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FEMBOY REFORM SCHOOL
Part Four
Are you ready to learn how to be a good girl?
Part Four of the Femboy Reform School series finally here! A brand new feminization, fem-dom, transformation themed erotic novella by Keary Hayes!
Amanda, Cammy, Jessica, and the rest of the class have finally embraced their new selves. They are no longer lost, confused, pretty boys, but have become curvy, sexy, giggly girls, embracing their true potential thanks to the Femboy Reform School’s special programme of diet, exercise, lessons, and their unique system of reward and punishment.  Thanks to Ms Lewis’ influence, they have learnt to relish in the joy of their corruption and transformation, discovering new pleasures, new desires, new needs and hungers.
Rejoin the slutty, sexy school girls as they are shown the future that lies ahead of them once they leave the school, the careers the Femboy Reform School has in mind for them, chosen specifically to match the talents and personalities of each girl.  Just what kind of profession has the Femboy Reform School been training our brazen heroines for?  What kind of life are they going to lead once they graduate?
With even more training, more sexy outfits, more fun games, more punishments and rewards, even the most wilful girl can’t resist the pleasure on offer, the joy of giving in and embracing her inner slut.  Experience more adventures, and learn the secret one naughty school girl has been hiding from her friends as she shares her shocking, shameful transformation, and remember… there is no escape from the Femboy Reform School—the only way out is accept your new humiliating cravings, and relish in the naughty, forbidden pleasures… the only way out is to submit, become a sexy submissive school girl, and learn to be the best, naughtiest girl you can be, embrace the sexy, wanton, girl you were always meant to become…




Chapter One
The girls sat in class waiting for the arrival of Ms Lewis, all of them quiet and alert, a sense of eager excitement.  The atmosphere was starkly different to that of the first day and as Amanda, Cammy, and Jessica sat with the other girls Amanda could not help but remark on the dramatic changes that they had all undergone in such a short space of time, her mind drifting back to that first day.
They had still been boys then, or, more correctly, they had thought of themselves as boys—that thought made Amanda giggle now, a subtle blush, and she knew now that she had never really been a boy, not inside where it mattered.  She, like the other girls, had needed Ms Lewis’ and the school’s help to help them see the truth, to help them reach their true potential… and they were finally beginning to understand what that potential was.
Over the days and weeks they had been at the school they had all changed, dramatically, and all of them were, without exception, happier, more care free, glad to be remade into prettier, sexier, more playful versions of themselves.  At first the changes had been superficial, the cages they were all made to wear, their girly, pretty, feminine uniforms, their sexy, girly underwear, but soon they had become more dramatic, and permanent, their bodies made smooth and soft, feminine, their make-up, hair.  There had been other changes too, their bodies altered, transforming, subtle and small at the start, almost easy to dismiss as imagination, a softening of their features, their bodies shifting, shoulders narrower, waists trimmer, hips wider, asses rounder, a slight swelling of the chest, lips plumper, but as the girls had continued with the school’s regime of diet, milkshakes, and exercise, their changes had only accelerated, until the changes were obvious to even the most stubbornly in denial—they were girls now, all of them, their bodies soft and small, dainty, petite, pretty, with wide hips, obvious thigh gap, thin waists, narrow shoulders, round, firm asses, large breasts with large, sensitive nipples.
Yet… they were far from all alike.  Each girl was different, stunning and sexy in her own unique way, so many different kinds of sexy, slutty, brazen school-girls, and Amanda could not help but admire her classmates as she looked around the room.  There was Cammy, blonde and curvaceous, her bright pink uniform, her plump pink lips, glittery pink make-up, her ample breasts with their obvious cleavage, straining the fabric of her blouse now, just a hint of the pink bra she wore underneath, and Jessica, the gothic, punky raven haired beauty, her dark school uniform, black lips, dark make-up, her wide hips and her swollen, pert, jiggly bubble butt, her black leather collar, and her piercings—the sight of the piercings and the collar made Amanda squirm.  Just seeing the piercings and the collar reminded Amanda of the school’s unique method of encouraging the girls to behave… the punishments, and the rewards.
Amanda giggled, remembering how Jessica’s punishments and her rewards had corrupted her, making even the stubborn boy she’d been give in and embrace her inner cumslut, encouraging her oral fixation.  Amanda glanced at Cammy, remembering her punishments, her enhanced lips, her cute little cock.  She thought about the other girls, the punishments they’d received, each unique and cunning and designed specifically for that girl, to train her, help her become the special slut she was always meant to be.
As she thought about how she was being changed, trained, her punishments and rewards, Amanda shifted in her seat and she felt her rather special plug shift inside her ass, the massive bulb pressing on her permanently slippery, stretchy, sensitive walls, making her whimper, a quiet moan, making her blush, her freckled cheeks almost matching her bright red curls.  She fidgeted in her chair, her high heels, the shoes she had to wear if she wanted to walk properly now—her ankles changed so that she was unable to walk on the flats of her feet, forced to crawl or walk on aching tip-toe when she went without her ludicrously high heels, tapping on the floor.
As she clenched her legs together, plump, permanently smooth, soft thighs squeezing, hole clenching on her large plug, she felt her hole light up with pleasure, and she remembered their most recent classes, riding her toy, training her ass, how good it had felt, how she had cum even with her cute little cock caged.
She glanced at Jessica and Cammy, her room-mates, and saw them both nibbling on their bottom lips, squirming, licking their, plump, glossy lips, touching them softly, sucking gently on their fingers absent mindedly, both blushing, moaning softly.  They were both day-dreaming, perhaps remembering the oral training lessons, or perhaps even their most recent special class, the cocks, real cocks, the copious amounts of cum bathing them, the taste, warm, thick, sticky, lapping it up, kissing it off each other.
Amanda’s mind started to drift and her caged cock throbbed, making her squirm in her seat, her plug teasing her as it caressed her slick, sensitive inner walls.  All of the girls were quiet, day dreaming as they waited, thoughts of cock, sucking, riding, punishments and rewards, being good girls for their teacher, learning to be better sluts, the unique pleasure of their training, their classes.  There was a tense, erotic atmosphere, an aching need, a wanton lust, the girls embracing the school’s training, becoming naughty, sexy, playful, flirtatious sluts, so pretty now, their bodies sensitive and voluptuous, their minds corrupted.
Amanda tuned and looked over the rows behind her, caught sight of Kristi, her friend, the dark haired beauty so slim and petite, cute, sexy, and she smiled.  Kristi blushed deep pink and pressed her legs together, her hands in her lap.  She had been behaving strangely since the last group punishment.  Where the other girls had all shared their punishments, showing them off or describing them almost proudly, Kristi was, for some reason, keeping hers a secret.  Amanda just hoped she was okay, and felt sure that she would tell her, eventually, when she was ready—and she could not deny that the thought of what it might be intrigued her, her curiosity fuelling her imagination… what was so special about her punishment that she was hiding it?
 

Amanda did not have long to speculate.  The door at the front of the class opened and there was the sharp click of heels as Ms Lewis entered, walking across to stand by her desk.  Behind her walked several senior girls, each carrying several boxes, their uniforms so skimpy and brazen, showing off their legs, their underwear, their butts and breasts, their bodies sexy, womanly, large asses and tits, plump lips, bright dazzling eyes, the kind of girls that only featured in porn films or adolescent fantasy—was this what lay in store for the class of almost innocent schoolgirls? 
The senior girls stopped behind Ms Lewis and the class faced forward, sat up, backs straight and shoulders back, breasts out, straining the fabric of their blouses, Cammy’s buttons struggling to hold her blouse closed, her large, heavy tits rising and falling with each breath.  Ms Lewis turned to face the class, looked over them as they sat ready for their morning inspection.  The girls were all improving, changing, becoming the girls they were always meant to be.  Their make-up skills were improving, and each day saw them refining their technique, their styles becoming unique and flattering, daring, sexy, bright and bold.  Their bodies too were much improved—though none of them had been even close to masculine when arriving at the school, they had been far from the kind of girls the school was renowned from producing.  Now, though, they were finally blossoming.  Ms Lewis smiled, nodding to herself, impressed with how her class was developing.
“Good morning girls.”  She said.
The girls all smiled, a chorus of ‘good morning Ms’.
“Well… I must say you have all impressed me recently.  It’s clear you are all now embracing the opportunity we’ve presented you with, to become the talented, sexy girls I know you can be.  This pleases me greatly.”
Ms Lewis looked at Jessica, who had, at first, been reluctant, and stubborn, but who now was almost eager, especially when it came to her lips and mouth, eager for the pleasure her piercings could bring, eager for the reward she would earn.  Even now as she sat she could feel her tattoo tingling, the words, CUMSLUT, inked just above her caged cock, a constant reminder of what she was now—she giggled, smiling at Ms Lewis, flattered, a tinge of shame that only made her squirm, hot and horny.
“However…”  Ms Lewis continued.  “There is still much we need to do before I would even think about putting any of you forward for graduation, which bring us neatly to today’s lessons.  You’ve all done so well with your basic training that I think you are ready to begin learning more… vocational skills.  When you leave here and head out in the big, wide world you’ll need to know how to behave as an alumni of our school.  This means you need to know how to please your future employers.  Fortunately for you you don’t need to worry about what it is you’ll be doing once you graduate… we already have a career path in mind for each of you, and I can guarantee that none of you will ever struggle to find employment once you leave here, in fact I imagine that like all of our girls, you will find yourself quite… in demand.”
Ms Lewis smiled, a light, mischievous laugh.  The girls all sat quiet, wide eyed, their imaginations running wild.  None of them had really thought about leaving yet, about what it would mean to graduate, about what it would be like to go back to the outside world now, as the girls they had become.
Amanda squirmed, her plug shifting in her ass, and Jessica and Cammy bit their bottom lips nervously.  What was it that Ms Lewis and the school had in mind for them?  What career was planned for them?  How would they be expected to behave?  What would it be like to be surrounded by men and women now they were changed, dressed sexily, their bodies enhanced, minds corrupted?
“Now, I’m sure all of you are aching in anticipation, wondering just what we have planned for each of you… so, I won’t keep you waiting.  As I call your name out I want you to come forward to collect a box.  Take this back to your seat and wait there until I give you all the command to open them, together.  Is that understood?”
The girls all nodded, eager, excited, nervous, their cute little caged cocks twitching, holes clenching around their plugs, snug inside their tight holes.  There was a chorus of ‘yes Ms’.  Ms Lewis smiled, turned to the closest senior girl, a voluptuous, tiny red head with the most stunning legs, clad in white silk stockings and suspenders, her firm, round ass peeking out from beneath the tiny schoolgirl skirt, black glossy heels padlocked on her feet.
Ms Lewis looked at the top of the box, looked up and over the rows of waiting girls, her eyes settling on one.
“Cammy, come up pleased.”
Cammy rose to her feet, obeying, and moved to collect the box Ms Lewis held out for her, her ass and hips wiggling, her tits bouncing.
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The girls went one by one, collecting their boxes from Ms Lewis as she read their names out, taking them back to their desks, sitting patiently, waiting, anxious and nervous, excited to see what new wonders lay in store for them.  As the last girl walked back to her desk, carrying her box carefully, the rest of the class sat, staring at Ms Lewis, waiting with bated breath for her to tell them to open them—what was it that lay inside the box?  Ms Lewis smiled.
“Open them.”  She said, voice quiet, commanding.
The girls obeyed without hesitation now, even Jessica knowing better than to question Ms Lewis’ orders, learning the hard way on her very first day what happened to bad, disobedient girls, her collar still worn, locked on her, as a stark reminder.
The girls were silent as they lifted the lids off their packages, the rustle of tissue paper loud in the almost reverential quiet.  There were soft gasps, excited giggles, but no words… they were all, with no exceptions, lost for words.
“Well… what do you think girls?”  Ms Lewis asked.
There was more giggling, nervous, excited.  The girls stared into their boxes, eyes wide with wonder and uncertainty—in each box was an outfit, a uniform, a set of clothes that fit the future the school had in mind for each girl.
“Thank you Ms!  It’s… it’s like… so cute!”  Cammy said.
More girls replied, each thanking their stern, sexy, stunningly beautiful teacher, their voices trembling, giddy and flustered by the garish, bright, slutty outfits that had been chosen for them.  What did they mean?
Amanda sat in her chair staring down a tiny black skirt, tight fitting, with a sheer white blouse, the material so thin it was almost transparent, a set of black lingerie, seamed silk stockings, suspenders, a black lace bra and a tiny pair of lace panties, a pair of black high heels with brazen, bright red soles, a pair of black framed glasses, and a pretty silver plug, large and heavy, the head a pretty pink heart shaped gem that seemed to glow with a soft internal light.  Curious, Amanda picked the plug up and was surprised to find it warm, almost hot, and it seemed almost to… throb.  Amanda squirmed, giggling to herself, wondering what the outfit meant.
Cammy was left in no doubt what her outfit meant.  She had once been a star football player, but as her teammates had hit puberty, becoming larger, stronger, faster, more masculine and manly, she had fallen behind, remaining slim and small, petite, a cute, pretty feminine boy, until finally she had lost her place on the team.  Now though… she smiled, her heart skipping, giggling.  Now she’d get to be part of the team again!  In her box lay a bright, hot pink skirt, pleated, with white detailing, a hot pink matching top, tiny and tight, so short it would leave her smooth belly exposed, and tight enough that it would make her tits seem huge, sleeveless, with her name written across the back, Cammy, and the word BIMBO emblazoned across the front.  There were long white socks, hot pink trainers, and a pair of pink and white pom-poms.  She was going to be a cheerleader!  The thought made her tiny, cute little cock throb in its tiny pink cage.
Jessica was quiet, eyes wide, staring into her box, biting her bottom lip nervously, cheeks flush with shame and excitement.  It was… almost indecent, even by the school’s brazen standards.  Her outfit, her uniform, was little more than underwear, but at the same time also more scandalous than just underwear, yet… it was perfect, and she loved it!  There was a pair of tiny black denim hotpants, ripped and tattered, the legs high cut to show off her ass and thighs, with the waist low to show her hips, with a thick black leather belt studded with metal spikes, a fish-net body stocking, the mesh large and open, and a black leather corset, small, that would cover her ribs and, just barely, her breasts, the back a complex arrangement of straps and laces.  There was a range of silver and black leather jewellery, and a pair of small black leather heeled boots, chunky yet also outrageously feminine and sexy, more metal studs, small spikes.  The entire outfit was just… so her, and she could not help but smile at the thought of wearing it.
There were giggles and nervous squirming, the entire class reacting like Cammy, Jessica, and Amanda to their outfits.  They were all intrigued, curious and nervous and excited to find out exactly what was in store for them, what the school had in mind for their futures.
“Well, from your reactions it seems you’re all very happy with what we’ve picked out for you.  Good.  We do try out best to find a… career best suited to your attributes and personalities… something you’ll enjoy.”
The girls giggled, blushing as they turned their attention from their new outfits to Ms Lewis.  The way she spoke made then squirm, a sense of humiliation and shame that she knew them all so well, knew their secret desires, their secret hearts.
“Now… I think it’s time you all went off for your first lessons in your new career paths.”  Ms Lewis said—her smile, her tone, were both laced with amusement and mischief.




Chapter Two
Amanda stepped into her room for her private tuition and the door swung shut behind her, the lock clicking into place, sealing her in.  Her heart was racing, belly fluttering.
The room was simply decorated, a plain wooden floor, walls lined with shelves laden with books and files, a simple office cupboard, and a desk—there were two chairs, one on either side, one large and plush, the other simpler.  On the desk was a computer, modern and sleek, a range of papers, an expensive looking pen.  She was alone… for now.
Taking a deep breath, Amanda moved to the desk, put the box with her new outfit down on top of it, and began to strip.  Once naked, standing on tip-toe, her calves already cramping for being out of her heels, she began to dress.
Amanda pulled the stockings on first, delighting in how they felt as they ran up over her calves, thighs, the silk a soft sensual caress, taking her time to make sure the seams at the back were straight and neat.  Next she slipped on her suspenders, attaching the straps to the lacy tops of her stockings to hold them in place, her caged cock throbbing as she looked down at her body, her hips seeming wider, her butt rounder, legs long and soft and full—she was so much more feminine now, her body sexy, curvy, soft, pretty, smooth, sensitive.
Next Amanda took out the silver butt plug, the pink heart shaped gem cute, the metal oddly warm and throbbing.  She held it for a moment, grinning, blushing, her freckled cheeks pink, green eyes sparkling.  She took a deep breath and reached back with her free hand to grasp the head of the plug nestled in her ass, gripping it, and she began to pull, gently but firmly.
The plug slipped out, slowly, slick and massive, tugging at her tight entrance.  Amanda moaned at the tide of sensations, her hole stretching, so sensitive and slick now, ass changed, permanently slippery, getting wetter whenever she was turned on—and she was almost always turned on now—still tight, but able to stretch and relax without pain, only pleasure now, easily opening, the sensation a special kind of bliss
so that Amanda was always on edge, hungry for more, aching to have her ass full, stretched, fucked.
She pulled and her hole was split wider and then, as the pressure mounted, her training plug slipped free, slippery and coated with the special lubricant it secreted constantly, the lubricant that was changing her tight hole, enhancing it.  Amanda bit her bottom lip to try to keep quiet, her caged cock twitching, hole suddenly empty so that she felt the need to be filled.  She put her training plug down and moved her warm, throbbing, gem plug back round to her crack.  She ran it up and down, teasing at her entrance, but she was impatient, desperate to have her hole full again.
She paused the tip of the plug at her entrance and pressed, whimpering, easing her hole open.  Her ass was slick, wet, eager, and her hole opened hungrily, stretching, and the plug, massive, thick, heavy, slipped in almost effortlessly, the sensation bliss—Amanda blushed as she realised how easily she had slipped the massive plug into her ass, how good it had felt, how willingly her hole had stretched.  The thought of what was happening to her, how she was changing, being corrupted, becoming a dirty, slutty size-queen, made her shudder, a hot eager flush of pleasure.
Trying to distract herself from the aching knot of need in her belly Amanda slipped on her panties, then her bra, the matching set making her ass look irresistible, round and full and pert, lifting and shaping her swelling tits to make an ample cleavage, her fat, sensitive nipples aching as they were caressed by the soft silk.
Next she slipped on her skirt and blouse, the skirt tight and very short, so that it showed her suspender straps and her stocking tops clearly, flashing her ass and panties as she bent and moved, a slit up the back making sure she was almost always on display.  She then slipped on her blouse, the sheer fabric so thin her skin, her smooth soft belly, her trim waist, her black lacy bra, and her fat tits were all clearly visible, the buttons stretched over her cleavage, flashing off her ample chest.
Finally she slipped on her shoes, the sexy black high heels, the dazzling red soles, the shoes so brazen and naughty, straps wrapping around her ankle.  Amanda felt immediately more relaxed with her heels on, able to stand and move naturally now.  The reminder of how she would now always need to wear heels, sexy, pretty, submissive, made her squirm.
Finished, she put on her black framed glasses and she turned and looked around the room, caught sight of a full length mirror nestled in the corner—the sight of her reflection made her stall.  She was stunning, sexy and wanton, her curves full, long curly red hair, her make-up, permanent, touched up every morning, dazzling and bright, glittery pinks and blacks, glossy red plump lips.  The glasses made her look… even naughtier, sexier, a subtle flirty mischief, full dark lashes, deep black eyeliner.  Her red nails were stark against the black skirt and white blouse, her black stockings, black heels, the flash of her suspenders, panties, ass, her exposed cleavage, heavy tits stretching the fabric of her blouse.  She was… the perfect, naughty, slutty secretary. 
Amanda giggled, wiggling her hips, posing.  Is that what lay in store for her?  Serving as a naughty, sexy, dirty secretary?  She thought about kneeling beneath the desk, bending over it, showing off her legs, ass, tits.  Would she be the personal assistant to some powerful man or woman, working in an office dressed like a girl out of a porn movie, men and women staring at her, flirting with her, maybe even…
Amanda’s stream of imaginings was cut short by a sudden warm, intense throbbing in her ass, her plug buzzing, sending jolts of pleasure through her.  Her knees trembled and she struggled to stay on her feet, the sensations so hot and wonderful.  She pressed her thighs together to try to feel more and moaned, loudly, as her caged cock began to drool a trickle of precum, her nipples hardening in her bra, her body on fire.  Behind her the lock clicked, and the door opened, and the buzzing of her plug became more intense.
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Amanda looked up, barely able to stand, legs weak, hole clenching around her throbbing plug, caged cock aching, moaning in pleasure, her eyes wide behind her glasses, and she watched the door as an older woman entered, tall and beautiful, stern, dressed in a simple fitted black dress, black boots, long black hair tied back.
The older woman was stunning, sexy and domineering, wide hips, round ass, slim waist, full breasts.  Her make-up was dark, almost mysterious, dark red lips and nails, and her eyes were dazzling blue, fixed on Amanda.  The door swung closed and the lock clicked.  Amanda moaned as the plug’s throbbing in her ass became more intense and the woman smiled.
“I’m pleased to see you’re wearing your full uniform Amanda.”  The woman said.
She lifted her right hand and pressed a button on a small control.  The throbbing in Amanda’s ass ceased, a sudden emptiness than made her pine, aching for more, but she did her best to compose herself, standing up straight, presenting herself to the older woman.
“Yes Miss.”  Amanda said, quiet and meek.
The woman nodded, still smiling.
“I am not Miss.  I am Mistress Dubois, and while you are with me Amanda, and you will be with me a lot over the coming weeks as I train you for your future career, you will refer to me as Mistress.”
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda said, blushing.  “Sorry Mistress.”
Mistress Dubois grinned, obviously pleased, and Amanda felt her belly flutter, nervous but also… excited.  Mistress Dubois moved into the room, around Amanda, and towards the desk, slipping behind it to sit in the large, plush chair, turning to face Amanda.  She did not ask Amanda to sit.  Amanda watched her, nervous but attentive.
“Now, I’m sure you’re a little curious about what is going to happen.  Quite simply I am to train you.  From now on, two days a week, you will be attending classes here with me.  Each day you will arrive in what you are wearing now, unless I specifically request otherwise.  Understood?”
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda answered.
“While here you will act as my assistant, my secretary, taking notes, serving me, tidying, anything I need or want doing.  You will obey without hesitation, but I also expect you to learn to pre-empt my wants and needs so that eventually you will act without needing to be told.  It is a difficult job, and it requires attention, intelligence, as well as obedience and submission.  Do you think yourself capable?”
Amanda stood meek and frozen for a moment.  She had always worked hard, been a good student, bright and diligent.  The thought of obeying, submitting, made her tingle.  She took a deep breath, meek, coy, and nodded.
“Yes Mistress.”  She whispered.
Mistress Dubois smiled, sat in her large chair behind her desk.
“Good girl.  Now, we’ll start simply.  I want you to tidy up your clothes and your messy plug, put them to one side, then set about organising the files on my desk according to the system I have set up.  I expect you’ll pick it up quickly if you pay attention.  If you don’t, or if you make a mess of things, well… I’ll just have to punish you.  However, if you do a good job…”
Mistress Dubois lifted her right hand, pressed a button on the small control, and the plug in Amanda’s ass throbbed, hard, briefly, a bright pulse of pleasure than made her moan loudly, almost making her fall to her knees, her caged cock aching.
“Well… I’m sure you get the idea.”  Mistress Dubois said.
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Amanda worked hard, first tidying away her clothes, her plug, moving carefully, gracefully, aware that Mistress Dubois was watching her.  She strutted in her heels, her hips wiggling, ass swaying, and every time she bent or leant forward she made sure to keep her legs together, as straight as possible, bending at the waist so that her skirt lifted up, flashing her ample, round ass, her tiny black lace panties.
More than once her movements, provocative and flirtatious, earned her a brief pulse of pleasure from her plug, so that as she worked she learned what Mistress Dubois expected, what she wanted, learning how to move in ways that pleased her, bending to flash more of her ass, stockings, tights, panties, leaning over the desk to flash her cleavage, her bra, her tits bouncing, swaying, jiggling.  As Amanda worked the sway of her hips as she walked, strutting, became more pronounced, the wiggle of her ass exaggerated, sexy, flirtatious, as though she wanted people to stare at her.  The pleasure of the plug trained her, without her even realising it, her body craving the throb and pulse of her plug, the pleasure it brought, so that she became even more submissive, brazen, showing off her body, her legs, ass, tits, fluttering her eye lashes, a sexy pouty smile, coy and flirty.
Mistress Dubois praised Amanda as she worked, her words making Amanda blush, flattered.  She worked hard, eager to please, to show that she could be a good assistant.  She set to filing the papers on Mistress Dubois’s desk, putting them away in the order of her other files, taking her time to decipher and understand the filing system already in place, struggling to focus as her caged cock throbbed, the plug pulsing and vibrating in her slick, tight hole as she walked in her heels, wiggling her hips, flashing her legs, ass, showing off her cleavage as though she were a horny, dirty, slutty secretary in a smutty movie.
As Amanda worked it became harder and harder to concentrate, to focus on her task, her plug throbbing, pulsing, buzzing inside her tight, slick ass, her hole clenching on the plug as though milking it, the plug shifting inside her as she wiggled and moved, slipping in and out, teasing, as though barely fucking her.  Amanda whimpered, moaning softly to herself as she tried to tidy Mistress Dubois’s office, her caged cock a leaky, messy agony, and she bent to put away several files, legs together and straight, skirt lifting, flashing her legs, stocking tops, suspenders, panties flashing, her ass pointed at Mistress Dubois.
As she slipped the files she was holding into the lower drawer she wiggled her hips, delighting in the way the plug moved inside her, pressing on the bright knot of joy that was growing, the plug buzzing, throbbing, rewarding her, training her, and she gasped out loud as the plug gave one, hard, long throb, a jolt of pleasure running up her spine.  Mistress Dubois laughed, clearly enjoying herself, impressed with how Amanda was coming along.  Amanda blushed, deep crimson, a burning sense of shame and humiliation that only made her arousal worse.
“And just how am I meant to concentrate with you showing off that slut body of yours all the time?”  Mistress Dubois said.
Amanda faltered.  She put the last of the files away and stood up, flattening her skirt over her hips and ass with her hands as she turned to face Mistress Dubois.  She looked coy, shy, embarrassed.
“I’m sorry Mistress.  I… I thought you liked it… you kept… rewarding me, when I acted… slutty, so I thought I should do that more.  I can… I can try to stop and be more demure if you’d rather, if you need to concentrate.”
Mistress Dubois laughed again, kindly, an edge of steel as she watched Amanda squirm.  She rose, slowly, up out of her seat and moved around her desk to sit on it, facing her pretty, sexy, submissive secretary.
“I never said I didn’t enjoy it, and indeed I was rewarding you.  I was hoping to encourage you to be more of a flirty slut, and I must say you’ve exceeded my expectations.”
Amanda blushed at the praise, the way she’d given in so easily to the plug’s pleasure, Mistress Dubois’s training, becoming an eager slut desperate to show off her sexy body, to feel more pleasure from her plug, wanting to please, excited at the thought of being watched, seen, thrilled at the thought of exciting others, making them want her.
“However, I am now quite distracted, and I really do need to focus.”
Amanda nodded, blushing, squirming.
“Yes Mistress.  I’m sorry Mistress.  I… I’ll try to not distract you any more.”
Mistress Dubois laughed again, shaking her head.  Her eyes were bright, her smile was dazzling.
“I’m afraid it’s not that simple Amanda.  You’ve already distracted me.  Now you need to learn how to help me relax, so that I can carry on with my work.  It’s an important skill that you’ll need to know as a secretary, especially given how sexy, brazen, and flirtatious you are.”
Mistress Dubois’s smile was full of mischief, her eyes hard, demanding, almost stern.  Amanda squirmed, nodding, biting her bottom lip nervous.
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda said.
Mistress Dubois rose to stand, stepped to the side.
“Excellent.  Now, why don’t you come here and bend over my desk like a good girl, so that I can show you what will be expected of you in the future.”
Amanda nodded again, stepped forward, obeying, her hips swaying, ass wiggling, boobs bouncing.  Her plug throbbed, bright with pleasure, and her caged cock ached.  As she reached the desk, putting her hands down, bending slowly, legs straight and pressed together, her skirt lifting to flash her lingerie, her round, full ass, she felt a thrill as she imagined what lay in store for her.
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“Such a lovely view!” Mistress Dubois said.  “You’re going to be very popular in your office.  I doubt you’ll get much work done at all—you’ll be spending far too much time bent over or on your knees.”
Amanda flushed, her heart racing, belly fluttering.  The thought of what Mistress Dubois was suggesting was almost too much, her ass clenching on her plug, her caged cock throbbing.  Why was she acting like this?  Why was she excited by what Mistress Dubois was saying?  Was she really such a dirty, eager, filthy slut?
“Now, I think it’s time you helped me relieve some tension.  Which means… panties off.”
Mistress Dubois moved to stand behind Amanda, her hands running over her ass her waist, her hips, caressing the backs of her thighs.  Amanda shivered, her plug pulsing gently inside her slick hole, teasing her.
Mistress Dubois moved slowly, lifting Amanda’s skirt around her waist, her hands slipping down to her panties, tugging them down her legs, off over her feet, dropping the damp panties next to Amanda’s face.  Amanda shuddered.  She was exposed, vulnerable, bent over a desk with her skirt raised, no panties, in heels, stockings, suspenders, her caged cock and her plugged ass—the cute pink heart shaped gem—clearly on display.
“Such a lovely view.  So sexy!  So fuckable.  Now, you stay just like that while I… prepare myself.”
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda whispered.
She obeyed, stayed bent over, her back curved so that her ass was lifted high, her face down on the desk, her breast pressed into the surface, her ass clenching around the slick, throbbing plug.  She waited as Mistress Dubois moved around the desk and into her line of sight, and she watched as Mistress Dubois reached down to open a drawer, and Amanda’s eyes went wide as she pulled out a… a toy, a cock, like the ones the girls had been training with, long and thick and hard, attached to a complex harness.  Amanda’s hole began to ache, clenching hard on the plug inside her.  Mistress Dubois grinned as she noticed Amanda’s reactions.
“You like it?  It’s just like yours, with a few… extra features.  This one will not only cum for you, filling you like the slut you are, but also connects to my pussy in a wonderful way so that it lets me cum from fucking your tight, sexy, slippery hole.  So when this cock cums, filling you up, breeding you like the slut you are, you’ll know that I’m cumming, that fucking your tight ass made me cum.  Isn’t that fun?”
Amanda nodded.  It sounded… wonderful.  She was about to be fucked, properly fucked, like the naughty, sexy secretary was was supposed to be.  She giggled biting her bottom lip, belly fluttering.
“Yes Mistress.”  She said.
Mistress Dubois smiled.  Amanda watched, hungry, hot, squirming as Mistress Dubois slipped off her dress, showing off her full, stunning, sexy body in sleek, black underwear, and slipped on the harness—the toy, the cock, hung from her groin like a promise of bliss.
“Now, be a good girl Amanda, and spread your legs like the slut you were born to be.”
Amanda obeyed without hesitation.
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Mistress Dubois stood behind Amanda, quiet, and Amanda remained still, bent over the desk, waiting, desperate.  A hand, soft, warm ran over her ass, and another moved up to her hip, holding her.  She pressed back, eager for the touch, the memory of the toy, Mistress Dubois’s cock, still bold, and she yearned for it.
“Just stay there like that.  Legs spread, head down, ass up.  You must learn how to properly offer your body up for the pleasure of others.”
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda whispered.
She shifted her legs, her heels moving even further apart, lifting her ass higher, back curved, face and chest pressed to the desk, her sensitive, heavy tits squashed to that they ached in a painful but pleasant way.
“Now, lets slip this pretty plug out shall we, so I can stuff you full of my cock.”
Amanda whimpered, moaning, aching, hot.  She nodded, giggling.
“Yes please Mistress.”
Amanda whimpered as Mistress Dubois’s hand slipped over her ass, squeezing the ample, firm flesh.  Her fingers slipped into her crack, along, then brushed over the gem of her plug, pressing it gently, making her jump, her caged cock throbbing.
“Just relax.”
Mistress Dubois gripped the head of the plug, and began, teasingly, to pull, slowly, gently, slipping it out.  Amanda moaned, relaxing, delighting in the way the plug stretched her hole, slipping out.  The pressure built, stretching, pleasure, and then, suddenly, the plug slipped out, leaving Amanda empty.  She gasped, giddy, aching for more, desperate to be full, fucked.  She blushed as she realised what a slut she was becoming, an eager, willing, pretty, sexy butt-slut.
“Please Mistress… let me… let me help you relax… you can… you can fuck me… you can fuck my tight ass… use me… like the slutty secretary I am.”
Mistress Dubois laughed, pleased.  She lifted one hand, spanked Amanda hard, and squeezed a handful of her ass-flesh.  Amanda whimpered, pressing her hips back, desperate to be fucked, used.
“I don’t need your permission Amanda.  You are my assistant after all, you are here to serve me, but I appreciate your enthusiasm.  Now… I don’t think I can resist you any more.  Not with this sexy, tight, pert ass in front of me.”
Amanda shuddered as she felt the head of Mistress Dubois’s cock run down her crack, the head brushing over her slippery, gaping hole.  Amanda pressed back, wanton, aching to be full, but the cock slipped away. 
Mistress Dubois repeated the movement, her cock brushing up and down, teasing over Amanda’s entrance, each time pressing a little harder, lingering a moment longer, pressing deeper, stretching her, her slippery hole lubricating Mistress Dubois’s cock.  Amanda’s caged cock throbbed, leaking, aching, and Mistress Dubois’s cock pressed into her, stretching her, lingering at her entrance, slipping deeper.
Amanda pressed back, spreading her legs wider, curving her back to lift her ass up, offering it to Mistress Dubois.  The cock split her wide, slipping deeper, pressing into her and then, suddenly, her ass opened, and Mistress Dubois’s slipped in, slipped deep, filling her.
“Yes… oh… oh fuck…”  Amanda moaned, pushed back.
Mistress Dubois’s hands slipped up over Amanda’s large, firm, pert ass, caressing, squeezing, and she pulled back, slipping her cock out, the head tugging at Amanda’s entrance, then fucked forward, thrusting her cock into Amanda’s ass, stretching her, filing her, cock throbbing, hard and thick, fucking her.
“Such a tight, slippery hole!  I can… I can feel everything, every time you clench down, squeezing my cock, milking it with your slippery ass… you… you really are a delightful fuck Amanda, such a good slut!”
Mistress Dubois ran her hands over Amanda’s ass, caressing, squeezing, slipped them up to her hips, gripping her, slamming her cock deep, filling her, pulling out, thrusting back.  Mistress Dubois’s words made Amanda moan, blushing, whimpering.  It felt so good, being fucking, being a sexy butt-slut, and she knew that after experiencing this pleasure there was no going back.  She wanted to be a slut, a sexy secretary, to be fucked, used, and she’d never be able to resist slipping a fat, thick cock into her ass when offered the opportunity, she’d never be able to say ‘no’ to having her ass fucked—it just felt too good.
Amanda ground her hips back, wiggling her ass as Mistress Dubois gripped her hips and fucked her, thrusting her cock in and out of her tight, slippery, stretched ass, riding the cock like a slut, a butt-slut.  The cock slipped in and out, deeper and deeper, throbbing, thick, and the prominent head caressed the knot of pleasure inside, the heavy balls slapping against her caged, useless cock.
“That’s it slut.  Ride my cock, work that ass for me, show me you can be a good slut.  You need to know all the ways to help me relax before you can pass my class.  I’m going to make you into the perfect, willing, slutty assistant…” Mistress Dubois said.
Amanda moaned, whimpering, the words a blessing that shamed and thrilled her.  She wanted it, to be trained, used, her body offered up for Mistress Dubois’s pleasure.  It felt so good, being fucked, and she wanted more.
“Fuck… yes… please… use me… use me like a slut… let me… let me help you relax… fuck me… fuck my tight slutty ass, stretch my hole… please… fuck me… hard…”
Mistress Dubois smiled, and obliged, fucking Amanda hard, fast, thrusting her cock in and out of her tight ass, her hips slapping against Amanda’s round ass.  Amanda thrust back, riding Mistress Dubois’s cock, the cock throbbing in her ass, filling her, engorging, her ass clenching, milking the fat cock as the knot of pleasure inside her expanded.
“Yes… yes… oh fuck… I’m…”  Amanda was almost gibbering.
Her caged cock was aching, drooling.  The pleasure was too much, corrupting her, brainwashing her, her ass felt so good, slippery, stretched, full, fucked, and she knew that she could never go back to who she was before.  She was a butt-slut now.
Amanda spread her legs, fucked back, riding Mistress Dubois’s cock, so close.  Mistress Dubois thrust deep, gripping Amanda’s hips tight, pulling her back onto her cock, slamming into the pretty, slutty secretary bent over her desk, so sexy in her heels, stockings, suspenders, skirt pulled up to show of her round, plump ass, wide hips, smooth and soft and sensitive.
Mistress Dubois’s cock throbbed, swelling, and Amanda squeezed it, milking it, grinding onto it, chasing her pleasure.
“That’s it… that’s it Amanda, show me you can be a good girl… make me cum, ride my fat cock and make me cum… let me breed that tight, perfect hole of yours.”
Mistress Dubois’s cock swelled, filling Amanda’s ass, stretching her.  Mistress Dubois fucked deep, hard, and Amanda pushed back, grinding her hips, her caged worthless cock throbbing, so close.
“That’s… fuck… fuck yes… good girl!”
Mistress Dubois’s grip on Amanda’s hips tightened, and she thrust hard, deep, and then, suddenly, she was cumming, moaning in delight as Amanda’s hole squeezed down on the thick, throbbing cock.  The sensation, Mistress Dubois cumming inside her, filling her ass, breeding her, was too much, and it pushed Amanda over the edge.  She came as Mistress Dubois fucked her ass deep, both cumming together, Mistress Dubois filling Amanda’s ass with cum, hot and sticky, as Amanda’s caged cock drooled, her body shivering, bright, overwhelming pleasure, more than anything she had known before—she was hooked, addicted, and she knew it.
Mistress Dubois moaned, stroking Amanda’s ass as the pair basked in the afterglow of their shared climax.  She wiggled her cock, still thick and hard, hot with the cum that coated Amanda’s slick hole.
“That was just… perfect.  I think it’s fair to say you passed today’s lesson.”
Amanda smiled, blushing, a bright sense of joy, and she wiggled her hips to savour the sensation of Mistress Dubois’s cock inside her, the warm sticky feeling of being bred, being full of cum.
“Thank you Mistress.”
Mistress Dubois slapped Amanda’s ass lightly, playfully, squeezing the plump, juicy flesh of her butt.  Amanda giggled, delighting in the heady mix of sensations.
“Now, why don’t we get cleaned up—I quite fancy plugging that ass of yours while it’s still full of my cum.  You still have a few files to finish putting away and then, when you’re done, I can send you on your way… I think a reward is definitely in order.”
Amanda moaned in pleasure, excited and nervous, remembering just how devious the school’s rewards and punishments were.  What would they do to her this time?  How would they change her?
“Thank you Mistress.”  Amanda said, a quiet, feminine whisper, husky with pleasure, as though drunk on the afterglow of her orgasm. 
“You’re very welcome Amanda… I’m going to be looking forward to seeing you later in the week for our next lesson…”




Chapter Three
Jessica’s room was… not what she was expecting, but then, she wasn’t sure what she was expecting given her outfit.  It was full of shelves of equipment and boxes, a simple chair and desk, frames, scaffolds with lights on, tripods, a range of cameras, like a backstage studio or even just a storage cupboard.  In one corner was a large frame from which hung a range of backdrops, simple colours, and to the side a few interesting bits of furniture that did not look comfortable.
As she stripped, then dressed, she began to wonder just what today’s lesson was going to involve and she smiled, a nervous giggle, a fluttering in her belly from anxiety and excitement.
She slipped her fish-net body stocking on first, the material open and wearing it felt even more exposing than being completely naked, the way it stretched around hips and thighs, the large, round swell of her ass, her blossoming tits.  She pulled on her tiny denim hotpants, the ripped and tattered black cloth tight around her hips, barely enough material to cover her large ass, stretched, hugging her hips, high cut to expose her thighs, her ass, plenty of cheek left exposed and the crotch so small it barely held her cute little caged cock in place—the waist was low, and she was forced to leave the top button undone, a small, provocative invitation, her tattoo, CUMSLUT, clearly on display, just the sight of it making her crave cum.
Next she pulled on her belt, black leather, chunky, dotted with metal spikes, the belt sitting around her trim waist, edgy and gothy, then she slipped on her black leather corset.  It took her a moment to get it properly in place so that it held her tits, barely enough material to hide her nipples—they were so much larger now, fatter, more sensitive—and she fiddled with the straps and laces, tightening it, her waist pulled in, waspish, her tits squeezed to make her cleavage more provocative, inviting.  She put on her jewellery, silver and black leather, rings, bracelets, chains around her neck, enjoying the way they looked, they way they made her seem prettier, sexier, more feminine, while also making her look edgy and wild, a cute, sexy, goth princess. 
Finally she pulled on her ankle length boots, black leather, with cute heels, covered in more metal spikes.  She took a moment to look at herself in the mirror.  With her black leather collar, her long raven hair, her dark make-up, her tattoo on display, her lip piercings, the entire outfit just screamed sexy goth slut, and she loved it.  Jessica smiled, barely able to contain the seed of joy that was blossoming at seeing her reflection, the beautiful, pretty, sexy, edgy girl in the mirror.
She giggled, wiggling her hips, striking a pose.  Her heels made her legs seem longer, fuller, and her ass in her tight hotpants was just… hypnotic, large, round, pert, wiggling and jiggling as she  moved, her hips wide.  Her caged cock throbbed and her hole clenched around her plug.  She bit her bottom lip to keep from whimpering, her piercings sending bolts of joy through her—if only she had a toy, or a cock, to suck on while dressed like this, so she could earn some hot, delicious cum.
Jessica blushed as she thought about what was happening to her, how she was changing, transforming, being corrupted, but… dressed as she was, looking so cute, so sexy, feeling so hot, so needy, aching, she didn’t care.  If anything, she just wanted more.
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The door opened and a young woman stepped in, dressed simply in black jeans, tight, and a simple black top, her arms bare but decorated with numerous tattoos.  She was pretty, and slim, with trim subtle curves, much less than Jessica’s provocative, lurid figure, taller than Jessica even in her heels, though she wore flat boots.  Her hair was short, almost shaved, and dyed pink, but she was still unmistakably feminine, wearing only a hint of dark make-up, with dark brown eyes that were almost black.
The woman ignored Jessica, almost oblivious to her presence.  The woman locked the door, then moved about the room, gathering things from shelves, cameras, lenses, flashes, assembling them on the table in one corner.  She did not speak, did not smile, but seemed intent, moving with a cold, efficient purpose.
“Err… hi?”  Jessica said eventually, voice trembling with nerves, a quiet feminine whisper.
The woman stopped, stood up straight, then turned to face her, stared at her with a cold, domineering gaze that made Jessica feel small and weak.  Finally the woman smiled.
“Jessica, yes?”
Jessica nodded.
“Good.  I am Lady Fuchsia, and you will address me as ‘my Lady’.  Understood?”
Jessica nodded again.  She swallowed the lump in her throat.  Lady Fuchsia’s tone was stern, commanding, authoritative.
“Yes my Lady.”  Jessica said.
Lady Fuchsia smiled.
“Now, while you’re here there are a few rules you need to learn.  First, you are not to speak unless spoken to.  You are my prop, my toy, and toys and props do not speak or think for themselves, do they?”
Jessica shook her head slowly.
“No my Lady.”
Lady Fuchsia smiled, obviously pleased.
“Which brings me to the second rule.  You are to obey any and all commands I give you.  You pose as I tell you, you stand still unless I tell you to move, you show only the emotions I command from you.  My word is law, and in this room I am your Goddess.  You do not think, you only obey.  You are nothing but a pretty doll.  Understood?”
Jessica nodded.  Her heart was thundering, head fuzzy.  She was a doll… she had to obey.  Before, she would have resisted, but now… the tattoo, her spanking, her lips, the collar around her neck, she felt herself giving in, submitting, Lady Fuchsia’s voice slipping deep into her subconscious, taking control of her.
“Yes my Lady.”
Lady Fuchsia smiled.
“Good.  Now, be a pretty doll for me and just stand there quietly and wait patiently while I finish getting ready for today’s lesson.”
Jessica nodded, did as she was told.  She stood quiet as Lady Fuchsia gathered what she needed, working calmly, unhurried, a particular attention to detail.  Jessica squirmed, an aching.  Just standing there being quiet was obeying and it felt… odd, liberating, good, and she wondered what else she would be told to do.
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Lady Fuchsia turned to face Jessica and stared at her for a moment.  Jessica smiled, fluttering her eyelashes, trying her best to look pretty, to impress, a subtle wiggle of her hips, shoulders back to keep her tits out as she had been taught.  She felt… sexy, cute, and slutty, her tattoo almost burning, a need, her lips tingling, a hunger, an addiction that needed to be fed.  Lady Fuchsia moved around the room, circling Jessica, nodding, inspecting her.
“Yes… yes… very good.  I can see why they’ve sent you to me.  You’re undeniably feminine and sexy, those hips and that ass!  You face is pretty, but also… you have an edge to you, a certain aesthetic that is not the traditional vision of girly.  I think I can do wonderful things with you and I imagine you’ll do quite wonderful things once you graduate, if you work hard to learn from me.”
Lady Fuchsia grinned.  Jessica blushed, pink, suddenly shy.  Her mind was racing, images of what she might be made to do… she was dressed up, slutty, brazen, with all the cameras, and she had to obey, a toy, a prop for Lady Fuchsia’s vision.
“Thank you my Lady.”  Jessica whispered.
Lady Fuchsia simply grinned.
“You can thank me later.  Right now I have work to do, and you have things to learn.  I expect you to listen to my commands closely and learn from them.  As we progress with these lessons I expect you to improve.  Failure to be better will be met with punishment.  Is that clear?”
Jessica nodded, blinked, timid and unsure just what was going to be expected of her, just what she was going to be told to do.
“Yes my Lady.”  She whispered.
Lady Fuchsia took a deep breath, still smiling, studying Jessica closely.  Finally she broke the oppressive quiet.
“Good.  Now, today will be simple enough.  I want to gauge how naturally photogenic you are, what a natural exhibitionist slut you are, so I know just what I’ll need to work on first. I want you to go stand in the corner in front of that back drop.  Face me and the camera.  I’ll be filming and taking photographs, so I capture everything.  Look at the lens unless told otherwise—try to flirt with camera, seduce it, imagine a sexy, well hung man with a hard cock watching you, aching to use you, fuck you.”
Jessica blushed.  She nodded—the images Lady Fuchsia had conjured bright in her mind, cocks, cum, handsome men lusting after her.  She wanted to excite them, make them hard, make them ache for her, and her cute little caged cock was agony, her hole clenching hard on her plug.
“Yes my Lady.”  She whispered.
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The room filled with bright light, over and over, the flash going again and again and again, and Lady Fuchsia took photo after photo.  On either side of her she had video cameras rolling, focussed on Jessica, watching her, capturing her as she posed, moved, wiggled, strutted in her heeled boots.
Jessica’s heart was racing, her head fuzzy—she obeyed each command, each instruction, without thinking, doing as Lady Fuchsia commanded as best as she could.  Several times her attempt to obey was not good enough, and Lady Fuchsia was forced to move away from the camera to show Jessica just what she was expecting, posing her body, hands moving over her legs and arms and body without emotion, manipulating and posing her as though she were an inanimate toy, a doll, making her stand exactly as she wanted for the perfect image.
As Lady Fuchsia took more photos, instructing Jessica to stand and pose in more provocative ways, show more flesh, bending, wiggling, kneeling, crawling, playful, flirting with the camera, she encouraged her emotions with words, images.  Jessica looked sometimes coy and innocent, sometimes ferocious and wanton, timid, happy, fearful, arrogant, and Jessica began to find it easier and easier to interpret her commands.  Jessica relaxed, began to enjoy herself, smiling, heart skipping.
She was pretty, sexy, posing for the camera, and as Lady Fuchsia praised her, complimenting her, telling her how hot she was, how hot men and women would find her, how much they would lust after her, watching her videos, seeing her photographs, and Jessica began to let go.  She embraced her role as a doll, a toy, an object meant to please others.  The thought of people seeing the videos, the photographs, becoming aroused by them, cumming to them, cumming to images and videos of her, posing, looking sexy, made her hot, her caged cock throbbing, drooling a trickle of precum, and her hole clenched around her plug.  She bit down on her bottom lip, licking, her mouth empty, wet, tingling, her tattoo almost burning her with the word… CUMSLUT.
Lady Fuchsia encouraged Jessica, flattery, praise, commands, exciting her, arousing her, encouraging her to unleash her inner exhibitionist slut, and Jessica obeyed.  She posed, wiggling, strutting, showing off her body, her ass and hips, legs, tits, enjoying the sensation of being so slutty.  The camera flashed, and Jessica’s head felt light, fuzzy, her body hot and aching.
“I think we need to see more flesh Jessica.  How about you undo that corset and adjust your shorts a little, pull down the waist and tug up the legs to show more ass and thigh, more tit.”
Jessica felt giddy.  She nodded, used to obeying now. 
“Yes my Lady.”  She whispered.
She adjusted her clothes and the camera flashed, and she did as she was told, obeying.  She began to show more and more flesh, excited by the idea of people seeing her, watching the video of her slowly undressing, seeing the photos of her posing with her body bared. 
Her corset came off first, baring her tits, and she posed under Lady Fuchsia’s directions to show them off, pressing her arms together, squeezing them, pinching her nipples, and then her belt and shorts followed soon after, leaving her in just her collar, boots, and fish-net body stocking.
She felt so… free, but exposed, the stocking hiding nothing, making her nakedness seem even more sexual and brazen, more wanton, her caged cock on display, her fat nipples posing through the mesh, the mesh biting into the plump flesh of her hips and ass and thighs, her tits.  She blushed, and her heart raced, but she could not deny that she was… enjoying it… enjoying showing her body off for the cameras.  She wanted people to see her, see how pretty and sexy and brazen she was, admire her, see how edgy and gothy and wild she was, lusting after her, aroused by images of her.  She posed, exposing herself, her poses becoming more and more obscene.  She wanted people to want her, wanted to make them hot and horny, wanted them to cum while watching her, staring at her, cumming because she was such a good exhibitionist slut.
“That’s good… very good, but I need more.”  Lady Fuchsia said.
Jessica stared with wide eyes, body aching, heart racing, caged cock throbbing.  Her lips were tingling and she wondered just what more was to come.
“How about you work with this…”
There was a thump as something heavy landed on the floor next to her.  Jessica turned to look and her heart skipped as she giggled.  It was… her toy…
“Now… I want you show me and the cameras what a talented slut mouth you have…”  Lady Fuchsia said.
Jessica nibbled on her bottom lip.  She knew she could not resist, and she did not want to.
“Yes my Lady.”  She said.
She reached out, aching, mouth wet and empty, lips tingling, tongue yearning, eager to perform, and grasped her toy—it was warm, hot, throbbing, and the balls were full.  She could barely contain herself.
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Jessica did not need to be told twice.  As soon as she had her fingers wrapped around the thick, throbbing shaft of her toy she began to salivate, aching, mouth so empty, caged cock drooling.  She lifted the toy to her mouth and she licked her pierced tongue up the length of the shaft from the balls to the tip.
Her hole clenched on her plug and she moaned, squirming, almost cumming already but holding on, eager to experience more.  She puckered her lips and pressed the head to her mouth, pressing it, parting her lips under pressure, wet, relishing the feeling of them being forced open, her piercings buzzing, mouth hot and wet, tight.  She closed her eyes and whimpered as she pressed her toy into her mouth and began to suck.
“Good girl Jessica.  Now, I want you to suck while you use one hand to play with your plug.  Show the cameras what well trained slutty holes you have, let them see that sexy, feminine body and that worthless caged cock, show them what a good, pretty girl you are.”
The words sank deep into Jessica’s mind, head fuzzy, body floating on a cloud of pleasure, and she obeyed.  She was a doll, a toy, a pretty thing to be looked at, lusted after, admired, played with, used.  She shifted to sit down, spreading her legs wide, feet clad in heel boots, shifting her hips to show off her ass, her plugged hole, her caged cock—the trickle of precum drooling as she sucked.
She moaned as she reached down, caressing her body, squeezing her tits, her nipples, running fingers down to touch the head of her plug, pressing it into her stretched hole before pulling it out gently, letting it tug at her entrance.
She sucked hard on her toy, lips wrapped around the thick shaft, piercings buzzing, bolts of bright, intense joy.  She squirmed, rolling her hips as she pressed the plug in and out, letting it fuck her tight ass, pressing at the knot of joy that was blossoming inside, her inner walls so sensitive, caged cock twitching, drooling.
Jessica pressed her toy deeper, slipping it in and out of her mouth, working her lips and tongue with skill, chasing the overwhelming sensation that spread out from her mouth and throat.  The flash went off, again and again, and the videos were rolling—she knew she was being photographed, filmed, but that only made it… hotter.
Jessica worked hard, chasing the pleasure, but also performing, eager to put on the best show she could, wanting to be seen, watched, wanting to excite people, the thought of them watching her, being aroused by her, desiring her, cumming to pictures or videos of her turning her on, making her body shudder with pleasure, an exhibitionist slut, a tease, a gothy slutty doll.
“That’s it.  Show me you can be a good girl Jessica.  You look so good, so sexy.  You’re so pretty.  Show the camera what a slut you are.”
Lady Fuchsia’s praise encouraged Jessica and she worked harder, sucking her toy deeper, the head pressing at the back of her throat.  She relaxed, opened her legs wider, exposing her caged cock, her ass, her plug, teasing it in and out.  Her throat opened and she pressed her toy in, deep, felt it stretch her throat, her lips, fucking as deep as it could go.
Jessica moaned, loudly, working her plug in and out of her ass harder, fucking herself sucking, fucking her mouth, her throat, fucked from both ends at once, captured on camera, and the thought just made the pleasure more intense. 
The fluttering in her belly swelled, her plug pressed in, tugged just barely out, stretching her ass.  Her toy fucked deep, her lips tingling, tongue buzzing, throat filled with cock, the toy warm, hard, throbbing, pulsing.  She sucked hard, working the cock in and out of her throat, lips tight, mouth wet and warm, head fuzzy.  She was a pretty doll, a sexy toy, a goth exhibitionist slut.
“Now show the camera what a slut you are Jessica, show me what a filthy cock obsessed girl you are, how much you love sucking cock… cum for me… cum for me while you milk that cock…”
Jessica did not question.  She was a toy and she would obey.
She sucked hard, thrust her toy deep, stretching her pierced lips, filling her throat, swallowing it, milking it.  She ground her hips down as she pressed her plug in.  The toy swelled, throbbing, and the joy inside Jessica’s belly blossomed.
Jessica’s hole clenched around her plug and she sucked hard on her toy.  It swelled, throbbing, and began to cum, cumming down her throat, filling her mouth with her reward, and she swallowed like a good CUMSLUT.  Her tattoo seemed to blaze and then, suddenly, without even realising it, she was cumming, cumming hard as she swallowed, sucking, fucking her hole with her plug.  Her caged cock twitched and Jessica moaned, muffled, whimpering loudly as her dick drooled her climax onto the floor, swallowing every last drop of cum that her toy gifted her.
“Good girl… that was just perfect…”  Lady Fuchsia said.
Jessica was giddy, blushing, smiling, barely able to believe what she had done, how much she had enjoyed it.  Already she was thinking about her next lesson, and what it might involve.  What if it was an audience instead of cameras?
Jessica slipped her toy from her lips, sucking every last drop of cum from the tip, savouring it, swallowing.  And she slowed the grinding of her hips as she looked at Lady Fuchsia
“Did I… did I pass?”  She asked.
Lady Fuchsia smiled, nodded.
“For a first lesson you did very well… but I’m going to expect more from you next time.  I’d say though that yes, you passed, and I’ll make sure you’re rewarded.”
Jessica squirmed as she imaged what further transformations her reward would bring.
“However, it looks like you made a mess…”  Lady Fuchsia said, gesturing to the puddle of Jessica’s cum.  “So why don’t you be a good CUMSLUT and clean it up for me.”
That word, spoken out loud… Jessica felt her craving, her addiction, swell.  She needed it, her tattoo burning, an uncontrollable need for cum…
Jessica shifted down onto all fours and, as the cameras continued to record and flash, she began, like a good CUMSLUT to lap up her cum from the floor with her pierced tongue, sucking with her pierced lips to savour every last drop, moaning loudly at the pleasure of cleaning up her own sticky mess.  Lady Fuchsia smiled.  Jessica was coming along very well indeed.




Chapter Four
Cammy stood in the tiny changing room and took one final look in the mirror to check her outfit and she stalled, frozen, grinning so broadly her cheeks ached.  She looked… hot!
Cammy had been a football player, before, and had always enjoyed it, being part of a team, playing hard, that sense of exhaustion and satisfaction from playing hard that was good, and as a bonus, there’d been the cheerleaders.  She’d always admired them, lusted after them like her other team-mates, but there’d always been something else, seeing them in their tiny skirts, their cute trainers, their socks and tiny tops that clung to their breasts, the way their skirts flipped up as they jumped, flashing their shorts, their legs—it had always made her heart skip in an odd way. Now though, she understood.
Now, she finally understood.  She was a cheerleader, and this is what she’s always wanted.  She was a pretty, sexy, cute, girly cheerleader.
Her uniform was bright, hot pink, a tiny pleated skirt and a tiny top that would do little to contain her heavy tits or stop them from bouncing provocatively as she walked or danced or jumped.  The tiny uniform left a lot of skin on display, her arms, her belly, waist, her thighs, long legs, clad in long white socks.  Her pink trainers, matching her uniform, had tiny heels that made her look cute and just a little slutty, her round ass sticking out and wiggling with even the slightest movement.
With her long blonde hair, her pink make-up, her pink nails, she looked so… cute.  And with the word BIMBO emblazoned across the front of her top she looked just like a sexy slut out of a porn video or a boy’s fantasy.  She giggled. 
Cammy bounced up and down, watching her reflection.  Her skirt flopped up and down, flashing her white panties, tiny, barely enough material to cover her round ass or contain her tiny little pink cage.  Her cute little cock throbbed—she looked so slutty, so brazen—and her massive tits jiggled, so large now, with such sensitive nipples that were stiffening under her top. 
Cammy giggled, blushing.  She felt so giddy, happy.  She looked so sexy and cute and pretty, a bimbo blonde cheerleader, and she couldn’t help but feel excited for her lesson, learning to be the special kind of cheerleader that the school knew she could be.  To the side, the second door that had remained locked, clicked, and swung open.  Cammy took a deep breath and headed out into the unknown, timid, anxious, but excited and sure that she was going to have fun.
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Cammy stepped out of the small changing room and into a large open gym, wood floors painted with lines, a high ceiling, like any school gym, like the gyms she had spent so much time in—for a moment there was a pang of regret as she remembered the feeling of being kicked off her team for being too small and slight, but it passed quickly as she looked down the gym, and she smiled, a nervous, eager fluttering in her belly.
At the far end, clustered around a hoop, was a group of five boys practising their game, cheering each other on, encouraging each other.  They were all tall, broad and toned, muscular arms and legs, fit and sweaty, dressed in shorts and loose tops, trainers, running, their bodies lean, muscles rippling as they moved.  To to side stood an older woman, tall and heavy, but toned, muscular, with shoulder length hair, offering advice.  Cammy stepped off across the wooden floor and approached them.  As her trainers tapped on the wooden floor, her steps echoing, the boys stopped what they were doing and the group turned to face her.  All of them broke into wide, lecherous, hungry smiles—their looks made her belly flutter and she blushed as they looked her up and down, clearly admiring her.
The older woman stepped towards her and smiled.  His eyes were sharp, shrewd, and she grinned as she looked Cammy up and down, nodding.
“Cammy?”
Cammy bit her bottom lip, her blush worsening as the boys stared at her, elbowing each other, whispering, snatches of crude, lewd comments aimed at her—bimbo, slut, nice tits, fat ass, cock sucking lips.  She nodded.
“Yes Miss.”  She whispered.
The woman laughed.
“No Miss here Cammy.  I’m Coach Garner, and you’ll refer to me as just Coach, understood.”
Cammy nodded again. 
“Yes Coach.”
Coach Garner was quiet for a moment before she moved, circling Cammy, checking her over.
“Well, I’m pleased to see you’re turned out well.  The uniform suits you don’t you think?”
Cammy nodded.
“Yes Coach.”
“And from the looks of it you like it… don’t you?  Being a sexy little bimbo cheerleader?”
The boys all laughed, clearly exited by Cammy’s presence, jostling, watching her, tall and strong and masculine, the scent of their sweat heavy in the confined space, making Cammy’s head spin.  Their collective gaze roamed her body, almost molesting her, and she could feel their lust like a wave and it made her hole clench on her plug, her tiny little cock aching in its cage—her plump, pink, wet lips tingled, sensitive and aching.
“Yes Coach…”  Cammy whispered.
Confessing the truth felt… good.  Admitting it, admitting that she like being pretty, sexy, a cute, girly, pink, bimbo cheerleader.  It felt liberating, and Cammy could not help but giggle, squirming, wiggling, playful and flirty, her skirt swaying, flashing her legs and panties, tits bouncing.  She liked the way the boys were watching her, the way their eyes wandered her body, the  effect she was having on them, the subtle bulges growing in their shorts.
“Mmm… I thought you would.  I can spot a cheerleader slut like you a mile off.”
Cammy blushed at the thought that it had always been that obvious, that she was a slutty, sexy, bimbo cheerleader, not a boy.  Had everyone known except her?
“Now, enough chatter.  We’re here to practice and learn.  The boys behind me are the basketball team from our matching Academy for boys, and you are to be school’s newest cheerleader, so that you can learn the skills you’ll need once you graduate—there’s always a demand for a sexy girl who knows how to excite a crowd and encourage a team.”
“Yes Coach.”  Cammy said, blushing at the implication of the words.
Was that to be her job, to excite the crown and encourage them team?  Just what would that involve?
“So… how about we start small.  You’ve seen cheerleaders cheer before yes?”
Cammy nodded.
“Good.  Now, I want you to cheer for the boys as they practice, really encourage them to perform their best.”
Cammy nodded again.  It was clear from Coach Garner’s tone what was expected of her and she could not longer deny that the thought excited her.  Cammy giggled, blushing, squirming, her caged cock throbbing—she knew just how to encourage five tall, strong, muscular boys to perform their best…
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As the boys practised, guided by Coach Garner, working hard, sweating, panting, running and jostling, Cammy stood to the side and cheered for them.  She started small, with simple chants, small jumps, bouncing up and down in her heeled trainers, shaking her pom-poms, wiggling her hips and ass, but soon began to become more animated.
She soon picked up the boys’ names, learning them as Coach Garner shouted instructions on how to improve their performance, praise and criticism, and she began to weave these into her cheers, shouting encouragement for a particular boy as he played well, cheering on another who was dragging behind the others. 
The boys all noticed, glancing at her, smiling, and as she called their names they began to work harder to earn a cheer from her, pushing themselves, jostling with the others for her favour, and Cammy felt a fluttering in her belly as she realised the boys were competing for her attention.  They all wanted her to cheer for them, to notice them, and she giggled, excited, her caged cock throbbing.
As the boys competed for her attention, flashing her smiles, winks, Cammy found herself wanting to show off for them.  Her routines became more exaggerated, more jumping, her wiggling and swaying more animated—she wanted the boys to notice her, to watch her, and each time she saw one of them glance at her, her body, her pretty face, a look of lust and desire, she felt her body shudder.
Cammy jumped up and down, cheering, shaking her pom-poms, and her heavy tits bounced, jiggling in her tiny little tight top, almost threatening to burst free, but she didn’t care.  She loved the way the boys stared at her, at her chest, loved the sensation of weight, shifting, the way they felt as they bounced, jiggling as she danced and swaying, nipples hard, pressing against the stretchy material of her top.
She spun, her skirt flaring up, exposing her panties, her thighs, the tiny little bulge of her caged cock, and she blushed as she saw the boys watching her, eyes roaming her body.  Cammy bent, touching her toes, lifting her legs, flashing her panties often, enjoying how the boys stared at her, the way they would falter in what they were doing to ogle her legs and ass, her tits, watching them bounce and jiggle, her soft, sensitive, smooth flesh wobbling in that sexy, feminine way she was really beginning to enjoy. 
Cammy bounced up and down, her heeled trainers making her ass and legs seem fuller, sexier, ass sticking out, round and firm and plump, flashing as her tiny skirt swayed and swished.  She was a giddy, silly, flirty pink bimbo cheer-leader and she giggled, dancing, jumping, cheering, calling out praise to the boys, encouraging them try harder, to complete for her attention.
She loved how her curvy body felt, the jiggle of her breasts and ass as she moved and danced and bounced, the sway of her skirt against her bare, smooth thighs.  She was pretty, cute, sexy, a flirty bimbo, a slutty cheer-leader, and the boys all wanted her.
She blushed, giggling, dancing, cheering, her tits bouncing up and down, hole clenching on her plug, tiny little caged cock aching in her panties, bending and spinning to flash her butt, wiggling her hips, encouraging the boys to work harder, to earn her calling out their name, and the way they competed for her attention, making her feel special, sexy, wanted, only made her try harder, made her routine more provocative, brazen, sexual, until she was giddy, barely able to think, body hot and aching, yearning for… something.  By the end of the lesson the boys were all sweaty and breathing hard, and Cammy was a ditzy mess, hot and horny and panting, the boys attention, the way they stared her with obvious lust and desire, making her weak and wanton, a bimbo aching for cock.
Coach Garner called an end to the practice, and called the boys over, telling them to gather round her.  She turned to face Cammy.
“Well… that was… satisfactory.  I think you did fairly well for a first attempt, though I think you can do better.  You’ll need to work on your routines to really make the most of your assets.  More tits and ass as a minimum, more of those sexy legs, and maybe even try styling your hair in bunches or pigtails so you can show off those lovely blonde curls, don’t you agree boys?”
The boys were all in enthusiastic agreement.  Cammy blushed, smiled at them, fluttering her eyelashes.
“Yes Coach.”  She whispered, coy and excited.
She really wanted to do her best, wanted the boys to really work hard to get her attention—she had loved the way it had felt, watching them compete for her, trying to earn her cheering their name, bouncing, wiggling her tits and ass as she cheered them on.
“And you boys… you need to learn to focus even with a sexy, slutty bimbo cheering you on.  Yes, she’s cute, you want those pink slut lips wrapped round your cock, want to bend her over and fuck her, want her on her back with her legs spread wide for you while you cum inside her, but that’s no reason to get distracted and slip up like you did.”
Cammy’s blush deepened.  She had noticed that the boys had been a little distracted at times, watching her dance and bounce when they should have been watching the ball, staring at her pretty face, her tits, her ass, a subtle bulge in their shorts, but to hear Coach Garner say it so brazenly—it left her hot, embarrassed, humiliated and shamed, but also hot, aching.  She was a sexy, slutty, bimbo cheerleader!
The boys all apologised.  Coach Garner laughed, lightly, shaking her head.
“You’re forgiven, for now.  And luckily for you all I think the second part of Cammy’s lesson should help you all get over your… obsession with our slutty blonde bimbo cheerleader.”
Coach Garner turned to Cammy, grinning.
“Now Cammy, it’s important that any good cheer-leader knows how to really get the best from her team.  That means not only encouraging them, but also rewarding them when they do well.  So, since the boys did quite well today, I think it’s only fair you reward them, don’t you?”
Cammy’s head was spinning.  She blushed, deep pink, her body flushing hot, hole clenching on her plug, caged cock throbbing.  She squirmed, wiggling her hips and butt, bouncing up and down in her heeled trainers, tits jiggling.  She nodded.
“Yes Coach.”  Cammy whispered. 
The boys all broke into wide grins, clearly happy, excited, staring at Cammy openly, lustful, their attention an almost physical force, groping her, molesting her.
“Good.  I think frequent sampling of the pleasures a sexy bimbo like Cammy has to offer will help settle you around other slutty women, and Cammy will get to learn the skills she’ll need in her future career.”  Coach Garner said.  “Now, Cammy, why don’t you step over to the boys and drop to your knees.  From what I hear you’re quite talented with that mouth of yours.  Why don’t you demonstrate for us.”
Cammy smiled, giggled.  She nodded, obeyed, moved towards the five boys who stood, watching her as she strutted, hips swaying, their thick, heavy bulges growing in their shorts at just the sight of the slutty, sexy, bimbo cheerleader.
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Cammy wasted no time.  She strutted over to the boys, stopped, and immediately fell to her knees.  The boys moved in around her, circling her, tall and looming, muscular, sweaty from their practice, the scent of them raw and masculine and intoxicating.  Her lips were buzzing, mouth wet and aching, heart racing.
Her cute tiny little caged cock throbbed, and she reached up with her hands to grasp the shorts on the boy in front of her, looking up at him.
“You want me to suck your cock?”  She asked, sweet and coy.
The boy smiled at her, greedy, nodded.  Cammy bit her bottom lip, whimpering, desperate to serve, to feel the pleasure of a cock slipping into her mouth, caressing her tongue, fucking between her fat, sensitive, pink cock sucking lips.
Cammy smiled, fluttering her eyelashes, then lowered her gaze to the thick, hard bulge in his shorts, her mouth watering.  She tugged his shorts down and his cock popped free, swaying, almost slapping her in the face, and her eyes went wide.
It was… massive.  Thick and long, throbbing, growing harder even as she stared at his prick, his heavy balls, the scent of sweat and musk, his cock growing hard for her, because of her, because she was a sexy, slutty, cock sucking bimbo cheerleader.
Without needing to be told Cammy reached out and grasped the cock, stroking it, then leaned forward.  She could no longer restrain herself.  Her lips were tingling, mouth hot and wet and empty, her fat, plump, enhanced lips, so sensitive now, pink, yearned to be fucked.  Her throat opened, tongue buzzing.  Cammy opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the hard, fat cock and moaned loudly, muffled, at the pleasure of sucking cock.
“That’s it… good girl.  Show the boys how a slutty bimbo cheerleader rewards hard work, and show me you know how to reward your team like the cock slut you are.”
Cammy moaned, nodding, sucking harder.  The cock throbbed in her mouth, pulsing as she wrapped her lips tight, sucking it deeper, head bobbing, cock fucking slowly in and out of her wet mouth. 
The pleasure in her lips, tongue, was bright and addictive.  She became quickly drunk on it, craving more, sucking hard, tongue lapping along the throbbing shaft, over the head, sucking down, lips tight and plump, wet, sensitive, buzzing, the head just brushing at the back of her throat, her throat opening easily, swallowing the fat prick, the sensation of having her mouth and throat fucked bliss.
The boy began to thrust, reached down to grasp Cammy’s hair, controlling her, fucking her mouth, pumping his cock in and out.  Cammy surrendered, a cock slut, her mouth a willing fuck hole, sucking, lapping, throat milking as she swallowed his cock.  She could taste his precum and she whimpered, her hole clenching on her plug, her caged cock aching, drooling in her panties.  Her mouth felt so good, her enhanced lips and tongue and throat a source of so much pleasure that she felt already on the edge of cumming from just having her mouth fucked.  She sucked hard, deep, lips tight, surrendering, a cock slut bimbo cheerleader in her cute pink uniform, on her knees, surrounded by boys, cocks, eager to suck and serve, desperate to taste their cum.
“Remember Cammy, you’re a cheerleader for the whole team.  You need to reward them all and not leave anyone out.” Coach Garner said.
Cammy whined, nodded.  She understood. 
As she continued to suck she reached up to pull down the other boys shorts, puling their hard, thick, massive cocks free, and she began to stroke them. 
More hands began to grasp at her, gripping her hair, reaching out to fondle her tits, squeezing, pinching her fat nipples, reaching down under her skirt to grope her round, jiggly ass.  She moaned, grinding into the boys’ grips, delighting in their touch.
She pulled her head back, still sucking hard, and the first cock slipped from her lips with an audible pop.  Cammy felt bereft, pining for cock, and she moved quickly, eagerly, to find another.  One boy gripped her hair, guided her mouth to his cock, and she wrapped her lips around it gladly, the cock fatter, but shorter.  She sucked hard, lapping at his precum, tongue caressing his shaft as she sucked hard, taking it deep, into her throat, swallowing it easily, happily, moaning in bliss as her caged cock leaked precum.  She felt so good!
The cock fucked in and out of her mouth, her pink pump lips tight, wet, mouth hot, tongue lapping.  Cammy bobbed her head up and down, hands roaming her body, feeling her, squeezing, pinching, molesting, fondling, groping.  She was a pink slutty bimbo cheerleader and she loved sucking cock—it felt so good, her tiny little cock caged throbbing, the plug in her ass shifting in and out as she squirmed.
She wondered how it would feel to be really used, to offer her whole body up to the team as a reward, her mouth and ass fucked at the same time, and just imagining it made her moan, the noise muffed by the cock in her mouth and throat.
Cammy pulled her head back, aware there were more cocks waiting for her, hard for her.  She was the team’s cheerleader slut, their bimbo cock slut, and the boys all wanted her, wanted to feel her, wanted to feel her mouth on their cocks—and she did not want to disappoint them.
Cammy moved her mouth onto a third cock, hands moving between the others, stroking as she sucked, tongue and lips and throat working.  She felt giddy, dizzy, drunk on cock and pleasure.  She was the sluttiest, pinkest bimbo cheerleader and she was happy, eager to please.
“That’s it Cammy.  Show the boys what they get when they work hard and do well… show them how you will reward them with that slut body of yours.”   Coach Garner said.
Cammy moaned, pleasure, buzzing, sucking, hands working up and down cocks, hands groping her curvy, sexy, pretty, feminine slut body, groping her tits and ass, fondling her, squeezing her firm, plump, smooth, sensitive body.
She moved her mouth from one cock to another, sucking, lips working up and down the many cocks, tongue lapping, sampling their fat pricks, swallowing them easily, letting them fuck her mouth, her throat, swallowing them, throat milking.  They were all different, but all amazing, the precum on her tongue, her lips tight, her mouth hot and wet, throat stretching, fucked deep, her lips and tongue bright with pleasure, her fat, plump, pink cock sucking lips glossy and wet, wrapped around cock, tongue lapping, throat milking fat pricks.
Cammy moaned, whimpering, her tiny caged cock an agony of delight, her mouth feeling so good.  She was addicted, the pleasure of her enhanced mouth, her lips and tongue and throat made to be fucked, made to suck cock, it was all more than she could handle.
Her body was fondled, groped, and she loved it.  She was the team’s cheerleader slut.
“And remember Cammy… make sure you don’t waste any of their delicious cum.   Make sure you show the boys proper appreciation by swallowing every last drop.”  Coach Garner said.
Cammy moaned, nodding, head bobbing up and down, a cock fucking in and out of her mouth.  She was close, and she knew the boys were all close now.  She could feel their cocks swelling, throbbing, close to cumming for her, cumming in her mouth.  She wanted it.
Cammy worked harder, sucking, lips and tongue and throat, hands working up and down hard cocks.  She wanted them to cum for her, wanted to cum as her mouth was filled with cum, as she swallowed cum, lips wrapped around hard cock as it fucked her mouth.
She moaned as the cock in her mouth swelled, and she sucked hard, eager for their cum.  The cock thrust deep, her lips tight, the head slipping into her throat, and it swelled, thicker, hard, throbbing, and then suddenly it was cumming, cumming down her throat, filling her mouth as she sucked, swallowing, hot and sticky and delicious. 
Cammy moaned in delight and she felt one of the cocks in her hand throbbing, close.  She pulled her mouth off the cock between her lips and took the other into her mouth, the prick barely between her lips before it was cumming, filling her mouth as she struggled to swallow.  Around her the other boys, excited by her, her body, her hands, her mouth, were all close.  Cammy tried her best, taking one then another then another into her mouth, but it was too much.  The team came, filling her mouth, Cammy swallowing, cumming over her face, splashing her body, making a sticky mess of her sexy hot pink uniform.
The sensation of it all, so slutty and dirty, so much cum, so many cocks between her lips, in her mouth, fucking her throat, swallowing their cum, drove her over the edge.
Even as she failed to swallow all the cum, even as she disappointed Coach Garner, Cammy came, cumming in her panties, her mouth so hot, so much pleasure, lips buzzing, her whole body shuddering with pleasure as her tiny caged cock drooled cum into her panties, her mouth full of cum, face covered, tits coated with cum, belly and thighs and hair all sticky with warm cum.
As the boys and Cammy caught their breath, all exhausted, Coach Garner stepped forward.  She looked down at the sticky, cummy, pink slutty cheerleader, the blonde bimbo cum drunk, licking her lips, still shuddering in the bliss of her climax.  Coach Garner shook her head.
“I told you to be sure to swallow it all Cammy, and you failed.”  Coach Garner said,  “You’ll need to do better next time.”
Cammy, basking in the bliss of her climax, her plump, pink lips still buzzing, the lingering taste of cum, body sticky and wet with cooling cum, squirming, feeling so naughty, nodded.
“Yes Coach.”  She whispered—already she was aching for more, wanting to suck more cock, hooked now, wanting her lips wrapped round a hard, fat cock.
Coach Garner grinned, looking down at the sticky, cum coated slut cheerleader.
“And to motivate you, I think a small punishment is in order.”
Cammy’s head spun.  Punishment.  Just what was going to be done to her now… the thought terrified and excited her.
“Yes Coach.”  She whispered, meek, timid, nervous.




Chapter Five
Jessica walked behind Lady Fuchsia, demure but grinning, dressed again in her schoolgirl uniform, her hotpants, body stocking, heeled boots, and corset stowed safely away in a small bag.  She would not get to wear them again for several days, not until her next lesson with Lady Fuchsia, and already she was excited for the prospect, looking forward to the things she would learn, the things she would be taught, the new outfits she would be expected to wear, the toys, performing for the camera, showing off her sexy body.  Her caged cock throbbed at just the thought, hole clenching around her plug as her hips swayed, plump ass wiggling.
She had glimpsed the future the school had in mind for her, a model, an exhibitionist slut, a goth starlet, showing off her sexy body, being seen, performing, and she loved it.  She had never known this side of herself before, the thrill of being watched, seen, performing like a filthy, gothy slut, her body on display, photographed, filmed while she played with herself.  Just what else would Lady Fuchsia make her do, filming her, photographing her.  Would she always be alone?  Would there be men, women…?
Jessica giggled, blushing.  She could not wait to find out, was already keen for her next lesson, to learn more about her future.  She wondered what the other girls had been taught, what they had been made to do.  The school had known her better then she knew herself, was that true for the rest of the class?  What was Cammy’s lesson like, or Amanda’s?  What had they been expected to do?  Jessica blushed as she imaged their naughty lessons, and could not wait to hear what they had got up to, could not wait to spend some quality time together at the end of the day…
“Here we are Jessica.”  Lady Fuchsia said. “You are in here.”
Lady Fuchsia stopped beside a door, gestured to it.  She smiled at Jessica, still obviously pleased with the sexy goth schoolgirl’s performance.
“After you are done you should head back to your room to rest and wait for your evening meal.  I’m sure you and your friends will have lots to talk about.”
Lady Fuchsia’s smile was knowing, mischievous, as though she knew exactly what Jessica and her room-mates had been getting up to.  Jessica blushed, nodded, nibbling on her bottom lip, small shivers of pleasure.
“Yes my Lady.  And… thank you, for today.”
Lady Fuchsia grinned.  She nodded once.
“You’re very welcome Jessica.  You did well, you earned this reward, and I must say, I’m already looking forward to our next lesson together.  I think you and I can do wonderful things together.  I already have quite a few interesting lessons planned.”
Jessica blushed, giggled.
“Now, into the room, and enjoy your reward.”
Jessica obeyed.  She stepped in through open door, and the door swung shut and clicked behind her, locking, sealing her in.  The room was simple, plain white, with a metal table in the middle, a complex looking arrangement of metal arms hanging above it that seemed… familiar.  A tingle ran up her spine and she licked her lips, a pulse of pleasure spreading out. 
This was a reward, for being a good girl… but she could not help but feel nervous.  The school’s rewards were all pleasant, but devious, designed to enhance and train the girls just as much as the punishments… punishment or reward, the goal was always the same, to corrupt the girls, to make them better, and that thought was beginning to excite Jessica.  She had changed so much, so what else were they going to do to her?
A screen flashed just above the table, words bright and bold, instructions.
REMOVE YOUR TOP JESSICA, THEN LIE DOWN, WITH YOUR BREASTS EXPOSED, ON THE TABLE.
She knew from experience that it was pointless to resist, but also… she no longer really wanted to.  She grinned, blushing, as she removed her blouse and her bra, her breasts free, swaying slightly. 
She was slowly getting used to the feel of them, their weight as she walked, jiggling, so sensitive, her larger, fatter nipples bright spots of pleasure, and was even beginning to enjoy them.  They were not as large as many of the girls, and no where near as large as Cammy’s, but… they were still fun, and the way they made her look in her schoolgirl’s uniform, sexy, curvy, was a special pleasure she was still getting accustomed to.
Undressed as instructed, Jessica moved towards the table, climbed up onto the metal surface, and lay down.  The metal was cold against her back and it took her a moment to get comfortable.  Above her the screen shifted position so that it was still in view.
NOW RELAX, THIS WILL BE OVER QUICKLY. 
As Jessica did as she was told.  As she relaxed metal bands emerged from the table, pinning her, holding her arms, wrists, legs, ankles, waist, neck.  She was trapped, vulnerable, and the feeling excited her, her caged cock throbbing.  She bit her bottom lip and shuddered in pleasure.
THERE WILL BE A SMALL STING, THEN A RUSH OF PLEASURE.
The screen read.  Jessica giggled, blushing.  The piercings in her lips were almost buzzing, her tongue piercing aching, caged cock twitching.
Above her the complex arrangement of arms shifted, moving towards her.  Jessica shivered, her nipples hard from cold and excitement and fear.  Two limbs, dextrous fingers, sharp needles, descended towards her nipples, while others shifted towards her breasts.
Jessica’s head was held down so she could not see, could only feel the cold air, then, suddenly, there was a sharp, cold pain in each nipple simultaneously, a gentle tugging, then, bright, hot, a rush of intense pleasure that was immediately familiar.  Her nipples had been pierced, like her lips, her tongue, and were now an intense point of pleasure, so sensitive, aching to be played with, sucked—just the thought was almost enough to make her cum.
Jessica gasped, moaning, and tried to squirm, but the straps held her firm.  There was a light pressure on the flesh around her nipples, a spreading cold, a light sting, them more warmth, her skin tight and aching.  Her caged cock throbbed, oozing precum.  She felt so good…
The arms withdrew, tucking back up and away by the ceiling.  Slowly the straps withdrew, releasing Jessica. 
REWARD COMPLETE.  ENHANCEMENTS WILL TAKE 24 HOURS TO COMPLETE.  YOU MAY NOW LEAVE.
Jessica blinked.  Twenty four hours?  What else was going to happen…
Jessica shifted, slowly sat up, and looked down.  Her nipples were pierced now, small silver rings, and as she reached up to touch them she whimpered, overcome by the intense joy and pleasure.
She giggled.  Jessica knew from experience that the she would learn to cope with the new sensation, the constant pleasure, but that it would not fade, and that it was very, very addictive.  She would quickly learn to crave having her nipples touched, played with, stimulated, sucked, and she was certain that the pleasure from her new piercings would be enough to make her cum.
She wondered how Lady Fuchsia might take advantage of her new piercings, how she might make Jessica pose or act.  She blushed, then… frowned.
Her breasts felt warm, and there several small dots around each nipple, like needle marks.  Her skin felt taught and stretched and were her… her breasts were larger, heavier.  Her breasts were getting bigger, and were becoming more sensitive. 
Jessica smiled, nervous but excited to see just what new adventures lay in store for her with her newly enhanced tits.  She could not help but picture Cammy and Amanda sucking on a nipple each, teasing her piercings, or letting a toy or a cock, fuck between her tits, the pleasure it would bring, cumming over her tits, her face, sucking on the head as the shaft thrust between the cleavage of her breasts.
Her caged cock throbbed at just the thought.  She giggled, no longer able or wanting to resist the school’s corruptions.
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Cammy could not believe it… another punishment.  She had already had two, her cock, in its tiny pink cage, shrunk, make tiny and cute and pretty, and her mouth enhanced, lips inflated, made more sensitive, her mouth trained, throat made into a slippery fuck hole that could swallow any cock easily and with pleasure, the sensations of deep-throating a fat cock addictive now so that she craved being on her knees, sucking, having her mouth fucked.  She shuddered to think what this one might involve, how this one might change her.
As the door clicked shut behind her, locking her in, she looked around the room.  It was small, soft pastel pink, with a single large chair in the middle of the floor, plush and comfortable, bright pink.  On the wall facing it was a screen—the screen flickered.
PLEASE SIT DOWN CAMMY, AND MAKE YOURSELF COMFORTABLE.
Cammy took a deep breath and obeyed.  She had no choice and she was… strangely curious.  Her other punishments had not been fun, but there was a strange thrill at what was being done to her, seeing how she was changing, becoming a pretty pink bimbo, and she wondered what else was going to be done, how she was to be further changed.
Cammy sat in the chair, the material soft, almost enveloping her in the plush comfortable cushions, and it felt almost as though she were floating on a pink cloud through a pink fog.  Before she could react straps sprung out from the arms of the chair, pinning her wrists, with more wrapping around her ankles.  On either side of her head the chair shifted, so that small pink speakers emerged on either side, close to her ears, preventing her from turning her head.
A quiet hum began to play, whispers, a soothing static, many voices saying many things, all just beyond her comprehension.
RELAX.
The screen flicked again and a pink and white spiral began to turn, drawing Cammy’s gaze in towards the centre.  Her mind drifted, floating, pink and giddy.  The whispers drifted into her brain, like tendrils, drilling deep in to her subconscious, reprogramming her.
Take a deep breath Cammy.  Breathe in, then out.  Each time you breathe in you relax, and each time you exhale you feel your worries, your stresses, your anxieties, your inhibitions leaving you.
Cammy did as she was told.  She relaxed, breathing in and out, sinking deep into a trance, eyes watching the spiral, the whispers soothing her, lulling her, drawing her down. 
You are a good girl Cammy, a pretty, sexy girl.  But you can be better.  You want to be better, need to be better.  Don’t you?
There was a small motion of Cammy’s head, nodding.  She wanted to be better, needed to be better, a prettier, sexier, sluttier girl. 
You need to be a better girl, sexier, prettier, sluttier.  A better bimbo, a better doll.
The spiral turned and the words sank deep into Cammy’s mind.  There was no resistance, and her caged cock ached as she offered herself up, allowing herself to be corrupted.
A good doll does not think.  A good bimbo does not think.  They do not need to worry or fret or question, they need only to obey and have fun.  You want to obey and have fun.  You want to be a good doll.  Let your mind empty.  You do not need to think.  You need only to obey, be a playful, pretty, sexy girl.
Cammy sat, listening, the words sinking into her mind.  The spiral turned.  Her body ached, hot, caged cock throbbing, hole clenching around he plug.  She was so pretty and sexy now, so feminine, a bimbo schoolgirl in a pink uniform, but she needed to be better.
Imagine being a pretty doll, empty head, sexy, flirty, having fun.  Imagine being a beautiful bimbo, brainless, dumb, sexy, desirable, giggly.  From now on, the more aroused you are, the hornier you get, the dumber you become… and you are always so horny now, aren’t you?
Cammy nodded, small motions of her head as she watched the spiral, the whispers drifting into her head.  She was so horny, caged cock aching, the memory of all those cocks still fresh, the taste of cum still in her mouth, on her lips, and her mind was so empty.  She was so dumb, so silly, giggly, flirty.  She didn’t need to think, just needed to obey, have fun.
Every time you cum you become a little dumber, a little sillier, more giggly, more flirtatious, more brazen and playful.  Every time you cum your head becomes emptier, no more thoughts or worries, no more fears or anxieties, no more inhibitions, instead just pink sparkles that tickle and make you giggle, that make you hot and horny and playful.
Cammy moaned, whimpering, aching.  She wanted to cum, needed to cum.  She felt so horny, and knowing that cumming would help her become a better doll, a better bimbo just made her want it more.  She wanted to have fun, wanted to be a dumb, playful, silly girl.
She giggled, squirming, horny, watching the spiral turn.  She felt good, playful and silly, head fizzy and full of sparkles.  As her caged cock throbbed, aching, her brain fluttered, becoming dumber, sillier, gigglier, and it felt pleasant, like being set free, finally. 
You are such a pretty doll.  Such a sexy bimbo.  You don’t need to think.  You just need to obey, and be playful, giggling, flirting, having fun.  You head empty, brain full of pink sparkles, aching for more pleasure, more fun, obeying like a good, pretty, sexy doll.
Cammy giggled.  She was so horny now, so pretty, her body curvy and feminine and sexy.  She was a sexy blonde bimbo, big tits, fat ass, smooth and aching.  She just wanted to have fun, to be played with, giggling, flirting.  She didn’t need to think.  Just needed to obey.
As the spiral turned and the voices whispered a small pair of robotic arms emerged from the chair.  They eased around Cammy’s neck, holding a thin, bright pink metal collar.
The arms slipped the collar around Cammy’s throat, tight, and then sealed the ends together, almost seamless, locking it around Cammy’s neck.  On the front, in small sparkling gems, was the word BIMBO.
Relax now, float, enjoy being a pretty, dumb, sexy doll.  This is your purpose.  Embrace it.  So pink and blonde and obedient, so playful and giggly and fun.
Cammy giggled smiling.  She was happy, head empty of everything except pink sparkles.  She didn’t need to be smart, to think.  She was pretty, sexy, a playful pink bimbo.  She just needed to obey and have fun.
As the spiral slowed and faded, the whispers too began to fade.  As Cammy rose up from trance she felt… changed, happier, free, her head empty and sparkly.  She giggled, feeling horny and playful.  She just couldn’t wait to see her room-mates again, so they could tell her what to do and so they could play together, so she could be their bimbo slut doll.  She was so horny and silly, so dumb, and she felt so… good.
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Amanda stepped into the room at the direction of Mistress Dubois and the door swung closed behind her, clicking shut, locking.  It was a sparse, empty room, and in one corner was a sophisticated looking booth, familiar, and almost ominous.  She remembered the way her ankles had been changed, so that she could now only comfortably wear heels, unable to walk properly without them, forced to crawl or walk on tip-toe.  If that was a punishment, what was her reward going to be?
The screen on the booth flickered, and Amanda felt a small thrill.  She liked her heels, how she could walk in them now, her sexy wiggle, the sway of her butt, and she couldn’t hide the fact that she was excited about the idea of further transformations, the school making her a better, sexier, sluttier girl.
STEP FORWARD AND INTO THE BOOTH AMANDA.
Amanda grinned, excited, a thrill running through her, her large plug slick inside her, her hole clenching at it, the lingering memory of being fucked in her slick, stretchy, sensitive hole still fresh, her ass still full of warm cum.  She moved off, approached the booth, and stepped in.
The booth sealed closed behind her, barely enough room to stand in.  There was a faint scent of antiseptic, and instructions appeared on the screen in front of her.
STAND STILL, THIS WILL STING, BUT WILL BE OVER QUICKLY.
Amanda remained motionless, obeying, tense, wondering just what was going to be done to her now.  Her legs and ankles had been modified, her heels now so much more comfortable to walk in, her heels necessary for her to walk properly, and her ass was so much more sensitive, a constant aching eagerness, the plug she wore making her slick, wet, so that was always ready to be fucked, eager for it, her hole tight, but able to stretch to take even massive cocks easily, gladly. 
She had seen so much done to her classmates, her room-mates.  She wondered how much more was going to be done to her, just what kind of slut she was going to become.
RELAX.
On either side of her, at waist height, a pair of robotic arms emerged, an array of small needles.  They moved, slowly, towards Amanda’s ass, and she kept still, trembling, anxious but excited, belly fluttering.
Her hole clenched on her plug and her caged cock throbbed.  The needles pressed through the material of her schoolgirl skirt, and into the flesh of her ass, needles penetrating each cheek.  There was only a mild sting, a cold, then a flush of warmth, spreading through her ass, her hips, a stretching, expanding.
The needles withdrew and Amanda could already feel her body shifting, transforming.  Her ass was swelling, growing, becoming fatter, plumper, pert and round, her hips, the bones, aching, hips becoming wider, the change subtle but noticeable, Amanda’s ass become a round, fat, fuckable bubble butt, her hips wide, as though to invite a hard breeding.
Amanda blushed as she realised what was happening.  Her ass was being made more inviting, a big, round cushion ready to be fucked, spanked, bred.  Her hips were becoming wide, so that her walk would become even more provocative, a brazen wiggle.  Her ass was going to sway, jiggling, with each step now.  Every time she bent over or knelt down or was forced to crawl with her ass up people would stare. 
Her ass was becoming… magnificent, perfectly round and fat, plump, juicy, with wide breeding hips, easy to grip onto, holding them while she was fucked.  Her hole clenched around her plug and she whimpered.
IT WILL TAKE SEVERAL HOURS FOR YOUR ENHANCEMENTS TO FULLY TAKE EFFECT, BUT YOU MAY NOW LEAVE.
Her ass was going to continue to grow for several more hours?  Her hips would get even wider?  She was going to have an ass to rival even Jessica’s, or perhaps… maybe hers would be even larger, rounder, fatter.  The thought thrilled her.  With her wet, tight, sensitive, slick hole she would be the perfect fuckable school girl, desperate to he fucked in her ass, to be bred like a slut.
Amanda giggled again.  The door to the booth opened and she stepped out, her expanding ass and hips stretching the fabric of her skirt, making it seem even tighter and smaller, and it jiggled as she walked, strutting, the bounce and sway provocative and pleasant.  She blushed and she rolled her hips, delighting in the way her new, fat ass felt.
She couldn’t wait to show her classmates, her room-mates.  She couldn’t wait to try her new ass out, feel her hips being gripped, her ass pounded hard, spanked as she was fucked by a thick, throbbing cock.  Amanda bit her bottom lip, whimpering as she realised what a slut she was becoming, a sexy butt-slut.  She couldn’t wait to ride a big, thick prick and feel her new bubble butt  bounce as she was fucked deep and hard.  Her cute little caged cock throbbed and she just hoped she wouldn’t have to wait too long.




Chapter Six
Amanda was first back to the room, followed by Jessica, and then, soon after, Cammy.  They were quiet at first, all of them tired, exhausted after their solo lessons and their punishments and rewards, but eventually they began to chat, to exchange stories about their days, small details about what they had been required to do, what they had been expected to wear, the outfits, the way they had been expected to behave.
They talked about the roles they played and what that might mean for their futures, the lives that lay ahead of them, and for the first time it all seemed suddenly real, beyond just the school.  They really were changing, becoming pretty, sexy, slutty girls, and there was no going back, only forward, becoming… more… and they blushed, giggling, flustered and nervous and excited about what it all meant. 
Amanda was being trained as a sexy, willing, efficient secretary, meant to serve, taking notes and filing and helping relieve stress and tension, while Jessica was becoming a sexy model, a star, a sultry, gothy, alternative slut who wanted to be seen, photographed, filmed, and, maybe more, the thought of performing on stage, in front of people sat watching her excited her, while Cammy was being remade from a star football player into a sexy, blonde, bimbo cheerleader, eager to cheer her team on and reward them after the game.  This was who they were now, who they were going to become, the women they would be when they graduated. 
They talked, briefly, about the punishment and rewards they had received for doing badly or well in their lessons. 
Cammy struggled at times to fully explain what had happened to her, giggling more often now, pausing frequently to try to think of words, her sentences simpler, her voice playful and cheerful, her eyes and smile bright but just slightly vacant.  Both Jessica and Amanda noticed the change, their room-mate just a little more blonde, a little more like a pink, silly bimbo, and they teased her playfully, flirting with her, noticing how she would pout, cute and flirty, bouncing up and down so her tits and ass jiggled, too often moving in a way that flashed her panties or tits.  They could not deny that it suited the new Cammy, the pink flirty cheerleader, and that she certainly seemed happier, more playful.
Jessica told the other girls in simple terms what had been done to her, comparing her pierced nipples to her lips, tongue, explaining that the effect was similar.  After much persuading she even showed them, pulling her top down, gently touching her fat, perky, pierced nipples, gasping at the sudden rush of pleasure, almost cumming, aware that soon she was going to be as obsessed with having her tits played with as she was with having her mouth fucked.  Amanda and Cammy were both curious, and offered to help Jessica experiment with her new enhancements, eager to lick and suck on her nipples, but Jessica resisted, barely, and slipped her tits away, blushing, not quite willing to give into that addictive pleasure just yet.
Finally, Amanda showed her new ass, hips, wider and larger, now, stretching her skirt so that is seemed tiny, barely enough to cover her ass, like a skirt themed belt.  Both girls had noticed her new ass and hips immediately, the way Amanda walked in her heels now utterly brazen and sexy, seductive, so that they could barely take their eyes off her perfect round bubble butt.  Flattered by their compliments Amanda took the chance to show off, standing up in her heels and wiggling her ass, bending over with her butt facing them to flash her smooth, round, juicy backside, her stretched panties.  Her ass still felt warm, hips aching slightly, still growing, but slower now, and it felt so sexy as she wiggled and strutted about, her ass aching, desperate to he touched, spanked, her hole clenching around her slick, massive plug.
The thought of the women they were becoming, being trained to be, made them all blush as they talked, giggling, their hearts racing at the realisation that this was who they were now, three pretty, sexy, slutty school girls.  They knew the changes, the transformations, would only continue until they graduated, making them even sexier, prettier, further corrupting them, and all of them felt a thrill at the thought, their holes clenching around their plugs, caged little cocks aching, twitching.  One day they would leave the school as well trained, eager, slutty girls, sexy slutty women, ready to fulfil their new role in society.
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A knock at the door jolted all three girls from their giggling and chatter, all of them feeling a thrill at being pretty, flirting with each other like playful school girls, and they turned to face the door as it opened, slowly.  Kristi stepped in, looking nervous, almost afraid, her face flush, her hands held down in front.  She looked up at the three room-mates only briefly, eyes settling on Amanda who was stood in the middle of the floor with her skirt half raised to flash her round, pert ass and panties.
Kristi’s eye went wide, glued momentarily to Amanda’s plush ass, and her blush worsened, the pretty, demure schoolgirl turning bright pink, and she faltered, looked quickly down at the floor, as though panicking.  The three room-mates stopped what they were doing and all looked at their classmate.
“What’s wrong Kristi?  Are you okay?”  Amanda asked.
Amanda dropped her skirt and moved towards Kristi, reaching out to touch her upper arm.  Kristi almost jumped at the contact, pulled back away from Amanda as though scalded.
“Sorry… I… I just… I wanted to talk…”  Kristi said.
The three room-mates looked at each other, all obviously worried.  They looked back to the pretty school-girl, slim and petite, her long black hair and dainty features, prettier now, more feminine—Kristi had changed, like all of them, become more womanly, with wider hips now, ass rounder, but with less exaggerated curves than many, her ass and tits subtle, waist tiny, her figure trim and waspish.
“You can like, talk to us it you want!  We’re totally here for you babe.  Like, you can tell us anything, even if it’s super dirty and embarrassing… especially if it’s super dirty!”
Cammy giggled.  Kristi squirmed, clearly uncomfortable, her hands low in front of her skirt as though trying to hide herself, her blush deep crimson.  She fidgeted, clearly struggling with something.
“I… can I… can I talk with just Amanda, alone?”
Kristi glanced at Amanda, her gaze lingering for a moment in her hips, legs, ass, almost hungry, before she bit her bottom lip, whimpering, looking away.
“Sure, you want to go to your room so we can be alone?”  Amanda said.
Kristi nodded, smiling, still flustered.  Amanda looked over her shoulder at her room-mates, shrugging. 
“I’ll be back in a bit.  Try not to have too much fun without me.”  She said.
Cammy giggled.  Jessica laughed, nodding.
“We’ll try, but no promises.  Just… take care of Kristi, okay?”  Jessica said.
“And, like, don’t go having any dirty fun without us!”  Cammy giggled, pouting, jiggling her heavy tits.
Amanda nodded.  She turned to Kristi and gestured to the door. 
“Lead the way.”  She said.
As Kristi moved off through the open door Amanda followed.  The pair walked in silence to Kristi’s room, and Amanda could not help but admire the other girl’s trim girlish figure, the sway of her hips and ass in her small heels and tiny schoolgirl skirt, but there was something… odd, in her walk, as though she was struggling with something.
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“So, what’s wrong.”  Amanda said.
The pair were in Kristi’s room, alone, the door shut.  Kristi stood by the door, still looking timid, worried, struggling with something. 
Amanda smiled at her, moved towards her, reached out to put a hand on her shoulder, a gentle gesture of friendship.  Kristi jumped but did not pull away, was shaking, a small whimper. 
“I… I’m having a… a problem.  The… my punishments, and my rewards… they’ve… given me a problem.”
“Yeah… they’re quite devious aren’t they?  Jessica’s a mess and totally fixated on sucking cock now, and with her nipples pierced she’s definitely going to get addicted to having her tits played with, and Cammy’s becoming a proper bimbo cock slut and… well… you can see what they’re doing to me…”
Amanda laughed, wiggling her hips and ass, twirling so her skirt flared up, flashing her massive bubble butt, her panties, moving effortlessly and gracefully in her high heels.  Kristi stared at Amanda’s ass, her butt, her thighs, hips, and she whimpered, squirming, her hands in front of her, blushing a deep pink, biting her bottom lip.
“They’ve given me this amazing sexy butt and… well… that plug I got as a reward, and some other things, they’ve made me into a total butt slut.  My hole is just so much fun to play with now that I’m becoming a bit of an anal addict and a size queen.”
Amanda giggled.  She hoped that her frank and brazen confessions would encourage Kristi to open up, but the small, pretty, raven haired girl just blushed and looked even more uncomfortable.
“You sound like… like you’re having fun?”  Kristi whispered.
Amanda giggled, nodded.  She was.  It was strange to admit, but she really was having fun.  She was changing, she was a cute, pretty, sexy slutty girl now, and she was happier than she could remember being.
“I am!  I really am… I’m… I guess I’m just embracing the new me.  I mean, I don’t have much of a choice, but it’s more fun to just go with it and enjoy it all.  The old me was boring and unhappy, but now I’m having fun.  I know it sounds weird, embracing being a dirty butt slut, being happy being turned into an anal obsessed school girl, but… it’s fun!  Maybe if you embraced what was happening to you…”
“It’s different with me though!”  Kristi said.
She sounded close to tears.
“You’re all so cute and pretty and girly and sexy!  I just… I wish I was too… but… it’s not like that… I’m… I’m different.”
Amanda frowned.  She looked worried, moved closer to Kristi but Kristi moved away, shy and timid and obviously embarrassed.  Her blush was deep pink and she seemed almost uncomfortable at Amanda’s closeness, her eyes roaming her friends hips and ass and legs almost greedily.
“In what way are you different?”  Amanda asked.
Kristi froze.  She was shaking, struggling to control her emotions, a raging tempest.
“They… they’ve done things to me and I can’t cope any more… it’s just so difficult being around all of you and… I can’t think any more… It’s too hard!”
“What is?”  Amanda asked.
Kristi, trembling, reached down to the hem of her skirt, lifted it.
“This is…”  She said.
Kristi lifted her skirt, showing off her legs, her panties, her cock… her massive, thick, throbbing, beautiful cock.  Amanda’s eyes went wide and she felt a surge of lust at just the sight of it.
“You’re all so pretty, and you’re all caged, but… they’ve done this to me.  They made it bigger and now it’s… it’s always hard and aching and I have to see you everyday looking so sexy and so pretty, watch you playing and flirting and I can’t think properly any more.  I just want to cum so badly!”  Kristi said.
Amanda was staring at Kristi’s stunning, hard, throbbing cock, easily larger than her toy, and thicker, longer, a pair of full, heavy balls.  Kristi was so small and pretty… seeing her with such a perfect cock just made her sexier, the odd juxtaposition, the naughtiness of it.  Amanda bit her bottom lip, struggling to control the fluttering in her belly, her hole clenching on her plug.
“Then… why don’t you?  You could always play with yourself?  You’re not caged like me after all… you could play with it now if you wanted?  I… I don’t mind if you want to play with it now.  You could… I could pose for you if you like?  If it would help?  Or I could…”
Amanda’s voice was shaking.  She smiled as she stared at Kristi’s fat, long, throbbing prick.  She wiggled her hips, shaking her ass, excited by the way Kristi reacted, her cock swelling at the way Amanda moved, teasing her with her sexy body.
Kristi moaned, watching her sexy, slutty, schoolgirl friend, her round ass so fat and plump, wide hips, her tits, her curvy body, her pretty face, those bright green eyes, the bright red hair, her cute freckles.  She reached down and took out her cock, slipping it out of her tiny panties, and began to stroke, unable to control herself, her cock smooth and hard and thick, long, the slit glistening with precum. 
Amanda could not help but lick her lips, her hole aching, clenching around her fat plug, cute little caged dick twitching.  Her tiny little petite classmate, so pretty and feminine, so dainty, had the most perfect, enormous cock, and she wanted it.
“This… this doesn’t help… they… they made it so I just can’t… no matter how I play with myself… I can’t make myself cum.  It… it feels good… really, really good… but I just can’t cum and I’ve been trying.  I’ve been trying and I just can’t and it’s been days since I got to cum and seeing all of you looking so sexy, being so slutty, cumming, playing… you’re all so cute and beautiful and now… with this thing… I just can’t stop thinking about you and wanting to… wanting to… and I try to cum but I can’t and it’s getting so I can’t think properly…”
Amanda stepped forward, glanced up at Kristi’s pretty face, her cute make-up, the beautiful schoolgirl she’d become friends with.  Her belly was fluttering, her hole aching, wet and slippery and hot.  She smiled, looked back down to Kristi’s perfect, fat cock.
“What is it you want to to do us, to me?”  Amanda whispered, teasing.
Kristi moaned, stroking her cock harder, faster, but unable to cum, her body hot, burning up, aching and desperate.  She was whimpering with need and shame and desire.  She blushed, desperate, eyes roaming Amanda’s slutty body, roaming down to her round, fat ass and her wide hips.
“I… I can’t stop thinking about your mouth on my cock and… and fucking you… fucking your sexy ass, your tight hole… I just… I just need to cum!” 
Kristi was almost whining, stroking her long, thick cock.  Amanda smiled, moved close, feeling hot and naughty. 
“Well… since you can’t make yourself cum, how about I volunteer to help relieve you?”
Kristi gasped, unable to speak.  She looked up at her sexy schoolgirl classmate, smiling, desperate to cum, desperate to cum with her big fat cock. She blushed, nodded.
“Please…”  She whined.
Amanda was grinning, aching, her hole wet and slippery and hot, clenching hungrily around her plug.  Amanda could no longer wait, eyes glued to her classmate’s fat, long, throbbing cock.  She was only too happy to oblige.
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“Sit on the edge of the bed.”  Amanda said.
Her voice was almost shaking, hands trembling.  Was she really going to… this was no lesson, this was of her own volition, her own free will, and with the pretty schoolgirl she’d become friends with, her sexy classmate.  Could she really?
Kristi stepped back, obeying, willing to do anything Amanda said to be able to cum.  She sat on the edge of the bed, looking up at the pretty redhead, still stroking her cock, whining, thrusting her hips.  Amanda’s gaze was glued to Kristi’s cock, eyeing it greedily, licking her lips, her hole wet and aching.  She smiled, certain that there no way she could resist such a perfect cock now, not when it was so hard, aching for her, her friend so desperate.  She wanted it, needed it, needed to feel it, and she would be helping to relieve her friend’s suffering too.
“Now, slip your panties off too…”  Amanda said.
Kristi did as she was told, too desperate to resist.  She would do anything, anything at all, to be able to cum.  She was desperate for Amanda to make her cum.
As Kristi slipped her panties off, slipping them down her smooth, long, delicate legs, Amanda did the same, wiggling her wide hips and massive ass as she pulled her panties off, dropping them to the floor, stepping out of them, strutting in her high heels over to Kristi.  She walked with a deliberate sway, wiggling, smiling as she watched Kristi’s massive cock throb, reacting to just the sight of her.  Her friend thought she was sexy, hot, and she was aching for her touch, aching to cum, aching for Amanda to make her thick, long cock cum.
“Now, just let me take care of you, but… no cumming until I say.  Deal?”
Kristi nodded, no hesitation.  She was breathing hard, watching Amanda’s wiggling with eyes glazed by lust and need.  She stroked her cock, the head glistening now with precum, hard, aching, desperate to cum. 
Amanda stepped close to Kristi, looked down at the pretty, raven haired beauty, her dark eyes and subtle make-up, her delicate complexion, her fine features and lithe, sexy body, her thick, fat, long, throbbing prick.  She looked so… hot!
Amanda smiled, her cute little caged cock already drooling precum as it twitched in the cage, so worthless and useless, her hole clenching on her massive plug, slick and wet and tight, aching to be filled, and she nudged Kristi’s legs apart with her knees, stepped forward to stand between her legs, then knelt down to rest between her thighs, head level with the schoolgirl’s perfect, fat dick.  She looked up into Kristi’s dazzling eyes, a smile full of mischief and lust.
“Let go now… it’s my turn to play with that beautiful cock of yours.”  Amanda whispered.
Amanda pushed Kristi’s hands away from her cock, her thick prick swaying slightly, then reached out with both hands to grasp it.  Kristi moaned loudly at the contact, a quiet, hush, breathy gasp of pleasure. 
Amanda grinned, watching her friend’s face, the mask of pleasure, eyes half closed, her hips thrusting softly into Amanda’s grip.  Amanda lowered her gaze to Kristi’s cock, then began to stroke, both hands moving slowly, teasing, mesmerized by the throbbing, thick, long cock.
The skin was so soft, with a strangely erotic musk, a scent that was feminine but also raw and… enticing.  Kristi’s cock was throbbing and hard, pulsing in Amanda’s soft hands, so thick and long that she could not easily contain it even using both hands.
Licking her lips, salivating, Amanda leaned forward and opened her mouth.  Her tongue extended and she lapped at the wet slit of Kristi’s cock, a quiet gasp of pleasure.  Before Amanda could react Kristi thrust, pushing her cock up and into Amanda’s mouth.  Amanda’s lips wrapped around the warm girthiness without thinking and she began to suck, delighting in the soft flesh, the throbbing hardness, the heat and pulse of it.
“Oh god… that… that feels so good… I never… I never knew…”
Kristi was almost muttering, delirious with need and pleasure.  Her hands moved to the back of Amanda’s head, fingers tangling with her hair, and she thrust into her classmate’s tight, wet, hot mouth, thrusting deep.
Amanda sucked hard, lips wrapped tight, relishing the sensation of having her mouth fucked by her friend, the pretty schoolgirl, the massive cock stretching her mouth wide.  Amanda sucked hard, willingly, tongue lapping, the heat and thickness and feel of the cock a special bliss.  She bobbed her head up and down, sucking, cock wet with spit, and worked her hands in time, delighting in Kristi’s moans of pleasure, her obvious delight and lust, the pleasure she was providing her pretty, sexy friend.
Kristi thrust her hips, and her cock slipped deep, pressing at the back of of Amanda’s throat, a small resistance, then Amanda’s throat opened, stretching.  Amanda suppressed the urge to gag and pressed forward, took Kristi’s cock deep, swallowing it, throat squeezing, milking.
“Oh gods… yes!  Fuck… that’s so good… please… don’t stop… don’t stop… that feels too good.”
Amanda moaned in delight at her friend’s reaction, the pleasure of sucking cock, the sound muffled, but she wanted more, needed more.  Maybe if she’d had Jessica’s piercings, or Cammy’s lips, but her enhancements were different, and her cravings were for something more.  She wanted to fuck that perfect cock, feel it stretch her tight, slippery ass, ride it and feel it fill her with cum.
Amanda reached back with one hand to her ass, her fingers slipping along her crack, then gripped the head of her plug.  She pulled, gently, firmly, easing it out.  She continued to suck, deep, hard, lips stretched wide, wrapped tight around Kristi’s thick prick, and her hole stretched.  Her body shook from the multiple sensations, and her hole opened. 
Amanda moaned as the plug slipped out and then dropped it onto her floor, her ass empty now, gaping, desperate to be filled.  Kristi thrust her cock deep, throbbing, hard, and Amanda pulled her head back, let the cock pop free from her lips. 
Kristi whined at the loss of Amanda’s wet, tight, hot mouth, looked at her with pleading eyes.
“Please…”  Kristi whined.
Amanda looked up at her and smiled, grinning, giggling.
“Was that your first time getting a blowjob?”
Kristi blushed, nodded.  Amanda smiled.
“Mmm… that makes me feel quite special.  I hope you enjoyed it, because I did, but you don’t need to worry, because I’ve got something even better in mind, another first.  But remember, no cumming until I say, because I want to enjoy myself too.”
Amanda rose, slowly, up to her feet, lifted her skirt to flash her caged cock, her slick, inviting entrance.  She wiggled her hips and ass, giggling, blushing, eager to ride Kristi’s cock, to be fucked in her tight, slippery ass, to claim her pretty, sexy friend’s virginity.
Amanda nudged Kristi’s legs together, knees touching, then stepped forward, her legs on either side of Kristi’s.  She looked down at her beautiful friend, her perfect cock, and grinned.
“Now, how about I ride that magnificent cock of yours and we both enjoy ourselves?”
Kristi could only nod, so desperate to cum that she would have done anything Amanda asked of her.
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Amanda shifted, lowering herself down, watching Kristi’s pretty face.  She reached down between her spread legs and grasped her classmate’s fat cock and aimed it towards her crack, her hole, and sank lower.  The head of Kristi’s cock pressed at her entrance, teasing her open, and both girls moaned in delight, blushing at they stared into each others eyes.
“Please…”  Kristi whispered.
Amanda smiled.  She was desperate for it too, desperate to be filled, fucked by a real flesh and blood cock for the first time, to take Kristi’s virginity, but she stopped, holding Kristi’s cock just against her ass, the tip just barely inside her tight, slick hole.
Kristi thrust, desperate to bury her cock in Amanda’s ass, but Amanda shifted, enjoying teasing her friend too much, watching her pretty face, a mask of lust and need.  Amanda wiggled her hips, grinning, giggling.
“You want me to fuck you?  You want me to ride your fat, beautiful cock and make you cum with my tight asshole?  You want to bury your cock in my sexy, fat ass?”  Amanda asked.
She felt free, liberated, a brazen slut seducing and pleasuring her desperate, beautiful friend.  It felt so good, so carefree and joyous, and she could not remember being this happy.
Kristi nodded, smiling.  She moved her hands up to Amanda’s hips, gripping her, hands roaming across her smooth, soft flesh, round to her bubble butt, squeezing, griping, and Amanda shuddered with bliss.  She could not wait any longer.
In one, smooth, easy motion, she sank down.  Kristi’s cock pressed at her entrance, stretching her wide, popped past her outer ring and slipped into her slick, willing asshole, filling her, and the pair moaned together in pleasure.
Amanda shook, her legs shivering, her heels balanced on the floor, and she sat her full weight down on Kristi’s fat, long, throbbing cock.  She was so full and it felt amazing, a rush of sensations that left her breathless, heart racing.  Kristi, squeezing Amanda’s round, plump ass, moaned, looked up at her friend, the beautiful redhead.  Her cock was inside her, buried in the pretty girls ass, and it felt better than she could have ever imagined, tight and hot and slippery, squeezing on her fat prick as though trying to milk it.  She was so close, so eager to cumming, but she held back, obeying Amanda’s command.
Amanda’s caught her breath, her hole stretching around Kristi’s’ magnificent cock, and she shuddered, overcome by the sensation, her ass finally full of a real cock, the cock of her cute, petite, pretty, sexy, slutty classmate.  She looked down, looked into Kristi’s face as she looked up at her and then Amanda leaned forward and her lips met Kristi’s and the pair kissed, the embrace passionate, intense, and they both whimpered as Amanda began to move her hips.
The two schoolgirls kissed, hard, urgent, and Amanda began to shift her round, pert ass up and down, her hole tight, stretched around Kristi’s thick cock.  She slipped up until only the head was barely inside, tugging at her entrance, then slipping down, burying the entire length inside her slick, tight, hot hole.
Kristi began to thrust back, matching Amanda’s pace.  The pair moved slowly at first, speeding up slowly, their bodies close, Amanda’s arms around Kristi’s neck as they kissed, Kristi’s hands roaming over Amanda’s plump ass, squeezing, gripping, fucking her.
Amanda’s heart was racing, breathing hard, kissing her pretty friend, riding her fat cock, head spinning, overcome with the pleasure, the many sensations, the bliss.  She was a slutty schoolgirl, an anal obsessed butt slut, and she was happy.  She rode up and down, unable to control her body, hips and legs moving of their own volition to feel more of Kristi’s cock slipping in and out, her entrance stretched, hole filled, fucked, the head caressing her inner walls, a bright fluttering in her belly, her caged cock aching, drooling precum.
Kristi thrust deep, the pleasure of Amanda’s hole stretched tight around her cock, her length buried in the warm slickness, slipping in and out as her sexy friend rode her cock, riding her, her hips grinding, hole squeezing, fluttering, milking her cock.  It was all too much and her cock throbbed, hard, as she struggled to hold back the need to cum.
Kristi pulled back away from the kiss, breathing hard, looked into Amanda’s bright green eyes, the pair blushing, panting, Amanda riding up and down, grinding her hips.  She sank down onto Kristi’s massive cock, taking the entire thick length inside her ass and she wiggled, delighting in the sensations of being full, fucked, and Kristi gripped Amanda’s fat ass, squeezing hard, her plump cheeks so smooth and soft, her wide hips grinding down.
“Fuck… I’m close… I can’t… I can’t hold on much longer… I’m… I’m going to cum…”  Kristi whimpered.
Amanda smiled.  She clenched her hole around Kristi’s cock, milking, and worked her hips, holding the entire length inside her ass, delighting in how good it felt to be full, fucked.
It felt amazing, her ass and hips plump and wide, her hole slippery, stretched, filled.  She was made to be a butt slut now, a nasty anal queen desperate to be fucked and filled and she could not stop smiling, overcome with pleasure.
She looked down at Kristi as she worked her hips, clenching her hole, her caged cock aching, belly fizzing with bright joy.  She smiled.
“You want to cum in my ass?  You want me to make you cum, milk your fat cock with my tight hole?”
Kristi could only nod.  Amanda grinned.
“Then cum… fuck me hard and cum inside me.  Fuck me like a nasty anal slut and fill my ass with your cum.”
Kristi did not hesitate to obey.  She thrust, hard, deep, gripped Amanda’s round ass and began to fuck her, hard.  Amanda moaned, loudly, and fucked back, working her hips, riding up and down, delighting in how Kristi’s cock slipped in and out of her ass, stretching her, fucking her, throbbing, swelling.  She was close too and just a little more…
Kristi thrust, deep, hard, her cock swelling, massive, filling Amanda’s tight, slippery hole, stretching her wide.  Amanda’s legs collapsed and she sank down onto Kristi’s perfect cock, grinding her hips, her caged cock aching, twitching, and she felt Kristi fucking deep, squeezing her ass and then… Amanda came, hard, cumming as Kristi came, cumming inside her ass, filling her with hot, thick, sticky cum, breeding her, fucking her, and Amanda’s whole body shook, jolts of bliss as her caged cock drooled a thin trickle of cum.
Both girls moaned and looked at each other, kissing again as they came, bodies close, breathing hard, Amanda grinding her hips, squeezing Kristi’s cock with her tight hole, Kristi thrusting up, squeezing Amanda’s round, sexy ass, pumping her ass full of cum.
As their shared climax subsided they both pulled back, looked at each other, and giggled, blushing.
“That was…”  Kristi whispered.
“Amazing?”
Kristi nodded, smiling, her cock still buried in her friend, softening slowly.  Her heart was beating hard and she felt as though she were floating on a cloud of pure delight.
“That was amazing.”  Kristi said.
Amanda grinned, blushing.  Her head was spinning, her hole clenching around Kristi’s slowly softening prick, ass full of hot cum.
“That was amazing for me too.  Like… wow!” 
Amanda giggled.  Kristi just beamed, rendered drunk and dumb by her climax.
“You know, since you’re going to keep having this problem, now you can’t make yourself cum… I’d… I’d be happy to help out again, if you wanted.”  Amanda said.
Kristi smiled, nodded.
“I’d really like that.  I mean, classes are bad enough with all the types of play and training we have to do, but seeing the other girls and… and seeing you everyday looking so sexy… I’m not sure I’d be able to cope.”
Amanda giggled, one last wiggle of her hips to savour the feel of Kristi’s cock inside her.
“In that case… how about I come by your room again tomorrow night.  Maybe then you can bend me over and fuck me from behind.”
Kristi’s eyes went wide.  She smiled, nodding, obviously delighted by the thought.  Amanda blushed pink, bit her bottom lip nervously.
“And… well… if you wanted… maybe you could spank me while you fuck me… treat me a little rough.”
Kristi giggled.
“I think I can definitely manage that.  After all, you’ve got a perfect ass for spanking now.”  She said.
The pair laughed, giggling, happy and content in each other’s company.  They stared at each other, grinning, basking in each other’s embrace, two sexy, slutty, eager schoolgirls who were more than friends, eager for tomorrow and all the new adventures it would bring.
TO BE CONTINUED…




A Thank You From Keary


Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx
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Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.
To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.
Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran’s training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?
Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…




Blackmailed: Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.
It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!
Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.
As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?




The Toy Maker’s Sissy Doll
Finn is an orphan.  Growing up on the tough streets as a smaller than average boy he developed quick wits and even quicker reflexes—natural assets to a thief.  When Finn is tasked with obtaining the secrets of a reclusive master toy maker, with the promise of a large pay-out if he is successful, he thinks he has finally hit the big time.
The job is not as easy as Finn first assumed, and when he encounters Kae, a mysterious, beautiful, powerful woman in the toy maker’s workshop, he realises he is in trouble.  Kae captures Finn with magic, and together Kae and the toy maker make Finn an offer, help them make a rather unique doll, with the promise of being released should they wish to be once the task is done, or be handed over to the city guard.
Finn jumps at the offer, agreeing to help create the toy maker’s special doll, but soon the truth becomes clear.  When Kae fits Finn with a magic ribbon collar Finn realises that he is to become the doll, pretty and girly and beautiful…
Finn’s mind and body are altered, and they are shown the joy of submitting, of being played with. Dressed in pretty clothes, displayed like a toy, trained for their Master’s pleasure, they discover the pleasure of being a sissy dolly, a sexy plaything, and soon enough they’re faced with a choice, stay and remain a doll, or return to their old life—though after all they’ve been through it seems like no choice at all…




About the Author


Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.
Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.
Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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