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DRESSED UP BY CHEERLEADERS

Getting invited to a house party by three cute cheerleaders at the gym was the last thing Joe expected, but when they asked, what else could he do but say ‘yes’?

Only the three cheerleaders forgot to tell Joe it was a costume party. Luckily they know just how to help him…

Joe is still reeling after his high school sweetheart broke up with him soon after starting college. The fact that she left him for exactly the kind of man he wasn’t—tall, masculine, buff—was the final nail in the coffin of his ego.

So, what else was he to do but join the gym and try to bulk up? And as a bonus, Joe can’t help but admire the three cute college cheerleaders he keeps seeing.

Then one day, to Joe’s surprise, they approach him and invite him to a house party. It’s exactly what Joe needs, a chance to make friends, meet people, and maybe even get over his ex.

Only the girls forget to tell Joe it’s a fancy dress party, but when he arrives without a costume they have a perfect solution. That is as long as Joe doesn’t mind being pretty.

And so begins one wild night of feminization and party games that changes Joe in ways he could never have imagined...


One

The gym was pretty quiet when I entered, most people headed back home after class, and there were only a few regulars around, people I’d come to recognise over the last few months of settling into my new routine. It was my favourite time of the day to work out, late and quiet so that I wasn’t bothered by noise or crowds, but not so late or quiet that I was entirely alone with just me and my thoughts.

Since the breakup, I’d found it difficult to settle into things, but finding a routine had helped. I had classes during the day, practicals in the lab, lectures in the large classrooms, small study sessions, and then I’d head to the library once the day was over to catch up on work. It was only once campus had gotten quiet that I’d leave the library and head to the gym to exhaust my body and brain.

In the beginning, it had been hard, physically and mentally. I’d never really been one for the gym—I was a bookworm really and had never really enjoyed sports or working out—so to start my body had grumbled every step of the way and I’d found the whole process of signing up and working out what it was I was supposed to be doing, what it was I enjoyed doing, nerve-wracking.

But since Lisa had given me the bad news I had little else to do with my time, so I figured… why not?

Lisa had been my girlfriend since the middle of high school. We’d been teenage sweethearts. We’d even talked about marriage and kids, settling down together once college was done, but then…

We’d ended up in colleges on different sides of the country, much to both of our disappointment, but we’d promised to make it work. We both knew long-distance relationships were hard, but we were committed. We were in love. We were meant to be together.

And then, just three weeks in, Lisa phoned me to tell me it was over. We were done. She’d met someone else.

His name was Derrick and he was on her course, he was sweet and kind and things had just happened. She hadn’t planned it. She hoped I could be happy for her, just as she was hoping that I’d find someone else. She promised we’d stay friends.

But then… she’d never called again.

I’d tried to blot it all out by throwing myself into my studies but it hadn’t really worked, and then one night on a whim I’d looked up her social media accounts and I’d seen him. My heart sank.

He was everything I wasn’t. There was no way I’d ever be able to compete with a man like that. I could see why she’d picked him over me. I could feel a wellspring of self-pity rising up to swallow me whole.

Only… I refused to give in. I was just starting out at college. Things like this happened all the time. I just needed to take time, get over her, and get on with my life.

It was, however, harder than I’d expected, and after two weeks of struggling to sleep, I finally decided to try something different. If Lisa had picked someone like Derrick over me, then maybe I should try to be more like Derrick… which is when I’d decided to join the gym.
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When I was younger I’d been a lot like all of my friends, just a regular kid, but as soon as we’d all hit puberty it had become clear that I wasn’t quite like them. Where all my friends got taller, broader, bigger, smellier, hairier, I… didn’t.

While all around me the boys my age were becoming men, I remained stubbornly slight. At the time, I just assumed I was a late bloomer, that I’d catch up eventually, but as the years wore on I gave up on that.

Yet, I’d never really minded. The fact that I’d met Lisa in my mid-teens, when I wasn’t yet so far behind my peers, meant I’d never worried about being too small or slim.

Because of Lisa, I’d always felt attractive. I’d always felt wanted. I’d never felt like I wasn’t enough exactly as I was.

Sure, I was a lot shorter than other guys, and I lacked their muscle, their hair, and my face had remained at best androgynous, but I was loved. I was cherished. I was secure.

But all of that had been dashed when she’d dumped me for another man, and seeing him, seeing Derrick on her social media page, seeing all the comments about how good they looked together, how cute they were as a couple—comments posted by friends that were meant to be our friends—had left me feeling utterly inadequate. I’d been walking home at my lowest, after class, head down, and it was only the laughter that had made me look up.

A group of three girls, all of them cute, wearing tight-fitting exercise wear, heading into the campus gym. I stalled, watched them enter, stared at them for a moment through the glass.

I felt my ache. They were beautiful, just like Lisa. Only… women like that wanted men like Derrick.

And I was nothing like Derrick.

I was short, slim, scrawny, bookish, and he was tall, tanned, handsome, rugged. I could never be like that.

But it occurred to me… I might never be able to be exactly like Derrick, but I could be better than I was, right? Working out was good for the body, the mind, it would help keep me busy while I got over the breakup, and just maybe it’d give me more of a manly physique.

It had to be worth a shot, right?

And it was. It was just what I needed. In the beginning, it had been rough going, my body protesting, aching, groaning, and my mind urging me to give up, but I refused. I needed it. I needed something.

And though the start had been rough, I soon settled into it.

It was made easier by finding exercises I enjoyed—I’d focussed on things like weights first, since I figured they were what men were supposed to do, but they were hard and boring, but when I saw little result from lifting heavy things over and over I tried switching it up a bit. In the end, I discovered a real love for yoga—great for the body, great for the soul—and cardio—things like exercise bikes and step machines—and I’d even joined in a few aerobics and dance classes that had proved to be a lot of fun—and those were made even more fun but the fact that were full almost entirely with hot girls that I got to enjoy watching.

And it just kept getting easier. Over the weeks and months I got stronger, fitter, and though I never developed the bulk of the muscles I’d first envisioned, I did feel better, both physically and mentally. Getting over the breakup took time, but I was healing, slowly, and I was starting to feel more confident than ever.

I was sleeping better, I could run longer, harder, and I was getting really good at some of the harder yoga stretches. And so it was that the gym quickly became part of my regular routine.

I’d go to class, study in the library, and then head to the gym to work out before heading home. It was my time to exhaust my body and brain, to nourish my soul, and I loved the solitude of it later in the day, the quiet of it while not being quite alone.

That… and I got to regularly see the three young women who’d caught my attention on that first night. I got to watch the three young, hot women working out and getting sweaty, and that on its own would have been motivation to keep going.
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Their names were Marion, Lauren, and Piper, and they were in the gym most evenings, working out, running on the treadmills, squatting weights, using the step machines, and were often in the same yoga classes as me. I often overheard them talking to each other, but I’d never worked up the courage to speak to them.

In the beginning, I’d been content to just admire them from afar, not paying them too much attention as I didn’t want to be that creepy guy, but also I was still reeling from my breakup.

As my heart healed though, and as I got to know their faces and they got to know mine, I became more comfortable. We’d nod sometimes at each other, the three girls smiling at me if we passed by in the gym, and once or twice they’d even smiled at me while I’d been wandering around campus.

They’d come to recognise me and though I figured they didn’t know my name, I guessed they were at least familiar enough with me that I didn’t need to worry about being a creeper, which was good for me given the lack of physical contact in my life, it was sometimes hard not to stare at the three of them.

It wasn’t helped that they were all so hot. They were all in the year above me, and I’d learned that they were all-star cheerleaders and incredibly popular—which made sense given how cute they all were and the fantastic shape they were in.

Yet, seeing them most days dressed in skimpy skin-tight shorts, tight sports tops, working up a sweat, their bodies jiggling as they ran on the treadmill or the step machine, watching them strain as they did squats or stretch as they did yoga, seeing the glow in their faces, it was often hard to even concentrate on what I was doing.

Of the three Lauren was perhaps the most conventionally attractive, a small, slim, perky blonde with an exceptional hourglass figure and bright blue eyes, while Piper was the one who stood out most, a tanned gothic goddess with long black hair, dark eyes, and a figure that easily challenged Lauren’s for the title of most voluptuous. Yet, it was Marion who always got the most of my attention.

She was less full-figured than Lauren and Piper, but she was prettier, and taller, with full, long legs and an ass that always caught my eye. That, combined with her long, curly red hair and her piercing green eyes, meant that I’d quickly developed a bit of a crush on her—though I knew nothing would ever come of it since hot, popular cheerleaders didn’t go for men like me, so I contented myself to just occasional staring at her, and the three of them, from a distance.

But then, after a few months of working out regularly, that changed…
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“Hi. It’s Joe right?” Lauren said.

I froze and I recognised the voice. I’d been working out with weights, squatting, working on my legs to try to develop more strength to improve my performance in yoga, I’d been too focused on my form to realise someone was approaching.

Or rather, three someones.

As I turned I saw Lauren, Piper, and Marion all standing behind me, smiling. I felt my cheeks turning pink.

They were dressed in some exceptionally revealing gym wear, tiny shorts that showed off their legs and butts, and tiny tight vests that displayed all of their bellies, their arms, shoulders, and a lot of their chests.

It was a struggle to look Lauren in the face—though it was helped by the fact she was roughly the same height as me. One benefit to being short I supposed.

“I… err.. yeah. Joe. You’re Lauren, right? Lauren, Piper, and Marion?”

The three girls smiled at me, giggled. There was a glimmer in their eyes.

“So you have been paying attention to us? I knew it.” Piper said. “Don’t think we didn’t notice you watching the three of us working out over the last few months.”

She chuckled, and I felt my blush deepen. They’d noticed. I’d let them know I’d practically been spying on them. Shit.

“Oh stop teasing.” Marion said.

She smiled at me, and I felt a tightness in my chest. Up close they were all so much hotter—and it didn’t help that they were all sweaty, their clothes clinging extra tight to bodies pumped up from working out hard, the scent of them strong enough to be almost overpowering.

“We’ve noticed you too.” Marion said. “It’s been really impressive watching your journey. We see a lot of newbies turn up at the start of a new year but most quit pretty quickly. You’ve impressed us by sticking it out, and it’s been great to see your progress. You’re really coming along. You should be proud of yourself.”

If anything, compliments were worse. My whole face felt like it was on fire.

“I… thank you. That means a lot.” I said.

It really did mean a lot. To be complimented by anyone meant a lot, but to be complimented by three cute girls meant even more.

I knew my body wasn’t improving in the way I’d originally planned—I’d remained slim, slight, and I wasn’t getting broader or more muscular—but I felt better in myself, and my stronger legs and core had really helped me improve at yoga and on the treadmill. That others had noticed gave me an unexpected boost.

“Anyway…” Lauren said, grinning. “We were wondering…”

“We’re having a party tomorrow evening. A bunch of friends.” Piper said.

“It’s going to be a lot of fun. We’ll all be there and there’ll be other cheerleaders there too, plus a bunch of cute boys.” Lauren said.

I nodded, wondering why they were telling me all this.

“So what do you say?” Marion said.

I blinked.

“I… I’m not sure… have fun?” I muttered, confused.

The three girls chuckled, shaking their heads.

“No, what we meant was what do you say to the invitation silly.” Piper said.

“We know you’re never busy in the evening since you’re always here at the gym, and we figured it might be fun. You could make friends and meet people.” Lauren said.

“It’d be nice to get to know you.” Marion said.

The way they were all looking at me made me squirm. I waited for the punchline to the joke, but there was none. Then… they really were inviting me to a party?

Since coming to college my social life had been pretty dead, and after the breakup I’d not been in the right head space to make friends or date, but maybe now was a good time? I was feeling better. And they were really cute. Maybe they were asking me because one of them wanted to get to know me…

That thought made my belly tie in knots. I was suddenly even more nervous and flustered.

“I… I mean, maybe… I’m not sure…”

“Oh, hush.” Marion said suddenly, silencing me.

Her smile was dazzling and her green eyes sparkled. Even as beautiful as she was it was still hard to keep my gaze on her face. I could see her breasts heaving. I could see all three girls breasts heaving.

“We know you’re not busy so just say yes.” She said. “Unless you don’t like me? Unless you don’t like us?”

I paused. She was smirking. Slowly I nodded.

“I… yeah. Sure. I’ll be there.” I said.

All three girls smile.

“Give me your phone then.” Marion said. “I’ll give you my number and the time and the address. I just know we’re going to have the best time.”

She gave me no room to refuse, so, with my head spinning, I did as she said.


Two

It was earlier than expected when I arrived—traffic had been light and my journey had taken less time than I’d thought, and I’d already left early not wanting to be late as I was so nervous. The house was quiet, and I stood outside for a moment wondering what to do. Should I just wait outside for half an hour?

Then I realised how creepy that would look. If one of the girls were to look outside and see me lurking there I’d look like a stalker or something, and I’d have ruined any chance I had at enjoying the party.

So, already feeling anxious and on edge, I made what I thought to be the most sensible decision. I knocked and apologised for arriving early and told them I’d try to stay out of the way while they got ready.

“Oh don’t be silly! You don’t need to stay out of the way, you can come talk to us while we finish getting dressed.” Piper said.

“And… you need to get ready too, right?” Lauren said.

As she said that she looked me up and down, looking over what I was wearing as though judging me. I felt my cheeks turn pink.

“I… no.” I managed to mutter. “I’m ready. This is what I was planning on wearing. Why? I thought… I thought I looked okay. Is there something wrong?”

I’d tried my best to dress smart, but not too smart, making an effort to look well-presented while at the same time not wanting to stand out too much at what I assumed was a relatively casual gathering. Yet, the way the girls were looking at me suggested I’d fucked up.

I could feel my anxiety spike. Maybe I should just leave and head home and call it quits. I knew it was a bad idea to come. I was never going to fit in.

“Fuck.” Marion said. “I… I think we forgot to tell him.”

I blinked, staring at the three girls. Just being around them, all of them in partial states of undress, had me flustered and excited.

“I… what did you…”

“Shit, I think you’re right.” Piper said.

There was silence, the three looked at me. I could feel the room almost spin, a sense of panic.

“Joe, did we… we did tell you it was a fancy dress party, didn’t we?” Lauren asked.

My heart skipped. I’d dressed up for a normal party. Nice jeans, a decent shirt, boots. I looked good I thought, but it was definitely not fancy dress. If I’d overdressed and worn my one good suit I could have said I’d come as a gangster, or an FBI agent or something, and had I dressed down in worn jeans and a plaid shirt I could have said I’d come as a cowboy or something, but as it was I couldn’t even pass myself off as anything other than… me. And I was already very aware that me wasn’t much.

“No.” I said. “You didn’t say that. I… I don’t have anything. But… I can just leave before people get here. It’s cool. We can do this again another time.”

I could already feel my heart sinking, disappointment. After this fiasco, I was sure they’d never talk to me again. Maybe I could just change my regular gym hours so I never had to see them.

I moved, turning to leave, when a hand grabbed my shoulder. The grip was firm, but then all three girls were regulars at the gym, so I shouldn't have been that surprised.

“No, wait.” Marion said. “I think we can sort something out.”

I looked back to the three of them and they were all smiling. They seemed very calm and relaxed about the whole situation. Marion turned to look at Lauren.

“They’re about the same size as us, right?” Marion said. “So we can probably find something for them to wear.”

Lauren nodded.

“We have loads of old costumes from previous parties and nights out. They’re all pretty cheap and silly, but there are lots to choose from so we’ll be able to find something that suits you.”

I blinked. I wouldn’t have to leave after all. I could stay and enjoy the party.

Part of me was delighted, but another part was struggling. It felt strange to be reminded that I was so similar in size to three very cute girls, and if anything, Marion was probably the tallest of all four of us, standing a couple of inches taller than me even barefoot.

“I can already think of a few that would be perfect.” Marion said.

She turned to face me, looked me directly in the eyes.

“What do you say?” She asked. “Want to stay and enjoy the party? It’ll be fun, I promise.”

I paused. I was feeling pretty nervous anyway, and anxious, so the thought of having to dress up in a costume was making me feel even more alert, but… I really had been looking forward to the party. Ever since getting the invitation, I’d been excited for it, eager. It was the first party I’d been invited to since Lisa had broken up with me, and I wanted to make the most of it.

Plus, the thought of hanging out with Lauren, Piper, and Marion thrilled me. The idea that one of them might like me, might want to see more of me, made me buzz. I knew it was a daydream since girls like that didn’t go for boys like me, but still, I didn’t want that daydream to end just yet.

And if I left the daydream would be over. But to stay meant wearing a costume. Could I?

I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. I made my mind up.

“I’ll do it.” I said. “I’ll stay. I’ll wear a costume.”

The three girls broke into wide, happy smiles.

“Wonderful! Come with us then. We can all get ready together.” Marion said.

With that, she offered me her hand. I took it, and the three girls led me upstairs to their rooms.
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I sat on Lauren’s bed looking around her room and Piper, Marion, and Lauren searched through all the available costumes for one that would fit and suit me. They had dozens of them, and they all seemed delighted at the prospect of picking a costume out for me.

My belly was tight and fluttery with nerves, my head giddy, so I did my best to distract myself, looking around the room. It was so different to my room, and the room I’d had growing up, so different to my friends’ rooms, but reminded me of Lisa’s room.

It was cute, tidy, feminine, and filled with clothes and make-up and accessories, shoes, heels. I did my best not to glance at the pile of dirty laundry in the corner, the panties and bras and pantyhose that were left discarded there. Just a brief glimpse of them had been enough to make my cock twitch.

The last time I’d been intimate with a girl was months ago, before coming to college, the last night Lisa and I had spent together, so I was feeling very pent-up and frustrated, and being alone with the three girls, in one of their room’s was only making that worse.

“Oh, what about this one?” Lauren said.

“No, that’d never fit.” Piper said. “This one though…”

“There is no way that’s suitable for tonight. Stop trying to project your fantasies onto them.” Marion said.

Piper giggled. I felt my cheeks flush as I wondered what fantasies she was trying to project onto me.

“But they would look so cute.” Piper said.

The three girls chuckled.

“True.” Marion said.

“She’s not wrong.” Lauren said.

There was a moment of quiet. The thought of being cute for the three girls made my chest tight, my belly fluttering.

I’d made an effort with what I’d chosen to wear, hoping they might think me attractive. They’d invited me to a party after all, so maybe they were interested in me.

Now though I was going to have to wear a silly costume, so my choice of clothes was meaningless. But maybe if I wore a cute costume I’d still stand a chance at catching Marion’s eye, or Lauren’s, or Piper’s. I wondered what the costume was.

Maybe something silly like a clown, or something playful like a superhero, maybe even something rugged like a soldier. Did it really matter if they thought I’d look cute in it?

“What… what is it?” I managed to mutter. “I mean… if you think I’d look cute I might be interested.”

I was doing my best to sound flirtatious, but I knew I wasn’t doing a good job. I was too nervous to do a good job of flirting.

Marion, Lauren, and Piper all turned to face me, keeping the costume hidden out of sight. They giggled again.

“You would look really cute in it.” Piper said.

Lauren and Marion both nodded. I could tell from their eyes, the tone of Piper’s voice, that they were sincere, but… there was something else there too, a note of teasing, playful, almost taunting.

The way they were looking at me, talking to me, made me feel small and exposed. I was suddenly aware I was outnumbered. The three of them were regulars at the gym. They were fit, strong, and though I had been going to the gym more I was still pretty small. If they wanted to they could overpower me.

That thought sent a chill of fear through me, but also… a spark of excitement, almost arousal.

“You’d look amazing in it.” Marion said. “But… I’m not sure you’d be brave enough to wear it. I mean… it’s pretty daring. I’m not sure you’d be bold enough to put it on.”

I felt my cheeks blush. She was probably right, but I didn’t want to admit it. I didn’t want her to see me as a coward. I wanted to impress her.

“We should probably pick you something else, something not quite so… fun. I’d love to see you in it and I’d be so impressed if you wore it, but… I’m not going to put any pressure on you.” Marion said.

The tone of her voice was teasing, almost barbed. I felt myself struggling, squirming.

I knew the costume must be pretty daring given what she was saying—maybe a skimpy barbarian costume, or something silly like a sexy army soldier—but it was also clear that she was interested in seeing me in it. Wearing it would impress her.

I knew I wasn’t that brave, wasn’t that bold, that daring, but I wanted to be. I was never going to be tall and muscular like Derrick, the man Lisa had left me for, but maybe I could compensate for my lack in some areas by being more interesting, bolder and braver. Maybe wearing the costume was just the kind of thing I needed to do to impress Marion and Lauren and Piper.

I’d not even seen it, and already I felt like declining it, but… wasn’t that just the sort of thing people expected of me? If I wanted to be a new and improved me—and wasn’t that why I’d joined the gym in the first place—then shouldn’t I just do it, shouldn’t I just be brave, prove Marion she was wrong?

The thought of impressing the girls with my daring thrilled me. The thought of looking cute for them buoyed me up. I smiled, nodded.

“Show it to me.” I said. “I’ll wear it.”

I could feel the thrill of making such an out-of-character decision. The girls looked at each other, giggled, smiling.

“You sure?” Marion asked. “We can find you something a little more… pedestrian if you want?”

I could tell from her tone she was testing me, teasing me. I shook my head. I wasn’t going to give in now. I wanted to impress her. I wanted to impress all of them. I wanted to look cute and hot for once.

I hadn’t known it was going to be a costume party, but now I was here I’d made my mind up. I was going to be a little wild, do something daring.

“I’m certain.” I said. “I’ll wear it.”

Marion and Lauren and Piper all beamed at me. Knowing I’d made them smile reassured me I’d made the right decision.

“Well, if you insist.” Lauren said.

“I can’t wait to see how you look.” Piper said.

“You’re going to look adorable.” Marion said.

Something in their voices made me wonder if maybe, just maybe, I’d made a mistake.

And then they showed me the costume, and I knew I had.


Three

“I can’t… that’s… I can’t.”

“Oh stop fretting.” Marion said. “You said you wanted to, and you really will look amazing in it. You got us all excited by saying you’d wear it so it’d be mean of you to back out now.”

The three girls were standing around me as I sat on the edge of Lauren’s bed, Piper holding my costume, while they looked down on me. I felt alert, nervous, but also… excited.

“Plus, you really don’t need to worry about it. It’s just a costume for a costume party. No one will think anything of it. People wear more outrageous things than this all the time to our parties. Hell, you should have seen what Piper wore to our last party.” Lauren said.

“I came as a sexy demon nun” Piper said. “I painted my skin and everything. I looked hot.”

I felt my body react to just the thought.

“And it’ll be fun. It’s just a costume for a party, you’ll look cute, and you’ll be able to stay and enjoy the evening with us.” Marion said. “I figured when you said yes to our invite that you wanted to spend time with us, that you thought we were cute and hot, but… maybe I was wrong?”

The way she said it made my head spin. She looked almost hurt, pouting.

“If you really want to leave you can. None of us are going to force you to wear it, and we’re not going to make you stay and have fun with us, but… we all want you to stay and have fun. Don’t you want to have fun with us?”

The way Marion said it, the way she twisted her words, like a knife in my gut, it was clear she was aware of the influence she had over me, but at the same time, I felt almost powerless to resist her. I did want to impress her. I wanted to have fun. I wanted to have fun with them, with her.

So… I nodded.

“I do.” I said. “I want to stay, and have fun.”

I wasn’t sure what I was letting myself in for. The three girls all grinned at me.

“Perfect.” Marion said.

“We can help you get ready.” Lauren said.

“But first… you need to get undressed.” Piper said. “Then we can help you shave.”

I blinked, frozen.

“Shaved?” I asked.

They all nodded.

“Of course.” Marion said. “I mean… if you want to wear the costume, you want to look the part right? Otherwise people will just laugh at you. And you don’t want people to laugh at you, do you?”

I felt cold, a pit of dread in my stomach. I looked at the costume Piper was holding—my heart sank again at the sight of it, a short pleated skirt, a white blouse, a black necktie, and long white socks—and I wondered exactly what they meant by looking the part.

I shivered. The costume was that of the classic naughty, sexy schoolgirl. Looking the part could mean so many things. The idea of seeing someone like Lauren in that costume excited me, but it wasn’t Lauren who would be wearing it. It would be me. I was going to be the naughty, sexy schoolgirl, and they wanted me to look the part.

I felt a swell of nervous embarrassment, fear, but I knew it was too late to back out now. I was committed. I wanted to impress them, and that meant going along with whatever they had planned.

“No.” I said.

I didn’t want people to laugh at me. Wearing the schoolgirl outfit was one thing, but having people laugh at me while wearing it was another. If I was going to go ahead and wear it—and I was committed now, since I wanted to stay and enjoy the party, and impress the girls—then I wanted to at least look good in it.

“I… I’d rather people didn’t laugh at me, and I’d like to look the part, if you really do mean it, about it being fun, and you thinking I’ll look cute.” I said.

The girls all beamed.

“Trust us.” Piper said. “You’re going to look super cute.”

I smiled, not sure I trusted them, but aware I had little choice, not if I wanted to stay and enjoy the party and spend more time with them.

“Now, are you going to get undressed, or do we have to undress you?” Lauren asked. “But don’t worry, you can leave your underwear on… for now.”

The three were grinning, and from the way they grinned, I was certain they meant their threat about undressing me, and I was equally certain I wasn’t ready for that.

“I’ll get undressed.” I said.

And as they waited, I began to do just that.
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The first and most important thing, according to Piper, was making sure I was smooth.

“You’ll be in a short skirt, with only knee-high socks on, so a lot of leg will be on display, and though you’re not that hairy, you’re still too hairy for a cute schoolgirl.”

I nodded, blushing. What she said made sense. I figured it was just a costume party, that people wouldn’t care, that they’d just figure I was wearing the costume as a bit of a joke, but the girls wouldn’t hear of it.

“No joke costumes.” Marion said. “If you dress up at our parties, you commit to it, and in this instance that means you need to shave. Understand?”

Marion’s voice was suddenly quite stern, almost authoritative. I sent a chill down my spine, but also… it was kind of hot.

I just nodded though, not willing to let on I found her bossing me around exciting. And with that, the girls set about making me smooth.

It was not as difficult as I had foreseen. For my legs and my body, they were able to use an electric razor set that belonged to Piper to get me utterly smooth, an expensive-looking shaver that trimmed my body hair short before shaving off the last traces of stubble so that I was left flawless.

It was remarkably quick and efficient, and all I had to do was stay still while they worked, shaving every inch of my body that was not covered by my underwear. They shaved my feet, my calves, my knees and thighs, working their way up slowly. After that, they shaved over my belly, my chest, under my arms, and even over my arms.

I was, in the end, left utterly smooth, and I couldn’t help but blush as I looked down at myself. I looked so… different.

I’d always known I was small and slim and slight, but I’d never been able to admit to myself how feminine my body was. I’d always had that last defence, that one visible sign of maleness, no matter how slight. I’d always had my body hair.

It might have been fine and light and thin, but it was there. And now it was gone. I was smooth. I was smooth and soft and…

“So much prettier.” Piper said.

With that she ran her hand up my leg, caressing my skin. The touch caused me to gasp, a shiver running up my spine. I was so sensitive.

“But we’re not done yet.” Piper said.

I blinked, looked down at her. She still had the electric razor in hand, and she was grinning.

“You have two choices.” She said. “Either I take your pants off and I finish shaving you, or you can do it yourself in the bathroom, but in that instance, you need to promise that you’ll do a good job, and that means shaving everywhere. Understand?”

“And we mean everywhere.” Marion added.

I paled, my mind spinning. They wanted me to…

“But the skirt will cover me and no one is going to see. Do I really…”

“Yes.” Marion said. “You need to. If you want to come to our costume party, you need to be dressed up properly. Those are our rules. Now, are you in, or are you out?”

They smiled at me. I’d already had most of my body shaved, had already committed myself to wanting to impress them and enjoy the party so why not go all the way?

And really, what were the chances of anyone seeing me down there anyway? I could shave, and no one would ever know except me and the three women I wanted to impress.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh, resigned, and just a little excited.

“Fine. Give me the razor then. I’ll do it.”

They all beamed.

“Not this razor though.” Piper said. “You’ll likely cut yourself if you use this one. You’ll need this.”

With that, she handed me a small wash bag with shaving gel and a razor. I felt a fluttering in my belly and a twitch in my cock.

“And you’ll need these too.” Marion said. “To wear once you’re out of the shower.”

I turned to face her and when I saw what she was holding in her hands I felt my face, my throat, and my chest blush.

“I… do I really…”

“Yes.” Marion said, cutting me off. “You really do need to wear them.”

She was smiling, but the way she said it made it clear she was unwilling to argue the point or relent. It was do as she said, or leave, and I’d already come this far, committed to the schoolgirl outfit, shaving my body, so really… was a pair of panties under my skirt really such a big deal?
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I took myself off to the bathroom as the as the girls had told me. I stripped out of my underwear and set about shaving the rest of my body.

With the shaving gel, I lathered up my cock and scrotum, then lathered up my butt and my butt crack. Once slick and foamy, I put the razor to skin and began stripping the last of my body hair away.

I was careful, not wanting to cut myself, and it was fiddly and awkward—the whole process requiring not an insubstantial amount of dexterity and flexibility—but in the end, it was done. I was completely smooth. I was shaved everywhere.

With all my body hair gone, I looked down at myself, checking myself over. I looked…

I giggled and blushed. With my cock and balls shaved, my butt shaved, even my butt crack, I looked undeniably cute.

All the exercise I’d been doing recently had paid off, but not in quite the way I’d been expecting. The yoga, the running, the squats, the time on the step machine, had helped me get fitter, build confidence, and had given me muscle, but it was not quite the body I’d imagined myself as having.

I’d focussed on exercises that I was good at, and that were fun, in the process I’d neglected my upper body completely. My shoulders and chest were narrow and thin, just as they had always been, but my lower body was… curvy.

I had a butt now. A round, peachy, juicy ass. My waist was trim from all the core workouts, giving me hips, and my legs were thick, thighs almost plump. With the hair gone the transformation was stark. My figure was almost… girly.

In the schoolgirl outfit, I was going to look ridiculous. I was going to look… hot.

The thought made me flush with shame and embarrassment and excitement. Had the girls realised this? Were they doing this to taunt me about my girly, feminine body, or…

Did they really think I’d look cute? Did they really think I’d look hot?

I wasn’t sure what was worse.

And as I stood in the bathroom, naked, shaved, smooth, I looked at the panties, and then to my boy-underwear. I had a choice. I could put my underwear back on and make my excuses and leave, or I could be brave, bold, daring, and see where all this went.

I wasn’t sure what I should do, but I knew what I wanted to do. And that was what scared me most.
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“Oh my god, you look amazing!” Lauren said.

I blushed pink as I stepped out of the bathroom, wearing only the white, snug, girly panties. The way they fit me made me feel both self-conscious, but also happy.

They were small, and soft, so much more sensual than my usual underwear, and they fit me well, snug around my cock despite being so small, and they were cut to come high around the waist and hips, exposing a lot of thigh and hip and ass.

They were undeniably feminine, girly, sexy, and… I liked them. My head was spinning, and I wasn’t sure what the feelings I was experiencing meant.

“I knew they’d suit you. I can’t wait to see what you’ll look like all dressed up.” Piper said.

“We need to do hair and make-up first though.” Marion said.

I blinked, stunned. They’d mentioned the costume, and shaving, even the panties, but make-up and hair? They’d said nothing about…

“Isn’t that going a little too far? I mean…”

“You do it right or not at all Joe.” Marion said. “So it’s your choice, stay and let us help you get ready so you can enjoy the party, or leave?”

She spoke brusquely. She was clearly going to brook no disagreement. It was do as she said or leave. And I didn’t want to leave.

It was like she was staging the whole thing as a series of small battles she knew she could win easily, rather than one big battle that might make me resist. But… something about that thought thrilled me. Had Marion and Piper and Lauren planned all this? Had they…

“Well?” Marion said.

The tone of her voice snapped me back to the room, to what was happening, to the decision. Make-up and hair, or leave. I chuckled, giggled.

“I’ll stay.” I said.

It really did feel quite nice to just give in. My cock tingled, a subtle throb.

“Good. Now, come sit down. We need to hurry if we’re going to have you ready for the start of the party.” Marion said.

I nodded, did as she said, and as I sat down the three girls began to bustle around me.
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They were quick and efficient and skilled, and it did not take them long to get me ready. They started first with my face, applying shadow and highlight, then eyeshadow, mascara, before finally adding eyeliner—this only after adding two sets of fake lashes. They painted my lips and added blush to my cheeks. Once that was done the girls stuck a set of fake nails onto my fingers, a set of almost talon like nails deep pink in colour.

With my make-up and nails finished they moved on to hair. This was easier than I had expected. I kept my hair relatively short and tidy normally, but it had grown out in the months since my break-up as I’d not been motivated to get it cut.

Yet, even as long as it was, I knew there was little the three women could do with it. They were, however, more ingenious and prepared than I had thought.

It took them only moments to fit me with a wig that was startling lifelike, long platinum blonde hair styled into loose waves, falling down to my shoulders. Just the feel of it, tickling over skin, sent a shiver down my spine. With a series of clips, they fit it into place, attaching it to my natural hair at the roots so it felt both very stable, but also oddly real, as though it were my own hair.

“Now, last touch, then we can get you dressed.” Marion said.

With that, Lauren and Piper shifted to either side of me. Without speaking they lifted my hair away from my shoulders and my face and I felt a soft pinch on each ear lobe.

“These are only clip-ons, since this is just a costume party, but they’ll help you look the part of slutty schoolgirl.” Marion said.

I blushed, realising they had fitted me with earrings.

“But to finish that transformation we need to get you dressed, don’t we?”

She stared at me, waiting for me to answer. I smiled, blushing, and nodded.
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Dressing was, as it turned out, perhaps the easiest step of all to getting ready. The only catch was the bra.

“You’ll need this to fill out the blouse, otherwise you’ll just look silly, since it was meant to fit Lauren, and she’s got much bigger tits than you.” Marion said

“We can help though. I have the perfect thing from a costume I wore a few years ago.” Piper said.

With that she left, returning after only a short moment with what looked like a pair of chicken fillets, flesh colour, oddly shaped, but surprisingly large. It must have been a massive chicken to make those.

“You can borrow one of Lauren’s bras and slip these inside to fill it out so you look the part of a proper slutty school girl.”

And then it clicked what they were. Fake tits. They wanted me to wear one of Lauren’s bras and pad it out with soft, jiggly, silicon pads. They wanted me to have tits.

I could feel the heat in my cheeks, chest, the tightness in my belly. I knew I should refuse, but… I didn’t. Instead, I submitted. I agreed.

I let the three women fit me with a bra and the fake breasts, and I let them dress me up like a naughty, sexy, slutty schoolgirl.

With the bra on and the padding added my whole body felt different, the extra weight on my chest making me stand in an altered way to keep my balance, shoulders back, back straight, but that only made my tits look bigger.

I slipped the skirt on, then the blouse, the necktie, and finally the knee-high socks, before at last putting on the shoes, a pair of glossy black high heels. With the heels on my posture became suddenly even more exaggerated, and I could feel my ass sticking out behind me, my tits sticking out in front. I felt so… sexy.

I couldn’t stop blushing, head spinning. My whole body was hot, tingling. And the party hadn’t even begun.

“Now, do you want to see?” Lauren asked.

“You should see how cute you are.” Piper added. “I mean, I knew you’d look cute, but this is just amazing.”

“You look beautiful.” Marion said.

Their words sank deep into my brain. My blush deepened, and I felt my cock throb in my panties. I was all dressed up, ready for the party, but first…

“Let me see.” I said.

And with that, the girls led me to face the mirror.


Four

The impossibility of it all hit me like a truck. In the mirror, I didn’t see me surrounded by the three cheerleaders. I saw…

Four girls. Four pretty girls. Four hot girls.

While I’d been shaving myself Lauren, Piper, and Marion had all finished getting dressed, putting on their costumes, make-up, heels, and doing their hair, so they’d been all done when I’d emerged, dressed up and ready to help me get ready, so what I saw was four sexy young women in costume. The sight of it made my head spin and my cock throb.

There was Lauren, the sexy blonde with her hourglass figure, dressed up like a fetish nurse from a porno movie, high heels, fishnets, her white and red dress so tight it made her figure look even more brazen, low cut to show off her cleavage, short enough that any move flashed her panties.

There was Piper, dressed as the very epitome of sexy bunny-girl, again in high heels, fishnets, but instead of a white dress she was in a tight-fitted black one-piece, like a leotard or a swimming costume, high cut around the butt and legs and hips to show off her ass and thighs, low cut around the chest to flash her cleavage, with the added detail of a cute white bunny tail just at the small of her back that wiggled when she moved, and the pair of cute bunny ears on the top of her head.

And there was Marion, standing taller than the other three girls, her figure slimmer, though no less sensual, dressed in heeled boots, and of course fishnets, in black hot pants and a button-up vest—made of the same stretchy black material as the hotpants, a collar folded around her neck, short sleeves, the buttons undone to flash her cleavage, the added details making it clear what she was dressed as—the badge on her chest, the aviator sunglasses, and the cap. A sexy, domineering, intimidating fetish cop. She looked amazing.

Yet it wasn’t Marion I was focussed on. Even as hot as she looked. And it wasn’t Lauren or Piper either.

It was the fourth girl. The cute, innocent, sexy schoolgirl.

She looked… stunning. She was beautiful, sexy, hot, with long blonde hair, pretty, the only one not in fishnets—instead in cute knee-high socks that only added to the air of innocence—with her heels on, her plaid skirt, and her blouse. Her figure was not as curvy as Lauren’s or Piper’s, but it was curvier than Marion’s. She was slim, short, with a dazzling face, big bright eyes, pouty lips, cute features. The only problem was…

She was me. I was that girl. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

I shifted slightly, and the girl in the mirror matched me perfectly. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting.

I turned slightly, posed, smiled, blushing. She was so hot. I was so hot.

I’d never considered myself attractive before, had always been acutely aware of what I lacked as a man, but now, for the first time in my life, I was actually hot. I was sexy. I felt cute.

Only… it was as a girl.

My head was spinning, my heart beating hard, and I could feel my cock throbbing in my panties. I felt more alive than I ever had before.

“Cute, right?” Lauren said.

“More than cute. Hot.” Piper said.

I nodded, agreeing.

“We told you that you’d look good.” Marion said.

And as she spoke she teased me, running a hand down my back, fingertips caressing, letting it slide all the way down to my ass, gripping, squeezing, groping. Her grip was so hard it made me gasp, blush. My cock throbbed harder, aching.

“But there’s a couple of problems…” Marion said.

I turned from my reflection, the cute schoolgirl, to face her. I looked up into her eyes, seeing only the ghost of them through her sunglasses. Dressed as she was, the fetish police officer, with me dressed as I was, the cute, innocent schoolgirl, she was even more intimidating than usual, and that was doing things to me that I had not expected.

“I… what did I do?”

She smiled. The three girls giggled.

“Nothing you did.” Marion said.

“Just a few finishing details.” Piper said.

“To make you complete. For the party.” Lauren added.

I blinked.

“First is your name. Joe is no name for a pretty schoolgirl like you.” Marion said. “No, I think something like… Jenny would be perfect.”

My head spun. My body throbbed. Jenny.

I smiled. I nodded.

“I… Jenny. Yeah. I can be Jenny for the night.” I said.

And I giggled. I actually giggled.

“But… what about the second problem?” I asked.

The girls giggled.

“Well, that’s a little more complicated to fix, but fortunately for you, we have a solution.” Marion said.

And with that, Marion shifted. She moved, taking her hand off my ass and slipping it under my skirt. She reached around and grabbed my cock. My hard cock, stroking it gently.

The contact made me gasp, working my hips on instinct. It had been months since anyone other than me had touched my cock. Her hand felt amazing even through my panties.

“A pretty girl like you can’t go around with her cock hard now, can she?” Marion said.

I shook my head.

“I… no… I suppose not.” I said.

Her hand, stroking, had stripped all sense from me. It felt amazing, her grip caressing up and down my throbbing prick.

“Exactly. But we can fix it for you. Now, why don’t you lift your skirt up and drop your panties, and we’ll show you how…”

I blushed, head spinning. I didn’t hesitate to obey.
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I dropped my panties first, then lifted my skirt up. My hands were shaking, and I was filled with a sense of shame and humiliation at being told to expose myself in front of three cheerleaders, but at the same time, those feelings only added to my excitement and my arousal.

And, worse, the fact that I was now a cute schoolgirl, was only making me more turned-on. I was a hot girl being made to expose myself to three hot girls for their amusement, so they could fix the problem of my hard cock.

I stared into the mirror, watching what was going on, staring at the sexy schoolgirl as the sexy nurse, bunny-girl, and police officer descended on her. She was standing, nervous, panties around her ankles, skirt lifted, exposing her cock, and the three other girls surrounded her.

I shivered, delight and fear and lust.

“So cute!” Piper said.

“Even her cock is pretty.” Lauren said.

Marion chuckled.

“I think it can look even prettier though. But first…”

Marion moved first. She reached out to grip my cock and began to stroke.

I moaned, giddy, and began to work my hips. I watched my reflection, the sexy schoolgirl being molested by the fetish cop. It was so hot I could feel my brain melting.

And then Lauren and Piper moved to join in. I never stood a chance.

Lauren came to stand beside me and began teasing her fingers along my chest and neck, teasing fingertips over my lips. I kissed on them gently and she pressed them into my mouth, teasing my tongue as her other hand teased my tits.

Piper moved to stand behind me. Her hands went to my ass, gripping me, groping me, squeezing. Her grip was hard, making me moan loudly even as I sucked on Lauren’s fingers. And then Piper's hands crept into my crack, her fingertips teased at my ass, my entrance, my virgin hole. The touch was electric.

“Fuck…”

I moaned loudly, unable to control myself as Piper pressed the tip of one finger barely into my ass. Lauren responded by pressing two fingers into my mouth, forcing me to suck on them, silencing me.

Marion, spurred on by my response, began to stroke my cock faster, harder. I whimpered, hips working. It felt amazing.

It was all I could do to stay on my feet. My head was spinning, heart racing. I stared at the cute schoolgirl in the mirror, watching as she was assaulted by the three other girls.

Lauren was fucking my mouth with her fingers, pressing them deep, almost choking me, while Piper was teasing my hole, pressing her finger just barely into my ass, a crashing wash of sensations that I’d never felt before, pleasure and yearning.

But it was Marion who had my full attention. Marion, in front of me, stroked my cock, teasing her hand up and down my smooth, hard, throbbing prick.

It had been months since anyone had touched me, since I’d been with another person sexually, intimately, and that had been Lisa. Lisa, my ex, the only girl I’d ever been with, and now…

Now three girls were molesting me, teasing me, playing with me. Three girls were teasing me while I was dressed up like a sexy, cute, innocent schoolgirl. It was more than my brain could take.

The hands, the fingers, the sexy bodies, the costumes, three girls touching me at once, teasing me, the sensation of feeling wanted, sexy, being attractive, being a cute girl, being a hot school girl exposing herself to three domineering cheerleaders so they could abuse and molest her, was too much.

My cock throbbed, swelling, so hard it hurt. I could feel my blood pulsing, Marion stroking, Lauren pressing her fingers into my mouth, Piper teasing my virgin hole. I’d never felt anything like it before, had never felt anything so amazing before.

Piper pressed her finger deeper into my ass, Lauren teased her fingers over my tongue and lips, and Marion stroked my cock. I was close. I was going to cum. I was…

My cock swelled. My balls tightened.

And then Marion’s hand was gone. With a gesture, she communicated to the other two girls. Lauren slipped her fingers out of my mouth, and Piper slipped her fingers out of my ass. I was left bereft of sensation but…

It was too late. I was too close.

I came anyway. I came, hard, cumming despite no one touching me.

I stared at my reflection, the pretty schoolgirl holding her skirt up, panties around her ankles, her cock cumming, throbbing, hips thrusting into the air. I blushed.

I was cumming, but the whole thing was ruined.

There was no relief. I was even hornier than ever. Yet I could feel my cock getting softer.

“There. Much better.” Marion said.

I was too flustered to speak.

“But we’ll need to make sure you don’t get hard again. At the party. You need to stay pretty.” Piper said.

“But lucky for you we have just the solution.” Lauren said.

The girls smiled at me, and I shivered at the tone of their voices.

“Keep your skirt lifted Jenny, and we’ll fix everything.”


Five

The party was just beginning as the four of us made our way down. People were arriving, girls in sexy costumes, boys dressed up in silly outfits, and they were beginning to chat and get settled in. My head was still spinning, and I was feeling very self-conscious as I descended the stairs, but Lauren, Piper, and Marion were surrounding me, protecting me.

Still, as we made our way into the fray I couldn’t help but notice people noticing us. Men and women looked up as we descended the stairs and the way they looked at us made me shiver.

Lauren, Piper, and Marion must have been used to that kind of attention, the stares, the looks of lust, desire, and envy, the looks of hunger and want, since they were hot cheerleaders, three of the hottest girls on the campus, but I’d never been looked at like that before.

For me, this was all new. And it felt almost overwhelming.

Yet… I wanted it, and more.

I’d been Joe my whole life, a boy, a dreary, ordinary, unexceptional boy. I’d been boring, overlooked, ignored. I knew I was never going to be much of a man, and I’d come to accept that, yet I’d had Lisa, my sweetheart, and she loved me and that was enough.

Only she’d left me in the end. She’d left me for a real man. She’d left me for someone big and strong and rugged, and I was never going to be those things. Women were never going to lust after me like they lusted after men like Derrick.

But as Jenny things were different. I was slim, small, and I had curves—my hips and thighs and ass looked amazing after all the recent exercise, and with the fake tits padding out my bra I had breasts, big, full, perky, jiggly tits. I was a pretty girl, a hot, sexy, cute, beautiful girl. And I was dressed just as provocatively as Piper or Lauren or Marion.

I was a cute, sexy, innocent, playful schoolgirl. I was hot. And the way people looked at me stirred feelings and emotions and thoughts in me that were hot and bright and addictive.

“I think people like the new girl.” Lauren said, giggling.

I blushed.

“The way they’re looking at you, I’d say you’re going to have a very fun night. Our parties can get a little wild, so just relax and try to have fun.” Piper said.

I squirmed. What did she mean by wild?

“But don’t worry. We’ll be around if you need us.” Marion said.

I couldn’t think straight. It was all so new and thrilling and exciting that I could feel my heart skipping, short shallow breaths.

And I could feel my cock throbbing.

I knew that I’d have been hard again, despite having cum only recently, if it was possible. But it wasn’t. The three girls had seen to that.

Thanks to the cage they’d fitted me with I was never going to get hard again, or at least until they unlocked me. If they unlocked me—something about that thought sent a shiver along my spine, my cock throbbing harder.

There was a dull ache to it, a soothing pain as my cock tried to harden but couldn’t. The frustration of it felt feminine, cute, hot. I was Jenny for the night, a cute girl, dressed up sexy, locked away. And I might as well enjoy the experience, the chance to be wanted for once.

Yet… it terrified me too.

“Just go have fun. We’re here if you need us.” Marion said.

And with that she reached out to grope my ass, once, hard, making me blush. As we reached the bottom of the stairs the three girls greeted friends, separating and going off in their own directions, saying hi to boys and girls they knew.

Yet I knew no one. Everyone around me was new. And I was new to everyone around me. I was the new girl. The new hot girl. And suddenly I had a very real appreciation of what that meant.
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Within minutes of being left alone, people were on me. Boys and girls were making a deliberate effort to seek me out, talk to me, chat to me, joke with me. As nervous as I was, I was shy to begin with, saying little, speaking softly, blushing quickly, but that only seemed to make people more eager to reassure me.

Women came over to compliment me, make friends with me, telling me they loved my costume, my make-up, my hair, telling me how cute they thought I was. They chatted to me about my course, asking me if they’d seen me before, how I knew the hosts—Lauren, Piper, and Marion.

It felt strange to feel so wanted. Women had never come up to talk to me first before.

But even more wild were the men.

Men flocked to me.

Over and over and over again men pursued me, coming over to chat to me, asking me my name, telling me how cute I looked, how sexy, they joked, flirted, paid me attention. My head spun. I’d never felt so wanted, so attractive.

Men wanted me.

It was clear from the way they looked at me, the way they spoke to me. They were starving wolves, and I was a wounded deer. They were hunting me.

And yet, even as nervous and as anxious as I was I was still… enjoying it. For the first time in my life, I knew what it was like to be thought of as special, as attractive, to be lusted after, and I was enjoying it.

The fact that I was being lusted after as a girl, as Jenny, was a struggle. I was Joe, a boy. I knew that.

But in that moment I was Jenny, a cute girl dressed up in a schoolgirl outfit, dressed sexy for a fancy dress party. Dressed sexy to get attention, to draw in men and women. And as much fun as it was I knew it was wrong, that I shouldn’t be enjoying it. So… I resisted.

As people approached me I remained polite, friendly, but quiet. I was too nervous and shy to let loose, too aware that beneath my skirt was a caged secret. On the surface I might look like a pretty girl, a hot girl, but beneath the surface, I was still Joe, wasn’t I?

And that fact was what held me back. It was that fact that kept me timid and shy and uncertain.

As girls approached me to chat, to flirt, asking me to dance or join their friends to get to know me, I made excuses. As boys came up to me, trying to beguile and seduce me, I did my best to evade them.

Part of me wanted it, wanted more of it, was having fun and wanted to know more of what it was like to be Jenny, to be cute, hot, to be wanted, to be lusted after, but another part, a stronger, more insistent part, was telling me that what I was doing was wrong.

I was Joe, not Jenny. I was a boy, not a girl. I needed to remember that. And so I never really managed to enjoy myself.

And that fact did not go unnoticed.
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“What are you doing?” Marion asked.

I looked up at her, the sexy cop, and blushed, squirming. The way she spoke to me was so commanding and forceful, and I felt so small and timid, hot, blushing. My caged cock throbbed, trying and failing to harden.

“I… I’m not sure. I was just standing and minding my own business. I didn’t think I’d done anything.”

“Exactly!” Lauren said. “You’ve not done anything.”

“Don’t think we haven’t noticed.” Piper added. “We told you to go have fun, and we’ve been watching you, but despite so many people coming over to chat to you, wanting to get to know you better, you’ve refused to join in. What kind of party is it if you refuse to have fun?”

“We invited you here to have fun, because you seemed sweet and cute. Don’t you want to have fun?” Lauren said.

I blinked, looking between the girls. My head was spinning.

“If you want to leave you can. If you’re not having fun.” Marion said. “After all, no one is forcing you to stay.”

She was grinning. I was frozen, almost terrified, yet there was a warm joyful thrill running through me too.

“But of course, if you did leave, there’ll be consequences. After all the effort we made helping you get ready, if you left before having fun we’d be very upset.” Lauren said.

“So upset we’d probably forget where the key to your cage is.” Piper said.

I blushed. I understood what they were saying. I could leave if I wanted, leave now, and go home, but if I did they were going to leave me caged, my cock locked away. Why did that excite me?

“Of course, if you did want to stay and enjoy the party we might remember, eventually.” Marion said. “You do want to enjoy the party, don’t you? You do want to show us how grateful you are, right?”

I looked up at her, nodded.

“I do. I just… I’m just nervous and I’m feeling shy and unsure and I… I’m trying my best.” I said.

I was trying. It was just hard. It was like there was a block, a barrier, a fence blocking me from embracing the moment. It was like Joe was standing in the way of me fully being Jenny for the party.

“Well, in that case, I think we might have the solution.” Lauren said.

I looked at her, hopeful. I really did want to enjoy myself, to embrace the moment. The three cheerleaders had put so much effort into getting me ready that I wanted to make the most of it, show them I was grateful.

“Please.” I said.

The girls all smiled.

“How about a party game?” Marion said.

I smiled, blushing. It sounded a little childish, but… it was worth a shot.

“I… yeah. Sure.” I said.

And the three girls all smiled. Something about the twinkle in their eyes told me I might have agreed to more than I’d thought.





Six

The rules were simple enough, yet also terrifying. I had never considered the party game might be quite so… brazen.

“Remember, you’re free to back out if you want, free to go home, but if you do then you’ll be staying caged until we decide you’ve served enough time locked up to earn our forgiveness for spoiling our fun.” Marion said.

I nodded. I remembered and understood.

The deal was simple, play the game, enjoy the party, or leave. If I left, I was to stay caged for who knew how long.

But if I played the game then there was a chance at freedom.

If I played the game and won the girls would free me, and they’d let me fuck them. If I played the game and won I’d get to fuck all three of them, either at the same time, or one after the other.

That was enough to convince me to agree. The idea that I could sleep with just one of them would have been enough to get me to agree, let alone all three of them, so it was almost an easy decision.

Almost an easy decision. But not quite easy, because the consequences if I lost were… interesting.

“If you lose, then the cage will stay on for two weeks, and we’ll own you. You’ll need to do everything we say, otherwise we’ll add more time to your two weeks and you’ll stay locked for longer. If you lose you’ll become our pet. Understood?” Marion said.

I paled at that, blushing, head spinning, hot and flustered. My cock was throbbing, trying to get hard, but locked away, useless.

I nodded.

“I understand.” I said.

The girls smiled at me.

“So, what is your decision?” Marion asked.

I was silent for only a moment.

“Can I know what the game is?” I asked.

I knew the rules, but not what the game was. I didn’t have any idea what it was I’d need to do to win. Even still, I was tempted to agree.

Not only was the prize for winning so tempting it made me giddy, the thought of fucking all three cheerleaders—I couldn’t decide if I’d rather have all three of them at once, or each of them one after the other—but the consequences for losing were also oddly… alluring. The thought of being their pet, being forced to obey, for two weeks, stirred something in me.

What would they have me do? What would they do to me?

“No.” Lauren said.

“The only way to know what the game is, is to play. Are you willing to play Jenny?” Piper said.

From the way they spoke, the way they were grinning at me, there was clearly some twist I didn’t know. And from the rules they’d given me, the prize for winning, the consequence for losing, I figured the game was far more adult than the term party game suggested, but at the same time… I really did want to play.

Not only did I want the prize, but the consequence also excited me. The three girls were hot, dazzlingly so, and they had me mesmerized.

“Are you willing to play?” Marion asked.

I took a deep breath, and made my decision. I nodded.

“I’m willing to play.” I said.

their smiles widened.

“Then come with us.” Marion said.

And with that, the three girls led me to the basement.
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The basement, or the games room as the girls called it, was, apparently, the secret to why their parties were quite so successful. At first, I had no idea why.

It looked like a normal basement room, a little cleaner and tidier than some, but nothing special. There were a few seats arranged around a low, large table, but there were no games.

“In here. This is where you’ll be playing.” Marion said

She showed me to a small cupboard in the corner of the basement, opening the door to reveal a cramped space with a stool in and a light above. There was nothing else.

“In you go.” Lauren said.

I looked confused. I turned to face them.

“What do I do? How do I win?” I asked.

They all smiled.

“Simple. This is a race. You sit on that stool and you race against the clock. To win you need to beat the current party record of twelve, which is held by Marion by the way.” Piper said.

At that Marion smiled, looking smug and pleased with herself.

“I’m very talented.” She said.

Lauren and Piper both nodded.

“You have ten minutes.” Piper said. “Starting from when you begin”

“But…”

“No more questions. In!” Lauren said.

It was clear I was not going to get any more information. If I was going to play, if I was going to try for the prize, then I needed to do as they said.

I submitted, entering the cupboard, sitting down.

“See you in a little while. And remember, have fun!” Marion said, winking at me.

And then the door closed.
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I sat in the small space for a while, on my own, wondering what was going on. The cupboard was empty except for the light above me, a single dull bulb, and the stool. The walls were plain, undecorated.

The only feature was holes in the walls. In front of me was the door, the door the girls had locked after I’d sat down, and behind me was a wall, but on either side, the walls were covered with holes.

Each was three or four inches across, several on each wall, set at various heights. Around them was foam padding, softening the edges, but… they didn’t lead anywhere.

Though there were holes cut into the walls from the inside, there was something on the outside of each hole that blocked them off. I sat in quiet, puzzling at that, and I wondered how long it was going to be before I began.

Or had I already begun? Had the timer started and I not known?

I panicked slightly at that, then I heard movement outside.

“Everyone take their place. Jenny is inside getting ready. Try to keep an even number on each side, and move out of the way as soon as your turn is over please so she has the best chance of winning. We don’t want any accusations of this being an unfair game.”

The voice was Piper’s

“And remember, she’s still a little new to this, and shy, so be gentle with her.”

Lauren's voice.

“But not too gentle.” Marion said. “I still remember my first go and though it was rough at the time when I think back I’d happily have had people be a little rougher with me.”

There was laughter. There were footsteps. My heart was racing. I couldn’t think what the game might be.

And then whatever was blocking the holes from the outside of the cupboard was pulled aside. Light came in through the holes, briefly, before it was blocked out by something new.

And then I went pale. I knew exactly what the game was.
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I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t play. I had to quit.

There was no way…

But my head spun and my body throbbed.

From the other side of the cupboard, cocks emerged through the holes. Six in total, some small and mostly soft, others hard, throbbing, long and thick. There were various skin tones, various shapes, various sizes, but one thing was constant.

They were all there demanding my attention.

Cocks demanding my attention. I remembered what the girls had said. I had to beat the record of twelve in ten minutes. The record held by Marion. It all made sense.

I was a sexy schoolgirl, locked in a glory hole cupboard, and I had to make thirteen cocks cum in ten minutes. That was how I won the game.

Only I couldn’t, could I? I couldn’t do that, could I?

I’d never touched another cock except my own. I’d never been with anyone except Lisa.

But still, I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Six cocks, all begging for my attention, all lusting after me, after Jenny, the sexy woman dressed like a slutty, innocent schoolgirl.

Maybe…

Maybe I could? I thought of the prize if I won. I ached for it, a chance to be with the three cheerleaders. And really, it wasn’t like it was me doing it.

I was in costume. I was dressed as Jenny.

It wouldn’t be Joe doing it. It would be Jenny. And if I won…

“Ten minutes from when you touch your first cock, Jenny.” Marion said. “The timer starts when you do.”

I could smell them. I watched them throbbing, begging for my hands.

I could just use my hands. I didn’t need to do anything more. I could just touch them.

That would be enough, right?

And I had the advantage that I had a cock. I knew what felt nice. I knew what felt good. Maybe I could do this. Maybe I could win.

I giggled, blushing, and took a deep breath, giddy with lust and desire, hot with shame and arousal, buzzing with excitement. Slowly, I reached out to wrap my fingers around the first cock, and I began to stroke.

There was a moan from the other side of the cupboard.

“Looks like the timer’s started. Good luck in there.” Lauren said.

“And remember… have fun.” Piper said. “Because that’s the point of party games, right?”

I bit my bottom lip, belly fluttering, heart beating fast. Fun really was the point of party games. I should have fun. I should let loose. I should be wild. I should embrace being Jenny, the slutty schoolgirl. I should try my best.

I had ten minutes. I needed to get to work.

As I stroked the first cock, I turned and reached out to grip a second, working two at the same time. I could feel Joe slipping away. I could feel Jenny emerging. And it turned out Jenny was a bit of a slut.
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I worked my hands as best as I could, but I knew I could do better. I needed to do better. Without letting my rational brain engage, the urge to win taking over, lust and desire taking over, my inner slutty schoolgirl taking over, I shifted. I spat onto the cock in my right hand, letting my saliva lubricate my palm, then turned to spit onto the cock in my left hand.

Wet it was easier. My hands were slick, slippery, and I could stroke and twist with more eagerness, more enthusiasm. I felt them getting harder, fatter, throbbing. I could work two at once. That would be enough, right?

I did my best, dividing my attention between the two cocks, watching them to see how they responded, adjusting my technique to best please them.

My body thrummed, hot, giddy. I could feel my dick aching in its cage in my panties. I wasn’t sure I’d ever been so turned on.

What was happening to me?

Yet… I didn’t care for the answer. I was committed to the game. Committed to doing my best. I wanted to win.

I stroked harder, faster, slick and slippery, and soon I was rewarded for my hard work. The cock in my left hand pulsed hard, getting fatter. I slicked my hand up and down and then it was cumming, hot sticky shots of cum shooting out, coating my hand and arm. The scent of it made me giddier.

I kept stroking, and as the stream of cum began to subside and it began to soften I moved onto a new cock. Soon the cock I’d made cum was replaced with another, already hard.

I worked harder, faster.

“One minute down.” Marion said.

Shit.

I needed to do better. As I worked the second cock began to throb and I knew it was close, but I’d only just begun working the third cock. How had Marion managed twelve?

And then it clicked. I needed more than two hands. I needed to please more than two cocks at once.

Could I really…

And then I made a decision. I just shut down the voice at the back of my head, Joe’s voice, the voice telling me to stop, to resist, and I embraced the voice at the front of my mind telling me to go further, to give in, to embrace the opportunity, to do my best to win.

I embraced Jenny’s voice. I needed to use my hands and mouth.

I stroked, felt the second cock cumming, throbbing, and I watched the jets of sticky jizz coat my hand, arm, some even shooting out over my neck and chest. It was hot, the scent intoxicating. I took a deep breath, giddy, and smiled.

As the second cock softened I began stroking the fourth, then turned my attention to the third. I leaned in close, closer, parted my lips.

Dare I?

My lips touched the head. I was Jenny. A slutty schoolgirl. I embraced the character, embraced the feeling of being sexy, slutty, feminine, and I began to suck.

As I wrapped my lips around the third cock, taking it into my mouth, teasing with my tongue, bobbing my hand up and down, I moved my hand onto another cock, the fifth, still stroking the fourth.

The air reeked of the scent of cum. I was surrounded by cocks, hands full, mouth full. My heart skipped, my belly fluttered, and my caged dick was aching in my panties, a delight unlike anything I’d felt before.

I took the cock in my mouth deep, lips tight, sucking, head moving up and down. It felt… good. My lips and tongue buzzed, head spinning.

My mouth was full of cock. I could feel it throbbing between my lips, hot on my tongue, the tang of precum at the back of my throat. I was just like the slutty girls in porn.

Just half an hour earlier I’d never even touched a cock other than my own, now I’d touched five, made two cum, was sucking on one, and was surrounded by numerous more. I couldn’t believe it. And worse, I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying it.

I took the cock deep in my mouth, stroking the other two, and I felt the one between my lips start to throb. It was going to cum.

“Two minutes.”

I needed to hurry. I had no time to swap between mouth and hands.

I knew what I needed to do. I sucked hard, working my tongue, and took the cock deep.

It throbbed, swelled, and I braced myself.

Then it happened. The cock in my mouth came. The cock in my mouth was cumming, hard, cumming over and over and over, filling my mouth.

Cum choked me, and I swallowed on instinct, the seed sticky and salty and hot in my throat. I swallowed over and over and didn’t stop until I felt the cock between my lips begin to soften.

I pulled my head back, dizzy, but there was more to do. I turned my attention to the cock in my left hand. There was no time to rest. I’d already come this far. I wanted to win.

I slipped my right hand off the cock and took it into my mouth, sucking it deep, wetting it, slurping and lapping and fucking my face up and down, my right hand finding a new cock, and I began to really work.

Only ten more to go…
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I worked as hard as I could—hands, mouth, stroking, spitting, sucking, licking, head bobbing, swallowing—but it was not enough. I was exhausted, belly bloated with cum, hands and arms and chest and face and hair covered with cum, but it was not enough. Was it?

I had only made nine cocks cum.

“One minute left.” Marion shouted.

I was exhausted, head spinning, the scent of cum and cocks like a miasma corrupting me. My hands were tired, my arms were tired, and my lips and tongue and throat were tingling from having sucked so many cocks.

I still couldn’t believe it. It was like my brain had disengaged and some deep-rooted instinct I wasn’t aware of had taken over. It was like Jenny had taken over.

As I sucked on one cock, stroking two more, I was only vaguely aware that I had to make all of them cum in the next minute to win. All of them plus one more. Could I do it?

My heart was racing, breathing hard, gasping, throat coated with cum.

I felt the cock in my mouth swelling, pulsing, throbbing, and then it was cumming. I sucked hard, deep, working my hands on the other two, pressing my lips tight to suck every last drop of cum out before it began to soften. I swallowed, then, without hesitating, moved my attention to another cock.

Number eleven. I slipped my hand off and wrapped my lips around it. My head swan and my body shivered. My caged dick was throbbing in my panties, an agony of delight. I felt sexy, slutty, brazen, and… good.

I was having fun. I was actually having fun. I was stroking cocks, sucking cocks, making them cum like some glory-hole slut, and… it was fun.

Jenny was a slut. I was a slut. That thought spurred me on.

I shifted my hand to another cock, stroking two while sucking a third. Numbers eleven, twelve, and thirteen. I worked my mouth with enthusiasm, relishing the task now, and… I’d gotten good at it too.

After all the cocks I’d sucked in the last few minutes, knowing what felt good for me, studying how the anonymous cocks responded to my touch, my lips and tongue, I had a good idea of what would make a cock cum fast. It was like I was gifted at sucking cock or something, a thought that made me shudder, shame and delight at the same time.

I felt number eleven throbbing, getting harder. I worked with eagerness, desperation. This one then two more.

I felt the cock in my mouth pulse, cumming, and I swallowed. I swallowed hard, sucking. Two more, two more and…

“Time’s up!” Marion said. “So close. That puts you firmly in second place, which is impressive for a first-timer, but second place is not good enough.”

I felt my heart sink. I had lost. Even after all I’d done.

Yet… I didn’t feel too bad. I was still so turned on and messy that it was hard to feel bad. And I kept swallowing, stroking.

“Now, you have a choice in there Jenny. You can stay and please the last cocks, or you can come out now. I know which one the boys would prefer, but the choice is up to you.”

I looked around me. There were only two left. The last two to take me up to thirteen. I’d made eleven cum. I kept stroking, feeling them throb, watching them.

My belly fluttered. I smiled.

I’d been in such a rush to beat the time that I’d not really had a chance to savour the experience, to really enjoy stroking and sucking. But the timer was up now, and there were two left.

There was nothing making me stay. The game was over. If I stayed it would be like saying I wanted to suck cock, that I wanted more cum, that I really was a slut. I knew I should leave.

Yet… I was curious. And I wondered what it would be like to take my time. To really enjoy myself.

I smiled, blushing, sticky with cum, belly full. I kept stroking.

“I’ll… I’ll stay, and please the last two.” I said, not quite believing what I was saying. “I mean… it seems cruel to not make them cum too.”

I was making excuses, making out like I was doing it as an act of kindness. I knew why I was staying though. And I was certain the girls knew why I was staying.

I was staying because I wanted to suck two more cocks. Because I wanted to really experience them, to take my time to savour them. I was staying because I was a slut.

“Take your time Jenny.” Marion said. “And enjoy yourself. You deserve a nice treat after all your hard work.”

And from her tone, I could tell she was grinning. She knew exactly why I was staying behind. She knew I was a slut.


Seven

It took almost another ten minutes for me to finish the last two cocks off. I took my time, stroking slowly, teasing them until they were impossibly hard, dripping precum, licking and kissing, before finally taking them into my mouth to suck and worship them. Just feeling them throb between my lips made me squirm, made my caged dick ache.

I sucked, licked, teased, and savoured every moment. I never knew sucking cock could be so much fun, but now I did I knew there was no going back. I knew that I’d never be able to forget this experience, the memory of making so many cocks cum, the heat of their spunk on my skin, the taste of it in my throat, the thrill of feeling them pulse between my lips, cumming in my mouth as I swallowed.

I was corrupted, altered, and there was no going back. And worse, I was happy about that.

After making the first of the two cocks cum I turned my attention to the last cock. The final cock. I stroked, watching it throb, and smiled. Slowly I leaned forwards and wrapped my lips around it.

With my lips pursed I pressed forwards, letting the pressure of the hard, throbbing cock force my lips wide. I forced my head down, allowed the cock to force its way into my mouth, penetrating the seal of my lips. I was dizzy from pleasure, the thrill of what I was doing, how slutty and naughty I was.

I let the cock fill my mouth, working my lips and tongue, sucking gently, stroking with my hand. It felt so much better now I was able to take my time, enjoy it, feeling it pulse and throb. I worked my head down, back up, and began to fuck the anonymous prick with my mouth.

I teased, lapping, and when at last I felt it swelling, throbbing hard, about to cum, I took it deep. I forced my head down as far as it would go until the head just barely pressed at my throat.

I took a breath, relaxed, and pressed the tip into my throat, swallowing.

I felt it cum. I felt it cum directly down my throat, choking me, and I swallowed over and over and over, milking every last drop. My belly was so full of cum I felt almost drunk on it.

I swallowed and felt the cock pulsing. I moaned in delight, so turned on it hurt. My cage was agony, dick throbbing, limp, useless, locked away, but I’d never felt sexier.

I didn’t know what was happening to me, but I knew that I was enjoying it, and I wanted more.
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With the final cock pleasured I slipped my lips off and I used the single folded towel in the corner of the wardrobe to clean myself up as best as I could. I knew when I stepped out I was still going to look like a mess, but in an odd way, I was proud of the mess I was in.

I’d worked hard to make all those cocks cum. I had earned all that spunk. I was a slut, and part of me wanted to show off just what a slut I was.

And as I stepped out of the wardrobe I got exactly what I wanted.

There was a crowd standing around, watching me, and as I stepped out there was a round of applause. I blushed, suddenly shy and timid, bashful.

“You did well.” Lauren said.

“Very well. Far better than I expected.” Piper said.

I smiled at them, batting my eyelashes. I felt suddenly very nervous, surrounded by people who knew exactly what I’d just done.

The crowd was made up of men and women, and as I looked around I wondered who all the cocks had belonged to. They were all dressed, all of them grinning, and there was no way to be certain.

Yet, that only added to the thrill. They knew I had sucked their cock. They knew I had made them cum, that I had swallowed their cum, but I had no idea.

A shiver ran down my spine and I felt even more turned on than before. I was so overcome with sensation and emotion that I could feel the room almost spinning.

“You did exceptionally well.” Marion said. “But you still lost.”

She was smiling, as though delighted that I had lost. But then, she probably was delighted.

My loss meant that the cheerleaders owned me. I was to stay caged. I had to do everything they told me. I was their pet.

I knew I should have been appalled by that, but I wasn’t. I wasn’t appalled at all. I was… excited.

“I… yes.” I whispered. “I lost.”

“And you know what that means, don’t you?” Marion asked.

I nodded.

“You own me. I am… I am your pet.”

I didn’t know what had come over me. Maybe it was worshipping all those cocks, or the joy of having so many people watching me, the shame and the arousal, or maybe it was that I was finally embracing being Jenny, or perhaps it was even the cage, the sensation of being locked away, powerless, but it didn’t matter.

The cause didn’t matter. It was the effect that mattered.

And the effect was that I was completely enthralled.

The three cheerleaders smiled. The sexy nurse, the pretty bunny-girl, and the domineering cop all smiled. I felt every inch the slutty, sexy, not-quite-so-innocent schoolgirl.

“Exactly.” Marion said. “Which means… you need to dedicate yourself to us.”

I stared at her, blinking, confused.

“Don’t worry, it’s just a little bit of fun. A ceremony of sorts.” Piper said.

“And after your time in the glory-hole cupboard, I just know you’ll enjoy it. Consider it a chance for you to thank us, and to put on a show for everyone. After all, they never did get to see what a slut you are.” Lauren said.

I blushed.

“I… yes, of course.” I said.

I had no choice. I was their pet. But at the same time, I also wanted it.

“Now, get up and kneel on the stage.” Marion said.

As she spoke she indicated the table in the middle of the room. The table around which the crowd were arranged. That was to be my stage.

Whatever it was that the cheerleaders had planned for me—and I was beginning to suspect that the whole evening had been planned—it was to be done in front of a crowd. I was to be watched. I was going to perform.

My heart skipped, my belly fluttered.

Joe would have refused. He would have left.

But then Joe would never have indulged in the pleasure of sucking a cock. He never would have embraced being sexy.

Joe was boring and drab and miserable. And I wasn’t Joe. I never had been. Joe had been a cage, a prison, and I was free now.

I was Jenny. And I was ready to perform.

And without another word, I did as I was told, and I climbed up onto the table and got onto my knees, ready to do whatever was required of me as the cheerleaders' pet.
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Lauren moved first.

She came to stand in front of me, standing just in front of the table. She smiled at me, a dazzling, sexy, blonde nurse, and I felt my head spin.

“Ready?” She asked.

I just nodded.

“Then crawl to me.”

I stared at her, dazzled. Crawl.

I smiled, nodded, and did as I was told. I began to crawl towards Lauren.

As I did I watched her shift. Her hands fell to the zip of her dress, undoing it slowly, the tight material practically exploding off her curves.

As the zip came down Lauren exposed first her tits, the perfect, round, full swell of them, her hard pink nipples, then her belly, finally undoing the zip to leave her dress wide open.

She was wearing only stockings and suspenders beneath. No panties.

The blonde thatch of her pubic hair was neatly trimmed, and I could see the obviously wet, swollen lips of her cunt.

She shifted as I grew nearer, parting her legs, and her lips opened, like a flower blossoming. I took a deep breath, heart racing, and the musk of her was intoxicating.

“Now, use that pretty slut mouth of yours to please me. After all that practise in the glory-hole box, I imagine you’re going to be very good at this.”

I had only ever gone down on one woman before. Lisa. I had only ever eaten one pussy, and that was rare because she said she never really enjoyed it.

Now though I was faced with a woman demanding I serve her by eating her cunt. I was her pet, her slut, a sexy schoolgirl, and I had been given a command. I was locked away, and I had no choice but to obey.

Yet… I wanted it too. I wanted to taste her, wanted to taste the hot blonde cheerleader’s wet folds, wanted to taste her juice, inhale her musk, and the fact that she was ordering me to do it just made it hotter.

Without hesitating, aware that I was being watched, observed, I did as I was told. I shifted forwards and pressed my face into Lauren’s cunt, pressed my tongue into her folds, and I began to lick.
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I felt fingers grip my hair, tight, painful, and Lauren pressed her cunt down hard onto my lips and tongue. Her hips moved, guiding me, and I took a deep breath. The scent of her was rich and dense, intoxicating.

I worked my tongue deep, lapping, relishing the sweetness of her. I circled the nub of her hard clit with the tip of my tongue, worked my tongue down to press it into her sopping hold, fucking, then back up. I could feel the motions of Lauren’s body, the quivering of her thighs, the way her grip tightened, and I soon learned what she enjoyed.

“Fuck… just there… that’s it, good girl.” She said.

Those words lit a fire in me. Good girl.

I was a good girl.

I worked my tongue harder, faster, deeper, wanting more. I licked her clit, fucked her hole, pressed my face down hard. Lauren ground her hips down so hard I thought for a second I might drown in her juices—and if I did, I knew I would die happy.

“Fuck… you really are quite talented. If you’re this good now, I can’t wait to see how good you are with a bit of training.”

That word sent a thrill through me. Training? Were they going to train me as their sex toy, their fuck pet, their personal free-use slut?

My caged dick throbbed, locked away, useless, limp, drooling precum into my panties. I was so horny it was like my brain was melting. I never wanted it to end.

I worked my tongue up and down, pressing it deep. My lips and chin were soaked, and my head was full of the scent of Lauren’s musk.

“Fingers too. I want you to fuck my cunt with your pretty fingers while you lick my clit. Show me you’re a good little slut. Show me how obedient you are.”

I did as I was told. I brought my hand up to Lauren’s thigh, let my fingers tease along her folds, wetting the tips with her copious juices and my spit as I licked at her swollen clit, and then pressed.

Her hole opened eagerly, willingly, and I worked two fingers in without effort. It was a revelation.

When I’d been with Lisa sexually it had always been clumsy and awkward. She had never been this wet, this eager. That I was turning the sexy blonde cheerleader on that much thrilled me. That I was turning Lauren on that much because I was Jenny, dressed as a sexy schoolgirl, a slut, both delighted and confused me.

I was so happy, so turned on, so full of joy. I’d never felt anything like it before, and I wanted to feel more.

So I did my best to pleasure the sexy nurse. I used my tongue to circle and tease her clit, fucked my fingers in and out of her sopping hole, fucking her, and I moaned in muffled delight as she ground her cunt down onto my face.

“Fuck.”

I could hear Lauren’s pleasure in the hoarseness of her voice. I felt her pussy quivering, clenching. I knew she was close. I kept doing exactly what I was doing, keeping my pace and rhythm constant to offer her the most pleasure. I let Lauren take control, guiding me with her hips and her grip on my hair.

“Harder, deeper.” She said.

I obeyed. I fucked my fingers deeper, licked harder, faster. I felt her pussy clench down, squeezing. I felt her juices flooding into my mouth.

“Fuck… so close. So fucking close. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

I kept going, kept pace, licking, fucking my fingers, and then I was rewarded by Lauren clamping her thighs around my head, squeezing. Her pussy clenched down hard, and her juices flooded my mouth, and I had to swallow over and over and over to keep from drowning.

I felt Lauren's cunt squeeze down hard on my fingers, grinding her cunt down onto my lips, then she pulled on my hair, pulled my face away from her pussy, and eased herself back so my fingers slipped out of her folds. I looked up at her and she was flush, gasping, grinning.

“Sensitive.” She said. “But… that was good. Very good. I think you have a bright future ahead of you pet.”

I smiled.

“Thank you.” I said, blushing.

I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I’d performed by eating Lauren’s pussy in front of an audience. They all knew what a slut I was now. And that thought thrilled me.

And then I heard footsteps. Heels clicking. I turned and looked to the side and saw Piper and Marion approaching.

“Our turn.” Piper said, grinning.

“And after watching that, don’t think we’re going to be as gentle as Lauren.”

My head spun. If that had been gentle, what were they going to do to me? I giggled. There was only one way to find out.


Eight

I kept my place on the stage, and Piper moved to take Lauren’s place in front of me. I looked up at her, the sexy goth bunny-girl, her cute ears, her fluffy tail, her wanton, brazen, sexy body.

Just seeing her curves in her tight outfit made my body throb. What must it be like to have a body like that, to have hips that wide, an ass that big, tits that perky and fat?

I felt a pang of envy. I knew my body was good, that I looked cute, but I suddenly craved more. What would it be like to have fatter thighs, to have a rounder, juicier ass, to have wider hips, to have tits?

Sure I looked good, and more exercise would help, but there was only so much exercise could do. And it could do nothing about my breasts. They were only fake, padding inside a bra.

What would it be like to have real tits? Large, perky, full tits. Tits like Lauren or Piper or Marion. A yearning suddenly awoke in me and I became aware of myself.

My fake hair. My fake nails. My fake tits.

Suddenly I didn’t want to be fake. I wanted to be real. I wanted to be Jenny in the fullest sense possible.

The room spun as realisation dawned of just what that meant. Could I? Dare I?

“Well, Jenny? Are you going to just kneel there staring into space, or are you going to get on with serving me?” Piper’s voice was soft, amused.

The words snapped me back to the room, and I looked to see… Piper had eased the bottom of her one-piece to the side. She stood in front of me, her crotch bared, smiling, with her hard, throbbing, fat cock out.

Piper had a cock. A stunningly beautiful cock. My head spun.

“Well?” She said. “Are you going to suck it, or am I going to have to force it down your throat?”

I giggled, blushing. The idea of Piper forcing me to suck her cock, forcing it down my throat, certainly appealed, but she didn’t need to make me. Not in that moment. In that moment I was too keen to restrain myself.

I wanted her cock inside my mouth. I wanted to suck her beautiful cock. I wanted to taste her cum. I wanted… more.

And so, without another word, I moved, practically lunging at Piper.

I wrapped my fingers around the base of her cock, stroking, and pressed my lips at the tip. I kissed, licked, and pressed my head down, letting the tip pierce the seal of my mouth, forcing my lips wide. I sucked hard on the tip, teasing the slit of Piper’s cock with my tongue, then felt her hand on my head. She pressed me down and I submitted to her, let her guide me.

As she forced my head down she thrust her hips forward, filling my mouth with the hot, throbbing meat of her prick. I was in heaven.

“Fuck your mouth is so hot and wet and tight.” She said. “Such a talented cum-slut. You’re going to be very popular.”

I blushed at that. I couldn’t help but wonder how popular.

I didn’t have much time to wonder though, as my attention was drawn quickly back to the task at hand, pleasing Piper’s cock, her hips thrusting it deep. I felt the head press at the back of my throat.

I took a deep breath, forced myself to relax. Her cock was massive, long and thick and hard and throbbing. I knew what she wanted. I knew what was expected of me. Piper pressed again at my throat, the tip of her cock just pressing into the tightness there.

I suppressed the urge to choke and forced my head down. I felt my throat stretch, forced open. I felt her cock sink deep.

It was a sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My throat was stuffed full, the throbbing of her cock felt through my entire body, centred on my mouth, my neck. I tried to swallow, but all I ended up doing was milking Piper’s cock, squeezing it, pleasuring her. The way her cock swelled I guessed it must have felt good.

“Fuck yes. More of that. Such a good little cum-slut.”

She fucked her hips forward, pressing my head down. She pressed more of her cock into my throat. I was drooling, unable to breathe. My nose pressed against her groin.

Her entire massive cock was inside me. Inside my mouth and throat. I could feel all of it. I’d never felt more like a slut, and I’d never felt happier. This was everything I ever wanted.

Piper held her cock deep for a moment, then, slowly, drew it out, letting it slip out of my throat until only the tip was between my lips. I was gasping for air, drooling, eyes watering, but I wanted more.

“Ready for me to really fuck you?” Piper said.

I nodded as I sucked and worshipped on the head of her cock, licking and kissing and teasing. I wanted her to use me.

“I think first I should get comfortable.” Marion said.

Marion. I had almost forgotten…

Without taking my lips off Piper’s cock I looked to the side and I saw… Marion, her shorts off, her vest undone. Her tits were bared and her cock was swaying from side to side with the motion of her hips. Her enormous cock. It was easily as large as Piper’s, perhaps even larger, a dense bush of red pubic hair at the base.

I reached out with my free hand to grip her cock, to pleasure her, aware that I would need to make Piper come first before I could taste Marion’s perfect cock, but she just stepped back out of reach.

“Hands aren’t enough for me slut.” She said, grinning at me.

I pined, whining even as I sucked on Piper’s cock, Piper thrusting her hips to press her cock back into my mouth, just teasing my throat. My caged dick throbbed, panties wet with precum. I was so turned on I could barely think.

Marion though only smiled.

“I wanted something more… substantial.” She said.

And with that, she moved around behind me, and I felt a shiver run up my spine, my whole body throbbing as I realised what it was she wanted.

If Piper’s fingers had felt good in my ass, then how amazing would Marion’s cock feel?
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I didn’t have to wait long to find out. Marion moved quickly, climbed up onto the table behind me, and I felt her hands tease over my thighs as she knelt between my legs, nudging them apart.

“Don’t forget about me.”

I felt Piper thrust suddenly hard and deep into my mouth, forcing her cock into my throat. I gagged, surprised, then got control of myself.

“You have two of us to satisfy and serve, slut.” Piper said.

I shivered at that. I was going to have both of the cheerleaders fuck me at the same time. I was going to have Piper and Marion both fuck me with their cocks. I was going to be their slut, their toy, their pet.

As Piper thrust her cock deeper, harder, pressing her cock all the way into my throat, stretching it, choking me, I felt Marion’s hands roam up over my smooth thighs. The touch was so sensual and erotic that it made me dizzy, and I shivered.

“Such a pretty girl.” Marion said. “You’re going to make such a fun pet.”

I giggled even as Piper fucked her cock in and out of my throat, choking me over and over, drool spilling from my mouth as I let her fuck my face, my lips, my mouth, my throat. There was pain, but also pleasure. So much pleasure that I could feel it rewriting my brain.

As I sucked, lapped, gagging and drooling as Piper gripped my hair and fucked her cock in and out of my throat, I felt Marion lift up my skirt. On a whim I wiggled my hips, shaking my ass. I could feel it jiggle slightly, the payoff of all my recent exercise, and the sensation made me giddy.

“Such a fucking tease.” Marion said.

And then I felt it. A slap on my ass, a single hard spank, her hand impacting my left butt cheek. The sting of it was more than physical. There was shame and embarrassment at being spanked in front of so many people, at being treated like a naughty schoolgirl, but there was more than just that. There was excitement too, and arousal. I wondered what it would be like to be spanked properly, to be treated like a naughty slut and punished.

I moaned at the thought as Piper thrust her cock into my throat, fucking my face hard. I was giddy with the thrill of it, the way it pulsed and throbbed, and I moaned in joy as Marion pulled on my panties, hard, tugging them to one side to expose my ass, my crack, my virgin whole.

“And we know what teases get, don’t we?” Marion said.

I shook my head. I was unable to speak. It was clear that Piper was not going to give me the chance to speak either.

Marion though didn’t want or need an answer. Her question was rhetorical.

“Teases get fucked.” She said.

And with that, I felt her grip my hips.


Nine

Before I could react, before I could process, Marion moved forwards. Her knees pressed on my legs, forcing my legs wider, and her grips pulled my hips back, lifting my ass up. I felt something hard and smooth and hot and slippery tease along my ass crack, slipping over my hole.

Her cock. The fat head of her cock. Already lubed up, ready for me, sliding along my ass, pressing at my virgin entrance. I shivered, suddenly aching for it.

As Marion shifted her cock teased, pressing just barely into my hole before slipping away. I whined, moaning in agony, the sound muffled by my garbled choking as Piper fucked in and out of my mouth and throat. I was a drooly, horny mess, and I wanted to be used.

I sucked Piper’s cock deep, working my tongue and she thrust in and out of my mouth, my throat. I was dizzy from lack of oxygen, but that only made everything more intense, better. In that moment I was focused on one thing and one thing only.

Cock. Pleasure. Being used.

Marion teased, slipping her fat cock up and down my crack, the head pressing barely into me before slipping away. I felt a cold wetness that made me jump, a trickle of slippery liquid, and Marion used her cock to spread it, focussing on my entrance.

She pressed the tip in, lubing my hole, and I moaned in pleasure even as Piper continued to use my mouth and my throat. I let her. I let both of them do as they wished.

I was Jenny, the slutty schoolgirl, and I was being taken in front of an audience, used for the cheerleaders’ pleasure, and I had never been happier. As Marion worked the tip of her cock into my hole, teasing the tip, making me slick and slippery, I acted on instinct.

I spread my legs wider, curving my back, lifting my ass up, and I forced myself to relax. I felt my hole open, stretching, and as Marion teased forward I pressed back.

There was no thought in it. No planning. I simply acted out of want, chasing sensation, pleasure. The head of her cock went deeper, and there was pressure, pain, my virgin hole stretching, wet. I worked my ass back, wiggling my hips.

“Does someone want something?” Marion said, teasing. “Does someone want my fat cock in her pretty ass?”

I nodded, moaned a muffled ‘yes, please’, worked my ass back. Marion shifted her hips, increasing the pressure.

I had a moment of panic. She was so large. What if she wouldn’t fit? The thought of being denied made me ache.

My caged dick was throbbing in my panties, leaking precum, and I was drooling as Piper fucked my face. I was so horny it hurt. I needed Marion’s cock inside me.

I pressed back, refusing to be denied, aching for the promise of pleasure, my hole throbbing. I felt Marion grip my hips so tight it hurt, and she thrust forward as I pressed back. I wiggled my ass, trying to find the right angle, and then…

I moaned, the noise muffled and garbled by cock, as Marion forced her cock into my ass. The head pressed at my tight entrance and then popped in, sinking deep in one thrust, fucking deep into my tight hole, filling me.

The sensation was unlike anything I had felt before.

I could feel Marion throbbing inside me, her fat cock pressing on bright, sensitive spots of pleasure I’d never known existed. I worked my hips, pressing back, and I felt my butt press against her thighs and belly.

Her whole massive cock was inside me. That thought thrilled me.

“Such an eager slut! You took all of me in one go. You really are talented.” Marion said.

“I’ll say.” Piper added. “Her throat might be the best I’ve ever had, and this is before any training.”

I could feel my cheeks blushing. I was on my knees, dressed as a slutty schoolgirl, being spit-roasted in front of an audience after having made over a dozen cocks cum in a glory hole, and it was the two cheerleaders’ compliments that were embarrassing me. Their praise at how good I was at being a slut made me flustered.

Still, I could not deny that I liked the idea that I was a talented slut. And I was excited for the training they were promising me.

“I can’t wait to see how you turn out when we’re done with you.” Piper said.

“Me either. I think you’re going to make an exceptional slut. But first… are you ready for the real fun to start?” Marion said.

Piper had kept fucking my throat while the two girls talked, but gently, and Marion had kept still, had kept her cock entirely sheathed inside my slick hole. My whole body was throbbing, aching for more, desperate to feel more, so when the question came…

I nodded, a muffled ‘yes’. And then the real fun started.
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Marion pulled back, pulled her cock almost entirely out until just the head was inside of me, tugging at my tight entrance. I whimpered, moaning in delight and frustration as she teased me. I tried to move back, to get more, but between Marion’s grip on my hips and Piper’s grip on my hair, I was trapped, pinned.

Piper thrust in and out of my mouth, my throat, and I sucked, working my tongue. I clenched down with my hole to tease, to tempt, and I wiggled my hips, lifting my ass up, offering myself to Marion like a sex-doll, a slut eager to be used.

And she accepted my invitation.

She thrust forwards, sinking her cock into me, fucking my ass deep, hard. I moaned in bliss even as I swallowed Piper’s cock.

“Fuck… when you fuck her like that she moans which makes her throat vibrate. It’s good. Do it more.” Piper said.

“Happy.” Marion said. “So long as you keep choking her, because when you choke her on your fat cock her ass really tightens up and squeezes down on me and it feels amazing.”

The two cheerleaders giggled and then… they high-fived. My brain spun as I realised what was happening. I was being Eiffel-towered.

The thrill and the shame and the lust of that fact sent my brain reeling. I was a slut being spit-roasted by two hot girls. I was being double-teamed in front of an audience. I was an innocent schoolgirl being defiled, and… I loved it. I loved it and I wanted more.

As the girls worked their cocks in and out, finding a rhythm, Piper thrusting in as Marion pulled out, Marion thrusting in as Piper pulled out, I submitted to the pleasure of being used. I lifted my ass up, relaxed my throat, and let the girls fuck me. I was an object for their pleasure, and it felt better than anything I’d felt before.

“Fuck…” I could hear the pleasure in Marion’s moan.

“She’s good. I don’t think I’m going to last long.” Piper said.

Knowing they were enjoying me spurred me on. I began to work my hips, lips, tongue, grinding down, sucking, teasing, clenching my hole. I could feel their cocks respond, throbbing harder, swelling, the tang of precum on my tongue, the slap of Marion’s hips against my ass as she fucked me harder, deeper, faster.

I moaned, whimpered, gasped, dizzy, a drooly mess, my sounds garbled by cock. I worked my hips, lips, clenching my throat as I swallowed Piper’s prick, squeezing down with my ass.

The two cheerleaders fucked the truth into me. I was Jenny. I had always been Jenny. I just needed to be shown what that meant, and how much better life could be if I admitted the truth.

Lisa could have Derrick. I would have more. I would have Marion, Piper, Lauren, and all the others watching me. I was going to embrace my truth. I was going to become a slut, and I was going to have fun.

“Fuck I’m close. I’m going to cum. She’d going to make me cum.”

It was Piper, but I already knew that she was close. I could feel it. I could feel it from the throbbing of her cock, the way it was swelling, pulsing. I could feel it and I wanted it.

And then Marion slammed her cock in deep, and I felt her swelling too, her cock pulsing inside my ass, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside my slick hole, teasing me, my caged dick drooling, limp and useless. They were both close.

“Fuck… me too. Her ass is just so… tight, and she’s so hot, and the way she’s fucking me back… she’d such a fucking tease…”

Marion’s words excited me. I wanted to tease.

I worked my lips and tongue and hips and ass with more enthusiasm, wanting both girls to cum inside me at the same time, wanting Piper to cum down my throat as Marion came in my ass. I wanted them to fill me up, to claim me, breed me, and then…

I felt it.

Piper thrust deep, her cock choking me, and Marion stuffed her cock into my ass, her entire cock inside my tight fuck-hole. I moaned, giddy with bliss and excitement and lust.

I felt their cocks throb. And then I felt them cum.

Piper came hard, her cock in my throat, and I could feel the eruption of her cum as I choked and swallowed, jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky, creamy cum shot down my throat, shot directly into my already bloated belly, and Marion came harder, her massive cock throbbing inside my slick, sensitive ass, pressing on the spots of my pleasure, filling my with the warmth of her seed. I felt it. I felt all of it, and I wiggled my hips, lips tight, working to feel more.

And then…

My body shivered, a deep pulsing pleasure inside me, a joy unravelling from inside my ass and my mouth at the same time, my whole body lighting up with bliss. As Marion and Piper came inside me I came too.

Only… it was with my whole body, my entire being, rather than just my cock. I moaned, giddy, transformed by my experience, and I came harder than I’d ever cum before, my panties filled with a limp stream of cum as my caged dick pulsed. The room seemed to spin from the overwhelming sensation, and it was like I was floating.

“Fuck…”

Piper slipped her cock out of my throat, allowing me to breathe finally, and I gasped for air as her cock drooled the last drops of cum onto my tongue. I swallowed, and she slipped her slowly softening cock out from my lips. I looked up at her and smiled, batting my eyelashes.

“You were amazing.” Piper said.

Behind me, Marion’s climax was just subsiding. I could feel her cock softening inside of my ass, my hole stuffed full of her cum, slick and sticky and warm with it. I still could barely believe it. So much had changed, but… I was happier than I’d ever been.

“You are amazing.” Marion said.

As she spoke she lifted one hand to spank my ass, gently, affectionately, slipping her cock out. I clenched my hole down to keep as much of her cum inside me as I could, but a thin trickle escaped, dripping down over my caged cock to pool beneath me on the table.

I knew everyone could see. They all knew what a slut Jenny was and… I liked that.

“Thank you.” I said. “I… thank you, for inviting me, for helping me, for everything. I had fun.”

I turned to looked over my shoulder to Marion, beaming, heart racing, then looked around, locating Lauren just to the side. The three of them were so beautiful. I was struggling to process all the emotions and feelings that were crashing over me, what it meant, but I knew one thing for certain…

I was lucky they had invited me.

“You’re welcome beautiful.” Marion said.

“We’re glad you came.” Piper said, and the tone of her voice made it clear she intended the double meaning.

“We loved having you.” Lauren said. “As did many of our guests.”

I giggled at that. My belly was full and bloated, lips and tongue covered in cum, ass stuffed full, slick and slippery and warm.

“I… thank you.” I said again.

I was blushing, head spinning. I could feel everyone watching me. It felt good.

“You had fun too I take it?” Marion asked.

I nodded.

“I… I had a lot of fun. It was… not what I was expecting, but it was better. Much better.”

I was grinning from ear to ear. I had been expecting a party, maybe awkward flirting, but what I’d got, what I’d discovered, was more than I could ever have bargained for.

“So you’ll be at our next party in two weeks then?” Marion said.

I blinked, head fuzzy, drunk on cum and pleasure. Without thinking I nodded.

“I’d love to.”

The cheerleaders all smiled.

“Good girl.” Lauren said.

“Our guests will all be looking forward to seeing you.” Piper added. “As will I.”

Marion beamed at me.

“And maybe we can hang out before then too. We could even do a little shopping, get you something special to wear.”

I felt my cheeks glowing, and I giggled. I nodded, excited by the proposition.

“I’d love to.” I said.

I could barely contain my excitement for what the future held.


Epilogue

So much had changed in the last year. I had started college with high hopes for my future. I had still been with Lisa then, and I had thought we had a future together.

Only… everything had been dashed. All my dreams had been dashed when she’d left me for Derrick, when she’d left me for a man who was the stark opposite of me—tall and strong and handsome.

I had thought it was over then, that I was doomed to be miserable, but I’d pushed on anyway. I’d done my best to heal and get on with life. I’d done my best not to let Lisa leaving me devastate me.

Yet, unbeknownst to me at the time, Lisa leaving me had been the best thing that had ever happened to me. Or maybe more accurately second best?

Because of her leaving me, I had met the cheerleaders, Lauren, Piper, and Marion. I’d met the three women who had changed my life for the better, who had changed everything.

After the party, after discovering how much fun it was to be Jenny, I never looked back. After the party, it was all so different, so much better.

In the immediate aftermath, I’d been unsure what to do, how to proceed. I was so uncertain about so many things, but there was one thing I was certain of.

Being Jenny was fun, and it made me happy. There was no going back to being Joe. I wanted to embrace my future, not live in the past

The girls were a great help and were able to provide me with not only people to talk to, a safe place to discuss my fears and wants, my hopes, dreams, and anxieties, but they were also about to guide me. With their help, I revitalised myself.

They helped me at the gym, guiding me on new workouts to try to improve my body—and going to the gym with them was so much more fun than going alone—and they took me shopping. They taught me how to dress, how to do my make-up, how to do my hair, and even took me to get my ears pierced, a ritual that felt like a rite of passage with them by my side.

Marion especially was there for me. She did as she had offered at the party, and she took me shopping for something extra special to wear to the next party—a cute sexy black dress with matching heels and lingerie—and even took me to meet her doctor so I could discuss next steps on my journey.

It was a whirlwind, and my feet barely touched the floor there was so much going on, but… it was all wonderful, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I was going in the right direction. I felt like I was truly happy, and it was almost like a fairy tale, only a very strange, hot, sexy fairy tale.

And there were parties, of course. Many, many parties. I got to have a lot of fun, meet many new people, and they all got to know me not as Joe, the boring, quiet, unremarkable bore, but as Jenny, the exciting, happy, giggly slut. Best of all, I got to be Jenny, and I got to have fun. Lots, and lots of fun.
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As I entered the gym I smiled. I felt so different now that I almost couldn’t remember who I’d been a year ago when I’d first joined the gym. Lisa had just broken up with me and I had no idea what I was doing. I’d still been living a lie, pretending I was a boy, thinking I was Joe, and it all seemed so bizarre and alien to me now that I almost laughed at it all.

As I stepped in I stopped, daydreaming about the past, and I looked in the glass window at my ghostly reflection. It was Jenny who stared back at me, a beautiful young woman with her whole life ahead of her, not Joe, the boy I’d once imagined myself to be.

I couldn’t help but smile, still unable to believe that the girl looking back at me was me. She was gorgeous. Just as beautiful and pretty and cute as she had been that first night, if not even more breathtaking. In the year since that party, I’d continued my transformation, and I had changed dramatically.

With the cheerleaders' help, I had improved my gym routine to work more on glutes, core, hips, thighs, and I’d grown my hair out so now it was long and thick and adorable—and entirely natural, which was a great benefit when Marion or Piper or Lauren wanted to grip me by my hair to take control of me.

I had several piercings now, and most dramatic of all was my breasts. I’d been seeing a doctor for almost eleven months now, and with their help, I’d been able to get onto hormones, which had made me softer, smoother, prettier, and had done wonders for my growing ass and hips and thighs. But it was my chest where I’d changed the most.

My shoulders were narrower, my arms thinner, but it was my breasts that stole the show. They were still small, and not as big as the fake inserts I still wore sometimes when in costumes at parties, but they were now close to c-cup, with fat, puffy, perky nipples, and they were all mine—and they were so wonderfully sensitive too.

I gave a wiggle as I looked at myself, dressed in tight, tiny yoga shorts that showed off my ass, and a tiny sports vest that lifted my tits while being low cut enough to show off my cleavage. I looked hot and sexy, and I felt my cheeks glowing, my whole body tingling.

“Checking yourself out?” Marion said.

Her voice startled me, and I looked away from my cute reflection to see the three girls approaching, smiling. Marion, Lauren, and Piper, all dressed similarly to me, in sexy gym outfits, ready to work out.

“I can’t help it if I’m so cute now I can’t stop staring. And you three are partially to blame anyway.” I said. “Thank you for that by the way, in case I don’t say it often enough.”

They all laughed.

“You say it all the time.” Piper said. “But we don’t mind. It’s nice to know you’re happy, and we like seeing you happy.”

“I prefer it when you thank us with your body though, not your words.” Lauren said.

I giggled at that, wiggling my hips, blushing.

“Happy to thank you later in that case.” I said, pouting and batting my eyelashes.

The girls all smiled at that. They knew I meant it. I had thanked them all many, many times over the last year. Sometimes one-on-one, sometimes two-on-one, and more than a few times three-on-one, as well as at the many parties we all threw together now.

“I’ll look forward to it.” Lauren said. “But first… you said you had something for us?”

I nodded. I’d told the three all about what I’d found, what I’d discovered, and they’d all been very keen to join me in checking it out.

“Come with me.” I said.

And as we made our way into the main area of the gym I saw him. Short, slim, awkward, and kind of cute. He was perfect.

“I was thinking, maybe he’d like to come to one of our parties.” I said to the girls.

“A costume party?” Marion said, teasing.

I smiled, nodded.

“Exactly.” I said. “And I already have the perfect costumes and the ideal games in mind.”

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 you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


POSSESSED FOR PLEASURE
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Caleb’s new apartment is amazing, and for how much he paid for it he can’t believe what a good deal he got. Only the apartment has more than Caleb expected… the ghost of the former owner.

On his first night in his new home, Caleb meets Alice, a young, beautiful woman who died full of regrets. She’s been watching Caleb, and she thinks he can help her. That is if he’s willing to let her possess him, and use his body for pleasure.

Caleb’s new apartment was a bargain. For some reason, no one wanted to put an offer in, even after its price was lowered again and again.

It was creepy and cold, people said. But Caleb never found that. For him it felt warm, welcoming, like home, and he was thrilled when his offer was accepted and he was able to move in.

But then, on his first night in his new home, he finds out why the apartment was so cheap. It’s haunted.

The ghost of the former owner, a young, beautiful woman by the name of Alice, lingers, unable to pass over due to her regrets over her life. Caleb, enchanted by her story, offers to help.

So begins Caleb’s adventure as Alice takes possession of his body, determined to overcome her biggest regret. An adventure that sees him becoming prettier, softer, and more feminine.

And perhaps what Caleb discovers along the way will stop him from having similar regrets… after all, to live fully, sometimes we need to take risks.


BECOMING BAMBI
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Jack is struggling. He’s terminally single, his life is a mess, and, worse, he’s stuck in a dead-end job struggling to make ends meet.

But then his friend asks him if he’s heard about the Bambi Challenge, a simple online contest. Only… none of the people who’ve tried it have made it through without giving in, and they’ve all changed…

Is Jack really that desperate, or that brave?

It was just another night playing online games with his friends, Brian, George, and Lee, but Jack’s mind was on other things. His life feels out of control, and he’s feeling trapped, struggling to cope with the rigours of being a functional adult with responsibilities and bills to pay. And then his friend Brian asks him if he’s heard of the Bambi Challenge.

It seems simple enough on the surface of it. Watch a few videos and survive them unchanged to win a massive payout. Only… no one has survived unchanged.

Fascinated, the friends dive into the new internet sensation, discovering numerous streamers, content creators, and influences who have tried the challenge only to either quit or succumb to the will of Bambi.

And the outcome of succumbing to the will of Bambi is both fascinating and unnerving.

Male or female the result it always the same. They become hyper-feminine bimbos who end up giggly, girly, and overtly sexual. But… it’s all just an internet meme, a performance, a joke, right?

That’s not possible…

The friends think it’s safer not to risk it. Only Jack is fascinated and in desperate need of cash. If he were to make it he’d become not only rich, but famous too. And just one video won’t hurt, will it?

So starts Jack’s journey, a roller-coaster ride of feminization and submission, as he becomes yet another Bambi…

But what will his friends think when they find out?


SIZE QUEEN
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Ryan’s new neighbours, Madelyn and Terry, are the very definition of a hot couple, and he can’t help but feel a little intimidated by them, especially given how awkward and shy he is.

But when Madelyn knocks on his door unexpectedly Ryan feels a sense of excitement. But the excitement soon turns to fear when he realises the very private package he’s been waiting for has been delivered to her by accident. And, worse, she’s opened it...

Ryan has a very special, and very private hobby. He collects toys, private toys for his pleasure. He’s not hurting anyone, and he has fun, so there’s no harm, right?

And what does it matter if his collection features many strange, bizarre, and monstrous toys? They’re fun, and he enjoys them.

So when Ryan orders a very special, and very large toy to add to his already vast collection, he cannot wait for it to arrive, but it has to be custom-made to his specifications so it’s going to take a while to be delivered.

Ryan is only slightly distracted from his waiting by the arrival of a young, hot couple moving in next door. They seem nice enough, but Ryan is shy and introverted and too timid to really interact with them.

But then one day Madelyn, his sexy new neighbour arrives at his door with a package and an apology. The package was addressed to Ryan and she opened it by accident.

Ryan realises to his horror that his stunning new neighbour has discovered his dirty secret. He’ll do anything for her if she’ll keep it a secret.

But Madelyn has seen what’s inside, and she’s had an idea.

She asks Ryan if he really plays with such impressive toys. Can he show her? Because if he’s that talented she has a favour to ask of him.

Her husband, Terry, has a birthday coming up, and she’d love to surprise him…

Ryan is shocked, but he is drawn to the offer, intrigued. And so he accepts.

So begins his journey of training and feminization to get him ready to be Terry’s gift. Ryan finds himself caught up in a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure as Madelyn prepares him to become her husband’s Size Queen...


SIDE EFFECTS: GONE GIRLY
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Callum and Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that just might change the world. The cure for baldness.

But the pair haven’t planned for side effects. Callum, as test subject zero, finds not only is his hair growing, but his body is changing. He becomes softer, prettier, girlier. And then the urges start...

Callum and his best friend Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that will make them both rich and famous, and might just change the world. The cure for androgenic alopecia. The cure for baldness.

But when Callum, whose hair loss inspired the projects, becomes the very first test subject, he encounters some unintended side effects. Not only does his hair grow, but his body undergoes subtle yet undeniable changes.

Initially, the metamorphosis is gradual and minimal, so the pair push on, collecting as much data as they can on their new formula, but eventually, the changes become too much and too many to ignore. Troy, hesitant, wants to pause the experiment. Callum though wants to push on, and he ignores Troy’s attempts to make his stop.

And then the changes become more obvious. Callum becomes softer, prettier, more feminine, he can no longer deny the truth. He’s gone girly, and he can’t deny the exciting allure of his new body, especially with all his new desires.

Troy, reviewing the data, reassures Callum that the side effects are temporary and reversible. They just need to work out a counter formula, and for that, they’ll need to put their heads together and focus. But Callum finds it increasingly difficult to concentrate given how hot his new body feels.

As Callum’s changes become more dramatic, brazen and sensual, and as his urges become stronger, he begins to wonder if there isn’t some useful data to be gathered about his transformation. And if he has some fun at the same time what harm could it do? He just needs to be careful. Especially given what Troy said about the changes becoming permanent.

It’s just a little fun, for science. And it’s not like he’s going to go all the way… is he?


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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