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Chapter One.
Amanda sat with the other girls, waiting patiently in class, waiting for a new day to begin.  She sat with Cammy, and Jessica, all in their assigned seats, next to each other, squirming, fidgeting, full of the morning’s special milkshake—the sweet, thick, delicious taste lingering on their lips and tongue, the creamy richness heavy in their bellies, a comforting warmth radiating out, making their bodies tingle in a way that was pleasant, addictive.  There was a noise of quiet chatter, laughter, the girls more relaxed now, almost comfortable with their new routine, at ease in their sexy, pretty, feminine school uniforms, almost used to their smooth, soft bodies, the cages they wore on their cute little cocks, the plugs that filled their tight little asses, teasing and pleasuring them every time they shifted in their seats or wiggled their hips as they walked.
They had all made an effort with their make-up and hair, their skill developing rapidly, each girl taking a quiet pride in her ability to look pretty, cute, sexy, eager for Ms Lewis’s praise, eager not to be punished—the memory of Jessica being spanked in front of the entire class, being collared, still bold, and the thought of her most recent punishment, being last to make her toy… cum, still on everyone’s mind.
Amanda had noticed how the other girls had all paid close attention to Jessica when she had come down to breakfast with Amanda and Cammy, watching closely.  They had all noticed the piercings in her lips and tongue, and that she still wore her locked, black leather collar.  They had all noticed the changes in her, just as they had noticed the changes in each other.
They were all transforming, slowly, but unmistakably now.  Amanda was sure of it.  At first, when she had woken, she had thought she was imagining it—her hips wider, ass rounder, waist thinner, her chest… her breasts larger, nipples plump and perky and sensitive.  Even her face seemed different when she looked in the mirror to apply her make-up, but she had dismissed it as a lingering dream, until she had seen the other girls.
Seeing them she could no longer deny the reality.  They were all changing.  Where before they had all been at best androgynous, none of them particularly masculine, all of them were now unmistakably feminine, girly, cute and pretty, even sexy.  Their faces were softer, bodies curvy, hips and asses, the barest hint of developing breasts with perky nipples. 
As they had walked down to breakfast, wiggling their butts in their cute school-girl skirts, hips swaying as they strutted in their heels, it was clear that many of the girls had unmistakable thigh gap—even when they stood still with knees together their thighs were parted, their hips wide ‘child-bearing’ hips now, hips for being held, the hips of sexy, fuckable women.
The thought had made Amanda squirm and blush, her heart thundering.  She knew she should have been disturbed, horrified, but instead she found herself excited, almost thrilled, eager to see what other changes were to come, eager to find out how else she would change—what kind of sexy woman was she going to be?  As she had eaten her breakfast with her classmates her hole had clenched around her plug, squeezing on the thick, heavy bulb inside of her, her cute little cock throbbing uselessly in her cage, and she had felt… good!
The memory of the night before, of Jessica’s lips and tongue, the way her room-mate had been so eager to use her newly enhanced mouth on her, the way she had used her mouth on Cammy afterwards, her tongue, watching them both cum despite their cages… it made Amanda whimper and blush, her squirming getting worse. 
“Are you okay there?”  Cammy asked as Amanda made another quiet, breathy gasp, fidgeting in her chair as she waited for class to begin.
Amanda nodded, heart racing.  She smiled at her pretty, blonde room-mate.  Cammy was tall and thin, and was fast becoming the curviest of the girls, her hips wide and ass swollen, a proper cute bubble butt, with an already reasonably well developed pair of tits.  Amanda couldn’t help but wonder just how curvy Cammy was going to become and the though made her blush deepen as she imagined a buxom, full figured Cammy with her legs spread getting tongue fucked by the cute, gothy Jessica.
“I’m… I’m fine… just distracted.”  Amanda said, giggling.
Cammy giggled, nodded.
“You and me both.  Last night was… fun.  I can’t stop thinking about it.”  Cammy said.
Cammy and Amanda both blushed.  They glanced to the side, to Jessica, who was pretending not to listen, her black painted pierced lips, her black leather collar, her dark eye make-up and her long black hair.  Her cheeks were bright red, her swollen chest rising and falling as she breathed heavily, obviously excited.
Amanda and Cammy both giggled as Jessica squirmed, trying to ignore them.  She bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning, without thinking, and the sensation sent bolts of pleasure through her, her enhanced piercings making her lips and tongue more sensitive, sources of bright, hot, addictive pleasure.  Jessica’s blush deepened and she reached up with one hand without thinking, fingers stroking her lips, moaning, whimpering, her finger slipping between her plump, wet, sensitive lips, sucking, teasing with her tongue.
She shifted on her seat, her plug moving inside her, and she gasped, loudly.  The other girls turned to look, watching, mesmerized by the hot, sexy, pretty goth, playing with her pierced lips absent mindedly, moaning, sucking on her fingers, pierced tongue teasing, gasps of delight, eyes half closed from the bliss.
“I think she enjoyed it too.  And I think she’d like more… I think she’s getting quite the oral fixation.”  Cammy whispered, giggling.
Cammy’s teasing snapped Jessica from her blissed out day-dream.  She pulled her finger from between her wet lips and turned to glare at Cammy and Amanda, pouting.
“That’s not fair.”  She hissed.  “You know I… I can’t help it… it’s these… things… they’re just… too distracting.”
Cammy and Amanda both smiled, giggling again.  Jessica laughed.
“Aww… you just look too cute.  Perhaps later we can both try to help out and find a way to help with that distraction.”  Cammy said.
Amanda blushed a deeper pink.  She smiled at Jessica, unable to take her eyes of her room-mate’s pierced black lips. 
“I… I’m sure we can find a way to apologise for teasing you, if you’d like.”  Amanda said.
Jessica blushed, looked away.  She smiled.
“I think I’d like that.”  She said.
 

The room was distracted, chatty, full of flirtatious laughter, squirming, giggling, teasing, pretty school-girls being playful and… affectionate.  They almost didn’t notice when the door opened and Ms Lewis entered.
“Good morning girls.”  Ms Lewis said.
“Good morning Ms.”  The class responded as one.
Ms Lewis strutted across to her desk, her black heels clicking on the floor, wearing a tight, figure hugging black dress, black stockings, her dark hair tucked back, her blue eyes as dazzling as ever.  She was as beautiful as she was intimidating, and she stopped by her desk and turned to face the class of pretty, eager school-girls.
Ms Lewis took a moment of silence to survey her charges, smiling, nodding.  The girls all squirmed, blushing as their stern, older, domineering teacher reviewed them, examining them as though reading their souls.  Ms Lewis laughed once, lightly.
“Well, from the looks of you all I’d say you all had a fun night, with some amongst you having more fun that others.”
Many of the girls looked abashed, almost shamed, blushing deep pink, among them Cammy, Jessica, and Amanda.  It was obvious that quite a few of the girls had found ways to amuse themselves even with their cages locking away their worthless little smooth dicks.
“But don’t worry, you’re not in trouble.  Part of the reason you’re all here is to learn how behave like the filthy little sluts you were born to be.  A little girl on girl fun of an evening is perfectly harmless given how… constrained you all are.  I encourage you learning new ways to give and experience pleasure, and I must say I quite enjoy watching you all slowly give in to corruption and embrace your true selves to become the good girls you were always meant to be.”
The class could not help but smile.  Jessica, Amanda, and Cammy all blushed, squirming, grinning, glad and shamed for Ms Lewis’s praise.  The thought that they were giving in, being corrupted, changed, improved, transformed, made them all hot and excited in ways they could not explain.  Ms Lewis looked around the room again before turning to Jessica and Amanda.
“And I trust you’re enjoying the effects of your reward, Amanda?”  Ms Lewis asked.
Amanda nodded, bashful and coy.  The hypnosis had lingering effects and though she could not remember what had been done to her she could not deny that she had felt wonderful afterwards, and had been left… altered, reprogrammed.  She had cravings now she could not describe, was more sensitive, with new desires, a hunger for something she had not yet experienced.
“Yes Ms.”  Amanda said.
Ms Lewis nodded, turned her attention to Jessica.
“And I trust you Jessica have learnt from your punishment?  I hope you’ll be more obedient now, and if not… well, I’m sure you understand that we have ways to incentivize you to be a good girl, to make sure you behave like the eager, willing little slut we expect you to be.”
Jessica whimpered.  Without thinking she bit her bottom lip again, bolts of pleasure, a moan, blushing, her mouth craving something, anything, her tongue eager for pleasure.  She knew that she had no chance of resisting serving with her mouth now, the pleasure too intense, and she knew that her cravings, her addiction, her eagerness would only get worse the more pleasure she experienced.  The thought that Ms Lewis could do more of this to her left her breathless, excited, curious.
“Yes Ms.”  Jessica whimpered, squirming.
Ms Lewis laughed.
“Good.”  She lifted her focus from Jessica and turned too look over the room.
The girls all sat upright, eager to obey and impress.  Ms Lewis smiled.
“Now, onto the subject of today’s lesson.”  She said.
“You’re all coming along wonderfully, becoming such pretty, sexy young women, and you all look so stunning in your cute little school-girl uniforms, but there is so so much more to learn when it comes to dressing up.  Today I want you all to learn how to dress a little more… extravagantly, and elegantly, so you’ll all be learning how to put on classical lingerie, and how wear something a little more formal, while still looking like a provocative, sexy tease.”
The room went quiet.  The girls all shifted, nervous, excited, humiliated.
It was one thing to wear their school uniforms—they were used to them now, and the underwear, while feminine, was simple and plain—but to be made to wear sexy lingerie, dresses… that was something new.  All of the girls squirmed, hearts racing.  Amanda blushed, a deep sense of dread while at the same time eagerness.  How would she look in an elegant, sexy, slutty evening dress, with sexy lingerie?  How would her room-mates look?  How would her classmates look?
The thought of all of them looking sexy, provocative, elegant, refined, beautiful, stirred something in her, a waking hunger, need, desire.  She wanted to be beautiful, to be sexy, to be desired.  She wanted to be beautiful, and from the looks on the faces of her room-mates and her classmates she knew she was not alone.
“Now, I have outfits picked out for all of you already, to show you the kind of clothes that will best suit your… particular style of femininity.  If you’ll all follow me I’ll show you to your changing rooms.  Once you’re all dressed we can carry on with the day’s instruction.”  Ms Lewis said.
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Ms Lewis walked the girls to their dressing rooms, instructing them to enter one by one, doors closing behind them.  The remaining girls followed her, blushing, excited, fretful, nervous, unsure what was coming, but all of them eager to find out, squirming in their cages, plugged, hips and asses swaying as they walked in their heels and school-girl skirts.
“Amanda on the left.”  Ms Lewis said.  “Cammy on the right, Jessica in the next door.”
The three room-mates nodded, thanked their domineering teacher, entered their dressing rooms, shut the doors behind them.  Amanda paused just inside the room, a small, empty space, a bench along one wall, a large full length mirror opposite her—her reflection pretty, cute, feminine, a sexy school girl with long red curls, dazzling make-up, so different to the boy she had once been, and she smiled, blushing, unable to deny the sense of happiness that swelled at the sight of herself, her hips, blossoming breasts, round ass, long smooth legs, her cute little cock twitching in her cage, hole clenching around her plug.
As she tore her attention reluctantly away from her reflection she saw it, her dress, her lingerie, all selected by Ms Lewis to suit her, to suit the kind of woman she was expected to become.  She smiled, unable to contain her joy.
“It’s… beautiful…”  Amanda whispered.
The dress was bright red, long, cut to just below the knee, with straps that would hang over the shoulders, a plunging neckline that would show off her neck and collarbones and just the barest hint of her chest, and deep plunging back that would graze her butt.  Next to it was a neat pile of lingerie, black panties, silk and lace, a suspender belt, seamed stockings, red heels. 
Amanda grinned.  She wondered what Cammy and Jessica had been given to wear, what the rest of her classmates had been given.  She couldn’t wait to see, but more importantly, she couldn’t wait to try on her dress and lingerie, to see how she looked.
Amanda stripped off her school-girl uniform, stripped down to just her cage, then slipped on the lingerie.  She pulled the stockings on first, slipping the silk up her smooth, soft, hairless calves, thighs, the way the seamed silk caressed her, clung to her, tight, encasing, shaping her long, feminine, sexy legs, a unique and special joy.  She shuddered, blushing, caged cock throbbing, and she bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning as her hole squeezed on the plug inside her ass.
The tops of the stockings were lacy, decorative, the black stunning against her pale skin, the sheer dark material so smooth and soft, emphasising the shape and femininity of her legs.  Next Amanda slipped on her suspender belt, wrapping it around her waist, black and lacy like her stockings, thin straps hanging down to be attached to her stocking tops.  It took some fiddling to get the knack of attaching these but soon she had all the straps attached, the suspender belt and straps framing her hips and thighs, an indecent window of flesh left exposed, her ass and caged cock, brazen and wanton, sexual.  Amanda looked at her reflection and grinned at how girly, how feminine, how sexy she was now… why did this make her so happy?
Finally Amanda slipped on her panties, black, silk and lace, the panties small and high cut, cupping her tiny little cage easily, the back showing off her ass, cupping and lifting it, exposing the flesh of her thighs and hips and butt, sexy and cute.  Amanda watched her refection as she did a cute, sexy little wiggle, giggling, blushing.
“I look kinda… good.”  She said.  “Guess I should put the dress and shoes on next.”
Amanda could barely wait to see how she’d look, could barely wait to see how Cammy, Jessica, and the rest of her classmates looked.  The thought of them all looking as sexy and wanton as her made her caged cock throb with naughty, shameful pleasure.




Chapter Two.
Amanda finished adjusting her dress, the red material clinging to her ample, blossoming curves, her hips and ass, wide, round, the swell of her breasts, her perky nipples that showed through the material given her lack of a bra.  She blushed as she looked at herself.
The dress was definitely elegant, a cocktail dress for a party or a fancy night out, but it was still utterly sexual, designed to tease, provocative and wanton, the way the neck line hinted at her slight breasts, offering just a glimpse as she moved about in her high heels, the way her entire back was on display, just a hint of her ass as the material scooped so low, the material gathering in folds that teased.  Though the skirt of the dress was long, there were long slits on either side, running all the way up to Amanda’s hips so that any movements, walking, sitting, or even just shifting, caused her legs to flash, her stocking, her suspenders, the flash of smooth, bare, naked thigh flesh.
It was all so provocative, daring, exciting.  She could not wait to show off, to see what the other girls were wearing.  Amanda spun, taking one last, long, hungry look at her sexy reflection, blushing.  She turned to face the door, stepped off, walking carefully in her high heels, strutting, wiggling her ass, hips rolling, plug shifting erotically inside her ass, and walked to the door, opening it, stepping out.
“Ah, Amanda, how wonderful you look!  Such a sexy slut.  The dress really does suit you and show off just the kind of woman you’re becoming.”  Ms lewis said.
Amanda blushed.  Many of the other girls had finished dressing and were waiting with Ms Lewis, all of them looking at Amanda now, nodding, agreeing, eyes wide with appreciation.
“Thank you Ms.”  Amanda said.
“Now, there are only a few stragglers still getting dressed.  Take a moment to relax before the final part of today’s lesson.”
Final part of the lesson?  Amanda squirmed, excited and fretful over what was to come.  She turned to look at the other girls, to see how they looked, what they were wearing, and her eyes went wide, her caged cock a special kind of perfect agony.
Jessica and Cammy and Kristi were all dressed, as were almost the rest of the class, all different, all absolutely breathtaking, stunning, objects of pure sex and beauty.  Amanda wondered if the others saw her as she saw them, and she could not help but hope that she was even a fraction as stunning.
There were dresses in a multitude of colours and styles and materials, pink, black, red, blue, green, purple, short, long with leg slits, strapless, sleeves, high collars.  The only thing they all had in common was how sexual they were, how they were designed to tease and titillate—leg slits, low cut backs, dipping neck lines, cut out panels to flash bellies, hips, the hint of cleavage, the cut of each perfectly suited to each girls’ blossoming figure and personality.
Cammy was in pink, bright and garish, the dress ludicrously short, shiny and tight, latex, making her seem even curvier, blonder, like a sexy, flirty bimbo.  The dress was strapless, wrapping around Cammy’s chest to give her a subtle cleavage, flashing her developing tits, hugging her slim waist, wide hips, round ass, ending just below the curve of her butt so that as she fidgeted she flashed the tiny white silk panties she was wearing.  On her legs were long white stockings with lacy tops, white suspender straps clearly on display, bare flesh, smooth feminine legs.  The sight of her made Amanda ache—there were a few other girls in the class like Cammy, blonde, in tiny pink slutty dresses, but none looked as slutty or as stunning as Cammy in Amanda’s opinion.
Jessica was in black, her dress cut to mid thigh with a high collar that fit neatly beneath her black locked leather collar that was still on display.  It had long sleeves, figure hugging.  It had no panel showing off flesh, no low cut back, no low cut front, no leg slits, but it was far from modest—the entire dress was sheer, dark with an elaborate lace design, glittery, Jessica’s smooth body just barely visible beneath the fabric, the lacy design cunningly hiding her breasts, nipples, her ass and crotch, but leaving her belly, hips, legs, arms, shoulders all just tantalisingly exposed beneath the cloth, her suspenders and stocking tops just seen beneath the sheer material.  It was clear from the way that Jessica moved that she knew just how exposed she was, despite how covering her dress was, her blush cute, squirming, wiggling her wide hips, round, full, plump ass.  As she bit her bottom lip she whimpered, her piercings sending out bolts of addictive pleasure.
Kristi was in red, like Amanda, but darker, almost a burnt scarlet, her dress shorter, strapless,  slim to hug her slim, waspish figure, showing off her neck and chest, her legs flashing, stocking tops and suspender straps, cute dark red heels, a black ribbon around her waist to emphasise her figure, a cute bow at the back to make her seem like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. 
Amanda looked a Kristi and grinned, admiring the other girl, and Kristi smiled back, fluttering her eye lashes.  She mouthed the words you look so hot!  Amanda blushed.
Several changing room doors opened and girls stepped out, more elaborate, sexy, formal, alluring dressed, all so brazen and wanton, so beautiful and feminine and cute.  Ms Lewis smiled.
“Ah, the last few are finally all done.  Wonderful.  Now, please follow me, we have so much more to do today… and I just know you girls are going to enjoy yourselves.”
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The girls were led along another series of corridors, their heels clicking, asses wiggling, hips swaying, their caged cocks stirring at the sight of each other, the feeling of being pretty, sexy, feminine, their plug teasing their slick, tight holes.  Ms Lewis led them to a large room with bare, pristine white walls, no furniture.  The walls were painted with a series of lines to mark sections, each equal in size, a box in each, and Ms Lewis turned to face them.
“Now, each girl to a section.  Find the box labelled with your name, then wait.”  Ms Lewis said.
The girls all obeyed, moving off, finding the boxes with their names on, standing in the assigned space, waiting patiently until all of them had found their place.  Amanda, Jessica, and Cammy stood together in one corner of the room, smiling nervously, excited, blushing, wondering what was to come, stealing furtive glances at each other.
“Now, all of you, open your boxes.”  Ms Lewis said.
The girls obeyed, almost eager, excited to see what came next, the shame and humiliation of being so pretty, so sexy, so beautiful, fuelling their excitement.  Even Jessica obeyed willingly now, the collar and her pierced lips and tongue a stark reminder of what happened to bad girls.
The girls all froze, many giggling, embarrassed and excited by what they found in their boxes, blushing, squirming.  Jessica moaned, a gasp of pleasure and fear, whimpering, a hunger and a need, a craving she was struggling to control.
In the boxes were their toys, the fake cocks that were so incredibly life like, warm and hard, thick, long, heavy balls, with the remarkable ability to cum if they were
stimulated in just the right way.
“Now, girls, I want you to take your toys out and stick them to the walls by their base.  You’ll find they are quite capable of staying attached.  You’ll want to stick them at waist height for a tall, strong man, so that they are at your head level when you kneel.  I think you all know why… so be sure to position them so that you are comfortable during our lesson.”
The girls all blushed.  Amanda and Cammy were squirming at the thought of having to service their toys again, please them with their hands and mouth, training their ability to serve as cumsluts, cute little caged cocks throbbing, holes clenching on their plugs.  Jessica though was a mess.  She was biting her pierced lips, licking them with her pierced tongue.  She knew from last night just how good serving with her mouth would be, how much pleasure it would give—feeding her addiction, her need, cementing her oral fixation.  Even now just the thought of sucking on her toy, slipping it between her lips, licking it, was making her tingle, her pretty little worthless caged cock throbbing in her panties.
The girls obeyed, taking a moment to find the right height, sticking their toys to the walls.  More than one of them stroked gently along the thick, long shaft, savouring the soft feeling of the synthetic flesh, relishing how their toys throbbed in response.  Jessica was almost quivering, struggling against her desperate need, her mouth watering, throbbing, lips buzzing.
“No playing yet girls!”  Ms Lewis said.
The girls stopped. They all turned to face Ms Lewis.
“Now, the lesson is simple enough.  You are all to serve with your hands and mouths again.”  Ms Lewis turned to face Jessica, grinning.  “Which I’m sure some of you are looking forward to.”
Jessica blushed.
“You are to work hard to pleasure your toys.  Their settings have been adjusted so they will need more stimulation than before, so work hard, and focus on their pleasure, not yours… let the throb and swell of your toys guide you.  You should be learning to read what each cock likes and doesn’t like from how they react to your stimulation.”
The girls all nodded.  They were blushing, shamed and excited, but none of them seemed reluctant, not any more.  They were becoming good girls, nasty little cumsluts and none of them could hide it any more.  The thought of the thick, delicious reward from pleasing their toys made them all squirm.
“You should note though, that the main focus of today’s lesson is on how to remain neat and tidy while acting like the sluts you are.  You are all dressed in beautiful, elegant, sexy dresses.  You need to learn how to please a cock in such outfits while remaining neat and tidy—there is a time and place for messy play, but sometimes you need to serve and service while keeping yourself looking like an elegant, classy, beautiful slut.”
Ms Lewis’s words shamed the girls, excited them.  The implications of them, that this was their place now, that this was what would be expected of them in the future, real cocks, real men, dressed as they were, serving with their mouths.  Jessica whimpered in need as she nibbled on her bottom lip, desperate to begin, eager to satisfy her oral cravings.
“So the rules are simple.  Make your toy cum using your hands and mouth, and don’t make a mess.  Any girl making a mess will be punished.  Is that clear?”
The girls all nodded.  A chorus of ‘yes Ms’.  Ms Lewis smiled.
“Then… begin.”  She said.
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Jessica was the first to begin, to wrap her hands around her toy, almost feverish with need, her mouth, pierced lips and tongue, throbbing, desperate to feel the pleasure of sucking, licking, fucking her toy with her hot, tight, wet mouth.  The other girls, even the shyest, were not far behind—they were all beginning to admit the truth, were all giving in to the corruption, admitting what cumsluts they really were.
Amanda whimpered as her toy throbbed in her hand, the thick, hot, warm length hardening, swelling, her mouth watering.  Beside her Cammy was stroking her toy, long, slow, caresses, her eyes glued to the thick, long cock.
On the other side Jessica moved, leaning forward, unable to resist her cravings, her compulsion—her lips and tongue aching, buzzing, her piercings bright hot spots of pleasure driving her, corrupting her, reprogramming her.  Jessica opened her mouth, almost drooling at the thought of sucking, pleasuring her toy with her mouth, lips and tongue, and wrapped her fat, pierced, wet dick sucking lips around her toy.
She moaned, loudly, the noise filling the room, a sound of pure erotic delight.  She shuddered as she began to suck, working her tongue around the throbbing shaft, the cock swelling, throbbing, responding to her ministrations.  Her cute little useless cock twitched in her cage, aching, her whole body growing hot, bright, a swell of pleasure spreading out from her mouth.  Sucking, serving, fucking a cock with her mouth and tongue, it felt better than she had ever imagined.  The joy of it, the sheer bliss of submitting, of stimulating her pierced lips and tongue, it was utterly intoxicating, addictive, and she knew that what she was doing, sucking cock, submitting, was eroding her will, her ability to resist, but she did not care.
She needed more, needed more cock, more pleasure, needed to suck, to lick, to have her mouth fucked, to wrap her lips around cock, to fuck holes with her tongue.  Anything to experience this pleasure, to experience more of this.
As Jessica’s moans grew louder the other girls began to squirm.  Hearing her, watching her, it spurred the others on.  The sight of her pleasure at sucking cock inspired the others, Amanda and Cammy and many of the others opened their plump, wet lips and leaned forward, wrapped their sexy mouths around their toy and began sucking, licking, worshipping cock.  The room filled with muffled moans, toys throbbing, engorging, hands slipping up and down, slurping as lips and mouths and tongues worked, sucking, licking, fucking, submissive little cocksluts.
Jessica heard none of it though.  She was lost in her own head, lost to the pleasure, hooked on the delight, her oral fixation deepening, becoming an obsession, her caged cock aching, painful, hole clenching around her plug, squirming, aching, desperate for more even as her mind was eroded by the bliss, hooked on the sensation of sucking, licking, having her mouth used, fucked.
She worked hard, taking more and more of the toy, deeper and deeper.  Around her the other girls began to lose themselves to the pleasure of serving their toys, the thin trickles of precum rewarding them, encouraging them, the room filled with moans, whines, noises of pleasure. 
Ms Lewis moved around the room, shaking her head.  More than one of the girls was already making a mess of her dress, drooling, not swallowing the stream of precum their toy was rewarding them with.  She smiled as she considered the personalised punishment she had in mind for each girl.
Jessica pressed on, the cock pressing at the back of her throat, head buzzing, mouth hot, body aching.  She suppressed the urge to gag, relaxing, and forced on, wanting more.  Her throat stretched, the cock in her mouth pressing deeper, deeper, filling her, fucking her throat.
Amanda and Cammy worked hard, the sensation of using their mouth, being good girls, good cumsluts, filling them with a special joy, though they lacked the devious piercings Jessica had.  They worked eagerly, struggling to keep up with the flow of precum as their toys throbbed, swelling, pulsing, lips and tongues working to avoid making a mess as their mouths filled and they struggled to swallow it all.  A thin dribble left their mouths, making a mess of their dress, and they barely noticed, though Ms Lewis saw it all.
Jessica whimpered, needing more, drunk on the joy of using her mouth.  She needed this, all of it, never wanted to end.  Alone of all the girls she avoided making a mess, the throbbing, hard, thick cock buried in her throat, her sucking and licking urgent, fervent, throat full, stretched, swallowing every last drop of her reward, working hard to pleasure it, to please it, chasing the pleasure that radiated out from her lips and tongue.
Jessica sucked, hard, eager, throat and mouth full, pierced lips and tongue buzzing.  Her hole was clenching, her plug so good inside of her, caged cock an agony of delight.  She sucked hard, fucking her lips up and down, the throbbing, long, thick cock slipping in and out of her throat, choking her, drooling precum, her piercings hot with pleasure.  The sensation was heady, addictive, and she knew that there was no more resisting.  This was her purpose, her pleasure, her craving.  She needed to serve with her mouth, to lick and suck, to have her lips and tongue used.
As the other girls around Jessica sucked, fucking their pretty mouths up and down their toys, hands working in time, drooling, making a sloppy mess of themselves, only Jessica was still neat and clean, swallowing so eagerly, lost to the pleasure of worshipping cock with her lips, tongue, mouth, throat.
She fucked her mouth up and down, choking herself, throat stretching, becoming accustomed to being filled with cock.  The pleasure from her lips and tongue, her piercings, was like tendrils drilling into her mind, reprogramming her, and she gave in, needing her reward more than she had ever needed anything.  She needed to have her mouth fucked, needed to serve with her lips and tongue, she was a cumslut.
As Jessica worked, lapping every last drop of her reward, whining, moaning, desperate for more, the pleasure swelled.  The cock slipped deep into her throat, choking her, and she sucked, lapped, licked, and the cock engorged, throbbing hard.
Jessica moaned, the sounds muffled, and the cock came, cumming down her throat, a thick stream of delicious, creamy, thick reward, and Jessica swallowed, throat milking the shaft.  Wanting to taste it, savour it, Jessica let the cock slip out of her throat, into her mouth, lips locked tight, sucking hard, swallowing.  The cock covered her tongue with cum, filling her mouth, but Jessica did not waste a drop.
As the cock came over and over, filling her mouth with hot, thick, creamy, delicious cum, Jessica swallowed, sucking, milking, the pleasure overwhelming, not a drop leaving her lips, her dress spotless.  The other girls around her, spurred on by her performance, her enthusiasm, her moans of pleasure, were earning their rewards, their toys cumming, filling their mouths as they tried to swallow it all, failing, spilling cum down their chins, over their pretty dresses.
Only Jessica swallowed it all, needing it, and as the pleasure of her lips reached a crescendo, her mouth alive with a joy and bliss she had never known before, corrupting her, erasing her resistance, she shuddered, moaning.  As the cock filled her mouth with cum her caged little dick throbbed, cumming in her panties from just the pleasure of having her mouth and throat fucked.  Something in her mind snapped and she knew there was no going back.  As she came from just the pleasure of using her mouth and tongue, her throat and lips, swallowing thick, delicious, creamy cum, she knew that she would never be able to resist an opportunity to experience this bliss, her caged cock cumming in her sexy panties, making a sticky, gooey mess of herself.
As the rest of the room earned their rewards, making their toys cum, swallowing as much as they could, making cummy messes of their pretty dresses, Jessica took a deep breath and sighed, her toy still in her mouth, sucking the last drops of cum from the slowly pulsing cock in her mouth.  Even basking in the afterglow of her climax Jessica ached for more.
As the last few girls whimpered, making their toys cum, cum spilling from their lips as they tried to swallow it all, Ms Lewis laughed.
“Well now girls, it seems that almost all of you failed.  You spilled cum all down your sexy dresses, and that won’t do.  You need to learn to savour every last drop and how to stay clean when sucking cock.  Out of all of you only pretty Jessica managed to stay clean, neither dribbling down herself while she sucked, not spilling a single drop of cum down her dress.  Like a true cumslut she swallowed it all.  So well done Jessica… I’m pleased to see you are improving!”  Ms Lewis said.
Jessica blushed, flattered and humiliated, her lips and tongue still buzzing.  She knew she should have been horrified, but she was not.  Instead she found herself craving more, needing more opportunity to serve with her mouth, her piercings tingling, yearning for more.  She was hooked.
“However… don’t think I didn’t notice you cumming while you sucked off that wonderful toy Jessica.  I saw your worthless little caged dick throbbing away.  You made a mess of your panties because you enjoyed swallowing all that cum so much, didn’t you?”
Jessica’s blush deepened.  The other girls were all looking at her in shock and awe.  She was ashamed yet… somehow… also exhilarated, glad, proud.  She nodded.
“Yes Mistress.”  She whispered.
The other girls were all blushing now, squirming, almost envious that Jessica had experienced such pleasure from just using her mouth.  Ms Lewis smiled, a mischievous grin.  Cammy and Amanda looked at their room-mate with awe and jealousy, and Jessica squirmed, her panties gooey and sticky, plug throbbing inside her.
“Which means… you all failed.  You all made a mess.  As good a job as you did pleasing your toys—and you all did such a good job serving with your mouths—you all made a mess of yourselves.  You need to do better, and to motivate you all to try harder you will all now be punished.  Is that understood?”  Ms Lewis asked.
The girls all nodded, blushing, shamed, timid, fretful about what punishment they were to face, yet, undeniably, excited—what was Ms Lewis going to do to them?




Chapter Three.
The door closed behind Cammy with an ominous click.  She was alone, stripped down to her lingerie, her dress taken away to be cleaned before she was made to walked through corridors with the other girls, all just in their underwear, strutting like shamed, sexy, slutty cumsluts—Jessica’s panties damp with her cum… she had cum from just sucking on her toy, worshipping with her mouth.  The thought made Cammy squirm and quiver, envious.  It had been fun for her, a special bliss in the submission, the sensation of sucking, stretching her throat, but to experience that level of mind numbing pleasure, to have a mouth that was a made to be fucked, so that you could cum from just sucking, licking, swallowing cum.  She blushed at the thought even thought she was alone.
The room was empty, plain soft pink walls, a quiet humming coming from the air vent.  On the far side was a single chair, like a dentist’s chair or a doctor’s, surrounded by an array of mechanical limbs.  On one wall was a single screen.  As she waited words flashed up
SIT DOWN CAMMY.
Cammy blinked.  She took a deep breath, did as she was told, strutted in her heels and lingerie over to the chair and sat, settling back into the plush chair that almost cradled her, almost like lying down to sleep.
NOW, RELAX.  THIS WILL NOT TAKE LONG.
Cammy tried to relax, but she was fretful, nervous.  She had only been punished once, her cage smaller than her room-mates’, and with an added application of a special cream to help it fit in Ms Lewis’s words.  To begin it had been far too small, painful, but now, after only a few days, it was almost roomy—the cream had certainly been effective.  Her cock was smaller now, much smaller.  It had never been large to begin with but now… she blushed even recalling it, her cute little dick feminine and adorable, worthless, useless.
She could not help but wonder what this punishment might involve.  What was Ms Lewis going to do to her?  How was she going to be further transformed, corrupted?  She tingled and blushed at the thought of becoming prettier, sluttier.
THIS WILL NOT HURT, BUT IT MIGHT FEEL UNCOMFORTABLE, PLEASE DO NOT STRUGGLE.  YOU WILL BE RESTRAINED FOR YOUR OWN SAFETY.
Before Cammy could react a series of metal straps emerged from the chair, around her arms, legs, feet, hands, belly, chest, even around her neck and forehead.  She was trapped, bound, with no way to escape.  She was completely helpless and yet… her cute tiny caged cock throbbed, aching, hole clenching on the massive plug inside her ass.
As she lay still, subduing the tide of conflicting emotions at being suddenly so vulnerable, heart racing, Cammy heard a whirring.  The arms arrayed around the chair began to move, limbs extending, shifting to float above.
THIS PROCEDURE WILL TAKE ONLY A MOMENT, BUT IT WILL TAKE SEVERAL HOURS TO FULLY TAKE EFFECT.
Cammy blinked, trying to take calm, deep breaths and the robot arms moved towards her face.  From two a series of small needles extended, from a third, a large, soft looking tool that was slick and smooth, and that seemed to pulse.
OPEN YOUR MOUTH CAMMY.
With no choice but to obey Cammy did as she was told.  She opened her mouth and the long, smooth, slick tool pressed between her lips, slipping into her mouth, stretching it.  The limbs with needles moved to her upper and bottom lips.  She closed her eyes.
There was a series of sharp pains in her lips, then a warm fuzziness that spread out, becoming hot, lips stretching, tingling, inflating, becoming plump and sensitive and aching.  Cammy moaned at the sensation, cute tiny little cock throbbing in her cage.
Her lips swelled further, then the needle wielding arms withdrew.  Her lips pulsed, swollen and sensitive, still expanding, but slower, becoming large, fat, plump, dick sucking pillow lips.  Cammy squirmed, and the one remaining arm, with the long, slick tool in her mouth, shifted, pressed forward.  Her lips thrummed with pleasure and joy, building, and the slick tool in her mouth swelled, growing thicker, longer, oozing a warm, sweet liquid that made Cammy’s mouth tingle and relax.  It pressed at her throat, slipping deeper, the warm oozing liquid making her throat ache, stretching, bypassing her instinct to gag.
Cammy felt her mouth and throat changing, becoming hot, sensitive, so that she could feel every pulse and ripple of the slick tool in her throat as a pulse of pleasure.  There was no pain, no difficulty in taking all of it even as it expanded, slipped deeper, impossibly deep and thick, slipping in and out of her throat and mouth, training her, caressing and massaging her fat, wet, inflated cock sucking lips. 
Her mind buzzed, slow regular breaths as her mouth and throat were altered, transformed, made into the perfect fuck hole.  She shivered in delight, the sensation hot and giddy.  She moaned as her tiny little caged cock throbbed, a trickle of precum escaping.
The slick tool caressed Cammy’s throat, tongue, stretching, the oozing liquid warm, making her mouth pliable, sensitive, expanding her natural abilities well beyond the range of what was normal.  She was being remade, reshaped, transformed, corrupted.  Her lips were fatter, swollen and plump, her mouth and throat stretched.  The thought of what she would be able to do with her lips and mouth made her moan, the noises muffled.  As the slick tool pulsed in her throat, a slick stream of warm liquid soaking into her mouth and tongue and lips and throat, swallowed eagerly, Cammy shuddered.
Her hole clenched on her plug, her tiny little worthless caged cock throbbing.  It felt good.  So good!  She felt free and happy and the pleasure radiated out from her mouth and, without warning, she came, cementing the changes to her body, her mouth and throat and mind altered irreversibly and she could not help but feel… happy, glad, a sense of freedom in her submission and transformation. 
The slick tool in her throat withdrew, slowly, and her mouth was left empty, vacant, throat gaping, aching to be filled, used.  The screen showed a brief line of text.
PUNISHMENT COMPLETE.  YOU MAY NOW LEAVE.  YOUR TRANSFORMATION WILL CONTINUE OVER THE NEXT 24 HOURS.
Cammy shuddered, basking in the afterglow of her corrupting climax as the restraints withdrew.  Her throat and lips tingling, buzzing, transformed.
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Jessica stepped into the room with her head held high.  She did not know what her punishment was to be, but after her spanking, her piercings, she was torn between excitement and fear.  The thought of further transformation, corruption, made her squirm.  The click of the lock falling into place behind her was loud and ominous.
The room was empty except for a metal table in the middle, a blank screen hung over it, and a single, singular robotic arm with what looked like a small motorised needle attached.  The screen flickered.
LIE DOWN JESSICA.
Jessica knew she had no choice but to obey.  She moved off from the door, heels clicking, panties damp with her cum, and jumped up onto the table, lying down, the metal cool and hard.
The screen flickered.  A pink and black spiral began to turn and the room was filled with a soft sound like static.  A murmur of whispered voices began to play, too quiet and many to be heard clearly, words sinking easily into Jessica’s subconscious, her mind heavy, foggy.
The robotic arm shifted, moved towards Jessica’s belly, dextrous fingers tugging down her cummy panties, exposing her caged cock.  She did not care.  She was lost in a pink spiralling fog.
You are a cumslut, a nasty, naughty, sexy cumslut.  It feels good to be a cumslut.  A cumslut craves her reward, needs it, is incomplete without it.  A cumslut will do anything for cum—thick, sweet, hot, delicious cum.  You are addicted to cum.
There was a loud buzzing as the small motorised needle on the end of the robot’s arm jumped to life.  It moved down to Jessica’s crotch, just above her cage, the soft, smooth, flawless skin just above her useless cock.  The needle buzzed and pressed to her flesh, marking her, tattooing her.
You are a cumslut, addicted to cum.  You need it.  You crave it.  You need to be a good cumslut, and earn your reward, to serve your purpose.  You ache for cum, yearn for it, cannot think without it, cannot function without it.  You are incomplete without thick, hot, warm cum in your mouth, swallowing it.  When you are reminded of what you are, a cumslut you are overwhelmed with a need for cum.  You will do anything for it, will beg, plead, serve, worship… anything to earn cum, to sate your addiction.
The needle worked over Jessica’s flesh, black ink needled into her skin, a sexy, flowing, scrawling script decorated with flowing lines and small roses, cute hearts.
That word… cumslut… it is what you are.  Hearing it reminds you, kindling your need for cum, your need to serve, to use your tongue and mouth, to earn what you crave most.  You will be unable to function until you earn it, until you taste and swallow it.  You cannot think, functioning on instinct.  A cumslut desperate, aching, yearning for what she needs.  A sexy, naughty, slutty cumslut.
The needle tattooed the word in black ink, beautifully written, sexy, indecent, brazen.  The word CUMSLUT in bold letters, branding Jessica as what she was.
Until you taste cum, until you swallow it, you are nothing but a filthy, desperate, slutty cumslut who needs her fix, who needs to feed her addiction.  Each time you taste cum your addiction grows, each time you swallow cum your need for it increases.  You are a cumslut, who needs cum.  It is who you are, what you are, and you are proud and happy, because you know that the pleasure from earning that reward, that cum, is greater than anything else.  Just tasting it, swallowing it, enough to fill you with joy and bliss.  You can never resist cum. Just the sight, the smell, makes your mouth water and you must taste it, lick it up, swallow it, feeding your addiction like the filthy, slutty, sexy, pretty cumslut you are.
The robotic arm drew back, the motor shutting off, the needle falling still.  The flesh just above her cage was marked, tattooed, the word CUMSLUT in black, bold letters, a feminine flowing script, decorated with swirls and flowers. 
You are a cumslut, now and forever.  Whenever you hear that word you will reminded, your addiction, your need, your craving for cum becoming overwhelming.  You cannot resist cum, cannot live without it.  You are a cumslut and you need to earn, and taste, and savour, and swallow cum.  It is why you exist, to serve, to be a CUMSLUT.
The spiral shut off.  The words faded out.  Jessica blinked, head clearing slowly, foggy, a warm hunger at the back of her mind, a subtle craving, a need… for cum.  She looked down where her panties had been pulled down, saw her tattoo for the first time.  CUMSLUT.
She blushed and felt a sudden flash of desire, a hunger, a craving.  She knew what she was now, and she knew that there was no way to resist it.  Her lips and tongue tingled at the thought of earning more delicious cum.  She blushed and felt a swell of joy and she embraced her new identity, her destiny.  The screen above her flashed a line of text.
TATTOO COMPLETE.  YOU MAY NOW LEAVE.
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Amanda’s heels clicked as she entered her punishment room, trembling.  There was a gnawing ache in her gut, fretful about what was to become of her but also… curious.  This was to be her first punishment, but she was sure it would not be her last.
The room was clean and sterile, soft pink.  On the far wall was a strangely futuristic looking booth.  As she stood, wondering what her punishment was to be, the screen inside the booth flickered.
STEP FORWARD AND INTO THE BOOTH AMANDA.
Amanda took a deep breath, stepped off and entered the booth as instructed.  She knew she had no choice.
As she stepped into the booth there was a hiss and behind her a metal panel slid into place, sealing her into the confined quarters.  She felt trapped but also… squirmy, trembling, eager, nervous.
PLEASE RAISE YOUR ARMS AND STAND WITH FEET SHOULDER WIDTH APART.  THEN REMAIN STILL.
Amanda did as she was told, lifting her arms, spreading her legs, dreading what was to come, eager to find out what was to be done to her, how she was to be transformed, corrupted.  There was a soft hiss and the booth filled with pink gas, Amanda’s head become slow and fuzzy.
THIS WILL TAKE ONLY A MOMENT.
There was a buzzing from either side, two arms extending on either side of Amanda, moving down towards her legs, calves.  Strong robotic fingers gripped her, massaging, and then a series of tiny needles pressed to her skin through her stockings. 
Amanda’s legs grew hot, her muscles cramping, tense, aching.  She shifted, standing taller, shoulder back, chest out, ass out, trying to remain comfortable.  The needles withdrew but the ache remained, a tightness in her tendons and calves, settling slowly to become a constant dull discomfort.
Amanda shifted, putting more weight on her toes as she stood in her heels, and the ache reduced.  She stood upright, a posture that made her butt look larger, swollen and round, and that made her small chest stick out, nipples perky.
THE PROCEDURE IS FINISHED.  YOUR LEGS WILL READJUST OVER THE NEXT 24 HOURS.  YOUR NEW HEELS WILL BE DELIVERED IN THE MORNING, AND THEY WILL BE REQUIRED FOR YOU TO MOVE AROUND COMFORTABLY.
Amanda blinked.  Realisation settled.  Her legs had been… adjusted, tendons and muscles shortened and rearranged so that only heels would be comfortable to wear now.  She would never be able to wear flat shoes comfortably again.  Being barefoot would hurt unless she were to crawl, like a pet, or strut around on tip-toe with her butt and tits out like a show off slut.
She blushed, bit her bottom lip.  She knew she should be horrified but… she was not.  The thought made her squirm and ache, cute little caged cock throbbing.
YOU MAY LEAVE.
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The girls stepped out of their rooms to find Ms Lewis waiting.  They were all squirming, blushing, hot and flush.  Most bore no visible signs of their punishment; a few girls now wore visible collars, like Jessica’s, or piercings, lips, tongues, ears, or were wearing brighter, sluttier make-up.
Some girls stood with vacant expressions, grinning, squirming as though on edge, or horny, giggling to themselves, idly touching their nipples, breasts, butts, as though experiencing new pleasure, as though craving some new sensation, obeying some new subtle programming.
Jessica emerged looking distracted, squirming, licking her lips, practically drooling.  Cammy bore the obvious visible evidence of her punishment, her lips swollen, plump, inflated, bright pink dick sucking lips that she was touching without thinking, stroking, squirming, whimpering.  Amanda stepped out with tentative steps, moving gracefully, her walk more sensual, sexual, a brazen strut that was beyond anything any of the other girls could manage, walking as though the heels were part of her, ass sticking out, head up, chest perky.  Kristi stood back, her hands held low over her crotch, blushing, eyes down, biting her bottom lip, taking deep breaths as though to stay calm.
Ms Lewis smiled, checking her charges.
“Ah, that makes all of you, finally.  I’m sure you all had an… enlightening experience during your punishments.  I trust you’ll all try that much harder in future, but I’m also sure that this will not be the last punishment for any of you.”
The girls all blushed deeper pink.  The thought of further punishments had excited and terrified some so much that they had let out audible gasps.
“Well… I see that some of you at least are excited at that prospect.  Good.  You all need a lot of further… refining, before I could even consider you ready to graduate.  So many more transformations and changes for you to undergo before you become the women we have in mind for each of you.”
The girls were all quiet, practically quivering.  Ms Lewis grinned.
“Well, I’m sure you’re all very eager to discover what changes your friends have undergone.  This is sure to be a very interesting evening for all of you.  Be sure to rest tonight, and I will have your milkshakes delivered to your rooms.”
At the mention of the milkshakes more than a few girls, Jessica included, whimpered, moaning with cravings.  Ms Lewis laughed, amused.
“Now, off with all of you.  I’ll look forward to tomorrow’s lessons and seeing just how all of you… perform.”  She said.




Chapter Four.
Another day, and the three room-mates spent the morning showering, preparing, applying moisturiser to their smooth, feminine, blossoming bodies, hips wider, breasts larger, nipples fatter.  They did their make-up, hair, just as they had been shown—Amanda forced to move around the room on tip-toe, no longer able to walk flat footed, standing and strutting as though wearing heels even when bare foot—then slipped into pretty, sexy, girly school uniforms.
They had all changed over night.  Cammy’s lips were fatter, plump, swollen, bee-stung lips, wet and pink and glistening, achingly sensitive.  She squirmed and moaned, quietly, as she applied her lip gloss, tiny little pretty caged cock throbbing, hole clenching, thoughts of cock and cum, mouth watering, her throat oddly sensitive in a pleasant way, and she could tell that it had changed in ways she did not fully understand.
Amanda quickly put on her new heels after putting on her uniform, eager to be wearing them, and the moment she had them strapped to her ankles she felt a swell of relief.  Her new platform heels were much, much higher than her old heels and the heels of her room-mates, the shoes glossy black, strappy, with her toes left exposed, and they felt utterly divine on her feet, completely natural and comfortable—the idea of walking around without them once she had them on was almost appalling.  She tried walking in them and found her gait shifting, becoming more provocative, ass wiggling, hips rolling, swaying, but it was smooth and graceful, legs long, shoulders back, head high, her newly swelling breasts sticking out, her ass round and plump in her cute, pleated school-girl skirt.
Jessica woke up hazy and foggy headed, dreams of cum and cock and pussy lingering in her mind, her kneeling, worshipping, serving, the heady, heavenly taste and sensation of her mouth full, swallowing, her belly heavy and bloated.  As she showered and dressed she caught constant glimpses of her new tattoo, already perfectly healed, the word CUMSLUT emblazoned across her crotch just above her caged cock.  It was her new identity, her new purpose, and she blushed, a small whimper of pleasure, her pierced lips and tongue tingling, so sensitive.  In the back of her mind there was a new buzzing, a craving that she could not name, a hunger and need that niggled, and the thought of her morning milkshake, what the days lessons might contain, made her caged cock throb.
The other girls were all in a similar situation, and as the class went down to breakfast it was obvious how they had all changed, bodies blossoming, changing, becoming more and more feminine, curvier, breasts swelling with each day, wider hips and rounder butts, smooth and pretty and sexy.  Some, like Cammy, were becoming curvier than others, their figures almost hourglass, like the sexy bimbos or porn stars from magazines and videos, while others, like Jessica and Amanda, were less exaggerated, lithe, though still buxom and sexy, wide hips, fat asses, with long, attractive legs, smooth, soft bodies.
Only Kristi kept her punishment to herself, demure and shy as the other girls all giggled and chattered, flirting, examining each other, their changes, investigating new enhancements and the consequences of their punishments.  Only Kristi remained quiet, almost introverted.
“You okay?”  Amanda asked.
Kristi nodded.  She bit her bottom lip, clearly nervous.  The changes she had undergone had only made her more beautiful, prettier, more feminine, sexier.  Her figure was slim and small, petite, with small breasts pressing under her blouse, her hips wide now, ass full and jiggling.  She kept her hands low and cupped in front of her.
“If you want to talk about your… whatever your punishment was I’m happy to listen.  I mean… I can tell you mine?”
Kristi shrugged, blushing, clearly embarrassed about what had been done to her.  Amanda smiled.
“I… my legs… I can only really wear heels now… like, these heels I’m wearing.  Anything else and it makes my feet and legs hurt.  If I don’t have shoes on I either need to crawl or walk on tip-toe.  But… I mean… walking in heels feels kind of nice now, which is a positive, right?”
Amanda could barely believe what she was saying, how she was thinking, how she had changed.  Kristi’s blush deepened, and she nodded.
“And the other girls… sure it’s all a bit weird, but there are positives there if you look for them, like, we’re being made better, right?  This is all to help us… I’m sure yours is the same.  If you want to tell me…”
Kristi shook her head.
“I can’t… not yet… it’s too… I just can’t.” 
Amanda smiled.
“Well, just remember I’m here if you ever want to tell or show me.”  She said.
Kristi whimpered, nodded, turning a deep shade of crimson.
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“Good morning girls!”  Ms Lewis said as she entered the room.
The girls were all sat in their seats, waiting after breakfast for the class to begin, eager and attentive, practically quivering with excitement, all of them wondering what new adventures were in store for them.
A chorus of ‘Morning Ms Lewis’ rang out and Ms Lewis carried a large bag across to her desk and put it down.  She turned to face the class, smiled, pleased with how her girls were turning out.
“Now, I have an extra special lesson for you all today.  This will be a new experience for a lot of you, a rather special moment in your new lives, but for a few I know you’ve been practically aching for this… you naughty sluts know who you are.”
A few girls blushed, squirming.  The rest blinked, blank faced, wondering what this new experience was.
“Now, as part of your training and transformation it is important you know how to fully satisfy any partner.  You’ve had a little practice with your mouth and hands now, and you’re all coming along wonderfully, but I think it’s about time you learnt how to use your other… assets.”
Amanda squirmed.  The way Ms Lewis spoke made it clear what she meant.  Her caged cock throbbed and her hole clenched around her plug, slick and tight, throbbing, aching.  She was trembling, nervous and excited about what was to come, the threshold she was about to cross.  From the way the other girls around her fidgeted and squirmed it was clear they felt the same way.
“Now, in this bag I have your special toys.  Today you’re all going to begin training those wonderfully tight, sexy butts of yours.  I have lots of our rather unique lubricant, which will help stretch those holes and increase your pleasure, so no need to worry about this hurting you.  We want to teach you the joy of serving as pretty fuck dolls, not damage you.”
The girls were all pale, trembling.  For many of them this would be the first time they had put anything… there.  Still, there was an undeniable atmosphere of excitement and anticipation.
“You will all be attaching your toys to your chairs, and you will ride them, going slowly at first while you get used to your new purpose, really training those sexy fuck holes of yours.  After a while you’ll be able to work your hips and asses faster, harder, really experience the joy of getting fucked like the sluts you are.  And you will need to really work hard… your toys have all been adjusted overnight to their highest setting, which means they need the maximum amount of stimulation before they will reward you with a throbbing dose of cum.”
The girls were silent, listening, awed and terrified about what was to come.  Ms Lewis laughed, lightly, mischievously.
“And as an extra incentive, the first to make their toy cum will earn a reward, with the last receiving another punishment.  Is that understood?”
A chorus of ‘Yes Ms.’
“Good.  Now, all of you, come up here and collect your toys, then we can see about getting started with today’s lesson.”
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The girls all took their toys back to their seats, pressing the synthetic, throbbing cocks to their chairs where they were to sit, the balls heavy with the reward they were about to earn.  More than one of them stared longingly, licking lips, stroking, almost drooling.  Each girl had a large bottle of lube, a clear, viscous liquid in an unlabelled bottle.
They stood to the side, next to their chairs with the toy attached, large and thick and throbbing.  This was it.  Amanda squirmed.  She was about to train her ass as a fuck hole.  There was no going back from this… and she was not sure why she would ever want to.
As she stood she felt her hole aching, the reprogramming from her hypnosis, her reward for being the first to make her toy cum with her mouth, a tingling, ass sensitive, hungry, aching to be filled, to be used, to be fucked.  She wanted it, and she blushed as she thought about how good it was going to feel… what’s happening to me, she thought.
“Now, panties off girls and plugs out.  Then be sure to take a generous helping of our rather remarkable lube and work it along your crack and entrance.  Get nice and slippery, work your fingers in.  It’ll help you relax and will make it so much more fun.  Once you’re done do the same for your toy.  Nice and slippery.  Hands only though girls.  I know some of your would love to use your pretty little mouths, but its asses only today.”
The girls all nodded, Cammy and Jessica and several other girls all looked a little disappointed—obviously they had been looking forward to feeling the cocks between their lips, on their tongues, but they still obeyed.  There was a shuffle of movement, girls dropping their panties, placing them on their desks, heels clicking.  There was the sound of the bottles opening.
Amanda poured a dollop of lube in to her hand and, trembling, aware that the other girls were doing the same, watching them as they watched her, excited by their flirtatious smiles, their pretty, sexy bodies, by the hard, throbbing cock attached to her chair.  She reached back and under her skirt to run her slick fingers along her crack.
She moaned, loudly, as her slippery fingers caressed her entrance.  Her body lit up with bright pleasure, craving more.  Other girls whimpered, Cammy and Kristi clearly enjoying themselves.  Only Jessica remained quiet, slow stiff movements.
Amanda pressed her slick fingers in, hole stretching, her reprogramming kicking in, hole so sensitive, craving more.  Her fingers slipped in, stretching her, pleasure hot and bright.  She wanted to play more, to experience more, but Ms Lewis’s words rang in her mind—the reward.  She wanted to be a good girl… to earn her reward.
Amanda pulled her fingers out of her hole and took another generous dollop and worked it over her toy, the thick, long shaft throbbing in her palm, hot and hard.  It was massive, head thick and prominent.  Would it even fit?  There was only one way to find out.
Amanda shifted, lifting her skirt, and put a leg on either side of her chair, feet comfortable in her heels now, natural.  She was a school girl slut and she was about to fuck herself, fuck her ass, for the first time—the thought of how many more times she would do this, how many more cocks and toys she would take after this first time, how she would use her tight, hot, fuck hole, made her moan, whimper.
Amanda lowered herself down, eager, even as the other girls were only just beginning to lubricate their hole, her hypnosis urging her on, her mind corrupted, craving the pleasure of having her ass fucked.  To the side Jessica was moving slowly, uncertain, reluctant.  Cammy, seeing Amanda, moved to her chair, raising her skirt, copying her room-mate.
Amanda moaned loudly as the thick head of the cock ran along her slick crack, the head pressing briefly at her hole before slipping away.  She shuddered, reached down to grasp the shaft, helping to direct it.  Around her other girls were following her lead, a few slower than others, with only Jessica still reluctant, as thought wary.
The head of the cock ran up and down, hard, hot, slick, throbbing, and Amanda directed it to her hole, aching for it now, desperate, craving the sensation of being full.  She wanted to be fucked, to be a slut, to know how it felt to be a good girl, a fuck doll, to be used, to be stretched and trained.  Her hole was slick, gaping, and the head of the cock pressed at her tight, virgin entrance, pressure building.
Amanda pressed down, lowering her weight, her hole stretching, entrance opening, the lube helping her stretch, training her body, the pleasure mounting.  The room filled with the quiet moans and whimpers of the girls working their toys along their slick cracks, pressing them at their tight holes.  Amanda pressed down, pressing the full weight of her body against the cock that pressed at her hole and, suddenly, her slippery entrance opened, the cock popping past her outer ring, slipping in, slipping deep.  She gasped in delight and sank down on the thick, hard, long cock, felt it throbbing inside her ass, her fuck hole.
Amanda began to ride, up and down, slowly at first, feeling the cock filling her, fucking her, slipping in and out, the head caressing the knot of pleasure inside her, her caged cock an agony of joy.  She was riding a cock, like a slut, a filthy slutty school girl, and around her her class mates were beginning to do the same.
“Now, Jessica, you’re the only one not joining in… if you’re reluctant perhaps I can help…”  Ms Lewis said.
Jessica froze.  Ms Lewis approached Jessica and reached up to grip Jessica’s hair.
“I can…”
“Too late Jessica… since you’ve again proved slow and stubborn its time I punished you and showed you how to be a good slut.”  Ms Lewis said.
Amanda rode up and down, picking up her pace, as Ms Lewis dragged Jessica away from her chair and her toy, dragged her to her desk.  Holding her collar Ms Lewis forced Jessica over her desk, bent over, and lifted her skirt, positioning her side on to the class so the rest of the girls could see her face and her ass, her fearful expression, her perfect, round, slippery butt.
“Now, hold still.  I was hoping one of you would misbehave so I came… prepared…”
Ms Lewis shifted, slipping out of her skirt, exposing her long legs, stockings, heels, suspenders.  Around her waist was a leather harness, and over her crotch was a cock… the same as the girls’ toys, long and thick and hard, throbbing, life-like, with heavy, full balls.
Amanda watched with glazed eyes, mind blank, riding up and down the cock, her ass full, hole stretched, the cock throbbing inside her as it slipped in and out, caressing the knot of pleasure inside her.
Ms Lewis ran a hand up and down her strap-on, lubricating it, then stepped forward.  She ran one hand over Jessica’s round, plump butt, squeezing, and with the other directed the head of her cock up and down Jessica’s slick crack, teasing her.  Jessica whimpered, jumping as the head of Ms Lewis’s cock rubbed over her twitching entrance.
“Hold still now Jessica.  I’m about to show you the joy of being a good slut.  I’m about to make you a good girl, and after this you’ll never be able to go back to how you were before.”
Jessica bit her bottom lip, piercings bright shocks of joy.  She nodded, wiggling her hips without thinking, her need and body taking over, her reluctance fading.
“I think it’s time I punished you!”  Ms Lewis said.
Without further warning Ms Lewis thrust, forcing her massive cock into Jessica’s ass.  Jessica’s eyes went wide and she cried out in pain and pleasure and surprise.  Ms Lewis was not slow or patient.  She began to thrust, hard and fast.
The girls, watching Jessica get fucked by their sexy, domineering teacher, rode faster, stretching their holes, fucking their sexy asses, moaning, gasping, caged cocks swaying.
Amanda rode faster, hole slippery, tight, and she began to work her hips chasing the pleasure inside her, loving how the cock in her ass grew harder, throbbing, swelling, stretching her, fucking her.  She rode up and down, faster, caged cock twitching, the pleasure bright and intense, numbing thought, her body and mind corrupted.
Ms Lewis thrust deep into Jessica’s ass, training her, punishing her, fucking her, using her.  Jessica could only whimper, no resistance, weak and willing, Ms Lewis’s hands roaming over her ass, her hips, gripping her, pulling her back onto her massive prick, filling her hole, tight and slippery, butt cheeks slapping against her belly. 
“That’s it slut.  Cum for me.  Cum as I fill that tight fuck hole.  Cum as I train you to be the slut you were always destined to become.”
Jessica was lost.  Amanda and the other girls watched in envy and lust as their teacher fucked their sexy, goth class mate.
Amanda plunged down onto the cock in her ass, grinding, clenching, ass milking the cock inside her, squeezing, chasing the pleasure, hips and legs both working to maximize her pleasure, the pleasure for the cock she was riding.  She was a slut training her slippery, tight fuck hole, a slutty school girl, a fuck doll.  She wanted more!
Amanda watched as Ms Lewis fucked Jessica hard and deep, training her, punishing her, stretching her tight hole.  Amanda ground down, squeezing the cock inside her ass, milking it, wiggling her butt and hips.  The cock throbbed, pulsed, her tiny worthless caged dick aching.
The cock pulsed, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, came.  The cock inside Amanda’s ass erupted, cumming inside Amanda’s hole, filling her with hot, thick cum, copious volumes of it flooding into her slick fuck hole.
The sensation was too much, and the knot of joy in Amanda’s belly unfurled.  As she felt the cock inside her cumming, flooding her with her sticky, gooey reward, she came, cumming hard, her cute little caged cock oozing cum and she forced herself down, taking all of her massive toy in her ass, stretching her hole wide, filling herself with cock and cum and as climaxed.
“Cum for me Jessica.  Be a whore for me.”  Ms Lewis whispered.
Jessica could not hold back.  Her hole clenched, squeezing, and she ground back on Ms Lewis’s strap-on.  She came, shuddering, moaning, grinding her hips.  Ms Lewis grinned, thrust deep, and her strap-on, pulsed, throbbing, swelling, cumming deep inside Jessica’s tight, slick hole, filling it with her thick, creamy reward—hot, gooey cum.
Around her other girls began to whimper, their toys throbbing, cumming, filling them, the girls all cumming as they realised the pleasure they could experience from being fucked, filled, used, the joy of riding cock, of being filled with cum, the air ripe with moans and gasps and whimpers.  The class was lost on a tide of pleasure as girl after girl made her toy climax, holes clenching tight, their bodies trained, holes stretched—they had discovered their purpose… as sexy, pretty, slutty fuck dolls eager to used and filled.
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As the class basked in the warm afterglow of their climax, girls still sat on their slowly shrinking toys, holes full of cum, Jessica laid out on Ms Lewis’s desk, hole leaking cum as her caged cock dribbled, Ms Lewis strode confidently towards Amanda.  Her strap-on swayed seductively with each step, and the class stared at it, girls licking their lips greedily, holes clenching down on their toys, sluts still eager for more.
Ms Lewis stopped beside Amanda, still blushing from the exertion of riding her toy to climax, ass tingling, aching, yearning for more.  She looked up and bit her bottom lip, shy and nervous, but bright with the joy of discovering a new part of herself.
“First again.  I’m proud of you Amanda.  Now… time for your reward.”
Ms Lewis pulled a box from behind her back and, slowly, opened it.  Amanda’s eyes went wide.
“This is yours.  To replace your old, smaller one.  This will only help your… training.”
In the box was a new plug, so much larger than the last one, its design different, high-tech and sophisticated, sleek metal what what seemed to be tiny holes over the surface.
“Now, you are to wear this as you wore the other one.  You might find to start that it feels a little large, but you’ll soon get used to it.  And, as an added bonus, it has a few extra… enhancements.”
Ms Lewis grinned.  Amanda squirmed on her toy, hole full of slowly cooling cum.
“Over the course of wearing this it will secrete one of our more… ingenious formulations.  You’ll very quickly find your tight little hole adjusting to your plug, your tight little fuck hole becoming softer, more pliable, more flexible… your skin will soften and become more sensitive and, my favourite twist, you’ll stay permanently slippery.  Once your cute little butt adjusts to this plug your hole will be self lubricating, moist and wet, with your arousal only making it wetter… making it eager.  When you get aroused your hole with begin to gape and drip as it yearns to get fucked.  Isn’t that exciting?”
Amanda’s eyes were wide.  Her face was pale.  She bit her bottom lip and nodded.  It sounded… amazing.
“Now, slip off your toy and let’s get this in, keep all that yummy cum inside you.  By tomorrow morning you’ll have already begun to notice changes, and within the next two or three days you’ll have… well… you’ll have learnt to appreciate the gift that this reward really is.”
Amanda nodded, obeyed.  She stood up, slowly, legs wobbly, toy slipping from her ass.  She clenched to keep as much cum inside her as possible.
“Bend over.”  Ms Lewis said.
Amanda did as she was told.  She turned her ass towards her teacher and bent at the waist, offering her hole to her teacher, waiting for the plug.  She jumped as cool metal ran up her crack, the tip pressing at her entrance.  Ms Lewis pressed.
Amanda eased back, her slick, stretched hole opening easily, willingly.  The thought of what was to come, of how she was to be transformed, her ass becoming a perfect, slick, eager fuck hole, made her tingle.
The pressure built.  The plug pressed deeper, stretching, massive, thicker than anything Amanda had taken before.  She squirmed, shifting her hips, aching to be full and then, suddenly, the plug slipped in, slipped deep. 
Amanda sighed, satisfied.  She felt hot and full and the plug settled into place, a soft warmth emanating as it began to secrete the infusion that would begin changing her, transforming her, training her as to be a better, more suitable fuck hole.
“Good girl.”  Ms Lewis said.  “Now, all of you, off to rest.  I’ll look forward to seeing you all tomorrow for more… lessons.”




Chapter Five.
Amanda woke from vague dreams that evaporated like early morning fog, images of cock, sensations stirring inside her, her caged cock aching, body hot, heart thundering.  Her body felt… alive, tingling, sensitive, and she squirmed in bed she felt the large, heavy weight of her large plug shifting inside her, each move she made causing it to press on the spot of joy inside her that seemed to be growing ever larger, ever more sensitive, more demanding.
She bit her bottom lip to keep from whimpering, pressing her legs together, clenching without even meaning too, her body acting on its own.  The plug stirred and it felt… different, the sensations new and brighter.  The changes had already begun to take hold, the changes to her tight ass, the plug shifting easily, her hole slick and wet, aching, hungry, stretching, so much more sensitive to pleasure than she was used to.  She could feel clearly every curve of the plug inside her ass, each movement, and it was driving her wild.
As the girls got ready for their new day, each taking time to shower, to admire their new, developing, blossoming bodies, their swelling curves, hips, asses, breasts—their tits getting heavier, fatter, large sensitive nipples, Cammy’s now easily more than a handful, Jessica’s and Amanda’s only slightly behind, their chests obvious now beneath their uniforms—they giggled and blushed, flirting, teasing, laughing.  Jessica and Cammy both touched their lips often, with wandering fingers, tongues, both eyeing each other, Jessica’s piercings so sexy, Cammy’s fat, plump, bee-stung lips wet and glossy—both of them wondering how it would be to kiss the other, feel their lips meet in a symphony of pleasure.  Amanda watched her room-mates closely, both so sexy, pretty, two beautiful school-girls, grinning as she caught sight of herself in the mirror in her uniform, tottering about on tip-toe, slipping her heels on almost as soon as she got out of the shower, glad to be wearing them now.
“You have any idea what today’s… lesson is going to be?”  Cammy asked.
Jessica giggled without even meaning to.  Her head was fuzzy, the ache in her lips and tongue, her mouth, making it difficult to think.  She shook her head, blushing.  Her new body, her new curves, round ass, wide hips, blossoming tits, made her feel so… pretty.
“No, but, like… I know what I’d like the lesson to be.” 
Jessica giggled again, biting her bottom lip.  Cammy giggled with her, licking her new, fat, cock sucking lips.
“Me too.”  Cammy said, her cheeks pink, and she turned to look at Amanda.  “What about you Amy?”
Amanda squirmed.  She had enjoyed the cock sucking lessons, which she knew Jessica and Cammy were craving, but she wanted something… different.  With her newly transformed hole, so much more sensitive, slick now, practically dripping with how aroused she was, she wanted more of what they had done yesterday.  She wanted to ride a cock, to be fucked, and the thought of Ms Lewis slamming into her ass with a large, fat, long strap-on, bending her over her desk like she had Jessica yesterday, made her hole clench around her plug, her body hot, squirming, aching.
“I… I’m guessing it’ll be different to yesterday.  Beyond that I don’t know.”
Cammy and Jessica both giggled.  They remembered yesterday, the lesson, riding their toys, the long girthyness stretching them, getting fucked, Jessica bent over the desk and pounded.  They remembered how Amanda had been rewarded by making her toy come first and they were both curious just quite how effective that reward was.
“Mmm… I bet you’d like it to be the same as yesterday’s wouldn’t you… you slut.”  Cammy said, teasing.
Amanda blushed.  Jessica laughed.
“Go on… admit it.  We both did.  We both want a lesson that’s more… oral, but I bet you want something like yesterday’s, especially after your reward.  I bet you’re just aching for some more butt play, aren’t you you filthy little fuck toy.”  Jessica said.
Amanda’s blush deepened and Jessica teased her.  She nodded, her hole clenching around her plug.  More than anything she wanted someone to bend her over and fuck her, use her slick, tight hole, fill her with cum as they made her into a good fuck toy, as they filled her with cum.
“Yeah…”  She whispered.  “I’m not going to lie… the idea… a more… ass centric lesson does… appeal.”
“BUTT SLUT!”  Jessica and Cammy both screamed, giggling.
Amanda blushed, squirming, the taunting making her hot and horny.  She giggled, and soon all three girls were laughing, flirting, teasing.  They knew no matter what the lesson, it was going to be a good day.
 
[image: ]
After breakfast the girls were led by a senior girl, Lillith, a dark, buxom, gothic princess with fat lips and numerous tattoos, to a new room they had not visited before.  The room was empty, with no desks or chairs, a single door, and three of the four walls covered by heavy curtains.
“Stand in the centre of the room and wait.  Ms Lewis will be here soon for your… next lesson.”  Lillith said.
The way she spoke said she knew what was coming, what lay ahead for the new girls.  Her smile was luscious, sexual, brazen, almost envious and mischievous at the same time.  She looked at Jessica, her piercings, caught a glimpse of her tattoo flashing just over the hem of her skirt.  She smirked.
“I’m sure some you are really going to enjoy this.  Just be sure not to… over exert yourselves.  Have fun now, and be good girls.”  Lillith said.
She turned and left the girls alone.  The room was quiet and the girls clustered in the middle of the room like a herd of nervous gazelles, sexy and cute in their school-girl uniforms, trembling, squirming, all of them blossoming into beautiful, sexy, buxom young women.  They did not have to wait long before the door opened again and Ms Lewis entered.
She strode across the floor, heels clicking loudly in the quiet, almost ominous.  She was grinning as she surveyed her girls, her class becoming prettier, sexier, more submissive, better sluts.
“Morning girls.”  Ms Lewis said.
There was a chorus of ‘Morning Mistress’.  Ms Lewis stopped just in front of the group, her grin spreading.
“So, I’m sure you’re all just aching to find out what today’s lesson is going to be, aren’t you?  I bet you all can’t wait to find out how you’re going to train to be better sluts for me.”
There was quiet.
“Well?”  Ms Lewis asked.
“Yes Mistress.”  The girls answered, almost as one.
Ms Lewis smiled at them, nodding, pleased by their progress.  They were all becoming such pretty, sexy, slutty girls.
“Good.  Now, I want you all to line up around the edge of the room in front of the curtains.  Space yourselves apart evenly.  Once you’re in place I will… reveal today’s lesson.”
The girls, all blushing, squirming, nodded.  They obeyed, willingly, eagerly, all of them excited, nervous, trembling with anticipation for what was to come.  They spread out, around the room, and waited.  Ms Lewis stood in the centre of the room, smiling.
“Now, you have all been doing so wonderfully, learning to please your toys, leaning how to take care of and use your bodies to please and serve, and you’ve all become such pretty, sexy, obedient girls, that I thought you deserved a reward, to remind you why it is important to work hard, to remind you why you’re here, and what your purpose is.”
The girls all blushed, shamed and pleased by Ms Lewis’s words.  The were all smiling, eager to begin the lesson.
“Now, today’s rule are really quite simple.  It’s much like you’re other classes.  It is to be a mouth and hands only exercise.  Be sure to use all the skills you’ve acquired—and I expect some of you will be a lot more proficient now, given recent… enhancements.”
Ms Lewis looked as Jessica as she spoke, glanced at Cammy and several other girls, all of them practically quivering, desperate to have their lips wrapped around cock, to have their mouths filled, aching for the pleasure it would bring.
“But there are a few differences.  There will be more than one cock for you to satisfy.  You’ll need to please all of them.”
The girls blushed crimson.  Multiple toys?  Amanda felt her hole clench.  The thought of multiple toys, filling her, using her, mouth, ass, fucking her, made her shudder.  She felt disappointed that it was a mouth and hands only lesson, and wondered to herself just what was happening to her.
“And though I don’t expect you to swallow everything, since there’ll be too many cocks cumming at once for you to capture all the delicious cum in your mouths, I do expect you to show appreciation for your reward.  I want you to bask in in, bathe in it, wallow in the shower of cum like the filthy, deviant little cum obsessed sluts you are.”
Jessica shuddered.  What Ms Lewis had said, the words, so close to her trigger that it made her tingle and ache.
“And of course… I expect you all to clean up any mess you make.  So once you’re all finished I want you on hands and knees using your tongues to savour every last drop.  Is that understood.” 
The girls all squirmed.  They nodded.  A chorus of ‘yes Mistress’, and Ms Lewis smiled.
“And… one final detail.”   Ms Lewis was smiling.  “Today you’ll not be working on toys.  Today you get to try the real thing.  You’ll be pleasing men, pleasing real cocks, all of them enhanced using methods similar to the ones we’ve been using on you.  So enjoy your first taste of real cock, and do your best to impress me.”
The girls were all suddenly pale, silent.  Ms Lewis clapped her hands and the curtains lifted.  Behind them were men, dozens of naked, tall, muscular men, all of them wearing hoods over their heads, but otherwise completely naked.  The men were varied in looks, some shaved, others hairy, dark skin and light, some with tattoos, some without, but they were all similar, all perfect examples of masculine perfection, strong and broad and toned, towering over the pretty, sexy, school-girl sluts, their cocks massive, already hard and throbbing, long and thick, ribbed with veins, heavy, full balls, fat, prominent heads, thick, long shafts.  The girls all shuddered, and more than one moaned, whimpering in delight.  Several girls, Jessica and Cammy amongst them, were practically drooling.
“Now girls, kneel, and begin.”  Ms Lewis said.
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The girls did not need to be told twice.  The sight of the men, of the cocks, the scent of masculine musk, tall, strong, muscular bodies, visions of male perfection, had the entire class mesmerized.  Cammy practically fell to her knees and beside her Jessica almost threw herself down, eyes fixed on the array of cocks on offer before her.
There were six men to each girl, six tall, strong, male bodies, six hard, long, thick, throbbing cocks, each with the promise of copious amounts of delicious, creamy, sticky, warm cum.  Jessica could not hold herself back, shifted forwards on her kneels, crawling towards the hooded, anonymous men in front of her, dressed like a sexy gothic school-girl, her sexy, curvy body, eyes glued to the cocks that were throbbing at the sight of her.  She felt… good, sexy, free, her head fuzzy.  At the back of her mind a small voice screamed at what she was doing, at how she was surrendering, but she silenced it without effort, quelling it, giving herself over to her new identify as a CUMSLUT.  She shuddered at the thought of how corrupt she had become, lips and tongue tingling, mouth wet and aching, eager to be filled.
She looked up to the men who moved to encircle her, looming over her as she knelt in front of them.  She fluttered her dark, thick, long eye lashes, bit her bottom lip, moaning in joy and submission.
“You want to fuck my pretty slut mouth?  You want to use me?  Want me to serve you?  You want to cum for me?” 
The men were all silent, cocks throbbing.  Jessica reached out with each hand, grasped two cocks, stroking them, then moved each hand to another, touching each, shuddering, squirming, caged cock throbbing.
Beside her Cammy was doing the same, holding a cock in each hand, stroking, knelt like a good slut—the other girls were all knelt now, touching, stroking, Amanda wiggling her hips to savour the sensation of the plug moving inside her ass.
Jessica smiled.
“I want you to use me like the cumslut I am.  Fuck my filthy slut mouth.  Use me.  Cum for me.  Make me swallow it.  Cover me in it.  Make me serve like a sexy, filthy cumslut.”  She said.
Jessica opened her mouth, shifted forward, and wrapped her pierced lips tight around the cock in front of her, moaning in delight as it slipped into her mouth, and she began to bob her head up and down as her hands worked on two other cocks, pleasing three men at once as three more stood around her, demanding her attention.  She was in heaven—this was her purpose.
 
[image: ]
Cammy couldn’t think.  Since her lips had been enhanced they had been so much more sensitive, fat and plump and wet, her mouth made into the prefect fuck hole, even her throat adapted to her new purpose.  For the first time since that transformation she was faced with cocks, with the chance to use her mouth, her throat, on six perfect, wonderful, fat cocks at once.  Her mind was blank and giddy and full of pink.  Her body was hot, aching, yearning.
She looked up at the men around her, her tits full, heavy, stretching the fabric of her blouse, long blonde curls, pink make-up, pink lips, the perfect sexy bimbo slut.  She giggled as she stroked her hands up and down two cocks, licking her pink, fat, bee-sting, cock sucking lips.
“Your cocks are making me sooo horny!  Like… I can’t even think properly you’ve all got me so worked up.  I… I… I just want you in my mouth, want to wrap my lips round your fat cocks.  I want you to cover me in your cum.  Use me.  Make me into a sticky, messy slut.  Please… I want to be your big titted bimbo slut.  Can I wrap my pretty lips round your cocks?”
The words came without thinking, from some part deep inside Cammy’s soul, and saying them was like she had been set free, like she was finally admitting who she really was.  As her hands worked up and down the cocks, caressing them, the fat, long pricks throbbing for her, she shuddered, her mouth watering.
A man stepped in close, towards her face, his cock swaying, and without a word Cammy opened her mouth, her fat, pink lips stretched wide, wet and waiting.  She leaned forward, wrapped her lips around the cock, wrapped them tight, and moaned at the sudden tide of pleasure. 
Her lips were so much plumper, wetter, more sensitive.  It was overwhelming, the pleasure addictive, heavy, and Cammy became quickly drunk on it.  She wanted more, needed more.  She sucked harder, deeper, aching for the sensations that being a good cock slut brought.  The cock slipped in and out of her tight, wet mouth, caressing her lips as the man began to thrust, Cammy bouncing her head up and down, letting the fat cock stretch her mouth, fucking between her fat, pink, sensitive lips.
She moaned, the noise muffled by the prick deep in her mouth, and shuddered, her tiny little cute cock drooling in its tiny cage.  Her head was empty, only a cloud of lust and desire and need and pleasure, pink thoughts, like bubbles, eroding her resistance and will, eroding the old self, replacing it with the new, pretty, sexy bimbo, blonde and pink, who lived to suck cock, to serve, to be fucked.  She giggled even as the man thrust his cock deep into her mouth.
Around Cammy the other girls were beginning to enjoy themselves, Jessica moaning loudly as her pierced lips and tongue were stimulated, Amanda squirming as she sucked, working her hands, surrounded by cocks. 
Cammy noticed none of it though.  She was lost in a private world of men, cock, service.  Her head was blank except for lust, pleasure, pretty pink bubbles.  She was a sexy, slutty, big breasted blonde slut, round ass, wide hips, on her knees in front of six tall, handsome, muscular strangers, their cocks all hard and throbbing for her.  They thought she was sexy, pretty, thought she was a good girl, a good slut.  The thought made her tingle, lips and tongue bright with joy, giggling even as she sucked the cock in her mouth deeper and deeper, slipping in and out of her tight, wet, hot mouth, her mouth fucked.
She wanted to serve, needed to serve.  She needed to feel their cocks in her hands, in her mouth, between her fat, pink, wet, sensitive lips.  It was her purpose!
Cammy moaned loudly, shifted her hands to two more cocks, pulled her lips off the first cock with an audible pop.  A hand grabbed her long blonde curls roughly, guiding her face to another massive, throbbing prick, the head prominent, shaft ribbed with pulsing veins, slit oozing precum.
Cammy’s mouth watered, lips buzzing, head blank.  She needed to wrap her lips around it, to feel it in her mouth, to pleasure it, swallow it and milk it.  The thought of all the cum that the men had for her, six thick, hot, sticky loads, swallowing it, being bathed in it, licking it up and tasting it all, made her squirm.
The hand gripping her hair guided her closer and her lips opened on instinct.  This was where she belonged, on her knees, serving, a fuck doll, a cumslut, a filthy obedient good girl.  She leant forward, willingly, and wrapped her lips around the second cock, sucking hard, lips tight, buzzing with pleasure and she licked, worked her mouth down the thick, long cock.  She bobbed up and down, taking the cock deeper, deeper, and it felt so good, so hot, so right.  Her whole body lit up with pleasure, tiny little worthless cock twitching in its pathetic little cage.
Her fat pink lips were wet, wrapped tight, stretched wide.  The cock thrust in and out, slipping deeper, deeper, and Cammy submitted to it.  The fat head pulsed, pressed at her throat, and her throat opened willingly, eagerly, stretching.  Cammy forced her head down, chasing the sensation, and forced the thick cock down her throat, swallowing it, milking it, the flood of new sensations making her tiny little cock drool, hole clenching on the plug in her ass.
Her mouth was made for this now, her lips, tongue, throat, built for this.  The cock slipped effortlessly down her throat, sinking as deep as it could go until Cammy’s nose pressed against the masked man’s belly, his balls tapping against her chin.  She moaned, delighting in the sensation, drooling, the dick throbbing hard in her throat, lips teasing the base of his cock.
The man held his cock there for a moment, choking Cammy, then slipped it slowly out, working it almost entirely out before ramming it back, slipping the entire massive length of his cock down Cammy’s throat.  She shuddered, almost cumming from just having her mouth fucked.  She worked her hands up and down the cocks surrounding her, switching often, wanting to sample them all, needing to pleasure them all, and she pulled her mouth up, eager to taste another.  Her lips and throat were warmed up now, stretched, buzzing, aching for more… she was ready to really get to work.  She was ready to show what a pretty, sexy cock sucker she really was.
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Jessica moved from cock to cock, hands stroking up and down, teasing, feeling them pulse and throb in her palm, her fingers wrapped tight.  She moved her mouth from one to the next to the next, on and on, moving between the six anonymous men, tasting each, sampling each, the massive, thick, long cocks divine between her pierced lips, caressing her pierced lips.  She knelt beneath them, mouth open, face wet with drool, caged cock staining her panties damp with precum.  She was in heaven.
Hands gripped her hair, urging her on, forcing her to switch between each cock, each man eager to fuck her mouth, to feel her willing, hot, wet, tight lips, to feel the caress of her tongue along their shaft, her mouth wet and hot and tight.
Her mind was blank, foggy with pleasure.  The sensation of serving so many cocks at once, her mouth fucked hard, deep, lips stretched wide, was heavenly, addictive, and she needed more.  Her tattoo seemed almost to throb as she sucked, the word spinning in her mind, CUMSLUT.  She craved her reward, cum, was desperate for it.  She wanted to taste it, all of it, her whole body throbbing with need for it.
Jessica moaned, and around her the other girls were beginning to moan, all of them lost on the bliss of worshipping cock, bodies throbbing, hearts racing, hot and horny, squirming.  There was no reluctance now, all of them willing, eager, happy to serve, to suck and be used, glad for the chance to embrace their inner sluts.
Ms Lewis circled the room, nodding, smiling.  Her girls were coming along very nicely and she was impressed.  She knew they would all do very well in the future roles she had in mind for them.
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Cammy opened her mouth, gasping for breath, unable to think clearly, squirming, desperate for more, and another hooded, anonymous man slipped his massive cock into her mouth.  She wrapped her fat, wet, bee-stung lips around his girth, and shuddered with pleasure.
Cammy moaned in bliss, the noise muffled by the fat, long, throbbing prick, and her lips and tongue and mouth buzzed with a pleasure greater than any she had ever known.  Her caged cock, so small now, locked in its tiny cage, throbbed, drooling precum, wetting her panties.  She was on her knees like a good girl, a good slut and she loved it!
The man reached up to grip Cammy’s long blonde curls, urged her head forward as he thrust into her mouth, stretching her lips, her throat, sinking his massive cock easily into the wet, tight, undulating confines of her mouth and throat, and Cammy swallowed it easily, glad now for her punishment, for what had been done to her, for the gift she had been given, the pleasure she could now experience.
The cock thrust in and out of her mouth, wet, thick, throbbing, long.  It caressed over her lips, her tongue, each thrust a new swell of overwhelming joy that left her spinning, breathless, heart racing, head full of a silly, giggly pink fog.  She bobbed her head up and down, taking the whole length each time, swallowing it, enjoying the sensation of being used, having her mouth fucked, her throat fucked.  She sucked, lips light, tongue teasing, and milked the pulsing cock with her throat as she swallowed it, nose pressed to the man’s crotch, the rich musk, his heavy, full balls swaying with each thrust into her face.
Her hands worked up and down other cocks, wanking them, loving how they responded to her touch, teasing with her fingers and palms, getting them ready for her mouth.  Another man moved in close, slapped Cammy’s face with his fat, heavy, throbbing cock, and she pulled her lips off the one in her mouth and took the new cock easily into her throat in one swift, well practised movement.  She was a natural at this, a perfect cock slut, a fuck toy, a good girl.
She moved her attention from cock to cock, sucking, letting them fuck her mouth, use her, abuse her, her lips and tongue and throat working to please them, serve them, her hands working up and down multiple cocks, her mouth fucked hard, deep, her mind blank, lost on a tide of pleasure.  She was a sexy bimbo, a toy to be used, and she was happier than she could remember being.
Cammy moved off the cock in her mouth, not sure how many times she had swapped between them now, and took the next one between her lips, sucked hard, and pressed down, taking it deep into her throat, moaning in bliss as it stretched her throat wide, choking her with pleasure.  The cocks in her hand were hard, throbbing, and the cock in her mouth began to swell as she milked it, holding it deep in her throat for a moment. 
Her reward was close, she could sense it, and the idea of six cocks cumming for her, filling her mouth, showering her, made her giddy with joy, drove her on.  She fucked her mouth up and down, fervent, desperate, eager for her reward, for cum.
The cocks in her hands pulsed hard, swelling.  Around her the other men watched her, a pretty blonde bimbo school-girl sucking cock, taking it deep, choking on it, a messy cumslut, stroking their cocks.  The dick in her throat pulsed, and the man thrust deep.  Cammy’s lips buzzed with joy, her mouth a bright spot of swelling pleasure.  She fucked her lips up and down, the fat cock slipping in and out of her throat easily, lost on a tide of overwhelming, addictive pleasure.
The cock slipped into her throat, and the man held her head down, thrusting deep, choking her.  Cammy did not care, her throat milking, throbbing with pleasure, and she whimpered in submission and bliss as his cock swelled, throbbed, and came.
The man roared as he thrust and Cammy moaned, noise muffled, and she swallowed the cum as it was shot straight down her throat.  She pulled back, let the cock slip from her throat, holding it in her mouth to taste her reward, the copious amounts of cum more than she could handle so that she had to lock her lips tight as she struggled to swallow it all, not wanting to waste a drop.
Another man to the side grabbed Cammy’s hair, pulled her head off the cock in her mouth, thrust his dick between her willing lips.  He thrust deep, her mouth still full of cum, and within moments his cock was swelling, cumming, filling her mouth, cumming down her throat as he held her head down, Cammy struggling to swallow it all.
Around her other girls were whimpering, moaning in pleasure, men cumming, cumming down tight throats, into hungry willing mouths, over faces, in hair, over clothes, showering the girls, forcing them to bathe in thick, hot, sticky loads, copious amounts of hot, wonderful cum coating their faces and bodies, filling their mouths, throats, bellies. 
A man beside Cammy, cock in her hand, moaned.  His cock pulsed and he came, cock erupting over Cammy’s face and hair, cum hot, thick, sticky, wonderful.  She swallowed the load in her mouth, pulled her lips back and off the cock, a thin trickle still oozing, held her mouth open to capture more of the third man’s cum.
Another man stepped forward, thrust his cock into Cammy’s waiting lips, and within moments he was cumming, then another man, then another.  Cammy moaned, whining, swallowing what she could, basking in the bliss as the rest as it was sprayed over her, coating her, cocks in her hands, mouth, cum everywhere.  She whimpered, squirming, overcome with joy and pleasure and, without even realising it, she came, her tiny little worthless prick cumming inside her tiny cage, filling her panties with a trickle of cum.
As the last cock came, its torrent of cum filling Cammy’s open mouth, coating her face, in her hair, over her neck and chin, cum dripping off her smiling face, Ms Lewis began to clap, slowly, calmly.  Cammy dwelt for the moment, happy, buzzing, covered in cum, basking in the afterglow of her debauchery.
“Well done girls.  You all performed so well!  You have all shown that you are absolutely natural cock sluts.  All of you really did impress me and looking at you now, all covered in cum, you all look so sexy!”
The girls all smiled, proud, happy with Ms Lewis’ praise.  The men, exhausted, cocks wilting, stepped back, left the girls looking like sticky, cummy, gooey school-girl sluts, faces flush, breathing hard.
“Now, what do you say to our lovely, handsome helpers?”  Ms Lewis said.
The girls were quiet for only a moment before a chorus of ‘thank you for letting us suck your perfect cocks’ rang out, a round of flirty, nervous giggles, the girls all embarrassed and humiliated, but happy, basking in the afterglow of their exertions.  Ms Lewis nodded, clearly happy.
“Now, one last problem.  You’ve all made quite the mess.”  She said.  “I suggest you all clean it up like the cumsluts you are.”
That word, cumslut, rang out.  Several of the girls went blank, Jessica amongst them, and they moaned, whimpered, began to lick their lips, scraping the cum off their faces to get more into their mouths, moving towards the other girls to lick, falling onto all fours to lick at the floor, eager to get every last drop of cum.
“All of you now.  I want you and the room spotless.”
The other girls did not need to be told twice.  All of them began to lick and lap at the cum on their faces, arms, hands, clothes, licking the other girls, kissing, licking the floor, their initial reluctance quickly crumbling as they saw the other girls around them relishing their task.
The class became a scene of depravity, slutty cumslut school-girls, caged, plugged, licking up cum, kissing each other, basking in the gooey, sticky, cummy mess they had made, eager to taste it all, swallow it all, please their Mistress and make the room spotless as she had demanded. 
Cammy and Jessica and Amanda kissed, licked, sucked, swallowed.  They were blank, lost in the moment, good girls, pretty, sexy cumsluts, blushing, humiliated, ashamed, but happy, blissful.  They had experienced their first taste of real cock, real cum, and all of them knew that they wanted more, needed more.  They moaned and whined and whimpered, serving, obeying, and all of them wondered just what Ms Lewis and the Femboy Reform School had in store for them next.
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