was coming.

As the band began to wind down Jacob paused for a moment, his lips brushing against my ear, his breath against my neck. I pressed into him, feeling the heat and the hardness of him.

“Shall we get out of here?” He asked.

I could only nod. I did not want to leave, but I ached for what came next.

Jacob took my hand and led me towards the door, and I could not help but notice the looks of those around us as we left, envy, lust, desire. They all wanted me, me, Starr, but I was taken, or, at least I hoped I was about to be.
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Jacob walked me back to his car and as he opened the door for me, helping me slip in, I felt his gaze roam up my legs, watching as the hem of my dress rose up to expose bare skin, a window of flesh exposed by my suspender straps, my stocking tops, exposing just a flash of my panties and ass. I blushed, deep pink, but more from arousal and excitement than shame.

“Exquisite.” Jacob said. “You really are amazing Starr.”

I smiled, batting my eyelashes.

“Thank you.” I whispered, voice husky “But, you know, I’ve been told by a very reliable gentleman that I’m not just fun to look at.”

“Really?” Jacob asked, an amused, flirtatious note to his voice.

I nodded, enjoying how he was watching me. I felt pretty, cute, sexy, wanton, brazen. I felt like a slut, and I loved it.

“I’ve been told I’m just as much fun to play with.” I said, teasing.

Jacob smiled a lecherous grin. The way he looked at me made me squirm, hot, fluttery. Just what was he going to do to me?

“Is that an offer Starr?”

I nodded.

“Slut.” He whispered.

Slowly he closed my door, sealing me in, and he walked around to the driver's side, opening his door and slipping in. My head was fuzzy, but I wasn’t drunk. Jacob had taken pains to ensure I drank water, and that I didn’t drink too much.

He wanted me tipsy, so I relaxed, but clear-headed enough that I could enjoy myself, so I could remember, and so I could consent to whatever he had in mind.

“You mind if we take a little drive somewhere a little more… private?”

I blushed, shook my head.

“I’d be disappointed if we didn’t.” I whispered.

I was stunned at how flirtatious and wanton I had become. I’d been on dates before, with girls, in my previous, fake life, but they had never ended like this. At best I had driven the girls home and have given them a polite kiss.

This though… there was a tension in the air, a frisson. There were sparks, and I could feel Jacob’s lust for me, just as I could feel my lust for him, my desire a hot coal in my belly. I had never felt this way on a date before, never wanted to drive somewhere private and… just what were we going to do in his car?

I felt like a naughty teenager on her first date, and I loved it. I loved everything about it, and I was glad my first proper date had been with Jacob, that it had been this perfect.

The engine started, and Jacob reversed the car out of the parking space. I watched him drive, his muscular forearms, his skill with the wheel, the way he handled the gear stick. He was so masculine and focussed, eyes on the road, and he was so handsome. He could have had any girl, he was charming and attractive, he had a big cock, and he knew how to use it, yet… yet he chose me. He wanted me. The thought made me squirm.

We drove for a while, heading out of the city into quiet streets, along stretches of dark roads, driving until we entered a dark park, Jacob pulling the car up into an empty space on a hill that overlooked the city. It was beautiful, the dark sky, the lights below, and I sat for a moment in silence just enjoying the view.

Jacob turned to look at me, stared at me as I looked out over the city. I had lived there my entire life and I had never seen it like this. I had lived my entire life blinkered to so much, but now the blinkers were off, and I was free to see, to live, to feel, and experience.

“It’s a beautiful view.” I said.

“It is.” Jacob said, still staring at me.

I turned to him, grinning, blushing.

“You’re not even looking out the window.” I said, teasing.

“But my view is spectacular. Why would I look away?”

My blush deepened. I fidgeted, aching, hot, heart fluttering.

“If you want to sit and look out and talk we can, and if you want to go home I’m happy to drive you. I just… I had a lovely time tonight Starr. I’d like to do it again, to see you again. I’d like to spend more time with you. Get to know you, connect with you.”

I smiled. He was so soft and gentle, but I knew under the surface there was a raging inferno of lust and desire. I could feel it, the flames, the heat of it. I could see it in his eyes.

“And what if I don’t want to go home yet?” I whispered. “What if I want to spend time with you. What if I want to thank you for a fun date? What if I want to get to know you better.”

As I talked I reached out with one hand. My nails were longer than I was used to and I loved how they looked, dangerous and sexy, and I scratched them along Jacob’s thigh, over his jeans. I felt him tense, and I ran my hand up, teasing, slowly, to his crotch, pressed, squeezed, feeling the hard, throbbing swell of his cock.

“Well, I’m not going to lie. I’d like you to stay a little longer, and if you want to play a little, I’m not going to turn you down. Not when I know how fucking hot that mouth of yours is.”

I squeezed Jacob’s cock harder, loving how his face changed, the look of pleasure, the way his cock throbbed harder, swelling as I stroked it. I ran my hand up, teasing with my nails, ran my fingers up to his belt and began to unbuckle it.

I’d had fun, a lot of fun. I was buzzing, the slight fuzz of alcohol only making me hornier, more playful, and I wanted to finish my first date off with something memorable, something delicious. I tugged at Jacob’s belt and shifted in my seat.

“Mmm… I have a hot mouth do I?” I whispered. “Well, you know what else it is?”

Jacob shook his head, playing along.

“It’s wet, and tight, and hungry…”
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I moved quickly, growing eager, almost ravenous. I tugged at Jacob’s belt, undoing it, undoing his jeans, tugging them open, down. I slipped one hand in as he wiggled his hips, lifting his ass slightly to aid my efforts, becoming as eager as I was for… this.

My hand slipped into his jeans, into his underwear, and found the thick, long, girthy meat of his cock, hard, skin like velvet, throbbing, warm in my palm. I stroked and with my free hand pulled his underwear down.

“Someone is keen…” Jacob said, teasing me. “Don’t I even get a kiss first?”

“Someone’s been turning me on all night so now all I can think about is your cock and making you cum.” I said, giggling.

I leaned over as I stroked his cock, teasing my fingers up his shaft, my palm caressing over the head of his fat prick, and I leaned in close, pressed my lips to his, kissing him. Jacob kissed back instantly, hard, hungry, wanting me, wanting to taste and feel me, his body craving mine, just as mine craved his. We kissed, lips, tongues, teeth nipping, bodies pressing close, tight.

We were like giddy, young teenagers again, making out in a car, me giving my hot boyfriend a handjob, except… I wasn’t a giddy teenager. I was a woman, and I wanted more than just a handjob. I wanted his cock in my mouth, my throat, wanted to make him cum, wanted to taste him.

Jacob’s hands roamed my body, groping me, teasing me, holding me. I squirmed. His hands roamed up into my hair, tugging gently, making me gasp, his tongue slipping deeper into my mouth as my hand stroked, squeezing, making him moan, thrusting his hips, fucking his cock into my grip.

I pulled back, breaking the kiss, looked into Jacob’s eyes.

“You want my lips around your cock?” I whispered. “You want to feel my hot, wet, tight, slut mouth wrapped around your cock?”

Jacob nodded.

“Say please…”

Jacob smiled. I knew he could make me. I knew he could force me. Just as he knew I would let him make me, but he was enjoying this game just as much as I was.

“Please, Starr, suck my cock. Show me what a talented cum-slut you are.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

I shifted again, moved closer, bending, leaning over, my head falling into his lap. My lips parted, my tongue extending slightly, and I licked around the crown of Jacob’s fat, throbbing, perfect cock.

His moan was music to my ears. He thrust his hips, desperate to fuck my mouth, but I moved, teasing him, extending the moment, my lips just brushing on the head of his cock. His hand in my hair tightened, gripping me slightly, firm but gentle.

I kissed, softly, felt Jacob tense, then, slowly, with aching gentleness, I leaned down. I pursed my lips, pressing them tight, and forced my head lower. I let the head of Jacob’s hard, throbbing, fat cock ease them apart, forcing my lips open, forcing his cock into my mouth.

He froze, breathing hard, letting me relish the moment, the instant that his cock penetrated my lips. I held my lips tight, my mouth hot, wet, aching for his cock, and as I leaned in there was a split second of pressure before his cock finally, wonderfully, forced my mouth open, forced my lips open, and his cock slipped deeper.

“Fuck…”

The single word was one long gasp of pleasure and delight. My head was buzzing, and I sucked, lapping my tongue, letting my spit pool in my mouth, drooling slightly to wet my hand, lubricating Jacob’s massive cock so I could work it better, so I could take him deeper.

I began to work my lips up, sucking gently, licking with my tongue, sliding my lips up his fat shaft until just the head was barely within my mouth, held there by suction alone, tongue teasing his slit.

“God you are amazing.” Jacob moaned.

I smiled inwardly, relishing his praise, his pleasure, the pleasure he found in me. I felt hot and sexy, brazen, womanly, feminine. I was so horny it almost hurt, my pretty little dick throbbing in its cage, my plug fucking in and out of my tight hole as I clenched and unclenched, wiggling my hips to feel more.

I was Starr, a slut, a cum-slut, and I was done with pretending to be someone else. I was done with hiding. I wanted this, wanted to make Jacob cum, wanted him to fuck my mouth.

I wanted dates, dinner, dancing. I wanted kisses. Wanted him to hold me and admire me and lust after me. I wanted to feel his fat, hard, throbbing, beautiful cock in my mouth. I wanted to taste his cum, swallow it. I wanted to be a cum-slut.

I took a breath, giddy, the scent of Jacob’s musk strong, and sucked, hard, working my hand up and down. Slowly, teasing, I lowered my head again, lips tight, wet, hot, and I took more of Jacob’s fat, handsome cock into my mouth.

I worked my mouth up and down, slowly, relishing the way he responded, his cock throbbing, hard as steel, his skin like silk against my tongue. I sucked, lips tight, and lapped with my tongue, moving my hand in time, fingers and palm wet with my spit so it was like an extension of my mouth.

Jacob moaned, his grip in my hair tightening, and he thrust, deep, the head of his cock brushing against the back of my throat. I let him fuck my mouth, his cock slipping between my tight, wet, hot lips, caressing against my tongue, fucking my mouth.

“Fuck… you are so good at that. You’re a natural cum-slut.”

I wanted to giggle, to laugh. I wanted to tell him that he, partially at least, was to thank for that. He had helped me realise the truth, helped me realise how much I loved cock, how much I loved sucking, filling my mouth with cock, cum, how much I loved feeling my throat stretch, full, gagging. I did not though. I was focused, intent on the task in front of me. I wanted to make him cum, wanted to make his body throb with pleasure, wanted to taste his cum so he’d be back soon, for more… more of everything.

“I can’t stop thinking about you. I… I know you belong to your sister, and I… I don't want to stop you from being who you are, exploring, having your fun, but… I… I’d like to see more of you, want to be seen with you, want to take you places, to clubs.”

His words, his passion, his lust, his desire, all of it drove me on. I sucked harder, faster, taking his cock deeper. I relaxed my throat and lowered my head, his cock grazing the back of my throat, and I pressed on. Jacob’s grip in my hair tightened, almost painful, but I barely felt it.

My throat stretched, wide, and his cock sank deep. I suppressed the urge to gag, fighting my reflex to breathe. I needed cock more than air in that moment.

Jacob thrust his hips up, his cock sinking deeper, deeper, his fat prick filling my throat. I was drooling, lips wide, tongue lapping, and I felt his groin hit my nose, my lips meeting the base of his cock. I had taken all of it, swallowed all of it, and I was a smug, giddy, happy cum-slut.

“How did you ever get so fucking good at that? You are a gift from heaven.”

I smiled, and began to work my mouth up and down, small motions, wrapping my lips tight around his cock, sucking, keeping it in my tight, gripping throat, letting Jacob fuck my mouth and my throat slowly.

I swallowed, my throat clenching, and I could feel his cock swelling, throbbing, hard. He was getting closer.

“Don’t stop… fuck… I’m going to cum if you keep that up.”

I couldn’t have stopped even if he’d asked me to. I wanted it, needed it. I worked my mouth up and down, steady, smooth motions, faster, deeper, taking the whole length of Jacob’s cock into my mouth, my throat. I choked myself, gagging, drooling, crying, but I loved every second.

I felt the hand in my hair let go, run over my back, caressing me. It felt good, warm, and as the hand crept lower, over my lower back, waist, to my ass, I whimpered, mouth stuffed full of cock. Jacob squeezed my firm, pert ass, hard, and my moan of pleasure was muffled by his cock, my throat stuffed full, stretched wide.

“And that ass… I can’t stop thinking about how good your ass felt wrapped around my cock.”

I too could not forget that experience. I wanted it again, but not now. Right now I wanted Jacob to cum down my throat.

“I can’t wait to take you to a club, see you all dressed up like a slut, then force you down on your knees and have you suck my cock in front of everyone.”

He wanted to… in front of people… my head spun. Why did that thought excite me?

“I can’t wait to fuck you in front of everyone, spread your legs and pound you, cum in you, claim you. I can’t wait to bend you over and make you cum as people watch you, as people see what a cum-slut you really are.”

I moaned, loudly, his words driving me wild. I sucked harder, faster, deeper, wetter, hotter. My mind was fuzzy, from alcohol, lust, passion, and lack of oxygen, but I was not about to stop.

“I can’t wait to share you either. With your Mistresses, with others, watch you blossom into a beautiful slut.”

Jacob thrust, deep, hard, burying his cock in my mouth, throat. His hand slipped over my ass, to my crack, fingers roaming, running along until they found the head of my plug, pressing it, pushing it deep, fucking me with it as he fucked my mouth.

Fireworks went off in my head, my body pulsing bright with bliss and joy, pleasure, the knot of intense need inside my body that had been building all night suddenly unravelling. Jacob worked my plug deeper, fucking me with it. I gasped, unable to breathe, throat full of cock, whimpering, my pretty little caged dick drooling into my panties.

He thrust, deep, and I let him, let him use me, let him fuck my mouth, throat, and he rewarded me by fucking my plug deep, hard, fucking me in turn. I was alive with bliss, joy, pleasure, and I felt his cock swelling, throbbing, hard.

“Fuck… I’m… don’t stop...”

There was a hand on the back of my head again, the other working my plug into my tight hole. I sucked, deep, filling my throat, swallowing. The knot of pleasure inside my belly came loose, threads of pure delight spreading through me.

I felt Jacob cum, felt his cock cum, throbbing, swelling, hard, pulsing, and I swallowed, my throat milking. It was sheer pleasure, and feeling it, knowing I had made him cum, was enough to drive me over the edge.

As he worked the plug in my ass I came, cumming into my panties, my caged little dick drooling, my whole body shaking with overwhelming delight.

“FUCK!”

Jacob’s body was shaking, his hips thrusting, and he pressed my head down, wanting to bury his cock in my tight throat, my hot wet mouth, and I submitted to the pleasure of being his cum-slut, cumming as he came, cumming with him, my whole body rocked by the intensity of my climax.

I swallowed, sucking, squirming, and it was a long moment before our shared pleasure subsided. As Jacob’s cock softened it slipped out of my throat. I gasped, able to breathe again, and I licked the last traces of cum from his prick, sucking as it slipped from my mouth to capture every last drop, the head leaving my wet lips with an audible pop.

I was giddy, happy, cum drunk, and I looked up at him and smiled.

“That was amazing.” Jacob said.

“For me too.”

He smiled at me.

“I need to get you home, but… can we take a moment, to just… cuddle.”

I nodded.

“I’d like that I said.”

As we shifted to snuggle, basking in the afterglow of our shared climaxes, I felt Jacob wrap his arm around me.

“I’d like to do this again.” He said. “See you, take you out, on a date I mean, if you want.”

I nodded again.

“I want.” I whispered.

I could almost hear him smile. My heart was racing and I could still taste his cum.

“And… next time… I intend to fuck that tight slut ass of yours.”

I smiled, blushing, already growing hot.

“Promise?” I whispered.

“Promise.” He said.

I could barely wait.
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Jacob walked me from the car to my door, holding my hand, and I was shaking, more nervous now than I had been on the entire date. His hand in mine felt so intimate and kind, so affectionate, and I felt a fluttering in my chest, not wanting this night to end.

We stopped just outside my door and I turned to face him. The lights inside were on, and I knew that Naomi and Lily were still up, waiting for me, likely listening or watching. I looked up at Jacob and smiled.

“I had a lovely time.” I said, my voice a soft, coy whisper.

“I did too.” He said. “Can I see you again?”

I nodded, grinning, blushing.

“I’d be upset if you didn’t. After all, you made me a promise, remember.”

I felt my tight hole clench on my plug as I remembered his words. Jacob’s smile was like a wolf who had caught his prey.

“I remember. And I don’t break my promises if I can help it.”

“Good.” I whispered.

There was a pause. A quiet. Jacob watched me, a spark in his eyes as he stared at me, a fire that warmed my soul.

“Good night Starr.”

“Good night Jacob.”

I was still, waiting, hoping. He moved, slowly, leaning in. I rose up on my toes to greet him, our lips pressing together, and he kissed me.

My body was lit on fire, heat, lust, passion. Jacob kissed me, deeply, long and tender and eager, wanting more of me, and I kissed him back, wanting to show him how much I wanted him.

The kiss went on and on, and I did not want it to end. I felt his hands on me, and I wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body into his. Behind me, I heard a click and the whisper of the door opening.

“Not got enough of each other yet?” Naomi said.

I broke the kiss, reluctantly, and, blushing, turned to face my bratty little step-sister, suddenly flustered and embarrassed.

“What can I say? She’s moreish.” Jacob said, smug, confident.

“That she is. I expect you’ll be asking to spend more time with my doll?” Naomi said.

“Absolutely. As much time as you’ll allow me.”

Naomi grinned. She glanced at me.

“Do you want to spend more time with Jacob?”

She watched me, waiting. She wanted an answer. It was… it was up to me?

“I… yes, please.” I said, nodding, perhaps a little too enthusiastically.

“Then I’m sure it can be arranged.” Naomi said. “Now in you go missy, it’s time you got to bed. You have a busy day tomorrow, and I’ll talk to Jacob later about you spending more quality time with him.”

“Thank you.” Jacob said.

I muttered thanks, blushing, before I turning to face Jacob, fluttering my eyelashes, taking one long, last look at my handsome, charming date before disappearing into the house. Naomi and Lily bid goodnight to Jacob and followed behind. The door clicked shut and I could feel their smiles.

“So, how was it?” Lily asked.

I blushed, squirming. I looked between my Mistresses and knew I was not going to be able to escape before answering whatever questions they had. My head was spinning, and the sense of embarrassment was a pleasant, cherished warmth in my belly.

“Amazing.” I whispered. “It was amazing. I had such a good time. We had dinner, and we danced, and we had cocktails, and he was so sweet and… he flirted with me, kissed me. This dress too… it… thank you. I felt amazing, and he couldn’t stop looking at me. He said my hair suited me, and I could tell that me in this dress was turning him on, and people kept staring at me, looking me up and down, and I just felt so hot and sexy.”

The words came tumbling out. Recalling the date, how it made me feel, made me relive the rush of emotions all at once.

“And is that all?” Naomi said, teasing.

She was fully aware that there was more just from the look on my face. My blush deepened.

“We… he drove us to this beautiful spot overlooking the city and… and we stopped and I… I got to suck his cock, and deep-throat him, and make him cum and he even played with my ass and made me cum.”

I knew there was no point in lying, or pretending, that Jacob would inevitably tell my bratty little step-sister everything, bragging about what a good cum-slut I’d been for him, but still, part of me enjoyed the confessing, the shame, the brazen thrill of admitting what a good girl I’d been. Naomi and Lily both listened, smiling, nodding.

“Well, sounds like quite the adventure. We’re proud of you, and we’re glad you like the dress.” Lily said.

Naomi’s smile was knowing and smug. The way she looked at me made me squirm.

“And I should ask I suppose… how does it feel?”

I blinked, not sure what she meant?

“Feel? What…”

“How does it feel to have a boyfriend?” Naomi asked, grinning.

Boyfriend? Was Jacob my… were we… my mind whirred, thoughts and emotions spinning. It had been a date, and I’d sucked his cock, plus he’d already fucked me, and he wanted to see me again. So I… maybe… was I his girlfriend? The thought made me giggle.

“I… nice, I suppose. I… yeah… it feels nice.”

I couldn’t stop smiling. Naomi and Lily were both grinning at me.

“Good. You deserve to be happy. Now, I meant it about tomorrow being a busy day. You head off to bed and get some sleep. Sweet dreams, slut.”

Naomi slapped my ass, gripping it tight, squeezing, before pushing me off towards the stairs. I did not hesitate to obey. I found myself eager for tomorrow, for a new day to begin. My heart skipped at the thought of all it might contain.
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I was roused early, but not by my alarm, my arm shaken gently, soft words.

“Starr? Time to get up.” Lily was standing over me, smiling.

“What… what time is it? Did I…”

I was suddenly panicked, the thought of missing my alarm due to heavy sleep, dreams of Jacob, failing to serve them, disappointing them. Lily stroked my arm gently, tenderly. There was no anger there or annoyance, just calm, soothing me.

“No, relax. It’s still early. We were up first for a change. Naomi is making coffee and breakfast, I’m here to get you up so you can get ready. We have an early appointment.”

I blinked, head clearing slowly, dreams and sleep fogging thought. Naomi was making coffee and breakfast? She’d never done that as long as I’d known her. What was the occasion?

“Why? What? I thought I was supposed…”

“Shh… just get ready. Wear something cute but sensible. And take your time.”

Lily leaned forward and gave me a peck on my forehead, then left. I lay for a moment, head fuzzy, thoughts beginning to stir. Appointment? Then… my belly fluttered at the thought of what that might mean.

I did as I was told though, rose, and dressed, something cute but practical, dark jeans and a dark t-shirt, a jumper, underwear I felt good in, and cute little sneakers. I took a moment to style my hair and added a dash of make-up, then made my way downstairs, was greeted by the scent of coffee and toast.

“Oh she rises finally!” Naomi said, laughing, teasing me. “Not quite as fancy as what you normally prepare, but we can’t all be domestic dolls now can we?”

I blushed, aware of the compliment in her words, aware of the subtle reminder of my place.

“No Mistress.” I said.

Lily and Naomi were both grinning.

“Come, sit, there’s coffee, toast, peanut butter, and jam. We have a little while before we need to head out but it’s a bit of a drive so I don’t want to get stuck in traffic.”

I nodded, blushing, nervous. I helped myself to coffee, toast, and we settled down to enjoy our breakfast, quiet, a subtle tension in the air.

As we finished I helped clear up, and there was a spell of flustered activity as we all got ready to leave. I did not ask, and my Mistresses did not tell, but they did not need to. I knew what this morning was, my appointment, booked by them, to help me take the next step. I was ready, I was brave, I was a woman and I knew, with their support, I could do it.

The drive was boring and tedious and uneventful, but we arrived with plenty of time to spare so we got coffee and a small cake each as we waited for my appointment, before finally making our way to the waiting room with just under fifteen minutes to go. By the time my appointment was due I was an anxious mess.

“You’ll be fine, just… be honest, and open. They’re a good doctor and they’ll help you, but they can only help if you’re honest. Don’t tell them what you think they want to hear, or what you think we want you to say. Tell them what you want. Understand?” Naomi said.

I smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

My name was called, and I froze. Lily and Naomi, sat on either side of me, both gave me a small nudge, encouraging me. I took a deep breath and rose to my feet, and stepped off to face my destiny.
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I was giddy on the drive home, unable to stop talking about my consultation and the future that lay ahead of me. There were hurdles to overcome, things to do, costs involved, and nothing would happen magically overnight, but… I had begun.

Naomi and Lily listened, happily, as I gushed about everything we had discussed. The doctor had agreed, in principle, to help me get the medical help I needed. They’d discussed options with me, things I hadn’t even considered, costs, timescales, keeping my expectations realistic and grounded while also giving me hope. I had talked about what I wanted, what I hoped for, and they’d listened.

I was going to take it slowly, no rushing into anything, but I was still going to be moving forwards, steadily, becoming more and more of the woman I was meant to be. I could not stop smiling.

We talked about my new life, the things to come, Jacob, my new job, and we discussed our parents, how I was going to tell them, what might happen, and Naomi and Lily ensured me that no matter what they’d stay by my side.

“Your mother loves you, and she’ll want you to be happy.” Naomi has said. “My father won’t understand, at least to start, but even if he tries to be stubborn I’ll make him see sense, don’t worry.”

I knew full well how cunning, guileful, and persuasive Naomi could be. With her on my side, and Lily, and even Jacob now, I knew there’d be no stopping me. Alone I don’t think I could have ever even come this far, but with my Mistresses supporting me I knew that there was no limit to what I could achieve.

We arrived home in the early afternoon, and as soon as we were settled I set about preparing dinner, wanting to make something special to thank my Mistresses for all they’d done for me, and all they promised to do.

The day passed, like a dream almost, and it felt unreal. I had never known it was possible to be so happy, so content, so at ease with myself. The next day came and went. And the next.

Each day brought us closer to our parents return, but I made the most of the time left. I served, a good maid, a good girl, pleasing my Mistresses in any way I could, offering them my body, my obedience, my submission, my heart, my soul.

We had only until the weekend. Then our parents would return, and on Monday my new job would start. Time sped by, each moment a blessing, and I made the most of it. We spent the days together and I served, submitted, pleasured my Mistresses, my tongue, ass, my willingness to be their toy, their doll, their slut. There were games, training sessions, punishments, and it was a haze of bliss.

In the evenings I was spoiled, taken out by my Mistresses, or taken out on dates by Jacob. I was pampered, spoiled, treated like a princess, and in return I was a whore for him, offering him my body, my mouth and ass, letting him use me, submitting to his desire and lust, letting him cum in me, on me, filling my mouth and ass, showing him what a slut I was, and I loved every moment of it.

It was a whirlwind, a joy, a storm of happy memories, the beginning of my life, and I never stopped smiling. Eventually though, inevitably, it ended.
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“Are you ready?” Naomi asked me.

I stood beside her, dressed in a smart, black dress I had bought for the occasion. It was more formal than I was used to, knee-length, covering my shoulders, upper arms, the collar loose around my neck, and with it I wore simple heels and tights, my hair styled, make-up simple and toned down. I took a deep breath. On the other side of me, Lily stood, watching me. Sensing my nerves she reached out and took my hand, gripping it tight.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I said.

Outside the house, I heard the sound of an engine, a car pulling into the driveway, our parents’ car returning from their long trip. I felt the urge to run and hide, to rip off the dress and my underwear, to put back on my old clothes, to wash off the make-up and pretend none of this had happened, to pretend I was still… that other person.

I forced the urge away though. I was stronger than it, strong than my fear, and, even if I hadn’t been I knew it was too late. Those clothes were gone. That person was gone. I was someone new, and there was no going back.

The engine cut off and there was quiet. I could hear and feel the drumming of my heart, marking the moments before I confronted my future. I breathed deep, slow, trying to remain calm.

“You know Starr, that things will be different. I know we’ve said it before but… I think it’s worth saying again. We’ll still have parties, and events, and maybe even times when they’re away again, but this… this time was special, for me, and Lily, so… thank you for letting us be a part of your journey.”

I blinked, stunned.

“I… thank you. For saying that, and for… for everything. I wouldn’t be here, wouldn’t be this happy if not for you. I have so much now. I have… I’m happy, and I have a new path, a boyfriend, and I have you supporting me. I… I couldn’t have even imagined this if not for you. Both of you.”

Lily and Naomi both smiled at me. Naomi reached into the pocket of her jeans, pulled out a small ring attached to a key, a key I recognised well.

“This is yours.” She said.

She offered me the key, the key to my cage.

“You can be free. If you want. Take it.”

I knew she meant it. This was no test. It was there. I just needed to reach out and grasp it.

“Will you keep it for me?” I asked. “I… I’d prefer that. Knowing you own me, that you’re there, that there’ll always be that link, that connection, I… I’d like you to keep it.”

“Certain? I can’t say when, or if I’ll ever offer it again.”

I nodded. I smiled.

“Certain.” I said.

Naomi’s hand clasped around the key without hesitation, and she slipped it back into her pocket. I knew I had made the right choice.

She moved before I could react, leaned in, and she kissed me, softly, tenderly, on my lips, a kiss full of acceptance and passion and love. I was loved. I was loved for being me, for being myself, for being true.

A key turned in the lock and she pulled away. The three of us faced the door as it swung open, Naomi holding one hand, Lily the other. I was ready. There was no turning back.

I was Starr, and I was finally prepared to face my future.




THE END


A Thank You From Keary

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

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

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties

The COMPLETE Three Part Series
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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.


Becoming a Birthday Sissy
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Steven needs to make a good impression at his new job, but when his boss, the stern but beautiful Ms. Lorum, leaves him alone to get settled, the first thing he does is use his work computer to watch highly inappropriate videos. Fired on his second day, Steven begs for another chance, saying he'll do anything. When Ms. Lorum offers him a choice, stay on as her assistant, obeying her every command, or leave in disgrace, Steven jumps at the chance to redeem himself.

However, he soon finds that Ms. Lorum's demands are more than he expected. Made to wear pretty underwear, trained how to walk in heels, Steven embarks on a journey into the unknown, used, abused and punished, Steven is trained and transformed by his domineering boss to become the perfect birthday gift for her husband—a beautiful, sexy, submissive sissy.


Empathy's Curse

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

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

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


Femboy Reform School

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

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

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

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


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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