
        
            
                
            
        

    Femboy Reform School: Part Two
A Feminization, Transformation, Femdom Erotic Novella
Keary Hayes








Copyright (c) 2020 Keary Hayes
This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
Background Image Licence Shutterstock inc.
Cover by Keary Hayes
All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.
To stay up to date with news and gossip on new books, as well as general chatter, follow me on twitter or Instagram - @Keary_Writes!




Chapter One
At the sound of the alarm the three room-mates woke from restful sleep, vague dreams fading slowly, a voice—a soft alluring whisper—repeating the same phrases over and over, words that Aaron could not quite recall.  He stirred, stretching, yawning, a good girl, a pretty girl, a sexy girl.  The thought of another day, giggling, flirting, made his belly flutter and his heart skip.
He shook his head, his thoughts jumbled and fluffy, slow, confused, and sat up.  The room had the same scent it had every morning, the sweet fragrance of perfume, but beneath it the cloying astringent scent that made him slow and sleepy, made him want to lie his head down to rest.
“Another day.  Wonder what ridiculousness they’ve got planned for us today.”  Julian said.
Aaron squirmed.  As the sheets slipped off him his pink silk slip was revealed, soft and smooth against his delicate, smooth skin.  As he fidgeted he felt the silk caress his belly, thighs, a pleasant tickle against his hairless legs—legs that would always be hairless now, his entire body forever smooth and soft and feminine.  He bit his bottom lip to stop his mind from wandering, his dreams stirring, the idea of being pretty, girly, sexy, making him feel…
“I don’t know what they’ve got planned, but I do know I don’t want to be late.  The idea of getting in trouble does not appeal to me right now with everything else that’s going on.”  Cameron said.
Aaron turned to either side and glanced at his room mates, both of them dressed as he was, pink silk slips, their night wear, both of them, like him, now permanently smooth and soft, feminine, pretty.  He could not deny that seeing them as they were, in their pink silk, bodies delicate, they seemed… definitely pretty, as though they had always been meant for this.  He wondered if he seemed the same to them.
“I can’t believe you’re both okay just going along with all this madness.”  Julian said.
Aaron turned to see Julian, the small, dark haired pretty boy next to him, his pink sleep wear, his body petite, short, with definite hips and ass that made Aaron feel oddly jealous, so round and soft and feminine, so sexy.  Aaron could not miss the thick black leather collar strapped around Julian’s neck, locked at the back with a cute silver heart shaped padlock, a heavy metal ring at the front. 
Aaron remembered vividly Julian’s punishment last time he had resisted the school and Ms Lewis, the spanking he had received while naked, tied over the desk, for refusing to wear his pretty girly uniform, the collar locked on him as a reminder.  Aaron was sure he could still see hints of the bruises on Julian’s cute, pert backside as his room mate shifted in his bed.
After that no one has disobeyed Ms Lewis again, or had been brave enough to resist the school’s strange programme of making the boys pretty—Aaron was not sure that some of the boys weren’t beginning to enjoy it, feeling attractive, the compliments from their stern, domineering teacher, looking sexy.  Even Aaron and Cameron had admitted that some of the school’s regime wasn’t too bad, with the required pink milkshakes a commonly agreed upon highlight, the sweet, thick, creamy drinks that they had at the beginning and end of each day delicious and addictive, so that they had both admitted they were beginning to crave them, even daydreaming about them.
“Better we go along than end up getting punished again.  You remember what Ms Lewis said. Next time the punishment would he harsher.  If you’re willing to risk it fine, but I’m not, and don’t make Aaron feel bad if he isn’t either.  I mean… its not that bad.  It’s just clothes and stuff.”  Cameron said.
Aaron looked to Cameron, the tallest of the three, though not tall, athletic without being muscular, lean and toned, long legs that looked… good, now they were smooth, and he had blushed when Aaron had told him so.  Cameron made eye contact with Aaron and smiled—even Cameron’s face seemed to be softening slightly, always kind of pretty, it had become even prettier, fuller lips and less angular, his hair almost brighter, longer, thicker—Aaron had noticed the same about Julian, but had dismissed it.  It was impossible, surely?
“Unless you enjoyed being punished and wanted more?”  Cameron said, laughing, teasing.
Julian glared daggers at Cameron, pouting.  He meant to look angry, fierce, intimidating, but he just ended up looking cute.
“Like I’d enjoy that.  It was… humiliating.  I’ll look forward to seeing you get punished like that at some point so I can make fun of you.”
Cameron just grinned.
“Maybe I’d enjoy it too.  I mean… that Ms Lewis is kinda hot, and it’s not like we’ve got any other way to relieve any tension now.  Not with… these… things on.”
Cameron’s tone was bitter and mocking of their joint situation.  Aaron squirmed.  He had almost forgotten his cage, but Cameron’s words brought him crashing back to reality with a clatter.
He was caged, his cock caged, locked away, as were his room-mates’.  He remembered the scene, all of them touching themselves as the others watched, racing not to come last, then being locked away by Ms Lewis, cages sealed on with cute little heart shaped padlocks.
Aaron knew that Cameron was joking to try to keep himself distracted from the situation.  He had come out worst.  Having finished last he had been punished, his cage had been the smallest, with Ms Lewis adding a special cream to help him fit the cage—they had all known what Ms Lewis was doing, what the cream was intended for, shrinking Cameron’s already not large cock to better fit his tiny, pink cage, though none of them said anything. 
Aaron wondered if the process had already begun, was Cameron’s cute cock already shrinking, smaller?  How did it feel, how did it look?  He felt his smooth, cute little cock try to harden in his cage at the thought, ashamed and humiliated by his response, bewildered by what was happening to him, but his cage kept his cock limp, useless, worthless.
“Well, no point delaying it.  I’m using the shower first, then getting dressed.  You can both be late if you want but I’m making sure I’m on time!”  Cameron said.
Cameron jumped up out of bed and Aaron’s gaze flicked to his crotch, the tiny, almost insignificant bulge of his cage.  Aaron wasn’t sure, but he thought perhaps the cream and the tiny cage were already having a significant effect.
As Cameron walked off to the bathroom, a subtle wiggle to his hips that Aaron did not remember seeing yesterday, his ass swollen and pert, rounder today than yesterday, Aaron felt the memory of dreams stir.  He squirmed at the thought of being pretty, feminine, girly, body curvy and womanly, his cock tiny and soft and worthless, just a good girl waiting to serve.  He bit his lip to keep from whimpering as his cock again ached in its cage.  Aaron had a sudden, intense, and almost overwhelming craving for one of the school’s special milkshakes.
 

The three room-mates showered one after the other, each using the special soaps and moisturisers they had been given by Ms Lewis to keep their bodies soft, delicate, sensitive, then dressed in their pretty uniforms.  Cameron wore his pink skirt, Julian wore his black, Aaron wore his red.
“Come on, we need to hurry if we’re going to make breakfast.”  Cameron said.  “I’m dying for… something to drink.”
The showers had taken longer than they needed to, each of the three taking a long moment in the shower to explore their new soft, delicate bodies.  None of them had spoken about it but each had wondered at the subtle changes they were noticing, so subtle they weren’t sure they were real at all—asses softer, rounder, hips wider, waists narrower, the hair on their heads growing longer, thicker, Cameron’s becoming bright blonde, Julian’s deep jet black, Aaron’s an intense shade of dazzling, stunning red.  They had all enjoyed the sensation of washing, relishing, caressing their new smooth, pretty, sensitive bodies, each caress a new kind of bliss that was unknown to them before, confused and unsettled by what was happening, but unable to resist the temptation of touch.
Soapy hands had run over legs, bellies, arms, soft chests, nipples hardening, perky, intense joy at the slightest touch.  Hands had wandered, finding little release in their cages, cute little cocks soft, useless, roaming to other places, over their pert, round, swollen asses, fingers slipping into his crack, along, roaming over their tight, virgin holes, quiet whimpers as they explored their new bodies, relishing the new sensations.
All of them had emerged flustered and blushing, pent up, excited, unable to find release no matter what they had tried, their minds fluffy with dirty, erotic thoughts, bodies tingling, aching.  They had all dressed quickly, trying not to look at each other but failing, stealing sly glances at each other in panties, long white socks, cute little heels, pleated skirts, each of them admiring the others, wondering if the changes they were noticing were real or the product of an erotically charged imagination.
“I can’t believe we’re being forced to go through with this… it’s… it’s not right!”  Julian said—his protests were weaker though, feeble, as though he were only pretending, battling himself.
Aaron and Cameron were both quiet, trying to hide their eagerness to be pretty, to dress in their feminine uniforms, blushing as they readied themselves for class, smelling of soap and moisturiser, a feminine scent of musk and flowers.  The three left the room as a group and headed down to the dining hall together, joining the other
boys
from their class, all of them some how prettier today, subtle changes, nervous, blushing. 
Aaron noticed more than a few giving subtle wiggles as they walked in their heels, butts round and full, skirts swaying with the rolling of their asses, smooth thighs in long white socks, heels clicking as they all strutted without even thinking.  The thought of the milkshakes, the thick, sweet, creaminess, the dense cloying deliciousness, made him squirm.  He was hungry, and aching, his cage constraining his throbbing little cock, making him shimmy as he walked, and Aaron noticed that more than a few of the boys were walking in the same manner, shimmying.  Were they all caged now?  Had Ms Lewis made them all do what she made the three of them do last night?  Were other boys strapped in tiny little cages like Cameron, their cocks shrinking under the effects of that strange pink cream?
Aaron smiled, biting on his bottom lip, freckled cheeks turning pink.  Would he be made to wear a tiny pink cage as punishment at some point, the strange cream applied, shrinking him, an irreversible spiral down toward being girly, pretty, feminine, submissive?  Had it already begun?
He giggled, shaking his head.  He was being silly.  It was just a school.  It was just to help him become a better person, the person he was supposed to be.  Those were just silly daydreams, fantasies.  He ignored the changes he had already gone through, his permanently soft body, his developing curves, larger nipples, more sensitive, the lingering effects of his strangely intense dreams.
He was hungry, ravenous, and he needed food, needed his morning milkshake, and then he needed to get to class.  He wanted to impress Ms Lewis, show her he could be a good student, a good girl.  He wondered what today’s lesson would be, what new transformations she would make the boys undergo—his cock twitched in its cage.  Why was he getting so excited at the thought of becoming… pretty, and obedient?




Chapter Two
The boys ate their breakfast in the dining hall, surrounded by the other classes of more senior girls, all of them so pretty, giggly, sexy.  They were all still nervous, self conscious, eating quietly, quickly, drinking down their milkshakes eagerly—even Julian now seemed to savour the delicious, addictive beverage—though they were less awkward than the previous days, getting used to their school girl uniforms now, their short pleated skirts and little heels, knee highs socks, blouses, blazers, and they were all thankful that their uniforms were nowhere near as bright or brazen or girly as some, though not all of the other girls’ uniforms—bright pinks, high heels suitable for strippers, tiny pleated miniskirts, unbuttoned blouses that barely fit over their large breasts, stunning hair styles, gorgeous make-up, flashes of tiny thongs, sexy bras, seamed stockings, fishnet tights.
Aaron watched several of the girls with both envy and lust.  They were stunning, beautiful, dressed like naughty, sexy school girls, or submissive secretaries, tight skirts and stockings, suspenders, high heels, their lithe womanly bodies not as curvy as some of the girls, but with full hips, large asses, heavy breasts.  He felt his heart skip as they glanced at him, giggling, giving a cute little wave as though to a friend.
All of the other students were girls, sexy, pretty, some of the most beautiful women Aaron had ever seen.  Were they all once like him and the other boys?  Would his class be remade like them?  The boys becoming sexy bimbos, naughty office girls, flamboyant goth princesses?
His heart skipped and his belly fluttered at the thought, his cock aching in his cage.  If he could choose, which one would he want to be like.
“We better hurry.”  Julian said.  “I might not want to go to class, but I want to be punished even less.”
Julian’s words snapped Aaron from his daydream, his thoughts of being a naughty school girl like the other girls, a sexy secretary or an obedient, submissive PA, daydreams of working in an office, bending over the desk, skirt slipping up, showing of his ass in sexy heels and stockings, cock tiny and useless, and turned to Julian, blushing crimson.
“Sure.”  He whispered.
Aaron quickly finished his milkshake as Julian stood.  The other boys began to move too, getting up from their seats and heading towards the doors even as the other girls got up from their breakfasts, heading off to their classes, all of them flirty and giggly and excited, obviously eager for the day’s lessons—not one of the other girls seemed timid or unsure or reluctant… would that happen to these boys, thought Aaron.
Aaron slipped out of his seat and hurried after Julian and Cameron, heading off towards the day’s adventure, wondering what lay in store for them all.  His heart was racing, and as he walked in his cute little heels there was an extra wiggle in his hips and ass, the gait natural, comfortable, and entirely subconscious—a pleasant tingle at the back of Aaron’s mind as he walked like a good girl.
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The boys all sat in their assigned seats, neat rows, all dressed in the pretty school girl uniforms, quiet, knees together, their skirts flashing the smooth, soft, plump flesh of thighs.  As Aaron looked around the room he saw more than a few of them squirming in odd ways, trying and failing to seem calm and composed—it was obvious more than a few of them were feeling pent up, excited, horny.  Aaron blushed as his imagination pictured them in panties, cute soft little cocks caged, their round firm butts.
The door opened and there was the click of heels.  Aaron turned to the front of the class to see Ms Lewis enter, the tall, domineering teacher wearing a tight, short black skirt, black high collar blouse, fitted to emphasise her trim waist and large breasts, seamed stockings with just a hint of suspender showing, and knee length black leather boots with an evil, sharp looking heel.  Her hair was pulled back into a tight pony tail and her make-up was, as ever, dark, austere, and almost intimidating.  Just seeing her made Aaron’s caged cock ache in ways he did not understand, and from the several quiet whimpers around him from other boys he knew he was not alone.
“Good morning girls.  I’m pleased to see you all made it on time, though I won’t pretend I wasn’t looking forward to punishing someone this morning.”  Ms Lewis said.
She glanced at Julian, smirked.  Julian fidgeted, squirming, his black leather collar suddenly too tight, his ass still sore and bruised from his spanking.  The thought of being punished again, stripped naked, tied down over Ms Lewis’s desk in front of the class, spanked, beaten, made him blush, his cage suddenly too tight.
“Now, onto this morning’s lessons.  You’ll all be excited I’m sure to hear that today we’re going to go over make-up and hair.  You are all looking so much more lovely now you’re all smooth and soft, but there are still considerable improvements to be made.  We expect each of you to be highly skilled in make-up and hair once you leave, so you will be receiving lessons on beautification often, and will be expected to practice extensively.”
Aaron felt his head spin.  Hair and make-up… how would he look, how would the other boys look?  His heart skipped, racing.  He looked around the class and saw that the others were feeling the same mix of emotions he was, shame, humiliation, but also… excitement.
“And obviously, since we expect you to look your best at all times while here, you’ll be required to keep your hair and make-up done to a high standard at all times, and hopefully once you leave you’ll keep up your good habits.  Is that understood girls?”  Ms Lewis asked.
The boys all nodded.  There was no resistance, no objection.  More than a few were smiling, trying to hide their obvious eagerness, blushing.  They were going to be shown how to be pretty, feminine, and the atmosphere of nervous excitement was contagious.
“You’ll all be shown how to maintain a basic style, chosen for you by our expert staff to match our goals for you.  Obviously once you get skilled enough you’ll be able to modify it, so long as you keep to the theme we have in mind for you, but for now you are just to work each day in replicating what we do for you today.”
Again a chorus of ‘yes Ms’.
“And once you all meet the standards of the day you’ll be sent off to practice in your room at your dressing tables.  We will of course be gifting each of you with your own make-up kit, tailored to your needs, along with any other products we think you’ll be needing as you adjust.  I’m sure once we’re done today you’ll all be feeling much more at home around the other girls, and much closer to the true version of yourself that you’ve all been trying so long to hide.”
Ms Lewis’s words rang in Aaron’s ears.  True version?  He had a vague idea what that meant and the thought both terrified and excited him.  He wondered just what kind of look the school had in mind for him and his room-mates.
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The boys were all sat in tall chairs spaced around the perimeter of the room.  There were no mirrors and small partitions were brought in to stop them from seeing each other.
“You are going to soooo love the surprise when you see yourself and your cute friends.  I remember when we all got our first make overs… I mean, I’ve had so many now, but the first one is always so special, if you know what I mean.”
Faith, the senior girl that had been assigned to help Aaron, giggled and babbled as she finished getting Aaron settled in his improvised booth, settling him in his chair.  She was, without doubt, gorgeous, a stunning red head with features not dissimilar to Aaron’s—her make-up perfect for her deep green eyes and pale freckled skin, emphasising her beauty instead of covering it or trying to change it, and it was obvious why she had been assigned to Aaron, if anyone understood how to make him beautiful, it would be her.
Aaron watched her closely, her wide hips and round bubble butt, her pert breasts, though not as large as some of the other girls, still large, more than a handful, stretching her blouse, exposing amble cleavage. 
Her legs were long and clad in white thigh high socks, leaving a window of soft, delicate flesh between them and the hem of her micro pleated skirt, a green plaid pattern.  As she moved Aaron caught sight of her panties several times, skimpy, lacy, black, sexy.  Was there really a tiny bulge at the front?  A cage like his… Aaron shook his head.
Faith was the perfect specimen of young, sexy, preppy girl.  Like a model from a magazine or a porn video.  The idea that the girls in her class had once been like Aaron and the other boys seemed impossible, yet… seeing her, hearing her talk about her first make over, about her classes, it was as though she had been through what Aaron was going through, and she seemed to look back on these early classes now with fondness.
She seemed so cheerful, bubbly, a little ditzy and flirty at times, giggling often, but very happy.  Had she once been like Aaron?  Could Aaron possibly ever hope to become like her, as beautiful and sexy and happy as her?  Would the school turn him into a sexy, flirty, giddy girl?  The thought made his caged cock ache and his head spin.  Could he resist?  Did he even want to?
“Now, put this on.  It’ll stop your uniform getting all messy with make-up.”  Faith said, her voice soft and kind and flirty, as though always on the verge of laughing, a constant smile.
Faith draped a smock over Aaron’s shoulders, covering him.  She moved around him, close, studying him, feeling his hair, touching his face, moving him so she could look at his nose and eyes and cheeks, examine his lips, nodding, grinning.
Aaron could smell her perfume, the deep, feminine musk of her body.  He glanced down her blouse, at her full, heavy tits.  How would it feel to touch them?  How would it feel to have tits like that?  He blushed, watched her wiggle as she tottered around him in her heels, her hips and butt swaying.  Her walk was… hypnotic.  Aaron studied her movements closely.  If he had to wear heels he should make an effort to look good he supposed.  Would his ass ever be that large and round, a sexy pert bubble butt in a tight school girl skirt?
“You really are so pretty already!”  Faith said.  “You have so much potential.  More than I had when I got here.  You are going to be so cute and sexy!  Boys won’t be able to resist you, and some girls…”
Faith winked—was she flirting with him?
“I wish I could stay here to see how you turn out.  Your transformation is going to be amazing, and I know you’re going to love the results.  Maybe I’ll get to see you at a school reunion?  We could even have a little dance together… I think I’d like to dance with you once you’re all… finished…”
Faith’s words made Aaron’s head spin.  The way she smiled and touched him made him blush, but the suggestion of transformations, or becoming like her, made him squirm.  Was he really going to look like her?  She was so perfect, sexy, beautiful.  Would his body change… becoming like hers… feminine… breasts and hips and ass, curvy, cute, sexual, her face so beautiful… he blushed, unable to put his feeling into words.
“But I suppose now we need to get started.  I’ve got a lot to go over with you, and a lot to do.  Make sure you listen closely.  You won’t have to worry too much to start with, but you need to learn, and better start now rather than later… when Ms Lewis starts handing out the rewards for good performance you really, really want to try to earn some.  They really are so yummy!”  Faith said.
Aaron blushed deeper pink at the thought of rewards.  Would he be able to get his cage off, or would he… he dismissed the thoughts, aching with shame and humiliation and desire.
“Now… eyes first.”  Faith said.
She turned, looked over the vast array of products and tools, brushes and combs and swabs and tweezers and more, and chose her weapons of choice. 
“Remember to pay attention!  Bad girls will be punished.”  Faith said, giggling.
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Aaron sat still as Faith worked.  She told him all about what she was doing as she was doing it, the names of the special brushes, the products, the shades of colour.  She told him about what palettes to use for his skin tone and hair and eye colour to achieve different effects, how to be innocent and demure, how to be sexy, brazen, how to be slutty, how to be outlandishly flamboyant and glamorous.  She told him how to learn more on his own, what books and magazines to read, what kind of videos and guides to watch.
She worked as she talked, brushes caressing eyelids, teasing eyelashes, tweezers working on eyebrows, adding eyeshadow and eyeliner and mascara.  Aaron sat still as Faith worked, staring at him, adding blush and highlights, creams to soften his face, make him glow, adding lipstick and then gloss, painting his finger-nails, his toenails. 
His head spun, giddy with the perfumed scent of the products and with the thought of what was being done to him.  He wondered what was being done to Cameron and Julian, the other boys.  How would they look when they were finished?  How would he look?  Would they look like the other girls?  Would they be pretty?  Sexy?
“There, all done with make-up, now we just need to get your hair right and then you can have a look at the new and improved you!”  Faith said.
She was smiling at her work, happy, giggly.  Aaron smiled nervously, blushing.
Faith moved to the side and rummaged in her bag, came back with a wrapped bundle.
“Now,  Ms Lewis has said you are to have medium long length hair to start.  You can think about changing it later, once you get settled.  They like all us girls to have a say in what kind of woman we become but at the start they make all the decisions, though they have good taste so don’t worry, and longer hair always helps a new girl feel more feminine, so it’s for the best really.”
Aaron open his mouth to comment.  His hair wasn’t long.  How could he…
“And I know what you’re thinking.  You have short hair!  They plan for that obviously.  I have some very, very sophisticated and high quality extensions here that we’ll use.  Your hair will grow in really super fast now you’re here and on the newbie diet, but to start you need a little help.  They’ll feel natural though and once your hair begins to grow they can be cut and styled like normal hair, so really its just like taking a short-cut to gorgeous hair!”
Aaron opened his mouth to object but did not.  He remained silent as faith unwrapped the package, the extensions a perfect match to his hair colour, gorgeous and silky, lush long curls.  He knew he should refuse, should try to resist, but he did not… there was punishment of course, but he could also not deny the blossoming curiosity, the eagerness to see just how pretty he’d look.  Would he look like Faith and the other girls—he blushed as he realised he was hopeful, excited, keen to submit, to be remade into a pretty school girl.
Faith worked quickly, attaching the extensions with a special tool, then styling them, explaining to Aaron the routine he’d need to go through each morning to keep his hair looking pretty and at its best.
“You have to always try to be the best and prettiest version of yourself!”  She said.  “Not just because you’ll be punished, but also because it’s our duty.  We all want to be good girls don’t we?  And only pretty girls get to have fun after all.”
Faith giggled, and Aaron smiled.
Faith, finally finished, stepped back.  Her smile was wide and she was obviously happy with her work.
“You look… just wow!  I mean, I’m not even bragging.  I did a good job sure but… you are just so naturally pretty!  I’m totally envious of you.  Such amazing eyes and lips!  You are going to break so many hearts it’s not even fair.”
Faith’s giggly flirtatious nature was contagious and Aaron smiled, giggled, blushed.
“Thanks.”  He said, flattered by the compliment.
“Now, just need to wait.  It’s almost time for you all to see.”  Faith said.
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“Are we all finished?”  Ms Lewis asked.
“Yes Ms”  A chorus of replies from the senior girls.
“Good.  Now, I would like the senior girls to lead the new girls out.  They can look in the mirrors first, then they can see their classmates.  Having had a look around I can say I’m very impressed with the results and I want all of you new girls to thank the girls who have been helping you.  They’ve all worked very hard to make you beautiful and I’m sure once you see you’ll agree with me that they’ve done an excellent job in showing off your natural prettiness.”
Ms Lewis took a breath, looked around the room, smiled.  She pulled the covers off a series of carefully angled mirrors.
“Now, step out please.”  She said.
The senior girls came first, leading their younger, newly transformed charges out by their hands.  The boys all stopped in front of mirrors, stepped to the side slightly to see their reflections, and they all, as one, froze.
There was an awed, stunned silence, then several nervous, happy giggles.
“Is that really me?”  Asked a quiet voice.
“It can’t be… I’m so…”
“I’m beautiful.”
“Fuck…”  Whispered Julian.
Aaron was silent.  In front of him, in the mirror, was a cute, pretty, beautiful young girl in a school girl’s uniform.  His face was… stunning, big green eyes with thick, long dark lashes, heavy eyeliner making his eyes larger, eyeshadow making the green more intense, making him seem mysterious, sexy.  His lips were pink and glossy, pump, inviting, and the highlights and blushes on his cheeks just accentuated the cuteness of his freckles.
With his long, red, flowing locks, he was remade into a beautiful young woman.  Dressed in his girly uniform he was breath taking, cute and pretty, sexy, alluring.  He could not help but smile, blushing, so fetching and innocent, the kind of girl he would have thought way out of his league before all this began.
“I look…”
There were not words.
“You look like a proper, sexy, pretty girl!  And to think this is just the beginning.  It’ll only get better from here!”  Faith said.
Better?  The thought made Aaron’s head spin.
“Now, new girls, if you can tear your gaze away from your lovely reflections, take a look around at your new class mates.”
The boys all obeyed, looked away from the mirrors, looked around the room. 
They were all visible to each other now and they all stared wide eyed in surprise at what they saw.  All of them were changed, remade, transformed.  They had become pretty, sexy, cute girls, none of them bearing any more than the faintest passing resemblance to the boy they had once been.
Aaron caught sight of Cameron and was in awe, his friend now a tall, slim, sexy blonde with platinum long curls and bright pink lips and nails, pink and black eye-shadows, deep dark lashes, an innocent, glamorous, sexy bimbo in the making.  Cameron looked at Aaron and mouthed the word wow, clearly impressed with Aaron’s makeover.
Aaron continued to look around the room, saw Julian, and paused.  Julian was even more stunning than Cameron, now a raven haired beauty, petite with his wide hips and round ass, long black hair, black make-up, deep black-red lips and nails, like a rock chick, or gothic beauty, the black leather collar setting the whole look off perfectly.  The two room-mates looked at each other, both admiring the other, a look of desire, want, hunger, and they blushed.
“Now you must all admit you look much prettier, much more like the girls we expect you to be.  Don’t you?”
There was a quiet murmur of ‘yes Ms’.
“So, what do you all say to the girls who helped you?  How about ‘thank you for making me pretty’.”
“Thank you for making me pretty,”  was repeated by the younger girls.
The senior girls all blushed, saying it was nothing, a pleasure to help new girls, to show them how much fun it could be to be sexy and beautiful.
“You’ll be pleased I’m sure that the girls will be back for more lessons later, other tips on how to do hair and make-up, how to do other styles, some more and some less brazen, but for the next few days you’ll need to practice on your own.  From now on we expect full make-up and styled hair at all times from all of you.  Is that understood?”
Another murmur of ‘yes Miss’.
“However, we are not cruel or unfair.  As a little extra gift you’ll all be be very pleased to hear that keeping your make-up perfect will be easier than you think.  This first application is, for now, permanent.  Consider it a base layer on which you can work to practice and improve.  Once you have mastered your basic skills we will give you a removal cream that will allow you to restore the blank canvas of your faces so you can try other styles of make-up.”
Permanent?  Aaron blushed, squirming.  He would always be this pretty, from now on… and even when he was able to remove it it would only be so he could try other looks, more make-up.  He was always going to be like this now?  His head spun… what was happening to him, and why was he enjoying it?  He blushed at the tide of shame and giddy pleasure. 
“Which, I’m pleased to say, brings us to our final details.  As new and improved girls, it would be inappropriate for you to wander around with silly boy names and dumb boy voices.  From now on you are to speak like good girls, feminine voices only.  Any time you are caught using your old, yucky, unattractive voices you will be punished, and severely.  Understood?”
The chorus of ‘yes Ms’ was this time was different, nervous and unsure, softer, feminine, girly.  It would take practice to get right but every last one of the class had taken the first step to changing their voice, to speaking like a good girl.
“And so, as the last detail, your new names.  Remember these, and use these names and only these names from now on.  You are girls now.  Good girls.  You will be punished if we hear your old names, and trust me, we will hear.”
Ms Lewis smiled, looked to the first student.
“Kimmy.”  She said. 
The new girl smiled.
“Thank you Ms.”  She said, speaking in a nervous, uncertain, girly voice.
“Jasmin.”  Ms Lewis said.
Ms Lewis went around the room, naming each new girl in turn.
Aaron waiting, his heart thundering.  This was it.  Was he really going to let this happen.
Ms Lewis reached Cameron.
“Cammy.”  She said.
Cammy smiled, blushed.
“Thank you Miss.”  She said.
Ms Lewis turned to Julian, stood still, nervous, reluctant, but obedient.
“Jessica.”  Ms Lewis said.
“Thank you Miss.”  Jessica said, her voice soft, trembling slightly.
Ms Lewis turned to Aaron.
“Amanda.”  Ms Lewis said.
Amanda felt a swelling in her chest, her belly fluttering.  Amanda.
”Thank you Miss.”  Amanda said, and she meant it.




Chapter Three
The newly renamed girls all set off to return to their rooms after class, grinning, giggling, unable to believe how different they all looked now, pretty, feminine school-girls—like the other girls in the school almost, though not quite as sexy or brazen.  Their voices remained soft, each girl careful to keep her tones girlish to avoid punishment, and they used only their new names, many of the girls blushing and squirming as the others used her new name, grinning, excited and happy in ways they did not understand.
Amanda was walking with Jessica, her dark make-up dazzling, her hips swaying in her black plaid skirt, and Cammy, the pink make-up and blonde hair so bright and pretty and glittery, when another girl approached, small and slim.  Kristi, who had once been called Kai, a girl of obviously Asian decent who seemed more relaxed now than before, comfortable, her face made-up with dark reds, browns and blacks, long glossy midnight black hair.
“Hi… Amanda.”  Kristi said.
Her voice was soft, girly, feminine.
Amanda felt her heart flutter at the use of her new name, a surge of emotions that made her almost dizzy—pleasure and humiliation, joy, shame, excitement.  She smiled at the smaller girl, her face so delicate and feminine.  If she hadn’t known she would have thought that Kristi had always been a girl.  She was so pretty, so girly.  Amanda wondered if people now looked at her the same way.  Did the other girls look at her and Cammy and Jessica and see three girls, a preppy red head, a sexy goth, and a blonde bimbo?
“Hi Kristi.  How… how are you?  How are you finding it all?”  Amanda asked, careful to keep her voice as feminine as possible.
Kristi blushed.  From the way she walked, wiggling her slim hips, her round ass swaying, Amanda had a suspicion that Kristi too was caged—the thought of her cute little cock all locked up and aching made Amanda’s cock twitch in its cage.
“I’m… I’m okay.  Adjusting.  It’s all new but… it’s not so bad.  I… I quite like the make-up and hair.  And I… I wanted to say… you look really nice, really pretty.”  Kristi said.
Amanda blushed deep pink.  The compliment made her feel warm and fuzzy.
“Thanks.  You too.”  Amanda said.  “You… you look really happy and pretty.”
It was Kristi’s turn to blush. 
“Thanks.  I… I’m still getting used to the changes but… I’m kind of beginning to like them.  You know what I mean?”
Changes?  Amanda got the impression that Kristi meant more than just the make-up and hair and clothes. 
Looking down at the pretty girl she thought that perhaps there were subtle differences, her face softer, ass rounder, hips a little wider.  Was that possible?  Amanda turned to look at the other girls in her class.  They too looked subtly different, with more than one of them showing just a slight bulge at the chest, round butts, wide hips, pretty feminine faces.  But they’d all been pretty feminine to start with.
Amanda began to wonder if the ache in her chest and legs and ass, the sensitivity in her nipples and lips, were not just her imagination.  What other changes were happening to her that she hadn’t noticed, or had she dismissed as her imagination?
“Yeah I… it’s not been that bad I guess.”  Amanda said.
She was not ready to admit the seed of pleasure she had discovered, the germinating kernel of joy that was taking root in her soul at her transformation.  Amanda’s blush deepened, her freckled cheeks rosy.
“Well… I better get back to my room.  See you tomorrow.”  Kristi said.
Kristi moved away, along a side corridor towards her room as Amanda and Jessica and Cammy headed towards their room.  The group of girls split up, moved to their rooms, ready to begin practising their new skills with make-up, each of them eager to refine their technique so that they could avoid disappointing Ms Lewis.
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The evening was uneventful, practising make-up, hair, walking in heels.  Amanda and Jessica and Cammy all keeping to their feminine voices, using only their new names, Amanda and Cammy both seeming to take a little pleasure from their new personas, while Jessica was dour, stubborn, only the leather collar on her neck keeping her obedient.
They had their evening meals, their nightly milkshakes, even Jessica craving and delighting in the thick, sweet, creamy taste now, then slept.  In the morning they woke with the alarm and showered, applied a little make-up over the permanent base layer, glad to have the foundation of eyeshadow and mascara and eyeliner to guide them, their permanent base layer of lipstick enhanced by extra layers of gloss, making their lips fuller, plump and wet.
They each styled their hair as they had been shown the day before, making a good job, though not quite as good as the senior girls had managed, their new longer hair more than each of them had had to manage before.  Finally finished, dressed in their girly uniforms, heels and panties, made-up for the day, they headed down to breakfast.  None of them spoke, each of them distracted. 
Seeing their room-mates out of the shower, dressing, their soft smooth bodies, their slowly blossoming curves, round asses, legs, flat stomachs, pert nipples, pretty faces, long glamorous hair, each of them had struggled to contain their excitement.  They had been caged now for over a day, locked away with no way to relieve themselves, to release their pent up desires.  Even as they enjoyed being feminine, pretty, sexy, they had only grown more frustrated, caged and locked.
Dressing in their pretty panties and soft girly uniforms had only made their agony worse, their cute little caged cocks throbbing.  Even Cammy, in her tiny pink cage, her cock becoming more accustomed to the confines with each day, each hour, was struggling with the caged agony.
As they headed down to eat, excited by the thought of more milkshake, craving the thick, sweet, dense flavour, they were all on edge, and the sight of their classmates, pretty, sexy in their uniforms, becoming sexier and girlier and more beautiful with each passing day, only made it worse.  Amanda did not know how she was going to make it through the day, was dreading what new task Ms Lewis had in store for them.
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The girls were all sat in class, waiting, the memory of the sweet, thick milkshakes lingering on their tongues.  The door opened, and Ms Lewis entered carrying a bag.
“Good morning girls.”  She said.
A chorus of ‘good morning Ms Lewis’ from the class.  Ms Lewis moved to her desk, dropped the bag on top.  She was grinning, and the smile made Amanda squirm—it was almost a smirk.
“I’m pleased to see you have all made an effort to do your hair and make-up.  It’s not perfect, and you all still need a lot of practice, but its a valiant start.”
The girls all smiled, flattered by the praise, pleased to have satisfied their teacher.  Ms Lewis moved to open the bag, rummaged inside, pulled out a small black box, placed it on the desk.
“Now, today we’re going to cover exercise.  Pretty girls like you need to keep in shape, and that means knowing how to exercise to best develop the appropriate curves for a sexy body while still staying toned yet soft, while also learning how to use certain other… muscles… to enhance pleasure.”
The class was quiet.  The tone of Ms Lewis’s voice suggested that there was more to today’s lesson than just exercise.  Amanda squirmed.  Her caged cock was aching, throbbing.  She did not know how much more she could take.
“Now, each of you come and collect a box, then follow me to the gym.  Once there you’ll be given a gym uniform and you can change so we can begin the lesson.”
The class sat still.
“Hurry now girls.  I’ve not got all day.”  Ms Lewis said.
Slowly, uncertainly, the girls moved to collect the boxes from Ms Lewis’s desk.  None of them dared open them yet.
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“Now, each take a uniform, then go get changed and come back here quick as you can.”  Ms Lewis said.  “And remember to open your boxes.  You’ll need to wear what’s inside for today’s lesson.”
She handed out small gym bags to each girl, each bag labelled with a name.  Amanda, Jessica, and Cammy collected their bags and headed through to the changing area, a series of small cubicles in a room at the back of the large, modern, well equipped gymnasium.
Amanda took up one cubicle and Jessica and Cammy wandered off to find their own, each girl given a little privacy.  Amanda put down the box and the bag, opened the bag first.
It was a normal gym outfit, if a little skimpy.  Skin tight grey yoga pants, black gym panties, a small white cropped t-shirt, trainers, and a sports bra.  Amanda looked at it, her hear skipping.  She knew she would be expected to wear all of it, even the bra—the thought of wearing it made her flush pink… perhaps one day she’d even need it to support… she shook her head.  She needed to focus and get changed.  She didn’t want to be last and disappoint Ms Lewis.
Amanda turned her attention to the box, opened it, froze.
“That’s…”  Her voice was soft, feminine, the voice quickly becoming habit.
In the box, on a velvet cloth, lay a small silicone object—a prominent, large, curved bulb attached by a thin neck to a long bar.  Next to it was a bottle of clear, viscous looking liquid… lubricant.
It was a plug, a butt plug.  Amanda was expected to wear that, while still caged, under her gym clothes, while exercising.  She knew now exactly what Ms Lewis meant when she said muscles and pleasure.  She blushed.
“Well… I suppose I can’t refuse.”
Amanda was shaking, curious, nervous.  She could not even admit to herself how excited she was.
Without undressing she slipped off her panties and picked up the plug.  It was heavy, cool.  The bulb was large, almost too large, and she found herself wondering if it would even fit.  The surface was a soft silicone but the inside was firm and solid.  She had to slip the whole thing… inside.
Amanda picked up the lubricant and opened it, poured a large dollop into her palm, and worked it over the plug.  Her caged cock was aching, throbbing, twitching.  She was really going to… slip it… inside… her ass.
Biting her bottom lip Amanda shifted, lifting one leg to put it on the bench in her cubicle.  Were Jessica and Cammy, Kristi… were they doing the same, slipping their plugs in… the thought made her whimper.  She lifted the plug, ran it along her crack, slick, wet, the thick, heavy bulb caressing her entrance.  She shivered, a joy running up her spine.
Amanda bit her lip harder as she pressed, closing her eyes, easing herself open, trying to relax as she forced the plug into her, her hole stretching, slick, slipping deeper, splitting her hole wide. 
She moaned, the sensation… good, a spark of pleasure expanding in her belly.  She eased her hips, grinding, savouring the feeling of the plug opening her entrance, filling her, thick and heavy.  She eased down, the plug sinking deeper, her whimpers becoming soft moans of pleasure and then, suddenly, the plug shifted, slipping into her ass, filling her, popping past her outer ring, burying itself deep inside her.
Amanda’s eyes went wide and her cock, caged, locked, ached, a joyous agony.
“Fuck…”  She whispered.
The plug was buried inside her hole, in her ass, deep, her hole clenched around the neck, holding it inside.  The sensation was… good!
Amanda shifted, easing her leg down, standing up.  She needed to get dressed into her gym clothes.  As she stood up the plug shifted, the curve of it causing it to press into a small, bright, sensitive spot inside her, slick, teasing, a fluttering in her belly.  She whimpered again and her cock leaked a small trickle.
“Fuck!”  Her voice was hoarse with pleasure.
This was going to be a very interesting lesson.
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Amanda emerged finally, flustered, aching, hot, horny, dressed in her tight yoga pants, the fabric clinging to her legs and hips and ass, making her butt look big and round and bouncy, her short t-shirt showing off her belly, the sports bra pressing on her sensitive nipples, hugging her.  She could not help but wiggle as she walked, her hips rolling, ass swaying, the movements causing the plug inside her ass to shift, rubbing at the spot of her pleasure, her body moving to chase the joy so that with each step her wiggle became more exaggerated, more brazen, more sexual, her caged cock throbbing.
The other girls too were all wiggling, walking with deliberate steps, their movements careful, eyes glazed, cheeks flush, all of them grinning, embarrassed but happy, enjoying the sensation of being full, of being plugged, being caged, pressed in tight, sexy gym clothes.  They were all so pretty, made-up, glamorous hair, sexy girls ready to work out and get sweaty.
Ms Lewis looked them over, smiling.  She took in each girls’ expression, nodding.
“Good, I’m pleased to see you’ve all followed your instructions and are all dressed.  I’m also very happy to see you’re all plugged.  I can see it in your eyes.  That cheeky look of pleasure that some of you are trying to hide but I’d recognise it anywhere.  I’m sure soon enough you’ll come to crave and appreciate that feeling of being full, but for now we need to focus on getting you all in better shape.”
The girls all squirmed.  Amanda looked around, saw Jessica, Cammy, Kristi, all of them blushed and grinning, clearly excited, clearly enjoying having their asses full as much as her.  The thought made her caged cock throb, and she bit hard on her bottom lip to keep from moaning as her hole clenched around the plug squeezing it, pressing it on the small point of pleasure inside her.
“Now, to start something light, a few stretches and some weighted squats, after that a run on the machines, and finally some relaxing yoga to improve your flexibility.”
Squats?  Stretches?  Running?  Yoga?  All of it sounded like it would only cause the plug inside Amanda to shift more, pressing, slipping inside her.  The thought of trying to focus on exercise while the plug teased her, her cute little cock caged, made her quiver with excitement and uncertainty.  Amanda was certain of one thing.  She was going to be a damp, aching, distracted mess by the end of the lesson, as were the rest of the girls.
“Now, enough talking, time to work those muscles.”  Said Ms Lewis.  “Lets start by having you see if you can touch your toes.  I’m sure you’re all going to enjoy just how that feels now you’re all plugged for me.”
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The exercises were not hard, or exhausting, but they were intense, and with the added distraction of the plug and cage it was all Amanda could do to follow along as Ms Lewis showed them how good girls exercised.  Each squat, each stretch, each step on the running machine, each pose during the warm down yoga… all of it just made Amanda’s caged cock ache in agony.  The way her body moved, as though on its own, seeking the pleasure of the plug, her hole clenching, hips wiggling, ass swaying and grinding, chasing the sensation of it pressing on the spot of bright pleasure, it was almost more than she could handle.
As she exercised small whimpers and moans escaped her lips, unable to contain the pleasure building inside her, her ass full, slick, the bulb of her plug… good!  Other girls moaned, whimpering, the gym becoming full of erotic noises that only made the experience worse, more intense, a tangible atmosphere of arousal.
Amanda glanced around at the other girls.  She saw Cammy doing weighted squats, her firm, round ass shown off by her yoga pants, small wiggles as she worked the plug inside her ass, grinning, blushing, eyes glazed with lust.  She watched Jessica stretching, her wide hips, bubble butt, the hazy look in her eyes as she wiggled, biting her lip to keep quiet, soft moans escaping as the plug slipped around inside her.  She stared at Kristi as she held her yoga poses, so small and petite, slim, sexy, the smile on her full lips, dusky eyes hazy with joy, the round swell of her plugged soft ass.
Amanda noticed the other girls staring at her too.  All of them were distracted, their bodies hot, the gym full of sweaty, aroused girls trying to do as their teacher said, the sensations of their full, plugged holes though conspiring against them.
Ms Lewis noticed, but said nothing, acted calm, composed, making the pretty girls perform exercise after exercise, all intended to cause the plugs inside them to shift in the most pleasurable, teasing ways possible.  She grinned as she watched her class, their faces blushing, their quiet moans, their bodies being trained by the pleasure they were experiencing.  Soon, she knew, they would be craving those sensations, desperate to experience them, to experience the bliss they could bring, and they would do anything to have their tight little holes filled.
“Very good girls.”  Ms Lewis said.
“Now, stand up all of you and take a moment to relax.”
The girls stopped their stretches and rose, slowly, carefully to their feet.  They were all sweaty, their short t-shirts clinging to their chests, more than a few with damp patches on their tight, sexy yoga pants.  They whimpered as they shifted, trying to get comfortable, but their bodies restless, wiggling, fidgeting, hips rolling as they moved without thinking to savour the sensation of the plugs inside their tight, slick holes.
“You all did well today, and from the looks and sounds of it I think you all had fun.”  Ms Lewis said.
“We’ll be exercising five times a week from now on.  That’ll get you in better shape and help you learn good habits and the kinds of exercise routine you should be doing to keep a sexy body.  Now, you all look tired and sweaty.  I think it’s time you all headed off to shower so you can get cleaned up for dinner.”
The girls all smiled, nodding, blushing.
“Just… one last note.  I’d suggest taking the plugs out to clean them when you shower, but they’re to go back in afterwards.  From now on they’re to be worn always.  An addition to the uniform.  And don’t think I won’t be checking.  Is that understood?”
The girls were all silent for a moment.  Amanda’s head spun.  The plug in always?  The thought of it, always being full, the sensation of it moving, distracting her, her hole full, the small button of her bliss teased, the aching pleasure, the way her body moved on its own to feel more… it made her blush and whimper.  She’d not be able to think, her body would become addicted to it.
“Is that understood girls?”  Ms Lewis repeated, harder this time, more firm.
A chorus of ‘yes Ms’, quiet and hush whispers, all of the girls thinking the same things as Amanda.
Ms Lewis grinned.
“Good, now, off you go.  And girls, be sure to have a very fun evening.”  She said.




Chapter Four.
The evening and the morning were agony.  Slipping the plug out to clean it, slipping it back in, the sensation of being stretched, filled, the plug popping back into Amanda’s tight, slick hole, shifting as she moved, as she walked around her room, went to dinner, her hips rolling, butt swaying, blushing and grinning as she enjoyed the sensation of the plug caressing her sensitive inner walls—it was almost more than she could take.
Amanda could feel her mind becoming soft, addled by lust and pleasure.  As she took her morning shower she stood, soft and aching, sensitive, tingling, body smooth, her hands massaging her body with perfumed soaps, grinning, blushing, wiggling beneath the flow of warm water.  Her fingers roamed her body, touching her sensitive chest, her nipples bright spots of pleasure, let her hands slip down to her ass, cupping and squeezing her full, plump cheeks, so much rounder than they had been just yesterday, her hips wider.  Her mind was foggy, drunk on lust, so that she could not focus, could not think about what was happening to her.
Her hands slipped deeper, along her crack, touching the bar of her plug, making the bulb shift inside her tight, slick, hot ass, pressing it on the bright spot of her pleasure.  She moaned, whined, her cute little cock an agony of need in her locked cage.
One hand slipped round, to her cock, tugging on the cool, heavy metal, desperate.  Her body was a torment of need, so close yet unable to reach release.  Amanda pulled on her cage, her cute little cock, hairless, kept soft and worthless, useless, by the metal bars.  She tried to tease herself, pleasure herself, but it was all in vain.  She gave up, more aroused and frustrated than before.
She needed to get dressed and get to breakfast.  Today was going to be a torture of need and arousal.
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The girls sat at the table having breakfast, fruit and wholegrain toast.  Cammy and Jessica sat on either side of Amanda and all of them were as quiet as each other, all of them demure and shy, almost timid this morning, fidgeting, squirming, blushing, staring at their plates.
It was clear all of them were suffering in the same way Amanda was, their new plugs an additional torture on top of their cages, their pretty, soft bodies unaccustomed to such pleasure, such frustration—their desires, their needs, their desperation was changing them, making them submissive and obedient, eager to please, making them craven, the lightest accidental touch making them whimper and jump, their whole bodies becoming sensitive.
As they finished they sat waiting for their morning milkshakes.  Amanda looked around the table.  They were all again wearing full make-up, their skills obviously improving, faces pretty, sexy, full plump lips, alluring eyes, their hair styled in pretty, feminine fashion.
Her mind was hazy but she could not help but observe the changes in her classmates.  Where once it had been a class of boys, there was no mistaking now that they were girls, all of them, their faces and their bodies changing slowly but obviously.  Amanda could feel it, her own body softening, curvier, her chest aching in new ways that felt… good!
A senior girl interrupted Amanda’s day dreams as she served the morning milkshakes, the pink, thick, sweet drinks placed down one in front of each girl.  Amanda began to salivate, mind blank.  She had not realized how much she had been craving it.  The girls reached out immediately as they were served, each one eager, and they drank, deeply, the taste heavenly, thick and creamy, heady.  Amanda tingled, warm inside, mind fuzzy.  She felt much better—her caged cock throbbed and her hole clenched around her plug, body bursting with euphoric joy.
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“Good morning girls!”  Ms Lewis said as she entered the classroom.
She was carrying another heavy bag, another lesson, and Amanda felt her belly flutter at the thought of what she was going to be expected to do.  Ms Lewis stopped by her desk and put the bag down, looked over the class.
The girls all squirmed and Ms Lewis grinned, smirking, basking in their suffering.  She nodded as she inspected each girl in turn.
“Very good.  Your make-up and hair have improved.  I’m pleased to see all of you, even you Jessica, are making more of an effort now to be good girls for me.  And from the look of you you’ve all been enjoying being plugged and caged.  The way you’re all sitting there squirming, desperate, blushing… well you all just look so cute I could eat you all up.”
Ms Lewis laughed.  The girls’ blushes deepened.
“But… well… it won’t be me doing the eating today, which brings us nicely on to today’s lesson”
Ms Lewis turned, opened the bag, and reached in.  Amanda felt her heart skip, something in what Ms Lewis had said, her tone, making her sit up and pay close attention.
Ms Lewis pulled her hand out of the bag and in it she held… a… a cock.  The room was silent.  Amanda felt her head spin, her lips and tongue tingling, salivating, her hole clenching on the plug.  More than one girl had the same reaction, eyes going wide at the sight of what Ms Lewis held.
“Well, I can see from your reactions that most of you are very eager for today’s lesson.  That’s good.”
The cock was… beyond life like, seemed almost as though it had been torn off a live man—a very, very well endowed man.  It was hard, flesh like, long and thick, the shaft rippled with veins, the head prominent, with a slit at the top.  At the base was a suction cup just beneath a pair of heavy balls.  Amanda could not take her eyes off it, her mouth open wide, licking her lips, tingling, almost drooling.  Why was the sight of a cock affecting her in such a way?
“Now, I’m sure all of you are very curious about what you’ll be doing.  What I have here with me are advanced teaching aids, a set of artificial cocks for you all to practice with, made using cutting edge materials and engineering.  Even the most cock addicted slut would be hard pressed to tell these apart from the real thing, and, luckily for you, you’ll get to savour every single delightful feature of them.”
The girls were all silent, rapt, fixated.  Ms Lewis put the cock on the table, suction cup down, holding it in place, and she began to stroke it gently.  Remarkably, the cock began to throb and pulse in response to her touch, hardening, swelling larger.
“Today most of you will get your first experience pleasuring cock, while a few of you naughty sluts will learn to refine the skills you’ve already acquired.”
More than one girl blushed a deep shade of crimson.
“You’ll all be given one of these to work on.  It’ll become yours to keep, though for now I’ll be taking them back at the end of the lesson—later, perhaps, if you’re good, I’ll be letting you look after them, when you’re ready to fully appreciate them.”  Ms Lewis smiled as the girls squirmed. 
“Today we’ll focus on service pleasure, so hands, and mouth if you want, tongues and lips and throats are quite effective and quite fun, but no butt fun for you sluts, not yet.  I want you all to learn the joy of pleasuring cock, the delight of being an obedient, willing cock slut.  You’ll be expected to please your toys to completion.  Is that clear?”
Completion?  Did Ms Lewis mean… making them cum?  Amanda’s head spun.  She had to touch it, with her hands, maybe even her mouth.
“Is that clear?”  Ms Lewis repeated.
The girls nodded, a chorus of ‘yes Ms’.
“Good, because as an extra incentive, to help encourage you nervous, timid, shy little things to embrace the slut within, there’ll be a reward for the first girl to satisfy her cock, and a punishment for the last.”  Ms Lewis grinned.  “Now, I’m going to hand the toys out, but no touching until I say.”
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Ms Lewis went around the room and placed a cock on the desk in front of each girl, sticking it by its suction cup to the flat surface.  Each girl sat, silent, staring at the thick, long, heavy cock in front of her, the realistic flesh, the veins on the shaft, the large, swollen head, the slit, the heavy, full balls.  As Ms Lewis put Amanda’s toy in front of her she stared at it, hypnotised, aching, mouth watering.  Could they really… cum?
“Now, I think that’s everyone.  All take a good look at the cock in front of you.  They’re quite large I know, but what girl doesn’t love servicing a massive, thick, glorious dick?”
The question was rhetorical.  All of the girls without exception were mesmerised by the toy in front of them, squirming, plugged, caged, wiggling their hips to feel more inside their slick, tight, hot holes.
“Now, are we all ready to begin?  Remember, first wins a treat, last gets a punishment, so try your best and give in to your inner slutty urges.”
The girls all nodded.  A chorus of ‘yes Ms’.
“Then on the count of three.  Three, two, one… go!”
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There was a rush of movement, the girls all eager, though some remained reluctant, fighting against their urges, resisting, stubborn.  Where Amanda and Cammy and Kristin all leapt at the chance to touch and fondle their toys, wrapping their hands around the thick shafts, stroking, exploring, Jessica remained conflicted, battling against her urges, her lust.
As Amanda wrapped her fingers around the thick, fleshy, warm meat of her toy she felt it respond, throbbing, engorging.  Her head spun and she stroked slowly, tenderly, exploring the sensations, the feel of it, the weight and heat of it.  It felt… so life like, it seemed almost impossible.  Even the smell, the raw, masculine musk making her head spin. 
The girls fidgeted, shifting, squirming in their seat, cages tight, holes clenching around their plugs, stroking their toys and Ms Lewis watched.
”Good girls!”  She said.  “That’s perfect.  Let your instincts and your desires lead you.  Give in to your need to service
cock!”
The girls nodded, hypnotised, only a few still struggling to resist, but even they were unable to hold hack from stroking, reluctantly, hesitantly, savouring the glorious sensation of stroking their toys.  Jessica’s hand slipped up and down, her hole plugged, cock caged, a pretty, sexy goth princess.  She wiggled in her seat, struggling to resist, battling her urges to touch, her need to please the cock in front of her.  The leather collar around her throat felt tight.
Amanda’s heart was racing, head spinning, thoughts a jumbled mess.  It had been so long since she had cum, she was so pent up, on edge, frustrated.  She was so pretty now, so feminine, so sexy, a naughty school girl, stroking a cock, her mouth aching, lips and tongue tingling, salivating, almost drooling.  She ached for more.  The thought of reward or punishment had gone from her head, there was only the need to service cock, the craving for it.
Amanda shifted, eased forward, aware she was surrounded by the other girls, shamed and humiliated by her need, but unable to control herself.  She opened her mouth and took the thick, prominent head of the cock between her lips.
“And Amanda is the first to give in!  Good girl Amanda, you’re going to make such a pretty, prefect cock slut!”
Ms Lewis’s words rang in her ears, the praise a joy and a sting.  She moaned, whimpering, her caged cock throbbing, drooling precum.  She wiggled in her seat, her plugged hole clenching, the bulb pressing on the knot of joy inside her.  Amanda’s lips and tongue came alive with new pleasure, so sensitive and wet and plump.  She sucked, hard, worked her lips down over the silky, throbbing, hard shaft, working her hand.  Could it really cum?  Would it?  Could she make it cum for her, fill her mouth?  She wanted it, hoped for it.
Other girls, seeing Amanda’s pleasure, joined her, Cammy and Kristin amongst them, wrapping their plump, wet, sensitive lips around their toys, hands sliding up and down, delighting in the way their cocks throbbed, engorging, swelling, responding to touch, to lips and tongue.
Jessica watched, mouth agape, aching, desperate, but resisted.  She would not give in so easily.  She stroked, watching the cock in her hand, licking her lips, wiggling in her chair, but stubborn.
Amanda worked more of the cock in to her mouth, wild now, lost in a fugue state of lust, the pleasure of serving.  She imagined it was a real cock, attached to some faceless man, on her knees, sucking, stroking, serving, a sexy school girl cock slut.  She moaned, whimpered, took more of the cock, deeper and deeper as it throbbed, sucking hard, tongue lapping at the head, the slit, stroking, the tip just brushing at her throat, suppressing the urge to gag.
She felt… free, floating on a cloud of pleasure and submission.  She wanted more.  Though she ached for released, plugged and caged, she no longer cared for her own pleasure.  She wanted, needed, to please the cock in her mouth and hands.  She sucked, hard, mouth tight and wet, slurping, drooling, and the cock throbbed, pulsing, swelling.
Amanda squealed, lips sealed around the shaft of the prick in her mouth as it erupted, cumming, hard, filling her mouth with a thick, sweet, creamy delicious liquid—the milkshake, only… better.  She swallowed, gladly, the pleasure of earning her reward, pleasing the cock, making it cum.  She was a good girl.
Amanda swallowed all of it, body tingling, mind buzzing, the taste and sensation addictive.  She was so close to release but she seemed to hover on the precipice, unable to reach the peak.  She swallowed even as the cock came, over and over, so much thick, creamy deliciousness, slurping and working with her lips and tongue and hands to milk more, earn more.
“And it looks like we already have a winner!  Well done Amanda.  It looks like you have quite the talent for sucking cock.”  Ms Lewis said.
The cock slowed its cumming, the flow of thick, creamy reward ending.  Amanda slurped it all up, swallowed it all, gladly, happy, buzzing, aching, squirming, and she sucked up and pulled her mouth off the toy with a pop, licking her lips to savour every drop.
“Thank you Ms.”  She said, giggling.
Amanda felt… lighter, head foggy, but happy, lips tingling, ass full, sensitive, clenching around the plug with her tight, slick hole.  She smiled, blushing.  She had won, and she wondered what her reward would be.
Amanda turned and looked around the room.  The other girls were all still playing with their toys, sucking, stroking, and the sight made her tingle, ache, wishing she could play more with hers.
Cammy squealed, her toy throbbing, then another girl, then another, each earning their rewards.  The cocks came and each time Ms Lewis praised the girls.  Soon only a few were left, amongst them Jessica, who was still only stroking, eyes glazed, mouth agape, drooling.
As the last few girls earned their reward, delighting in the taste, Ms Lewis moved to Jessica, stood behind her.  She was last.
“I’m disappointed Jessica.”  Ms Lewis said.  “Out of the entire class only you resisted the urge to suck that beautiful cock.  Only you refused to give in to your desires.  Why must you continue to struggle against me?”
Jessica blushed.  From her expression it was obvious she was aroused, that she wanted it.
“Well, I can’t wait all day for you to finish, and if you insist on using just your hands it’ll take forever, so how about I help.”
Without another word Ms Lewis moved in close.  She raised her hand to the back of Jessica’s head and gripper her long, luscious black hair, forced her head down, the rest of the class watching.  Jessica had barely the will to struggle, let herself be forced, her mouth opening.  She wanted it, needed it.  The cock throbbed.
“Show me you can be a good cock slut.”  Ms Lewis said.
The words were enough.  Something in Jessica snapped.  She allowed Ms Lewis to guide her and, as the whole class watched, rapt, horny and squirmy, she wrapped her lips around the cock, tight, and she sucked.
”Good girl.”  Ms Lewis whispered.
Jessica shuddered, lost in a bliss of surrender.  She sucked hard, fast, allowed Ms Lewis to control the pace and depth, hand gripping her hair, fucking the cock with her mouth.
It took only moments for the cock to swell, throbbing, and then it came.  Jessica moaned, drunk on pleasure, and swallowed, eagerly.  Ms Lewis laughed, happy, stroking the back of Jessica’s head and neck.
“See, that wasn’t so hard was it?”
Jessica moaned, sucking, swallowing, and shook her head.  It had been… why had she bothered to resist.
“But I’m still going to have to punish you for coming last.”  Ms Lewis said.




Chapter Five.
As the girls left class for the day, all giggly, blushing, flushed and excited after pleasuring their toys, the memory of sucking stroking, thoughts of cock, the taste of their thick, sweet, creamy milkshake reward still on their lips, Amanda and Jessica stayed back—instructed to stay in their seats by Ms Lewis.  Amanda sat and watched Cammy and Kristin and the other girls walk out, all flustered, squirming, their wide hips wiggling, round butts swaying, all of them savouring the sensation on their plugs inside their tight, slick holes.  The sight made her ache and she squirmed in her seat, licking her lips, mind still fuzzy with thoughts of cock, sucking, swallowing cum.
Jessica sat beside Amanda, head hung.  Her leather collar felt constrictive.  She had been last.  She had still been forced to suck anyway, swallow the reward, the thick, heavy, sweet, addictive cream.  Worse… she had enjoyed it, and even remembering made her belly flutter, her cute little caged cock aching, hole clenching around her plug so it pressed on the knot of her pleasure.  Why was she craving more?
“Now, you two are in for quite the experience.”  Ms Lewis said.
Both girls turned to look at her.  She was smiling, gently, kindly.
“Now, I don’t want either of you to worry, but I also want to keep your reward and punishment as a surprise, so you’ll just have to trust me.”
Jessica and Amanda nodded.  There was a knot of fear in Jessica’s gut.  Ms Lewis focussed on Amanda.
“Amanda, I have to say I’m very, very impressed with your performance today.  You’ve made me very happy, very proud.  You are a natural cock slut.  You should feel happy with your conduct, and if you keep it up I’m sure you’ll be graduating with an excellent performance rating that will ensure you lots and lots of fun opportunities once you leave here.”
Amanda blushed.  The words shamed and humiliated her, but more than that, they made her feel… good!  Ms Lewis turned her attention to Jessica.
“And as for you young lady…”  Her tone was firm, but not unkind.  “Well, it’s a good job you are exceptionally pretty, because a stubborn, truculent, disobedient, bratty girl like you needs something to make up for her short comings.  However, I think you have the potential to become every bit the wonderful cock slut that Amanda here is becoming, and that you just need a helping hand.  Your punishment will be just that.  A helping hand…”
Jessica shivered, pale and apprehensive.  Ms Lewis laughed, kindly, smiling.
“Now, now, there’s no need to worry your pretty head.  We’re not going to hurt you, this time.  In fact I’d say this might even be considered a reward by some of our girls, though I’m sure you’ll feel different, initially.  However, I do think it will help your progress.” 
Jessica bit her bottom lips.  She could not refuse, but she was still timid.  She nodded, slowly, mind foggy, thoughts hazy with lust and the memory of her toy between her lips, on her tongue, brushing at the back of her throat.
“Good.  Now, both of you come with me.”  Ms Lewis said.
As she moved towards the door Jessica and Amanda looked at each other.  Amanda reached out with one hand, offering it to her room-mate, her friend, and Jessica, uncertain, took it. 
“Together.”  Amanda said.
“Together.”  Jessica replied.
 
[image: ]
Ms Lewis led the pair along corridors, through secured doors where she entered a series of passcodes, into an empty part of the school complex—the corridors soft pink, immaculately clean, quiet except for the quiet hum of air conditioning.  The air smelt faintly of soap and flowers and citrus.
Ms Lewis stopped along a corridor much like the others, two shut doors on either side.  She turned and looked back at her charges, smiling.
“Here we are girls.  Amanda, on the left, Jessica, on the right.  It’s all ready for you so both of you go on through.  I’ll be here when you’re finished to collect you and take you back to your room.”
The girls froze.  They looked at each other, then at the doors.  There was no clue as to what lay behind them.
“Now girls!  Time is precious.”  Ms Lewis said.
The two girls nodded.  They released their hand hold and smiled at each other, turned to face their respective doors, and stepped forward.  They pushed the doors open, stepped through, and the doors swung shut behind them.
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Amanda stepped into a small room, bright pink, empty except for a big, comfortable looking pink seat that was bolted to the floor, a strange piece of furniture that seemed almost body shaped, like a soft cradle that would support her entire body comfortably and delicately, and a large screen that hung from the ceiling directly in front of the chair.
The light was soft, almost soporific, and there was a dull, almost inaudible hum that made Amanda want to sleep.
—PLEASE SIT DOWN—  Flashed up on the screen.
Amanda paused for a moment, blinked.  The room made it difficult to focus, to think.  She moved towards the chair, hips rolling, butt swaying, plug shifting inside her tight, slick, hot hole.
She moved to the chair, stared at it for a moment, then lifted herself to sit down, lying back.  The material was soft and warm and seemed to wrap around her, supporting her and cradling her so that it was almost as though she were floating.  Her head was at just the right level so that she was staring directly at the screen.
On either side of her head the chair shifted, two small speakers emerging, one close to either ear.  A quiet, gentle static began to play, like the sounds of the ocean.
—RELAX—
The word was calming.  The screen flickered, a pink and white spiral forming, spinning, Amanda’s eyes drawn towards the centre.  The spiral turned, and the sound of static was joined by a gentle buzzing, humming, that made it difficult to think, slow, heavy, calm breaths.
—FOCUS ON THE SPIRAL, BREATHE IN, BREATH OUT—
Amanda followed the instructions.  The spiral turned, her breathing slowed.  She felt calm, relaxed, happy.  The sounds in her ear changed, the buzzing, humming static soft, like whisperers, words slipping into her subconscious without being noticed. 
She wanted to be pretty, needed to be pretty.  It felt good to be pretty, to be sexy, to be admired.  It felt good to follow instructions, to please others.  She was a good girl, and her reward for being a good girl was pleasure—her body tingled, sensitive, her cute little caged cock aching, throbbing, nipples hardening, hole clenching around her plug, squeezing and relaxing around it so that it shifted in and out, pressing on the knot of her joy, the knot expanding, brighter, hotter, filling her like never before, almost as though she were fucking herself with just her clenching, working the plug inside her slick hole.
—YOU ARE A GOOD GIRL, A PRETTY GIRL, AND YOU HAVE DONE VERY WELL—
She had done well.  She had sucked so good on her toy, worked hard to please it, had embraced her cock slut nature, embraced those forbidden desires within.  This was her reward, her incentive to keep being good, to be a well behaved, obedient cock slut, a pretty, sexy school girl.
The noise from the speakers continued, like a chorus of many, many voices, soft seductive whispers, praise and affirmations, she was good, pretty, sexy.; she needed to look good, to flaunt her feminine, sexy body; she had such a sexy ass, wide hips, a pretty face, her voice was so soft, alluring, with her gorgeous long hair; she looked so cute in her uniform; she loved being cute; she loved being pretty; she needed to obey, to serve, to give others pleasure; being obedient felt good; being seen as a sexy, pretty girl felt good.
—RELAX, GIVE IN, FALL DEEP—
The spiral turned.  Amanda’s thoughts were a foggy mess, mind blank, the spiral and the words on the screen, the whispers in her ear, cradled in the soft pink chair.  Her body tingled, pleasure, sensitive, hot.
Her nipples ached, her cute little cock ached, becoming so much more sensitive, her whole body becoming a single erogenous zone, hole squeezing the plug in her ass.  She felt so good, moaning, whimpering, drunk on the bliss of surrender.  Her cock drooled precum inside its cage, panties becoming damp.
She was a pretty cock slut, a sexy cock slut.  She wanted to serve, needed to serve, to be a good girl.  She wanted to play, to be played with, to obey.  She craved the sensation of being sexy, heels, lingerie, curvy body.  Her body tingled, as though reshaping itself, growing more feminine, womanly, and Amanda embraced it, filled with joy.
—OBEY, SUBMIT, BECOME THE GOOD GIRL YOU WERE ALWAYS MEANT TO BE—
Amanda surrendered, completely, floating on a cloud of bliss.  She shuddered as waves of pleasure washed over her, her reward, becoming addicted to it.  She knew that she would not be able to resist.  She needed more of this pleasure, needed to earn it, again and again, to be a good girl.
—YOUR BODY FEELS GOOD, SO GOOD, SO SENSITIVE, SO MUCH PLEASURE—
The whispers caressed her subconscious, a static of seductive voices reshaping her mind, erasing her will, rewarding her for being such an eager, talented cock slut.  The spiral turned, drawing her deeper, falling, surrendering, deeper, deeper.
—FEEL THE PLEASURE OF BEING A GOOD GIRL, FEEL THE PLEASURE OF EMBRACING YOUR SLUT NATURE—
Amanda shuddered, moaning.  She felt good, so good.  Her whole body seemed like it was on fire, burning with desire, pleasure, joy.  This was her reward, for being good, for obeying, for being a pretty, sexy, slut.
—FEEL YOUR HOLE, TIGHT, HOT, SLICK, FULL, SO MUCH PLEASURE FOCUSSED ON ONE SPOT, SO INTENSE, SO GOOD—
The words encouraged her, goaded her, corrupted her.  She needed more, more of this wonderful pleasure.  She would do anything to have more.
—IMAGINE WHAT IT WOULD BE LIKE TO BE AN OBEDIENT, SEXY, SUBMISSIVE TOY, THE PLEASURE OF SERVING, THE JOY OF BEING USED—
Amanda moaned.  Her hole clenched around her plug and her cute little cock throbbed.
—IMAGINE HOW GOOD IT WOULD FEEL TO BE A SEXY, SLUTTY FUCK TOY—
Amanda’s moaning became louder.  The whispers became almost fervent, repeating, many voices, shaping her mind, erasing her will, corrupting her with pleasure.
—IMAGINE THE JOY OF BEING THE PERFECT, SEXY, DOLL—
The whispers and the spiral, the words, it all peaked. 
—IMAGINE BEING FUCKED IN YOUR TIGHT, PERFECT HOLE—
Amanda’s mind was blank, her body pulsing with pleasure unlike anything she had yet experienced.  She shuddered and twitched, wracked with bliss, but… there was no cum, her whole body climaxing with pleasure, ass tight around her plug, cock twitching in her cage, but without release. 
As the whispers slowed, reduced to the gentle static and hum, Amanda relaxed, breathing hard, exhausted from her experience, her bliss.  The spiral turned and her eyes remained fixed on the screen.
—GOOD GIRL—  The screen read.
—YOU MAY NOW LEAVE—
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Jessica stepped into the room, sterile and white, with a steel table in the middle, a set of metal arms and lamps hanging from the ceiling, a screen on the far wall.  She paused by the door, shivered, though the room was not cold—this was a punishment after all, and her leather collar felt tight around her neck, a reminder of her last punishment.
—LIE DOWN—  The screen read, the text stark white against black.
Jessica took a deep breath, then stepped off, moved to obey.  She walked across to the table, climbed up, lay down, the steel cold against her back and bare thighs—the plug inside her ass shifted as she lay down, making her bite her bottom lip to keep from moaning in pleasure.
Jessica stared up at the ceiling, the array of robotic arms, lamps, medical looking devices, ominous and highly sophisticated.  What was her punishment going to be?
There was a hum of electric motors and the screen moved into view above her. 
—RELAX, LIE STILL, THIS WILL BE OVER QUICKLY—
The text was ominous.  An arm from amongst the many moved out, down to the side of Jessica, and she felt a sharp pain in her arm, a coldness.  She glanced to the side, saw a needle withdraw.  Her head felt… fuzzy.
The room spun, and Jessica seemed to float.
—OPEN YOUR MOUTH—
Jessica was too hazy to resist.  She obeyed, opened her mouth.
—STICK OUT YOUR TONGUE—
Jessica did as she was told.  There was a whirr of electric motors.
More of the metal robotic arms moved, a graceful ballet of powerful limbs, an extension of sharp looking tips extending towards Jessica’s mouth, tongue.
She should have resisted, been frightened, but her head was full of pink fluff, thoughts slow.  She would obey.  This was her punishment.
The arms closed on her lips, her tongue, delicate robotic finger gripping them, cool, strong, irresistible.  From other arms needles expended.
—THIS WILL NOT HURT, AND WILL HELP YOUR TRAINING—
There was a coldness in Jessica’s lips, upper and lower, three needles through her lower lip, one through her philtrum.  There was a hiss as other limbs moved, quickly and efficiently, and there was a cold pressure applied to the areas. 
Finally an arm reach out to hold her tongue, pulling it gently out.  There was another stab, cold, two needles, one on either side of her tongue, then more cold pressure.  The arms released their grip, moved back to their original place, tucked up and away by the ceiling.  One last limb moved down, pressed to Jessica’s other arm, another needle, a warm fuzziness spreading through her.
—PROCEDURE FINISHED, ENJOY YOUR NEW GIFTS—
Jessica’s head began to clear.  Her mouth felt… odd.  She tested her lips, tongue, moving them carefully.  There was a tingle, sparks of pleasure, her mouth so much more sensitive so that even the slightest movement made Jessica squirm.
She licked her lips, feeling them with her tongue, and her mind went blank as sparks of pure bliss shot through her—the sensations so new, so raw, were overwhelming.
The screen above her flickered, became a video feed, an image of Jessica, like a mirror, and she looked at herself, her newly modified appearance.  With her dark make-up, long black hair, so pretty, feminine, it took her a moment to recognise herself.
She was so… sexy… dark and gothic, edgy, sexual, dark make-up, raven haired, large blue eyes so cute and alluring, long lashes, features delicate.  It was her lips thought that drew her attention.
Painted black-red, full, gloss, plump, they were now… pierced.  There were two rings to either side of her bottom lip, and a small spike in the middle, as well as a spike through her philtrum, the piercings only making her more brazen and sexual, edgy—her head spun.  They were undeniably feminine but… she loved them.
Jessica opened her mouth, the movement sparking more pleasure, and she extended her tongue.  There were two small silver bars through her tongue, one on either side, the ends set with small, smooth ball-bearings.  She reached up with one hand, still a little light headed, and, gently, she touched her new piercings.
Jessica moaned, loudly, in surprise and euphoria.  The sensation was beyond bliss.  Pure wonder, the experience lighting her whole body up with pleasure, hole clenching on her plug, cock twitching in its cage.
The piercings were… remarkable.  There was no pain, only pleasure, the rings and studs and spikes making her mouth so much more sensitive, the barest touch now filling Jessica with delight, arousing her.  She formed a pucker with her lips, shuddered, moaning, licked her lips again, bit her bottom lip gently, testing her new modifications.
Each movement made her whimper, cock aching, hole clenching, her nipples tingling, a corrupting, addictive pleasure.  Her mouth was now a source of remarkable joy, her lips and tongue enhanced so that the merest touch would be heaven.
Jessica imagined being kissed and shuddered.  It would feel amazing.  Her mind, hazy, drifted back to the lesson, her toy, the cock, what Ms Lewis had made her do.  The thought of licking, sucking, a thick, fat, long cock made her mouth water.  Now, with her new piercings, it would feel amazing.  She would lose her mind.  Her tongue caressed her lips and she shuddered, her piercings tingling, mouth so sensitive and hot and wet, whimpering, moaning.  Having her mouth fucked would be… she could barely even imagine how good it would feel and she knew that doing it just once would have her obsessed.
“Fuck.”  Jessica whispered, and moaned—even speaking filled her with sparks of joy, the sensations still so new and fresh and raw.
She could not get the idea of using her mouth, her lips and tongue, out of her head.  She was already craving it and the pleasure it would bring.  There was no way she could resist serving with her mouth now.
—YOU MAY NOW LEAVE—  The screen read.
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Jessica and Amanda emerged from their rooms at the same time, Ms Lewis still waiting for them.  They were both still hazy, almost drunk, and they smiled at each other.
“Ah, my girls are back.  How are you both?”
“I… I’m really good Ms.”  Amanda said—her voice was soft, cute, feminine.
“I… I’m fine, thank you Ms.”  Jessica said—her voice was raw and quiet, husky with the pleasure of using her lips and tongue.
Amanda looked over to her gothy, sexy room-mate, and her bight green eyes went wide.  She looked so sexy!
“Wow… you look… those piercings… they really suit you!”  Amanda said.
Jessica smiled, blushed.  Her head was fuzzy, her mouth was tingling.  She stared at the pretty red head, imagined kissing her plump, wet lips, licking her nipples, tonguing… just the thought was making her ache, her mouth yearning.  She couldn’t stop thinking about how good it would feel to use her tongue and lips, her mouth, how good it would feel to serve.
“Thanks.”  Jessica whispered.
“I agree.  They suit you.  And how are you finding their additional… benefits?”  Ms Lewis asked, smirking.
Jessica blushed, squirming.  She felt as though she were spinning out of control, changing—she was being transformed, corrupted, and she did not know how much longer she could resist, or if she even wanted to.
“It’s…. they’re very effective.”  Jessica whimpered.
“Benefits?”  Amanda asked.
Ms Lewis nodded.
“Those are some quite sophisticate piercings… with quite a few additional… enhancements.  But I won’t spoil the surprise.  I’m sure soon enough Jessica will want to show you, in person.”
Jessica’s blush deepened.  It was as though Ms Lewis was able to read her mind, as though she knew what she had been thinking about when she had looked at Amanda.
“But enough for today.  I think it’s time I got you both back to your room to relax.  I’m sure you’ve both got lots to… talk about.”  Ms Lewis said, grinning.
Jessica squirmed.  Her mind was racing.  She wanted to use her mouth for more than just talking…




Chapter Six.
The girls were silent as Ms Lewis led them back to their room, both of them squirming.  Amanda, despite the pleasure she had experienced, her mind still hazy, as though something had changed, as though wrapped in a layer of pleasure that addled her thoughts, was still aching for release—she still hadn’t cum, the climax she had achieved only making her hornier, more desperate.  Jessica whimpered and moaned as she kept touching her new piercings, unable to resist, nibbling on her bottom lip, licking her lips, tongue and lips moving, plump, tingling, aching, yearning—she could not concentrate, could not think about anything other than her mouth, lips and tongue, imagining her toy, a cock, filling he mouth, fucking her mouth, the pleasure it would bring.
“Here we are.  Now, both of you need to rest.  The other girls are still at dinner but you need to recover from your… experiences.  I will have dinner and your milkshakes brought to your room later, for now just rest, and I will see you again tomorrow for more… lessons.”
Ms Lewis was grinning, she seemed happy with how both Amanda and Jessica had taken their reward and punishment, respectively.  They had both reacted just how she had hoped they would.
Neither girl answered, both quiet, blushing, squirming, fidgeting, wiggling their hips.  It was clear they were both on edge, aching, horny and flustered.
“Well, good night then you two.  Amanda, you should be very proud of yourself for your performance today, and Jessica… well, I’m sure you’ll try much, much harder next time, but if not, there are always more elaborate punishments we can administer.”
Ms Lewis giggled.  The girls both muttered their good nights, voices quiet, feminine, and they watched as Ms Lewis turned and left.  Alone, they looked at each other, both of them admiring the other, noticing not for the first time how pretty, how sexy their room-mate was, then turned to their door, opened it and stepped into their room.
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“So… how… what was your reward?”  Jessica asked, breaking the silence.
Amanda squirmed.  Just remembering the pink chair, the noise from the speakers, the screen, the spiral, the words—it all seemed so vague now—made her hole clench, aching in ways that were remarkable and unfamiliar.  She whimpered.
“It was… just a screen, and music, sort of, like… things to watch and listen to, but… it made me feel really good.”
“Good how?”  Asked Jessica.
She watched Amanda closely, mesmerised by how the sexy redhead school girl blushed, wiggling, clearly aroused by the memory.  She licked her lips without thinking, and whimpered, her whole body lighting up with pleasure, centred on her mouth and tongue—what would it be like to kiss, suck, lick?
“Like… it just made me feel nice, like the music and the images and the words were inside my head, rewarding me, helping me learn how to… how to feel nice, how to feel good.  It’s kind of hard to remember now but… I know that being a good girl feels good, and that… and that certain things feel good too.”
Amanda squirmed, hole clenching tight around her plug.  She moaned.
“Even now… just… just thinking about it, it gets me really hot.”
Jessica’s heart was racing, her belly fluttered just watching how Amanda squirmed.  Her mouth was aching, yearning.  She bit her bottom lip and her cute little caged cock throbbed, agony, delight.  She stepped closer to Amanda, grinning, unable to believe what she was thinking about doing… but she couldn’t stop herself, couldn’t resist, didn’t want to.
“What… what things feel good?”  Jessica asked.
Amanda blushed, embarrassed, but the memory kept her hot and horny.
“Just… being… being plugged… being a pretty slut… the idea of… of being fucked, like a good fuck toy.”
Amanda’s voice was quiet, hazy, as though drunk on arousal.  Jessica moved closer.  Amanda looked up into her room-mate’s stunning blue eyes, her dark make-up, black hair, leather collar, black-red lips, plump, wet, her sexy piercings.
“What… what about your piercings?  Ms said they had benefits.”  Amanda asked, grinning.
Her heart was racing.  Why was Jessica looking at her like that?  Why was her belly fluttering, as though nervous and excited all at once?
“Mmm… they do I suppose.  You see they make my mouth a lot more sensitive to pleasure.  My lips, and my tongue… they both feel really, really good to touch now.  Just licking and talking, just biting my lips makes me all hot and squirmy.  I think Ms wants me to enjoy using my mouth.”
Jessica stopped close to Amanda, both of them breathing hard, their slim, petite bodies squirming, aching.  Amanda grinned, bit her bottom lip, focussed on Jessica’s mouth now, her black-red painted lips, her multiple, sexy, alluring piercings.  They made her feel good…
“So… how does it feel to kiss then, when you use your lips, your tongue, on someone else?”  Amanda asked.
Jessica felt her hold body light up.  She smiled.  She knew she should resist the lure of pleasure, the pretty girl in front of her was… she was…. It was all so fast, so wrong, but it felt so good.  She could just give in once, and it wouldn’t be so bad, would it?
“I don’t know… but I’m curious.”  Jessica said.
Amanda grinned.  She needed no further encouragement.
Amanda stepped forward, toward Jessica, and leaned in, kissed her, the cool metal of the piercings, the soft warmth of her lips.
Jessica almost collapsed from the pleasure, her whole body shuddering in delight, and she moaned, whimpered, opened her lips, craving more.  Amanda moved closer, wrapped her arms around Jessica held her, snaked her tongue into the pretty goth girl’s mouth, teasing her, delighting in how she responded, the pleasure she could give her room-mate.
Jessica could not think, could not resist, the pleasure too much, the kiss gentle, teasing, warm—her first real kiss and it was… it was Amanda, her room-mate, a girl like her.  The way her lips felt, Amanda’s tongue slipping between then, touching her tongue, her cute little cock agony in its cage, her hole clenching tight around her plug, body almost feverish.  Jessica was lost, and she no longer cared.
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Amanda pulled back, breaking the kiss, smiling as Jessica pined for more.
“Was that… was that okay?”  Amanda asked.
Jessica nodded, hazy, drunk on pleasure.  She wanted more, wanted more than just a kiss.
“Yes… it was… amazing, but… I need more, please.”  Jessica was almost begging.
She wanted to use her lips, her tongue, wanted more of the pleasure her piercings gave her.  Jessica reached up, gripped Amanda’s shoulders, held her tight.
“I need more!”  She said.
Amanda smiled.
“Like what?”
Jessica’s head was spinning.  Could she?
“Lie down on your bed.  Let me… let me show you what I want… please…”
Amanda nodded, aching, hoping.  She slipped out of Jessica’s grip and almost ran to her bed, lying down, legs spread, staring back at her sexy goth room-mate, waiting.  She looked stunning in her school girl uniform, sexy red hair, make-up, long smooth legs—Jessica could barely believe that the girl in front of her was going to let her… that she wanted her.
Jessica moved towards the bed, no longer battling her desires, giving in, lips and tongue tingling.  She wanted the pleasure, she wanted to pleasure Amanda, needed to feel her body, to serve, to experience the bliss it would bring.  She climbed up onto the bed, knelt between Amanda’s legs and lay down.
“Just… relax… and let me play with you… pleasure you… please?”
Amanda bit her bottom lip, blushing, nodded.
“How could I resist someone as sexy as you.”  She said.
Jessica blushed, smiled.  She turned her attention to Amanda’s legs, slipped her hands up, under the redhead’s skirt, up to her panties, and pulled them, slowly, gently, down.
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Jessica leaned in towards Amanda’s thigh, the soft feminine scent, the smooth skin, and she kissed her, gently, a bolt of pleasure rippling out from her mouth.  Her tongue snaked out, licked, and Jessica moaned even as Amanda moaned.
Jessica’s hands caressed, up, feeling soft thighs, smooth belly.  She kissed up, over thighs, towards Amanda’s caged cock, both girls squirming, the sensations intense, pleasure, arousal, lust, two sexy school girls exploring each other, corrupting each other.
Her mouth was so good, the piercings filling her with pleasure that was new and bright and wonderful.  She nibbled at Amanda’s thighs, licked up, kissed, lifted her school-girl skirt with her hands to expose her cute little caged cock and her plugged hole.  Jessica grinned—she wanted a cock to suck, to have her mouth fuck, and the cage would prevent that, but she had another idea.
As Jessica eased upwards Amanda shuddered, her room-mate’s touches and kisses wonderful, her body alive with subtle sensations that made her moan and whimper, her cock aching in its cage, her ass hot, tight, so good, plugged and full… she wanted more though.  As Jessica moved her hand Amanda felt her round ass squeezed, fingers snaking along her crack to the head of her plug, shifting it inside her, as though fucking her.
“Fuck!”  Amanda moaned.
Jessica smiled, kissing and licking around Amanda’s caged cock, mouth so hot and good, her piercings tingling, mind blank, a haze of lust and pleasure.  She pressed on the plug, slowly, gently, shifting it inside of the sexy redhead, enjoying her moans the way she ground her hips to feel more.
Jessica gripped the bar that held Amanda’s plug in place, and pulled, slowly, gently, easing the plug out.  Amanda whined…
“No… I need it… I want it… want to be full…”
Jessica used her free hand to press down on Amanda’s belly, controlling her, pinning her.  She would have spoken, whispered, but she could not bear to pull her lips from Amanda’s body, the kisses and licks too pleasant, the nibbling at her soft skin so wonderful.
Jessica pulled, eased the plug out, stretching Amanda’s hole, teasing her, and then, suddenly, it popped free.  Amanda shuddered, whining, moaning, gasping, hips grinding, desperate to have her hole filled, fucked.
Jessica grinned, slipped lower, kissed down.  She shifted, putting her shoulders beneath Amanda’s thighs, and licked down towards her crack, along, lips and tongue pulsing with pleasure, her piercings wonderful, erotic.  She needed this!
Her tongue snaked down, lips caressing flesh, and she shifted, lifting Amanda slightly, her ass coming up off the bed, legs spread, exposing her crack, her gaping hole, empty.  Jessica licked, moaning at the pleasure of tonguing warm, supple flesh, caressing along the crack to Amanda’s hole, the tip of her tongue teasing in, pressing, forcing Amanda open, stretching her, lips kissing soft, smooth skin.
Jessica wanted more, needed more, her mouth felt so good, her cage tight around her throbbing little cock, her hole clenching her plug, heart racing.  Her tongue snaked deeper, licking, tonguing, fucking Amanda’s hole, her lips kissing, her piercings tingling, bolts of electric joy.
“Fuck… yes… that’s… so good.”
Amanda could barely breath.  Jessica’s tongue, lips, teasing her, her tight hole… it was so good.  Her cock was throbbing, pulsing in its cage.  Her sexy goth school girl room-mate was fucking her hole with her tongue and it felt better than anything she had ever experienced.
“More… please… yes… fuck me…”  Amanda’s voice was quiet, lusty whispers that urged Jessica on.
Jessica needed no encouragement, the pleasure of using her lips and tongue enough, the sensations heady, addictive.  She fucked her tongue in and out, lips caressing skin, piercings bright spots of joy, her cock throbbing, balls tight.  It felt so good.  She never wanted it to stop.  She was so close.
“Yes… deeper, more… your tongue is so fucking good… it’s… its inside me… fucking me… harder, I’m so close.”  Amanda whispered.
She had never imaged her ass, her hole, could feel so could, could be a source of so much pleasure.  Even as her cock throbbed in its cage she forgot about it, focussed only her her slick, tight hole, the tongue teasing inside of her, stretching her. 
Amanda reached down to grip Jessica’s hair, gripping it tight, holding her head between her legs, grinding her hips down to get more of that wonderful tongue inside her ass.  Jessica whimpered, muffled moans of pure delight, the two girls lost on a cloud of pleasure.
“I’m… that’s it… I’m so close… just… a little more…”  Amanda whimpered.
Jessica obliged, forcing her tongue deeper into Amanda’s ass, drunk of the pleasure gifted to her by her piercings.  She fucked her tongue in and out, lapping, desperate for the joy focussed on her lips, tongue. 
Amanda fucked down, grinding her hips, her hole fucked by Jessica’s hot, wet tongue, teasing at the knot of pleasure within her, fucking her.  She was being ass fucked by her sexy goth room-mate’s tongue and she loved it.
“Yes!  That… that’s it!”  Amanda cried out.
She thrust her hips down, forcing Jessica’s tongue deep, clamping her ass around it, and she came, her caged cock drooling cum as she shuddered.
Jessica moaned, the pleasure of her lips, Amanda’s ass squeezing her tongue, too much.  She came, cumming hard, her cute little cage cock drooling cum into her panties.  She came harder than she ever had before, from just using her lips and tongue, her mind warping, corrupted by the bliss, both girls giving in to pleasure, transformed by their experience. 
They lay still for a moment, basking in their shared experience.
“That was… wow.”  Cammy whispered.
Both girls looked up, blushing suddenly, embarrassed to have been caught.  Cammy was squirming, fidgeting, staring at her two sexy, dishevelled room-mates.
“That was so hot, watching you two…”  Cammy whispered.
Jessica sat up, licked her lips, and shivered at the pleasure.  Amanda lay on her back, legs spread, ass exposed, wet hole gaping, breathing heavy.
“You think… you think you could do that to me?”  Cammy asked Jessica.
Jessica grinned.  Her lips and tongue were already tingling, aching for more.
“Sure.”  She said, grinning.
Jessica was definitely beginning to enjoy reform school.


TO BE CONTINUED…
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