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FEMBOY REFORM SCHOOL
Part Five


Part Five of the Femboy Reform School series is finally here! A brand new feminization, fem-dom, transformation themed erotic novella by Keary Hayes!
The girls at the Femboy Reform School are quickly learning how to be obedient, pretty, sexy sluts, submitting to their transformations, remade from shy, timid boys, changing to become the brazen, cute, flirty schoolgirls they always secretly dreamed of being.  With their new, improved bodies, so feminine, sexy, wanton, they have learned the pleasures of being a good girl, have learned just what kind of future the school is training them for.
However, there is still so much to learn…
Rejoin Cammy, Amanda, Jessica, Kristi and the other girls as they are given a crash course on kink and fetish and the sorts of deviant, joyous, wonderful experiences that await them once they graduate.  Paired up and sent off to learn in specially devised lessons suited to each girl’s personality and special gifts, the girls soon learn there is much, much more they need to master if they want to become the kind of woman the Femboy Reform School is famous for producing.
With even more training, more sexy outfits, more fun games, more punishments and rewards, even the most wilful girl can’t resist… so give in to the pleasure, embrace your inner slut, experience more adventures.  There is no escape from the Femboy Reform School—the only way out is to 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, and embrace the sexy, kinky woman you were always meant to become…




Chapter One
Amanda stood in front of the mirror, dressed in her newly modified uniform, ready for the day, looking cute, pretty, sexy.  Beside her stood Cammy and Jessica, all three girls dressed in their new uniforms, Amanda in her red pleated skirt, Jessica in her black, Cammy in her pink, and all of them were grinning.
“Seems weird to think that not that long ago we were even complaining about wearing even our old, boring uniforms.”  Amanda said.
Jessica laughed, nodding, Cammy giggled, squirming as she watched her reflection in the mirror, her eyes wide and glazed.  All three girls looked stunning.
“And hard to think we all looked so…”
“Boring!”  Cammy said.  “We all looked sooooo boring, like, it seems so long ago, but we definitely look much better now, don’t you think girls?”
Cammy giggled again, unable to tear her gaze away from the mirror.  Jessica and Amanda both smiled at each other.  They were still getting used to the new, more giggly, flirty, playful version of Cammy.  She was still the same, at her core, but had become ditzier, more of an airhead, pinker, more of a bimbo.
Amanda and Jessica both nodded.  They agreed with Cammy whole heartedly.  It all seemed so long ago now, and they had been so different when they first arrived at the Femboy Reform School, just three cute boys not knowing what was going to happen to them, three lost boys who didn’t know what they were meant to be, who had lost their way, who didn’t understand that they were meant to be three sexy, slutty, brazen schoolgirls.
“Well, we’re definitely not boring now.”  Amanda said, laughing.
All three girls nodded, grinning.  They were anything but boring now.  Where once they had been ordinary, slightly pretty boys, lost and confused, they were now all sexy, beautiful young women—a blonde bimbo, a raven haired gothic princess, and a stunning red-headed preppy with cute freckles.  All of them were curvy, with full hips and round asses, heavy chests with alluring cleavages, though they were not identical. 
Cammy’s curves were by far the most eye catching, her tits the largest, heaviest, perky and bouncy, with wide hips, long legs, a toned body, a luscious ass, and full, plump, pouty cock sucking pink lips.  Amanda was the prettiest, with the most enticing hips and ass, her calves and ankles modified so that she was only really comfortable in extremely high heels, her walk a seductive sway and wiggle, showing off her perfect ass, her hole stretched around her massive plug, wet and aching, the perfect fuck hole waiting to be filled.  Jessica was last, but not least, the dark haired beauty full figured, with the widest hips and the plumpest ass and legs, her waist trim, with tits that almost rivalled Cammy’s, though it was her piercings, her lips and tongue that caught attention,  lips painted black, her large, pierced nipples straining the cloth of her blouse, a black leather collar locked around her neck.
All of them had changed, as had the other girls in their class, transformed from ordinary, plain, pretty boys into the perfect sexy, slutty, naughty schoolgirls, trained to become sexy, beautiful woman with exciting lives ahead of them.  They had all been reluctant at first, some, like Jessica, more than others, but the punishments and rewards had trained them, corrupted them, and now, all of them, without exception, were delighted by the girls they had become, the women they were becoming.  The changes though had meant that their old uniforms had become inadequate, unable to contain their new curves and not designed to flaunt their new bodies. 
Their new uniforms though were… perfect.
The pleated school skirts were shorter, perfectly fitted to each girl’s new hips and ass, low cut around the waist and tiny, showing off their bellies, their waists, hips, legs, and as each girl moved, wiggling their butts and hips, bending, sitting, their tiny panties flashed, a glimpse of their tiny little cute bulges, their caged, worthless, useless cocks.  Their blouses were also smaller, and short, with only three buttons up the front, the cloth thin so that their bras and tits, even their nipples, could be seen through the fabric, the collars dipping low to expose lots of skin and cleavage.  Even their underwear had changed, their panties and bras no longer simple and white, but skimpy now, with colours to match their skirts, Cammy in pink, Amanda in red, Jessica in black, the bras and panties more like sexy lingerie than simple underwear, and their socks had been replaced with stockings, long white sheer hold-ups, the silky white fabric clinging to their legs, running all the way up to their upper thighs, which together with their heels made their legs seem longer, full and sexy, leading the eye up to their pert, round, sexy asses.
They looked like the schoolgirls from a teenaged boy’s fantasy, or from a fetish porn film, but each girl had been excited, almost giddy, when they had seen their new, more brazen clothes, and had been eager to try them on, to show their new uniforms off, show off their new bodies, their curves, asses, tits, legs.
“I wonder what the other girls will look like.”  Jessica said.
“I can’t wait to see.  I bet Kristi looks amazing.”  Amanda said.
Cammy and Jessica both looked at each other and giggled.  Amanda blushed, biting her bottom lip.
“What?”  She said, looking flustered.
Jessica and Cammy smiled at their friend, still wearing their knowing grins.
“Just… you saying that… Cammy and I have noticed you two have been spending a lot of time together.  You’ve been hanging out in her room alone every night and when you’re together well… it’s just sweet.”
“You two make, like, the most totally sweet couple!”  Cammy said, giggling.
Amanda opened her mouth to object but stalled, then laughed, blushing pink.  What her room-mates were saying wasn’t necessarily untrue.  She had been spending a lot of time with Kristi, and the two girls had become very close after Kristi had finally worked up the courage to show Amanda just what the Femboy Reform School had done to her.
Amanda had come to really appreciate Kristi’s company, and they struggled at times to keep their hands off each other even in public, giggling and flirting often, but it was when they were alone that things really heated up, since their enhancements, the transformations they had undergone, were just so compatible.  Amanda’s mind drifted to last night, the way they had both enjoyed each other, Amanda helping Kristi, Kristi pleasuring Amanda, both girls cumming together,  Amanda on all fours with Kristi behind her, fucking her with her that perfect, thick, massive cock she had.  Just thinking about that beautiful prick attached to the small, pretty schoolgirl made Amanda squirm, and she giggled.
“Yeah, I guess you’re right…”  She whispered.
“You still not going to tell us what kind of perverted debauchery you two get up to?”  Jessica asked.
“Go on, tell us, I want to know all the super dirty, sexy stuff you two sluts do to each other.”  Cammy said, giggling.
Amanda shook her head, laughing.
“Nope.  It not my secret to tell.  Maybe one day, if you’re lucky, Kristi will show you, but until then, I guess I’m the only lucky girl who gets to know.”
“Bah!  You are so not fun!  And after I played with you the other night and let you play with my titties!”  Cammy moaned, pouting.
Jessica and Amanda both laughed, shaking their heads.
“That’s not really fair now Cammy is it.  I mean, you did run out of the shower naked and jump on her, demanding she play with you because you were ‘super horny’.”
“I was super horny!  But it was still… it was still nice of me, like, who doesn’t want to play with me!”  Cammy said, smiling, blushing.  “In fact, if you want, you can both play with me now?  I mean, you don’t even need to tell me whatever it was, we can all just have some fun in our new sexy uniforms.  Just seeing you both has made me like sooooo horny.”
“As much fun as that sounds Cammy we have lessons, remember.  But if you want to stay behind and be late so you get punished, feel free.  I think me and Jessica would be more than interested to see what punishment you got.”  Amanda said.
“Oh yeah.  Guess I just got distracted.”  Cammy said.
“Well, if we don’t hurry all three of us will be late.”  Jessica said.  “And I don’ t know about you three but I’d really rather not get another punishment over something so small.  Who knows what else they’d do to me.”
Amanda and Cammy understood.  Jessica knew more than most the cost of being reluctant, her collar a stark reminder, the cute tattoo just above her skirt, a pretty tattoo above her crotch with the words CUMSLUT inked on her skin, and the implanted obsession with cum to go with it, her pierced lips and tongue that made her crave having her mouth fucked, and though Jessica had learnt to love her new found oral fixation and her delight and addiction to cum, she did not want another punishment.  Amanda and Cammy, both punished in their own ways, with Cammy’s tiny, shrunken cock locked in its miniscule pink cage,  and Amanda’s feet and legs modified so she could only wear heels, felt the same way.
Reluctantly all three girls looked away from the mirror and, gathering their few items for class, headed out the room to make their way to breakfast, and the thick, creamy, delicious milkshakes they they now craved almost constantly, the delicious drinking only helping them to become prettier girls.  Ahead of them, behind them, the other girls were also leaving their rooms, their uniforms also changed, showing off their sexy, pretty bodies, and all of them were giggling, looking excited for the day’s new lessons and the exciting things that lay in store for them.
 

“Hey!  How… how are you this morning?”  Kristi asked as she caught up with Amanda on their way to lessons.
Amanda glanced at her room-mates, blushing at the way they winked and smiled at her, then turned her attention to her pretty friend with benefits.
“I’m good.” 
“You’re not… not too sore are you?  I’m sorry if I was too rough but it just felt so good!”  Kristi whispered.
Though her voice was kept low Cammy and Jessica both over heard and giggled, causing both Amanda and Kristi to blush and huddle together.  It was an open secret that the two had been spending every night together after lessons, though quite what they got up to no one knew.
The girls reached their class door and formed an orderly line to enter and take their seats.  Amanda moved close to Kristi, pressing her body against her.
“A bit sore.”  Amanda said.  “But, like, in a really good way.  I liked it, a lot, and I’d be more than happy if you got a little rough with me again tonight.”
Kristi blushed, giggling.
“Well, keep teasing me and flirting with me the way you’ve been doing the last few days and I won’t be able to stop myself.  You know what my problem is and yet you keep turning me on, deliberately!  It’s like you’re trying to make me explode.”
Amanda bit her bottom lip, bashful and flirtatious, fluttering her eyelashes. 
“I am trying to make you explode.”  She whispered.  “Inside me.”
Kristi’s expression looked shocked and flustered and pained all at once, biting her lip hard and she whimpered.
“God you are such a tease… keep going like this and I might not be able to wait until tonight to… well, you know.”
“Bend me over and spank me, like last night?”  Amanda said, teasing.
Jessica and Cammy both giggled as they overheard. 
“Like I said, you two are totally cute together.  You should let us watch, or even better join in.”  Cammy said.
Jessica and Cammy made their way to their seats at the front of the class.  Amanda turned to Kristi and paused. 
“You know, having an audience might be fun.”  Amanda said.
Kristi blushed deep pink.  She bit her bottom lip, nodded, slowly.
“Yeah, maybe, but… give me time.  I’m still a bit unsure of, well, you know…”
Amanda leaned in close, her lips almost brushing Kristi’s ear.
“Your big, fat, beautiful cock?”  Amanda whispered, voice almost a purr.  “You shouldn’t be.  It’s perfect, but you know I’ll keep your secret until you’re ready.”
Kristi blushed, smiled.
“Thanks.”
Amanda smiled back, then made her way to sit beside her room-mates, while Kristi took up a seat just behind her friend, her knees pressed close to hide the fat cock she had hidden in her panties, aware that all the other girls were caged, unwilling to declare her rather unique situation and transformation just yet.  The room was a chaos of chatter and giggles, girls complimenting each other in their new uniforms, but fell silent when the door opened.
Ms Lewis stepped in, dressed in a slim fitting black skirt, beautiful and domineering, and the girls all sat up, straight backs, heads high, breasts forward, just as they had been taught, ready for their morning inspection by their sexy teacher.  Ms Lewis stopped at the front of the room, looked out over her charges, and smiled.  The girls sat still, waiting, looking up at their teacher with wide eyes, eager for praise and to learn what fun, naughty lessons they had today.
“Morning girls.”  Ms Lewis said.
There was a chorus of ‘Morning Ms Lewis’ as the girls replied almost as one.  Ms Lewis nodded, the corners of her mouth twitching as her students performed to her satisfaction.
“Well, I’m pleased to see you’re all turned out neatly in your new uniforms.  I must say, they definitely suit the new bodies you’ve all developed.  As sweet as you looked in your old uniforms, such cute girls, they were getting to be a little… tight.  Young, sexy, pretty women like you need clothes that fit properly and that show off your hot bodies, flash the flesh as they say.  Don’t you agree?”
The class all murmured their agreement, nodding their heads, beaming at Ms Lewis’ praise.  They all squirmed, blushing, shifting in their seat to flash their legs, tits, parting their thighs to flash their panties, and Ms Lewis noticed, grinning, delighting in how her girls were changing—gone were the old, timid, shy boys she had had in her class on that first day, uncomfortable in their girly clothes, and in their place were curvy, buxom, pretty sluts, eager to show off their hot bodies, to be touched, to pleasure others and be pleasured.
“Now, I’ve looked over the reports from your individual tutors.  It seems you are all, without exception, coming along fabulously in your vocational studies.  And Cammy, you seem to have earned particularly high praise.”
Cammy giggled, blushing, bouncing up and down in her seat so that her tits jiggled, clearly delighted.  The vocational classes were unique for each girl, tailored to their skill set, their personality, and the kind of employment they would be best suited for after graduation.  They were being trained to serve in all manner of positions, as slutty secretaries, pretty maids, deviant nurses, extroverted fetish models, outrageous dancers, and, in Cammy’s case, slutty bimbo cheerleaders.
“So, as a special treat, to reward you all for your hard work and for coming so far so quickly, for really embracing your new, pretty, sexy, feminine bodies and personalities, and applying yourselves fully to your studies, I was thinking a rather special lesson was in order today, to show you just how good girls get treated.”
There was a shift in the atmosphere as the girls all looked at each other, wide smiles, suddenly excited, a nervous, eager tension, giggling, wide eyes.  Ms Lewis stood silent for a moment, letting their excitement build.
“But… these lessons are still very important, and are to be taken seriously.  Understand?”
The class nodded, replied with a chorus of ‘yes Ms Lewis’.  Ms Lewis smiled, pleased with her class of eager, pretty, sexy schoolgirl sluts.
“Once you graduate, you will all be working for some very rich, powerful, successful men and women.  People like these have busy schedules, and deal with a lot of stress, so often have rather… unique ways of unwinding.  The kind of people who will be employing you will often have some very interesting sexual proclivities.  You are expected to learn how to entertain, embrace, and even enjoy a wide range of fetishes and kinks, many that might be considered rather extreme by most people.  That is the subject of today’s lesson.”
The girls were all silent, the atmosphere shifting.  Some, including Kristi, seemed almost nervous, while others, like Cammy, seemed eager, excited to discover some new, fun, deviant sexual activity they could enjoy. 
“The lesson’s structure is simple.  You will be paired up, and sent to a room together, where you will have an instructor lead you through your lesson.  You will do as they tell you, and they will ensure you are kept safe, and that you learn to enjoy yourselves and embrace the darker side of your sexualities.  Is that clear?”
There was a pause, then another round of ‘yes Ms’ as the girls replied almost as one.  Ms Lewis smiled, nodding, looking over the class. 
“Excellent.  So, for your pairs.  I think first we should have Amanda and Kristi.  Don’t think I don’t know about how much time you’ve been spending together, alone.  I have something rather special in mind for you two.
Amanda and Kristi blushed, Kristi fidgeting, her knees pressed together, biting her bottom lip.  Amanda squirmed already excited to spend more time alone with her friend and her beautiful cock.
“Next, I suppose Cammy and Jessica, a lovely pairing, one all dark and edgy, the other all blonde and sweet.  I think I know just what to do with you.”  Ms Lewis said.
Cammy beamed, clapping her hands gently, bouncing, her big tits jiggling.  Jessica turned to her room-mate and grinned, winking, looking forward to her lesson already, wondering what the lesson would entail, her mind wandering as Ms Lewis paired up the other girls.
Amanda turned to look back over her shoulder and looked at Kristi.  Kristi smiled, nervous, and Amanda couldn’t wait to get started with today’s lesson.




Chapter Two
Kristi and Amanda stepped into the room and the door swung closed behind them.  The room was large and sparsely furnished, with a desk on the far side with a large bag on top, a bench against one wall, and a large wooden cross attached to the other wall, the corners fitted with ominous looking straps.
The girls paused, and stared across at the only other occupant of the room—a tall, slim woman dressed in a tight black latex skirt, a black latex corset and bodice, thigh length latex boots, and long latex opera gloves.  She smiled at the two girls, her eyes deep blue, glimmering behind black rimmed glasses, lips painted dark crimson, her short black hair slicked back, loose curls.
“Kneel.”  The woman said.
There was a moment of hesitation, and the woman’s smile fell. 
“Now!”
The single word was a command, stern and forceful, and Amanda and Kristi both fell to their knees, kneeling as instructed.  The woman’s smile lifted, but only slightly.
“That kind of hesitation is unacceptable, but, since you are new, I am willing to be lenient.  Understood?”
Both girls nodded, a quiet whispered ‘yes Ms’.  The woman stared at the them, silent for a moment.
“I am not Ms.  You are to address me as Mistress Kantra, or simply Mistress.  Is that clear?”
The girls nodded again, a quiet whisper of ‘yes Mistress’.  Mistress Kantra looked pleased.
“Now, you are Amanda and Kristi, yes?”
Again the girls nodded.
“Excellent.  I have heard so much about you, both of you.  I know you have grown quite… close, which bodes well for the plans I have in mind.  Kristi in particular I have been looking forward to meeting.  In fact I requested that I be in charge of your training specifically.”
Kristi looked up, eyes wide, blushing, smiling.
“Don’t be so surprised girl.  I know at the moment you are struggling with the gift you’ve been given, but soon enough I’m sure you will come to relish it, as others, like Amanda here, relish it.”
Both girls turned deep pink, squirming.  Kristi looked shocked, embarrassed, but also flattered, pressing her thighs together.
“Now, I suppose you’re all interested in what today’s lesson will entail?”
Both girls nodded.  Mistress Kantra grinned.
“Simply put, today’s lesson is on power.  How to take power, how to surrender power, how to wield power, and how to submit to power.  I’m sure you are both familiar enough with terms like Dominance and submission, well, that is what you will be studying.  In this room, during this lesson, there is a simple hierarchy.  I am at the top, undisputed, and my word is law.  At the bottom is Amanda, who will obey any and all commands given to her without hesitation.  In the middle, obeying me, but commanding Amanda, is Kristi.”
The two girls froze, nervous, anxious.  They turned from Mistress Kantra to look at each other, eyes wide.  Kristi looked almost pale, the idea of being made to command her friend like a slave, demanding she do as she wanted, making her heart race and her belly flutter, her cock already stiffening.  Amanda bit her bottom lip, the idea of being forced to obey both Mistress Kantra and Kristi, pleasuring and serving them both, making her squirm, her hole clenching on her massive plug, her caged cock aching.
“I take it from your reactions you’re both excited and nervous.  Good, that’s just the reaction I was hoping for.  I do not expect this to be easy for you, to start, but I’m confident that if you both work hard you’ll soon find that you enjoy everything I have to show you today.  Now, do you think you can follow my hierarchy?”  Mistress Kantra asked.
The girls turned back to face her.  Amanda and Kristi both took a moment, a deep breath, then nodded, replying with a quiet ‘yes Mistress’.  Mistress Kantra grinned.
“Wonderful.  Now, how about we get started then.  I want you both to crawl over to kneel at my feet, so I can ensure you are properly attired.”
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The girls obeyed, crawling across the floor on their hands and knees.  As they crawled their skirts, already too short, lifted to flash their asses, their panties, their stocking clad plump thighs, their tits swaying beneath them.  Amanda’s cock strained in her cage, useless and locked away, while Kristi’s strained at the fabric of her panties, swelling as she became excited at the thought of obeying Mistress Kantra, of making Amanda submit to her.
The two pretty girls stopped at Mistress Kantra’s feet and knelt, looked up at her.  She smiled down at them and turned to rummage in the bag behind her, withdrew two pink leather collars, padlocks fitted to the back, and leashes, long silver chains with pink leather loops to grip.  Both girls froze, their bellies fluttering, cheeks pink and flush, both of them grinning.
“You want me to collar you, make you my slaves for this lesson, my pretty toys, my pets?” Both girls took a deep breath.  Almost as one they answered with a breathy, quiet, ‘yes Mistress, please’, both of them eager, though nervous.
Mistress Kantra smiled, leaned down, and fitted each girl with her collar and leash, the pink leather cool against their skin, sending a shudder of delight down their spines.  As she closed the padlocks there was a sharp click, emphasising their submission to her.  Once satisfied she stood back up, straight, and tugged on the leashes, hard, to test them—both girls gasped in surprised, pulled forward, a bolt of bright pleasure at the realisation of the power they had handed over to Mistress Kantra, the power she held over them.
“Good, now, how about we test our hierarchy.  Kristi, stand, Amanda, you stay on your knees where you belong.”
Kristi rose, slowly, to her feet.  Amanda, kneeling, blushed, realising now that she had submitted not only to Mistress Kantra, but also to Kristi, and the thought made her caged cock throb, hard.
“Now, Kristi, I want you to show me you know how to perform like a good slut, and like a good Mistress.  You are to walk around the room, heel to toe, strutting, for my amusement, and as you do, you are to lead Amanda here on all fours.  I expect her too to amuse me, making sure to wiggle that fat, round ass of hers.  If you fail, you will be punished, but if Amanda fails, you will also be punished, since you are in charge of her, so I’d suggest keeping a close eye on her and reprimanding her if needed in order to make sure she behaves.  Understood?”
Kristi nodded, suddenly realising the situation she was in, terrified but also exhilarated.  Mistress Kantra handed over Amanda’s leash to Kristi, and Kristi took it as Mistress Kantra unfastened Kristi’s leash.  Amanda shivered, knelt like a pet beside her friend, on all fours, collared and leashed.
“Yes Mistress.”  Kristi said, trying to sound more confident than she felt.
“Good.  Now, I recommend being firm but fair, and don’t be afraid to take a cruel hand in correcting her if she is not good enough.  Train the pretty slut for me, the good, obedient girl you are.”
Kristi stood up tall, nodded, looked down at Amanda.  She fixed her expression, suddenly more stern, commanding. 
Kristi was small and petite, but in that moment she seemed to find herself, an inner calm, and her grip on Amanda’s leash tightened, and she tugged it.  Amanda shivered, seeing something Domineering and beautiful in her friend, and she felt herself, submitting willingly to the sexy school girl, handing her power and control.  If she was bad she would be punished, but if she was good maybe she would be rewarded, and her gaze drifted down to the thick bulge of Kristi’s perfect cock.
“Are you going to be a good girl for me?”  Kristi asked—her voice was flat, calm, confident.
Something in her tone made Amanda ache.  She wanted to please her friend, to obey her, to serve her, to submit to her. 
“Yes.”  Amanda said, smiling.
Without warning Kristi tugged on the leash, hard, startling Amanda and making her gasp.  Kristi’s smile was gone and she stared down at the pretty collared school girl with a cold fury.
“While you are collared and leashed you will refer to me as Mistress.  Fail again and I will hurt you.  Understand?”  Kristi said.
Kristi smiled, unsure where her sudden confidence had come from, but she could not deny how it felt.  Seeing Amanda on all flours beneath her, collared, gripping her leash, it felt right, good, and she wanted to make her friend obey her, wanted to impress Mistress Kantra, show her she could both obey and command.  Her cock swelled as she saw the fear in Amanda’s eyes, the surprise, the timid nod, seeing her friend submit to her.
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda said, and she shivered, loving how right it felt to say those words to her friend.
Kristi smiled, her cock thick and throbbing in her panties.
“Good girl.  Now, crawl alongside me while I show off for Mistress.  Remember to curve your back and keep your butt high, lots of wiggling, and keep your legs apart to give a good view.  If you do badly I’ll have to stop to punish you, but if you do well… maybe I’ll ask Mistress about rewarding you.”
Kristi was grinning.  Amanda smiled up at her friend, nodded.
“Yes Mistress.  I’ll do my best.”
The two girls stepped off, watched over by Mistress Kantra, and Kristi’s heels clicked as she strutted, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, wiggling her ass, swaying her hips.  Beside her, just behind, crawled Amanda, her leash in Kristi’s hand.  Amanda moved sensually, like a cat, her back curved, ass up, staring straight ahead, thighs parted to show off her panties, her butt, the cute bulge of her caged, aching cock.
Mistress Kantra watched, studying the sway of each girl’s hips, the wiggle of their asses, plump flesh jiggling, and she smiled.  Both of them had a lot of potential, and she knew this lesson was going to be fun.
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Kristi led Amanda around the room, dragging her on all fours by her leash, her pretty friend crawling beside her with her panties, her ass, exposed.  To begin Kristi focussed on getting her steps just right, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, wiggling her hips, swaying her ass, provocative, sensual, but, as she began to find her rhythm she shifted her focus to Amanda, watching her, making sure her performance was satisfactory. 
Several times Kristi turned to look at Amanda, staring at her hard, studying the way she crawled, the way she displayed herself, swaying her hips and ass.  Amanda could feel her friend’s attention on her, and she worked hard to please her friend and Mistress Kantra, lifting her butt high, wiggling it with deliberate, sexual emphasis.  Mistress Kantra kept her expression neutral, expecting Kristi to discipline Amanda, expecting her to work hard for approval.
Amanda looked ahead and she crawled, collared, leashed, the act of being led around like a pet by her friend exciting her, the shame and humiliation forming a potent cocktail, her caged cock throbbing in her panties, her hole clenching around her plug, hole wet and slick and aching.  She wanted to please Kristi, needed to please her friend—if she was good, if she was sexy enough, if she pleased both her Mistresses, then maybe she’d get to play with Kristi’s perfect cock, would get to suck it, ride it, be fucked, hard, by it.  Just the though made her whimper.
Distracted, Amanda put one knee slightly in front of the other, her sensual crawl faltering for only a fraction of a second.  Kristi stopped, turned to glare down at her pretty school girl fuck buddy.
“What was that?”  Kristi said.
Amanda paled, timid, and looked up, eyes wide.
“I… I am sorry Mistress.   I wasn’t concentrating and I mis-stepped.  I will try harder.”
Kristi did not answer immediately, left Amanda to worry over what she had done, how she had disappointed her.  Kristi felt… amazing, the thrill of power, Dominating Amanda while also serving Mistress Kantra, the twin dynamics making her head spin.  She loved the duality of both at once.
“That’s not good enough.  You are my responsibility, and I will not tolerate failure.  If you are to be rewarded for good behaviour, don’t you think it only fair you are punished for bad?”
Amanda swallowed the lump in her throat, her heart racing.  She nodded, slowly.
“Yes Mistress.”  She whispered, fearful but excited, unable to deny the thrill she was experiencing at submitting to her pretty friend.
“Good.  Now… bend over, ass facing me, and do not move until I am finished.”  Kristi said.
Amanda obeyed, shifting to turn to face her ass towards her friend, her Mistress, her face towards Mistress Kantra, the tall, beautiful woman grinning now, clearly enjoying the show she was witnessing.  Amanda, cheeks burning, heart racing, belly fluttering, caged cock aching, put her face to the floor, lifted her ass, her short skirt lifting to expose her ass, the round, firm, pert fat cheeks offered up in an act of supplication.
“Good girl.  Now, count for me.”  Kristi said.
Kristi remembered, just after they had all arrive at the school, when Ms Lewis had collared Jessica, before she had properly become the girl she now was, before she had accepted herself and her place in the world as a sexy, gothy slut. At the time Kristi had been terrified, but also… excited.  She smiled, knowing just how she was going to punish Amanda.
Kristi moved close, kneeling behind Amanda, thrilled at the though of what she was about to do.  Smiling, grinning, heart thundering, she lifted one hand, and slapped her friends ass, hard, with enough force to cause her palm to sting, a red welt left across Amanda’s ass.
“One, Mistress.  Thank you.”  Amanda said.
Mistress Kantra’s smile widened.  Kristi felt something inside her blossom.  She was punishing her friend, humiliating her, making her crawl, hurting her, and she… liked it.  Her cock throbbed hard in her panties, swelling, fat and thick.  What would it be like to bend Amanda over and fuck her while she punished her, hard, forcing her to submit?
She lifted her hand again, slapped Amanda’s other cheek, the slap loud, the sting hard.  Amanda gasped.  Pain radiating out from the site of the impact. 
“Two, Mistress.  Thank you.”
Kristi was spanking her, punishing her.  It hurt, the pain hot, coursing through her, but also… felt good, a rush of endorphins and emotions that made her whole body tingle, her caged cock leaking precum, ass clenching on her fat plug, causing it to press on the bright spot of her pleasure.  Amanda wanted more, wanted to have the bad girl spanked out of her, on her knees, ass up, exposed, wanted to be a good girl, to please her Mistresses, to earn her reward.
Kristi lifted her hand, and it fell, again and again, spanking Amanda hard, soft, teasing her, hurting her, squeezing her red ass cheeks, pressing on the head of her plug.  Amanda counted, heart racing, body shivering, sweating, aching.
“Seventeen, Mistress.  Thank you.  Eighteen, Mistress.  Thank you.”
Again and again Kristi spanked Amanda, loving how it felt, the thrill, the power, seeing her pretty friend’s reaction, hitting her, stimulating her, making her submit, making her behave, making her a good girl for Mistress Kantra.  She wanted more of this, wanted to submit, to control, wanted it all at once, and her fat cock was hard in her panties, an obvious bulge.
Kristi’s hand rose and fell, and Mistress Kantra watched, impressed, enjoying the sight of the two pretty school girls, collared, Amanda on a leash, spanked by her sexy friend, her expression a mask of lust and pain.  The room was filled with slaps, moans, whimpers, heavy breathing, and the scent of arousal.
“Twenty nine Mistress.  Thank you.  Thirty, Mistress.  Thank you.”
Kristi stopped, her hand throbbing, and looked down at Amanda’s ass, pink, a few bruises beginning to develop.  She smiled, strangely proud of herself, excited.  She took a deep breath.
“Now, you think you can do a better job than before?”  Kristi asked.
Amanda could not speak, was almost breathless.  She nodded.
“Very good.  I’m impressed”  Mistress Kantra said.  “In fact, I think its time you led your pet, crawling, over to me.  Watching you has me in the mood for a little further training.”
Kristi looked up, looked at Mistress Kantra, flattered by her praise.  She nodded, smiling.
“You heard our Mistress.  Crawl over to her, now, and make sure to show off your slut body.”  Kristi said.
Amanda bit her bottom lip, her whole body aching.  She nodded again, and began to crawl, slowly, ass high and wiggling.  Beside her Kristi walked, leash in hand, standing proud, excited, eager to see what came next.
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“This really is quite simple.  I expect you, Amanda, to learn how to pleasure your superiors.  All that showing off, and that performance of yours as you were punished by Kristi, has me quite… excited, so I expect you to take responsibility.”
Amanda frowned, blinked.  It seemed such a simple lesson, one she had already thought she had mastered, but Mistress Kantra just smiled.
“I see you think you know this already, that you’ve already had this lesson.”
Amanda nodded, slowly, wanting to be honest, but not wanting to displease Mistress Kantra.  She thought of the toy she had pleasured with her mouth, the cocks, and the toys, cocks, she had serviced with her slick, tight hole.  She knew she could please her Mistress.
“Well… since I know what you’ve already been taught, I know you are wrong.  Shall I show you how wrong you are?”
Amanda nodded again.  Slowly, without taking her eyes off Amanda, Mistress Kantra began to slip her tight latex skirt up over her legs, her hips.  Amanda’s eyes went wide and her mouth began to water—Mistress Kantra was not wearing panties, and between her legs, smooth, bald, glistening with arousal, was her pussy.  She would be pleasing pussy, not cock.  She had never…
“Still so confident?”  Mistress Kantra said, voice mocking.
Amanda shook her head.  She had never… she had only learned how to please cocks.  The idea of pleasing pussy though, pleasing her Mistress, licking, sucking… she wondered what it would feel like, taste like, and the scent of Mistress Kantra’s arousal made her caged cock throb.
“Don’t worry, you’ll learn quickly, and I know just how to make sure.”
Mistress Kantra looked to Kristi, stood behind Amanda, looking between her friend’s raised ass, and Mistress Kantra’s slick pussy, squirming, her cock hard in her panties, massive, throbbing.
“Kristi, you are to incentivise Amanda.  I want you to punish her when it seems I am not enjoying her… ministrations, and pleasure her when I look like I am.”
“Mistress… how… how should I…”
Mistress Kantra smiled as Kristi faltered, overcome with lust and desire.
“Simple.  Put your cock in her tight ass, and fuck her.  If she does well, fuck her deep, hard, just as she likes, and when she does poorly, well, you can stop moving that fat cock in and out of her ass and can spank her.  Think you can manage that for me?  Think you can train your pretty friend to be a good little cunt slut?”
Kristi nodded, excited, head spinning.  The thought alone was driving her mad, watching Amanda eat out their beautiful Mistress Kantra while she fucked her tight, slippery, perfect hole, training her to be a better slut with pleasure and pain, the thought of the power, the pleasure, made her moan.
“Yes Mistress.”  Kristi said.
Mistress Kantra grinned.
“Well, what are you both waiting for.  Get started… now!”  Mistress Kantra’s tone was commanding, and she slowly, seductively, spread her legs.
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Amanda crawled forward, between Mistress Kantra’s spread thighs, and looked up at the swollen, wet lips of her smooth pussy.  She inhaled, deep, the rich, heady, musky scent of her Mistress’s arousal, and shivered.  Behind her Kristi was already struggling out of her panties, freeing her fat cock, and she moved in behind Amanda to pull her panties off, tugging them over her round ass and down her plump, smooth thighs, then down over her heels.
Mistress Kantra spread her legs wide, the lips of her cunt opening, the slick inner folds enticing, and she reached down to grip Amanda’s hair, tight, controlling her.  Mistress Kantra leant back against her desk, shifted her hips, and offered her pussy up for worship.  She pulled Amanda forward by her hair, pulled her face closer to her dripping cunt.
“I’m not a patient woman Amanda.  Now, be a good girl and put those lips and that tongue to work.”
Amanda did not need to be told twice.  She leaned in, close, and pressed her face into Mistress Kantra’s folds, pressed her face in to the slick, rich, heady musk of her pussy.  She licked up and down, exploring, tasting her Mistress, the deep, delicious tang, her whole face quickly wetted and Mistress Kantra ground her hips, pressing her pussy into Amanda’s face, riding her lips and tongue.
Behind Amanda, mesmerized by the sight of Mistress Kantra forcing Amanda to service her pussy with her mouth and tongue, Kristi worked to slip Amanda’s plug out of her ass, gripping the head tight, slipping it slowly out, the thickness pulling at Amanda’s entrance, tugging her, stretching her.  Amanda moaned into Mistress Kantra’s cunt, her whimpers of pleasure muffled, and then squealed as her plug popped free, leaving her ass gaping, her hole wet, aching to be filled.
Kristi shifted to kneel between Amanda’s legs, her ass raised, and ran her hands up and over the pretty, pink, spanked ass, squeezing, running her hand up and under Amanda’s skirt.  Amanda squealed again, the noise muffled as Mistress Kantra ground her pussy into Amanda’s face, demanding she pleasure her, lick her, worship her cunt.  With one hand Kristi reached down to grip her fat, hard, throbbing cock.  She needed to train Amanda, reward her for doing well, punish her for doing poorly, pain and pleasure, spanks and fucking. 
Head spinning, Kristi ran the fat head of her cock along Amanda’s crack, slipping over her wet hole, pressing just into her entrance before slipping away.  Kristi teased her friend, grinning, heart thundering, and she looked up to Mistress Kantra, checking to see if Amanda was doing a good job of pleasing their Mistress.
“Good girl Amanda.  That’s it.  Use you tongue, deep, hard, don’t be shy.  And fingers too.  Really work my cunt.  Show you me you can be as good at pleasing pussy as I hear you are at pleasing cock.”
Seeing Mistress Kantra enjoying herself Kristi decided to reward Amanda, to give her what she really wanted, her cock, buried deep in her tight, slippery ass.  Kristi pressed her cock head at Amanda’s hole, pressing firmly, stretching her entrance, splitting her open, her hole stretching around her fat, thick, beautiful cock, then, suddenly, wonderfully, Amanda’s hole opened, and Kristi slipped her cock deep, fucking her fat prick into Amanda’s tight, slippery, hot ass.
“Fuck, yes!  Good girl!”  Mistress Kantra moaned.
Kristi rewarded Amanda by pulling her cock back out, letting the head tug at her entrance, then fucking it deeper, thrusting it hard into her, forcing her face hard into Mistress Kantra’s wet, musky cunt.  She began to fuck Amanda, slow, deep, hard, fucking her, letting her cock slip in and out of her tight, wet ass, rewarding her.  Mistress Kantra ground her hips, gripping Amanda’s hair, fucking her face as Amanda pressed her tongue into Mistress Kantra’s wet folds, worshipping her pussy, licking up to her hard clit, circling it, responding to Mistress Kantra’s pleasured moans, learning how best to please her, pleasure her, serve her.
Amanda lifted one hand up and ran her finger tips over Mistress Kantra’s sopping cunt, smooth skin wet, folds open, her entrance hungry.  She pressed two fingers at her slit, and eased her fingers in, slowly, fucking her fingers into her Mistress’s pussy, fucking her slowly with her fingers as her tongue lapped at her clit.
“Yes… more… reward her Kristi… show her she’s a good girl… more…”  Mistress Kantra moaned.
Kristi obeyed, fucking harder, faster, making Amanda gasp, the twin sensation of her ass full of cock, being fucked like the butt slut she was, licking Mistress Kantra’s cunt, her caged cock drooling, a pretty, slutty school girl, collared, leashed, on all fours, almost too much.
Amanda’s hole clenched down hard on Kristi’s cock, milking her, squeezing her, and her fingers worked inside Mistress Kantra’s slick cunt, tonguing her clit.  Mistress Kantra gripped Amanda’s hair tight, grinding her wet pussy into her face, hard, smearing her juices over her chin, lips, tongue, nose.  Kristi rewarded Amanda pleasing their Mistress by fucking her hard, deep, her fat cock throbbing, hips slapping against Amanda’s fat, pink, bruised ass.  The three moaned, gasps of pleasure, their mutual climax nearing.
“Yes… that’s it, show me you can be good, obedient, submissive sluts for you, show me you can serve Amanda, show me you can help me train this dirty slut Kristi… fuck… yes… finger my pussy, tongue my cunt, fuck her ass hard… yes…”
Amanda and Kristi both obeyed, willingly, gladly, eagerly.  Amanda fucked her hips back, riding Kristi’s fat cock, bright pleasure in her belly as she ground her hips to feel more of the cock in her ass, her caged little cock throbbing, her tongue buried in Mistress Kantra’s folds, her fingers squeezed by Mistress Kantra’s hungry cunt.  Kristi gripped Amanda’s hips tight, fucked her cock into Amanda’s tight, slippery hole, slamming her hips forward, working her fat cock in and out of her friend’s tight hole, fucking her hard, fast, deep.
“Yes… close… don’t stop… both of you… more… harder…”  Mistress Kantra moaned.
Both obeyed.  The bliss inside Amanda’s belly swelled as Kristi fucked her cock in and out of her tight hole, the joy of pleasuring Mistress Kantra’s wet, musky pussy, her tight folds gripping her fingers, her tongue lapping her clit.  Kristi felt Amanda’s ass gripping her cock, hot and tight and slippery, milking her, urging her to cum as she rewarded her for being a good slut by fucking her. 
Mistress Kantra gripped Amanda’s hair tight, pressed her hips forward, hard, grinding onto Amanda’s face, then, suddenly, she came, cumming hard, gripping Amanda so tight it almost hurt, crushing her head between her legs with her firm thighs.
Her cunt clamped down on Amanda’s fingers, and she ground her clit against Amanda’s tongue, grinding on her face.  The sensation, the sudden flood of sweet fluids, knowing she’d made Mistress Kantra cum, sent Amanda over the edge—the twin sensation of pleasing her Mistress while being fucked by Kristi’s cock too much.
Amanda came, her caged cock throbbing, drooling cum, and her ass squeezed and her whole body shuddered, bright bliss filling her as Kristi fucked her, Kristi’s cock swelling until, suddenly, wonderfully, she was cumming too, her cock erupting inside Amanda, cumming hard, filling her tight ass with her hot, thick seed. 
The three came together, Amanda used from both ends, Kristi’s cock in her friend’s tight, perfect hole, Mistress Kantra’s cunt grinding against Amanda’s wet face, and the room was filled with the sounds and smells of sex, of climax, of cum.
Amanda squirmed, joyful, her ass full of cum, her face wet with pussy juice.  She had pleased her Mistresses, satisfied them, and the thought was almost enough to make her cum again.  She looked up at Mistress Kantra and smiled, looked back over her shoulder at Kristi, her cock still hard in her ass, and grinned, flush, hot, hole full of Kristi’s seed.  Kristi smiled, breathing hard.  Mistress Kantra caught her breath and relaxed her grip on Amanda’s head, stroking her hair softly.
“You both did well.”  Mistress Kantra said.  “Very, very well.  In fact, I think you both deserve a reward.  You may both keep your collars, though I will unlock them until our next lesson, and, as an extra little treat, I have something else I think you’ll both love.”
The look of mischief in Mistress Kantra’s eyes made Kristi and Amanda both nervous and excited.  They both knew from experience just how devious the Femboy Reform School’s rewards were, but they both knew there was no way they could resist, and neither did they really want to—not any more, since they both knew it was more fun to submit.




Chapter Three
Cammy and Jessica stepped into the room and paused, stunned by the sight in front of them.  The room was small with padded walls and floor, pink and white squares, and along the ceiling were metal frames and bars, like scaffolding, heavy duty and obviously reinforced, embedded into the ceiling and walls well above head height.  From the bars hung numerous chains, the ends of all of them hanging just about arm’s reach above the girls, fitted with a simple steel rings.  The whole scene left them puzzled and frightened, uncertain about what their lesson might be.
As the door clicked shut behind them they jumped, startled by the sudden, loud noise.  Cammy giggled, breaking the tension.  Jessica laughed, shaking her head.
“What do you suppose we’re meant to do?”  Jessica asked.
The girls were alone, in an empty room.  Cammy looked around, and her eyes went wide when she looked to the door behind them, a big, wide smiled.
“I don’t know, but, like, I think maybe we’re supposed to get dressed.”
Jessica turned to look behind, see what had drawn her friend’s attention, and her eyes too went wide.  Where Cammy was grinning though, obviously eager Jessica looked almost pale.
“You… you think we have to wear… those?”  Jessica asked.
Cammy nodded, bouncing up and down in her cute heels, her massive tits jiggling.  She clapped her hands.
“Like, obviously.  Just look at them.  They were clearly made for us.  They’re perfect.  It’s, like, going to be sooooo hot!”
Hung on the back of the door were two outfits, one bright pink, one glossy black, both made of intimidating looking latex, full body suits that would cover the feet, legs, hips, waist, hands, arms, chest, neck, even the head, with holes around the crotch and ass, across the chest, and at the top and back of the head—clearly intended to leave their caged cocks and asses free, their nipples exposed, and their hair loose.  There were no holes for eyes, or mouth, only a thin mesh where the nose was that would allow them to breathe while keeping their faces sealed in the latex.  Even their hands would be sealed away, since the suits featured no room for fingers or thumbs, instead the space for hands was a simple mitten, a single clumsy glove that would limit their ability to move or interact with the world around them.
Around the waist of each was a simple, short, pleated latex skirt, one in white, the other in deeper, brighter pink, with similar ruffles around the shoulders and neck, making the suits seems frilly, doll like.  There was only a single zip up the back of each, oversized to be more easily handled.
“I… I’m not sure.  Maybe they were left here by mistake.  We should probably wait, in case you’re wrong.”
Jessica sounded clearly nervous.  The idea of being utterly encased in latex from head to toe, the thick, stiff material limiting her ability to move, breathe, resist, cutting off the use of her hands, her mouth, making it hard for her to walk, or even crawl.
“You want to get intro trouble again?”  Cammy said.  “Because I bet if you’re not ready when our teacher arrives you’ll get in trouble.”
Cammy was giggling.  They’d both been punished, Cammy’s cock shrunk, her personality made pinker, fitted with a tiny pink cage, Jessica spanked, pierced, and though both of them admitted that they quite liked the changes they’d been forced to undergo, looking back, neither wanted to risk more severe punishments. 
“And I don’t know about you, but, like, even if they’re not for us, which they so totally are given the sexy colours, they still look super fun, so I’m going to try them on anyway.”
Before Jessica could object Cammy had begun stripping out of her school girl uniform, slipping off her shoes, her skirt, blouse, stripping down to just her skimpy pink underwear.  Jessica could not deny the reaction her room-mate’s body had on her.  Cammy was sexy, the perfect pink bimbo, and she remembered the nights they’d spent playing with each other, finding novel ways to make each other cum while caged, discovering the benefits of their transformation and corruption.
Jessica looked away from Cammy as she stripped off her panties and her bra, showing off her smooth, hairless body, her round ass, her fat tits, her perky nipples, and she looked to the latex suits.  She had to admit, the thought of wearing them was intriguing, even if it was intimidating.  She wondered what it would be liked to wear such a suit while in a room full of people, exposing herself, her caged cock, her ass, her plugged hole, her pierced nipples, being seen, touched, displayed, while trapped in the latex, gagged and blinded, her hands mittened, her body restrained.
Jessica’s caged cock throbbed, aching, and she relented, finally giving in to her curiosity, and she too began to strip.  The two girls put their sexy school uniforms to the side, and took down their suits, Jessica taking the black, Cammy taking the pink, and they set about puzzling out how to put them on.
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It took longer than they had expected to fit themselves into the latex body suits.  The material was thick, and stiff, clinging to the smooth, soft, curvy bodies almost like a second skin, almost too tight so that they had to stretch the material to fit it on, and the latex then confining them, so that the more they slipped the suits on the less range of movement they had, limiting their dexterity and mobility. 
They were only a little over half dressed each, their legs completely confined, hips, the cute little latex skirts flaring around their waists, their asses and caged cocks exposed, jewelled plugs on display, when the door opened.  The pair froze, and a beautiful woman in a black formal dinner suit entered, a white shirt, black tie, with smart black shoes.  The suit was almost masculine, but… not.  Fitted to her frame, hugging her curves, it was undeniably feminine and incredibly sexy.
The woman stopped, the door swinging shut behind her, and she looked at the two girls, laughed, shaking her head.  She was pretty, only a little taller than them, with a bright eyes and a scattering of freckles, light red hair cut into a spunky pixie cut.
“Just look at the two of you.  So eager to dress up for me, but too ditzy to work out how to dress yourselves.  Couldn’t stand to wait for me?  Or did you want to impress me?  Get yourselves all dolled up for me?”
The two girls stood frozen, Jessica and Cammy suddenly meek, half naked, exposed, caught.  They bit their bottom lips and took a deep breath.
“We… we didn’t want to disappoint you.  We thought… we thought these must be what we were supposed to wear.”
“Yeah, like, we just wanted to try our best, to be good girls, like Ms Lewis taught us.”  Cammy said.
The woman smiled.  She laughed again, the sound playful, almost flirty. 
“Well, I have to commend your effort, both of you.  I had heard that you, Jessica, could be a bit of a handful, and that Cammy was a little… distracted at times, so I did wonder, but I’m very pleased to see you both trying your best.  However, these suits are, as you’ve discovered, quite difficult to put on, and even more difficult to take off.  This is as they are designed to be.  Its part of the fun, both for me and you.  Eventually you’ll be able to dress yourselves for me, but you’ll need to learn the finer point of wearing such outfits first.”
The two girls blushed, squirming.  The woman was kind, almost sweet, but there was a cold, steely quality to her that made them feel small and meek. 
“Now, I’m sure you’re wondering who I am?  I’m the school’s expert on all things… confining, shall we say, and you may call me Madame Thorne.  Understood?”
The girls both nodded.  There was a chorus of ‘yes Madame’ as they replied.   Madame Thorne smiled at them.
“Good.  Now, how about I help you both get dressed, then we can get on with the lesson.  I’m quite looking forward to what I have planned for you both.”
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The girls did not argue.  Madame Thorne set about quickly helping them into their latex suits, working with both girls at the same time, instructing them on how best to work their bodies into the tight, confining fabric, helping them when they got stuck, her hands caressing their delicate, sensitive bodies. 
By the time they were finished both girls were breathing heavily, hearts racing—from more than just the physical exhilaration, the sense of confinement exciting and terrifying, both of them blind, gagged, their sense of touch diminished, their hearing dulled, their range of movement limited—and they were sweating, trapped.  As Madame Thorne zipped them both in, they felt themselves encased, utterly trapped in the latex body suits, dolls encased in artificial skin, only their hair, their nipples, their caged cocks, and their round butts exposed to the air, vulnerable, at the mercy of their teacher.
“Perfect.  Two pretty dolls ready to be played with.”   Madame Thorne said.  “You can’t answer back, can’t resist, and have to do just as I say while I play with you.”
The girls both whimpered, heads buzzing with emotions and sensations that they struggled to process.  They stood still, frozen, afraid to move, unable to speak, trapped in the latex suits, completely unable to escape, unable to resist whatever Madame Thorne had in mind for them.
Their caged cocks throbbed, holes clenching around their plugs, their intimate parts exposed, vulnerable.  Jessica’s pierced nipples, so sensitive now, ached to be touched.  They looked lurid, brazen, like sex dolls, fetish toys, encased shiny pink and black latex, their wide hips, large butts, fat tits, trim waists, mittened hands, long legs.  They were pretty playthings, slutty dolls that were made for one purpose—pleasure.
“Now, lets get you in position so we can start the games.  Once I have you both set up I’ll explain the rules.  Until then I’ll just let your imaginations run wild.”
Madame Thorne manoeuvred the girls, dragging them into place, forcing them to move blind and gagged and vulnerable, making them kneel.  Neither of them had any idea what was happening, both unable to resist, rendered meek and pliable and willing by their latex confinement.
As they knelt, both Cammy and Jessica could feel their caged little dicks, their asses, their jewelled plugs on display, free for anyone to look at or play with, their nipples stiff with the excitement.  Their minds spun, the limited hearing and blindness of their latex hoods making their imaginations go wild.  Was it still just them and Madame Thorne?  Were they being watched?  What was Madame Thorne doing?  What where they going to be made to do?  Their hearts thundered, and their hard breathing sounded loud in the quiet of their skulls.
As they knelt Madame Thorne moved around them, touching them lightly, caressing them, her touch remote through the thick latex, each time she caressed bare skin the sensation seemingly magnified.  She positioned them in the middle of the room, back to back, knelt, neither of them knowing where the other one was, or how they were arranged.
Madame Thorne knelt to the side and shifted, leaning between them.  She gripped Cammy’s hands first, pulled them up over her head and back, wrapped a strap around her wrists.  Cammy moaned, her body straining, the latex creaking, and she was pulled taught as a rope was attached to the straps, lifting her up slightly so she was kneeling tall.
“Just relax.  Let me position you how I need you.”  Madame Thorne said.
Madame Thorne looped the rope through one of the metal rings hanging from the ceiling, the led the free end down to Jessica.  She pulled Jessica’s arms into the same position as Cammy’s, strapping them together, then attached the rope—both girls tied together, Cammy lifted up as high as she could go on her knees, Jessica knelt low, her bare butt almost touching the floor, the rope taught.
“Now, Cammy, I want you to lower yourself down, slowly.”  Madame Thorne said.
Cammy did as she was told, her latex suit creaking.  The rope strained, and she pulled it down as she lowered herself towards the floor, sitting her butt down.  Jessica felt her arms pulled, tugged up, and she was lifted up, her butt lifting up off the floor, the girls switching potion, the rope only long enough for one of them to kneel low and relax, the other pulled tall, straining.
“Perfect.”  Madame Thorne said, grinning.  “Now, Jessica, hold that position.  I need to make the final few touches.”
Madame Thorne moved in behind Jessica and ran a hand down over her back, to her ass, squeezing, making Jessica’s caged cock throb.  With her arms tided, pulled taught, body encased in the thick latex, blind and gagged, hearing muffled, trapped, she felt so vulnerable that even the slightest touch caused her body to shudder with a new, remarkable pleasure. 
Madame Thorne’s hand ran down to Jessica’s crack, found the head of her plug, and pulled.  The plug slipped out, stretching her entrance, tugging, then, suddenly, popped free, leaving her well trained hole gaping.  Jessica moaned, the sense of loss almost profound, and she ached to be full.
She felt Madame Thorne moving beside her, then slippery fingers running along her crack, pressing at her hole, stretching her, slipping into her, lubricating her.  Denied her other senses it felt more intense, bright, hot, aching, and Jessica moaned, loudly, grinding her hips to feel more of Madame Thorne’s fingers inside her.
“Stay still.  This is no time for play I’m afraid, at least not until I have you both prepared, but soon enough you can enjoy yourself you cheeky slut.”  Madame Thorne said.
Jessica whimpered.  Cammy, left adrift, could only wonder what was happing to her friend, what was being done to her, and she ached to experience it, her tiny pretty cock throbbing in its cage.
With Jessica’s hole fully lubricated, stretched, slippery, wet, Madame Thorne removed her hand.  She moved, shuffling about for a second behind Jessica, then stopped.
“Now, Jessica, you lower yourself down, slowly now.”  Madame Thorne said.
Jessica did as she was told, lowering herself slowly, arms straining, pulling on the rope, tugging Cammy up.  As she lowered herself she felt something thick and hard pressing at her entrance, stretching her hole, slippery, girthy, throbbing, hot.  As she lowered herself she moaned, the pressure building, pressing deeper, then, suddenly, it slipped past her outer ring, entering her, filling her, and she recognised the familiar sensation immediately.  Her toy, the throbbing, super realistic massive cock she had sucked, fucked, played with so many times before.
Jessica ground her hips as she moved lower, taking more of it into her tight ass, slippery, filling her, working her way down, fucking her toy until it filled her completely, kneeling down so she was sat on her toy.  Jessica wiggled her hips, savouring the sensation, moaning in delight, her caged cock throbbing.
As she moaned Cammy could only listen, wondering what her friend was experiencing to cause her to make such noises, jealous and envious, eager to feel the same pleasure, her heart racing, mind running wild.  As she was pulled taught by the rope around her wrists she squirmed, hot and horny.
“Good, now stay like that while I get Cammy here ready.”  Madame Thorne said.
Cammy jumped as Madame Thorne stroked her ass, and Madame Thorne set about getting her ready in the same manner as had she had prepared Jessica, pulling out her plug, working lubed fingers into her tight, well trained hole, stretching her, making her moan and whimper inside her latex hood as Jessica was forced to sit on her toy, full, desperate to ride it. 
“Now lower yourself down Cammy until I say stop.  Jessica, you are to relax, rise up as you are pulled by the rope, and you too stop when I say.”
Cammy obeyed, sitting down, lowering herself.  Something hard and thick pressed at her slippery hole, easing her open.  The lubed up head of her toy pressed into her tight, hot ass, forcing her open, and then popped in, slipping deep, entering her, fucking her as she sat down slowly. 
As Cammy lowered herself down Jessica rose up, her toy slipping out of her hole, the thick, throbbing cock fixed to the floor so that she could ride it, fuck it, working her hips and up and down.  As Cammy took her toy deeper Jessica pined, moaning at the loss of the cock inside her, struggling to resist the urge to pull on the rope and sit back down, take the cock back into her slippery ass, filling her hole.
The arrangement of the pair, the rope, how they were knelt, meant only one of them could be full at once, the other left with only the head of their toy barely inside their slippery fuck hole, tugging at their entrance.  It was a torture, elaborate, cunning, cruel, and hot, two dolls trapped in latex, battling each other for pleasure, for the thrill of being full, riding cock.
Cammy moaned as she was filled, her hole stretching, and Jessica whimpered as the cock inside her eased out.  Both of them were breathing hard, aching, caged cocks throbbing, eager for more, desperate to be full, to be fucked, to feel their toys throbbing inside their holes, cumming inside them, filling them with hot cum, making them cum, the joy of being fucked, cumming while full of cock and cum.
“Stop now.” Madame Thorne said.
Both girls obeyed, though they struggled, their holes aching, fluttering, both eager to sit down, to take more of their toys into their slippery holes, aching to ride them, fuck them, two latex dolls desperate to be full, to be fucked, to grind their hips as their asses were stuffed full of hot, thick cock.  They remained still, the rope taught, their toys half in, half out, holes stretched, slippery.  Both of them moaning, legs shaking from the strain and pleasure, their caged cocks drooling precum.
“Good girls.  Now, you’re both all prepared, so we can begin the game.  I know both my pretty dolls are going to enjoy this.  The rules are simple.  You are to ride your toys, fuck them with those tight pretty asses of yours, work those sexy bodies, show off like the good latex dolls you are for me, show me you know how to behave like good latex slutty toys.  You are to fuck your toys with your slick holes, make them cum, milk them, fill yourselves up with cum.  Understood?”
Both girls nodded, muffled noises of agreement over their pleasured whimpering.  They were blind, gagged, half deaf, trapped, imprisoned in latex, helpless sluts who had no choice but to obey.
“Good.  Because there is one extra twist.  The rope as I’m sure you’ve both realised, means you’re going to have to battle each other in order to properly fuck your toys.  Sure, you could both stay as you are now, half full, and try to grind your hips and flex your holes to make your toys cum, but that would take a long time, and would be no fun, for any of us.  The alternative… well, you can battle each other.  You can pull your partner up as you fill yourself with cock, fucking it, but when you ride up they’ll be pulling on the slack eager to fill themselves, so you’re going to have to struggle against them to get what you want, what you need.”
The girls both moaned.  It was going to be agony, a perfect, deviant agony, and they could not wait to begin.
“Oh, and a final little addition… I almost forgot.  The first one to make their toy cum will get a reward, and the one who finishes last will be punished.”  Madame Thorne said, as though it were a trivial detail.
The girls froze, the realisation dawning that there was more at stake than just pleasure.  They moaned, aching, desperate to fuck their toys, bodies hot, heart tracing, trapped in their latex suits.
“And begin.”  Madame Thorne said.
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There was a moment when Jessica and Cammy froze, both of them still, their arms stretched above their heads, pulled back, kneeling with their toys half in and half out their slippery holes, hearts racing.  Trapped in the latex suits, hooded, confined, they were tied in place and would not be released until they completed Madame Thorne’s game.  They had to make their toys cum, had to battle each other to ride them, milk them.  There would be a winner, and a loser.  The thought made both of them shudder.
Cammy was the first to break the spell of stillness and silence, moving first, lowering her self, sitting on the cock inside her, taking it deeper.  Her arms were pulled taught but she did not relent, struggled against the rope with all her might and weight, eager to have her slippery, tight, hot, clenching ass full of cock.
She moaned, loudly, as she sat fully onto her toy, her hole full, stretched, her tiny little worthless caged cock aching, drooling precum.  As she sat, full, whimpering, wiggling her hips, Jessica was left empty, only the fat head of her toy still inside her, tugging at her entrance.  Her body ached, needing more, and she did not want to lose.
Pulling hard and sharp on the rope that held her up Jessica forced herself down, slowly, battling against Cammy, taking more and more of her thick, long, throbbing toy inside her ass.  She sat, filling her self, and moaned, the sound muffled my her thick latex hood, the sensations magnified by the loss of sight and touch, her muffled hearing.  Cut off from the world the cock in her ass felt only more intense, and the cool air against her pierced nipples sent tingles along her spine. 
Jessica took the full length of her toy inside her ass, then stopped, clenching her hole, grinding, pressing on the bright knot of pleasure inside her.  Cammy tugged on the roped, left empty, eager to take the cock back inside, but Jessica resisted, not wanting to forgo the moment, the fullness, just yet.
The cock felt too good inside her, hot, throbbing, and she ground down, working her hips and ass, wiggling on it, riding it.  Her heart was racing, breathing hard, sweating, body hot, tingling.  Jessica moaned, and relaxed for just a moment to savour the sensation.
In that moment Cammy pulled, sitting down, pulling hard on the rope to allow herself to take her toy back inside her ass, filling herself.  The suddenness surprised both girls, Cammy full, Jessica left empty, Cammy gasping in delight, Jessica moaning in loss.  Madame Thorne watched, smiling, enjoyed the sight of her two, pretty, sexy, voluptuous, slutty latex dolls battling to ride cock, fighting to cum first, to escape the punishment she had in mind for them.
Cammy savoured the moment, the feeling of fullness, grinding her hips, pulling on the rope hard to keep the cock in her hole, wiggling, riding, trying to make her toy cum, trying to earn her reward of thick, hot, throbbing cum coating her hole, breeding her.  Jessica groaned, empty, the head tugging at her entrance, and needed more.  She pulled, hard, and forced her weight down, taking more of the cock inside her hole, taking almost all of it, grinding her way down, before Cammy fought back, the two girls pausing, locked in battle to ride their toys, both partially full, neither fully satisfied.
“I should warn you girls, the punishment I have in mind for each of you is quite… devious.”  Madame Thorne said, teasing.
Her words spurred the sexy, slutty, latex dolls on, the two pretty school girls fighting to sit back down, fill their well trained fuck holes with cock, to milk their toys, to make them throb, spurt, cum.  They moaned, struggling, breathing hard, the sight of them wiggling, grinding, riding up and down as they fought against each other a lurid, brazen spectacle.
“You two are really quite the sight.”  Madame Thorne said.  “Maybe next time we do this I should arrange an audience.”
Jessica’s heart leapt at the though, the idea of showing off making her belly flutter.  She was becoming a true exhibitionist slut.  Even Cammy moaned, the idea making her blush beneath her pink latex suit.  Neither could deny that the thought aroused them, their cute little caged dicks twitching at the thought of being seen, people witnessing what sexy, filthy, slutty girls they had become, watching them battle to fill their asses with cock.
The struggle continued, sometimes Jessica winning, sometimes Cammy, each in turn sitting down, taking more of their toy, filling their slick, hot, tight holes with throbbing cock.  They grew exhausted, panting, both on edge, bellies fluttering, so close.  If only they could relax, take their cocks deep, ride them fully, but each time they relaxed into the pleasure the other would take advantage, denying them their release, their reward.
Their toys swelled, hard, thick, stretching them, training their slippery fuck holes.  Jessica and Cammy could feel it, sense how close their toys were, if only they could just have a moment to properly ride them, pleasure them.  They each wanted the reward, were desperate to avoid the punishment. 
They rode up and down in turn, straining, fucking, moaning, whimpering, their holes slick, milking, hips grinding, so close, each time they got near they were denied by their friend.  The air was filled with the noises and the sounds of sex, each girl exhausted, but aching for release, desperate to make their toy cum, to earn their reward. 
As Cammy slipped down, forcing her weight down, pulling on the rope, filling her tight, slippery hole.  She worked her hips, grinding, the pleasure mounting, belly fluttering, her tiny little cock drooling in her pink cage.  She was close, her toy was close, she was going to win.
Cammy moaned, loud, and felt the pleasure mount, and she shivered, the sensation rendering her momentarily weak.  Jessica seized her moment.  She pulled, sat down, sinking onto the cock teasing her entrance, burying the whole length inside her tight hole, then clenched, grinding, working her hips, stiffening her whole body to resist Cammys’s pulling on the rope.  Jessica felt her toy swelling, her belly fluttering, cock aching in her cage, and she took the entire length of the fat cock inside, holding it, milking it.  As Cammy fought against her, whining, desperate to be full, frustrated at being denied again, Jessica moaned, loudly. 
Jessica’s hole tightened as she worked her hips, her toy throbbed, engorging, stretched her, filled her and then, suddenly, it was cumming, hard, flooding her ass with thick, hot, sticky cum, and the sensation sent Jessica over the edge, her whole body shuddering, the glossy latex doll cumming as she rode cock, filled with cum, her caged cock drooling cum, tits jiggling, ass bouncing.  Jessica gasped, head dizzy, encased in the thick latex, a slutty doll, lost in bliss of cock, being full, riding it, being filled with cum.
She did not even notice she had won, went weak, moaning as Cammy pulled on the role to fill herself with her cock, sinking down, Jessica limp, her hole dripping cum, stretched, well fucked.  Cammy came the moment she settled on her toy, driven over the edge by the noises of her friend cumming, and as her hips wiggled and her tightened the cock inside her swelled, erupted, filling her too with hot, thick cum, but too late—she had lost, though she did not care, not in that blissful moment of climax.
As both girls went weak, limp, exhausted and overcome by the intensity of their orgasms, Madame Thorne began to clap, startling them.  Both of them squirmed, full of cum, holes messy, dripping, fatigued, but satisfied, their toys no longer throbbing as hard but still thick and long inside of them, teasing their well fucked holes, as though enticing them for more.  The girls wiggled, squirmed, but were tied in place, trapped in their latex suits, unable to escape until Madame Thorne released them.
“Wonderful!  Just wonderful.  You both did so well.  I am definitely going to request you both back here for more lessons.  You were just too much fun to watch.”
The two room-mates giggled, flattered, tired and messy, full of cum, basking in their glow of their orgasms, the sensation of being fucked and used. 
“And Jessica, well done.  I thought for a moment at the end there that you’d lost, and I was quite excited as I had the perfect punishment in mind for you, but in the end you rallied and won.  Congratulations.  You will of course be rewarded.”
Jessica moaned, but could not speak.  She wiggled, arms still tied, her hole still wrapped around her toy.  Cammy knew what was coming, and could only whimper.
“And Cammy… oh dear.  One more punishment.  You poor girl.  You worked so hard, did so well, only to fail at the end.  However, I have just the perfect thing in mind for you, something that’ll help you become a better, sluttier, pinker bimbo in the future.”
Cammy moaned.  She did not want to be punished, but she really, really wanted to the be the best, pinkest, sluttiest bimbo she could be.




Chapter Four
“In you go, both of you.”  Mistress Kantra said.
Amanda and Kristi paused.  Her command was unusual.  None of the girls had ever been rewarded or punished together before.  Mistress Kantra, smiled, sensing their confusion.
“Don’t worry.  I made arrangements for something quite unique for the two of you, something to help nurture the rather special bond you’ve been developing, since all the staff agree that you two are so absolutely hot together.”
Amanda and Kristi blushed, pink, biting their bottom lips.  It was obvious their teachers knew what they’d been doing, and now, here they were, encouraging it. 
Amanda looked to Kristi and smiled.  She loved being close to her friend, loved the small, pretty school girl’s fat, beautiful cock, so who was she to resist her teacher’s command.
Amanda reached out with one hand, took Kristi’s small, delicate hand in hers, and then stepped off into the room, leading Kristi behind.  Mistress Kantra watched them for a moment, the sway of their asses, the pair still collared, then shut the door behind them.
Kristi paused, and Amanda turned and looked back to her, smiling, squeezing her hand.
“It’ll be fine.  We’re together, and… this is a reward after all.”
Kristi blushed, clearly worried.  She bit her bottom lip, silent for a moment.
“What… what if they make me… even bigger, or… or do something else…”
Amanda sensed the core of Kristi’s question, moved close.  She wrapped her arms around Kristi and hugged her, tight.
“You worried that if they change your cock that I won’t still want to be close to you?”  Amanda asked.
Kristi nodded, a subtle tremble.  Amanda hugged her tighter.
“Well, you can stop worrying.  I mean, your cock is totally amazing, but even if you didn’t have it, or it was different, I’d still want to be near you.  You’re my bestie, and I love you stupid.”
Amanda moved, pulled back, then leaned in, dipping her head to kiss Kristi on her forehead.  Kristi blushed, smiled.
“Thanks.  I… I love you too.”  She said.
The two friends were quite for a moment, silent as they realised what they had both confessed to each other.  Neither of them was sure what it meant, but they knew the emotion was real, genuine, and they had a depth of feeling for each other that was new, exciting, but also terrifying.
“Good.  Now stop being silly and let’s go find out what our shared reward is.”  Amanda said.
Amanda moved, took Kristi’s hand back in hers, and turned to head further into the room.  The room was simple, stark white, with two steel tables in the middle, above each a complex array of metal limbs, and a single screen.
As the girls neared the tables the screens adjusted, lowering down so that they could be seen clearly.  They both flicked on, one reading AMANDA, the other reading KRISTI.  The girls stopped by the tables, holding hands, both nervous, but excited, and waited for the screens to tell them what to do.  The screens flickered, reading identical messages.
PLEASE REMOVE YOUR COLLARS AND LIE DOWN ON THE TABLES AND RELAX. 
The two friends glanced at each other, smiled, then moved to their respective tables.  They stood to the side, unbuckling the pink leather collars they had left on following their fun lesson, and put them carefully beneath the tables, then climbed up and laid down, struggling to relax as instructed.
Both girls squirmed, the metal cold on their bare flesh, their slutty school girl uniforms so skimpy that plenty of their bodies were left exposed, their legs, lower backs, butts all resting on the table’s surface.  Amanda and Kristi took a deep breath, exhaled, the room quiet.
STAY STILL AND OPEN YOUR MOUTHS.  THIS WILL BE OVER QUICKLY.  THERE MAY BE A MOMENTARY STING FOLLOWED BY A RUSH OF SENSATIONS.
As the girls lay still several straps rose up from the table, around their wrists, ankles, legs, foreheads, pinning them down.  Neither of them resisted, instead giving up, submitting, a fluttering excitement as they wondered what their reward was going to be.  Above them the arms moved, several lowered towards their shoulders and neck, yet more moving towards their faces, their open mouths.
RELAX.
The robotic limbs moved around Amanda and Kristi, around their necks, slipping into the mouths, gripping their lips gently, easing their tongues out.  There was a chill coiling around their shoulders, across their spines, around their throats, a click, then a flood of warmth spreading out.  A sharp pain shot through their tongues, making both of them wince, then a cold spreading out for just a fraction of a second before a second wave of intense warmth radiated out, a deep, blissful pleasure. 
The arms withdrew, and the straps released them.  The screens flickered.
YOU MAY SIT UP AND LEAVE WHEN YOU ARE READY.  IT WILL TAKE TIME TO ADJUST TO THE NEW SENSATIONS, SO DO NOT HURRY.
Amanda and Kristi lay still for a moment, a wash of new feeling spreading out from their tongues, from around their necks, a warm glow, ripples of pleasure, comfort, like spring tides lapping on a white sand beach.  Amanda sat up first, followed shortly after by Kristi, and they turned to face each other, to see what their rewards were.
Each girl wore a necklace, a choker, a thick silver band fastened around their throat, a small pink gem that seemed to glow, sturdy and sealed in place, like a collar only… prettier.  As one they each reached up to touch their own respective necklace, stroking the cool metal, testing it, realising it was locked on them now, permanently.  As Amanda traced the line of her neck her fingers brushed her shoulder and Kristi shivered, frowned.
“I… I felt that…”  Kristi said, her voice quiet.
Amanda frowned, stared at her pretty best friend.
“Let me try something.”  Kristi said.
She moved her hand to her chest, stroke down, around her necklace, her silver jewelled collar, along her collar bone.  Amanda shivered, moaned, a pink blush rising in her cheeks as a wave of pleasure radiated out from her chest, as though she were being caressed.
“You felt that, didn’t you?”  Kristi asked.
“Yes.  It… it felt… good, like I was being stroked.  I… I could feel you being stroked and it felt, remote, but warm, pleasant.  It felt really… good.”
The two girls stared at each other for a moment.  Before Kristi could react Amanda reached up to her chest with both hands, grasped her tits, and squeezed, pinching her nipples.  Amanda moaned, the wash of sensations bright, and she smiled as she saw Kristi gasping as a sudden tide of pleasure washed over her, Kristi’s nipples stiffening, and Amanda squeezed harder, teasing her friend for a moment before she stopped.
“I think we’re linked.  I think our necklaces have linked us, so we can feel the pleasure the other is experiencing.”  Amanda said.
Kristi nodded, blushing from the pleasure at having Amanda grope herself, her body flustered, heart racing.  The two girls stared at each other for a moment.
“Yeah, I think… I think so too.  But then what about the pain in my, in our… mouths.”
The two girls paused for a moment.  Then, slowly, almost as one, they opened their lips and extended their tongues.
Both of their tongues were pierced, small silver studs, each with a tiny pink gem like their necklaces.  Curious, knowing what piercings had meant for the other girls, they each reached out, touched their tongues, gently.
Kristi and Amanda both gasped, suddenly, loudly, startled by the sudden intense wash of pleasure, their mouths, their tongues and lips, tingling, a tide of new pleasure radiating our, but, more than just their own touch, beneath it, multiplying the experience, was the touch of their friend. 
They were linked, bodies connected by the pretty metal chokers they wore and the piercings in their tongue.  Their mouths were more sensitive, lips and tongue radiating a subtle pleasure at the slightest touch.  Amanda stared as Kristi and wondered what it would be like to kiss her pretty friend, to suck cock side by side, to play with the same cock together.  Just imagining it made Amanda squirm, and she saw Kristi blushing, imagining the same thing.
“I… I guess we should leave, like the screens said.”  Kristi said.
Amanda nodded.  She took a deep breath, slipped off her table, and, making a brave decision, walked straight over to Kristi. 
Amanda reached out, ran her hands over Kristi’s sides as she stepped close, pressed her body to her friends, leaned in, and kissed her, their lips meeting.  Kristi’s lips parted and the girls’ newly pierced tongues met, tides of bliss, the experience magnified, not just their own pleasure, but the intense joy of the other, shared by their necklaces and their tongue studs.
The pair gasped, moaning, Amanda’s caged cock aching, her hole clenching on her fat plug, still full of Kristi’s cum, Kristi’s cock swelling.  Amanda pulled back, breathing hard, ragged short gasps, both blushing, grinning.
“You want to head back to your room and… see what else these rewards let us share?”
Kristi nodded, smiling.
“Yes.”  She said.  “Definitely.”
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Cammy stepped into the room and blinked at the bright pink interior, barely noticing the door swinging shut and clicking locked behind her.  There was soft music, a padded chair in the middle of the room, and a simple looking metallic figure in front of it, a screen in its torso, facing Cammy.
SIT CAMMY.
Cammy smiled, nodding, obeyed.  She moved across the room, wiggling her hips and ass, and sat heavily in the chair.  She giggled as the metallic figure, almost like a simplistic robot, though without a clear head or face, instead smooth metal, turned to face her.
RELAX.  THIS WILL TAKE A LITTLE TIME. THERE MAY BE A SLIGHT ACHE BUT YOU WILL RECOVER QUICKLY.
Cammy nodded, still smiling.  She was not nervous, but was instead excited, curious about what her punishment was to be. 
She had been punished before, and each time they had changed her, modifying her in new ways, corrupting her, transforming her, leading to her becoming the pretty, giddy, giggling pink bimbo slut she now was.  She was grateful for her punishments just as she was for her rewards.  She liked being Cammy more than she had enjoyed being a gross, stupid, stinky boy, and the lessons, playing with and serving cock, sucking and fucking, being a pretty cheerleader bimbo fuck-toy.  If this punishment made her a better bimbo doll, made it easier for her to serve cock, to suck, lick, fuck, then she was glad to accept it.
The chair shifted, leaning back slightly, slowly, so that Cammy ended up lying back, her legs lifted up.  Before she could react metal bands emerged from the foot rest, the arms, trapping her, binding her around her belly, heels, wrists.  Cammy did not struggle, her tiny little cock throbbing in her cage, submitting to her punishment.
The metallic figure moved to the side of the chair. Stopped to one side of Cammy.
THIS WILL NOT TAKE LONG.
Cammy took a deep breath, relaxed, and closed her eyes.  There was a noise, a quiet hum, and she felt a gentle pressure on her hand, on the tip of each finger, spreading up through her wrist and forearm.
The pressure lasted only a moment then was gone, replaced with a slight tingling.  The humming moved down, and there was a series of cold stings running down her hips, thigh, calf, ankle.  Her legs ached, a subtle, hot pain that mounted, becoming almost unbearable until, suddenly, it… vanished.
Cammy sighed, letting go of a breath she hadn’t realised she was holding.  The humming moved around the chair until it was on the other side of her, and then the sensations repeated, the pressure on her finer tips, the tingling, the stinging down her hip and leg, the ache, then nothing.
Cammy lay still, waiting for more, but nothing came.  She floated for a moment, then opened her eyes, dazzled by the soft pinkness of the room. 
YOU ARE FINISHED.  THE PROCEDURE IS DONE.  YOU MAY LEAVE.
Cammy blinked, her head swimming.  The chair shifted, sitting Cammy up.  She looked from the metallic figure to her body, her hands and legs.
The change to her hands was obvious—her fingernails were longer now, extending at least an inch from the tips of her fingers, and were bright, hot, lurid pink.  Cammy tested them, tapping her fingers on the arm of the chair.  They felt… almost real, the vibration sending a shiver up her hand and arm, and they were clearly strong and durable.
THE NAILS ARE PERMANENT.  THEY WILL NOT GROW, WILL NOT BREAK.  YOU WILL ADJUST TO USING YOUR HANDS IN TIME, THOUGH YOU WILL REMAIN A LITTLE CLUMSIER, LIKE A GOOD BIMBO.
Cammy read the screen and smiled.  She liked her new nails, thought them pretty, sexy, perfect for a sexy, slutty, bimbo cheerleader.  She could already imagine how her hands would look wrapped around a fat cock, stroking it as she sucked in between her fat, cock sucking lips, directing it to her tight hole.  Knowing they were permanent made her giggle, the thought of being clumsier, ditzier fitting.  She was a silly bimbo after all.
Happy, she slipped off the chair, and her legs wobbled for a moment before she found her balance.  Things seemed, different.
GO SLOWLY AT FIRST. IT WILL TAKE TIME FOR YOU TO ADJUST TO YOUR MODIFICATIONS. 
Cammy pouted, took a step, and she blushed as she felt her gait changed, an extra wiggle in her step now, her hips rolling in a lurid, exaggerated fashion, making her massive ass wobble.  She walked around the room, taking a moment to get used to her new sexy walk.  She tried walking simply, without wiggling her butt, without being a dirty, slutty tease, but could not manage it.  The way she walked was permanently changed—she would only ever be able to walk like a slutty bimbo fuck doll now.
Cammy stopped, grinning, heart racing.  She giggled, head pink and fizzy.
As she stood her legs began to ache, and, without thinking, she began bounce on the balls of her feel, her heels lifting just slightly off the ground, Cammy wiggling in place, her tits jiggling.  The movement immediately relieved the ache in her legs, and she felt comfortable, the bouncing calming her, soothing her.
She giggled.  Her legs and hips had been adjusted, to make her walk with more of a wiggle and sway, showing off her fat ass and her wide hips, and her legs now didn’t like being still.  Whenever she was stationary she’d end up squirming, bouncing in place to relieve the tension, making her ass and tits jiggle, provocative, making people stare at her slutty bimbo body.
Cammy smiled.  She knew it was a punishment, that her nails and the change to her gait, her legs, was a reprimand for failing in her lesson, but still, she could not help it.  She loved the changes they had made to her, making her a better bimbo, a sexier fuck toy, and she could not wait to see what they were going to do to her next, could not wait to become blonder, pinker, ditzier, a silly, flirty, slutty bimbo cheerleader.
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Jessica recognised room immediately, the simple robotic arm with a complex needle at one end.  Just seeing it made the tattoo above her crotch tingle, the brand, the word CUMSLUT aching, a yearning for cum in her mouth and her belly.
STRIP JESSICA, AND ENTER THE BOOTH.
Jessica smiled.  She quite liked her tattoo now, thought it made her edgy, gothy, hot, and she wondered what her new tattoo would be, and if it would come with more compulsions like the one just above her caged cock.
She did as the screen told her, stripping off her slutty school girl uniform, stripping down to just her cage and her locked leather collar, then entering the booth, standing still.  She shivered, from more than just the chill, excited and nervous, her pierced nipples stiff.  The thought of being a heavily pierced, tattooed, exhibitionist slut made her blush and grin.  How had she been so easily corrupted?
As Jessica took her place in the booth the robotic arm shifted, moved around behind her.
RELAX.
The word read off the screen but also seemed to reverberate through the air, a quiet, seductive whisper.  The was a humming, a static, a seductive voice whispering, lulling Jessica, easing her.
Relax, just breathe in, out, let yourself calm.  Give yourself over.  You want to surrender, don’t you?  You want to be pretty, be transformed, corrupted.  You want to become the sexiest goth princess you can be don’t you?
The voice whispered, luring Jessica into trance, drawing her deep, bypassing her defences, slipping straight into her subconscious.  Jessica nodded.  She did want it.  Wanted it so badly.  Her cute little cock throbbed in her cage, her piercings tingling.
The arm moved closer, the needle began to buzz, and it touched the skin on Jessica’s back, a light sting as it began to tattoo her.  She remained still, motionless, smiling, a warm glow as she submitted, accepted her remaking, becoming a sexier, prettier goth princess.
You are a bad girl, aren’t you?  A dirty, slutty, gothy rebel, showing off your sexy body, exposing yourself.  You love it, being bad, a deviant, a nasty little pervert, a slut.  You are a demoness, a sexy demon fuck toy.  You crave it, that thrill of breaking taboos, being bad, doing the things that pure, innocent, good girls would never do.  You need to be punished, used, trained, fucked, like the gothic bad girl you are, the exhibitionist princess, the slut, the doll.
The needle worked over Jessica’s back, the sting spreading, fading, marking her skin with an unknown design as her mind was corrupted.  She did not resist.  The voice spoke her deepest desires, thoughts she had never admitted, even to herself.  She wanted to be brazen, filthy, bad.  She wanted to rebel, against everything, all the things she had been taught, the ways she had been told to behave, who she had been told she was.  She was Jessica now, the goth princess, and she was a slut, a fuck toy, an exhibitionist, and she was proud of it.
The arm moved, working quickly, efficiently, fast, and the needle lifting, moving to her right arm, buzzing, her skin tingling.
You are sexy, beautiful, a model, made to be seen, made to show off, striking poses, showing off for men and women.  You want to arouse them, excite them, drive them wild with desire for you.  In front of a camera, being filmed, on a stage in front of an audience, it does not matter.  You crave it, performing, feeding off the audience’s desire for you, then letting them use you, pleasuring them, letting them pleasure you, use you.  You are a star, a sexy goth model, a pin-up girl, and you will do anything you can to be seen, to be the best, sexiest, most provocative starlet you can be.
More words filtered into Jessica’s mind as the needle worked.  She smiled, head spinning, skin tingling.  The needle worked, lifted again, moved to Jessica’s left arm, pressed to her skin again.
You exist to shock, to break taboos, to be filthy, revelling in debauchery.  You crave that thrill, shocking those ordinary, safe, boring people who never understand the joy of giving in to their inner pervert.  You want them to see you, be horrified, to break boundaries, to do things that thrill and repulse and arouse.  You want to debase yourself, corrupt others, to defile the sacred and the pure, to spread the filth and pleasure of perversion, a princess of smut.
Jessica’s caged cock was throbbing.  She wanted it, wanted it bad, wanted the thrill and the shame and the humiliation and the pleasure, breaking the rules, debasing herself, the thrill of breaking taboos, being seen, a filthy, brazen, gothy, slutty, fuck toy.
The needle lifted, and moved again, rotating around to Jessica’s chest, the needle working on the skin over Jessica’s plump tits, the sting moving across her chest.  She remained still, accepting her reward.
You crave it, need it, more than anything.  In your mouth, swallowing, hungry for it.  CUM.  You need CUM.  You will do anything for it, your mind and body going into withdrawal if you do not get it, needing your addiction fed constantly, each moment without it making your cravings worse.  The source does not matter.  Just that you get what you need.  CUM.  You want it, need it, in your mouth, over you face, coating you, bathing you, over your body, hot and thick and sticky.  You are a CUMSLUT, a CUM DUMP, a toy that is made to receive cum, feeding off of it.  You need the pleasure you experience when you earn it, milking it, swallowing, letting it cover your face, tits, ass, belly, coating your body.  A slutty, filthy, brazen CUM DUMP.
Jessica felt the words sinking into her mind, her identity shifting.  It was true.  All of it.  She craved cum, needed it.  She was a CUMSLUT, a CUM DUMP, and she could already feel the cravings, the hunger, her thoughts jumbled, her addiction building, desperate to swallow, to feel it on her skin… cum.
The needle lifted, moved down, around, to Jessica’s side, pressed to her skin, and began to buzz.  Stinging radiated out.
You want to be bound, tied, restrained, posed, displayed, unable to move or speak or see, your body an object for people to stare at, touch.  Imagine it, unable to move, hooded, cut off from the world, in a room full of men and women, their gazes roaming your slutty, sexy body, touching you, examining you, aroused by you, playing with you.  Their fingers, their lips, their cocks, cunts, touching you, teasing you, making you shudder and moan, unable to resist or speak or escape, vulnerable, at their mercy.  It is your purpose, to be seen, to be displayed, used, to submit.  Rope, chains, cuffs… it does not matter how.  It only matters that you are restrained, and just the thought makes you tingle, yearning for that powerlessness, the bliss of being utterly helpless, exposed, exhibited, displayed.
Jessica could not help but imagine it, and her caged cock throbbed, drooling precum.  Her body felt hot, the aches from the needle covering her body, her back, arms, above her tits, on one side of her ribs.
The needle lifted again, slipped down, round, circling each leg, the needle pressing to her smooth skin, circling each thigh, lingering at the back.
You are pretty, sexy, slutty.  You need to wear sexy, provocative, revealing outfits, stockings, sexy lingerie, latex, leather, showing off your curves, your legs, your ass and tits, your hips.  You want to wiggle, strut, in tiny skirts and dresses, in fetish wear, booty shorts, and figure hugging jeans, so that men and women notice you, want you, desire you.  You want to be noticed, watched, seen, want to see the look of desire and lust in their gazes, you need it, crave it, their attention, their hunger for your slutty goth princess body.
The words sank into Jessica’s subconscious, reprogramming her, corrupting her, and she smiled as the needle buzzed, tattooing her.  The needle lifted, and the buzzing shut off.
Good girl.  Your reward is complete.
The voice cut off, the static buzz ended, and the robotic arm withdrew.
YOU MAY LEAVE THE BOOTH AND SEE YOUR NEW, IMPROVED BODY IN THE MIRROR PROVIDED.
The screen read, and it took Jessica several seconds to process the words.  She was finished.  How long had it taken.  She vaguely remembered a voice, the needle working over her back, arms, tits, ribs, legs.  Her body ached, a tingling, and her head felt fuzzy, odd cravings, a hunger, new needs and desires.  She smiled, took a careful step out of the booth, and turned to look around the room.
To one side was a full length mirror.  Jessica froze, her eyes went wide.  She was naked, her pierced nipples on display, her caged cock, her locked leather collar.  Above her cage was her old tattoo, the pretty heart shaped brand, the word CUMSLUT, but there was more than that now… her whole body was covered with numerous new tattoos.
Jessica turned, examining herself from all angles, her head spinning as she looked over her soft, smooth, curvy body, her hips, tits, ass, legs, examining every inch of flawless flesh for new markings, each new tattoo sparking odd new cravings and needs.
On her back, on either shoulder, were two small wings, like those of a bat or… a demon, a demoness, a corrupt, deviant seductress, a… a bad girl.  On one upper arm was a woman, a sexy, gothic pin-up girl in sexy lingerie and heels, posing, and on the other upper arm was a voluptuous nun in a latex habit, kneeling, a ball gag in her mouth, lifting her skirt to show of her stocking clad thighs and cute little cock in a tiny cage—both images were lurid, provocative, brazen, and they made Jessica shudder and blush, two perfect role models for her, constant reminders of what she must aspire to be.
Above her tits, in pretty, feminine script, were the words CUM DUMP, and just reading them made Jessica shudder, a sudden craving for cum, not just in her mouth, but over her body, the desire to have a cock fuck between her tits, teasing her pierced nipples, cumming over chest and face, coating her.   On her ribs on one side was a pretty fairy in a tiny dress with dainty wings, made up with dark make-up like a punk star, tied up and put on display, and the image made Jessica think of rope, chains, being made vulnerable, touched, teased, used while bound, and her caged cock ached, throbbing. 
On her legs, around both thighs, were lacy decorations, like stocking tops, with large pretty black ribbons on the backs of her thighs, so that even naked it would look like she was wearing stockings, and seeing the tattoos made Jessica want to strut, wiggle her ass, sway her hips, show off her body.
She was covered in tattoos now, lips, tongue, nipples pierced, but… she wanted more, wanted to be even more brazen, slutty.  She smiled.  She was sure there would be more rewards, more punishments, further changing her, remaking her, transforming her, and she could not wait to see what the school would do to her, but for now, she wanted to show off her newest tattoos, to see the others girls’ faces, to display herself.
Jessica picked up her school girl uniform, but did not get dressed.  Instead she left the room, still naked, looking forward to being seen, having her tattooed, pierced body admired.  She wanted the girls to admire her, be aroused by her.
“I can’t wait to see what Cammy and Amanda think of my new tattoos.”  Jessica said to herself.
She smiled, giggling, blushing.  She wanted, needed, to show of, to display her goth princess slut body, but… more than that, she wanted to play.  She walked back to her room, barefoot, naked, her ass and hips wiggling and her tits jiggling, and her body tingled with new desires and needs, a subtle buzzing hunger in her belly.  She was a bad girl, a tattooed, pierced, goth, exhibitionist princess, a toy, a doll, and she really, really needed to play.




Chapter Five
The three room-mates returned to their room at almost the same time, all of them tired and flustered after a long day, their elaborate lessons, their rewards, their punishments.  Cammy arrived first, then Jessica, and soon after Amanda, flustered after spending a short time alone with Kristi in her room, a subtle, glowing grin, an extra wiggle in her steps. 
All of them found a package on their beds, a simple box wrapped with a ribbon, black, pink, red, and a note.  Each note was identical, written in a neat script, Ms Lewis’ handwriting.
Girls, you are to clean up and get changed.  Wear the outfits you have been provided with.  I expect you to be turned out to the highest standard—looking sexy, pretty, beautiful.  You are then to meet me in the great hall for an evening event.  Further instructions will be issued on the door.

Ms Lewis

Cammy and Jessica and Amanda looked at each other, smiled, and turned to their boxes, opening them in an excited hurry, barely even noticing the changes to each other.  In Cammy’s box was a hot pink mini-dress, latex, figure hugging, and a pair of pink heels, with fishnet stockings, no panties and no bra.  Jessica found a black corset that would be tight around her waist, and barely cover her pierced nipples, a pair of seamed stockings, suspenders, a tiny black skirt, thigh length leather boots, again no panties.  Finally, Amanda found a long red dress, elegant, flowing, low cut and strapless, with a long slit up the front, black stockings, suspenders, red heels, but still no panties, no bra.
The girls looked over their outfits, then looked to each other, giggling, blushing.
“Guess what ever this is, we won’t need underwear.”  Jessica said.
Cammy giggled, grinning.
“Sounds like my kind of night!”  She said.
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The girls showered, fixed their make-up, and styled their hair, and helped each other get ready—both Cammy and Amanda helping to ensure Jessica’s rigid corset was properly tightened.  They took a moment to admire each other, commenting on their recent changes, Cammy showing off her pretty pink nails that made it so much more difficult to use her hands, and she performed her sexy bounce when she stood still, her big tits jiggling up and down; Jessica proudly showing off her new tattoos, though keeping to herself the lingering effect each one had on her personality; Amanda eagerly showing off her pierced tongue, and her pretty metal collar, so pretty it looked like jewellery with its glowing pink gem, though she did not tell the others about the link she now had with Kristi, about how they shared pleasure, about how they had experimented with their new link in Kristi’s room earlier.
They did not take too long though, unwilling to linger and examine each others new enhancements for fear of incurring further punishments and missing out on whatever fun Ms Lewis had planned for them.  Though they had all been tired, they were all excited now, fluttering nerves as they dressed, no underwear, panty-less, for the night’s activity.  They could not deny how the idea of dressing pretty, sexy, getting dolled up, wearing no underwear, thrilled them—what it hinted at, the idea of being seen, touched, used, serving, made all of them ache, their caged cocks throbbing.
As they arrived at the hall the three girls noticed a crowd, the girls not just from their class outside the doors, but the girls from all the other classes too, the senior girls, all of them so provocative and brazen.  There was the chatter of voices, whispers, gossip.  Kristi stood with several girls from their class, but when she noticed Amanda and her room-mates she broke away from the group and almost ran to her friend, jumping up to hug her, a deep kiss on the lips, the pair both gasping at the intensity of the shared pleasure.
“Like, someone is totally glad to see you.”  Cammy said, giggling.
Amanda and Kristi blushed, giggled, broke apart, but their hands found each other and they stood close, both short of breath.  Amanda looked Kristi up and down, admiring her friend, a tight fitting dress, similar to hers, in deep burnt orange instead of bright red, stockings, heels, suspenders peeking out from the slit in her skirt. 
“Let me guess, no panties for you either?”  Amanda said.
Kristi blushed, bit her bottom lip, nodded.
“How did you…”
“Like, none of us have any panties either.”  Cammy giggled.
Kristi looked at the three pretty room-mates, blushing.  One of the senior girls, Honey, bright blonde, overheard, and laughed, a flirty giggle.
“Like, none of us have any underwear!  That’s, like, one of the most important things about these… oh… I just realised… I’m so dumb sometimes… none of you have been to one before.  Like, you are all totally in for an amazing night!”
Jessica opened her mouth to ask a question but was silenced by a single clap.  All the girls turned to see several teachers standing by the doors to the hall.  They were all in formal dresses, looking imperious, stern, smiling, beautiful.
“Now, girls, quiet please.  I know you are excited, but I will need to go over the rules for the girls who are here for the first time tonight.”  Ms Lewis said.
There was a quiet murmur, then silence.  Ms Lewis waited for a moment, letting the girls settle.  There was a definite atmosphere of excitement and tension.
“As you all know, this school offers some very sophisticated, and advanced facilities.  These are not cheap, and many are not readily available to the public.  Fortunately, the school has many wealthy, powerful patrons who share our passion, and who care deeply about shepherding lost girls like yourselves.  Every so often we like to thank these patrons, so we host an evening… event, where our patrons and benefactors can meet our students and experience the fruits of our labours and methods first hand.”
Jessica, Cammy, Amanda, and Kristi stood listening.  All of them, except Cammy, realised where this was going.  They smiled, nervous, excited, and Amanda squeezed Kristi’s hand tight, both of them eager.
“Behind these doors are a few honoured patrons, and their guests.  We expect you girls to mingle, entertain, and demonstrate the product of the school’s methods.  You are free to entertain our guests how ever you, or they like.  This is a party after all, and everyone is here to have fun.  Dance, flirt, tease, and do your very best to make sure our guests leave entirely satisfied with their continuing investment in our school.  Is that understood?”
There was a chorus of ‘yes Ms’ from all the girls.  Ms Lewis smiled.  Kristi squeezed Amanda’s hand.  Cammy was bouncing up and down, her tits jiggling.  Ms Lewis and the other teachers stepped back, to the side, and the large doors to the hall opened, and the girls stepped forward into the room, the atmosphere of excitement, arousal, desire carrying them off into the night’s events.
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The sea of girls, all pretty, sexy, panty-less, split apart as they entered the room, girls going off alone, in pairs, or in threes to mingle amongst the guests.  Amanda walked off hand in hand with Kristi, while Jessica and Cammy went off on their own.
The room was full of men and women, all dressed formally, in expensive suits and dresses, older than the girls, an aura of power and command that left the school girls blushing and giggling as they approached the school’s prestigious benefactors.  Some were stunningly handsome, beautiful, but most were plain, except for the way they presented themselves, something about their expression, the way they held themselves, the cut of their fashionable suits and dresses, their shoes and heels, their haircuts, their make-up and jewellery, marking them as people with money, power, influence, and that alone gave them some almost ethereal other quality, a domineering aspect that made the pretty, sexy, slutty school girls want to submit.
Kristi and Amanda approached a group of two men and two women, two couples engrossed in conversation, all of them mature, with discerning gazes.  The way they all looked over the pretty girls as they approached, like predators, made the girls blush.
“My, what pretty things we have here.  I’m not sure we’ve ever had the pleasure of your company.  What are you two dolls called?”  One of the men asked.
Kristi and Amanda introduced themselves, but the men and women remained anonymous.  They talked, briefly, asking the girls about their classes, their lessons, what they thought of the school and how they were enjoying themselves, how they were taking to the changes they were experiencing.
The girls answered politely, flirting, giggling, blushing as the men and women asked them probing questions about what the lessons had involved, just what techniques they’d learned, what their particular talents were.
Amanda explained hers, showing her her sexy walk, and how she was never comfortable without heels, even lifting her skirt to allow the men and women to feel her voluptuous ass, her slick, hungry hole, eager to be fucked, and she giggled as they complimented her on her stunning fuck hole.  Kristi was more bashful, and it was only with Amanda’s encouragement that she lifted her skirt to show off her fat, thick, long, beautiful cock, already beginning to harden.  The men and women all seemed most impressed, and they all took turns to stroke Kristi, making her stand with her arms behind her back as they teased her cock, stroking it, making her moan and thrust her hips, caressing the head as her balls tightened, slit drooling precum. 
Kristi whimpered, aching, hot, her heart racing, and beside her Amanda bit her bottom lip, sharing Kristi’s sensations, the bright pleasure her friend was experiencing linked through their collars.  The men and women teased Kristi, enjoying her reaction, and then one moved in behind Amanda, slipping his hand over her ass, fingers teasing along her crack, pressing at the head of her massive plug, making her gasp.
“You girls don’t mind keeping us company do you.  The pair of you are just so cute together we can’t resist.  There are just so many fun things we could do to pass the night.”  One of the women said.
Amanda and Kristi both shook their heads.  The pleasure was too intense.  There was no way they could say no, no way they could resist, the feedback of their linked sensations causing them to spiral higher and higher, drunk on pleasure and lust.
The woman smiled, then moved in front of Kristi, and sank to her knees.  In one, swift, smooth, practised motion, she wrapped her lips around Kristi’s cock, and swallowed the entire length.  Kristi moaned, thrust her hips, and Amanda’s knees went weak at the tide of pleasure that was shared through her connection with her pretty friend.
“We can’t have your friend having all the fun now, can we?”  One of the men said. 
He stepped in close to Amanda, ran a hand over her ass, up her back, to her neck, gripping her.  With a gentle pressure he eased Amanda to her knees, and she bent willingly in front of him, aware of the power he held over her, submitting, her heart racing.
Without needing to be told Amanda reached up and undid the man’s belt, tugging down his trousers, and she pulled out his cock, already hard, fat and thick and long—it was not as beautiful as Kristi’s, but the scent was raw and masculine and made Amanda’s head spin.  As the man gripped Amanda’s hair she leaned forward, her lips opening.
As she took his cock into her tight, wet, hot mouth Amanda felt a knot of joy, the piercing in her tongue sending bolts of pleasure through her, making her caged cock throb.  She sucked, hard, eagerly, suddenly hungry for more, realising now why Jessica and Cammy were both so obsessed with sucking cock—it was almost as good as being fucked!
As Amanda sucked, taking the man’s cock deep, her lips tight, tongue lapping, Kristi moaned, her lips and tongue throbbing with shared bliss, the woman sucking her cock, working her hands up and down Kristi’s spit slicked shaft.  The other man moved to the side of her and began to stoke her body, fondling her ass, tits.  He leaned in close, lips brushing her ear.
“On your knees.  I want you to suck me as my wife sucks you.”  He whispered.
Kristi could only nod.  She fell to her knees as the woman shifted to keep her fat, beautiful cock in between her lips.
As the woman continued to work her lips up and down Kristi’s cock the man unbuckled his trousers, took his prick out, hard, thick, throbbing, and he stepped towards Kristi’s pretty face.  Her mouth opened, her body aching with the pleasure of Amanda sucking cock, their experiences shared, and the man fed his cock into Kristi’s wet, tight, slutty mouth.
Her pierced tongue pulsed bright with new joy and both Kristi and Amanda moaned, shuddering in shared bliss.  The men thrust their cocks into Amanda’s and Kristi’s mouths, both of them sharing the sensation, and the woman worked her lips up and down Kristi’s beautiful, fat, perfect cock, her shaft wet with spit, balls dripping, the air full of muffled moans of pleasure, the men’s quiet groans as they fucked the school girls’ mouths.
The last woman moved in behind Amanda, close, and ran her hands over her ass, squeezing, lifting her skirt up to expose her bare, plugged ass, her stocking and suspenders.  Her fingers traced along Amanda’s crack, gripping the head of her massive plug, pulling.
Amanda gasped, her plug easing out, hole stretching, wider and wider, wet, slick with Kristi’s cum.  Her hole puckered and then, suddenly, the plug slipped out, leaving her gaping.  Kristi and Amanda squirmed, gasping, sharing the sensations each other experienced.  The woman worked her fingers down to Amanda’s wet ass, teasing at her hole.
“One thing I do love about these events is getting to try out all the lovely new toys the school has.  Their strap-ons for example… I just love how they let me really experience the joy of fucking a pretty young slut like you in her tight, wet ass while you serve my husband’s cock.”
The woman moved, eased forward, her fingers slipping away, and something hard, thick, throbbing, hot, pressed at Amanda’s hole.  It eased in, stretching her wider and wider.
“I just love fucking pretty young sluts like you with a fat, massive cock, and filling them with cum.  It makes everything we donate to this school such a worthwhile investment.”
The cock pressed deeper, hard, forcing Amanda’s ass open, stretching her, then, suddenly, wonderfully, it popped past her outer entrance, slipped deep, and the woman fucked her cock into Amanda’s tight, wet hole.
Amanda moaned, thrusting her hips back, her noises muffled as she sucked cock.  Kristi moaned, experiencing the sensations of Amanda being fucked in her ass, her mouth full of cock, hot wet lips on her dick. 
The two pretty school girls surrendered to the pleasure, submitting, serving, sucking, being fucked, being sucked.  The men and women, husbands and wives, thrust, sucking, fucking, deep, hard, using the pretty sluts for their pleasure, and the air was full of the smell of sex, the noises of lust, desire, pleasure, hands groping, squeezing, fondling, gripping, soft skin, smooth, sensitive, pierced tongues, tits, asses, hard cocks throbbing, mouths full, Amanda’s ass stretched around a fat, long, throbbing cock.
The room seemed almost to fade away, and the Amanda and Kristi focussed on keeping the four guests very, very entertained.  The gems in the necklaces glowed soft pink, sharing the pleasure between them, so they both felt every stroke, suck, fuck, squeeze, pinch, thrust.
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Cammy made her way over to a group of three middle aged men, engrossed in conversation, but their chatter died as she approached.  She smiled as she walked, her hips rolling, ass wiggling, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, her tits jiggling.
She felt a flutter in her belly as their eyes looked her up and down, lingering on her ass and tits, her fat, pink, plump, dick sucking lips.  It was clear that she aroused them, and she noticed bulges forming in their trousers.
“Hi!”  Cammy said, waving, blushing.  “You cute boys mind if I, like, join you?”
“Oh, not at all.”  One of the men said.
“We were just discussing our fondness for your wonderful school.  It would be delightful if you were to give us your opinion, as a student.  A first hand account of your experiences, as it were, tell us how you’re enjoying it here, tell us how you’re enjoying your… transformation.” 
Cammy giggled, blushing.  Her head was pink and fuzzy.
“Oh, you don’t want to listen to me talk.  I’m totally not good at clever things like you smart boys, but I’d love to hear what you have to say.  I bet you have, like, so many really interesting things to talk about!”
Cammy stopped beside the men and almost immediately began to bounce, her legs aching whenever she was stationary for too long, and her tits bounced, almost threatening to fall out of her tight dress.  The men openly stared, smiling, watching her sexy, slutty, bimbo body, and Cammy felt her tiny little caged cock throb.
“I simply don’t believe that is true.  A pretty girl like you must have lots to talk about.  Why don’t you tell us all about the changes that have happened to you since you arrived, tell us how you feel about it, and while you talk, well, we’ll try to keep you entertained.”
The men moved to circle Cammy, almost trapping her, and she giggled, loving feeling like a small animal being preyed upon.  The men were all obviously hard now, and one by one they moved in close, running their hands over her curvy body, caressing, groping, squeezing, hips, back, arms, tits, ass, thighs, so many hands touching her.  Cammy moaned, nodded.
“Like, I can try… if… if that’s what you all really want to hear…”  Cammy said.
She was gasping in delight as a hand slipped up her dress to brush over her ass, another teasing her tiny little worthless caged cock.  The men pressed their bodies into her, the hard swellings of their pricks.
“We insist.”  A man said.
Cammy submitted, complied.  She began to tell the men all about her adventures at the school, how she had been just an ordinary boy when she arrived, a former sports player, sensible, and popular with the girls, and how the school had begun to change her.  She talked about her first punishment, her cock being shrunk, fitted into a tiny cage, and her body changing, becoming girlier, sexier, tits and ass, face prettier.
As the men listened they touched her, peeling her dress up over her hips, exposing her ass, her tiny caged dick, her pretty jewelled plug.  They peeled down her top, her tits popping free.  Hands kneaded her ass, tits, pinching her nipples, kisses on her neck, shoulders, hands caressing her tiny worthless caged dick, making it throb, hard.
Cammy talked, almost breathless, detailing her rewards, punishments, her lessons.  The men listened, clearly aroused, excited by the tale of the innocent boy becoming the sexy, slutty, brazen bimbo in front of them, her massive ass and tits, her fuckable lips, her shrunken, caged, useless cock.
“So, you know how to be a good fuck doll then?”  One of them men said.
Cammy nodded.
“Like, I think its the thing I’m best at.  I’m like soooo much better at being a slutty bimbo girl than I ever was at being a dumb boy.”
The men all laughed, fondling her, pressing their hard cocks into her, grinding against her, making her belly flutter.  Cammy wiggled, her tits jiggling, ass wobbling, her caged little dick drooling precum.
“Well… we all agree.  Now, you’ve told us all about your new talents.  I think it’s time you showed us.  We all think the girls this school produces are the most wonderful play things, but you… well you seem like something very special.”
Cammy blushed, giggled.  She squirmed into the men’s grips, relishing the many hands, the way they mauled her, hungry for her, eager to feel her, play with her.  She turned to look at the man who had spoken.
“Well, like, how do you want me then?”  Cammy asked.  “On my knees, standing, on my back.  How do you boys want your pretty bimbo fuck doll to pose while you use her?”
“On all fours, like a bitch in heat.”  One of the men said, laughing.
Cammy smiled, giggled, obliged, squirming out of their grip and moving to kneel, then falling onto all fours, her back curved and her ass lifted high, her plug, the pretty pink gem, clearly displayed, her tits swaying.
“Well, like, are you boys coming to get me or what?”  She said.
The men pounced.  They moved quickly, undoing their trousers, kneeling, one to the side, one behind, one in front.  As Cammy saw their cocks her eyes went wide—they were enormous, stunning, perfect.
“One of the benefits of the helping to fund the school.  We get to sample whatever methods we like.  I do hope you enjoy our enhanced cocks.”  A man said.
Cammy’s mouth was watering.  She could not wait, her mouth empty, wet, desperate, eager.  She reached out with one hand, grasped the prick closest to her face, opened her mouth, and took it between her lips, swallowing it with her enhanced throat, taking it deep, her pierced tongue, her fat lips, her throat, all buzzing with heady pleasure.  Her body shivered and she moaned, the noise muffled.
She reached out with her hand to gasp the cock to the side of her, stroking it.  Behind her the man between her legs ran his fingers over her ass, along her crack, and pulled at her plug, eased it out.  It stretched her hole, tugging, then slipped free.  Before Cammy could even miss the sensation of being full he pressed the head of his fat, thick, throbbing cock to her entrance, and forced it in, one hard, swift movement splitting her open, fucking her deep, hard
Cammy moaned, gasping, lost on the tide of pleasure.  The cock in her mouth thrust in and out, fucking between her lips, slipping deep into her throat.  The prick in her ass throbbed, fucking deep, her hole stretched, fucked, aching, a knot of pleasure in her belly.  The cock in her hand pulsed as she wanked it, gripping it, milking it.  Hands roamed her body, gripping her hips, slapping her ass, thrusting, tits teased, pinching nipples, pulling her hair.  She surrendered, let the men use her, a pretty bimbo fuck doll riding a sea of bliss as she let them play with her, her holes, her pretty, sexy, slut, fuck doll body, a toy for their pleasure.
The three men fucked her, deep, hard, switching holes, groping, the slutty school girl their personal bimbo doll for the night.  Cammy did not resist, submitted willingly, eagerly, aching to be fucked, used, to feel their cocks, and her whimpers, moans, her begging, pleading, gasping, only made them harder, made them fuck her deeper, faster, her tiny little worthless caged dick drooling a constant stream of precum over the floor.
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On the other side of the room Jessica had not wasted her time in finding a group of guests to entertain.  While Amanda and Kristi and Cammy had found themselves engaged by eager benefactors of the school, so too had Jessica.  Three women had cornered her, and, eager to see just what the school had done to her, they encouraged her to strip, show of her transformations, her new body, her enhancements, the product of her lessons, punishments, rewards.
Jessica was only too happy to comply, eager to show off, to be seen, to display her slutty, sexy, exhibitionist, goth princess body.  As Jessica stripped off, peeling back her outfit to display her tits, her pieced nipples, showing off her caged cock, her long legs, her wide hips and plump ass, a crowd began to gather.  As men and women paused to watch her, Jessica began to moan, quietly, breathing hard, blushing, shivering in pleasure, heart racing.
With her body on display she began to play with herself, touching her nipples, using her fingers to tease her lips and tongue, stroking over her cage to let her fingers tease back to her plug, pressing it it, tugging it so that it teased at her entrance.  As she watched the audience, men and women becoming obviously roused, she become only more brazen, explicit.
Jessica’s breath became ragged, her hands working over her body, eyes on her, a hot, aching, desperate hunger.  She was craving it, needed it, she looked over the crowd who were watching her, men and women, so many hard cocks, more than a few wet cunts, so much cum.
“Please… use me… let me… let me entertain you.  I just… I need your cum.”  Jessica could not believe what she was saying.
She was showing of, acting like a brazen slut, begging strangers for their cum, but… it felt right.  The crowd did not need to be asked twice.  They moved almost as one, many bodies closing on Jessica, and she surrendered, allowed herself to be engulfed by them.
Hands caressed her, molested her, cocks, cunts, hard, wet, fingers pulling her plug out of her ass, leaving her empty.  She felt something hard press at her entrance and she shifted back onto it on instinct, craving it, wiggling her hips, gasping as it popped in, fucking deep, a cock buried in her tight, hot ass.  A wet cunt pressed to her face, her pierced lips, and she pressed her tongue into, eager for her first taste of pussy, her pierced tongue lapping, her pierced lips and tongue buzzing with delight, bliss, and she worked her lips and tongue with hunger, eager to pleasure the unknown woman.
Her body was engulfed in flesh, hands, fingers, cocks, cunts.  Her tits were squeezed, nipples teased, and something hard pressed between them, began to thrust, a man tit fucking her, the sensation a new bliss that she quickly became addicted to.  Jessica surrendered, allowed the crowd to use her, fuck her, abuse her, tease her.
“Such a pretty cum dump.”  A voice said.  “Such a slutty CUMSLUT.”
The words drove Jessica wild.  Her hands closed on another cock, her other hand guided into the folds of another wet pussy, fingers slipping in.  There were moans, gasps, whines, groans, not all of them hers.  The air reeked of sex.
“I think she wants us to cum on her, in her, all over her.”  A woman said.
“Well, she’s such a pretty thing, and it’d be so mean of us to deny her after she put on such a wonderful show for us.”  A man said.
Jessica moaned, aching for it.  She began to squirm, working her hips to milk the cock in her ass, desperate to feel it fill her with cum, lapping at the cunt grinding on her face, chin slick with musky juices, her hands stroking cock, fingering pussy, tits tingling as a cock fucked between them.
She was drunk on the bliss of being such a slut, such a nasty exhibitionist, eager to be seen displayed, used, covered in cum.  She ached for it, yearned for it, needed it, was addicted to it.  Her tattoos were brands that marked not just her body but her soul, displaying for all the world to see just what kind of brazen fuck doll she was—collared, pierced, fat tits and ass, covered in lurid tattoos.
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The girls fell quickly into the swing of the party, the guests revelling in the debauchery.  The air filled with the sounds of sex, the sight of flesh, asses being fucked, mouths fucked, bodies on display, the girls using their talents to show the generous benefactors just what kind of girls the school produced, just what kind of filthy sluts they could make from innocent, timid boys who had lost their way.
As Jessica, Kristi, Amanda, Cammy all embraced their new identities, their new bodies, their new talents, they felt a liberation, like being set free.  They were happy, drunk on lust and pleasure.  They were desired, wanted, by men and women.  As filthy slutty school girls they were adored, and people wanted them, wanted to use them, pleasure them, fuck them, be pleasured by them.
Cocks fucked deep into slippery, tight, hot holes, thrust deep into mouth, hands teasing.  Cunts, pricks, cum, all of it was given to the girls, their bodies tingling, squirming, aching, wiggling, milking more cum, serving men and women, offering themselves up as willing fuck dolls, each unique and wonderful and treasured. 
The party began to build to a climax, figuratively, literally.  The moans became louder, the fucking, sucking, grinding faster, girls eager for cum, the men and women eager to cum.
Ms Lewis watched as Amanda, Kristi, Jessica, Cammy, and the other girls earned their rewards, making the men and women who helped keep the school running cum.  She watched as the girls came, cumming hard, their pretty little dainty caged dicks drooling, bodies shuddering, swallowing cum, asses pumped full of cum, bodies bathed in cum, and she smiled.
Soon, she knew, these girls would be ready to graduate.
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




Also By Keary Hayes…




Brainwashed - Her Sissy Maid
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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?




The Toy Maker’s Sissy Doll
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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…




Seduced by Sissy Hypnosis
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Ben is ecstatic when he hears his father and step-mother are getting a new car. If he can have their old one perhaps there will be hope for his miserable dating prospects at his new college. There is one problem through, his step-sister, Lianne, also wants the car, and Lianne is used to getting what she wants.
Desperate, Ben resolves to pleading with Lianne. When Lianne offers Ben a simple bet, he jumps at the opportunity to get his hands on the car. The deal is simple, watch three mysterious videos Lianne has and he can have the car, don’t watch them and the car is hers.
Soon Ben finds himself spiralling out of control. Becoming prettier, girlier, happier, Ben nevertheless manages to complete his bet with Lianne. When Ben confronts his step-sister with his success she offers him a new twist… one that Ben finds impossible to resist.
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…




The Neighbours’ Sissy Maid
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With his first year of college approaching Richard is looking for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive.  When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.
David heads out of town on business and Richard is left alone with Clare, the women he has always admired, and when Richard steals a pair of Clare’s pretty panties he sets off a chain of events that lead him down a road of feminization and submission.  Clare makes Richard her pretty, sexy maid and sets about training her, punishing her, teaching her how to be Rachel, a good girl.
When David returns home Clare has Rachel serve them both.  Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of being pretty, sexy, of dressing and acting feminine, and she gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy maid.




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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