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FEMDOM SLEEPOVER

“We’re just bored and we need a toy to play with.” Rebecca said, laughing

“If you just do what we say then we’ll keep your secret, and maybe you’ll even enjoy being our doll.” Lisa said.

“Tick tock…” Fiona said. “Better hurry.”

Sean took a deep breath. What choice did he have?

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Sean knew it was going to be a weekend to remember the moment he found out he was going to be home alone with his stepsister. When he found out she was having a sleepover with her best friends he figured he’d be safest if he just kept out of their way.

The girls have other plans though, and they plead with him to take part in a fashion show, with him as the judge deciding who’s the cutest. Sean refuses, but what he hadn’t been counting on was his stepsister knowing about the time he wrecked his stepfather's car. So, not wanting to get into trouble, he decides to play along.

After all, how bad can it be, watching three cute girls play dress-up? As their outfits get more and more revealing though Sean begins to feel more than a little flustered. When the girls decide he’s not paying them enough attention they decide that they’ve had enough, and that it’s Sean’s turn to put on a show for their amusement.

So begins a journey of feminization and self-discovery that leads to one very memorable sleepover as the three girls teach Sean the joy of being a pretty, obedient doll.


One

The click of the front door, followed by a clatter of voices, giggles, let Sean know that his evening, his weekend, of torment had begun. As footsteps climbed the stairs he sighed and cranked up the volume on his gaming PC, the music and background sounds of his favourite RPG game swelling to blot out the noise of his step-sister and her coven, as he liked to call them. It was going to be a long three days…

When his mother and stepfather had told him about their weekend plans he had been excited for them—they worked hard and were good people, and they deserved to have some time away together to relax and connect—but his excitement had soon changed to dread when they’d asked him for one, small, tiny, insignificant favour. Their words.

In his opinion, the favour was far from tiny.

“Could you look after the house, and your sister.” His mother had asked him.

Of course, he’d said ‘yes’, since that was the kind of son he was. He was quiet and well-behaved. A good boy.

Which was the polar opposite of his stepsister.

Fiona was two years younger than Sean and had only just passed her nineteenth birthday, which meant the pair had known each other for just over fifteen years and had been siblings for almost fourteen. That was fifteen years of her brattiness. Fifteen years of her getting her own way. Fifteen years of her teasing him, annoying him, torturing him for her, and her friends’, amusement.

And now, here he was, house-sitting, baby-sitting his bratty little stepsister for the weekend, and he was not looking forward to it. True, Fiona had softened over the years, and she and her friends had ceased their relentless, childish teasing of him now they were adults, but still, he could not help but feel uncomfortable around her and her friends.

Perhaps it was how loud and gregarious they were, how boisterous and playful they were with each other, or perhaps it was just that they were everything he wasn’t.

Where Sean was quiet and serious and studious, with only a few friends like him, Fiona was popular and playful and brash. Where Sean enjoyed spending time either studying or playing on his computer at home, alone, Fiona enjoyed partying and spending time with her many friends. Where Sean had never even kissed a girl, Fiona had left a string of broken-hearted boys and girls in her wake.

And now he had to keep her, and her friends, in check. He was in charge. It was like being in charge of a hurricane.

Trying to focus on his game—playing through for the sixth time, as a variant caster he’d not tried before—Sean did his best to ignore the sound of three very familiar voices. The music and the sounds of the game were loud now, familiar, almost comforting, and for a moment he imagined that the weekend might be peaceful, quiet, serene. Maybe everything would be fine and his sister and her friends would be quiet and behave and leave him alone and…

That daydream of maybe was shattered by a knock at the door and the sound of the door opening before Sean had even had the chance to answer. There was laughter, harsh and brittle and Sean could already feel a headache coming on.

“Hi, big brother! We just got back and wanted to say hi and that we’re looking forward to our weekend with you taking care of us.”

Fiona’s voice was sing-song sweet, an act she used often to get her own way. It worked on her father, Sean’s stepfather, and his mother, far too often. It worked on pretty much every man, and boy, to his absolute frustration and bemusement, and it also seemed to work on most women. It was like magic. In fact, the only person Fiona had never been able to charm in Sean’s experience was Sean.

“Anyway, I can see you’re busy with very important things.” Fiona giggled, and her friends giggled, and Sean felt himself blush. “So we won’t keep you long. We just wanted to say hello and let you know we're staying in tonight. We have wine and we’re getting a pizza, if you want to share with us?”

Sean took a deep breath and exhaled a slow, quiet breath of exasperation. How was he already exhausted?

“Hi, and I’m fine. I’ll just make myself pasta or something.” Sean said. “Try to stay out of trouble and have fun.”

He remained sat facing his computer, playing his game, not even bothering to turn around. The last thing he wanted to do was let Fiona and her friends get a rise out of him. He knew, from experience, that his reactions only made it more fun for her. Act bored and unbothered and she was far more likely to leave him alone.

There was a moment of quiet, then an annoyed, loud, exaggerated huff. He could almost hear Fiona pouting.

“You’re not even going to turn around and say hi to us? That’s, like, super rude!” Fiona said.

Sean hit pause on his game and closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. He could feel the throb of his heart behind his eyes. He exhaled, opened his eyes, and turned round to face his stepsister. It was always easier to just go along for a peaceful life with Fiona, provided she wasn’t being too demanding.

Sean looked across his room—neat and well ordered as it always was—and felt his heart skip.

What kind of game was his sister playing?

Fiona was standing just in his room with two of her friends—Rebecca, her best friend, whom Sean had known for well over ten years, and Lisa, a newer friend of the pair but a girl whom Sean had met many times over the last few years—and they were all dressed in outfits that were more suited to clubbing or partying, or perhaps even performing at a strip club, than a quiet night at home.

Fiona was in a tiny, tight-fitting black dress, fishnets, heels, while Rebecca was in tiny shorts and a cut-off t-shirt that covered very little, and Lisa was in a cute plaid, pleated skirt, short, with a white blouse tied in a knot high on her waist, with white knee high socks. Each outfit on its own would have been stunning, but together the three looked completely breathtaking.

Sean felt his cheeks turning pink and a tightness in his trousers, suddenly lost for words, flustered, squirming. The three girls saw his reaction, noticed his discomfort, how flustered he was, and they all smiled, wide, mischievous grins.

“You like our outfits? We got them today when we went shopping. They’re meant for going out in, obviously, but, well, we all, like, loved them sooo much we couldn’t resist the urge to wear them, and we thought you might appreciate us making an extra special effort for you too.” Fiona said.

Sean was mute.

They were all so… hot.

Fiona had always been adorable, even when they were growing up together, but when she’d reached adolescence she had truly bloomed. Where Sean had failed to really reap the benefits of puberty, remaining slim and small and surprisingly unmasculine, Fiona had reaped a bountiful harvest.

Fiona was gorgeous. Slim and toned from her years of athletics, long naturally blonde hair that fell in soft waves, bright blue eyes, with plump lips that made her frowny pout such an irresistible force of nature. She was slightly taller than average, with a full, womanly figure—wide hips, a pert, round ass, and large tits that seemed to almost deny gravity, straining the material of every single shirt, blouse, and sweater she owned. Yet, she was also cute, a sweetness to her that made her charms all the more potent, her brazen teasing amplified by the way she fluttered her eyelashes, giggled, the way she moved and posed and smiled.

What must it be like to be that attractive? To be so irresistible? Though Sean didn’t dislike his stepsister, he could not help but feel slightly envious of her, perhaps even jealous. His friends and the other boys in his year in school had all matured into men, tall and strong and broad, some even remarkably handsome, and Fiona had become a woman of almost unrivalled beauty as far as Sean was concerned, but Sean… well, he hadn’t changed much since he was in his early teens, a soft face, with delicate features.

He’d tried joining a gym, but he’d not enjoyed most of the exercises that his friends did, finding himself self-conscious about his lack of strength and muscle and bulk, so he’d ended up focussing on things he did enjoy—exercise bikes, treadmills, elliptical steppers, yoga—and while he was much fitter now, he wasn’t really any stronger.

If anything all that working out had made him less masculine. The leg workouts had given him thighs, ass, and even the illusion of hips from all the muscle he’d developed in his lower body, and the yoga had kept his upper body trim, his core tight. If anything, going to the gym regularly had made him almost... almost girly. Yet, Sean still kept going.

“Well, do you like our outfits or not?” Rebecca said, grinning.

She had known Sean almost as long as Fiona, since the two had been best friends since just after Sean and Fiona's parents had moved in together, and though Sean was used to her relentless teasing by now, it did not make it any easier. It didn’t help either that she was almost as stunning as Fiona.

Rebecca was shorter than Fiona but equally athletic, the captain of the school soccer team, with long, wildly curly black hair, deep brown eyes, dark skin, and an ass that you couldn’t help but notice. Sure, Rebecca wasn’t as well endowed in the chest department as Fiona, but her ass and hips definitely made up for it, especially given what the girls were wearing.

“You look… you look lovely, just… not what I was expecting. It’s a bit… much for a night in isn’t it?” Sean said.

“Would you rather we wore this out?” Fiona asked, grinning.

Sean swallowed. He wasn’t sure what he should say.

“I thought you’d appreciate us making a little effort for you.” Fiona said. “Just imagine how your friends would react if they knew you got to spend the evening with the three of us dressed like this.”

Sean felt the heat in his cheeks spreading, down his throat, over his chest. Fiona knew his friends all had a crush on her, and her friends, and she knew just how they’d react if they saw her and her friends in their current outfits.

“We could… we could always wear something more boring if you’d like, if this is all too much for you?” Lisa said, a catch in her voice, almost… flirtatious?

Sean’s blush deepened. Though Lisa was a relatively new person in Fiona’s, and therefore Sean’s, life, she was familiar enough to feel comfortable and safe, and she very much enjoyed joining in with Fiona and Rebecca’s teasing of Fiona’s ‘dorky older brother’.

She was taller than Fiona and Rebecca, taller than Sean, with long red hair, green eyes, freckled cheeks. She was slimmer than both her friends, with less ass, less tits, but with legs that went on for miles. Though her curves were less ample, they were no less impressive in her outfit, the slight swell of her butt, the curve of her breasts, her slim, cinched waist. It was all Sean could do not to stare.

But Sean was definitely not going to stare. He was not going to give the three of them satisfaction. He knew what they were doing. They were trying to get under his skin, to make him react, make him squirm. He was going to remain strong and composed though, was going to remain in charge.

“I mean… no. Not unless you want to? You might get cold I guess, but, I don’t have a problem, not at all, I was just.. surprised, that’s all. You all look lovely but… I… you should wear what you want to.” Sean said, forcing a stoic smile.

The three girls stared at him and for a moment he hoped their smiles would drop, that his response would put them on the back foot, that his refusal to react would disarm them, but… their smiles just grew wider. Sean felt a cold chill run up his spine. He was very familiar with that glint in Fiona’s eye and it meant only one thing. Trouble. Trouble for him.

“What a fantastic idea!” Fiona said, sounding very giddy. “We should play dress-up! We can try on all kinds of outfits and show them off to Sean. That sounds like so much fun!”

Rebecca and Lisa looked equally excited and enthusiastic. They were all almost bouncing with excitement.

“I… that wasn’t…”

“Cool, so, you just sit there and turn that silly game off and we’ll be back soon to show you more outfits. You can judge which one you like best on each of us so be sure to pay very close attention.” Fiona said.

Before Sean could object further the three girls turned and slipped out of his room. The sound of their footsteps, heels clicking, giggling, receded, and Sean took a deep breath. He wasn’t sure quite what was going on, but he was sure of one thing. He was in trouble.


Two

The three friends took great joy in teasing Sean over the next several hours. They returned the first time in new outfits that were only a little more risqué than what they had been wearing before, and they moved and posed and strutted around Sean’s room so he could get a good look to judge properly, and he was forced to sit, struggling to remain stoic and calm, his heart racing—he knew that he couldn’t give in now or Fiona would have won, and that would only make his whole weekend more difficult. But the second time the outfits only got worse, or maybe better, and so it went the third time, and the fourth, and on and on.

The girls would practically parade around Sean’s room, giggling, swaying their hips, striking poses, egging each other on to be more and more brazen, and Sean was left stunned as he tried to keep his composure as he watched. He’d have had an easier time cleaning the stables of King Augeas though.

Fiona, Rebecca, and Lisa seemed intent on getting a rise out of him, and as he refused to give in they became only more and more outlandish and bold. The dresses became tighter, tinier, even more low-cut, long slits up the side of the thigh or up the back, flashing legs, cleavage, even ass. Skirts became smaller, flaring out as the girls spun to show off, flashing panties, ass and crotch, brief exciting glimpses that made Sean’s cheeks burn and his dick throb. And tops… tops became tiny and tight and very, very revealing.

Seeing Rebecca and Lisa in such outfits was bad enough, dressed almost like naughty school girls or rock chicks, skimpy goth rockers or cheerleaders, slutty secretaries or cute, nerdy gamer-girls, but it was Fiona who had him most flustered. She was his sister, stepsister true, and hot, but still, Sean could not help but feel somehow dirty as she paraded her outfit choices in front of him, showing off, dancing, strutting, bending over, crossing her arms beneath her tits to make her cleavage even more impressive.

As the girls performed their fashion show Sean could not help but imagine how his friends or classmates would react if they could see him now, if they could see what he was seeing. Three hot girls showing off for him, trying to get him to react, but he was being stubborn, acting like it didn’t bother him, like it was almost boring, offering only minor comments, small scraps of compliments. The truth was though he was too flustered to think clearly.

They were all so beautiful, they looked so amazing in what they were wearing, and he couldn’t help but admire them, a deep ache in his soul that almost hurt. He felt so plain and ordinary and… grey compared to them. They were like beautiful birds of paradise or brightly coloured butterflies, and he was just a drab, grey, moth.

The girls though refused to admit defeat. They were determined to break Sean’s resolve, and they became more and more competitive, each trying hard to be the one to make him snap, to get the final, obvious rise out of him. Their outfits became more brazen, slutty, and soon they forewent clothes altogether, choosing instead to parade around in lingerie, underwear, sultry heels.

The girls wore stockings, suspenders, fishnets, panties, bras, corsets, basques, slips, lacy body suits, and Sean felt his resolve crumbling. They were breathtaking, gorgeous, each girl so radiant in her own way, each a perfect example of feminine grace and beauty and charm, each so sexy. What must that feel like? To be so free? To wear such exciting clothes? To be so pretty and beautiful and sexy? Sean felt his heart skip, cheeks blazing, and the aching void inside him seemed to open up to swallow him.

The girls returned again, in tiny scraps of lace lingerie this time, and Sean stared in stunned silence at them, blinking. Fiona, Rebecca, and Lisa all struck poses, in heels, stockings, bras, panties, almost matching, and it was clear that their competition had reached new heights in sultry brazenness. Sean swallowed the lump in his throat and fidgeted, unable to even think clearly.

“Wow…” Sean whispered. “You all look, just… wow.”

Fiona, Rebecca, and Lisa were all blushing by now, clearly also flustered and excited by all their teasing, a sheen to their skin, breathing hard after all the giggling and dancing and posing, all the rapid changes of clothes. Sean watched the rise and fall of their breasts, their legs, thighs, hips, asses, their bodies all so… perfect. He ached with a strange mixture of envy, jealousy, and sadness.

“You like then?” Fiona said, a coy, teasing smile, giving a little wiggle of her hips that made her tits bounce.

“What was your favourite?” Rebecca asked.

“What did you think each of us looked best in?” Lisa said, voice almost husky.

Sean was quiet, head too full of thoughts and emotions to come up with a coherent answer. Sean just blinked and stared between the three beautiful girls in front of him.

“I… you all looked amazing in everything. I… I couldn’t pick.” Sean managed to say.

The girls all pouted, a look of exaggerated annoyance.

“That wasn’t the deal Sean. We said we’d do a show for you and you’d judge. Now, we’ve done the show, put in all that hard work, shown you our very best outfits, even showing you our favourite underwear, and you’ve not even been paying attention.” Fiona said, her voice almost… stern?

“I…” Sean faltered.

“Yeah!” Rebecca chimed in. “You said you’d help and you’d judge. We’ve been doing all the hard work, getting changed, putting on a show for you, letting you stare at us and oggle us and you can’t even say what your favourite outfits were? You’ve been staring at us all night, enjoying the show we’ve put on for you, and now you can’t even say what our best outfits were? That is, like, so rude!”

Sean’s blush became scalding and his heart thundered. His mouth felt dry, head spinning.

“I thought you were better than that Sean.” Lisa said. “I thought we could trust you, that this would be fun, that you weren’t just a pervert who’d enjoy watching us like all the other boys. I thought you’d help, that this would be fun, but… you’ve gone and spoiled it all. I’m really disappointed in you.”

Sean felt his heart sink. Their words stung, but he could also see that they were enjoying teasing him.

“I… sorry… I just…”

The girls were all laughing now, and their giggles only made Sean feel worse, a well of shame and embarrassment. They were taunting him and he felt small and worthless, almost hopeless. They were all so hot and pretty and he was… not those things.

“If you’re sorry I think I know how you can make it up to us.” Fiona said.

Sean looked at his sister. In her matching bra, panties, suspenders, stockings, heels, she looked so glamorous and beautiful. Sean couldn’t help but admire her hips, ass, her tits massive in her bra, the fabric straining to contain her perfect body. And… were her nipples hard?

“I… what?” Sean croaked.

Fiona, Rebecca, and Lisa all smiled.

“You can put on a show for us. We did it for you, and you failed to hold up your end of the bargain, so now you’ve got to put on a show for us.” Rebecca said.

“Yeah. I think that’s fair.” Lisa said. “We dressed up for you, showed off for you, let you stare at us, gave you a performance most men would kill to see, and you couldn’t even bother to remember our best outfits, so… now you’ve got to put on a show for us.”

“I… I… what?” Sean whispered.

A show? He had to put on a show for them? When he thought of all the clothes he had, the idea of dressing up for three hot, beautiful girls, showing off as they had, his heart sank. They would laugh at him, ridicule him. There was no way he could ever look as good as they did.

“But… I don’t even have any good clothes. How can I…”

Fiona held up a hand to silence him. Sean fell quiet, head spinning.

“Not your clothes silly. We put on a show for you in pretty, sexy, hot outfits, so we expect the same. You’re going to wear our clothes.” Fiona said.

Their clothes? Their sexy outfits, the skirts and dresses and heels and tops and… underwear? So they really were planning on laughing at him.

“I… I can’t… I.”

“You can, and you will.” Fiona said, her voice suddenly calmer, almost stern, no longer laughing. “And you don’t really have a choice.”


Three

Fiona explained it in simple terms, and Sean listened with mounting dread. He really didn't have a choice, did he?

It was simple, either do what Fiona, Rebecca, and Lisa wanted, become their plaything for the evening, the source of their amusement, allow them to do what they wanted with him, tease him, taunt him, dress him up and make him parade like a doll, or Fiona was going to tell her father the truth about his car.

It had been Sean’s one and only act of rebellion, taking his stepfather’s car without permission, using it to drive him and his friend and two girls they’d been talking to online to the movies. He had his permit, was insured, and he had free access to his mother’s car, but that hadn’t been enough. He had wanted to impress the girls. For once he’d wanted to feel what it was like to be popular, attractive, and it had backfired spectacularly.

His mother and stepfather were out for the night and wouldn’t be home until late, so he knew the coast was clear. His stepfather’s car was a classic, his one material excess, his pride and joy, and Sean had been unable to resist the urge to sneak out in it to make an impression. It had all gone to plan. He’d snuck out the keys, had driven the car off the drive in front of the house without being observed, and he had made it to the movies without incident, picking up the girls on the way and making a very bold first impression—he had loved seeing their faces as he’d pulled up, the way they’d looked at him, their gushing compliments, they way his date had sidled up to him on the drive, the way she’d been so attentive during the movie.

He’d dropped the girls off, had dropped his friend off, and had driven home. He had almost made it. Almost, but not quite.

As Sean had tried to reverse into the drive to park the car just where it had been he’d heard a scrape up the side of the car on the front passenger side. In his fuzzy-headed excitement, he’d clipped the bins without realising. He’d scratched the paint, and his mother and stepfather were due home within hours.

So, he’d done the best he could think of. He’d lied. For the first time in his life, he’d lied deliberately, callously, to cover his own mistakes, his own bad behaviour. Yet, he had thought he had got away with it. He had been mistaken though.

Fiona had noticed. When Sean had told their parents he’d seen a cyclist clip the car they’d believed him. They had no reason not to, he was such a good boy after all, a fact that fed the guilty monster eating at him, but Fiona had known the truth, and she’s said nothing, until now.

And now she was using the truth against him.

“So, you either do what we say, or I’m telling Daddy the truth.” Fiona said.

The way she said Daddy always made Sean’s skin crawl. Fiona had her father, his stepfather, wrapped around her little finger, and she only ever called him Daddy when she was being manipulative, a fact that only Sean ever seemed to realise.

Only… it was him being manipulated now, and he really didn’t have a choice. Not unless he wanted to disappoint his mother and stepfather. Just the thought of their faces as they learned the truth was almost enough to crush him.

“That’s… that’s not fair. It was one time. I do one thing wrong and… and I get this!” Sean said. “You’ve done way worse, and way more often.”

Fiona just smirked. She stood with her friends looking smug, arrogant, cocky. It did not help that dressed as they were Sean could not help but feel slightly aroused by them, by the way they looked down at him, by the way they were making him squirm.

“That’s not fair.” Fiona repeated, her voice teasing, taunting.

Lisa and Rebecca giggled. Sean felt his cheeks burning

“I don’t care.” Fiona said. “It’s not fair, but that’s your problem, not mine. Yes, I’ve done worse, and I’ll continue to do worse, and I’ll get away with it because I’m just better at being bad than you. You, you tried misbehaving once and look where it got you. So… how about you do what you’re good at and do as you’re told and then you won’t get into even more trouble? Okay?”

“We won’t hurt you. We just… we’re just bored and we need a toy to play with.” Rebecca said, laughing

“If you just do what we say and behave then we’ll keep your secret, and who knows, maybe you’ll enjoy being our doll.” Lisa said.

Sean took a deep breath. What choice did he have? He looked at his stepsister, Fiona, and her friends. In their outfits, their lingerie, they all looked so brazen and hot and sexy. Maybe dressing up like that just once wouldn’t be so bad. He had to admit he had always been curious about such outfits, had always been slightly envious of his stepsister and her peers for the clothes they got to wear, skirts and stockings and heels, cute tops and panties and bras, so maybe…

“Tick tock…” Fiona said. “Better hurry.”

Sean sighed. He nodded.

“Fine. I’ll do it.” He said.

“Excellent. I knew you’d behave eventually. Now, follow us… and don’t dawdle.” Fiona said.

She turned and sauntered off, strutting out of Sean’s bedroom, heels clicking, hips swaying, ass wiggling, and Rebecca and Lisa followed after her, their struts just as alluring and enticing. Sean’s cock throbbed, heart racing. Just what had he let himself in for?

Not wanting to disappoint and risk Fiona exposing his secret, Sean hurried to catch up with the three girls. They walked down the hallway to Fiona’s bedroom and stepped in. Sean paused for a moment, aware that normally his sister’s room was off-limits.

“Come in, and shut the door behind you.” Fiona said without turning around to face him.

Sean watched as the girls headed over to Fiona’s dresser and began to rummage in her drawers. Were they really going to dress him in their clothes? He felt a fluttering in his belly. Why did that thought excite him? Why did his shame make him feel hot and flustered?

Fiona and Rebecca and Lisa chose a handful of items but kept them hidden, and they turned to see Sean dithering just outside the door. Fiona’s expression hardened. She took a deep breath and exhaled an exasperated sigh while Lisa and Rebecca chuckled.

“I don’t like repeating myself, Sean.” Fiona said, her tone hard, almost authoritative. “So, you either get in, now, or I send Daddy a message.”

There was a moment. Sean’s last chance to refuse. He felt a shiver run up his spine, the thought of disappointing his mother, his stepfather, the thought of wearing his stepsister’s panties, wearing a skirt, heels, of dressing in a sexy outfit like the three girls. Sean stepped forward and into his stepsister’s bedroom and closed the door behind him. It was no choice at all really…

“Good doll.” Fiona said. “Now, what first…?”

Fiona stared at Sean, grinning. Rebecca and Lisa could barely contain their giggles.

“Oh, I know…” Rebecca said.

Fiona looked to her best friend, gesturing for her to continue.

“We should get them to strip in front of us, after all, we can’t dress our doll if it's already wearing clothes.”

Strip? They wanted Sean to… strip? In front of three girls, three hot girls, all of them younger than him, and chief amongst them his stepsister. Surely Fiona would stop him, let him undress and dress in privacy. Surely she’d…

“What a wonderful idea.” Fiona said, smiling.

Sean froze. She didn’t really mean to make him strip in front of them, did she?

“You heard Rebecca. Strip doll, and be quick about it.”

“But… I…”

“STRIP!” Fiona said.

“You’re not shy, are you doll?” Rebecca asked.

“Afraid to let us see you naked?” Lisa teased.

The three girls were clearly enjoying themselves. They were enjoying making Sean squirm, relishing his suffering. His cock throbbed, an ache in his belly.

He might have no choice but to obey, but he could do his best to make it less fun for his sister and her best friends. He could do his best to make whatever game they had planned as boring as possible.

“Fine. Whatever.” Sean said.

He could pretend like it didn’t bother him. He could act like he was nonplussed about the whole situation. If he acted almost bored by the whole game the three girls were playing then maybe they’d get bored too and leave him alone. It seemed like his only hope.

“There’s no need to be surly Sean, after all, we only…”

Lisa’s words came to an abrupt halt as Sean pulled his trousers and underwear down in one quick, smooth motion. He did not dare look at the three, did not dare stop now he was in motion. He stripped off his trousers, underwear, socks, pulled off his t-shirt, then stood, naked, and glared at the three girls as though being naked and exposed in front of them was nothing out of the ordinary.

The three smirked, looking him up and down, silent, and Sean had to crush the urge to cover his cock with his hands. That would show he was bothered, that his nakedness shamed him, that being so exposed while they all remained clothed, in such brazen, sexy outfits, left him feeling oddly humiliated and… aroused?

He was thankful though that his fear and dread had kept his cock mostly soft. It was throbbing, turgid, but not quite hard. Maybe his sister and her friends wouldn’t notice.

“Well, it seems someone is less shy than I expected.” Fiona said.

“And not quite as hairy.” Rebecca said. “Though still too hairy for what we have in mind. Luckily though we can fix that.”

Sean remained stoic, yet the words stung. He knew his lack of body hair was one of the many signs of his lack of masculinity. He was small and soft and far, far less hairy than his friends. Boys, men, were supposed to be hairy, yet he was… not. Yet, worse, he could not help but wonder quite what Rebecca meant by fix. Surely she didn’t mean…

“And… are you getting hard?” Lisa said.

Sean felt his mask crack. They had noticed.

“Fuck, the doll is hard!” Fiona said.

“Nasty little pervert.” Rebecca said.

Their words cut deep, and the cracks in his mask spread, and it crumbled, leaving him exposed. His blush spread, consuming his face, his neck, his chest, hot, scalding, and his cock got harder.

What was wrong with him? Why was he getting turned on by their teasing, their taunting, their mocking? Why did the shame and humiliation and embarrassment get him so excited?

“Shit, the doll’s getting even harder. Fucking nasty little deviant.” Lisa said.

Her words carried an exaggerated tone of disgust and revulsion. Sean looked down, hiding his face, and then there was a click, quiet and ominous. The sound effect of a smartphone’s camera going off. They were taking pictures of him now?

Sean broke and reached up to cover his shame with his hands, aware the girls had won. There was no way he could resist them, so all that was left was to hope they’d be merciful.

“Please. I just… I’ll just go back to my room and we can try to forget this. I didn’t mean…”

“You’ll stay right there.” Fiona said. “The game has barely even begun and already you want to quit. You need to be nicer to us and amuse us, doll, or we might just share this naughty photo of you as well as your naughty secret. Imagine what would happen then when our parents see a picture of you, naked and hard in my bedroom.”

The photo would show Sean in Fiona’s bedroom. Naked. Hard. What would people think? His situation had gotten even worse.

“What do you want me to do?” He said, resigned.

“Well, first we need to get rid of that gross, nasty, yucky boy hair. My pretty doll needs to be smooth, like plastic.” Fiona said.

The words seem to hang in the hair. Like plastic. Sean was his stepsister’s doll now and he was powerless to resist.


Four

The girls marched Sean into Fiona’s en-suite bathroom and locked the door behind them as Sean stood in the middle of the bright space feeling more than a little overwhelmed. He had not been in his sister’s bathroom since he was a small child, and it felt now like an alien environment, at once both hostile and intimidating.

“Now, what do we think, razor or cream?” Fiona asked.

“Razor for the sensitive areas, cream for everywhere else.” Rebecca said.

“Agreed.” Lisa added. “I’d have said razor everywhere, just to be sure, but seeing the doll now it’s clear that it has so little hair that it will need barely any work to get it looking like smooth plastic.”

There were those words again. Smooth plastic. What did they have planned? And why did it excite Sean?

“Good idea.” Fiona said. “Lisa, fetch the cream, Rebecca the razor. I’ll prepare the foam.”

The girls spoke and moved and bustled as though Sean were not even there, even though he remained the centre of attention, the focus of their activity. It was as though he were simply an object, a thing they were amusing themselves with, a doll with no will of its own. Even the way they were referring to him, doll, it, made him shudder, a sense of anticipation, dread, excitement.

As they all gathered the things they needed Sean watched, the pink razor, the shaving foam, the container of ominous-looking cream, and his head spun. They were going to make him smooth, like a plastic doll, and worse, his cock was still hard behind his hands.

“Now, drop your hands doll, we need to get started.” Fiona said.

Sean paused for only a moment before obeying. There was no point in even resisting. He was bound to their will now, trapped, and, worse, a part of him wanted to obey, wanted to see what it would feel like to be smooth, pretty, soft, sexy, to wear outfits like his stepsister and her friends.

He dropped his hands and exposed his hard cock. The three friends looked him up and down, smirking. Sean’s heart drummed hard against the cage of his ribs.

“Oh my god, look how hard it is!” Rebecca said. “But it’s still so tiny.”

The girls all giggled, and Sean squirmed. He knew he didn’t have the largest cock, but he had always assumed he was around average, or maybe just a little below. Sure, he had seen his peers in the showers at school, had seen that they were all larger than him, big muscular bodies, hairy, long, fat cocks, and he had always known that he was smaller than them, but that word, tiny, seemed almost to burn him, yet… it sent an odd thrill through him.

“It is isn’t it? Almost pretty in a way. I mean, a proper doll would be all smooth down there, so we’ll need to fix that, but still, seeing it so hard and yet still so small you almost feel sorry for the doll. A dick that small is basically worthless.” Lisa said.

The words lashed at Sean, and his cock throbbed, becoming even harder as they taunted him.

“Oh, my, god! I think the doll is trying to get harder. I don’t think that’s going to help though.” Rebecca said. “It won’t get any bigger, and it’ll just start to hurt. Though it is kind of funny to watch you suffer.”

More laughter. Sean’s head spun.

“Now, there’s no need to be cruel.” Fiona said, though from the amusement in her tone it was clear she did not mean what she said. “And I’d like to say that a tiny little dick like that is not worthless.”

Sean sighed in relief. Though he and his stepsister were not the closest, he should have known she’d step in to protect him.

“A tiny little pathetic dick like that is worse than worthless. I mean, you can have fun with a big dick, but that… thing, just sits there distracting the doll when it should be focused on obeying. Plus, it’ll spoil any outfits we want to dress it up in, and, even worse, given how it's reacting, it may well end up making a mess.”

Sean could barely believe what he was hearing. His cock was… was less than worthless. Sure, it might be small, but Fiona’s words just made him feel small and pathetic, yet still his cock remained hard, and his belly fluttered as though in excitement.

“Luckily I think we can fix that. A little bit of work and we can get our doll as smooth as a pretty, plastic, toy.”

Fiona’s words seemed to sink deep into Sean’s mind, the idea of being smooth, pretty, plastic, a thing to be played with, dressed up, a doll. Why did it excite him?

“But first… the cream.” Fiona said.

The girls did not waste any more time on words. They surrounded Sean and set to work.

They did not talk to him, though they talked about him. Comments on his body, how pretty it was, how hairless, how slim and small and feminine, how small his cock was, how dirty he was for being hard, how shameful and deviant he was. They talked about how he was going to look when they were finished, how girly and lovely, how like a perfect doll, and their words thrilled and terrified him.

Sean stood still as the three girls smeared his legs, belly, and arms with the hair removal cream, applying it with plastic tools, as though painting him, and the smell was strong, astringent, harsh. His skin almost seemed to tingle, the cream applied to under his arms, to his butt, even his feet and chest.

He had always been relatively smooth compared to his friends and other boys his age, and he was aware that even as he’d grown older that it had not changed as he had assumed it would, but he still felt as though what little hair he did have helped define him as a boy, a man. Without it how would he look? How would it feel to be smooth like a girl, like a doll?

“There. Now, while that sits let's fix the rest of you. No wiggling now as we don’t want to cut you and if this takes too long the cream will begin to sting, so just do as we tell you, okay doll?” Fiona said.

Sean could only nod. He was too scared to move any more than that when his stepsister and her friends all held razors so close to his hard cock, too anxious about what they were doing to speak, too excited to form coherent sentences.

Fiona, Rebecca, and Lisa all smiled, mischievous grins, and then set to work. They foamed his balls, butt crack, cock, and then set to work with the blades.

Metal scraped over skin, severing hairs, rendering Sean smooth and hairless. He could feel their hands on him, touching him in places he had never been touched by anyone else before. His stepsister and her best friends were touching his butt, his balls, his cock, shaving him.

Their hands slipped over his skin, the razors gliding, fingers teasing, and it made his head spin, embarrassment, shame, humiliation, excitement. His cock throbbed, so hard it was painful.

“There. All done. Now, into the shower and wash all this off. All I can say is that you’re lucky you’re so naturally smooth otherwise that would have taken way, way longer.” Fiona said.

Sean’s blush was a constant now, yet he could still feel it, hot and burning. He nodded, a quiet whimper of agreement. Rebecca moved to turn the shower on and she held the door for him, waiting. They were going to remain in the room? They were going to watch him shower?

“In you get doll. When you’re nice and clean we can carry on getting you ready for our game of dress-up.” Rebecca said.

“And we can’t wait to play dress-up with you.” Lisa added.

Sean took a deep breath, aware that it was pointless to resist, curious about how it would feel to be smooth and soft, a pretty plastic doll. Intrigued by thoughts of outfits, what they might make him wear, how it might feel to be pretty, how he might look, Sean stepped forward and into the shower. The water was warm, the shower full of steam, and the cream and foam sloughed off his smooth, plastic body like old skin, revealing something, someone… new.

Sean looked down at himself and his heart… skipped.

His legs were so smooth and shapely. His cock looked almost pretty. His butt was round and soft and pert. His belly and waist were flat, trim, and even his chest looked almost… feminine—a pretty, cute doll.

“Remember to wash.” Fiona said.

Sean had almost forgotten that the girls were watching him. His sister’s voice caused him to crash back to reality. He had been so mesmerised by his new appearance, his new body, that he had felt almost comfortable, relaxed, now though the shame and excitement returned and his cock twitched.

He reached out and picked up the shower gel on the shelf inside the shower and began to wash. Immediately the steam filled with the scent of flowers, sweet fruits, musk, and as Sean lathered his skin he felt a tingle run up his spine as he discovered how soft and smooth he was. It was like he had been reborn…

He was delicate now. His small, slim body seemed suddenly right, and he was so much more sensitive. He felt, for the first time in a long time, attractive. He’d always been slight, petite, relatively hairless and delicately featured for a boy, a man, but now, smooth like a doll, he seemed almost… cute.

Maybe dressing up in some of the girls’ clothes wouldn’t be so bad?

His soapy hands roamed over his body and his touch made his heart race, his hard cock throbbing. He closed his eyes to savour the sensation, images of pretty dolls in dresses, heels, beautifully painted faces, floated in his mind’s eye. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to be a doll?

His hands slipped over his arms, chest, fingers teasing over his nipples, hard, breath becoming ragged. His mind fixated on panties, stockings, skirts. All the outfits he’d seen his stepsister and her friends wear, looking so pretty, envious, knowing he never could, and he whimpered.

Sean lathered his body with soap, the perfume of it so feminine and girly. Hands crept lower, over his hips, caressing his butt, to his cock, so hard, so small. He’d always known it was on the smaller side, but to hear it referred to as useless, tiny, pathetic, made his belly flutter. Why did those words excite him?

Without thinking Sean began to stroke, slowly at first, picking up speed. As smooth as he was, lathered in soap and foam, wet, it felt good. No, better than good… it felt amazing.

Head full of daydreams of being pretty, dressed in beautiful gowns and heels, stockings, sexy skirts, smooth and soft and plastic like a doll, Sean began to work his cock in his hand. He stroked faster, hips moving on their own. It felt so good. He was close.

“Sean!”

Fiona’s voice snapped him from his daze and he stopped, frozen, his hand on his tiny hard cock, masturbating in front of his stepsister and her two friends. What had he been doing? What was wrong with him?

Slowly Sean opened his eyes, taking his hand off his pathetic little dick. The three girls were staring at him, glaring at him, looks of anger, disgust, shock. Water beat against his back.

“Out of the shower now. It seems we’re going to have to take drastic action with our doll to correct its filthy little habit.” Fiona said.

Lisa and Rebecca both giggled, smirking, watching Sean, relishing his suffering. He had no idea what Fiona meant, what she had planned, but he knew it was pointless to resist her and, worse, he almost wanted her to punish him, to correct him. He was a dirty little pervert and he deserved it. Perhaps then he might be able to earn the chance to be their doll.

Sean shut the shower off and stepped out, dripping, smooth, soft, almost… pretty. Fiona threw a towel at him and told him to dry off. His pathetic little dick was still hard, still throbbing.

Sean dried off, then applied the moisturiser to his skin as he was instructed to. Dolls were to be soft, smooth, and flawless, Fiona told him. The words thrilled him. The slippery caress of his hands coated with the delicate silky cream only made his cock harder, and his shame swelled, fuelling his arousal, a nasty little pervert. The three girls, all clothed in their lingerie still, even down to their heels, watched closely, as Sean, naked, smooth, obeyed, making sure he did not touch himself again.

Finally finished Sean looked to his stepsister, to Rebecca and Lisa. He took a deep breath.

“I… I’m sorry. I…”

“Shut up and kneel.” Fiona said, voice harsh, cutting off Sean’s apology. “A doll does not speak unless told to. After what you did in the shower you’re lucky I’m not sending that photo to all your friends and telling our parents about your secret.”

Sean blinked, stunned. He dithered for only a moment before obeying. He fell to his knees, knelt naked before the three hot girls, squirming, staring up at them. He did not speak. Dolls only spoke when told to.

“Now, it’s clear you’re far more of a filthy deviant than any of us expected. Touching yourself in front of us, trying to cum in front of us. You’re disgusting, aren’t you?” Fiona said.

Sean nodded. He felt shame, embarrassment, arousal all wash over him as one.

“Touching your pathetic little dick in front of us, like some degenerate.” Rebecca said.

“How can you be a pretty doll when you’re so filthy?” Lisa said.

Still, Sean did not speak. He had not been told to. His cock throbbed, hard, and the three girls grinned.

“Luckily for you, we know just how to fix you.” Lisa said.

The girls moved closer, their smiles growing wider, and they looked for a moment like wolves. Sean felt a tremble of fear as they closed around him, but he did not resist them. He did not dare.


Five

As the girls loomed over him Sean wondered what they were going to do to fix his little problem, his cock, his pathetic little dick. His mind raced with ideas, lurid fantasies from the almost mundane to the obscene, each one only firing his lust, his arousal, his cock so hard it was painful, a dribble of precum oozing out of the slit. Was it going to hurt? Maybe they were going to…

Before Sean’s mind could spiral too far into degeneracy the girls shifted. Fiona pulled out her phone and pointed it at Sean, naked, smooth, knelt on the floor of her bedroom, and there was the ominous click of her camera going off. They were taking more pictures of him? That would only make his situation worse, tighten their grip on him, reinforce their control, yet that idea only made his cock ache, his gut flutter, his head spin—there was fear, anxiety, shame, but stronger, bolder, was his excitement at the prospect of being their doll.

“Now, remember to smile. You want to look pretty for the camera, don’t you doll.” Fiona said.

Sean’s heart was racing, but he forced a smile, trembling, knelt, naked, in front of his stepsister and her two friends, all of them fully clothed, dressed in provocative, sexy outfits. What would it be like to dress like that? To look that hot?

As Sean smiled Lisa and Rebecca shifted, and they slipped off their heels, moved closer to him. Sean shivered, the girls looming over him, and they each put a hand on one of his shoulders, gripping tight. He looked up and he realised from where he was he could look straight up at their panties, tiny, thin, lacy, the barest glimpse of their…

“Now, don’t move or they might slip and hurt you.” Fiona said.

“I’d hate to crush your balls and ruin our doll before we even got a chance to play with it.” Rebecca said.

“It’d be a shame to break you and have to throw you away before we’ve even got to have any fun with you.” Lisa said.

Those words. Crush, throw away, break. What were they going to do?

Sean dared not move, dared not question. Instead, he lowered his gaze and took a deep breath, trying to remain calm, aware of Rebecca and Lisa on either side of him, gripping his shoulders, Fiona, his stepsister, in front of him, pointing a camera at him.

He squirmed, and Rebecca and Lisa shifted, putting more weight onto his shoulders, balancing, and… they stood on one foot as their other feet moved towards his worthless, pathetic little dick. Their toes caressed his thighs, smooth, soft, sensitive.

Sean whimpered, a soft moan, and his cock pulsed. Their feet crept over his skin, toes almost ticking, and then met at his crotch, one foot on either side of his cock, pressing gently but with enough force to make it clear they could crush his cock and balls if they wanted, an implied threat should he struggle.

“Now, time to fix that little issue of yours, help you become the smooth, pretty doll we know you can be.” Fiona said.

“Relax, and try to enjoy it.” Rebecca said. “After all, this is probably the only way you’ll ever get a girl to touch that pathetic, worthless little thing.”

The words stung, cutting deep, but also served to excite Sean. His cock ached, throbbing, their toes pressing on either side of his smooth shaft, teasing, shifting barely up and down.

“Just think how many boys would pay to have the two of us touch them, and here we are paying you attention. Such a lucky doll, you should be grateful. I do hope you’ll repay our kindness…” Lisa said

Sean nodded. His head was spinning, thoughts and emotions a mess. Their feet and toes felt so good. It was at once both erotic and humiliating. Lisa was wearing fishnets on her legs, feet, toes, and the sensation of the fabric was oddly stimulating as she caressed Sean’s pathetic little cock with her foot. Rebecca was in sheer stockings, silky, thin, the material slippery and smooth, sheer silk caressing Sean’s dick.

The juxtaposition of sensations only made the… the… the footjob he was getting more intense. The girls moved their feet faster, slipping up and down, and their toes teased over the head, pressing hard at times, at other times soft, sensual.

He was so smooth now, so sensitive, and as he squirmed he felt almost… pretty, like a doll. Sean pressed his thighs together, delighting in how he felt, fucked his hips slightly, working his cock between Lisa’s and Rebecca’s feet, fucking the soles of their feet at their toes worked his shaft.

It felt amazing. He had never even really kissed a girl before, the few dates he'd been on all clumsy and awkward and ending early, and now, here he was in his stepsister’s bedroom, naked, body smooth, kneeling, exposed while surrounded by Fiona and her two best friends. They were all clothed in lingerie, Fiona filming him as Rebecca and Lisa played with his hard, aching, tiny dick with their, fishnet-clad toes, silk-clad toes, the soles of their feet stroking him, working him closer and closer and closer.

Sean panted, moaned, working his hips. He was… he was going to cum if they didn’t stop. He was going to cum while his stepsister’s friends played with him with their feet, while Fiona filmed him being teased. The thought sent a fresh wave of shame, humiliation, embarrassment through him, but that only drove him closer to the edge.

“Fuck… I… I’m going to cum if you don’t stop. I’m going to…”

Sean’s words were cut off though by Lisa and Rebecca redoubling their efforts. Provoked by his words, his pleas for them to stop, to spare his humiliation, Rebecca and Lisa worked their feet faster, harder, caressing, teasing, almost crushing his cock.

“Fuck… I…”

“Cum.” Fiona said, her words a demand. “Show us you can be a good, pretty doll and let us fix that yucky problem you’ve been walking around with. Cum from just being teased with feet. It’s the only way you’ll ever get anyone to touch that gross, disgusting, tiny little thing so enjoy it. Cum while I film you and show us all what a nasty little pervert you are.”

The words filled Sean's head and urged his climax on. He thrust his hips, shaking, as Lisa and Rebecca worked their feet. His cock swelled, still tiny, pathetic, useless, and it throbbed, hard. His balls tightened and then, suddenly, wonderfully, he was cumming.

“Filthy slut.” Rebecca said.

“Nasty little pervert.” Lisa said.

Sean did not care, or he did, but rather the words did not sting, but enhanced his pleasure. He was a filthy slut, a nasty little pervert, a doll, and he worked his hips, cumming, chasing the pleasure of the two girls’ feet. They squeezed, hard, teasing, and the sensations were so intense they were almost painful, their soles and toes wringing the last drops of cum from Sean’s pathetic, little dick.

As his orgasm subsided they teased for a moment longer, his cock sensitive, and he shuddered, looked down. His cock was finally growing soft, and their feet slowed and came to rest, one on either thigh. He had cum all over their feet, over Lisa’s fishnets, Rebecca’s silk stockings. He had made a mess, but… it had felt so good. Just their feet had felt that good, what would…

“Now look what you’ve done.” Fiona said.

He looked up, saw she was still filming him. He blushed, aware the whole incident had been captured.

“I’m… I’m sorry. I tried to warn you but they didn’t stop and…”

“You want to blame us for the mess you made doll?” Rebecca said, her voice almost angry, loud, harsh.

“You cum all over my foot, ruining my beautiful fishnets, and you want to blame me? After I was kind enough to make you cum with my delicate, sexy feet?” Lisa said.

Sean froze. Having cum his rational mind was returning. Without the fog of horniness and arousal he was able to fully see his situation, what had happened, what had been done to him, what he had done.

His stepsister and her friends had shaved him, touched him, taken photos of him naked. They’d made him kneel, smooth and soft, had filmed him while they had given him a footjob and he had cum. They had made his pathetic little cock cum and they had the whole thing on video. Fresh shame and humiliation crashed over him, worse than before, and now without even his arousal or lust to dull the pain of it.

“I…”

“You need to apologise. You need to make your bad behaviour up to us.” Fiona said. “You need to show us you can be a good doll, or you’re going to be in a lot of trouble.”

Sean took a deep breath, stalling. He sighed, nodded.

“Yes. Sorry.” He whispered.

“First you need to clean up your mess.” Rebecca said.

“Be sure not to leave a spot behind.” Lisa said.

The two girls lifted their feet up, lifted them up and held them in front of Sean’s face, his mouth, his lips. Surely they didn’t mean…?

“Lick it up. All of it.” Fiona said.

She held the camera on him. Sean stared down at Rebecca’s and Lisa’s feet, his cooling cum on their toes. His stomach turned. Maybe if he’d been horny it would have been easier, but having just cum he had lost that fog of lust and need.

He didn’t have a choice though. Sean took a deep breath, parted his lips, and leaned forwards. He licked Lisa’s foot first, her toes wiggling as she giggled.

“Ticklish. Be gentle doll. And clean up every last drop of your dirty spunk.” She said.

Sean did as he was told. He licked her toes, licked between her toes, sucking, licked the top of her foot, the sole, the fabric of her fishnets rough against his tongue, his cum still warm, salty and bitter, clinging to his tongue and lips as he swallowed it, the thick, sticky goo of it sliding down his throat, settling in his belly.

“Mine next.” Rebecca said.

As Sean finished cleaning Lisa’s foot he looked over to Rebecca’s, her toes wiggling. It was easier the second time, and Sean had already tasted his cum, swallowed it, so he leaned forward and began to lick and suck Rebecca’s foot clean, kissing her toes, sucking them, licking between them, cleaning her foot of his cum with his mouth.

“Mmmm… you have a pretty slut mouth. I think we can definitely put that to good use.” Rebecca said.

Sean blushed. He swallowed his cum like a good doll, cleaning Rebecca’s foot, her silk stockings so smooth and soft against his lips and tongue. When he was done he sat back and checked over both girls’ feet, each spotless. He hadn’t missed a spot and for a moment he felt almost… proud?

“Perfect. Such a good doll when motivated. And, luckily, your little problem has been fixed.” Fiona said.

She dropped the phone, finally done filming, and gestured down to Sean’s pathetic, soft, useless cock. He’d cum now so was no longer hard. Did that mean they’d let him go, or…

“But the way it is now it might always become a problem again later, and knowing you, such a nasty, filthy, deviant little pervert, you’ll almost certainly get hard again when we dress you up in pretty, sexy outfits.”

Sean blushed. Just the thought of wearing clothes like Fiona, Rebecca, or Lisa excited him. As soft as he was now, as smooth and sensitive, he knew he’d probably get hard and humiliate himself.

“Luckily for you, we know just how to fix your little problem, permanently.” Fiona said.

Fiona moved off, behind Sean, and he shivered, listening to her rummaging out of sight. What did she mean permanently?

“Ah, here we are. I think this will do perfectly. And it should also help keep you obedient, which is a nice little bonus. After all, it doesn’t do to have a wilful, stubborn, badly behaved doll, does it?”

Fiona let the question hang as she stepped back in front of Sean. The question was clearly rhetorical, but she waited, wanting an answer. Sean sagged, defeated, and shook his head.

“No. I… I’ll be a good doll.” He said, the words exciting him despite the fact that he had just cum.

“I know you will. Now, stand and close your eyes.” Fiona said.

Sean heard Rebecca and Lisa giggle. They knew what was coming and were looking forward to it, were relishing his suffering.

Slowly Sean rose to his feet and he closed his eyes. He waited.

Hands gripped his soft cock, tight, and something cold, hard, and heavy was slipped over it. Something tight wrapped around the base of his cock, behind his balls, and he felt his cock squashed, his tiny cock becoming almost flat, a momentary dull ache, and then a click.

Hands released him, but the cold, hard, heavy weight remained fitted to his cock. Sean’s stomach sank.

“You can look.” Fiona said.

Sean opened his eyes, looked down, felt his cheeks blush.

“So much prettier now. No ugly cock getting hard to ruin how you look in pretty outfits.” Rebecca said.

“And you won’t be getting hard again, not unless we unlock you, which we’re not going to do, so you won’t be tempted to touch yourself like a dirty little pervert.” Lisa said.

Sean was caged. On his cock was a pink metal device, so small it made his cock almost flat, a soft ache in his belly at the way it was squashed down. Worse, there was a cute heart-shaped padlock fitted to it, locking his cock away, making it completely and utterly useless.

There was a click, the sound of a smartphone's camera going off. Sean looked up to see Fiona taking another photo, grinning

“Now, do you think you can be a good doll for us? It’d be a shame if I lost this key and these photos and that video got sent to your friends.”

Fiona smirked as she talked, holding up a small silver key on a silver chain, the key to Sean’s cage, the key to his cock, the key to his freedom. He had no choice but to be their doll, but even worse was the fact that he was beginning to like the idea.

“I… I’ll be your good doll.” Sean said.

The girls all smiled. Fiona slipped the silver chain, and the key, around her neck.

“Good. Now, how about we get you dressed? A pretty plastic doll like you needs an outfit after all, doesn’t it?”

Sean just nodded. Part of him wanted to resist, to flee, but another part, louder, bolder, brighter, could not wait to see how the girls were going to dress their doll.


Six

“Panties first.” Fiona said.

That word, panties, sent a thrill up Sean’s spine, a rush of emotions that left him almost breathless. He had seen panties before, his mother’s and Fiona’s in amongst the laundry—and he had noticed that Fiona’s were always that little bit more exciting, becoming sexy, skimpy scraps of lace and silk over the last few years—but he had never touched a girl’s panties, and he had certainly never worn a girl’s panties before.

Yet, he could not deny he had been curious. He had always worn such drab and boring and ill-fitting underwear, boxers and briefs and shorts made of coarse cotton or slightly softer synthetic fabrics, while Fiona had always bought underwear in such exciting colours, decorated with ribbon, lace, and even his mother’s underwear was exciting compared to his own. He had been fascinated by catalogues and images online, lingerie adverts in shop windows and on television. They were always so tight and tiny and skimpy, so alluring, even the more boring and functional pairs so much more exciting than what he was forced to wear every day.

And now… now he was going to be able to wear a pair for the first time, to discover what it felt like, see how he would look. Worse, he was going to be made to wear a pair by his stepsister and her best friends, was going to be made to wear a pair of panties that belonged to one of the three.

“Now, what colour do we think?” Fiona said.

She and Lisa and Rebecca were all grinning. Sean blushed, squirming, standing caged, his cock aching, throbbing, despite the fact he had only just cum. He could still taste his own cum, the cum he had licked off Lisa’s and Rebecca’s feet.

“Oh, I think there’s only one sensible choice for a pretty doll.” Lisa said.

Lisa giggled.

“I think I know just what you mean. Want me to get them?” Rebecca said.

Fiona and Lisa nodded, murmured agreement, and Rebecca moved to Fiona’s set of drawers. So Sean was going to be made to wear a pair of his stepsister’s panties. He didn’t know if that was better or worse… or perhaps it was both.

“No, no, no…” Rebecca rummaged for a moment, clearly searching for one pair in particular. “Ah, yes, here we are.”

Rebecca turned but hid her hands behind her back, walked back to stand beside Fiona, her smile wide, the mischievous glint in her eyes enough to make Sean shiver in trepidation. The three girls stood for a moment in silence, watching Sean squirm and suffer. Knowing they were enjoying torturing him only made his agony worse.

“Does the doll want to see its panties?” Fiona asked.

Sean took a deep breath. He bit his bottom lip, and nodded, slowly, admitting the truth.

“Please…” He said, voice hush.

Rebecca pulled her hands out from behind her back and showed him. His eyes went wide. The panties were soft pink, lacy, frilly, tiny, at once both sexual and innocent, cute and feminine but also brazen and sensual. He was going to have to wear them.

What was it going to feel like? How was he going to look?

“Ready to try them on?” Fiona asked.

Sean nodded again, not even the slightest hesitation. He was more than curious now. Seeing them, he wanted to see how he looked, to know how it felt. As smooth and soft as he was he knew that in those panties he might just make a pretty doll after all.

“Well, let’s get them on you then.” Fiona said.

Lisa and Rebecca moved to either side of him, and they began to dress him, denying him even the freedom to dress himself. He was their doll, their toy, and they were going to play with him and dress him however they chose with no consideration to his wants or needs, and that thought thrilled him, his cock throbbing painfully in its cage.

Sean lifted his feet and the panties slipped up his legs, silk and cotton and lace caressing smooth skin, his calves and thighs so much more sensitive now, the touch of the fabric exciting him, a blush in his cheeks as he realised how hot just putting panties on was making him, shamed and humiliated by the situation and his reaction. He stood still as Lisa and Rebecca pulled them into place, snug around his ass, his caged cock almost hidden, barely a bulge in his crotch, flat and smooth like a doll.

They were so tight and tiny, so pink, so pretty, so frilly. Sean’s heart was racing.

“Such a delightfully cute doll!” Fiona said. “Does it want to see how it looks?”

Sean nodded again.

“Be sure to get a picture of its face when it sees. I want to capture its expression when it realises what a pretty doll it is!” Rebecca said.

Sean was an it now, a doll, an object, and he felt… happy. He was giddy, smiling, blushing, caged cock throbbing. It was as though he had stumbled down the rabbit hole and was still falling.

“Turn and face the mirror.” Fiona said.

Sean did as he was told. He turned, looked into the mirror, and was stunned.

He looked… good. Smooth now, with the pink panties on, he looked cute, girly, feminine, almost… sexy. He smiled without thinking, his blush deepening, and his cock tried to harden but could not, locked away, useless, forced flat, and… he was glad for that.

There was almost no bulge in his panties, the flatness perfect for a doll, and as smooth as he was he looked almost flawless, almost… plastic. Sean posed turning slightly to look at his legs, his ass, his trim body.

He had always hated how he looked, how small and skinny he was for a boy, how lacking in muscle, but now he was glad for that. In the panties, smooth, he looked hot. The panties were tight, snug, lifting his ass, making it even peachier, perkier, and with how high cut the panties were his legs looked long and lithe and shapely.

Sean rose up onto his toes, standing in a way to make his legs seem even longer, ass fatter, and he giggled quietly to himself, forgetting where he was, his situation. His hands roamed his legs, his ass, his belly. How would he look in even more clothes? What kind of doll would he be?

The sound of Fiona’s phone’s camera going off snapped him from his reverie, and Sean turned to see the camera pointing at him. He felt almost immediately dizzy, sick. What had he been doing? What was wrong with him that he was enjoying wearing panties?

“Oh don’t look so sad doll, it’s okay to enjoy being pretty.” Lisa said.

Sean’s cheeks were hot, his throat and chest flush with blood. The girls all smiled, softly.

“You can enjoy feeling cute if you want to.” Rebecca said.

“And you do make such an adorable doll in those panties.” Fiona said.

Sean bit his bottom lip and sagged slightly, but their words had lit something in him, a small spark in his heart and belly. The panties felt so good, so right, and he had realised a part of him wanted to be a pretty doll more than anything else.

“Now, shall we finish getting our doll dressed? After all, panties alone don’t make a cute outfit, and don’t you want to see what a cute plaything you make once we’re all finished with you?” Fiona said.

Sean’s head was spinning, emotions and thoughts a jumbled mess. He could not help but smile at her words and he nodded.

“Please.” He whispered.

And the girls all looked overjoyed.

They moved quickly, talking amongst themselves. The first thing they did was cover the mirror, Rebecca tossing a sheet over it, wanting to keep the surprise they said.

Next, they picked their doll’s outfit, and Sean could only watch in horror and excitement as they pulled dresses, skirts, tops, heels, stockings, bras, socks, suspenders, and other garments from Fiona’s wardrobe and laid them out on her bed. He had no idea she had so many clothes, so many wonderful, bright, glamorous, sexy, pretty, amazing clothes.

They did not talk to him, did not ask him his opinion, did not consider his wants or his desires. He was their doll, an inanimate object, a toy for them to play with, dress up as they wanted, and they relished the chance to play with their communal possession. Still, Sean felt a joy he had not known before. As he watched the girls selecting gowns, dresses, skirts, heels, stockings, bras, his head spun.

He was going to get to wear a cute outfit, be a pretty doll. He was going to be made to be their doll, be pretty and glamorous and sexy. It all looked so much more alluring than his boring old clothes, and as smooth and pretty and feminine as he felt in just the frilly pink panties, he knew that wearing a whole outfit was going to be even better.

“This I think.” Fiona said.

“Oh, yes, and it’d go perfectly with these.” Lisa added.

Sean could not quite see what they were picking for him to wear, their backs to him as they looked through all the clothes and garments laid out on the bed, yet his heart was racing. His mind was full of possibilities. Would it be something cute and innocent, or something more fashionable and chic, would it be sexy, or slutty, or something elaborate and flamboyant? He wanted all of it. He wanted to be a slutty schoolgirl, a cheerleader, wanted to wear a ballgown, to be a princess and a maid, a naughty secretary, a 50s housewife, a rock chick, a goth-lolita, a skater girl. He wanted the girls to dress him in as many ways as they could imagine, and the thought of it made his caged cock throb, painful, trapped in its cage, locked away, useless, and that fact only made the agony worse.

“And this too, as it’ll match the doll’s panties perfectly.” Rebecca said.

As the girls settled on their choices Sean waited, hot and giddy, belly fluttering. He had only recently cum, could still taste the reminder of it on his lips and tongue, and yet all this talk of dresses, of dressing him up, of being a doll, an object, an it, was turning him on again.

“I think that’s everything.” Fiona said. “Now… that just means…”

Fiona turned around to face Sean. In her hand was a single sock, long, white. She was grinning.

“This will have to do as a blindfold.” Fiona said. “After all, you don’t want to ruin the surprise, do you, doll?”

Sean was still for a moment. Blindfolded? The thought of being able to open his eyes and see himself changed, become a doll, excited him more than he had ever dared dream possible. He nodded.

“Please.” He said.

Fiona grinned.

“Mistress.” She said. “From now on you refer to any of us as Mistress, since we own you now. You’re our doll, and you need to learn your place. Understand?”

Sean shifted, nervous, flustered. Could he really say… that?

“Yes, Mistress.” He said, only a moment’s hesitation.

“Please Mistress.” He added.

And so Fiona blindfolded him. And the three girls set about dressing their doll.


Seven

Hands roamed his body, moving him as they needed, wanted, and he felt soft silk pulled up over his left leg, tight, caressing, soft material snug around his calves, knees, thighs, stopping at his upper thigh, wrapped around his entire foot and leg. The sensation and action were repeated on his right, the fabric adjusted slightly as it was pulled up and into place.

Sean wiggled his toes, the feeling of the silky fabric on his smooth, sensitive legs thrilling. Even more thrilling were the hands.

He had no idea who was touching him, posing him, dressing him, but it seemed at all times there was at least one pair of hands on him, not only dressing him and manoeuvring his body, but also teasing, the girls obviously delighting in trying to make him squirm, make his caged cock throb painfully, and as hard as Sean tried he could not but help make their game more fun for them.

Fingers grazed over his inner thighs, over his panty-clad ass, over his belly and chest, teasing over nipples, over arms, shoulders, and at times one or more of them stood close, pressing their soft, delicate, curvy, female bodies against him, the swell of their hips, asses, breasts. He could feel the softness of their skin, the warmth of their breath, could smell the intoxicating scent of their hair and perfume, and he was powerless to resist them as they continued to tease him, dress him, as they continued to dress their doll.

Next came silk and lace around his waist, straps over his legs, then something on his chest, more silk, more lace, straps over his shoulders, the cloth fastened behind, tight, padding pressing against his nipples. Sean could almost imagine what they were doing, his brain ticking, but he did not dwell on it. He could imagine the vague details, unable to stop himself from processing the sensations, but he did not try to picture the colour or the style, did not try to put it all into words.

He wanted the surprise, wanted to relish being a doll, mindless and pretty, a thing to be played with. The girls fussed around him, and there was the touch of more cloth as he was made to step forward into… something, material pulled up over his legs, the fabric frilly and soft and sensual, tugged up around his waist, tight, while layers of material fell down around his thighs, falling to just above his knees.

His arms were manoeuvred into small sleeves, though the majority of his shoulders were left bare. Hands ran down his back, and the material was pulled tight, rigid bones in the waist of the outfit causing his waist to be drawn in hard, then the noise of a zip, the fabric almost squeezing the breath from his lungs as the zip was pulled up to just between his shoulder blades.

Sean tried to remain calm, but the pain in his caged cock and the thrill of hands on his body, the girls caressing him almost anonymously, playing with their doll, left him giddy, overwhelmed by sensations and emotions that were new and bright and joyous.

“Now, come with us, and be careful.” Fiona said.

His hands were gripped, gently, and he was turned and led across the floor, stepping carefully to avoid tripping, forced to trust his three Mistresses. They stopped him, then turned him again, and something bumped into the back of his knees.

“Sit.” Lisa said.

Sean sat, as instructed, obeying eagerly now, keen to experience more, keen to have them touch him, play with him, dress him pretty, keen to see how he looked as a doll. The girls let go of his hands and then moved around him, close, quiet whispers, mentions of different colours, the names of which excited him.

“Just relax and let us work now, but keep your eyes closed or you’ll be in trouble.” Rebecca said.

Sean’s blindfold was removed, but he kept his eyes closed, not wanting to ruin the surprise, though curious how they might punish him. Brushes teased over his face, his eyes and cheeks, creams and powders, harder brushes running along the slits of his eyes, tugging at his eyelashes, fuller, fluffier bushes over his eyelids and cheeks. A wet, almost sticky brush teased over his lips. They were painting his face with make-up, painting him to be their doll.

Hands held him and something cool and wet caressed his nails, barely felt, and he was told to keep still. Sean did as he was told, pinned to his seat by excitement, fear, the need to obey, and… he did not want to ruin his Mistresses’ hard work, the effort they had put into making him beautiful, a pretty doll. He wanted to look his best when he finally saw what they had done.

There were a few more adjustments. Cold metal chains draped around his neck, most thin and flimsy but one was heavy, sturdy, and close fitting so that it almost choked him, the click of a padlock as it was wrapped around his throat. Things were clipped to his ears. Fingers tousled his hair.

Sean’s belly fluttered, nervous and excited in equal measure. He wanted to see so badly, wanted to see himself pretty and sexy, a smooth doll, and his caged cock throbbed at the thought but he was also uncertain. What if he wasn’t pretty? What if this was all an elaborate joke? What if the reveal was just a prank to make him look stupid and foolish and ugly?

Sean wanted to be pretty, a doll, but as he thought about it he realised he was just being foolish. This had to be a prank, right? They were going to shave him, cage him, dress him up, paint his face and nails, and then… put him in front of a mirror to reveal the truth. He could never be pretty, never be sexy, never be hot, never be a beautiful doll. He was an ugly, stupid boy, and the thought crushed him more than he had ever thought it would. What was wrong with him?

He swallowed the urge to weep, the crushing storm of emotions. If they were going to play such a cruel joke on him then he would do his best to make it as boring for them as possible. He would not react. He would not show the hurt he felt, would not let them see how deep it cut. He would not let them see how much he wanted to be a pretty doll. He kept his eyes shut, not wanting to let them know he was onto their cruel game, not wanting to see.

“Are you ready doll?” Fiona said.

Her voice was soft, teasing, with no hint of malice. The three girls had almost had him convinced they were serious, that they would make him pretty, but Sean had realised just in time. He was prepared now. He would play along, but he would spoil their surprise.

Sean nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said, doing his best to keep the note of hurt and suspicion from his voice.

Sean felt a hand grip his, gently, then another take his other hand. He was guided to his feet, gently, and then led across the floor to stand. A sheet rustled and Sean screwed his eye shut tight. If only he could keep them closed.

“Open your eyes.” Fiona said.

Sean kept them shut. He was not ready to see, was not ready to face the truth.

“Don’t you want to see how pretty you are doll?” Rebecca asked.

Sean was frozen. He dared not move, dared not answer, dared not look.

“Don’t you want to see what a lovely toy you make? Don’t you want to admire the work your Mistresses have put into you?” Lisa asked.

Sean shook his head. He could feel a swell of sadness, rage, hopelessness rising up. He wanted to turn and run back to his room, to flee from this, to flee from the mirror and the crushing truth that he would never be…

“Open your eyes, now!” Fiona said, voice hard, stern.

Sean opened his eyes, the command in her voice making him respond without thinking, and he faced his reflection and…

There was silence. Utter silence. His brain was as still as the room, only the beating of his heart as he stared at his image in the mirror.

Emotions rose, but not the ones he had been expecting. Joy, happiness, hope.

“I… I’m…” Sean faltered.

Words failed him.

He was dressed in white stockings, a pink dress, white petticoats. His nails were pink, and his figure had curves. The waist of his dress was reinforced to pull his middle in, making his hips seem wider, a fact that was emphasised by the way his skirt and petticoats flowed outwards, falling in a cascade of soft ruffles around his mid-thigh.

His bra, tight on his chest, hidden beneath the pink bodice, had enough padding to make his chest swell, the subtle hint of breasts. With his smooth body, his panties, his cage, he looked… like a girl, like a pretty doll.

Sean smiled, and his smile was radiant. His face… his face was almost unrecognisable. His Mistresses had painted his face, his eyes shadowed with pinks, black, mascara and eyeliner and thick false lashes. His cheeks were blushed pink, a scattering of fake freckles—just like a child’s toy—and his lips were pink, glossy, full, a kissable doll-like pout.

He was wearing clip-on hoop earrings. Around his neck were several delicate chains, and one very sturdy one, padlocked on, tight, thick, so small he knew it would not come off without the padlock being undone, almost like… a collar?

Sean had to fight the emotions he felt, even though they were not the emotions he had been expecting. He wanted to laugh, wanted to cry, but he dared not, fearful of spoiling his perfect make-up.

“You like?” Fiona asked.

Sean nodded.

“I’m…” He could not bring himself to say it.

Maybe he was seeing things, maybe it wasn’t true. It seemed too wonderful to be true.

“You’re beautiful doll. A pretty, delicate toy.” Lisa said. “Now, how about you pose for us, twirl for us, so we can all see how sexy you are.”

Sean blushed, but obeyed. Keeping his gaze on his reflection, not daring to look away in case the image vanished never to return, he began to move.

The doll in the mirror moved with him. He posed, standing on tiptoe, arching his back, poking his butt out, pulling his shoulders back to make his boobs look bigger. He spun on the spot, making his dress swirl out, flashing his white, lacy stocking tops, his suspender straps, his panties. He danced, bouncing on his feet, unable to contain his joy.

“Such a pretty toy.” Fiona said. “But… it's not quite right. I think… we need more.”

Sean stopped, turned to face her. His eyes were wide. More?

He nodded, and then, slowly, acting on instinct, curtseyed, copying the gesture he had seen on television, clumsy but doing his best.

“Yes, Mistress. Please…” Sean said.

He could not wait to see what more was.


Eight

The more Fiona had in mind was just the perfect finishing touches to Sean’s outfit. A wig, bright blonde, almost white, long curls that cascaded around his shoulders and down his back, and pink heels to match his dress.

The girls clipped the wig to Sean’s natural hair with a series of hidden pins, making sure it would stay, even testing it with lights tugs—sharp jolts of pain running through his scalp and down his back with each tug, almost like the wig had become his real hair—and then they styled it, making sure the curls were perfect, adding pink bows to decorate it, hair tied into two full bunches that fell over each shoulder. They fitted him with the shoes next, pink platforms with stupidly high heels, straps around the ankle, and as they tightened them Sean heard the ominous click of more padlocks.

“There. Locked on tight. We’re all alone this weekend so I don’t see why you’d need to take them off. Plus, having to keep them on will help you practise, which means you’ll get the hang of walking in them in no time.” Fiona said.

The heels were locked on. He had to keep them on until their parents got home. The thought made his caged cock throb, painfully, as it tried, and failed, to harden.

“Now, show us how you look in them. We want to see our doll strut.” Lisa said.

“Walk over to the mirror and take a look at yourself. And remember, heel to toe as you walk, one foot in front of the other, and let your hips roll and your ass wiggle.” Rebecca said.

Sean nodded, his cheeks hot, his body throbbing. He stepped and wobbled, precarious. He let his hips roll, his butt wiggle, and he found he actually enjoyed the sensation.

Shaking his ass, strutting in heels, he felt sexy, powerful, and graceful, despite not being very good at walking in his heels yet. His skirt and petticoats caressed his smooth thighs, and his stocking-clad thighs rubbed against each other.

He walked slowly, carefully, one step after another, but it was not long before he had the basic knack of walking in heels. Perhaps wearing them for the whole weekend wouldn’t be so bad. Being padlocked in he’d be forced to practise, so soon he’d be perfect at it, and then he could maybe try more advanced moves.

Sean walked across the room, towards the mirror, and as he stepped into view he almost stumbled. Before he had looked stunning, but now, with the heels and wig, he looked like a completely different person. Only… he wasn’t a person any more. Sean smiled. He was a doll, a toy, and an object. He was his Mistresses’ possession, an it.

With his blonde wig styled and tied as it was, his heels locked on, he had become a living doll, pretty, sexy, pink and frilly and cute. A living toy desperate to be played with.

“So, what do you say?” Fiona said.

The three girls moved closer, and Sean heard the click of a smartphone camera again, saw in the mirror three cameras pointed at him, filming him, taking photos, and for the first time, he didn’t mind. Stranger, he liked that they were filming him. He knew that the videos and the photos bound him closer to them, put him more and more in their thrall, but he liked that feeling, and… maybe they’d let him have copies of the photos and videos, so he could look back and see himself as he was now, later, something to remember the day by, his time as a doll.

“Thank you.” Sean said.

He curtseyed again, more difficult this time in his heels, but he was careful and deliberate and he pulled the manoeuvre off with a little grace, wiggling his butt slightly as he stood back up. The girls smiled at him, watching him, and Sean felt happy that it was him making them smile. He was… he was a good doll.

“Mmm… I suppose that’s a start, but… well, we’ve put so much effort into making you the prettiest doll possible that I think you can do better.” Fiona said.

“I… I… thank you… thank you so much.”

As Sean spoke he fell to his knees, hands clasped together in front, as though pleading, begging. It was humiliating, but he enjoyed it, and… he meant it.

He was grateful for their time, effort, attention. All they had done to him to make him a pretty doll. He would do anything to show them how grateful he was.

“I… what can I do? I can massage your feet, or do your chores? I can be your maid? Or… I’ll do anything…”

“Anything?” Fiona said.

Lisa and Rebecca were grinning, almost as though they had planned this, as though Sean were behaving exactly as they wanted. Sean squirmed, blushing, exhilarated, wanting to please his Mistresses.

“You really should be more careful with such generous offers.” Rebecca said.

“Especially when we’ll take you exactly at your word.” Lisa said. “But don’t worry. I think you’ll like the anything we have in mind.”

“First though… I think our doll needs a new name. One that suits it, how it looks, so pretty and cute and sexy and pink.” Fiona said.

“Exactly. ‘Sean’ is far too ordinary and dull.” Rebecca said.

“It needs something girly and flirty and pretty and pink. Something sexy and dumb and playful, just like our doll's personality.” Lisa said.

Sean’s cheeks were pink, his body hot. They were even going to take his name? But… why did that thought excite him?

“How about…” Fiona paused for dramatic effect.

Sean waited. He was grinning, eager.

“… Skye.” Fiona said. “I think Skye would suit you just perfectly.”

Sean blinked. Only… he wasn’t Sean. Not really. Dressed as he was, as smooth and soft and pretty as he was, in his dress, blonde hair in bunches, locked in his cage, his heels, collared, only one name suited him. Skye.

He was Skye. The pretty, sexy, playful bimbo doll. He was a toy, an object that belonged to his stepsister and her best friends. He was Skye. She was Skye.

“I… I love it.” Skye said. “Thank you.”

“More ‘thank yous’?” Fiona said, “I thought we’d said already you need to show more gratitude than simple words.”

Skye smiled. She fluttered her eyelashes and bit her bottom lip, coy, demure, flirtatious.

“What would you have your doll do Mistress?” She asked.

The three girls all smiled.

“For a start, you can dance for us. Do that well, and we might just reward you.” Fiona said.

As she spoke music started, slow, sensual, rhythmic. The beat drummed into Skye’s head, filling her. She blushed, grinning. In her heels and dress it would be difficult, but she knew that as smooth, as pretty, and as sexy as she was, it would be fun too.

Slowly Skye began to sway, her hands rising to touch her shoulders and neck, caressing herself. As the music intensified Skye began to shift her feet, a little unsteady at the start, but becoming gradually bolder, her eyes half closed. She let the music guide her.

She turned to face the mirror, watching herself, emboldened by the image of the sexy, pretty, blonde doll in the mirror. She was that girl, that doll, and she was going to show her Mistresses just how grateful she was.

And so Skye danced. She danced as she had never danced before. She worked her hips, her body, moving her arms and feet slowly to the beat, sensually, growing hot. She let her hands roam over her shoulders, arms, chest, feeling the soft swell of her tits—what would it be like to have real breasts beneath her bra, not just padding?

She was aware of her stepsister and her friends filming her and taking photos, and Skye found she liked it. She had never liked cameras before, always shied away from being in front of the lens, but now she found a thrill and a joy in it. She was pretty, for the first time in her life she felt attractive and she was enjoying the thought of people taking pictures of her, making videos of her. Skye moved with more eagerness, stepping to the beat, letting her hands roam over her trim waist, moaning softly, eyes half closed.

Her caged cock was throbbing, painful, but… she liked it. She liked how small and flat and useless it was, how contained, and the pain only reminded her of her situation. She was a pretty doll, an object, a plaything, her purpose to be cute and feminine and sexy. She moved her hips and ass with more sway, turning her back to her Mistresses, and wiggled her but, curving her back to make it stick out, round and pert and full, her skirt and petticoats swaying, caressing her stocking-clad thighs.

It was awkward in her heels, locked on her feet, but Skye found as she let go, as she embraced her new self, that it became easier. She had to stand and move slightly differently, in a way that made her butt stick out more, that made her legs look longer and fuller, her tits bigger, but she relished that. She felt slutty and hot and the way her Mistresses were focused on her she hoped that they saw that in her too.

“Such a pretty thing.” Fiona said. “But you can do better. Flash us more skin, lift that skirt and flash us some thigh and ass. A good doll knows how to flaunt its body to entice.”

“Don’t you want to entice us?” Rebecca asked.

Skye nodded. Her hands dropped lower, roaming over her hips, her ass, squeezing, her head spinning with the rush of emotions and sensations. It all felt so good.

“Don’t you want us to play with you?” Lisa asked, giggling.

Skye blushed. She turned to look in the mirror, seeing herself again, wide eyes and beautiful, a pretty doll, so sexy, made to be played with. The way she was dancing was so sensual and provocative and she would never have dared dance like this before, not even alone, but now, even surrounded by her stepsister and her friends, being filmed, photographed, she was loving it. She wanted more of this, wanted to be played with, wanted to please her Mistresses.

Skye squeezed her ass, loving how it felt, a sense of longing and aching, and let her hands slide lower, over her thighs, to the hem of her skirt and then, slowly, watching herself in the mirror, watching her Mistresses’ faces over her shoulder, she began to lift her skirt, her petticoats. She swayed her hips, wiggled her ass, and her skirt rose higher.

She exposed her legs, her thighs, her stocking tops, her suspender straps, and then, finally, her panties. Blushing, giggling, feeling shy and coy and flirtatious, excited, Skye bent over, curving her back to make her butt stick out, precarious in her heels. She stopped moving her feet and focussed instead of wiggling her butt, swaying her hips, making her ass jiggle.

“Oh, I think that’s just perfect.” Fiona said.

There was the click of her camera taking another photo. All this was being captured, recorded, but that only made Skye ache in the most wonderfully humiliated, shamed, exhilarated way. She never knew she could feel this good, this free. She was a doll now and she just wanted to be played with.

“Please… please… play with me.” Skye said in her cutest, softest, most doll-like voice.

“Well, when you ask like that, how can we refuse?” Rebecca said.

“And there was me thinking we’d need to persuade you. Yet, here you are, practically begging.” Lisa said. “I just hope you’re ready for the games we have in mind.”

Skye’s belly fluttered. Something in Lisa’s tone suggested she was not ready, but she didn’t care. She wanted to play, and nothing was going to stop her. Slowly Skye rose up and turned to face her Mistresses. She kept her skirt raised and lowered herself to her knees. She remembered the feel of their feet on her cock. She could still almost taste her cum. What else were they going to make her do?

“Please Mistress. I… I’m begging you. Play with your pretty doll.”

Skye was grinning, blushing, caged cock throbbing. Her Mistresses moved, Rebecca and Lisa stepping forward while Fiona stood back, watching.

“Don’t worry doll.” Fiona said. “I’ll film the whole thing. After all, we want to remember your first time as a doll, don’t we?”

Skye beamed, looked up at the camera, and nodded. Her long blonde curls bounced. The idea of it being all filmed only made it hotter.
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“I love that you’re on your knees already. It’s like you read our minds.” Rebecca said.

The music was still playing, and Fiona stood, holding her phone, filming Skye. Rebecca moved to stand on one side while Lisa moved to stand on the other. Skye looked up at them, both so beautiful, and she felt a rush of joy, appreciation. They had done this to her, led her to this place, given her all this. She wanted, needed, to thank them… properly.

“I will do anything for you Mistress. I am your doll, your toy, your property. I exist to be played with, and to please you.” Skye said.

She stared up, blushing, grinning, eager. Rebecca and Lisa stared at her and there was a moment of quiet.

“Well, we just might hold you to that.” Rebecca said.

She shifted, moved to stand in front of Skye, and reached down to lift the hem of her skirt. It rose up, revealing stockings, thighs, panties. Skye’s head spun.

Skye had always admired her stepsister and her friends, popular and beautiful, sexy, confident, and now she was theirs, their doll, and they were going to play with her. The joy and the thrill of it made her throb, aching, her caged cock drooling despite the fact she had cum only a short while ago.

As Skye watched, Rebecca shifted her hands up to her panties, her skirt bunched up around her waist, and she began to slip her panties down, slipped them off. Skye’s head spun as Rebecca's pussy came into view, smooth and hairless, lips parted, the inflamed flesh of her inner folds extending just beyond the lip in profane invitation. Skye inhaled deeply and caught a waft of Rebecca’s scent, her arousal.

“Now, we know you can use your tongue for pretty words, but can you use it for anything else?” Rebecca asked.

The meaning was clear and Skye was almost salivating at the thought. Rebecca stepped closer, brought her cunt closer to Skye’s face, and she reached out to grip Skye’s pretty blonde hair, tugging it gently.

The clips holding the wig in place held firm, and the tug was felt through the roots of Skye’s hair, the sensation blending reality and fiction. Maybe she really was just a blonde doll made for being played with. Maybe this was all she’d ever been. Skye nodded.

“I can use it for anything you want Mistress.” Skye said, blushing. “Anything at all. I just… I might not be very good, so… if you were feeling generous, you could tell me how to be better for you.”

Rebecca chuckled. Skye squirmed. She had never done anything like this before. She just hoped she was good enough so that she wouldn’t be discarded like a useless, broken, boring toy.

“Oh, we’ll be teaching you, don’t worry. The most important thing for you to do is listen and obey, and get lots, and lots, and lots of practise, which I’ll be able to help with. But for a start… don’t be too enthusiastic, it's about my pleasure, not yours. Slow and gentle, regular motions, circular, with the tip of your tongue teasing around my clit is my personal favourite, and keep it steady. Don’t go changing it up because you get excited or bored. If you do a good job like that perhaps we can let you do more.” Rebecca said.

What more could there be? Skye’s imagination raced with the possibilities.

“Now, how about you begin.” Rebecca said.

Her grip on Skye’s hair tightened and she stepped forward, stepped up close to the kneeling doll. Skye remained still, looked up and the beautiful, hot, popular girl, and she ached, throbbing, caged dick an agony of delight. She nodded.

Rebecca shifted her feet, parting them, thighs parting, the lips of her cunt parting, her inflamed lips, the folds, her wet, tight hole. The musk grew stronger, and Rebecca pulled Skye forward.

Skye obeyed, allowed Rebecca to lead her, and her face was pressed into the wet folds, her lips parting, tongue extending, kissing, lapping, serving. Rebecca worked her hips, offering her cunt up for deeper worship, grinding down hard onto Skye’s face.

Skye was overwhelmed, the taste and scent and feel of it more intense than she could have ever imagined, wet, hot, slippery, grinding onto her chin and lips and tongue, and she wanted to bask in it, worship it, lap and tongue and lick every inch of it. She wanted to drown in Rebecca’s pussy, worship it with lust and need and fury, wanted to ravish it with her tongue, yet…

She knew it was not about what she wanted or needed. Her wants and needs were secondary to those of her Mistresses, and so she was more careful, more delicate. She moved slowly, gently, licking and kissing up and over Rebecca’s folds, over her wet, tight hole, to the hard, swollen nub of her clit and there, obeying, following her Mistress’s instructions, began to circle.

Skye kept her rhythm, slow and steady, even as Rebecca ground down onto her face, hard, working her hips to feel more. Skye controlled her lust and her need even as her aching cock grew to be an agony, drooling precum into her panties.

“Fuck, yes… more… just like that.” Rebecca said, her voice hoarse with pleasure. “Keep doing that, keep doing it just like that. Such a quick study, and you listen so well. Clearly keeping our pretty doll caged is good for her.”

Skye blushed. The cage was hot. The constant reminder of being owned, being a doll, and it allowed her to focus on her Mistress’s pleasure. She worked steadily, aware that her stepsister was still standing there, filming her, on her knees, a pretty blonde doll in pink, licking cunt, serving, collared, owned.

“A little harder, fuck yes… more… don’t stop what you're doing or I will punish you so fucking hard.” Rebecca said.

The threat was not needed, but it thrilled her. Skye worked steadily, lapping, kissing, sucking, circling, and she could feel Rebecca’s legs trembling. The thought of making her Mistress cum with just her tongue was intoxicating. She wanted that, wanted to show she could be a good toy, a good doll, wanted to show she could serve and obey so her Mistresses would keep her, play with her often.

Skye circled Rebecca’s clit with her tongue, adding just a little pressure, listening to her Mistress, learning, wanting to be the best doll she could be. Rebecca’s breathing became hoarse, rapid, and she ground her cunt down onto Skye’s face, lips and chin wet with her juices.

“Fuck… you keep going like that and I… I might just cum.” Rebecca said.

That was all the encouragement Skye needed. She kept doing what she was doing, wanting to show she could serve. To the side there was the rustle of clothes, Lisa moving just out of sight, and the thought of making both of the girls cum with her tongue thrilled her.

They were both so hot and sexy and popular. They were so sexy, so beautiful, and she would get to taste both of them, show them what a good doll she was. She wanted to press her tongue into their tight, wet, hot holes, to kiss and lick their clits, to have them cum on her faces as Fiona filmed it all.

“Fuck… you… you have to try this little slut’s mouth out. Her tongue, those lips, and she’s such a good learner, so eager to please.” Rebecca said.

“Well, if you’re offering. I think that sounds like a lot of fun, and the perfect way for us to warm up before we continue our game.” Lisa said.

Rebecca’s grip in Skye’s hair tightened and she pulled even as she eased her hips back, pulling her wet cunt away from Skye’s eager tongue and lips. Skye lapped, not wanting it to end, wanting more, wanting to make Rebecca cum.

“Such an eager slut, such a good doll.” Rebecca said. “But you’ve got someone else who wants to try your pretty slut mouth out. Do a good job and we’ll have lots more games to play before we’re done with you.”

Skye looked up to Rebecca, chin wet, lips parted, blushing, and she nodded. Rebecca released her grip on Skye’s hair and Lisa moved, stepped close. Skye turned, eager to serve, and her eyes went wide and her jaw went slack.

Lisa had stripped out of her skirt and panties, but had kept her heels and her fishnets on. Her fishnets were crotchless, and she was as smooth and as hairless as Rebecca, and now Skye, but where Skye had been expecting to see a soft, wet, inflamed cunt, there was instead a cock.

A hard, thick, long, perfect, glorious, beautiful cock. Skye’s caged dick throbbed, hard, an agony of delight.

It was larger than hers had been even when she had been able to get hard, but now, caged as she was, locked away, it was just humiliating, shameful, but… hot. Facing that hard, beautiful cock the fact that she was caged seemed only right. She was a doll now. And dolls didn’t need cocks, or cunts. They were smooth, plastic, objects to be played with. That was her place now, and she was going to embrace it.

“Well, aren’t you going to show me how talented that pretty doll mouth of yours is, or will we have to throw you away after all the effort we put into making you pretty? It would be a shame, but if you aren’t going to be a good toy what choice do we have?” Lisa said.

The threat was clear, and Skye ached. A dribble of drool ran over her bottom lip and down her chin as she stared. Her mouth felt so empty, her tongue throbbed. She wanted to taste it, feel it between her lips, to feel it on her tongue, to feel it pushing deep into her tight, wet, hot doll mouth. She wanted Lisa to fuck her mouth with her beautiful prick.

“Please. Please Mistress. I… I’m a good doll. I… please… let me worship you. Let me serve you with my mouth. I’ll do anything.” Skye said.

“Anything?” Lisa asked, grinning.

Fiona was still filming, capturing everything, and Skye was glad for it. She couldn’t wait to show them what a slutty doll she was. Slowly she nodded.

“Come closer then, and open wide.” Lisa said.

Skye obeyed. She crawled on her hands and knees, parting her wet, glossy, pink lips, and moved to kneel in front of Lisa, looking up at her perfect, fat, beautiful cock. Her caged dick throbbed as she stared at it, massive and long and thick, taunting her, inviting her with promises of pleasure. What other games might they play if Skye proved she could be a good doll? And… why did she long to find out?

Lisa moved first, reached out to grip Skye’s long blonde curls, tugging Skye’s hair, making her wince. She guided Skye forwards, her parted lips coming closer and closer to her cock, throbbing, so thick and inviting. Could she really…

“You don’t need to be so gentle with me.” Lisa said. “And trust me, I’m not going to be gentle with you.”

Before Skye could react, before she could speak or resist or act, Lisa moved. She pulled hard on her hair and guided her forwards. Skye’s lips, pursed, kissed the head of Lisa’s perfect cock, and Lisa thrust. Skye’s lips were stretched and her mouth went wide and Lisa’s cock sank deep.

Skye acted on instinct, opening her mouth wider, and she forced her head down even as Lisa thrust. She began to suck, lap, lips wrapping tight around the meaty shaft.

Lisa moaned, a sound of pleasure and lust, and that spurred Skye on to take more. She sank her head down, sucking, licking, lips tight, and Lisa’s cock plunged deep as her hips thrust forward. The head of her cock brushed at the back of Skye’s throat and she felt the urge to gag, the thick cock forcing its way into her tight, virgin throat, but she suppressed it. She wanted to be a good doll, wanted to show her Mistresses that she could be fun, that they should keep her, that she would please them.

Lisa’s grip on Skye’s hair tightened and she forced her cock deeper, fucking her prick gently in and out of Skye’s mouth, pressing it harder and harder at the back of her virgin throat each time. Skye’s head was spinning. She was drooling, choking, fighting the urge to gag, barely able to breathe.

“Fuck she’s good. So willing to please, and that pretty mouth… I think she might be my new favourite toy.” Lisa said.

“Well, if she really pleases you, I suppose I could let you keep her.” Fiona said.

Keep her? What did that mean? Skye did not have time to think about such questions though. She had a cock to please. She had Mistresses to make cum.

As Lisa thrust, Skye forced her head down. The tip of Lisa’s cock pressed at the back of her throat, again, but this time Skye was ready for it. She pressed on, forcing her face lower, and she felt her throat opening.

Suppressing the urge to gag, tilting her head slightly, she felt it slip just barely in. Lisa, feeling the wet, hot tightness of Skye’s throat kiss the head of her prick could not resist. She fucked her hips forward, hard. Skye felt Lisa force her cock deeper, stretching her throat, filling her, unable to breathe or think or resist. This was her place now.

Skye did not resist and Lisa, gripping her hair, held her cock deep, the girth throbbing, hard, Skye’s tongue lapping, lips a tight seal but still she drooled, unable to swallow the spit in her mouth with her throat full of cock.

“Fuck… she’s talented. I thought I’d need to take a few weeks to train her but here she is taking almost all of it on her first go. She’s a natural cumslut.” Lisa said.

“I always thought so. And it’s nice to see I was right. She just needed a little push, that was all.” Fiona said.

Skye’s head was spinning. She couldn’t breathe, her throat was full of cock, and her stepsister had always thought she was a slut? Had they… had they planned this?

“Any more and I might just… cum…” Lisa grunted, forcing her cock just a little deeper.

Skye wanted it. She wanted Lisa to cum, wanted to feel her cock throbbing in her throat, wanted to feel it pulsing, spurting down her throat, hot and sticky in her belly, wanted to taste it. She sucked harder, throat tight, clenching, milking, but Lisa gripped Skye’s hair and pulled her back, pulling her lips off her cock.

“Maybe later, if you’re good.” Lisa said.

Skye felt Lisa’s cock slip out of her throat and she gasped, glad for the chance to breathe. Lisa pulled back, her fat prick slipping from Skye’s tight, pink, wet lips with an audible pop, and Skye looked up, breathless, gasping, blushing, grinning.

“I… don’t you want to play with your doll Mistress?” Skye asked.

Lisa just smiled, nodded.

“Oh, we’re going to play.” She said. “Now, on your hands and knees and face Rebecca, it’s time you put that talented mouth of yours back to work.”

Grinning, flustered about what play Lisa had in mind, Skye obeyed. She turned and lowered herself to all fours, felt a rush of joy as Rebecca lowered herself to her knees in front of her face, shifted forwards, parting her thighs to offer her cunt.

“Get to it slut. My pussy is not going to worship itself.”

Skye beamed, looked up to Rebecca and licked her lips.

“Yes, Mistress.” Skye said.
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Skye remembered what Rebecca had told her before, steady, slow, gentle. This was about her Mistress’s pleasure, not hers. She kissed, gently, teasing, then began to lick, teasing slowly up, pressing the tip of her tongue into the folds of Rebecca’s cunt, flesh wet, slippery, hot, velvety.

Skye teased her tongue up as Rebecca reached out to grip her hair, thrusting her hips, spreading her legs to offer her wet, tight pussy for more intense worship. Skye responded by easing her tongue up, circling Rebecca’s throbbing clit, and Rebecca moaned in delight.

“Fuck, that’s it. More of that. Your tongue is so good. Such a talented doll.” Rebecca said. “But… I need more now. Use your fingers too. One at first, and be gentle.”

Skye obeyed. She lifted her left hand to caress up Rebecca’s thigh, skin so soft and smooth. Her nose and mouth were full of Rebecca’s musk, her juices, and she licked, gently, regular circular motions, kissing the nub of Rebecca’s clit as her fingers crept closer to her Mistress’s tight, wet, dripping hole. She could not believe how lucky she was.

Behind her there was movement, and Fiona was still stood, filming, watching, capturing everything, the knowledge that she was practically a pornstar now thrilling and humiliating Skye, her caged dick aching, dribbling precum. Lisa shifted closer, and hands roamed up Skye’s legs, her ass, squeezing, teasing, lifting her skirt and petticoats, exposing her panties.

“Such a pretty ass. It’d be a shame to let it go unappreciated.” Lisa said.

Skye blushed, head fuzzy, only half aware of what was going on around her, focussing on pleasing Rebecca, worshipping her perfect cunt. Skye’s fingers eased up and caressed along the wetness of her Mistress’s slit, just barely pressing in, finding her sopping hole eager.

“That’s it, ease your finger in gently. You want to work along the front, curl your finger round towards my belly button, almost a ‘come hither’ motion, but gently.” Rebecca said.

Skye obeyed. Her fingers pressed in and the wetness of Rebecca’s cunt ran down her hand, letting her finger slip deeper into the hot, wet, tight confines of her Mistress’s hole, her cunt, and Skye began to fuck her finger in gently, slowly, curling her finger round to press on the spot Rebecca had told her to concentrate on.

“Fuck… that’s it… keep doing that.” Rebecca said.

Skye obeyed. Behind her hands roamed over her ass, squeezing, hard. She felt Lisa move in close and rub her hard, throbbing, spit-lubed cock over the crack of her panty-clad butt. Fingers worked at her suspender straps, detaching them from her stocking tops, and then they moved to the waist of her panties, easing up under Skye’s skirt, gripping, pulling down even as Lisa dry-humped Skye’s pert, round ass.

Skye moaned, spreading her legs and arching her back, lifting her ass up, the sensation of that thick, fat, long cock teasing over her ass, pressing against her hole through the fabric of her panties electric. What would it feel like to have that inside her? She giggled even as she licked and fingered Rebecca’s cunt, aware that she was soon to find out, eager for it, hungry for it.

“Next time panties on over the suspender straps doll. That way they’re easier to remove. I know we put these on you, so you’re forgiven, but you’ll be dressing yourself in the future so we expect you to remember. After all, you are to be freely accessible to us at all times, since that is a doll’s place, is it not?” Lisa said.

Skye moaned, the words, the meaning, causing a swell of emotions and thoughts, a well-spring of joy. Freely accessible… for what?

As Lisa began to tug Skye’s panties down Skye shifted, wiggling her hips to help her Mistress undress her. Her panties slipped down, exposing her ass, her crack, her virgin hole, and they slid down her thighs. Skye lifted her knees one at a time, felt her panties tugged over her calves, her heels, tossed to the side.

“Such a pretty sight.” Lisa said.

As Skye licked, kissed, lapped, and fingered Rebecca’s cunt she lifted her ass higher, spreading her legs wide, her skirt and petticoats bunched up around her waist, offering her ass to Lisa, offering her virgin hole to her massive thick, spit lubed cock.

“Do you want my cock doll?” Lisa asked.

Rebecca held Skye’s hair tight, holding her face into her cunt, but Skye managed to nod, subtly, a muffled affirmative. That was all Lisa needed.

Lisa shifted forward and as she did Fiona tossed her a bottle of a clear liquid, but Skye did not see, she was too busy to see. Lisa opened the bottle and she poured a generous helping of the thick, slippery liquid over Skye’s ass, letting it pool and dribble down her crack, and Lisa used her free hand to grip her cock and run it up and down, slathering it with lube, teasing the tip around Skye’s hole, her virgin entrance, her tight ass.

“Fuck you feel good. And we have the whole weekend together.” Lisa said.

“We’re going to make such good use of you.” Rebecca said. “So many games to play with our toy.”

Skye’s head spun. She wanted all of it, all of the games, all of the play. But first…

“Are you ready for me? Are you ready to feel my cock stretching your tight ass wide? Are you ready for me to fuck you, hard, and cum inside you?” Lisa asked.

Skye did not hesitate. She nodded, moaned, and pressed her hips back as Lisa ran the head of her fat cock up and down her slippery, well-lubed ass crack. The tip slipped over Skye’s tight hole and Skye shifted, wiggling her hips, wanting to feel more.

She was so smooth and sensitive, and her ass felt so good. She was caged, her cock locked away, like a good doll, and it was her place to be her Mistresses’ plaything.

Lisa pressed forwards as Skye pressed back, and her cock, slippery with spit and lube, pressed at Skye’s tight hole, easing it open, stretching her virgin entrance. Skye moaned, the sounds of her pleasure muffled by Rebecca’s cunt as she licked, kissed, fingered, hand and face wet with pussy juice. Her head was spinning and her ass pulsed with bright pleasure, sending bolts of bliss through her.

She pressed back, wanting more, and lifted her ass high, curving her back. Lisa responded by pressing harder, forcing her cock deeper. Skye’s ass was tight, and there was a moment of pain, panic—what if it wouldn’t fit?

Her ass stretched around Lisa’s fat, slippery cock, as Lisa forced more and more of the tip in, opening Skye’s virgin entrance. Skye tongued Rebecca’s cunt as her face was held down, Rebecca’s hips grinding her wet pussy onto her face, her tongue, her finger.

“Fuck. That looks so hot.” Rebecca said.

Skye’s caged little dick was throbbing. Her hole ached, opening, stretching, the pressure building. She pressed back, Lisa pressing forward as Skye wiggled her ass in invitation. There was a moment, the cock forced deeper, and then, wonderfully, perfectly, her ass opened and Lisa’s fat cock popped past her outer ring, slipped deep into her tight ass, and claimed her.

Skye was no longer a virgin. Her ass had been claimed, and she was happy. She was a slutty doll, a fuck toy, and she wanted to be bred.

“Fuck you feel good. So tight and eager.” Lisa said. “You’d think you’d been training that hole for months for this moment you feel so good. The way you’re squeezing me. You must really want to get fucked like a good doll.”

Her words humiliated and excited Skye. She had never even thought about playing with her ass before, let alone training it, but she could feel the truth in it, could feel her hole squeezing, milking Lisa's cock, her hips moving on their own, craving more, fucking back as Lisa teased her cock just barely in and out of her ass, lubing her up, getting her wet and slippery.

“Fuck, that’s it, like that, and add another finger. Watching Lisa fuck your sexy ass has me craving something bigger.” Rebecca said.

Skye obliged, adding a second finger to her first, slipping it into Rebecca’s cunt, fucking them in and out slowly as the lip of her tongue circled her clit. Rebecca gripped her hair tight, holding her face down, and hands roamed over Skye’s ass to her hips, gripping her.

“Ready?” Lisa said.

Skye nodded, a muffled yes. Fiona held the phone up high, capturing all of it.

“Good.” Lisa said. “Because I’m not going to be gentle.”

Skye tried to brace herself, but Lisa was more than she could handle. Lisa thrust, hard, gripping Skye’s hips with both hands, pulling her back onto her fat cock even as she forced it deep, forcing her entire length in with one thrust, her belly, her balls, her thighs slapping against Skye’s bare ass. Skye’s hole was stretched, pulsing with pleasure, squeezing down on Lisa’s cock.

She licked, lapped, kissed, fingered, and worked her ass to offer her Mistresses as much pleasure as she could. This was her place. She was their doll, and her caged dick throbbed painfully, desperate for release, squashed flat, locked away, drooling precum

“Fuck her hard. Use her. Show her how we treat pretty fuck-dolls.” Fiona said.

Rebecca and Lisa did not need to be told twice. Rebecca ground her hips, working her cunt on Skye’s face, fucking her fingers, and Lisa eased her cock out of Skye’s hole until just the tip was inside, tugging at her puckered, tight, wet entrance.

Skye moaned, wanting to be full, wanting to feel that perfect cock inside her again, desperate for the pleasure of it, the thrill of serving, and as Lisa thrust deep again, hard, she felt a hot fluttering in her belly, a knot of pleasure unlike anything she had ever known before unfurling. As Lisa began to fuck her, hard, fast, slamming her hips forward, fucking her fat cock in and out of Skye’s tight ass, Skye began to fuck back.

Her body acted on its own, chasing the pleasure, her hips grinding, body wiggling, hole clenching. She was a slut, a doll, and she wanted to feel her Mistress cumming inside her, proving to her that she was good, wanting to prove to them that she was worth keeping around for all the games to come. The three fucked, Rebecca fucking Skye’s face, Lisa fucking her fat cock in and out of Skye’s tight, slippery, stretched ass, Skye grinding back, licking, fingering, working her ass and mouth.

Skye’s caged cock was a perfect storm of pain, kept soft and almost smooth, flat like a doll, and locked away as it was it forced her pleasure to shift, the joy of being fucked in her ass, of worshipping cunt, of fucking her tight, wet, slippery hole onto Lisa’s prick, filling her whole body. She was alive with joy, with bliss, and the knot in her belly began to unravel.

“Fuck, the way you move, the way you’re working that pretty, slutty ass, the way your hole is milking my cock, I think I’m going to cum… and soon.” Lisa said.

That thought spurred Skye on. She wanted it, wanted her Mistress to cum in her tight ass, to cum in her fuck-hole, to prove she was a good, pretty, slutty fuck-doll.

Skye worked her hips with force, her tongue lapping, Rebecca gripping her hair as she fucked down on her fingers and tongue. The knot in her belly began to unfurl, pleasure brighter than anything she had felt before blossoming.

“I… I’m close too… cum with me… our pretty doll is going to make us cum together. Oh, fuck…” Rebecca said.

Skye’s caged cock throbbed, hard, and Lisa slammed her hips forward, fucking her cock deep, gripping her hips tight. Skye’s hole was stretched as Lisa’s cock throbbed, swelling, filling her. She was going to…

“Cumming… oh fuck, you pretty little slut. Yes, I’m going to fill that tight little ass with so much cum…” Lisa moaned.

As Skye worked her hips, her hole clenching, milking, she lapped, the tip of her tongue circling as she fucked her fingers in and out of her Mistress’s cunt, fingertips teasing over Rebecca’s inner wall, her hole dripping. Her caged dick throbbed, an agony of bliss.

She felt Rebecca’s hole tightening, her thighs quivering, and as Lisa’s cock throbbed hard, pumping, she felt it. Lisa was cumming, hard, filling her ass with hot, thick, creamy spunk, and Skye felt a gush of wetness on her face, Rebecca’s cunt soaking her chin, fingers, filling her mouth as she tried to swallow it.

“Fuck… yes…” Rebecca moaned.

“God yes… you beautiful slutty doll…” Lisa moaned.

The two were cumming, together. Her ass was full of cock, cum, and she was being bred, her mouth soaked in pussy juice. She had pleased her Mistresses. She was a good doll.

That knowledge alongside the bliss of being fucked in her tight, slippery ass, the joy of serving, was enough to drive Skye over the edge. She came, hard, an orgasm that filled her whole body instead of being centred on her cock. Her caged cock drooled, a thin stream of cum leaking from her dick.

The three came together, hard, shuddering, exhausted, messy, gasping for breath. Skye shivered as she felt the last squeeze of Rebecca’s cunt on her fingers, the taste of her pussy filling her mouth, and she giggled as Lisa thrust one last time, the very final throbbing of her cock filling her already cum stuffed ass to the brim. She was a fuck-doll, this was her place, and she was happy.

“I’m impressed.” Fiona said.

Skye was snapped back to reality. She had just been fucked in her ass by Lisa while making Rebecca cum with her tongue. Her no longer virgin hole was full of cum, her face covered in pussy juice, and she had cum even while caged, even without touching her cock…

And worse, it had all been caught on video.

Skye giggled. There was no going back now. She was a doll, her stepsister’s doll, Lisa’s and Rebecca’s doll, their toy, and she wanted that.

“Did I… did I do well?” Skye asked, pulling her face off Rebecca’s pussy, chin soaked.

Behind her Lisa moved, slowly, easing her softening cock out of Skye’s well fucked, cum stuffed hole, a thin trickle of warm spunk escaping before Skye clenched her hole tight to savour the feeling of being full. Fiona nodded.

“Very well.” She said.

Skye beamed, blushing.

“Then… then you’ll keep me?” She asked.

The three girls laughed. Lisa spanked her gently, teasing.

“Hell, after that I wouldn’t let you go even if you begged. You’re mine now, and that tight little ass is going nowhere.” Lisa said.

“And if that’s how you worship pussy on your first go, I can’t wait until you’re fully trained.”

Their words filled Skye with joy. She looked up at Fiona, hopeful.

“We’ll be keeping you doll.” Fiona said. “After seeing your performance tonight I’m looking forward to sampling you, and... I think I might know a few other people who’d like to play with our doll too.”

Fiona was going to play with her? There would be more people to play with? More fun? More games?

Skye giggled, wiggling her ass and pursing her lips. She looked up as her stepsister, her skirt and petticoats bunched up around her waist, her ass full of cum, her face covered with juices, a cummy, sex-stained mess, and she, for the first time in a long time, felt hopeful for her future.

“I’m already looking forward to it Mistress.” Skye said.

And she meant it.

THE END
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Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Blackmailed by Brats

Book One of the COMPLETE Six Part Series
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.


Hypno Bimbo: The Tourist Trap
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Marcus was the perfect husband, except for one tiny problem. He was addicted to sissy hypno.

He just had to hope his wife would never find out…

Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo. So, when Marcus’ wife, Pam, persuades Marcus to join her on a luxury holiday at an exclusive, luxury island resort he decides it is the perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.

Pam, though, has other plans.

What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her husband’s dirty little secret. She knows about his addiction to sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...


Becoming the Prom Queen

Book One of the COMPLETE Four Part Series
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When two best friends are left without dates for prom there is one simple solution, go with each other. Except, who gets to wear the prom gown?

Charlie and Robert, best friends since almost the day they met, have grown up together. Things are changing though, they are growing up, fast. They are no longer children, carefree and wild. They have become young adults, and they are only weeks away from leaving high school, only weeks away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.

Except the pair have decided not to go. Nonplussed about “dates” or partying, content instead to spend their time together playing video games, eating pizza, and enjoying each other's company, just the two of them as they’ve always preferred, they’ve decided to skip that final ceremony before they head off to college together. Only, not everyone agrees with their decision…

Mia, Robert’s stepsister, thinks missing prom is a mistake they’ll regret. It’s a once in a lifetime event, so they should go, have fun, and enjoy themselves.

When they make excuses about not being able to find dates Mia steps in with a plan. They can go as each other’s dates, with all the excess that entails—the car, the flowers, the suit, and even the prom dress. When the best friends resist Mia steps in to insist, and it becomes clear to both of them that the only thing left to do is work out who’s going to be wearing the gown…

The friends are unable to choose, so Mia rolls a die, and Charlie gets lucky. With not much time left before prom Mia begins the work of getting him ready to be his best friend's date for prom. There’s much to do, and even more to learn, but Mia is confident that Charlie can master it all and become the prom queen...


Best Friends: Truth or Dare
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How were two best friends meant to know that their game of truth or dare would lead them both down a path of feminization and delicious discovery?

Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


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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