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Dedication




Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


FEMINIZATION FANTASIES

Tell me, aren’t you just a little curious about what kind of stories I tell?

Here for the first time are five full-length assorted tales of feminization, cross-dressing, Femdom, magical transformation, hypnosis, and discovery.

Collecting together:

OUT OF LUCK: BECOMING A BUNNY

HEALSLUT

KIDNAPPED: BECOMING HER SISSY SECRETARY

THE SEAWITCH’S SISSY CURSE

and

A PRIVATE PRACTISE

Over 100,000 words. One delicious bundle. Five stories that’ll leave you thirsty for more.


OUT OF LUCK: BECOMING A BUNNY


One

“Hey Jayden, come check out this view!”  Pete says.

The room is simple and sparse, but serviceable.  For the money it isn’t half bad, and at least it was clean.  I drop my bags on my bed, a single that sits next to Pete’s, simple linen sheets, and head out to the tiny balcony where Pete is standing.  A breeze blows, a strong gust, ruffling Pete’s hair, his red curls grown long over the last year, and he turns to face me as I step out.  He smiles, grinning, happy, his green eyes sparkling with excitement, freckled cheeks flush with the last of the sun’s heat.

I can’t help but smile in reply.  I’m glad to see him, glad to finally be on the holiday we’ve been planning for months.  He looks awkward, like he always does, almost nervous, but it’s as charming as ever and as he grins at me I can’t help but feel a pang of something in my gut. He’s shorter than me, though only just, but I’ve always thought it suited him, the way he stands and moves almost coy, a certain sort of charm that most people didn’t seem to notice.

Pete turns away, looks back out, and I turn to take in the view.  The sun is just beginning to set, the sky painted with a haze of orange and purple, the ghost of the moon barely visible above.  The view is pleasant change, our room high enough that we can take in a view of the city, the streets below busy with traffic and people, the constant static of daily life rising up like a fog—the city is laid out below us, beckoning us, inviting us to explore and adventure.

“I could definitely get used to this.”  I say.

I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh, already feeling myself unwind.  I need this holiday, a chance to relax and go a little wild after the stress of revision and exams and course work.  The last year had been hard, with barely any time to have fun, but it had been worth it, both Pete and I scored well and we were now expecting to graduate with high marks.  College was over, and in a few months we’d be out in the big wide world trying to work out what to do with our lives, how to pay off our substantial debts, battling with bills and relationships and careers, but for now none of that mattered.  For moment we were free, two best friends on one last holiday before adulthood sunk its claws into us.  It was time to be free.
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Outside the sun has finally set, the sky darkening, and I’m lying on my bed scrolling through my phone looking for things to do on our first night while Jayden showers.  There’s the usual assortment of bars and clubs and shows, but nothing that jumps out at me.  I want the first night to be special, to really set the mood of the whole holiday.  College hasn’t been easy on either of us, the workloads intense, and I’ve missed hanging out with my best friend, missed him more than I thought I would.

The sound of Jayden singing in the shower reverberates through the wall, a cheery pop song, and I can’t help but smile.  We’d been friends since middle school, both of us nerdy and awkward, and we’d stuck together all through high school.   He’d made the unbearable pleasant, and though neither of us had had much luck with sports or girls, both of us too short and slight to be interesting to the either the team coaches or the girls at high school, we’d both got good grades, Jayden helping me with my weakest subjects and me helping him with his. 

We both got into good colleges, me to study math, and Jayden to study chemistry.  That they were several hours apart was just something we had to accept.  We’d still see each other often, and we could game and chat at night and at weekends.  Plus, college wasn’t high school, the people there were more mature, it was a fresh start, an opportunity to make friends, go to parties, meet girls.  It would be good for both of us only… that’s not how it had been for me.

Jayden’s singing cut out and the shower cut off and I continued to look through the list of things to do, attractions, places to visits, bars, restaurants.  None of them appealed.

College wasn’t high school but it wasn’t that different.  I was still me, still short and thin and awkward, and though people had been friendly enough, I’d never really fitted in.  Jayden had been my salvation, our regular gaming sessions and phone conversations preserving my sanity.  I hadn’t told him what college had been like for me, had lied, telling him stories of parties and girls, mostly to stop him from worrying.  He’d been having an amazing time, making friends, even dating a few girls, and I was glad for him, he deserved it, but still it didn’t stop me feeling envious, even jealous.  I’d missed him, but now, finally, we were together again.  Two whole weeks of holiday before we’d need to begin fretting about what came after college and I couldn’t wait to begin enjoying it but tonight, our first night, I wanted to do something memorable and then, as I scrolled, I found it, and I smiled, laughed.

“What’s so funny?”  Jayden asked.

I look up from my phone, still smiling, and see Jayden stepping out from the shower, damp, in only a towel, his black hair is slicked back out of his brown eyes.  His skin is tan, the natural honeyed bronze of his heritage, and flawless, and I almost envy him, his full lips and strong cheek bones that make up for his lack of height of muscle.  Sure, he was thin, perhaps even scrawny, but he was far from unattractive.

“I think I found where we should go tonight.”  I said.

I turned my phone to face Jayden and lifted it, offering it to him.  He padded across the room barefoot and dripping, dressed in only his towel, and took my phone to read the screen.  He broke into an uncertain grin, shook his head, laughed.

“You’ve got to be joking, right?”  Jayden said.

I shook my head, still grinning.  I took my phone back, fingers brushing against Jayden’s palm, his skin warm and soft and wet, and I felt my cheeks flush.

“No, I mean, maybe, a bit, but it’ll be fun.  Come on, admit it, you’re curious, right?”  I asked.

Jayden was quiet for a moment before nodding.  I bit my bottom lip, nervous at my own suggestion, but we were on holiday, our last chance to go wild and enjoy ourselves before settling into the drudgery of adult life and I wasn’t about to miss out.  I wanted us to enjoy ourselves, I wanted our trip to be memorable.

“Yeah I suppose I am.”  Jayden said.

“Then that’s settled.  We’ll go, see what it’s like.  I mean, we don’t have to stay for long, but it might be fun.”

Jayden smiled, nodded.  He laughed.

I looked back to my phone, glanced at the screen.  A themed casino, with bunny girl waitresses and exotic dancers, free drinks while you gambled.

“And anyway, we’re both smart.  If we’re careful we might even come out in profit.”  I say.
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Given the price of the drinks we decide to gamble, rather than pay, with the added bonus that we’re served at the table by the most drop dead gorgeous blonde I have ever seen, a pretty girl about our age dressed in a black leotard, fishnets, high heels, with white collar and cuffs, a black bowtie.  On her back, just above her amazing round bubble butt there is a little fluffy white tail and she wears a head band in her blonde curls with two fluffy bunny ears attached.  Her body is breath-taking, wide hips and narrow waist, pert full breasts, long legs, slender arms, but it is her face I admire most, her make-up sultry and bright, glossy lips that emphasise her charming smile.

None of the women working in the casino are less than gorgeous, and the sight of them, so many young, glamourous, beautiful, sexy women makes my head spin, a storm of emotions.  I feel dizzy, nervous in their presence, and beside me Pete is grinning, blushing pink, as flustered as me, and we both drink eagerly as we begin to roll the dice.

“Yes!”  Pete cheers behind me as the dice land.

“We win again don’t we?”  I ask.

Pete laughs, nods.  The woman in the more formal waistcoat and shirt, though still in hot pants and fishnets, bunny tail and ears, smiles at me as she pushes our cheques towards me.  I take another large sip of my drink, straight vodka, and stare at the table, a sly glance at the woman running the table—the top buttons of her shirt are undone to expose her cleavage, a window of flesh, and I feel hot and excited, dizzy.

“Shall we keep going?”  I ask.

Pete nods, laughing.  He stands close, pressed into my back, his hand on my shoulder, his closeness a comfort.  From what he’s said he’s had moderate success with girls while away at college, so he’s obviously more comfortable than I am around so many beautiful women—not wanting him to feel sorry for me I’d made up stories about girlfriends and parties, though the truth is that college had been no more than functional for me, a few casual friends, but not even a hint of a romantic or sexual relationship.

“You bet!  At this rate we’ll be able to make up enough to pay for the holiday plus a bit extra to take home with us…”  Pete says.

His words are heavy, slow, but make sense.  We’ve been winning for hours, and our lucks held out.  The pile of cheques on the table are testament to our good fortune and our skill and the atmosphere around us is electric, excited, eager, and I’m buzzing.  The people wanted to see us win.

The room is loud, the noise of voices, cheering and shouting, the clatter of coins and dice, the mechanical buzz of slot machines, the jangle of electronic buzzers and sound effects.  I’m sweating despite the chill, air-conditioned breeze, a rush of emotions and adrenalin and the haze of too much alcohol, and the table was bustling, a crowd gathered to watch. 

Pete stands close behind me, his hands on my shoulders as though he were coaching me, his presence reassuring as I shake the dice in my hand, rattling.  I look down at the table, the pile of cheques, all of our spending money and all of our winnings piled into one place, and I am grinning.  This is it.  The start of something special, the two of us together again.  I throw my hand and let go of the dice and they roll across the table.

The dice land, fall still, and the crowd around the table goes suddenly quiet.  Pete’s hand on my shoulder grips me tight.  The fog of alcohol suddenly clears and I am cold.

“That’s…. that’s not good is it?”

I can only watch as the woman running the table collects our cheques, drawing away our winnings, our pooled spending money, everything we brought with us.  Behind me Pete shakes his head.

“No, but… it’s just one loss.  We can win it back.  With our luck it’ll be easy.”  He says.

I turn to face him.  I am pale.  He stares at me with big, wide green eyes, his freckled cheeks pink, chewing on his bottom lip in the way he always does when nervous or unsure.

“What do we bet?  We just lost everything?”  I ask.

Pete forces a smile, trying to seem sure.  Out of the corner of my eye I see our waitress serving a man at another table.  The man is tall and broad and handsome and as she puts his glass down he reaches out to cup one of her ass cheeks, squeezing, hard, and our waitress only giggles and wiggles, as though flirting—I feel a flush of emotions, jealous, curious, envious.

“We’ll just have to ask about credit.  We can’t walk away with nothing.”  He says.
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“And how will you two gentlemen be settling your debt?”  The woman behind the counter asks.

She smiles at me, beautiful, her short black hair framing her pretty, heart shaped face, her bright blue eyes dazzling, dark eyeshadow and thick, dark lashes.  She is more formal than the other girls and women working in the casino, a dark skirt suit with white blouse, no bunny ears or tail, though she is no less attractive for it.  Her stern, domineering aura is almost mesmerising, her cold smile hypnotic, predatory, her lips deep, dark crimson, like blood.

“I… we… we don’t have any money.”  I say, mumbling.

It’s my fault.  I suggested we ask about credit in an attempt to win our money back, so I’m the one to admit the truth and shoulder the blame.

“So you’re unable to pay?”  The woman says.

Her voice is flat and emotionless.  I can only nod.  Behind me Jayden stands close.  Whatever happens I’ll take responsibility.  I won’t let anything happen to him.

“And you knew you’d be unable to pay when requesting a line of credit, yet still you accepted it?”  The woman says.

Again I can only nod.  Her gaze is cold, a harsh scrutiny.  She smiles, as though amused by something, nods.

“Well, that is most unfortunate.  You’ll need to come with me to see the manager and perhaps we’ll be able to come to some kind of arrangement.”  She says.

“I… I’ll come, but my friend doesn’t have to.  It was my fault.  I’ll take full responsibility.”  I say.

The woman’s smile widens, a broad grin.  She laughs, briefly, almost kindly.

“Your loyalty to your friend is noted, an admirable quality, but is unnecessary.  You both signed the agreement, so you’re both jointly liable.  You will both come with me to see the manager and we can discuss your situation.”  The woman says.

I am cold, a pit of dread in my gut at the woman’s tone.  Jayden lift his hand, puts in on my shoulder, squeezes, and I am glad he is with me.

“We’ll go together Pete.  Me and you.  Whatever happens we’re in this as a pair, okay?  The two of us.”

I turned to face Jayden.  His black hair is dishevelled, falling partially over one eye, but he is smiling—a forced grin meant to reassure me.  I nod, force myself to smile.

“The two of us.”  I say.

“How touching.  It’s not often I see such devotion.  But, now we’re in agreement, if you’d follow me please.”  The woman says—her tone sincere, without mocking or sarcasm.

I turn back to see the woman rise from her seat and move around her desk to a back door.  She types a key code into the lock and pushes the door open, holding it for us.  Beside the door a large man in a black suit stands, watching us.  I take a deep breath, force myself to stand.  I turn to face Jayden.

“You ready?”  I ask.

He nods, still with his same feigned smile.  I know that no matter what happens I will protect him, no matter what happens I won’t abandon him, just as I know he’d never abandon me.  Whatever trouble we’re in, we’re in it together, and for that I am glad.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”  He says.


Two

We follow after the woman, down a narrow, bright, dull grey hallway.  It is quiet, our footsteps loud, the woman’s heels clicking, her butt wiggling in her tight skirt as her hips sway.  The corridor is a stark contrast to the main casino, the bright light and colours, the noise, the bustle. 

The alcohol haze is long gone, chased off by fear and nervousness and adrenaline, replaced with a cold clarity.  My head spins, thoughts running away from me.

Pete walks beside me, the pair of us condemned to our fate together.  My heart is racing, drumming a loud tattoo that fills my skull.  My stomach is in knots and I feel nauseous as I remember the horror stories from movies about casinos and organised crime and what happens to those who can’t pay their debts.  For a moment I think about grabbing Pete and turning to run, but I remember the man by the door in his dark suit and the other, similarly attired men throughout the casino.  Even together we’d be no match for just one of them, let alone many, and, even if we did escape, they have our names, our credit card details, our faces captured on security camera. 

I swallow with difficulty, picturing some cruel mob boss waiting for us behind an ornate desk, cigars and scotch, and I shudder.  I focus on the woman in front of us, eyes fixed ahead as the corridor seems to heave.  Her legs are clad in seamed stockings, high black heels, her skirt mid-thigh length, tight around her round butt and wide hips.  The way she struts as she walks, wiggling, hips swaying, is almost hypnotic, almost soothing, and I feel a pang of regret. 

She’s beautiful, and sexy, in a stern, commanding way, and I know I’ll never be enough of a man for a woman like that.  I’m too small and clumsy and awkward.  I’ve never known what it’s like to be intimate with a woman, never even really kissed a girl and now, here I am heading off to what is almost certainly a grisly fate.

Out of the corner of my eye I notice Pete turn to face me, his face pale, chewing on his bottom lip.  I tear my gaze away from the woman’s ass and legs, her pretty heels, and turn to face him.  I force a smile. 

Pete’s green eyes sparkle, his red hair pulled back out of his face, bright and almost garish.  I know he’s never been glad for his bright curls but I’ve always thought them eye catching and distinctive, perfectly matching with his freckled complexion.

“It’ll be alright.  We might end up with more debt, but I’ll be okay.”  I say—my tone less certain than I hoped.

Pete forces a laugh, attempts to smile, but he is strained.  Ahead of us the woman stops outside a large wooden door, and she turned back to face us.

“Are you two gentlemen ready?”  She asks.

I nod, Pete nods.  I reach out with one hand, take Pete’s in mine, and squeeze, once, before letting go.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”  I say.
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The woman raises a hand to knock, the sound dull and hollow.  There is a momentary pause, a brief silence.

“Come in.”  A woman’s voice—low and husky.

The woman escorting us pushes the door open and steps in, holds it open for us.  Jayden steps through first and I follow after. 

“Ah, Lilith, good to see you.  And you’ve brought me visitors.  How rare.  Why don’t you all sit.”

The door swings closed behind us; the lock clicks.  We are sealed in. 

Lilith, the woman escorting us, heads across to the desk, towards the chairs that sit in front of it.  Jayden follows a I go with him and we sit.  The woman behind the desk stares at me, at Jayden, grey eyes bright and curious, intense scrutiny, evaluating us.  The corners of her mouth lifts into a grin and she nods as though pleased.

She is older than Lilith, perhaps in her late thirties, but still youthful and beautiful, her hair chin length and blonde, bright waves that are so light they are almost white.  Her make-up is bright and girly, pinks and purples with hints of red and black and she is dressed simply in a lowcut dress, her large breasts exposed, her skin pale and flawless, the dress dark red to match her finger nails.  Around her neck is a simple heavy silver necklace.

She is beautiful, sexy, her lips full and her eyes intelligent.  She looks between me and Jayden, grinning, a predator’s smile.  I cannot help but feel small and vulnerable sat in front of her, my fate in her hands yet still, beneath it all, in the presence of such a powerful, beautiful, sexual woman I cannot help but feel excited.  Her eyes study me, as though reading me, and I feel my cock twitch, my fear and uncertainty feeding my desire and I cannot help but blush, ashamed and guilty.

The woman’s smile widens.  She exhales a short, breathy laugh as she watches me squirm and my cock only further hardens in response.  Beside me Jayden sits still and silent, unaware of my response.  He is calm, confident, used to the company of beautiful women, whereas I have no experience beyond a few clumsy drunken kisses, and the thought only makes my blush worse.

“And such lovely young men too.  What brings you all here?”

“I’m afraid to say Ms. Walters that the young gentleman have run up a debt that they have no way of paying.”

Ms. Walters’ eyebrows lift and her smile falls.  Her gaze hardens and she looks at me, at Jayden.  The office is silent and I look down, to my hands in my lap, unable to hold Ms. Walters’ stare.

“Is this true gentlemen?”  She asks.

I nod, beside me Jayden nods.  I look up to see Ms. Walters watching me, grinning.  My cheeks flush, hot with shame and embarrassment as I am forced to admit our folly to the stern, beautiful older woman, and I bite my bottom lip.

“Yes.  I… I’m sorry.  We’re both sorry. We made a mistake.”

“A mistake?  Is that what you call it?  Borrowing money from my casino with no means or intentions of paying it back?”

“We were meant to win… we just wanted to win our money back.  Then we’d have paid it back.”  Jayden says.

Ms Walters turns to face him, her expression grave and curious.  She shakes her head.

“You didn’t win though, did you?  You lost, and now you owe me…”

Ms. Waltes turns to look to the screen beside her, taps a couple of keys, her eyes widening.  She laughs and shakes her head again.

“… quite a lot money!”

She turns back to face me, grinning as though amused, though her eyes were still serious, still hard.  I feel trapped in my chair, a pit of shame and embarrassment in my gut.  My cock swells, twitching, hardening as Ms. Walter’s stares at me, her stern manner exciting me in ways that make me feel weak and vulnerable.  Her perfume is a miasma of sweet blossoms and musk, rich and heady and intoxicating.

“And now I find out you borrowed it knowing you had no way of paying it back.”  Ms. Walters says.

“We’re sorry… really sorry…”  Jayden says.

“Apologies aren’t enough I’m afraid.”  Ms. Walters says.  “However, I’m not a villain, and I’m sure we can come to some sort of arrangement.”

My eyes widen and my heart skips.  There is hope.  I smile.

“Yes… please… we’ll do anything.”  I say.

Ms. Walters grins at me as though I performed exactly as she wanted.  She looks to Jayden.

“And do you feel the same?”  She asks.

Jayden nods, eager.  He smiles.

“Yes, of course.  Whatever it is… we just… we’re just sorry.  Whatever it is we’ll do it.”  Jayden says.

Ms. Walters’ smile widens.  Lilith looks at me, at Jayden, smiling in the same manner as Ms. Walters and I cannot help but feel suddenly cold, something in their expression worrying me.
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“It is clear to me that you are both young and inexperienced, just young boys really, enjoying a holiday together.  I’m not a monster or some bad guy from a movie, but a business woman, so I’m sure you can understand that a debt to me is more a matter of value than revenge.  There’ll be no violence, or threats, but I think you’d both rather keep me from pursuing legal action to reclaim what I’m owed, correct?”  Ms. Walters says.

Both Pete and I nod.  Ms. Walters is gorgeous but intimidating, and I feel flustered and anxious in her presence, want to do whatever I can to get this awful situation dealt with as quickly, and with as little fuss, as possible.

“So, I have a simple offer.  You can, if you wish, work off your debt, here, in the casino.  We’ll keep what you owe between us, with no interest charged, and no mark on your credit history.  Take a moment to consider it.  It’s not an offer I make often or lightly.  We have certain expectations of our staff so accepting this offer will mean you agreeing to abide by those standards.  If you work for me you will obey me, understood?”  Ms. Walters says.

Both Pete and I nod.  It wasn’t ideal, spending the summer working in a casino instead of enjoying our holiday and hanging out having fun, but at least we’d be together.  I thought of the possibilities of working for Ms. Walters: bouncer, bar-man, waiter, at the worst a cleaner or maintenance man, and none of the options seemed too awful.

“Good.  I have a feeling you two will be a perfect fit, and I suspect you might even come to enjoy yourselves, but it is still your decision.  Now, we can send the debt for collection and let you go, or you can stay and you can work off what you owe me.”  Ms. Walters says.

“I… we… I mean, I’d be happy to work off what I owe, but we can’t.  We lost all our spending money and without that we have no way to pay for our hotel or for food.  We’ll have to go home.”  Pete says—his voice is nervous, whispered, almost shrill.

Ms. Walters laughs, almost friendly.  She turns to Lilith, a questioning look.

“We have spare rooms I assume?”  Ms. Walters asks.

Lilith nods, smiling.

“Yes Ms..  Not many, but I should be able to arrange accommodation if you’d wish.”  Lilith says—her voice is softer, almost deferential.

Ms. Walters nods again.  Her smile widens.

“One room will do, the usual arrangements.  If the young men say yes.”

Ms. Walters turns back to face me, face Pete.  Her smile was wide, her grey eyes full of wit and mischief.

“While working here you’ll be given room and board, and a small wage so that you can buy a few things you might need, pay for luxuries, so you know you’re not a slave or indentured servant.  However, the bulk of your wage will go towards paying off your debt.  We can arrange to have your items from your old hotel room brought here and I will settle up with them, if you agree.”

I nod.  Pete squirms in his seat, fidgeting, nervous, cheeks pink.  He stares at Ms. Walters like a rabbit caught in headlights, terrified but unable to move.

“I… yes.  I think I can do that.  I mean… I agree…”  I say—mumbling.

“What will we be expected to do?”  Pete asks.

Ms. Walters laughs again.  Fine lines form at the corners of her eyes, her face used to humour and joy.

“My you are a curious one.  You needn’t worry though, you won’t be expected to do anything illegal or anything none of our other employees aren’t asked to do.  You’ll be for all intents and purposes a normal employee, with the exception that the majority of your wage will go towards paying down your debt.”

I turn to face Pete, smile despite my nervousness.  He looks at me, cheeks flush, unable to sit still, restless and uncertain.

“It’s a good offer.  We can just work this summer.  It’s not what we had planned but we’ll at least get to see more of each other, and who knows, maybe we’ll enjoy it a bit.”  I say.

Pete squirms, forces a smile, nods.  I feel relieved, glad that the debt will be dealt with discretely and without violence or legal action.

“So you both agree?”  Ms. Walters asks.

I nod, Pete nods.

“We agree.  We’ll do whatever you say.”  Pete says—his tone is odd, almost happy.

“Wonderful!  I’m so looking forward to seeing how you two young men get on.  I quite sure that you’ll fit in perfectly.”  Ms. Walters says.

She turns to face Lilith, grinning, beaming.  There is a glint in her eye that only makes me more uncertain, more nervous.

“Can I put these two new recruits into your charge Lilith?  You did so well with our last batch of new girls that I think you’d be the best fit for the job at hand, and I know I can trust you to take extra special care of them.”

Lilith nods, smiling at Ms. Walters’ praise.  The thought of spending more time with the beautiful Lilith makes me excited and nervous and anxious in equal measure.

“Yes Ms., of course.  I’ll be sure to keep a close eye on them, and I’ll take personal responsibility for their training.”  Lilith says.

Ms. Walters’ smile widens, and she turns back to me and Pete, eyeing us both, examining us, studying us as though we were a sweet dessert.  I shiver despite the warmth of the room and cannot help but wonder if I have made a mistake in agreeing to her terms given how satisfied and delighted she seems.

“Good, because I have high hopes for these two.  Just watching them I think they both have so much potential.”  Ms. Walters said.


Three

“And this is your room.”  Lilith says.

She stops in front of a simple door on one of the upper floors of the hotel, one of a series of rooms away from the rooms of the main hotel, and she hands me a key card, then hands one to Jayden.  I stare at the card, then at the door, suddenly wary, but resigned.

“Well, don’t you want to see what it’s like?”  Lilith asks.

“You first Pete.”  Jayden says.

I take a deep breath, lift my card to the door and scan it.  The lock clicks open and I push the door.  The light comes on automatically and I step in.  Jayden and Lilith follow behind.  The room is small, though a little larger than our hotel room, but sparse and plainly decorated.  There are two double beds, a single window, a table and chairs, two wardrobes.  A door on the far side of the room leads off to the bathroom.

“You’ll be sharing of course, and I’m afraid it’s not very roomy, but given your situation I’m sure you won’t complain.  There’s a bedroom and a bathroom and a small sitting area.  Staff meals are served downstairs but all that is covered in your welcome pack which should be on your beds.”

I turn and look to the two beds, on top of the covers two thick envelopes.  I nod.  The room is more pleasant than I had feared.

“Now, we should probably check your uniforms and go over what will be expected of you when you start work tomorrow.  Follow me.”  Lilith says—her tone is brusque and stern.

She moves around the beds to one of the wardrobes, both of them alike.  She is more formal with us than with Ms. Walters, commanding, and I simply nod and follow behind her, Jayden beside me.

Lilith opens the wardrobe door and rummages out of sight inside.  I turn and look around the room and Jayden does similarly.  The room might be simple but it is clean.

“I had to guess your sizes, but these should fit.  If not I can fetch you another size to try.  You’ll be expected to dress in either your uniforms or one of the casino’s approved outfits while working here, but everything you need will be in your wardrobes.  There is of course a housekeeping service that will take care of your laundry so you needed worry about running out of clean, suitable things to wear.”

I nod, a little unsettled and confused, but we have agreed now and it is only until the debt is paid.  In the bathroom I see a range of jars and tubs and bottles on the counter, soaps and lotions and two large, pink boxes that cause me to frown.

“Ah, here we are, now, I want you both to try these on to see if they fit.”  Lilith says.

Jayden and I turn back as she closes the wardrobe door and we both freeze as she holds up our uniforms.  I shake my head, suddenly pale, head spinning.  Jayden is silent, still.

“That’s… but… this has to be some kind of mistake… right?”  I ask—my voice is shaking, my belly flutters.

Lilith’s smile widens, a happy, cheerful grin.  She laughs lightly, friendly and kind, shakes her head.

“No, no mistake.  These are the uniforms you’ll both be wearing for work tomorrow.  Now, I want you try them on to make sure they fit, then we can go over what else is expected of you.”  Lilith says.

In her hands she holds two small, slinky black leotards, fishnet stockings, black heels, two pairs of white cuffs, white collars, black bowties, two fluffy bunny tails, and two pairs of bunny ears.  It is the same uniform the pretty girls serving drinks in the casino were wearing—images of the sexy bunny girls rise up and I feel suddenly terrified but also, undeniable, excited.

We are to dress as bunny girls.  The realisation makes my cheeks flush and my cock ache and beside me Jayden shakes his head, but remains silent.

“Now, both of you, strip and get dressed.”  Lilith says—her voice is stern and authoritative, commanding and domineering.

I picture the girl who had served us in the casino, so pretty, sexy, dressed in the same uniform, her glamourous face, curvy, feminine body, and I cannot deny that I am curious.  I am silent, know I should refuse, should argue, but I do not.  Beside me, as silent as me, stands Jayden, and part of me cannot help but wonder how he and I might look dressed like the sexy bunny girls from the casino.
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“This has to be a joke, right?  Or a mistake?”  I say.

Beside me Pete is silent, his cheeks bright pink, embarrassed and shamed by even the suggestion.  I feel almost angry at how Lilith has made my best friend feel uncomfortable.  As I stare at the leotards and fishnets and heels an image rises in my mind, Pete, dressed like a sexy bunny girl, and I shake my head to dismiss it but it remains lodged and, worse, I feel my cock twitch in response.

“No, no joke and no mistake.  This is what you’ll need to wear while you work as cocktail waitresses in the bar.”  Lilith says—her voice is flat, calm, unflustered.

“Waitresses?”  Pete’s voice is thin and nervous.

“No one said anything about waitresses.”  I say, almost shouting.

Lilith stares at me, grinning, still holding up our uniforms, the sexy bunny outfits we are supposed to wear.  She remains impassive, stoic.  Her smile is almost infuriating and as I stare at the heels and bunny ears and bunny tail and fishnets the mental image of Pete, his red curls and green eyes, freckled cheeks, winks, grinning, and I feel my face grow warm as my cock begins to ache.

“What did you think?  That you’d be working in security?  You’re both far too small for that and you have no training or experience.”  Lilith says.

I shake my head, flustered, unable to take my eyes off of the fishnets, the heels, the fluffy bunny tail and ears.  My cheeks are hot and the room spins. 

“But… there… we could do other jobs… work as waiters, or cleaners, or behind the bar.”  I say.

Lilith laughs, kindly, a friendly tone that is almost sympathetic.  She shakes her head.

“They’re all women… all bunnies…”  Pete says—his tone is resigned, defeated, a bitter edge, voice quiet.

I tear my gaze away from the pretty bunny uniforms and turn to face Pete.  I shake my head, as though to deny what he has said, what Lilith has said.  Pete’s face is pale, freckled cheeks bright pink.  His bright green eyes are wide as he stares at the bunny-girl costumes, his expression too many emotions to decipher.

“Very good.  I’m impressed you noticed, though that you did makes me wonder why you’re surprised by this requirement.”  Lilith says.

“Pete… what… what do you mean?”  I say.

Pete turns to face me.  He tries to smile but fails, bites at his bottom lip.

“I… when I saw this place advertised it said it was all female staff… in costume.  That’s the theme.  Bunny-girls… but… I didn’t think… when we were offered to work… I didn’t think they’d expect us to…”  Pete’s voice fades off to quiet.

He turns back to look at the costumes, our new uniforms.  Lilith looks at Pete, at me, her smile almost bemused.

“It’s simple.  You work here you wear the uniforms and you perform according to our requirements.  Refuse and there is the matter of the debt, as well as my and Ms. Walters’ disappointment.  You don’t want to disappoint us, do you?  After all the effort we’ve made to help you…”  Lilith’s tone was quiet, hush, a dread weight that settle on me.

I shook my head.  Pete shook his head.  Lilith’s smiled widened.

“Good.  Now, both of you, get dressed so I can make sure they fit.  Then you can go to bed.  You’ll need to rest as we’ve a long day ahead of us tomorrow to get you both ready for your first shift.”
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I take the bathroom and Jayden takes the bedroom and Lilith, after a little arguing, waits outside in the corridor.  I strip off, quickly, dump my clothes on the floor, and turn my attention to the uniform, the fishnets and leotard, heels and bunny tail and ears, cuffs and collar.  My heart is racing, a thunder in the cavern of my skull.

I pick the fishnet tights up first, and examine them, soft, the texture odd but pleasing, and the knot in my belly tightens.  I turn to check the door is locked.  It is, and I lift the tights up to work out how to pull them on.

It is not too difficult and I gather the material into a bundle to slip one foot into the sock, the net material snug around my calf, tight, the holes formed by the net pattern small so that my legs are mostly covered, an intricate weave of black threads that caress me as I pull the leg up.  I put my second foot in and pull the tights up, a shiver running up my spine at the sensation, my cock throbbing, engorging, hardening.  I pull the fishnets into place, the fabric snug on my legs and hips and butt and as I look down I marvel at how they define and emphasise my figure.

My legs, always relatively hairless, look feminine, sexy, my butt round and hips curvy.  I smile at the sight, a buzzing in my skull, a subtle euphoria, and my cock hardens further, my balls tightening.  I strike a pose, looking at my ass and legs, almost pleased with how I look, trying to ignore the ache and pulse of my cock, pretending that the feeling and sight of the fishnets does not excite me or please me.

I pull the leotard on next, legs first, pull the silky, elastic black fabric over my body.  It is tight, and skimpy, the leg holes cut high on my hips and butt to expose an excess of flesh, titillating, sexy, and the fabric around the waist and chest is reinforced and padded, drawing in my already narrow waist further, squeezing my chest and adding to it to hint at breasts, producing almost the illusion of cleavage.  I run my hands over my body, delighting in the feel of it, the curve and swell of my flesh, soft and feminine and sexy.  I picture the bunny girl from the casino who served us, imagine touching her, picture Lilith, and Ms. Walters, imagine I am touching them, imagine for a moment that I am as pretty as them and that others are touching me.

I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning, head spinning, cock aching, hard and throbbing.  My lust rises, my hunger rises, and I wonder what it would feel like to be desired, to be pretty.  I pull my hands away, shake my head as though to dismiss the thoughts, but traces linger.

I pull on the cuffs and collar, the bowtie, trying to focus, keep my mind off the way the leotard hugs me, the way the stockings define my legs, my ass.  I clip on my bowtie and then the bunny tail, putting it just above my ass, grinning at the way the fluffy whiteness draws attention to my butt, cute and round and pert in the stockings and the leotard, the high cut showing a large amount of cheek, teasing, sexy—my cock strains at the fabric of my leotard, eager, excited.

Next I pull on the heels, the black leather gloss with a strap to fasten them around my ankles, the heels thin and high so that I stand precarious, my posture shifted so that my legs are further emphasised to seem long and feminine in the fishnets, my butt sticking out so that it seems rounder, fuller, as though I am posing in a deliberately provocative manner.  As I move, tottering in my heels, uncertain like a new born deer, my hips sway and my butt wiggles, like so many of the sexy girls I have admired from I distance, and the sensation makes my cock pulse, throbbing snug in my leotard and stockings, hard and aching.

Finally I pull on the bunny ears, hiding the band in my hair.  I take a deep breath and look in the mirror and freeze, my heart skipping.  My head spins and I cannot help but smile.  I am cute, pretty, even sexy, the uniform making my thin, short, uninspiring male body feminine and sensual, long legs, a cute butt, wide hips, narrow waist and shoulders, and even a subtle swell around my chest.  My smile widens and I am giddy.

I wiggle, staring at my reflection.  My body is sexy, alluring, and even my face seems more feminine dressed as I am in the bunny-girl uniform, tight and slinky and revealing.  I pout, reach up to ruffle my hair, already long and curly, styling my red locks to be prettier, girlier.  My smile widens and my cock throbs.  I look almost perfect except…

“I can’t go out there like this…”  I say.

My eyes fall to the bulge over my crotch, my hard cock, though only small, forms a tent in the fabric of my leotard.  The idea of going out, dressed as I am, and letting Lilith, Jayden, see how excited it makes me makes me blush, filling me with a sense of shame and embarrassment and humiliation that only makes my cock throb harder.

I bite my bottom lip and reach down, caress my aching dick through the fabric of the leotard and whimper.  I stare at myself in the mirror, pretty, sexy, imagine myself as a girl, touching a girl for the first time, having a girl touch me.  My freckled cheeks are pink and my eyes glazed with lust.

I imagine being admired, thought to be sexy, pretty, feminine, beautiful, desired as I desired the bunny-girl in the casino.  I pull my leotard to one side and extract my cock from my fishnets and wrap my fingers around my shaft, begin to rub.  The sight is indecent, like something from porn, and it makes my cock swell, become even harder.

My hand glides up and down, slowly, teasing, and I stare at my refection, mesmerised, grinning, whimpering as I stroke my hard cock, delighted by how I look, how it feels.  Even my cock seems cute and girly.

“Just the once, to help it go down.”  I say to myself.

I stroke harder, faster, watching the pretty girl in the mirror.  She is so much better than me, so much more desirable, sexier.  I smile, buzzing, hot and eager.  My fingers tighten around my shaft, glide up and down and I moan, gnawing on my bottom lip, my bunny ears flopping as I thrust.  I imagine being touched by the bunny-girl in the casino, by a man, overcome with his lust for me, by Jayden.

“Fuck…”

My cock throbs, balls tighten, and I cum, thrusting into the grip of my fingers, cock spasming as I aim in down to keep from messing my uniform.  I try to stay quiet, bite my bottom lip hard, my face in the mirror flush, bright eyes, pretty, sexy.  I cum hard, knees weak, wobbling in my heels.

“Pete?  Are you ready yet?  I’m all done if… if you are…” 

Jayden’s voice comes through the bathroom door just as my orgasm begins to subside.  I am dizzy, overwhelmed by lust and guilt and shame at what I have done, so turned on by what I have been made to wear that I couldn’t help but touch myself, cumming as I watched my pretty reflection.

“Yeah… I… just about… I’ll just be a second.”  I say—my voice wavering, soft and almost girly.

There is a moment of silence.  I am breathing hard, panting from the effort of cumming, buzzing, my reflection staring at me, the sight of me dressed sending a tingle of euphoria through me.

“Just… don’t laugh at me when you come out.  And I won’t laugh at you, obviously.”  Jayden says.

He sounds timid and I smile.  I look down at the mess of cum I have made on the floor.

“Of course.”  I say.  “I’d never laugh at you.”
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I stand beside Pete as Lilith looks us over, my hands behind my back as she demanded, head up, shoulders back, feet together.  She smiles nods.

I glance at Pete, again barely able to believe his transformation.  He is gorgeous, sexy, his body curvy and feminine, his butt round, wide hips, even his hair and face glamorous and I feel almost crushed, a sense of disappointment and envy that he is so pretty.

Pete notices my attention and looks to me, smiles.  I return the smile.  His eyes drop, run over my body and I shiver, wondering what he is thinking.

I remember his expression as he stepped out of the bathroom, his wide eyes as he looked me over.  Neither of us had laughed, both of us silent, almost shocked—I was stunned by just how good he looked, how feminine and convincing he looked dressed as a bunny girl, and I cannot help wondering if he thought the same, a part of me hoping that he thought I looked pretty, that he thought I was sexy.

I turn and glance to the mirror behind Lilith and take another look at myself, my tanned legs in the fishnets, frowning at the faint hairs that spoil the image, the way the leotard hugs my body, shaping my butt and hips and waist and chest, the way I stand in my heels, the pair of us almost like the pretty girls that had served us in the casino.  My eyes drift down, and I notice a faint hint of my cock in the front of my leotard despite my attempts to hide it, my dick hard and aching, betraying me, displaying to any who might look how my uniform excites me.  I glance to Pete and see no trace of his cock, a sense of humiliation that I alone am excited by our situation.  I realise I am staring at my best friends crotch and my cheeks flush.

“You both look wonderful.  A perfect fit the pair of you.  By the time we’re done tomorrow evening you’re going to look utterly gorgeous I just know it.  Now, I’ll just need the clothes you were wearing.”  Lilith says.

I turn to face her and frown and I catch Pete in the corner of my eye staring at me, my crotch.  He knows how the leotard and fishnets and heels have affected me and I blush a deeper shade of pink.

“Why do you need our clothes?”  I ask.

Lilith smiles.  I shift, uncomfortable, my cock aching, aware of how exposed I am, aware that both Lilith and Pete can see how aroused I am.

“Well, you won’t be needing them for a while, so I thought I would wash them.”

“But… what do we wear?”  Pete asks—his voice is quiet, a slight shake, as though nervous or excited.

“You have plenty of clothes in your wardrobes, not just your uniforms.  There are a panties and nighties and numerous casual outfits as well as formal wear and several other uniforms.”  Lilith said.

“Panties?”  I ask.

Lilith smiles, nods.  Beside me I sense Pete tense.

“Of course.  You need to learn to act and behave in a pretty, feminine manner given your new positions, and we can’t have you slipping back into yucky boyish habits.  While you’re here you will dress and act like girls. It’ll help, trust me.”  Lilith says.

I am silent.  Pete is silent.  Her words sting, provoking something in me.  I catch sight of my reflection in the mirror behind her, Pete standing next to me as a bunny-girl, both of us already so pretty and girly, and I cannot help but wonder what further transformation we are to undergo—I feel nauseous, nervous, but, undeniable, also excited, eager to see how Pete will look, eager to see how I will look, to experience how it will feel.  My cock throbs, stiffening, the bulge in my leotard growing, and my cheeks blaze.

“Okay.”  Pete says.

I turn to face him.  He looks at me and smiles, an awkward grin.

“We agreed to this and we need to pay off the debt.  What choice to we have?”  He says.

His voice trembles, with more than nerves.  I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh, nod.

“I suppose.”  I say.

Pete’s smile widens.  He looks at me, glances down, then back up.

“Besides, it’s kinda fun.  And I can tell you feel the same.”

My cheeks and face turn hot.  I cannot speak, my heart in my throat.  Lilith laughs, a sweet, amused sound that is warm and full of kind humour.

“I knew you’d agree.  You’re both so pretty already and I’m confident that you’re both going to have a wonderful time, you just wait.  Now, clothes please.  Then I suggest you both get ready for bed.  I’ll be waking you early to get you ready for your first shift.”

I take a deep breath, swallow.  Pete smiles, grinning, a slight blush.  In his bunny uniform he is pretty, even his hair and face girly, and I feel a swell of emotions.  I nod, grinning.

“Fine.”  I say—unable to keep a note of excitement from my voice.


Four

The alarm blares, rousing me from sleep and dreams, and I roll onto my back and open my eyes.  The room is bright and as I sit up I see Lilith already in our room, standing at the foot of our beds, smiling.  She is dressed in a short, tight black skirt, stockings, black heels, a white blouse that is unbuttoned at the top to expose a glimpse of her cleavage.  The clothes hug her figure, her round butt, wide hips, full breasts and narrow waist, and I feel my cock twitch in repose.

“Good morning girls.  You slept well?”  Lilith asks.

She smiles widely, her blue eyes sparkling, the colour emphasised by her dusky eyeshadow, her plump lips a dark pink, her black hair framing her charming face.  It takes me a moment to realise she is referring to me and Jayden.

“Yes… I… I suppose so.”  I say, squirming as I respond to the question, to the label of girl, my belly fluttering.

“Yes.  It was fine.”  Jayden says.

I look over to him and he turns to face me and we both force a smile.  He is dressed like me, in a short, thin, lacy pink nightie, a pair of skimpy silk pink panties just visible beneath the gossamer fabric.  I cannot help but smile, my best friend so pretty and I suffer a confusing storm of emotions as I stare at him.

“Excellent.  Well now, you’ll be performing your first shift tonight, in one of our executive lounges, so we’ll need to get you ready.”  Lilith says.

“But we’ve already tried on our uniforms.  They fit.”  Jayden says.

Lilith laughs, lightly, and I turn to face her.  She shakes her head, as though amused by Jaden’s foolish naivety.

“Your uniforms yes, but do you really think you can go out without getting ready?  What about your hairy legs, or your make-up and hair?  What about walking in heels?  And do you know how to talk like a girl, or curtsey, how to accept a compliment or a man’s advances or flirtations?”  Lilith says.

Her words make my head spin.  The thought of all of it, getting ready, shaving my legs, make-up, makes my belly flutter with anticipation.  The idea that I have to walk in heels in public, to act like a convincing, pretty, sexy bunny-girl, that I have to serve men, that they might compliment me, maybe even flirt with me, touch me, makes my heart skip.  In my pretty pink panties, my cock swells.

“Now, no more arguing, I want both you girls in the bathroom, strip naked.  We’ll go over hair removal first and then go from there.”  Lilith says.

“Both… you want us both… naked?”  I say—my head spins.

Jayden shakes his head.  Lilith just smiles, a knowing, almost smug grin, taking obvious pleasure in our uncertainty and humiliation and discomfort.

“Of course naked.  You can’t very well remove all your yucky body hair and shower with your clothes on can you?  And both of you together will save time.  I’m not going to go over the same things twice, plus you’ll be able to help each other.”

My cheeks grow hot, flush pink.  Beside me Jayden stands in a shocked silence, still shaking his head.  Lilith laughs.

“No need to look at me like that.  You two girls will need to stop being so shy if you’re to learn to enjoy working here.  Neither of you have anything to be ashamed of.  You have nothing I, or either of you, haven’t seen before, and really, you’re both quite pretty.  Plus, it’ll be good for you to help each other.”  Lilith says.

She smiles, her blue eyes sparkling, clearly enjoying herself.  I am silent, again she has referred to us as girls and my heart flutters, the thought of Jayden seeing me naked as I am made to shave, of seeing him naked as he becomes smooth and feminine appals and excites me—the thought that I might get excited, that he might see how much the process arouses me, fills me with dread.  I wonder what Lilith means when she says that we can help each other.  Am I expected to touch Jayden, let him touch me?

Beside me Jayden is pale, wide eyed and silent, expression shocked, as terrified as I feel.  Lilith is unmoved, grinning, delighted.

“I’m pleased to see you’re not arguing.  Now, hurry up.  We’ve got make-up, hair, and how to move and behave still to go over, as well as a few extra… issues.”

Lilith’s smile spreads, almost gloating, menacing, and I shiver.  I take a deep breath, exhale a sigh, resigning myself to my fate.  Jayden looks to me.

“It seems like we don’t have much choice.”  He says.

I force a bitter laugh.  I nod.

“Seems like it.”  I say.
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I try to act calm, unflustered, as though I am performing some simple menial boring task.  I strip off my nightie and my pink panties as Pete beside me does the same, our backs to each other so that we cannot see each other.  Lilith stands by the door, watching us both, nodding.

“Good.  Now, I have hair removal cream for your arms and leg and your less-sensitive areas.  I want both your bodies completely smooth and hairless from the nose down, as all pretty girls should be.  Use this anywhere except around your pretty little cocks and in your lovely butt cracks.  You can shave those in the shower when you wash off the cream.”  Lilith says.

I pale, my heart racing.  Her words stab at me, yet, undeniable, something in them stirs something in me.  Smooth and hairless like a girl.  The thought of Pete so smooth, feminine, captures my imagination and I wonder how it will feel to be soft, smooth.  I have never felt a girl’s legs or body and I have always been curious.  That my first experience will be my own body leaves me dizzy, humiliated, but aroused, and I try to will my cock to remain soft and inert.

“Take these.”  Lilith says.

She offers up two tubs of hair removal cream, one for each of us, along with applicators.  I take mine and Pete takes his and I catch a glimpse of him, naked, vulnerable, and notice him glance at me.

“And remember to pay special attention to your cute little butts.  Girls like you always seem to forget that area your first time getting ready.”

I shudder, blush.  She again refers to us as girls.  I do not argue, fearful that to do so might expose how much it excites me, the sense of shame and humiliation if conjures in me, making me feel small and weak and pretty, girly.

I nod.  Pete nods.

“Yes.”  I say—my voice sounds distant, small and weak and submissive, compliant, almost feminine.

“Should… should we apply it to each other?  Is that easier?”  Pete asks.

Lilith’s smile widens.  She laughs, lightly, happy with Pete’s suggestion.

“What a wonderful idea.  Yes I think that’s just perfect, and it’ll help you both learn quicker.  Both of you should make sure the other is hairless and smooth for me.”

I blush, hot.  I want to argue, to resist, but part of me, a part that seems to be growing bolder, enjoying and relishing the situation, refuses, wants to comply, wants to make my best friend pretty and smooth, wants them to touch me, make me girly, pretty.

“Fine.”  I mutter, weakly.

I turn to Pete and he turns to me.  He is smiling, blushing, biting his bottom lip.  He is cute, his green eyes nervous, unsure, but as excited as I feel and I wonder if my expression is similar.  Can he tell that I want this?

“At the same time?”  Pete asks.

I smile, nod.  Pete’s blush deepens and he fidgets, squirming.  I do not look down, refuse to look at his cock, aware that mine is growing hard at the thought of being made smooth, at the idea of making my best friend sexy.

Pete opens his tub and I do the same.  We use the applicators to take out the cream, the smell astringent and unpleasant, but my skin tingles with anticipation.

Pete kneels, begins to apply to the cream to my legs.  I reach out to take one of his arms, apply the cream from his hand to his upper arms, my fingers caressing his skin, already so soft and smooth and warm, and I can’t wait to feel him when he is smooth, have him feel me.

Pete runs the applicator up from my foot to my thigh.  His fingers brush over my skin, tickling, shivers up my spine.  I smile and Pete switches to my other leg.  My cock aches, throbs, and I am aware of Pete’s breath, warm, his face so close though he does not seem to look, chewing on his bottom lip and blushing as he ignores my growing erection.  As I apply the cream to his arm I look down and smile as I see his cock hard, aching, his excitement equal to my own, and my heart skips.

We work quickly, if slightly awkwardly, one of us kneeling, the other standing.  As I apply the cream to Pete’s legs, my hands running up over his calves, thighs, around to his butt, squeezing his cheeks, full and firm and soft, the first ass I’ve ever touched, I cannot help but grow aroused, the act of making him pretty exciting, the pleasure of touching him, being so close to him, his warm, smooth, delicate body.  My cock throbs and in front of me Pete’s cock pulses, hard and small and cute and I struggle to resist the urge to reach out and touch it.  My mind races and I wonder what it would feel like, taste like.  My mouth waters.  I imagine Pete finding me pretty, sexy, wanting to touch me, wanting me to touch him, and I cannot help but smile.

“I’m pleased to see you’re both obviously enjoying yourselves.  I think that’ll do though, now, into the shower the both of you.  Shave each other after you rinse the cream off and then you can moisturise.”  Lilith says.

I flush hot, blushing, suddenly aware that Lilith has been watching, that she has observed the way I’ve been touching my best friend, how I’ve been looking at him.  I look up at Pete to smile, to see how he is reacting, suddenly timid and afraid, but he too is blushing, freckled cheeks bright pink, and I smile, knowing that he too has been enjoying it, his hard cock just the final proof.
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The water is hot and the shower is small so that we are forced to stand close, our bodies brushing against each other often.  The cream washes off easily, and the smell is replaced with the scent of soap, floral and musk, sweet fruits and blossoms, distinctly girly, pretty, feminine.

As I wash myself I tingle, my legs and arms and butt now hairless, smooth, silky, so much more sensitive, and I smile.  My cock aches, throbbing, hard, and as I wash my legs brushes against Jayden’s leg, his thigh as smooth as mine, as though I were showering with a pretty girl, and I try not to seem too pleased, though my heart is racing and I cannot help but smile.

As I wash I turn and I end up facing Jayden, pressed close so that I cannot help but brush against him, his body now as smooth and soft as mine.  He is smile, blushing, his brown eyes nervous, excited.  I blush.

“Should… I can shave you first… if you want?”  I say.

Jayden does not speak but nods.  I smile, reach out and take up the razor and shaving foam, my hands shaking, my cock throbbing, belly in knots.

I take a dollop of foam and move so that Jayden is out of the water’s flow, my body pressed against his, warm and soft, sensitive, a shudder of pleasure.  I am barely able to believe how aroused I am, how much my best friend excites me now, girly, feminine, sexy.

“Ready?”  I ask—my voice nervous, gentle, girly.

Jayden smiles, nods again.  I bite my bottom lip and look down, see Jayden’s cock as hard as mine, his darker, honeyed bronze compared to my pale complexion, but cute.  I reach out with my foamed hand and touch him, touch his small, hard, hot cock.  I rub the foam over his shaft and balls, gentle, caressing, smiling as I stoke him, my hand sliding up and down.  His dick grows harder and pulses and Jayden whimpers.

I pull my hand away and stare down at his foamed cock, take up the razor and run it over the base, over his shaft, his balls, stripping him off hair until he is utterly smooth, grinning as I do it, Jayden’s soft moans as I touch him exciting me.  The sight and sensation makes my balls tighten and my cock ache.

“Now turn around.  I need to do your crack.”  I say.

Jayden smiles, nods, does not argue.  He turns round so his back faces me and I look down at his ass, his magnificent, round, pert ass.  It is larger than I had thought, emphasised by the lack of hair and his shapely thighs.  I reach out and grab it without thinking, squeeze, his flesh smooth, softs, and Jayden moans.

I take a palm full of shaving foam and run it along his crack, foaming the last remnants of hair, my fingers slick over his soft skin and a tip runs over his hole and I pause for a moment.  Jayden tenses, his breath held, then relaxes, wiggles suddenly, moving back against me, pressing my finger firmly against his entrance.  I smile, wiggle my finger, teasing, and my best friend moans in pleasure.  I move my hand away and pick up razor, my heart thundering.

I run the razor gently along Jayden’s crack, stripping away the last of his hair.  He is left smooth, flawless, sexy, and I grin, the sight of my best friend, so feminine, exciting me.  I reach out and run one hand along his back, over his butt, along his crack.

“You feel amazing.  You look amazing.”  I say, my voice a whisper.

Jayden giggles, wiggles his hips, swaying his butt provocatively.  He looks back over his shoulder at me, blushing, smiling, eyes sparking.

“It feels pretty good actually.”

Jayden turns around to face me, steps forward so his body presses into mine.  His cock brushing against mine.

“Now, I think it’s your turn.”  He says.
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We step out of the shower together, both hairless, smooth, silky, soft.  The memory of shaving Pete, touching him as he touched me, his face as I caressed him, his quiet whimpers, is still bright and bold.  My cock is still hard, as is Pete’s, but I am less embarrassed by it now, almost pleased at how my best friends enjoyed touching me, enjoyed me touching him.  Lilith smiles at us and holds up a bottle of moisturiser.

“Now, you’ll need to use this.  Keep your skin soft after the cream and shaving.  You should use it after every shower to make sure your skin is flawless.”  She says.

I nod and take the bottle.  Lilith looks between us, examining Pete and me in turn.

“You both did an excellent job.  Now, just the final step before we can continue our training.  Moisturise each other for me.”  Lilith says.

I nod, Pete nods.  I cannot help but smile. The thought of Pete touching me, of touching him, the slick moisturiser, my hands running over his body, his hands running over him, thrilling me.

I open the bottle and pour a generous amount into one hand, offer the bottle to Pete and he takes it, pours some into his hands.  We stare at each other for a moment then I take a deep breath, reach out, run my hands over his narrow shoulders, down his slim upper arms, over his chest, flat, his small pink nipples.  Pete moans, lifts his hand, moves close.  He reaches out and round me, runs his hands, slick with moisturiser, down my back, running down to my butt, squeezing, massaging.  My cock swells, throbbing, and I whimper.

My hips buck on their own, and I run my hands down over Pete’s hips, caressing him, run them round to his ass, squeezing him in turn, so soft, girly, feminine, sexy.  I stare at him, his pretty green eyes, full lips, and smile.  Our hands caress each other, breathing hard.

“I can see you two have quite the problem.”  Lilith says.

I turn to face her as Pete turns to face her.  I blush and she smiles.  She gestures down with her head, towards my crotch, Pete’s crotch, our cocks, cute and small and hard.

“Girls can’t go around with those under their uniforms.  You’ll give people ideas, and besides they’re clearly distracting you.”  Lilith says.

My hands remain on Pete’s butt, so soft, and his hands remain on mine, squeezing.  My blush worsens.

“I think I have the perfect solution though.  First you’ll need to deal with the current issue.  I suppose you could make each other cum.  That would solve the immediate issue, and you’re clearly both enjoying yourselves.”  Lilith says.

I blink.  Pete’s hands squeeze my ass, fingers roaming in towards my crack.  I dare not move, the idea thrilling but terrifying.

Pete turns to face me, smiles.  He bites his bottom lip, cheeks pink.

“I… I don’t mind doing it… if you don’t.”  he says—his voice soft, barely a whisper.

I am silent for a moment, then smile.  Without speaking, giddy, my mind a storm of emotions, my thoughts a mess, hot, aroused, my heart racing, I move my hands round from Pete’s butt to his cock.  Still slick with moisturiser I grip his shaft and run my hand down to his balls, his skin soft, hairless, smooth.

Pete whimpers, his eyes wide.  His hands move round from my butt to my cock, taking my small length into his hand, fingers caressing me, slick, smooth, running down.

“Good girls.”  Lilith says.

Her words drive me on.  I feel giddy, pretty, buzzing.  I grip Pete’s cock harder, my hand sliding up and down, twisting, my fingers teasing the head.  The way he whimpers, moans, bites his bottom lip as he stares me, drives be on.  His hips buck, thrusting into my hand, his cock pulsing throbbing, growing harder.

I grown in delight and Pete’s hand slides up and down my cock, slick, gripping me gently, caressing me.  I thrust into his fingers, against his palm, our hands working in unison as we thrust into each other’s grip.  My breath becomes ragged, my mind foggy, dizzy. 

I press in close to my best friend, out bodies brushing against each other, smooth and soft and hairless.  I reach round with one hand to squeeze his soft, round ass as I continue to stoke his dick.  His hand runs over my hips, up over my ass, fingers snaking towards my crack, slick, running up, in, teasing over the entrance. 

I do the same, copying his lead.  I stare into his green eyes, grinning as my finger tip teases over his hole.  His hips jerk, pressing his pucker back onto my finger, thrusting his cock into my hand.  I squirm, his grip on my dick heaven, his fingers teasing my hole a delight.

“I… I’m close…”  I whisper.

I want to cum.  I want Pete to make me cum.  I want to make him cum.  My first sexual experience is with my best friend and I cannot stop grinning. 

“Me too… we should… together…”  Pete whispers.

I nod, grinning.  I thrust forward, back, Pete’s hand tight and slick around my cock, his fingers teasing my hole.  I caress his shaft, stroking, teasing, my fingers pressing just into his, his butt soft and smooth.  My balls tense, my cock swells.  Pete’s cock throbs, hard, and his eyes go wide.

His cock jerks, pulses, and he cums, his spunk spraying over me, over my belly and my cock, hot, and the sensation pushes me over the edge.  My cock erupts, cumming, spraying my best friend as he sprayed me.  I continue to stroke as he thrusts and I do the same, the pair of us cumming together, over each other, eyes locked, breathless, gasping, grinning.  My heart races and my cock jerks as I cum harder than I ever have before.

As our climaxes subside I laugh, happy, smiling.  Pete laughs.

“That was… wow.”  I say.

Pete nods.  His smile is wide and happy and his hand still strokes my softening cock just as I still stroke his.

“I know.”

“I agree.  You were both quite wonderful.  I’m feeling quite frisky after watching that.”  Lilith says.

We both turn to face her.  Lilith lifts her hands, in each she holds a small, silver metal cage.  My heart sinks at the sight of it but another part of me, the part that is giddy at the memory of touching Pete, making my best friend cum, his warm spunk still sticky on my belly, is almost gleeful

“Now, given you’ve resolved the immediate problem of your over excitement, how about get these on you so we won’t have any future issues.”


Five

The small silver padlock clicks shut and the cage is sealed and Lilith looks at me and grins.  She rises to her feet and moves to Jayden, the other cage in hand, kneeling to attach it to his cock and balls as she attached mine to me.  I look down, move my hand to my cage, my cock sealed away, locked away, small and dainty and almost pretty in the bright silver cage.  My gut churns at the sense of humiliation and shame I feel at having willingly allowed Lilith to lock me away, emasculate me, my dick now useless, imprisoned.

I tug it but it holds firm and there is no way to remove it without unlocking the silver, heart shaped padlock.  I smile, a buzzing at the back of my skull, a sense of pleasure at what has been done to me.  I know I should have resisted, railed against Lilith’s suggestion that my cock it locked away to keep it small and limp and useless, but I did not.  I accepted, willingly, almost eagerly, and I am smiling.  My cock swells, aroused by my submission, by the sight of my body now smooth and hairless, so feminine, so pretty, trying to harden.  There is a dull ache and it pulses but remains limp, soft, small, imprisoned in the metal cage.

Jayden’s padlock clicks and I turn to look, see Lilith rise to her feet, smiling.  Jayden’s cage is the same as mine, a matching pair, and we are both now locked, our cocks small and pretty, shaved smooth, useless.  Jayden looks to me.  His cheeks are pink, his brown eyes wide, and I smile.

“At least they won’t be obvious under our uniforms now.”  I say—I try to keep my voice neutral to hide the tingle of pleasure running through me, the strange sense of joy I have at being locked, shaved.

Jayden laughs, nods.  He smiles back at me.

“I suppose, and it’ll be less distracting, but… it’s not as much fun…”  Jayden says—his grin is suggestive and I remember how his hands felt on my cock, how his cock felt in my hands.

My first sexual experience was with my best friend, both of us shaved and smooth, watched by another woman as we made each other cum with just our hands, our cocks hard and hot and throbbing.  My cheeks grow hot, blush.  I bite my bottom lip, giggle.

“True.”  I say.

Lilith laughs, shakes her head.  She is smiling, amused by us and our situation.

“You two girls really are incorrigible, but I’m sure you’ll find someway to amuse yourselves even with those cages one.  For now though uniforms on.  I want to see how they look now you’re nice and smooth and pretty, make sure your tiny little bulges are hidden.  Then we can work on make-up and basic behaviours before your first shift starts.

Lilith’s words blaze.  Jayden and I blush, embarrassed, shamed, the humiliation feeding my arousal.  The truth in what she says brands me.  I am still thinking of Jayden’s cock, so soft and smooth, his hands touching me.  I know without the cage on I would want more and even the thought of wearing my bunny-girl uniform again is exciting me—I am eager to see how I look now, shaved and pretty—and I am certain I would be unable to hide my enthusiasm without the silver caged locked on me, my hard cock an obvious giveaway in my leotard.

“Now girls, and hurry!”  Lilith’s tone is suddenly more forceful, demanding.

Her voice snaps us both from our reverie and I jump, nod, move off to fetch my uniform from beside my bed.  Jayden does the same.  I try to remains calm, stoic, to not reveal how excited I am but as I glance at Jayden I cannot mistake his smile, the way he’s squirming, his cage obviously as painful as mine, his cock swelling, like mine, at the thought of again dressing like a sexy, glamourous bunny-girl.

[image: ]

We both dress quickly, almost eagerly.  Neither of us try to hide from each other as we pull on our fishnet tights, our leotards.  We have seen each other naked, shaved each other, touched each other, made each other cum, and it seems pointless to pretend at modesty now.

I watch Pete as he tugs his leotard into place, a tingle running up my spine as I adjust my fishnets, my leotard, the fabric caresses my now smooth, hairless skin like bliss, the leotard hugging my shaping my waist and chest, my hips wide and ass peeking out at the back, lifted and cupped to shape it, make it rounder, fuller, distinctly feminine.  The reinforcement and padding in the leotard gives me an almost hourglass figure, tight around my middle so my hips seem broad, my butt round, my chest fuller, my narrow shoulders and thin arms dainty. 

I wiggle slightly as I adjust the leotard around my cage, grinning at the pleasure of the sensation, hiding my bulge.  I look sexy, pretty, and as I glance at Pete I am almost stunned.  He looked amazing, his legs so soft and smooth, the tights and leotard make him seem like one of the sexy bunny-girls from the casino, his ass peeking out, his svelte, petite frame utterly desirable, my caged cock pulsing and throbbing in vain, and I am glad for my cage, hiding my arousal, my leotard flat, my bulge hidden.

We both clip on our collars, cuffs, our bunny tails and ears, then slip on our bowties and heels.  As we turn to face each other we both grin, a little unsteady in our high shoes, wobbling, butts and hips swaying.  I blush and Pete looks at me with wide green sparkling eyes, blushing, chewing his bottom lip.

“Don’t take this the wrong way but you look really good.”  I say, meaning it.  “Cute and sexy.”

Pete’s smile widens.  His blush deepened.

“You… you do too… I mean… you look so hot… really.”  He mutters.

I feel my face and chest and neck grow warm.  I turn away, my smile almost painful.  I know I should not enjoy being told I look hot dressed as a sexy, pretty bunny girl but I do, a surge of bright intense euphoria that makes my heart swell.

“Well now, I think you’re both simply adorable, and I’m sure the gentlemen in our executive lounge will agree, but if you want to earn tips to pay off your debt faster, I suggest focussing.  You’ll need to look your absolute best, which means make-up and hair and learning how to best show off and use those sexy bodies of yours.”  Lilith says.

Lilith’s words, the suggestion that there is more to come, that I can be prettier, that I will be expected to flirt with and show off for men for tips, appals and excites me.  I glance at Pete and our eyes meet and we both smile.

“Now, sit, both of you, and pay attention.  You’ll need to learn to do your own makeup eventually so consider this an opportunity to learn.”

[image: ]

I sit with my back to Jayden away from the mirror as Lilith works so we cannot see each other and we cannot see our reflections.  Lilith talks us through what she does, offering advice and tips for when we will inevitably be doing our own makeup.

Each of us have our own kits, the two pink boxes both full of matching make-up sets, eyeshadows and mascara and eyeliner, false nails, false eyelashes, blushes, creams, lip sticks and lip gloss, nail-polish, eyelash curlers, tweezers, brushes.  She talks us through colours to emphasise our eyes and natural complexions, me with greens and pinks and silvers, Jayden with browns and reds and purples, both of us with blacks.

She gives us both fake fingernails, long and shaped, mine bright pink, Jayden’s dark red, attaching them with glue.  I wiggle my fingers, admiring how dainty and pretty my hands seem, look to Jayden, his nails sexy, and I wonder how his fingers would look wrapped around my cock and my cage throbs with a dull ache that is almost pleasurable.

“These are very tough so they won’t chip or break, and the glue is particularly strong.  They’ll last a week at least, and I’d suggest not trying to remove them unless you want to hurt yourself.”  Lilith says.

A week with no way to remove them.  The thought makes me tingle, my head spinning.

Next Lilith works on our eyes, false eyelashes, blended eyeshadow, mascara, eye-liner.  She adds foundation and blush to our cheeks to make our faces softer, telling us to aim for a subtle glow.  She finishes with our lips, mine pink to match my nails, Jayden’s red to match his.  Over this she adds a glittering gloss.

Lilith steps back and looks over us both, smiling, nodding.  Her eyes narrow and her lips purse.

“You’ll both need a hair cut at some point soon, to accentuate your looks, but luckily you’ve both got enough to work with.”  She says.

She works on my hair first, teasing and styling, adding product, then moves to Jayden.  I am impatient to see what I look like, what my best friend looks like, fearful I will not be pretty or as feminine as I imagine, hopeful that I will be sexy, girly.

“Done.  You both look adorable.  Now, both of you stand up together and face the mirror so you can see yourselves and each other.  Then tell me what you think.”  Lilith says.

I take a deep breath, feel Jayden sat behind me stiffen.  We rise together, turn slowly to face the mirror.  My hear stops as I see our reflections.

Jayden is stunning, my best friend transformed into a pretty, sexy, feminine bunny-girl, hotter than any of the ones we saw in the casino, but my reflection makes my belly flutter and my caged cock ache in delight. 

I am remade, no longer a drab, small, dull boy, but am transformed into a gorgeous, glamourous, sexy, desirable girl.  I blink, smile, unable to contain my euphoria.

“Wow…”  Jayden whispers.

“We look… amazing.”  I say.

Lilith smiles.  She moves in behind.

“I’m glad you like how you look.  I know there are going to many men tonight appreciating just how lovely you two are.”  She says.

I stare at my reflection, at Jayden’s reflection.  The eyeshadow and false eye lashes and mascara and eyeliner have made our eyes brighter, larger, innocent and cute.  Our lips look plump, wet and full, inviting.  Our features are softer, the blush and foundation subtly changing the way our faces appear and our hair is now distinctly girlish, styled cute and playfully.  Even our hands seem sexual now, our nails bright and long, delicate, dainty—made to tease and play with cocks I think, blushing.

In our bunny-girl outfits we are sexy, desirable, beautiful, long smooth legs in fishnets, wide hips, our butts exposed, full and plump, our posture in our high heels forcing us to stand so they stick out.  I strike a pose, grinning at the sexy girl in the mirror who mimics me, my reflection.  My mind is racing, my caged cock an agony of delight.  Beside me Jayden copies me.  We look adorable and I feel giddy with a rush of joy.

“Looking as you do though, and given your jobs tonight, we need to do something about your names.  Pete and Jayden are no names for sexy girls like you.”  Lilith says.

I look back over my shoulder at her.  My heart skips at her suggestion.

“How about Petal and Jasmine.”  Lilith says.

I smile.  Beside me Jasmine smiles.  We both nod, happy, neither of us resisting.  My new name fills me with a sense of belonging.

“Good girls.  Now, since you’re quite happy, how about you show me how you walk in those slutty heels.”
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Lilith shows us over and over, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, and we copy her.  I watch Petal, the click of her heels, the sway of her hips, her ass, the way she wiggles mesmerising, erotic, and my caged cock throbs.

“Better, now you Jasmine.”  Lilith says.

I step off, walk, deliberate steps.  It has not been easy but I am beginning to get the hang of it, focus on the placement of my feet, remembering to roll my hips, allowing my ass to sway.  The sensation is a buzzing pleasure, the way my thighs rub together, my exposed butt, the caress of my leotard.  The click of my heels sends shivers up my spine as I strut across the room.

“Excellent.  You’ve come so far, learning to walk and serve and curtsey like such good girls.  You behave like this tonight and you’ll be earning plenty in tips.”

I smile.  More tips means paying off the debt faster and that’s why we’re doing all this I tell myself, though I am unable to deny how right it all feels, how my reflection makes me grin, how my bunny uniform makes my skin tingle with pleasure.

“However, there’s one last little detail.  I want you to walk past me, both of you, remembering how to wiggle and strut, keep your head up, ass out, think and act sexy.”  Lilith says.

I smile, take a deep breath.  Petal’s freckled cheeks are pink and rosy, her green eyes sparkling.  We both step off, walk toward Lilith, heel to toe, hips rolling, butts swaying.  I watch her as she watches me, both of us grinning, admiring each other.

Lilith studies us, nodding.  As we pass her she moves, quickly her hand falling to slap us, one hand on each of our butts, the impact loud, painful, grabbing a handful of flesh and squeezing, hard.  I squeal even as Petal cries out, shock and pain.  We both whimper and moan and Lilith molests us.

“Not bad, but you’ll need to be able to control yourself and keep walking no matter what happens.  The men in the executive lounge will take quite the liking to you I’m sure so you can expect to be slapped and pinched and groped.”

Lilith squeezes harder and I bite my lip to keep from crying out, my caged cock throbbing, delicious agony.  Petals stares at me, eyes wide, pleasure and pain.

“Just remember what I’ve shown you, don’t let them distract you, and remember to always smile, be polite, and say thank you.  Flirt and enjoy yourselves, that’ll earn you more tips.”  Lilith says.

The thought of letting men openly molest and grope me, the thought of seeing them slapping and touching Petal, my best friend, makes my belly clench and my heart flutter, a maelstrom of emotions, excitement and jealousy and envy and lust.  I imagine serving a group of men alongside Petal, a pair of sexy, pretty bunny-girls, flirting with men, letting them touch us, caress us, molest us, our movements and bodies exciting them, our faces drawing lustful stares, their cocks growing hard for us, and I whimper.  I stare at Petal and she smile, nervous, green eyes sparkling, and the way she squirms as Lilith squeezes her ass makes my ball tense.

“Now, it’s almost time for your first shift.  What’s say I show you two where you’ll be working.”  Lilith says.


Six

Jasmine and I stand nervously by the bar, the room heaving, bustling.  It is crowded with men—some dressed in suits, others more casually in jeans and shirts, most in small groups though there are a few large parties, and a few men sit alone—chatting, drinking, reading their newspapers or working on laptops.  On one side of the room is a low stage that is empty.  I am nervous, my heart racing, and I am dizzy, the room heaving, spinning.

We are both dressed in our bunny uniforms, leotard and fishnets, our bunny tails and ears, collars and cuffs and bowties, our high heels.  I have the knack of walking in them now but I still feel precarious, self-conscious.  I look up across the bar and see my reflection stood next to Jasmine’s.  We are both pretty, feminine, girly, our make-up perfect, our faces beautiful, our hair styles, our clothes shaping our smooth, petite bodies—there is a buzzing euphoria as I see myself so pretty, so sexy, so feminine—but I cannot help fearing that someone will notice.  Perhaps the cage will not be enough to keep someone from noticing that we are not like the other girls.

The thought that someone will discover our secret terrifies me, but the thought that they will not, that they will think I am a sexy bunny-girl, that they will look at me with lust and desire, excites me, makes me squirm, my freckled cheeks growing hot.  From the way Jasmine stands, fidgeting, her expression, I can tell that she too is nervous, struggling with conflicting emotions.

“It’s quite simple.  You collect drinks from the bar and take them to the tables, serving them as I showed you.  If you notice anyone trying to attract your attention approach and ask them if they need anything.  Be polite, friendly, but not overly friendly.  Flirt but don’t fuck is the general rule.”  Lilith says.

I blush and beside me Jasmine blushes.  The thought that the men might want to fuck me excites me, that Lilith feels she has to warn me not to let them fuck me unsettles me.

“If anyone is sat without a drink ask if they need anything, but don’t pester.  Engage in conversation, as though they were close friends.  Anyone in the executive lounge is a valued customer so treat them as such.  Any orders you collect bring to the bar and wait for the drinks to be prepared.  Is that understood?”  Lilith says.

I nod, beside me Jasmine nods.  My belly is in knots.  I glance across the room.  Numerous girls are working, all dressed as Jasmine and I are dressed, pretty, sexy, flirtatious bunny-girls.  They are all gorgeous, their bodies curvy, legs long, smooth, their butts exposed in their tight leotards, wiggling and swaying as they walk in their heels.  A few have figures similar to mine and Jasmine’s, petite and lithe, but most are more curvaceous, wider hips, larger butts, full heavy breasts with their cleavage exposed. 

My caged cock stirs as I watch them.  All of them are stunning, but as I look back to Jasmine I cannot deny that my best friend is sexier, her black hair, brown eyes, her cute, subtle curves, the secret she hides under her leotard, caged as I am.  The memory of how it felt in my hand thrills me.

“Good girls.  Now, off you go.  I’ll be sitting at the bar to keep an eye on you.  Just remember what I taught you and you’ll be fine.”   She says, ginning.
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“May… may I get your order Sirs?”  I ask.

My voice trembles, betraying my nervousness. I try maintain the voice I have been practicing, soft and light and feminine, an almost innocent, shy girly tone.  Beside me Petal stands close, her presence comforting, reassuring.

The two men look at us and smile.  They are both dressed formally, in smart suits, white shirts, no ties.  They are relaxed, confident, grinning, both of them older than us, handsome, a masculine aura of confidence and charisma that makes me feel weak and small and meek.  There is a well spring of humiliation and shame at my situation, dressed and made-up as I am in front of them, a pretty, sexy, bunny-girl, made worse by the fact that I am enjoying it.

The way they look at us, their eyes roaming our bodies, running up from our heels, over our legs, hips, butts, gliding up our waists, chests, lingering as they make eye contact, makes my caged cock ache in ways that I cannot describe.

“You seem a little nervous.  And I’ve not seen you two before.  Are you girls new here?”  The older of the two, a man with greying hair, asks.

His blue eyes sparkle.  I nod.

“Yes, we… we started today.  You’re our first customers.”  Petal says.  “Sir.”

The man’s smile widens and his friend, younger but still older than us, grins.  They glance at each other briefly before looking back to us.

“First eh, well I consider us privileged.  Now, why don’t you let us have a better look at the pair of you before we order.”  The man says.

My heart flutters.  I look to Petal and she nods, a quick movement of her head, her freckled cheeks pink, green eyes eager but nervous.  We have practiced for this, we know what to do.  We are to flirt, be polite, entertain as well as serve.  The way the two men are watching me, their eyes fixed on me, on Petal, makes me squirm in wonderful ways.

“Of course Sirs.”  I say, smiling.

I lift my arms slightly so they are away from my sides and Petal does the same.  I totter on my heels and turn on the spot, small movements of my feet, heels clicking.  My hips sway and my butt wiggles, subtle movements, and I am grinning, belly fluttering.  I two men grin, nodding, and I notice other men turning to watch us as we both turn, displaying our bodies, their eyes lecherous, greedy, gazes admiring.  I feel pretty, buzzing, a thrill running up my spine.  I look to Petal, my beautiful best friend, and she too is smiling.

“Very nice.  Very nice indeed.  Maybe you can make a point of serving us all night.”  The older man says.

Petal and I stop turning, turned back to face them.  Behind us I can almost feel the stares of men on my ass, legs.

“Of course Sirs.  It would be our privilege.”  Petal says.

The men smile.  Their eyes roam our bodies, our faces.  I cannot help but shift, wiggling slightly, enjoying they way they watch my movements, the men behind staring at my ass as I shift my hips.  Beside me I notice Petal doing the same, the way she stands deliberate, provocative.

“So… how about you tell us your names.  I’m Steve, and my college here is Jim.”  The older man says.

I bow my head.

“I’m Jasmine.”  I say.

“And I’m Petal.”  Petal says.

“Beautiful names for beautiful girls.”  Steve says.

“Thank you.”  Petal says—she giggles, a nervous, girlish laughter.

“So… what would like to drink?”  I ask.

Steve and Jim both smile.  Steve reaches out one hand to brush his fingers up the outside of my thigh.  The touch is almost electric and I shudder, skin tingling.  I notice Jim following Steve’s lead, his hand reaching out to touch Petal behind her knee, a gentle, brief caress, and Petal grins, freckled cheeks blushing.

I do not pull away and neither does Petal.  I moan slightly, quietly, the contact, the way the older man is so confident, demanding, his desire for me, thinking me pretty, sexy, makes my caged cock throb.

“Well, I suppose you two aren’t on the menu.  So how about two beers.” Steve says.

I nod.  My heart is thundering.  Around us other bunny-girls, pretty and sexy, are serving drinks to other men, bending over to show their butts, wiggling to attract looks, flirting, being touched.  That I am one of them excites me, humiliates me.

“Of course Sirs.  We’ll be right back.”  I say.
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“Your drinks.”  Jasmine says.

The two men, Steve and Jim, look up at us.  I am carrying one tray with one drink and jasmine is carrying a tray with the other.  As we walk we take deliberate steps, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, hips rolling, ass swaying.  Men watch us, eye us, their stares greedy and hungry, predatory, and I am grinning.  I am pretty, feminine, sexy, and am wanted.  The sensation is a pleasure, a joy, addictive.

“Just put them on the table please Jasmine.”  Steve says.

“You can put mine here Petal.”  Jim says. 

They have remembered our names.  They want us, admire us, think we are beautiful.  My caged cock aches with a glorious frustrating that fills me with pleasure, a tingle running up my spine.

I move to the table, wiggling, strutting, my movements deliberately sexy, sensual, grinning as eyes watch me.  The way the men in the room look at me, notice me, the desire they have for me, is a joy I have never known.  I have a power over them that is glorious.

I wonder what they might do to me given the chance, what they might make me do.  I shudder at the thought, blushing.  The idea of submitting to these men who want me, serving them, pleasuring them, being pleasured by them, shames me, but I cannot deny how much it appeals to me.

I move to Jim’s side as Jasmine moves to Steve’s.  We bend at our waists, keeping our legs as straight as we can, and curve our backs to emphasise our butts as we have been taught.  I lean forward and lift the glass from the tray—several men turning to stare at my ass, at Jasmine’s ass, and I cannot stop myself from wiggling as though to encourage them, grinning.

As I go to put the glass down, both my hands full, Jim moves slightly.  His hand reaches out, runs up the back of my leg, sliding up to my ass.  He grips my butt, watching me, squeezing one cheek hard.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering as he gropes me and notice that Jasmine is in the same situation as me.

“You know you really are very pretty.”  Jim whispers to me.

His hand is still on my ass.  I smile, blushing.  I put his drink down on the table and glance at him.  I flutter my eye lashes, giggle, unable to stop myself. 

“Thank you.”  I say, my voice soft, sexy, sensual.

As I rise to stand again I wiggle slightly, push back, pressing my butt into Jim’s hand.  He squeezes my ass, groping, his fingers caressing my flesh, sliding towards my crack.  His hand is strong, his grip forceful.  I look at him and smile.  Beside me Jasmine is also standing now, Steve fondling her butt, her smooth bronze skin, squeezing.

“Is there anything else you need right now?”  Jasmine asks.

Steve smiles.  I do not move, do not pull away from Jim’s grip, his touch pleasant, a shiver running up my spine, my cage cock a delicious agony.  He wants me, desires me, is hungry for me.  I am a pretty, sexy bunny-girl

“Just your company.  But I know you two have work to do so we won’t demand too much.  Just be sure to come by often and say hello.”  Jim says.

As I smile at him, his hand groping my ass, he pulls his wallet out from his jacket pocket.  He takes a note out, a folded slip of paper, and slips it under the leg of my leotard.  Beside me Steve has done the same to Jasmine.

“We’ll be looking forward to more of your lovely company girls.”  Steve says.

“Thank you.”  Jasmine says.

Jasmine and I both step back, Jim and Steve releasing us, and, as we have been taught, we both curtesy for the two men, an elaborate and formal gesture of service and gratitude.  The men grin, around us lascivious stares, watching us, our legs, butts, bodies.  I tingle, shivering, a subtle, humiliating thrill.

We both stand up, turn, and head off, back through the room wiggling, our hips rolling, the gaze of the men around us following us.  I blush, hot, caged cock aching.  I look to Jasmine and smile.

“I… that was actually kinda fun.”  I say.

I reach down and pluck the note out from the leg of my leotard.  My first tip.  Earned not just for serving them but for letting them touch me.  Jasmine giggle, nods, almost coy.

“It was, wasn’t it.”  She says.

As we walk music starts and the lights dim.  In the corner of the room, where the stage is, three of the serving bunny-girls get up to stand on display.  Men turn to watch and Jasmine and I stop to stare.  As the music continues the three begin to dance, twisting and wiggling and gyrating.  They dance, do not strip, but make an elaborate show of it, moving close to each other, dancing in time, sensual sexual movements that make me ache.

As the music continues they move around the stage and men move forwards to hold up notes, slipping them into the girls’ leotards and the girls stop for a moment to wiggle and strut and show off, allowing hands to touch them, grope them, fondle them.

I wonder what it would be like to dance like that, to be watched like that, so many men staring at me, rewarding me for showing off my body.  The thought makes me whimper and I bite my bottom lip to keep from making a sound.

As the music dies down the lights come back up and the girls step down off the stage, their tips sticking out from the legs and tops of their uniforms.  They are all flush, grinning, happy and excited.

I turn to Jasmine and I can tell she is as flustered as I am.  Ahead of us, at a table, a group of five men look up.  They have been staring at us off and on all night.  One of them raises his arm.
“Girl… a little service please.”  He says, voice polite, but insistent.

I nod, grin.

“Of course Sirs.”  I say.
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We arrive back at our room exhausted, but giddy, flustered, a thrumming excitement that won’t leave.  My body aches in so many new and wonderful ways.  We have both been fondled, pinched, spanked, caressed, groped.  We were popular, very popular, and the memory of so many hands touching me makes me shudder.

“That was…”  Petal flops on her bed.

She looks as exhausted as I feel, but she is still grinning, buzzing.  Her face is pretty, freckled cheek flush.  I look at her and smile, sit down on my bed, dropping the bundle of notes that represents our combined tips beside me.

“Yeah.  That was quite something.”  I say.

Both of us are still using our girly voices now, our movements still flirty, feminine, as though unwilling to shed our new personas, but neither of us mention it.  Out of the corner of my eye I see my reflection in the mirror, Jasmine, beautiful and sexy in my bunny-girl uniform, and my heart soars.

“We did quite well too I thought.  Plus those tips… and all we had to do was enjoy ourselves and have a little fun.”  I say.

Petal sits up, looks at me.  She gazes at me, admiring me as I admire her.  She is beautiful.

“You enjoyed it didn’t you?”  She asks.

I nod, blushing as I admit the truth.  She grins. 

“So did you.”  I say.

She nods, gnawing on her bottom lip.  Her green eyes are dazzling and I want to touch her, want her to touch me.

“How much did we make?”  Petal asks.

I turn to look at the pile of notes.  I do a quick, rough count, and my expression falls.

“Not that much, not compared to our debt.”

Petal looks at me.  She frowns.

“I know it was kinda fun, but… I don’t really want to be stuck here forever, at least… not without a choice.”  She says.

“I know.  But what can we do?”  I ask.

Petal grins, staring at me almost as though she is starving.  My skin prickles, a shiver running up my spine.

“I have an idea, if you’re willing to work with me.”  She says.


Seven

“What was it you wanted to show me?”  Lilith asks.

Jasmine and I stand side by side, dressed in our bunny-girl uniforms.  I slept only a little last night but am not tired, am too excited, too nervous to feel fatigued.

We were up early, to get ready and do our make-up, make a good impression, and we practiced into the early hours, over and over until it felt right, natural, and we were confident.  At the start it had been awkward, though fun, laughter and failure, fits of flustered giggling.  Finally though we established an understanding, a coordination, and it became something more, a thrilling  exchange between the two of us that was charged and passionate and almost dangerous.  Just the memory of those last few practice sessions make my caged cock ache and had it not been for our cages last night I am certain there would have a lot more than practicing happening.

I turn to Jasmine and smile, nod once, and she nods back at me.  We are both ready, confident if not certain.  I turn back to Lilith and stand with shoulders back, head up, chest and butt sticking out.  In my sexy bunny-girl uniform I am poised, self-assured, glamourous and beautiful, desired.  It feels comfortable, right, and my freckled cheeks are flush.

“We want to show you a routine we’ve come up with.”  I say—my voice is feminine, Petal’s voice almost natural now so that I use it without thinking, my mind and body aligned, pretty and girly.

Lilith stares at me for a moment, glances at Jasmine, then breaks into a wide smile.  It is obvious she is pleased, almost smug, a confident satisfaction.

“A routine?  I assume you mean dancing.”

I nod.  Jasmine nods.

“So… I suppose the question is why?  Why are you showing me this and why have you come up with it?”  Lilith says.

I take a deep breath.  Jasmine looks at me—it is my idea, my routine, and it was me who convinced her.

“We want to dance, on the stage, tonight.  We saw the girl yesterday, saw how much they made in tips.  We want to try.  So we can pay back our debt faster.”  I say.

Lilith’s smile shifts.  She studies me, Jasmine, looking over our uniforms, our shaved bodies, lithe and trim and petite, the exposed flesh of our butts, our make-up, heels.  We look good, almost flawless after hours of getting ready, and as Lilith inspects us I glance at my reflection, the pretty, sexy girl in the mirror, stood next to her beautiful friend.  I smile, happy, buzzing at the sight of myself looking so feminine, my heart swelling with a bright joy.

“And what makes you think you’re ready?  The girls who dance are expected to be of a certain standard, to ensure we keep our guests entertained.  Yes, you can earn a lot of tips, but you need to be good, entertaining.  It’s not just like anyone can get up there and dance and please our clients.  They expect a certain… something.”  Lilith says.

I nod.  My smile does not falter.  My confidence does not falter.  I am Petal, beautiful, glamourous, sexy, pretty, and I have my best friend Jasmine with me.

“That’s why we want to show you.  So you can tell us if we’re good enough or not.”  I say.

Lilith nods, eyes narrow.  She stares at me for a moment.

“And what about the something special?  What is unique and entertaining about your dancing?”  She asks.

I look to Jasmine.  She is nervous, unsure, but I smile, turn back to Lilith.

“We’ll dance together, as a pair.  The routine is quite… intimate… between the two of us.  Like you said we work well together and look good together.”  I say.

Lilith laughs, lightly, pleased.  She nods.

“Very well then.  Show me.  If you’re good enough I’ll make sure you get the chance to dance tonight.”
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The music starts, a low, strong, thrumming beat, sensual and erotic, resonant.  The music fills the room and I watch as Petal switches off most of the lights, dropping the room into a semi-dusk.  She turns back to face me and I am frozen, still.  My heart is thundering.

When she suggested this, dancing, on stage, I had been reluctant, but she was persuasive, and confident, convincing.  When we practiced, the first time, to see how it felt, just the two of us, it had been fun, even the clumsy mistakes a joy.  Being close to her, dancing with her, my best friend so pretty, so sexy, looking at me with eyes full of desire, was a special kind of pleasure.

The routine had gotten easier, more elaborate, steamier, and I’d enjoyed it, thrown myself willingly into it, still just the two of us moving together to the slow grinding music, my caged cock throbbing, an agony of longing and lust as my best friend moved against me, with me, me touching her, her touching me, her body, her face—just the memory made me weak, whimpering. 

Petal nods, encouraging me.  We are to begin, perform in front of Lilith, an audience of only one but already I am unsure.  How will I ever manage to dance on stage if I feel like this?

Petal takes a step towards me, the start of the routine, and I know what is expected of me.  I step towards Petal, rolling my hips, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  My heels click to the beat and we approach, swaying, strutting, wiggling, and then we stop, inches from each other, staring into the others eyes.

My heart races, belly flutters.  Petal’s eyes are a dazzling green, her lips plump and glossy and I want to embrace her.

She shifts, begins to grins, wiggling with her feet in place.  I follow her lead, moving in time with her, slow, sensual, our bodies close but never touching.  I can smell her, the soap and musk, her breath warm, her body soft, so close.  I want to reach out and take her, hold her, have her hold me.

I become lost, focussed on my best friend.  Lilith and the room fade away until there is only the music and the dance, me and my best friend, Petal and Jasmine, two pretty, sexy girls dancing, flirting, teasing each other.  My cock pulses, painful but pleasant, yearning.

We step together, move around each other, heads tracking the other, turning and spinning and grinding and swaying, ass wiggling, hips rolling, bending and dipping, arms entwining but never touching.  It is an agony, to be so close but not to have, locked, desperate, needy, pining for her.  The look in her eyes, her smile, tells me she feels the same, wants me.  I am sexy, pretty and my best friend lusts for me as I lust for her.

We dance, together, the music carrying our movements, our playful flirtations.  A tingle runs up my spine and I watch Petal’s lips, longing to kiss her.  The music drums and we dance together, both of us grinning. 

The beat drums, and the music fades.  As it quiets there is applause and I am snapped back to the room.  I stop as Petal stops and we both turn, see Lilith, sat watching us, smiling, clapping.

“Well done!  Both of you… that was quite the show.”  She says.

My head is spinning, floating.  I grin, glad for the compliment.

“I have only two comments, but on the whole it was very impressive.”

“You mean we can dance on stage?”  Petal asks.

Lilith nods.  The thought of being watched as I dance with my best friend fills me with dread and thrills me.

“I think so, if you’re willing to take my comments into consideration.”

“Of course.”  Petal says—her voice is eager, enthusiastic.

She looks at me and she is grinning and I know she is excited at the prospect of dancing with me.  I cannot deny that some part of me too is excited, wanting to be seen with her, watched as we each excite the other, a sexy, pretty pair of bunny-girls.

“First, you should touch each other more.  Don’t be afraid to caress each other.  You have an amazing chemistry and you should use it.”

Petal and I nod.  Touching her will be easy, though controlling myself will be more difficult.

“And?”  Petal says.

Lilith grins, smirking.

“I have an idea.  Something for you to wear when you dance together.  I’ll go get it now.  I’m sure it’ll add an extra spark to your performance.  Agree to wear it and I’ll arrange a slot for you on the stage.”  Lilith says.

Petal nods before I can speak.  She agrees for the both of us.  Lilith’s smile widens, predatory, smug.  She rises slowly to her feet.

“I’ll be back in just a little while.”  She says.
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Lilith returns with two small boxes, black, each wrapped with a pink ribbon.  She hands one to each of us.  The box is heavier than it looks.

“One for each of you.  You should… wear them, before your shift starts.  They’ll be sure to help you enjoy yourselves, and give a little something extra to your dance routine.”  Lilith says.

“Thank you.”  I say.

“Thank you.”  Jasmine says.

“Now, open them, both of you.”  Lilith says.

I turn to my box, tug the ribbon off, lift off the lid.  Inside there are layers of pink paper that I unfold and within, nestled at the bottom, sits a clear bottle and an odd metal lump, a large bulb at one end attached to a thin neck, a disc at the bottom with a pink gemstone attached to it.  My heart stalls.

“Well?  Aren’t you excited?”  Lilith says.

“It’s…”  I stall, unable to finish.

“A plug…”  Jasmine says.

“Yes.  Your first I assume, thought probably not your last.  Isn’t it exciting!  Now, why don’t you both help each other put them in, then we can head off to work, see if we can’t sign you both up for a stage show tonight.”

“Help each other?”  I ask.

Lilith grins, nods.  She looks between me and Jasmine as though we are both as excited as she obviously is.

“Of course.  It’s a lot more fun that way, and I figure you’re both so close.  Now, go on.”

I turn to Jasmine and she turns to me.  We both smile, both obviously nervous.  She nods, biting her bottom lip as I bite mine.  My cheeks are hot.

I feel small, weak, humiliated and ashamed, my caged cock throbbing, but I cannot deny that the thought excites me.  Being plugged by my best friend as I plug her.  Two pretty girls touching each other, full.  Thinking about how it might feel inside of me, snug and heavy, shifting as I move around, as I wiggle as I walk, as I sway as I dance, makes me moan.

“I don’t mind… I mean… if you don’t… and, well, it might be fun?”  Jasmine says.

Her expression looks how I feel, uncertain, excited, nervous, curious.  I smile and she smiles back.

“Sure.  It can’t hurt to try I suppose.  And it might make the dance a little more… exciting.”  I say.

Jasmine’s smile widens.  She looks down at her box, rummages in the pink paper, pulls out a plug that is the same as mine, holding it gently, inviting.

“I… I’d be willing to go first.”  I say—my voice is trembling, my belly fluttering, but I cannot deny my curiosity.

Jasmine grins at me.  She nods.

“Well, if you bend over and pull your leotard and tights to the side I can just… err… put it in.  I’ll be gentle.  Then, if you want, you can do me.”  She says.

I nod. 

“Of course.  You then me.  We can do each other.”  I say.

Jasmine smiles at me, nodding.  She is stunning and I struggle to seem calm, to not betray how eager I am.

I move to the bed, bending over with my heels on the floor, one arm on the bed as I lean forwards.  With my other hand I reach back, grasping the fabric of my leotard and tight, pull them aside to expose my ass, my crack, my puckered hole.  I lie still, trembling, nervous and eager, anticipating what is to come.

“Just go slow and use lots of lube, fingers first.  Be gentle but firm.”  Lilith says to Jasmine.

She moves towards the bed and crouches down to look into my face.  She is smiling, grinning, aware that I am desperate, enjoying watching me suffer and squirm.

“And you just remember to breath, slow in and out.  When Jasmine pushes you push out.  It’ll slip in easier that way.”

I nod.  Jasmine steps in behind me, the click of her heels almost ominous now and I am shivering, a thrill running up my spine.

A cold trickle runs over my ass, slides down my crack, the lube cool, slick, wet, and I whimper.  A hand runs over my flesh, caressing my cheeks, squeezing, fondling, and then fingers glide in towards my crack, achingly slow, teasing.  I wiggle without thinking, inviting the touch, wanting more.  I curve my back to lift my butt higher.

“You really want this don’t you?”  Jasmine asks.

I nod, breathing hard.  I cannot lie.

“I do… I want it… I want you...”  I say.

Fingers slip along my crack, slick and lubricated, run over my entrance.  I shudder, moan, the sensation filling me with pleasure.  My caged cock aches, throbbing, balls taught.  I want more, need more.

Jasmine teases circling, the sensation heaven, a pleasure I cannot describe and have never imagined.  I am a pretty, sexy girl being played with by my best friend, a sexy, beautiful bunny-girl.  The thought makes my heart race and my mind go numb.

Jasmine presses, her fingertip slipping in, slowly, penetrating me, filling me.  I moan out loud, unable to contain myself.  Lilith laughs, smiling, encouraging.

“See, she likes it.”  Lilith says.

I nod.  I do like it and I want more.

Jasmine presses harder, more or her finger slipping in, deeper, filling me.  There is more pressure at my entrance, a second finger, and I feel my hole spreading, gaping, split wider as another finger enters me.  Jasmine’s fingers slip in and out, curling round to stroke my inner walls and my caged cock trickles a thin stream of precum.  I whine, whimper, thrust back, grinding my hips to take more, wanting to be filled, split wide.

My mind goes blank as I fuck myself on my best friend’s fingers, a sense of bliss as a third finger presses at my entrance, teasing, forcing its way in.  My hole opens.  I am breathing hard, flush, eager.

“I think that’s enough to open her up.”  Lilith says.  “Now the plug.”

Jasmine pulls her fingers back, slips them out of me and I whine at the loss, suddenly empty, thrust back for more, wiggling to invite her but I am denied.  Lilith slaps my butt, lightly, playfully.

“Such an eager, dirty, naughty girl.”  Lilith says.

I smile, whimpering in longing.  I nod, admitting the truth, branded by Lilith’s words.

Behind me Jasmine shifts then something cool and hard presses at my slick, gaping hole.  I moan loudly, wanting it.  I press back as Jasmine presses gently forward, easing the bulbous head of the plug into me.  My hole spreads, forced wider and wider.  The plug is massive, far more than Jasmine’s fingers but I need it, am unwilling to go unfilled.

The pressure builds, my entrance aching, a dull pain as I am forced open.  I press back, wiggling my hips, my ass, Jasmine pressing the plug into me.  The sensation of the bulbous head of the plug, hard and cool, slick and smooth, entering me is delicious and I am grinning, buzzing, caged cock aching, a bright knot of joy in my belly expanding.

The pressure builds and then, just as I feel I am at my limit it pops in, slipping suddenly past my entrance and sliding deep, filling me, my hole closing tight around the neck to hold it in place, squeezing it, the jewelled disc snug in my crack.  It feels massive, pressing on a brilliant spot of pleasure, and as I squirm, wiggling, writhing, it shifts, the pleasure intense, a tingle running up my spine, my body alive with a new, glorious sensation, shivering.

“Wow…”  I say, breathless.

I clench and the plug slips a little deeper and I squirm, almost fucking myself with the slick, prominent mass that fills me.  My cock, caged and useless, limp, is agony, drooling precum, my belly fluttering with erotic tension and joy.

“Is it nice?”  Jasmine asks.

I look back over my shoulder at her, grinning, nodding.  I let my tight and leotard slip back into place, my plug nestled inside my ass.

“It’s… amazing.”  I say.

Jasmine smiles.  She looks nervous, excited.

“You looked so hot.”  She says.

I bite my bottom lip.  My cheeks are hot, flush.  I sit up and the plug moves inside of me, as though fucking me, pressing on my inner walls, the sensation intense and wonderful.  My head is spinning, light and floating on a joyous euphoria.  The thought of seeing Jasmine in the same position as I was in, of doing to her what she did to me, makes my balls tighten, my hole clenching on my plug, the sensation divine.

“Now… how about you bend over and show me your ass.”  I say.  “Afterall, it’s your turn now.”

Jasmine smiles, moves quickly, obviously eager.  I watch as she offers herself up to me and the sight of her as she pulls her tight and leotard to the side, exposing her butt, her hole, is stunning.


Eight

I stand at the bar, to the side, next to Petal, both of us anxious, nervous, adrenaline coursing as my heart flutters, racing.  The bar is busy, barely any empty seats, and it is raucous.  Men in suits, dressed casually, in groups and in pairs and alone, sat drinking, served by the other bunny-girls, all of them pretty, sexy, like us, as we wait for the music to start, our que to climb up onto the stage.

We are not the first to dance, several other girls, alone or in small groups, have danced, to much applause and cheering, the vast tips they receive their praise.  All of them have been amazing, their movements erotic, sexual, teasing and playful—their dancing makes my body hot, my caged cock aching and throbbing at the sight of them, my hole clenching on the plug that fills me, shifting around to caress my inner walls as I shift my hips, the sensation pleasant, stimulating me, a tingle spreading out—their routines polished, graceful, so that I cannot help but apprehensive about our coming performance, insecure and uncertain.

I stare over the room, the men gathered loud now, boisterous, their voices raucous and their hands freely touching the bunny-girls that serve them, caressing legs, butts, pinching, slapping.  I shudder, remembering those hands touching me only minutes earlier as Petal and I had served drinks, a few of our customers returned from last night just to see us, flirt with us, touch us.  The thought that they desire me, want me, makes me smile, wiggle, biting my bottom lip, my plug shifting inside of me.

I turn to Petal and her face is flush, freckled cheeks pink, green eyes sparking.  In her bunny-girl uniform—fishnets and heels and leotard, cuffs and collar and bow tie, her white fluffy tail and ears—with her face made-up, she is pretty, sexy, beautiful, and the memory of how she squirmed as I slipped the plug into her, of how it had felt as she had slipped my plug into me, makes be whimper.

“Ready?”  She whispers.

I laugh.  I shake my head.

“Not really, but no turning back now.”  I say.

Petal grins.  She looks at me with an expression that makes my belly flutter and I feel pretty, sexy, as though I can do anything.

Behind us the lights in the room dim.  Music starts, our song.  I take a deep breath and turn to the stage and together Petal and I move towards it, climb up.
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All eyes in the room are on us, the men in the bar as well as the barmaid and the other bunny-girls, all of them stopped to watch.  At the bar, sat on a stool sipping a cocktail, is Lilith, smiling at us, nodding to encourage us.  My heart drums, almost drowning out the music.

The beat thrums, slow, sensual, and I turn away from the crowd to face Jasmine as she turns to face me, just as we rehearsed.  The audience are silent, staring at us, waiting for us to begin, expectant.  I take a deep breath and start to move and Jasmine moves with me.

We sway, slightly at first, but become bolder, our movements more exaggerated.  Our dance is slower than the others we have seen, but more sensual, focussed on each other rather than the audience.  We sway, wiggle, hips rolling, writhing.  We move closer to each other, hands almost caressing each other, our faces inches apart, breath hot, eyes locked.  Jasmine is beautiful, sexy, my pretty best friend.

The beat drums and I let it lead me, my movements, stepping around Jasmine, circling her as she circles me, my ass wiggling, strutting, swaying, writing.  My hands slide around Jasmine, run up her body without touching her just as she teases me.  She is so close I can feel her body’s heat, my cage cock throbbing, a glorious agony.

As I move, dancing in time with Jasmine, teasing her as she teases me, the plug inside me moves, shifting as I sway and wiggle, caressing me, my hole clenching around it, squeezing, pressing it deeper, slipping into me as though fucking me, the heavy, dense, smooth metal pressing against a bright spot of pleasure within me.  From Jasmine’s expression, eyes wide, bright, her face flush, I can tell that she too is aroused, teased by me and the plug I slipped into her earlier.

The way the plug shifts, sometimes pressing into me, pleasuring me, sometimes slipping out slightly, causes me to move almost unconsciously in a way to get more, rolling my hips, wiggling my butt, clenching and unclenching to feel more, wanting more, the plug slipping and shifting inside of me, teasing me, pressing and rubbing and caressing my inner walls.  The bright spot of pleasure grows and grows, expanding, a taught knot in my belly.

My caged cock is agony, bliss, and I float on a cloud of euphoria.  As we move I catch glimpses of the audience, all of them watching us, eyes fixed, silent, rapt, their expression lustful, greedy, appreciative.  They think we’re pretty, sexy, glamourous, and they want us, want to watch us, touch us, fuck us.  I moan at the thought, biting my bottom lip.

Jasmine’s hand slips, too close, and as she lifts it her fingers graze my upper though, my ass.  The contact is almost electric and I whimper.  Without thinking I reach out to touch her, my hand pressing on her upper back, running down to her butt as we writhe in time with each other and the beat of the music.  My hand slips down to her ass, smooth and round and firm, soft, and I squeeze, pulling her into me.  Jasmine does not resist, falls into me and her hands roam up to my back, along my arms.

Our bodies press into each other, move in time, hands caressing, squeezing, face close, lips a hair’s breadth apart.  I am grinning; Jasmine is grinning.

We grind against each other, the hard bulge of her cage pressing against the hard bulge of mine, aching, throbbing, agony and delight.  We roll our hips in time, wiggling out butts, the plugs shifting inside of us, and my breathing becomes ragged, my body hot, mind giddy, thoughts and emotions a jumbled mess.

I caress Jasmine, fondle and grope her as we dance, just as she molests me.  The room is silent and the audience is forgotten, only the pulsing beat of the music, my heart, my breath, Jasmine’s heart drumming against me.

She is beautiful, sexy, and the way she looks at me tells me she feels the same.  I hold her, dance against her, two sexy, pretty bunny-girls dancing, writhing, wiggling, erotic and sensual, aroused.  My body is alive with a pleasure and desire I have never known before.  I squeeze and caress and touch, Jasmine’s body soft and smooth and feminine, and her hands squeeze me, caress my back, my sides, my ass.

I lean forward and kiss her, our lips meeting, and she kisses me back.  It is my first real kiss and it is beyond words.

Our lips press, gentle, tender, and I press my body into hers as she presses hers into mine.  We hold each other, grinding, thrusting, touching, teasing, caged cocks and plugged holes.  Our lips press and mine part slightly, our tongues meeting, wet and passionate.

The music fades and then there is a roar, a rush of noise.  We break apart, flustered and horny, aroused, hot and panting, heart racing, skin flush and sensitive.  I turn to face the audience and they are all applauding, cheering, even the other bunny-girls clapping—the sea of faces are all smiling, most obviously flustered, clearly aroused by our performance and the sense of power and submission knowing that our performance pleased them, that we have excited them, that they want us, admire us, makes me shiver.

Jasmine and I step forward to bow and men surge towards us, notes in hand, eager to tip us, to touch us, caress us, and we let them.  Their hands roam our bodies, slipping their tips into our uniform’s as they praise us, pinching and squeezing and groping and I beam, face flush, freckled cheeks blushing as I hold Jasmine’s hand tight.
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“You two were just… wow!”  One of the other bunny-girls says as we step off the stage.

“Absolutely. I can’t believe you’ve only been with us for a couple of days and that was your first time in front of a crowd.  You’re both so gorgeous I’d think you’d been doing this for years.  You’re both just so lucky, naturally beautiful and pretty and the chemistry you have with each other.  You’re just adorable!”  Another says.

I grin at their compliments, flustered and blushing and beside me Petal holds my hand tight.  As we make our way to the bar for a drink and to catch our breath the men watch us, lecherous, their attention making me flutter.  I make a point to wiggle my ass, strutting, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, and my plug shifts inside of me, a constant bright pleasure.

I stand proud, swaying my hips, the attention of the men around us stirring something in me, addictive, intoxicating.  My heels click and beside me Petal struts with me, her poise and grace stunning, her sway and swagger sensual and alluring, deliberate and sexual, provocative.

As we approach the bar I let go of Petal’s hand and Lilith slips off her stool and begins to clap, slowly, quietly, smiling at us.  I flush, embarrassed by her praise but also proud of how well we did, how we excited the crowd with our performance.

“That was perfect.  I’m glad you followed my advice to touch each other more.  You have quite the act the two of you together, and you did well for yourselves.”  Lilith says—she gestures to the pile of tips Petal holds, a substantial bundle of notes, more earned from our short dance routine than we earned for the entire previous night.

“Did you enjoy it?”  Lilith asks.

I nod without hesitation, grinning.  Beside me Petal blushes, bites her bottom lip.

“It was fun… dancing with Jasmine and being watched… I… I liked it.”  She says.

“I’m glad.  So do you two think you might do it again?  I think we could arrange a regular slot for you both if you keep performing like that.  You’d draw in quite the crowd from the way the audience reacted.”

I turn to Petal and she looks as me.  I nod and she nods, an unspoken agreement.  We both look back to Lilith.

“We can do that.”  I say.

Lilith’s grin spread, her smile smug, mischievous.  She looks between the two of us as though examining us.

“Good, good.  That will make a lot of people very happy I’m sure.  Now, I have an offer for you both.  Someone rather special watched your performance and they very much enjoyed it.  They’ve requested a private show, just you two and them, if you’d be willing.”

I pale.  Beside me I feel Petal tense and she is silent.

“What… what would that mean?”  I ask.

“Nothing too demanding.  Just dancing, the two of you, while they watch.  What happens after would be up to you, of course, and I could accompany you if you’d like.

“So we’d just need to dance?”  Petal asks.

Lilith nods.  Her smile is coy, playful, knowing.

“Of course.  And you’d be paid well for that.  Afterward of course if there were other requests you could choose to go along with them or not, but you’d be paid well.  These kind of private performances are the best way to earn large tips and given how you performed on stage I’m certain you’re going to be getting a lot of requests for private shows.”  Lilith says.

“And what would the extra requests be like?”  I ask—the thought of what I might be asked to do, what we might be asked to do, how we might be expected to perform, what we might be made to do, what might be done to us, excites and terrifies me.

Lilith’s smile widens and her eyes sparkle.  She laughs, briefly.

“Oh, I’m sure you can imagine.  And each room has an alarm system if anything happens, and you’re always monitored on camera, for security.  You’re quite safe.  And you’d always be together.  I see that as your unique selling point, so I’d not want to separate you seeing as you both work so well together.”  Lilith say.

Her eyes are almost predatory.  Her smile is bright, coy, seductive.  I turn to face Petal and she looks at me, questioning.

“I… I suppose once, to find out what it’s like wouldn’t’ hurt.  And we’d only be agreeing to dance.  After that we could just see how we feel?”  She says.

I nod, smiling, nervous but eager.  I turn back to Lilith.

“Do we get to know who requested the private dance?”  I ask.

Lilith’s smile does not alter and she shakes her head.

“No.  Not this time.  Normally yes but this time is special, and the not knowing is all part of the surprise.”  She says.

I take a deep breath.  I glance at Petal and she nods and I smile, nod back.  I reach out to take her hand, squeeze it.  I look back to Lilith and we both nod.

“Fine.  We agree.”  I say.

My heart is racing at the thought of what we are both about to do.  My caged cock throbs, aching, and as I squirm the plug inside my ass presses on the bright spot of my pleasure, teasing me, stirring some deep need in me that I know I cannot deny.


Nine

Lilith opens the door and holds it for us.  I step forward and through, into the dark, cool booth, and Jasmine follow me.  Behind us Lilith steps in and the doors swings closed, clicks shut.

The booth is small, three walls with large padded bench seats fitted to the walls, the floor empty, behind us just a door.  The lights are low, a dull pink, and the ceiling is curtained with thin silk so that it is almost as though we are in a tent.  A cool breeze issues from a vent in the wall, the air fresh and sweet.  In the corner a figure sits in shade. 

I stand facing them, waiting, dressed as a sexy bunny-girl with Jasmine, my best friend, a matching pretty bunny-girl, beside me.  They do not move, remain quiet, their face hidden in shadows.

“I saw your dance.  I was very impressed.” 

The voice is soft, feminine, and familiar.  As the figure sits forward, leaning into the light, I realise it is Ms. Walters, the manager of the casino.  She is grinning, dressed in a black cocktail dress, tights and black heels.  Her face is as pretty and beautiful as I remember it and her eyes as dangerous.  I dip my head in a subtle bow.

“Thank you Ms.”  I say.

Lilith, behind us, has not moved, blocks the door.  Jasmine and I are trapped between the two women and there is a fluttering in my belly, nervous but excited.  As I squirm the plug in my ass teases me, making my caged cock throb.

“And Lilith tells me that you’ve been doing well, very well, that your training has been coming along wonderfully.  She told me that you were both naturally gifted, that you’d taken to your new identities and roles quite effortlessly.  Of course, I had to come and see for myself, so I came to watch your routine and I have to say… wow!”

Ms. Walters is grinning, a cheerful confidence that makes me shudder.  The way she watches me, Jasmine, eyeing us as a starving man eyes his first meal.  My cheeks are suddenly hot, blushing, and gnaw on my bottom lip.

Her praise shames me, humiliates me.  That I am naturally gifted as a pretty, sexy girl, that I have taken to being a sensual, seductive, submissive bunny-girl so willingly, so gladly, makes my head spin, confused, floundering, yet, I cannot deny it.  I have enjoyed it, found it easy, natural.  I am happy and the sight of my reflection makes me smile, a buzzing euphoria.  The way men look at me with lust, the way they touch me, the things they want from me, the things they want to do to me, excite me.  I am Petal and I am happier than I have been for a long time.

I turn to Jasmine, my best friend, so pretty, sexy, beautiful.  She looks at me and the way she looks at me stirs the memory of how she touched me, the sensation of her slipping my plug into me.  I smile, my cock aching, and I remember touching her.  From her expression I can tell that Jasmine is as happy as I am, comfortable in her new identity, glad, an unspoken agreement between the two of us.  We both turn back to Ms. Walters

“Thank you.”  We both say.

Ms. Walters’ smile shifts slightly.  She eyes us, studying us.

“I had my suspicions about you both when you came to my office, and I’m not often wrong.  Still, you have impressed me, impressed all of us.  It’s not often that my girls transform so quickly, but I don’t think I can take all the credit.  The two of you, together, helped each other.”  Ms. Walters says.

“But now, as for why I’ve asked you back here.  I want you to perform, as you did on stage, for me, and Lilith.  Are you willing?”  Ms. Walters says.

I am quiet.  Jasmine is quiet.

“And… it’s… it’s just dancing?”  I ask—my voice trembling.

Ms. Walters nods, grinning.  Her eyes are sparkling.

“Just dancing, for now…”  She says.

I take a deep breath.  I glance at Jasmine and we both nod.  I look back to Ms. Walters

“We’ll do it.”  I say.
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Lilith moves to sit beside Ms. Walters and Petal and I stand waiting.  There is no music, yet, and we wait for specific instructions.

“Now, I want you to perform as you did on stage, exactly as you did on stage.  I want to make sure you can repeat that performance, that it wasn’t just a one off.”  Ms. Walters says.

I nod, and Petal nods.  Ms. Walters grins.

“Before we begin though, I want to add a little twist, for my personal enjoyment.  I want you both to strip the other as you dance, though leave the fishnets, heels, and bunny ears on.”  Ms. Walters says.

My belly knots and I am suddenly frozen.  I can not speak and beside me Petal is quiet.

“You will of course both be paid extra for this.”  Ms. Walters says.

“You want us… to…”  Petal does not finish.

Ms. Walters nods.  Beside her Lilith has moved in close, the two sat nestled together, Ms. Walters’ arm draped around Lilith’s shoulders.

“Yes.  I hope that won’t be a problem?”  Ms. Walters says.

I take a deep breath.  It is still just the two of us, touching each other, dancing with each other.  I nod and Petal nods.  I am terrified but excited.

“Excellent.”  Ms. Walters says.  “Also, be sure to follow any instructions I give you during.  They’ll add to the fun, for all of us.”

Ms. Walters leans to the side and presses a button on the wall.  Music starts, a different song to the one that played for us on stage but with a similar beat and rhythm, slow and sensual.

I turn to Petal and she turns to me.  I smile and we start to move, slowly at first, uncertain.  I watch her, the way she moves her body, her face, pretty, sexy, beautiful, and she watches me.  The sight of her excites me, my best friend so glamourous, beautiful.  She smiles at me, her eyes green and bright, red hair, freckled cheeks.  Her painted lips are gloss and plump, her eyes wide with thick lashes, the colours of her eyeshadow making her eyes seem brighter. 

The way she looks at me makes me feels safe, wanted, desired, and I want her, try to communicate my longing for her.  The room drifts away as I focus on my best friend, encouraging her to focus on me.  I want her attention on me.  I want to please her as I want her to please me.

The music drums, beats, pulsing, the bass resonant, throbbing through me, and as I shift, wiggling and swaying, my plug moves inside of me, teasing me, encouraging me, and I move to get more, clenching, my butt moving almost on its own as I dance, exaggerated sensual sexual movements.  I move in time with Petal, grinding with her, a similar routine to the one we performed on stage, close, teasing each other, our eyes locked.  My caged cock is a wonderful agony, my body hot, heart racing, skin tingling, hole full, the bright spot of my pleasure blossoming, expanding.

“Shall we?”  I ask.

Petal smiles at me, her eyes full of emotions that make my heart swell.  She nods.  We raise our hands together, mine on her arms, hers on mine.  Together, as we dance, slow and sensual and seductive, we begin to strip each other.
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I pull off Jasmine’s leotard as she pulls off mine.  Our dancing is clumsier but still full of longing and desire.  There is more touching, my hands caressing her shoulders, chest, running over her nipples, sides, her body slim and smooth and soft.  Her hands run over my arms, back, belly, soft touches, firm, squeezing.

Out leotards fall to the ground and we hold hands, still dancing, as we step out of them, clumsy as our heels tangle amongst the cloth, smiling, laughing.  My heart is soaring.  I stare at my best friend as though seeing her for the first time.  Shaved now, smooth and soft, in fishnets and heels, her bunny ears still on her head, face made-up, she is a perfect girl, prettier and sexier than any girl I have ever known.

She stares at me and smiles, she moves, steps in close, and her hands release mine, slide up my arms, over my shoulders, caressing the back of my neck, running down my back to cup and squeeze my ass.  I whimper as we dance, close now, bodies touching, my hand roaming down to her but, squeezing in turn.

We sway and writhe and rub against each other, the hard bulge of our cages pressed close.  She is warm, sweet, perfect.

“I… I want to tell you something.”  I whisper.

Jasmine only looks at me, her beautiful brown eyes, nods once.  I know I can tell her anything but still admitting this frightens me.

“I… I’ve never been with a girl.  Ever.  All those things I said were just… I made them up because you were having fun.  I… I want you to know.  I want you… I think it’s always been you.”  I say.

Jasmine stares at me, still for a moment, and I am more frightened than I can remember being.  She smiles, blushes.

“I… I lied to… I think I just wanted to impress you but now, here, with you like this I’m glad.  I’m glad I get to do this with you.  You’re so pretty, so sexy.”  She says.

I blush, my heart swelling, threatening to explode.  Before I can think my hands move to Jasmine’s back, the back of her neck, her head, holding her hair.  I lean forward and pull her in to me, kiss her, hard, desperate.  She kisses me back and it is as though my whole body is on fire.

My caged cock is throbbing, pulsing, Jasmine’s cock pressed into my leg as I hold her, kiss her.  As I wiggle against her skin so soft and smooth and silky against mine, the sensation a wonder and a delight, the plug inside me shifts, teasing me, encouraging me, and I moan, whimper.

Our lips press, open, tongues moving slowly, teeth nipping.  I hold my best friend close, grinding to the music, kissing her, holding her, squeezing and caressing her as she holds me, her hands roaming my body, my arms, back, ass, neck, entangling in my hair, pulling.  There is an urgency and a passion in her kisses and the way she touches me that fires me, makes me melt.

Jasmine’s hand snakes in towards my crack and her fingers brush the tip of my plug, pressing it, wiggling it, and the sensation is bliss.  I move my hand to her ass and find the disc of her plug, press it, teasing, and she kisses me harder, moaning in delight.

“I see what you mean Lilith.  The chemistry between the two of them is really quite something.  Watching them has me all hot and bothered.”

Ms. Walters voice snaps me from my haze of lust.  I return to the room flustered and confused.  I pull back from Jasmine slightly, head spinning, but I remain close to her, my body pressed against hers.  I blink, stare at my best friend, and both of us turn to Ms. Walters and Lilith.

“Don’t stop girls.”  Ms. Walters says.

My hands are still moving, still caressing Jasmine, teasing her with her plug as she teases me.  I bite my bottom lip.

“I can’t imagine it’s been easy for you Lilith, watching those two all day, no relief, having to control yourself.”

“Yes Ms..  But I put their training first.”  Lilith says.

Ms. Walters turns to face Lilith.  She smiles, grinning. 

“Well, how about we all have a little fun.  We unlock the girls and let them put on a show for us, and you and I can enjoy ourselves a little.  A reward for how well you’ve done.”  Ms. Walters says.

Lilith’s eyes go wide.  My head spins.  I am still moving against Jasmine, grinding, writhing, her body a delight.

“Yes.  Of course Ms..  Thank you.”  Lilith says.

Lilith does not hesitate.  She jumps up and moves towards us, fishing a key from her pocket.

“Stand apart girls.  This won’t take a moment.”  She says.

We do as we are told, move apart, stand side by side to face Lilith, Ms. Walters, naked except for out fishnets, heels, bunny ears.  Our bodies are smooth, pretty, feminine and my heart is racing, thundering, my cock twitching at the thought of being released.  The idea of what Ms. Walters means by show has me aching, frightened and eager.  I reach out to take Jasmine’s hand and squeeze it, glad that it is her, that we are together, barely able to believe what we are about to do to each other but beyond excited for it.
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I look down as Lilith puts a key in the lock and turns it.  My cage comes apart, falls off, and she repeats the ritual on Petal’s cage, unlocking us both, freeing our smooth, shaved cocks.

“Now, girls, why don’t you show each other a little attention, while we watch.  I’m sure you’ve both been dying to play.”  Ms. Walters says.

Lilith stand up, steps back, moves to sit beside Ms. Walters.

I do no move, flustered, frozen, suddenly timid.  I look at Petal, the sight of her stirs something in me and my cock, freed, begins to swell.  I look down see her cock too hardening, engorging at the sight of me, the effect I have on my friend filling me with joy and pride.

I step forward, towards my best friend, reach out.  My hand closes around her cock, warm and hard, the skin silky, smooth.  She whimpers and I smile.  I lean forward and kiss her, gently, my hand sliding up and down slowly, my heart fluttering.

Petal reaches out, takes my cock in her hand, grips my shaft, and I moan, thrusting, the plug inside me shifting as I wiggle my ass.  My body is almost floating.

“Good girls, but I want to see more than that, and surely you want to experience more than that.  You have such pretty bodies, such pretty faces.  You’re both so sexy.  Don’t you want to know what kind of pleasures being a sexy, pretty girl can bring?”  Ms. Walters asks.

I glance at Ms. Walters, Lilith.  They are close, touching each other now, their hands slowly peeling off clothes.  Lilith is kissing Ms. Walters’ neck and collar bone as she tugs down her dress, freeing her magnificent tits.  They are both so beautiful, so sexy, do alluring and desirable.

I look back to Petal, smile.  She is so much more than them.

“Do you mind?”  I ask—Petal shakes her head.

I am grinning, my head spinning.  I fall slowly to my knees in front of my best friend, her cock inches from my face, my hand still gripping it.  She is hard, throbbing, aching.  My mouth waters, lips tingling at the thought of what I am about to do, at the thought of what want to do.

I look up, look in to Petal’s eyes, green and dazzling.  My cock is throbbing, my body trembling.

“Do you want me to?”  I ask.

She nods, biting her bottom lip, freckled cheeks pink.  She is breathing hard, her cock pulsing as I stroke it.  I am buzzing.  The power I have over her, the power she has over me exotic, addictive, intoxicating.

I turn to look at Ms. Walters, Lilith, and freeze.  They are both naked, beautiful, pretty and sexy, watching us, caressing each other, their hands stroking each other’s cocks, hard and thick and smooth.  They do not stop, both of them moaning, thrusting their hips, grinding, caressing, stroking.  Ms. Walters looks at me, meets my gaze, and grins.

“You didn’t think you were the only two, did you?”  She says.


Ten

I stare at Ms. Walters, at Lilith, their hard, thick, throbbing cocks, stoking each other slowly, their expressions lustful and full of pleasure.  I feel an aching in my belly, a strange longing flowing through me.  Beside me Jasmine too is frozen, staring at Ms. Walters, Lilith, their bare tits, beautiful faces, magnificent cocks.

“I…”  I cannot finish, there are no words.

Ms. Walters smiles, a broad, mischievous grin.  Her hand works up and down Lilith’s shaft, the skin smooth and soft, Lilith’s hands massaging Ms. Walters’ dick, balls, both of them smiling with pleasure, staring at us with eager, hungry eyes.

My cock pulses, hardening, aching, almost painful.  Jasmine, knelt in front of me looks between Ms. Walters and Lilith, and my cock, looks up at me.  Ms. Walters laughs, friendly, kind.

“There’s are two reasons I offered you two the chance to repay your debt by working here.  First, I saw your potential, and I thought it might be good for you, that you might enjoy it more than you’d be willing to admit otherwise.  I think we can all agree I was right on that account.  You’re both quite naturally gifted, talented and pretty, and there’s no denying you two have been enjoying each other.”

I blush.  The fact that her compliments make me buzz in such a wonderful way shames me, humiliates me.  I am happy that she thinks me a talented, sexy, pretty girl.

I look down at Jasmine, see her too blushing, embarrassed, flustered, and our eyes meet.  There is no point denying how I feel now, how I feel about her, how I enjoy her company, her touch, how I long to touch her.  I want her as I know she wants me.  Ms. Walters was right.  I have enjoyed myself more than I remember enjoying myself—I’ve felt free, reborn as the best, happiest version of myself.

“And second, our casino is staffed exclusively with girls like you, girls who only came to understand they were girls later in life.  Yes, we employ a few male bouncers and security staff, and our custodial staff is both male and female, but the girls, the bunny-girls that are the theme of our establishment, are all like you, like me, and like Lilith.  I view us all as a family.  It’s why I founded the casino.  As a home for girls like us who want a chance to be sexy, flamboyant, provocative, but still be safe.  A home for girls like you, I hope.”

I smile and, knelt in front of me, Jasmine smiles.  My heart swells and I feel a sense of warmth and joy that is new and unfamiliar, a sense of comfort and acceptance that is almost enough to make me cry yet, as I watch Lilith and Ms. Walther stroking each other, their magnificent tits bared, my cock still throbs.

“Well, now that we’ve covered that I say we get down to some fun.  I know I’m feeling particularly horny after watching you two, and from the looks of it, now you’ve been released from your cages, so are you.”  Ms. Walters says.

She turns to Lilith, smiling, leans over and kisses her, the two still stroking, hands wrapped around each other’s cocks.  The sight of them, entangled, embraced in passion and lust, make my cock pulse.  Ms. Walters pulls back.

“I could really do with experiencing the delights of your mouth Lilith darling.”  Ms. Walters says.

Lilith smiles, blushing.  She nods.  Ms. Walters releases her grip on Lilith’s cock.

“Of course, it’d be my pleasure.”  She says.

Lilith sinks to her knees on the floor in front of Ms. Walters, and shifts so that Jasmine and I have a clear view.  Her hand glides up and down Ms. Walters’ shaft.  She leans forward, lips parting, and takes Ms. Walters’ length into her mouth.  Ms. Walters moans out loud in delight as Lilith’s lips wrap light, her mouth engulfing more as she leans forward.  I can only watch, mesmerised.  Ms. Walters grins at me.

“Now, why don’t you two girls enjoy yourselves.”  She says.

As I turn to look at Jasmine I shudder, a rush of pleasure as a hand grips my cock, squeezing gently, slipping up and down.  I look down, into Jasmine’s beautiful brown eyes and she smiles at me, opens her mouth, and leans forward.

I stare as Jasmine, my beautiful, sexy, wonderful best friend takes my cock into her mouth.  The sensation is bliss, unlike anything I have ever experienced before and that she is my first makes me happier than I can remember being.  Her tongue laps at the underside of my shaft, teasing my crown, and she leans forward.

My cock head pops into her mouth, warm, wet, and her lips wrap tight.  I bite my lip to keep from moaning but still noise escapes me, the pleasure too much to contain.  I whimper and reach down to run my fingers through Jasmine’s hair, cupping the back of her head gently, thrusting into her hot, tight mouth, her lips and tongue soft, massaging, teasing.

“My, you two are… just so… hot…”  Ms. Walters says—her voice breathy with pleasure and lust as Lilith sucks her cock deeper. 

I turn to watch the two of them, Ms. Walters beautiful, glamourous, Lilith focussed on the joy of sucking her cock.  They are both stunning, sexy, and the sight of them makes my balls tighten.  I turn back to look down at Jasmine, my best friend and she looks up at me with her brown eyes, my cock in her mouth and I smile. 

Jasmine murmurs, the vibrations teasing me, and she leans forward, taking more of my length into the confines of her mouth and I moan, lost in the sensation.  I thrust, the head of my cock brushing the back of her throat, and as she bobs up and down, wet lips tight, tongue undulating, I shudder.

[image: ]

My head is spinning.  I cannot believe what I am doing, how much I am enjoying it.  On my knees as Lilith pleasures Ms. Walters’ cock with her mouth, pleasuring Petal, my best friend, in the same manner.

I am hot, my body burning from within with desire.  The knowledge that all the other bunny-girls are like us, that we are welcome here, that we are like them, that we might be as sexy, glamourous, feminine, beautiful as them makes me flutter.  That they have embraced us, that they understand us, can help us become what we were meant to be, makes my heart swell.  I want to be pretty, sexy, want to be desired.  I want to be as beautiful as Petal is, so that I am worthy of her.

I look up at her, so perfect, and take more of her glorious, hard, throbbing cock into my mouth.  I keep my lips wrapped tight—my first blowjob, my first experience of oral sex, and I am the one on my knees, sucking, licking, and I love it. 

Her cock is soft, smooth, wonderful.  Her slit leaks a thin trickle of precum, the taste bitter and sharp but pleasant, clinging to my tongue and the roof of my mouth.  I bob my head up and down, teasing with my tongue, eager for more.  I want to please her, want her to know how much she means to me.

I suck, gently but firmly, and lower my head down, taking more of Petal’s cock into my mouth, my lips locked tight.  I moan in delight and pleasure, losing myself in the act of pleasing her.  My lips run up and down her smooth, silky flesh, and I press my head down, her hand on the back of my head, guiding me.  Her cock head brushes the back of my throat and I subdue the urge to gag, wanting to take all of it, all of her.  I force myself on and her cock slips into my throat, the act of submitting, taking all of my best friend’s cock into my mouth and throat, makes me moan in delight.

“Such an… eager… cock slut… you are… quite… the pair…”  Ms. Walters says, almost breathless.  “And your mouth Lilith is… as always… amazing… I’m getting close…”

Ms. Walters’ words drive me on and I slip my lips up and down.  Petal thrusts, her cock slipping in and out of my throat, fucking my mouth.  Her cock pulses, throbs, hardening.

“I’m… I’m going to cum…”  Petal says.

Her words fill me with joy and I want to taste her, show her how much she means to me, how much I desire her.  I suck harder, lips slipping up and down faster, tongue lapping, slurping, moaning in delight.  Her whimpers and thrusts make my heart soar and my head spin.

Beside me Ms. Waters groans, and Lilith moans, the sounds pleasure and delight.  I look up and Petal stares down at me, our eyes meeting, and she is blushing, smiling.  Her cock throbs, swells and, as I suck, engulfing her cock, she cums, her dick erupting and filling my mouth with cum.

She thrusts, spurting over and over, my tongue coated in her jizz, the taste almost sweet and I swallow without thinking, willingly, the sensation a delight and I moan in pleasure as she cums for me over and over and over, thrusting as I suck and lap.

As her orgasm subsides, her stream of cum ending, I moan, lapping the last from her, eager to taste it all, pining for more.  Petal moans as I tongue her sensitive shaft.

“That was quite something, but now I want more.  Lilith, are you willing?”  Ms. Walters says.

Lilith pulls her lips off her softening cock with an audible pop and grins, licking the last traces of cum off her lip.  She nods.

“I’d be more than happy to oblige.”  She says.

Ms. Walters looks to us.  Petal’s cock is softening but I still lap, tongue caressing it softly, gently.  My cock is hard, swollen and aching, my mouth tainted by the lingering taste of Petal’s cum, a wonderful memory of how I pleased her.

“How about you two?  I see Jasmine is still in need of some release Petal.  You could always join us and embrace the new you, experience the pleasure that come from being a pretty girl.”

As she speaks Ms. Walters stands.  Lilith moves to sit on the bench seat, her cock hard, long and thick, and Ms. Walters reaches to the side, grabbing a bottle.  She pours and generous dollop of a thick, viscous, clear liquid into her hand and rubs it over the head of Lilith’s cock—Lilith thrusting and moaning at the touch—then wipes the last along her crack, touching herself.  She offers the bottle to Petal who takes it then, as I watch, moves to sit on Lilith’s lap, her legs either side, reaching back to angle Lilith’s cock, sitting slowly.

“Oh fuck yes… that’s exactly what I need.”  Ms. Walters says.

Lilith is silent, eyes glazed with lust and pleasure.  She is grinning, moaning, cock hard and throbbing as Ms. Walters takes it inside her hole, filling herself until she is sat full, the entire length of Lilith’s impressive cock inside of her.  She wiggles slightly, grinding her butt and hips, moaning, smiling.

“You two are free to join in of course.  As you can see I fully recommend it.”  Ms. Walters says.

My cock is pulsing, aching, and I want more than anything to fuck Petal, my beautiful best friend, to claim her as mine, just as I want her to claim me.  I look up, and our eyes meet.

“Do… do you want to?”  Petal asks.

“If you do.  I mean, yes, but only if…”

“I want you to.”  Petal says, interrupting me, smiling suddenly, brightly.  “I want you to fuck me like that.”

I smile, grin, her words making my cock throb.  To the side of us Ms. Waters has begun to shift, riding up and down Lilith’s cock, Lilith’s hands griping her hips, ass.

“I’ll get on all fours.  You can do it from behind.  Just… be gentle… to start…”  Petal says.

I nod, mute, dumb from knowledge that I am about to fuck her, my best friend, the most beautiful girl I have ever known.  I am about to take her virginity just as she is about to take mine and I know that later, when we have recovered, we will do the same again, that she will fuck me just as I am about to fuck her.

Petal drops down onto her hands and knees, lifts her butt up, curving her back, her ass facing me.  The jewel of her plug glitters and I reach forward, toying with it, tugging it, and Petal moans.  I pull, watch as Petal’s hole stretches, and the plug pops out.  Petal whimpers, wiggling her hips, and she pours a dollop of lube into her hand and runs her fingers along her crack, slickening her hole, her entrance wet.  She offers me the bottle and I take it, pour a generous amount of lube over my cock, then shift in behind her, my plug shifting in my hole.

“Are you sure you…”

“Yes!  I’m sure… just… I want it… now…”  Petal says.

She wiggles her hips to encourage me and the sight of her ass, the swell of her butt and hips, her cute cock swaying beneath her, her hole wet and inviting, make my cock harder.  I grip it, angle it, and move forward.  I run the head along Petal’s crack, teasing her hole, the sensation a delight.

Petal whimpers, pushes back, pressing her hold against the head of my cock, her entrance slick and lubricated, soft.  I press, gently, firmly, and my cock pressing into her, parting her hole, stretching her.  The embrace is hot, tight and Petal whimpers, whining, moaning.  I push forward as she pushes back.

“Yes… I… I want you… fuck me… please…”  Petal whispers.

I smile, head buzzing, cock aching.  I press forward, into Petal’s hole, her pucker opening, stretching, gripping me tight.  I push, Petal thrusting back and then, suddenly, the head of my cock pops past her outer ring and I am inside her, deep, her walls clutching my cock.  As I begin to move the plug inside me shifts, pressing into me as I press to my best friend, the twin sensations amazing and overwhelming.

Petal pushes back, grinding her hips and ass, takes more of my cock inside her, and I push in, burying my cock in her tight, hot, slick hole.  My cock throbs, aching, pulsing, and my plug presses on the bright spot of my pleasure.  I pull back, sliding my cock out of Petal’s ass, her walls and hole clutching at me, gripping me, her hips wiggling.  I reach out to grip her ass and slam into her, hard, fucking her, and she moans, her whines of pleasure making me shudder in delight.
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Jasmine fucks me, hard, and I gasp.  The sensation is joy, bliss, better than anything I have ever experienced.  My body is still hot after my orgasm, the memory of her tongue, lips, cumming inside her mouth is still bright and now she is inside me, her cock inside my ass, buried deep in my tight hole, fucking me.  I push back as she grips my ass, thrusting deep, slipping in and out, needing more, never wanting this feeling to end.

“Such wonderful girls.  Just watching you… fuck… you get me… so hot…”  Ms. Walters says.

I turn, Jasmine pounding into me, and see Ms. Walters riding Lilith’s cock, bouncing up and down, Lilith gripping her hip, thrusting into her, and witnessing the two of them as Jasmine fucks my tight ass, my best friend claiming my virginity, makes my cock tingle.  I moan, grinding back, eager to feel Jasmine inside of me.

Her cock slips in, deep, pulls out, teasing at my entrance.  I arch my back to lift my butt higher, offering it, inviting my best friend to fuck me hard, fast, to make me hers.  She fucks me deep, pounding me, hands gripping my ass tight, the sensations wonderful, and I grind my hips, feeling her hard, hot cock slip over my slick walls, teasing the bright spot of my pleasure. 

I watch as Ms. Walters rides Lilith, the pair fucking, as I offer myself up to Jasmine, revelling in the joy of my best friend fucking me, pounding me, filling my ass with her cock.  Her dick is hard, throbbing inside of me, hot, and my hole clenches.  I fuck back, moaning, unable to think, just needing more, her cock inside of me, stretching me, filling me, slipping in and out over and over, teasing, the knot in my belly expanding with each thrust, my cock swaying beneath me, balls taught. 

The sensation is bliss, more than anything I’ve ever felt before, the joy of being a pretty, sexy, feminine girl, the pleasure of being fucked, claimed.  I push back as Jasmine pushes into me, filling me and her belly slaps against my ass. 

“Yes… fuck her… fuck her hard… show her how you want her to fuck you later…”  Ms. Walters says.

Lilith thrusts into Ms. Walters’ hole, Ms. Walters’ cock swaying with each thrust, her tits bouncing.  She is beautiful, glamourous, sexy, and the sight of the two stunning women fucking makes my body tingle.  I push back into Jasmine as she thrusts into me.

“Fuck me!”  I moan.

Jasmine fills me, her cock hard inside of me, pulsing, throbbing, swelling.  She fucks me deep, fast, hard.

“Show me how I should fuck you later.”  I whisper, teasing.

The bliss of Jasmine fucking me makes my mind spin.  Her cock grows larger, harder, and I can feel the pulse of her heart against my inner walls as she fills me with her dick.

“I’m… you’re so tight… I’m close… I’m going to…”

“Cum in me.”  I say without thinking, meaning it more than I have every meant anything.  “Cum inside of me.  Fill me… breed me...”

“You’re sure?”  jasmine asks.

I nod.  The thought of her cumming inside of me makes my body shudder.  Jasmine slams into me harder.

“Fuck yes… fill her up… let me watch… so close… cum in me Lilith while I watch them.”  Ms Walters says.

Lilith fucks faster, harder, the sound of their rutting a series of slaps, flesh against flesh, pounding.  I fuck back, needing more.  Inside me Jasmine’s cock swells and she grips my ass tight, thrusts deep and her cock swells and then, suddenly, pulses, hard, and she is cumming, filling me, her spunk hot, boiling inside of me, pleasure, bliss, my cock aching.

Jasmine fucks into me deep, filling me with her cock and her cum and my cock spasms, cumming again, a thin stream of jizz as I grind onto my best friend’s hard, spasming cock.  Her cum fills me, hot and sticky and thick and wonderful.

“Yes!  Fuck yes!”

Ms. Walters gasps as Lilith thrusts deep, her balls tensing as she erupts inside the glamourous older women, filling her, the two of them cumming as Jasmine and I cum.  I watch as Ms. Walters cock swells, cumming as Lilith fills her, the sensation of Jasmine pressing into me, cumming in me as I cum.  My mind is blank, my heart races and I ride the tide of pleasure and wonder into a new realm of bliss, collapsing, Jasmine collapsing on top of me, her cock still hard inside of me, my ass filled with her cum.

I lie and catch my breath and Jasmine’s cock softens, slips out of my gaping, sensitive hole.  A trickle of her cum leaks out of me, running down over my balls, hot and sticky, the sensation making me smile.

“That was… wow…”  Jasmine says.

I turn back to look at her, grinning.  She looks at me, leans forward to kiss the back of my neck.

“I agree.  We should do that again.”  I say.

“Next time you can suck me though, then you can fuck me like that.”  Jasmine says.

I nod.

“I’d like that.”  I say.

“You two are so sweet.”  Ms. Walters says.

“But, I have bad new… with that show I consider your debt paid.  You’re free to leave.”  She says.

Both Jasmine and I turn to face her.  I feel suddenly adrift.  Ms. Walters smiles at the pair of us, still sat in Lilith’s lap, Lilith nuzzling her back, grinding her softening cock inside of her ass, a thin trickle of cum leaking out.

“However, if you’d like, you could both stay on for a while.  You’d can stay in your room and keep working for me as you have been.  It would give you a chance to explore, have fun with each other, get to know the other girl, and as a bonus the money is very, very good.”

I am silent.  Jasmine, laid on my back, wraps her arms around me to hug me.

“I don’t know.”  Jasmine says.

“It would be a chance for you both to learn about who you are, who you want to be, what you want.  You’re welcome here, as family.  Us girls have to stick together after all.”  Ms. Walters says.

I turn back to look up into Jasmine’s beautiful brown eyes.  She looks at me and I smile.

“I think I’d like to.  I’d like to learn what being Petal is like, so I can be pretty, feminine.  I want to be the best girl I can be, and I’d like to spend more time with you, with Jasmine.  If you want?”  I say.

Jasmine breaks into a wide grin.

“Really?  You want to stay, with me, like this?”  She asks.

I nod.

“More than anything.”  I say.

Jasmine beams.  She leans forward, kisses me on the lips, then turns to Ms. Walters.

“We’re staying.”  She says.

My heart swells and I am happy, happier than I can every remember being.  I am Petal and I am with my best friend, Jasmine, my lover, and I am home.

THE END


HEALSLUT


One

I collapsed on the sofa after a long, exhausting day, and loaded up the screen in front of me, a selection menu for familiar games loading up, making me smile.  It was my ritual after each day, to help me unwind, to help me de-stress and relax and I really needed it today.

Classes had been hard, the intensity of my college course really ramping up in the last month or so, the extra challenge as enjoyable as it was tiring, but it was the social scene of college, or rather my lack of, that left me feeling in desperate need of escape.  I’d been a bit of a nerd at high-school, smart and slim, with niche hobbies and not much interest in the usual high-school pursuits of girls and cars and illicit alcohol.  I’d had a few friends, but I’d been far, far from popular, but that had never really bothered me, because I knew college would be different.

In college there’d be more people like me, I’d make friends, I’d get out there, meet people who liked me for me, and hell… maybe I’d even meet a girl I liked who liked me back.  Or so I thought…

Truth was college was just more of the same, only… maybe even worse.  Working hard I’d got into a prestigious course, and I’d expected it to be filled with people like me, smart, geeky, maybe a bit of a social misfit, and though there were a few people like that, people who I got on with, who were like me, there were far too many spoilt rich kids who were more than happy to act like this was just another version of high-school.  They might not have been as immature, or outwardly rude or dismissive of me, but it still felt the same.

I was an outsider.  I wasn’t into sports, didn’t have a flash car or a wardrobe or the latest fashions, I didn’t have the buff, tall gym body, or a flashy haircut, so what did I matter.  I was short, slim, with a tangle of long auburn curl that were in desperate need of a cut, dressed in a constant uniform of jeans and baggy hoodies.  Though it was true that no one was cruel or mean, it was also true that most of my class barely even noticed me.  I was the plain, unnoticed nobody in the front row, boring, looked over.  I took a deep breath and sighed, college wasn’t forever.  I just needed to work hard and make the most of this opportunity… but right now I needed to relax and unwind.

As I flicked through the options of games to play my eyes settled on an old favourite, an online team based shooter I’d spent far too many hours playing.  I clicked play before I’d even had a chance to properly consider other options, and the screen went black for a moment—I stared at my reflection, a faint smile.

I wasn’t that bad looking.  My face was symmetrical, though my features were a bit too refined and dainty to be classically handsome, and though my hair had grown too long and too wild the tangle of reddish curls made my green eyes and my freckles seem bright and almost… attractive.  I certainly wasn’t bad looking, though I’d been called cute far too many times by girls in a way that made it seem like it wasn’t a compliment.

The screen flickered and brightened, and the games menu loaded up, row after row of various characters I could choose to play, all arranged by their assigned role.  There were the damage classes, built to take down the health of the enemy players as fast as possible, the control classes, with abilities that would structure the flow of movement across the map, limiting enemy players routes to the objective, the tank classes, burly blocks of muscle that were designed to protect their more vulnerable team-mates and soak up damage, leading the team to victory, and, finally, my personal favourite, the healers.

Healers didn’t do much damage, had no abilities to control movement through the map, and definitely could not take damage, dying incredibly quickly when coming under direct attack, but they were, in my opinion the most important members of any team, the most powerful.  Healers kept their team-mates alive, boosting them, empowering them to better kill the enemy team.  They were an essential part of any team, but often worked best when teamed with a tank, a large, powerful defender who protected the team, especially the healer, while the healer served to keep the team, especially the tank, alive.

I flicked through the various options for healers to play.  I’d long since unlocked all the various heroes, and there were many to choose from, but I was drawn, as always, to my favourite.  In all the time I’d been playing this game, I’d sunk easily the most number of hours into one hero, a pretty red haired healer based on an angel design, with flowing white feathered wings in a white gown, with a staff that could ‘bless’ other players with healing.  I’d even unlocked every different skin she had, the various different outfits and appearances I could choose to wear in my games, and though all of them were spectacular, there was only one that I kept returning to—a sexy, flirty design that turned the virginal, innocent angel into a brazen, sexy demoness, her feathered wings becoming large bat wings, her red curls parted with horns, in skimpy body piece, with stockings and suspenders, heels, long gloves, her staff decorated with a hissing serpent.

A tingle ran along my spine as I looked at her, viewing her almost as my own personal hero, my avatar in the game.  When I played it was almost as though I was her, the sexy, brazen demoness, serving my team by healing them, protected by the big, strong tank, serving him with heals as he led our team forwards.  I smiled, soothed, and clicked select.  The hero selection menu vanished and, as the game began to load, I slipped on my headset.
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“Healer, you’re with me.  I want the one damage with me, the rest flank around the right, if you don’t know the route just say.”

A voice boomed, stern, authoritative, and in charge.  No one else spoke, but as we waited in the lobby for the map, waiting for the game to begin, I saw the team splitting up, grouping at the various exits, ready to begin our assault.

“Booty?”  The voice boomed.

Booty?  They were talking to me, and I blushed.  I’d have the username BigBooty since I was a kid, obsessed with pirate games, before I’d understood how most people would take it.  I’d always thought about changing it but… well, after a while it just became a funny joke between me and my friends, and I’d grown to like it.

I looked up at the icon that was lighting up as the voice was talking, and saw it was the tank, a player name SirSpanksALot, playing the surly knight character, a massive, broad bearded knight in battle scarred armour with a massive sword and shield—one of my favourite characters in the game to heal.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, suddenly flustered at the way he was talking to me, blushing.

“Yes.  Sure.  I’ll stick with you and heal you, Sir…”  I said, using his username as he’d used mine.

There was a chuckle on the end of his mic.

“Good girl.”  He said.

I blushed, cheeks hot.  Sure my voice wasn’s super deep or manly, and I was nervous but… I shook my head, realising he was just talking to my character, the sexy demoness healer in heels and stockings, rather than to me, but still, it felt good to be praised by my tank.

As the match time counted down I moved over to stand with the tank, my cute, sexy healer demoness so tiny next to the burly, muscular knight in armour, with one of the damage dealers standing to the side, the other members of our team following SirSpanksALot’s orders, standing by a side door ready to flank.  I felt my my heart fluttering more than usual, as though nervous, though I’d played this game far too many times to be nervous. 

“Don’t let me die Booty, and stick close.  Don’t worry… I’ll look after my girl.”  He said.

He sounded so confident and sure, and I could almost hear his smug, sure grin in his tone.  I bit my bottom lip, blushing, squirming, though not sure why.

“Yes Sir.”  I said.

The doors opened, and the match began.  The tank marched out, charging into battle, the damage dealer to his side, swords out and ready to slice into the enemy team, and I followed behind, ready to serve as my team needed, a subtle glow knowing I was supporting my tank, my team.
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The match was over quickly, a decisive victory,  SirSpanksALot leading us to a swift capture of the enemy team’s points, crushing any resistance they put up, his firm leadership and cunning tactics, the way he commanded the whole team as a single unity, making us an elite kill squad.

After the match I received a group invite to play with them again, and, grinning, pleased they my healing had been good enough, I clicked yes, and we were immediately put into another match, defending this time.  SirSpanksALot again took charge, ordering the team about, the team listening, obeying him.

“Booty, you be a good girl and stick with me again.  Make sure you behave and keep me nice and healed, understood?”

I smiled, enjoying being able to relax, the warm glow of the team’s praise for my healing abilities and skill, my tank’s praise at serving him, just following his instructions and orders, not having to think or worry.  It felt good, my cheeks warm from blushing, aching from grinning.

“Yes Sir, I’ll be right behind you looking after you.”  I said, grinning.

There was another chuckle from the end of SirSpanksALot’s mic.  I felt suddenly hot and flustered, squirming.

“Good girl.”  He said again, praising me.

It should have felt odd, strange, being called a good girl, but it didn’t.  My character was a pretty, sexy female demoness, so it made sense, and it was just nice to be praised, to be wanted.  I bit my bottom lip, a subtle buzzing, tingling at the back of my head, in my belly.  As the game started I focussed on the game not wanting to disappoint, eager to earn more praise.

The second game was more difficult, but we worked hard as a team and fought our way to victory again.  I stuck close to the tank, providing SirSpanksALot with plenty of heals, serving my best to keep him alive, several times earning another good girl from him, which made me blush and grin each time, so that I only worked harder to push onward to victory.  The enemy team adapted quickly to our tactics, but SirSpanksALot shifted our strategy, commanding the team to change out defence around, but told me to still stick with him.

“I need you with me Booty if I’m going to look after my good girl.”  He said.

I blushed, and giggled down the microphone without even realising it, getting flustered.  We pushed on, and fought the attacking team back until, finally, we won, again.

“Great job everyone.”  SirSpanksALot said.  “And good girl on the heals Booty, keep playing like that I might have to make you my personal little pocket healer, make you serve me with your healing whenever I’m playing.”

“Awww… thanks Sir.”  I responded, blushing.

I feel almost dizzy, but the praise was addictive, and the thrill of two amazing victories had gone to my head.  We queued for another match as a team, and then another, going on to win a string of five more victories in a row, some harder, some easier.  Each time SirSpanksALot led the team, commanding them, and each time he told me to be sure to following him.

“If you’re not behind me, how can you serve me Booty?  And how can I protect my pretty little healer?”  He said.

I giggled again down my mic, without even meaning to, blushing, grinning, flustered by the tank’s praise and compliments, enjoying the rush of victory after victory.  Eventually one of our party members had to leave, and we all decided that was sensible place to call it a night.  After our many decisive victories my ranking in the competitive scale had jumped five full points, putting me at an all new personal high ranking.

“Thanks guys.”  I said.  “And thanks Sir.  That was a lot of fun.” 

As I signed out of the game and got ready to log off for the night, I saw a new message icon, and a friend request.  Both were from SirSpanksALot.  I clicked accept on the friend request, flattered that such a talented player though I was a good enough healer to want to friend me, then clicked onto the message.

Hi Booty,

That was great match, and I had a fun time with you as my personal little healslut.  If you ever feel like serving a big, strong Tank Daddy again, just let me know.  I’m always happy to play with a sexy, flirty, submissive, good girl like you.

Sir

I stared at the screen for a moment, blinking, stunned.  What was a healslut?  And… did he think I really was a girl?  I flushed, pink, confused, ashamed, but also, oddly, flattered, almost excited.

Not wanting to lead him on, wanting to explain myself, I sent a quick reply.  I told him I didn’t even know what a healslut was, and that I wasn’t actually a girl, apologised for giving him the wrong idea, and said I’d enjoyed the games, leaving the possibility of playing together again open, not sure quite what he wanted from me, or what he expected.  Within moments another message appeared.

Sorry!

I just assumed.  I checked your stats in the lobby and saw you were a healer main, and you favoured all the sexy healslut skins, so thought you might be, given your username.  Then when you called me Sir and you obeyed me so willingly, flirting with me when I called you a ‘good girl’… I guess I just got the wrong idea.  Apologies if I offended you.

However… the offer is still open.  You’re a great healer and a natural born healslut, and I’d love to play again if you wanted to be a ‘good girl’ for me.  I know we’d both enjoy it…

Sir

I stared at the screen for a moment, even thought about replying, but I had no idea what I’d say.  I was pleased he’d told me I was a great healer, but… a natural healslut?  What did that even mean?  He’d said he’d love to play again if I wanted to be a ‘good girl’, but… I’d already corrected him, told him I was a boy.

I felt an odd mix of emotions that left me confused and also, strangely, excited.  I laughed, blushing, and shut the computer down.  I’d just make sure not to play with him again, it was simple, right?  I wasn’t going to act as his personal healslut, whatever that was, just so he’d call me a ‘good girl’ again… was I?


Two

The next day my mind kept wandering back to the world, healslut, and the way the tank had referred to me as a good girl for healing them.  I kept grinning, not sure why.  Sure, the matches had been fun, a serious of exciting wins, thrilling victories that had pushed me up my my highest personal competitive ranking ever, but… it was weird, really weird. 

I was a boy, a man practically.  Sure I wasn’t the usual definition of masculinity, but it was weird to be called a good girl, right?

And then there was healslut.  What did that even mean?

I sat distracted in lectures, unable to concentrate, squirming, thinking back to the games, the way I’d just followed behind the tank, SirSpanksALot, calling him Sir, doing exactly what he told me without question, obeying him… but that was what a good healer did, listen to orders, and a good tank took control, took charge, led the team to victory.  So why was I blushing in the middle of the day, fidgeting?  Why was there a fluttering in my belly every time my mind drifted back to last night?

Finally, once my day at college was over, once I was out of the busy campus and on my way home, I gave in to curiosity, did what I’d told myself last night I didn’t need to do.  I pulled my phone out and searched the term healslut.

Healslut

A vulgar term for a healer (player) who gains sexual gratification from submitting to and serving a TankDom or DPSDom.  Commonly found in online multiplayer games.

Healsluts are are aroused by the idea and act of submitting to Dominant players.  As a kink it has obvious overlaps with degradation, humiliation, service, D/s, s/m, and may also commonly involve elements of coercion, consensual non-consent, feminization, bimbofication, exposure, free use, and ownership.

As I read I felt my heart race, skipping, a tight knot in my gut, a tingle running up my spine.  I barely recognised any of the terms and they all seemed so… sexual, dirty, almost sinful.  My head was spinning as I thought back to last how the tank, the TankDom, had thought of me as his healslut.  He was thought I was submitting to him, obeying him, serving him.  And I suppose in a way I had been, that’s what a good healer did… they served their team, kept them alive, and that was why I enjoyed playing them.

I thought about how I had called him Sir, using his name in the way he’d used mine, Booty, and then realised how that had seemed to him, as though I was submitting to him before the match had even begun, using an honorific title to refer to him, obeying him without question, the pretty red-headed healer, dressed like a sexy demoness, submitting to him.

I blush suddenly as I think about what the rest of the team must have thought, the way I was acting like a good healslut without even realising it.  Did they think I was some kind of sexual deviant like SirSpanksALot had.  None of them had ever ordered me around like he had though, in fact I’d never met another player like him.

His leadership had led us to many decisive vitories, and he was a very good player.  He’d taken good care of me as his pocket healslut, protecting me from enemy players when they’d attacked me, hoping to separate the two of us so he’d be easier to take down, each time defending me as I healed him, killing those enemy player who’d dared to attack his healslut.

I recalled the way he’s praised me, calling me his good girl, and the way it had made me blush.  Even when I’d corrected him, telling him in my message that I was a boy, he’d said if I ever wanted to be his good girl again…

Confused, head spinning, blushing, I set about searching the other terms I didn’t know, wanting to understand as much as I could about being a healslut.  As I read my heart raced, hands almost shaking, biting my bottom lip as I read about submission, Domination, degradation, sadism, masochism, exposure, feminization, coercion, service.  I was just curious that was all.  It wasn’t like I was ever going to send SirSpanksALot a message asking to play as his healslut again, was I?
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By the time I arrived home I could no longer deny my fascination.  I had read so much, learned so much, discovered so much.  There was a whole world out there of kink and fetish I had never known, yet at the same time it all seemed so… familiar.

As I made my way back to my apartment I had to adjust myself several times to hide my obvious arousal.  The images I’d seen, the things I’d read, seeping into my subconscious, awakening something in me… I was breathing hard, blushing, flustered.  Was I really going to…?

I loaded up the computer almost as soon as the door was shut, and opened up my messages, stared at my screen for a moment, frozen.  I could always play something else, do something to distract me, but for some reason I felt trapped.  It was just one more time, right?  Just one more time to prove to myself that I wasn’t a healslut, that I just enjoyed playing a healer, and being part of a team, that the excitement last night was from winning, for the thrill of a hard won victory.  I was just making sure…

I stared at my screen, the open message, and saw that the tank from last night, SirSpanksALot, was online.  I took a deep breath, and began to type out a short message.

Sir,

I was wondering if you’d be willing to play again today.  I’d be happy to heal if you want to tank.

Booty

I clicked send before I could have second thoughts.  He’d probably say no any way and, even if he didn’t, there was no harm.  It was all anonymous, he didn’t know me, I didn’t know him.  It was just a game, and I was just doing it to double check after what I read about all those kinks, fetishes, perversions.  I wasn’t actually a healslut… the sound of a message notification snapped my from my thoughts.  I clicked open and read.

Booty!

I was hoping you’d message me.  I’ve been thinking about you today, remembering yesterday’s games.  I had so much fun with you…

If you’re happy to submit to me and be my healslut again, to be a ‘good girl’ for me, then I’d love to play.  I’ll send you an invite to party with me.  I’ll be taking you accepting the invite as you agreeing to be my healslut for the evening.

I look forward to our ‘games’…

Sir

As I read the message my hands began to shake, a hot flush to my cheeks, throat, head spinning.  He was so forward, so… Dominant.  I felt almost compelled to just obey, drawn to his take charge tone, the way he assumed my agreement, my willing submission.

Was I really going to accept his party invitation?  That meant agreeing, willingly, knowingly, to be his healslut for the evening, agreeing to submit to him while we played.  Last night, as much fun as it was, was a misunderstanding.  Today was different.  I knew what a healslut was, I knew what a TankDom was.  I knew what Sir wanted, what he expected, my obedience, submission, that it was more than a game, that there was a sexual component, a kink, a fetish.  Me being his healslut would excite him, and he’s assume that I was excited by being his healslut.  I would be agreeing to behave like a ‘good girl’ for him.

A notification popped up, a party invite.  I froze for just a moment, aware of what clicking ‘accept’ meant.  I would be submitting, agreeing to being his healslut.  I was just curiosity, right?  I wasn’t really like that… could I really…

Before I knew it I’d clicked to join Sir’s party.  I’d done it.  I’d submitted to him, agreed to be his healslut, to behave like a ‘good girl’ for him.
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“Hey Booty, ready to by my personal healslut?”  The voice said.

I was Sir, speaking out of my headset.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, flustered, blushing, squirming even though he couldn’t see me, almost… excited.  Why was I doing this?  I should just click ‘leave party’ and block him.  This was silly, but then… I was only curious, it wasn’t serious.

“Yes Sir.  I’m… I’m ready to be your healslut.”  I said, my voice soft, quiet, almost… flirty.

My head was spinning.  Why had I aid that?  What was I doing?  It was like I couldn’t stop myself, almost like another part of my personality had taken control, submitting to this commanding, authoritative TankDom. I shifted in my seat, my cock hard in my jeans, my body hot and tingling in my oversized hoody.

“Good girl.”  Sir said, a deliberate emphasis in his words that made me tingle and blush, nibbling on by bottom lip.  “Now, you just be sure to stay close to Daddy and keep me healed, I’ll protect you and look after you.  You don’t need to worry about thinking either, since I’ll tell you what to do and you just need to obey.  A pretty, sexy girl like you just needs to do what Daddy tells her.  Understood?”

His words were… I felt hot, head spinning, heart racing, my cock throbbing.  Why was he having this effect on me.  I wasn’t a pervert, wasn’t a healslut.  I was a boy, not a good girl...wasn’t I?

“Yes… Daddy.”  I said, my voice soft, breathy, cute and submissive.

I felt a flush of pleasure at submitting to him, a rush of emotions that felt… right.  I smiled as I heard his happy laugh, and I could tell that he was getting excited by me.  Daddy was enjoying this just as much as I was.

“Good girl.  Now, I’m going to queue us for a match, but I’ll keep us in a private party so it’ll only be us two on voice.  No one can hear what I say to you except you, and no one can hear what you say to me except me.  Understand?”

I nodded, smiling, blushing.

“Yes Daddy.” I said, voice still deliberately cute, a subtle submissive tone.

I felt… almost giddy, a rush of emotions.  I could not believe how I was acting, how quickly I had caved, how much I craved his praise, the attention, the thrill of submitting, how it made me feel to call him Daddy, like a good girl.

The game loaded and before I knew it we’d both chosen our characters, Daddy as the big strong knight in battle scarred armour, and me as his personal healslut, the sexy red-headed demoness with wings, in her brazen lingerie, staying close to her TankDom so she could serve him.  As the countdown to the match starting began I felt a tingle run down my spine, a thrill of excitement.  My cock was hard and throbbing, and I felt… almost free.

“You ready to make Daddy proud slut?”  His voice said.

I bit my bottom lip, blushing, feeling small and submissive, cute, sexy, like his toy, his healslut.  Daddy would tell me what to do and I would obey.  He would protect me and I would serve him.  I nodded.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “I’m ready to be your good girl.  Your obedient little healslut.”

And the game began.
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We won the first game, though it victory was more hard fought.  Without Sir on the mic telling everyone what to do, where to go, how to adjust to the enemies team, we had to rely on them following his leadership through emotes, a series of preset animations meant to convey simple requests and commands, and his obvious manoeuvrers across the map, hoping they would follow us and work together.

Most did, but not all.  One player, another damage class, insisted on trying to be the lone hero and win the match alone, going in ahead and dying, constantly, though the rest stayed followed Sir’s lead, and under his direction I kept them alive with my heals, serving my Daddy, keeping the team alive, keeping my TankDom alive. 

“Good girl!”  Daddy said.  “You really such a talented healslut, I’m surprised you weren’t snapped up ages ago to become some TankDom’s personal little slut, submitting to them, following them around and serving them however they want and need.  Being trained to be a better slut by them.”

His words made me squirm, hot and fluttery.  He praised me when I did well, his words crude and almost degrading, calling me his slut, a good girl, telling me I was such a perfect submissive toy, a pretty little whore, an eager bitch desperate for a Daddy to protect her, and insulted me when my healing was off, or I failed to follow his orders precisely, his word burning, humiliating, calling me a worthless cunt, pathetic, telling me I was a disappointment to Daddy, that he’d have to spank me if I didn’t learn to behave like a good girl, if I didn’t make him proud.

I knew  should have been appalled by the way he spoke to me, the things he said to me but… I wasn’t.

His praise made me feel warm excited, wanted, needed, and his insults made me burn with a shame that left me almost breathless and aching, eager to try harder to please him.  Through it all I could not stop grinning, breathing hard, cheeks blazing, nibbling on my bottom lip, squirming as my cock throbbed in my pants, so hard it was almost painful.

We played another game, then another.  Win after win, and I learnt just how to serve Sir as he liked, learned to read his positioning, know when he was going to charge into battle so I could heal and boost him, when he was going to withdraw into a more defensive position so I would need to retreat with him to stay safe, his shield and sword raised to defend my frail, sexy, demoness healer, sheltering behind his hulking frame in battle scarred armour.

As we won another match, this one the easiest and most decisive victory yet, Sir paused before setting our private group of two to join another game.  There was a moment of quiet and I found myself feeling oddly exposed, despite the complete anonymity of the game.  I didn’t know who he was, and he didn’t know who I was.  It was just a game, a game with an extra, fun twist.

I bit my bottom lip, head spinning, not sure what had happened to me, not knowing how to feel.  I could not deny though how much fun I’d had, how excited was.  Was I really a healslut?  This was just a one time thing, wasn’t it, just to see…

“That was fun Booty, but I think I’m going to have to call it a night there.  Real life beckons I’m afraid, though I’d love to stay and play with my little healslut some more.  You were so much fun tonight, and I’ll be thinking about you and how you behaved so well for Daddy.”

I felt myself flush hotter, biting my bottom lip harder.  I giggled without even meaning to, squirming.

“I… I’m really glad your little healslut pleased you and I... I had a lot of fun too Daddy.”  I said—my voice was soft, flirtatious, submissive, coy.

I could barely believe what I was saying, how I was acting.  What was happening to me.  Why was I behaving like this?  It was like I couldn’t stop myself, like I needed to submit to this anonymous man on the other end of my headset.  I felt almost dizzy, a rush of emotions and thoughts I was struggling to process.  I could not deny though how much fun I’d had, how excited I was. 

Acting like Daddy’s pretty little healslut had been far more addictive and pleasurable than I had expected.  I was meant to be just the one, to satisfy my curiosity, but already I was wondering if doing it once more would hurt, when I might be able to find a way to satisfy this shameful, sinful craving.  Was I ready to admit I was, deep down, a submissive, eager healslut?

“I’m very glad to hear that!”  Sir said, his smile obvious in his tone.  “Because I was hoping we might be able to do this again soon?  Do you think you’d like to submit to me again?”

I froze.  This was it… was I really going to do this a second time?  Was I really going to admit this was more than a one of thing to satisfy my curiosity?  Was I going to admit that I wanted this?

“Yes Daddy.”  I said, voice soft and cute.  “I’d like to be your healslut again, your good girl, serve you, submit to you.”

Sir chuckled, obvious pleased.   My blush spread out from my cheeks, my whole face and throat warm with shame and humiliation, my cock throbbing, hard.

“Good girl.”  Daddy said.  “Now, I have a little idea that would make our game even more fun, for both of us, if you’re willing to be a brave girl?”

I froze.  Saying yes was one thing, but taking things even further seemed like I’d be admitting something that to myself, and to Sir, that I’d never even acknowledged before. 

My mind spun.  I wanted to please him, obey him, serve him, and… I was having fun.  It was just harmless fun, right?  It was a game.  That was all, a game with an extra fun twist.  I wasn’t hurting anyone.  I was just… I just… I was a submissive healslut, a good girl… and I wanted to serve, obey, submit.  My body blazed, hot aching, and I smiled, giggling, nibbling my bottom lip, nervous but excited, eager.

“Well Booty, are you willing to make our game even more exciting?”

I nodded, giggling again.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “I’d love to.”


Three

His instructions were simple enough.  Wait until his gift arrived, ordered carefully with a cunning system that let Sir buy me a few things he wanted me to have, but without me having to give him my address, all the while keeping the items a surprise.

I had been reticent at first to accept, but he had been persuasive, almost forceful, telling me it would make out games more fun, for both of us, that he wanted to spoil his good girl, his healslut.  It had felt good, knowing Sir wanted to spoil me, wanted to play more games with me, wanted to make the games more enjoyable for me, for him, make them more exciting, so, eventually, I had given in, and it had felt good to submit to him again, let him have his way, let him persuade me to do just as he wanted.

The waiting though had been harder than I had expected.  After those first matches of me playing as his willing, submissive, obedient healslut, I found myself distracted, unable to fully settle and focus, my mind drifting back to out games during class or my commute, remembering the things he’s said, the things he’d called me, the way he’d talk to me, imaging scenarios as I fell asleep, picturing myself as my character, slim and petite, healing a big, strong, handsome tank, serving them as they called me slut, whore, toy, pet, good girl, the rest of the team watching me, laughing, insulting me when I failed to heal them, calling me useless, worthless, a disappointment, praised me when I did well, calling me good girl, telling me I was pretty, sexy, a good healslut. 

As I waited for the mysterious package to be delivered I avoided the computer, aware that Sir had said we would wait for my package to arrive before we played again, knowing that playing the game without him wouldn’t feel quite… right now.  It was as though, discovering this new part of me, discovering this new pleasure, this new, naughty, dirty need, I had developed an addiction, a craving, a hunger. 

In the quiet moments of my day, and even when I was busy with other thing, I kept thinking about how it had felt to submit, to obey, to hear those words, intended for me, the wash of shame and pride and humiliation and arousal that had been completely intoxicating.  I was nervous about what Sir’s gift might be, but also excited, eager, desperate to see how much more thrilling our games could get.

When the knock on my door finally came, my package arriving, I almost leapt to the door, barely able to contain myself.  I was shaking as I took it from the delivery man, grinning from ear to ear, blushing—did he know what this package was for, could he tell from looking at me that I was a healslut, a submissive, obedient, good girl?  The thought thrilled and terrified me.

Thanking him I shut the door, and hurried through to my small kitchen nook to open the box, plain, simple, assume cardboard with no hint about what might be inside.  I cut the tape with a small knife, and lifted back the flaps, and froze.

This was… I shook my head, cheeks burning, heart thundering, head spinning.  I felt my belly flutter, the room spinning, and my cock throbbed, hard.

The box contained many items, and two other, smaller, sealed boxes, labelled DO NOT OPEN, and a note.  There were a range of toiletries, all pink, girly, feminine, a razor, also pink, and… I blinked, making sure I was seeing it right.

To one side was a set of girl’s underwear, panties, a pink, white, black, and some stockings, hold-ups, thigh high socks, black, white, stripey.  My cock throbbed.  Were they really for… were they really for me?

I reached out, my hand shaking, and picked up the note, opened it, and began to read.

Booty,

Everything in the box is for you, to make you the best, prettiest, sexiest healslut for me.  You want to be pretty and sexy for your Daddy don’t you?

Good…

First, the two sealed boxes are to remain closed.  They are for later games, if you decide to continue playing with me…

Now, the first task is simple enough.  I’m sure by now you’ve seen the soaps and lotions and the sexy underwear.  You are to use them to get ready for our next game.

I want you smooth and soft.  Use a combination of the hair removal cream and the razor.  Be sure to get rid of ALL hair below your eyebrow.  Do not skip any part.  If you want to be a good girl and a sexy healslut you need to me smooth and soft like one, don’t you?

Once you are all smooth and cute for me, you are to dress in the panties and socks I have provided for you.  Choose a set that matches and you feel sexy in, then send me a photo, front and back, to show me you have done as instructed.  Once I am satisfied you have obeyed me I will arrange our next game together.

Have fun sexy,

Sir

At the end of the note was a phone number.  Sir’s phone number.  I was supposed to… shave, dress in panties and cute girly socks, be smooth, make myself sexy for… for Daddy.  My head was spinning, my emotions a mess, cheeks burning, but my cock was hard, aching, throbbing.  Why was I so excited?

I looked down in to the box and took a deep breath.  Was I really going to do as I’d been ordered?  Was I really going to obey?

I giggled, realising there was only one answer.  I’d been waiting days for this box, my gift, waiting to play again with Sir, perform as his submissive healslut.  I’d miss his words, the way her flattered me, flirted with me, praised me, his degrading, humiliating words, the way they made me feel.  I wanted to please him, serve him and… it was all harmless fun really, right?  No one was getting hurt, and we were both having fun.  It was just… just a game.  I was already so excited, curious, eager to see how I looked, how it felt, desperate to make Daddy proud.  There was no way I could resist.
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I lined the toiletries out on the side in my bathroom, then stripped until I was naked, taking a moment to look at myself in the mirror.  I had always been thin and short, petite, and I had always felt out of place amongst other boys, but now, seeing myself, I felt a flush of pride. 

I was almost… cute.  I’d never been muscular or hairy, and now, seeing myself, about to make myself smooth, soft, cute, sexy, pretty, I felt glad for my softer body, my thin arms and narrow shoulders, my round butt, my soft thighs and belly, my dainty features.  I’d make an adorable healslut for Daddy.  I’d make him proud!

As I turned away from the mirror I picked up the hair removal cream, and, after quickly scanning the instructions for a third time, set about applying it.  I smeared it over my calves, shuns, knees, thighs, over my belly, under my arm, over my chest and arms.  My body was already soft, any hair slight and wispy, something I’d felt shamed by, trying to hide as much as possible in the showers after gym class, but now I was glad.  It would make this easier, and would make the final results even better.

My skin tingled, a shiver down my spine, and I felt my dick throb at the thought of being pretty, sexy, dressing in the panties and long socks like a good healslut.  Finally I smeared the hair removal cream over my ass cheeks, wanting to be perfectly soft and feminine, aware that I was going to have a photo front and back.

I stood for a moment, heart racing, and let the cream work for the required amount of time, a strong chemical reek that made me giddy.  Once the time had passed I turned on the shower, waited a brief moment for the water to heat up, the bathroom filling with steam, then stepped under the flow, let the water rinse the hair removal cream off my body, the astringent foam sloughing off to reveal my new, smooth, pretty feminine body.

As I looked down at myself, my smooth, soft leg, my delicate arms, trim waist, round ass, I could not help but grin.  I looked… good, sexy, girly, cute.  My cock throbbed, and I bit my bottom lip, quashing my arousal, eager to finish my task.  I turned and picked up the shaving foam and razor, set to removing the final traces of hair.

I foamed along my cock and balls, shivering at the slick, soft touch, then, carefully, ran the razor over skin, my cock hard, the razor a dangerous caress, making me shudder.  I worked carefully, methodically, to get every last hair, them moved my slick, foamy hand round to my ass, my crack, to catch the final few hairs.

My slick flingers eased up and down, slipping over my hole, making me gasp, the touch suddenly so much more meaningful and intense, a lingering pressure that made me ache, a new hunger blossoming, a need that I had never really been aware of before.  I pressed on though, and ran the razor between my pert, soft butt cheeks, making sure I was completely and utterly smooth, perfectly feminine.

Once finished I picked up the soap I had been sent, a girly shower-gel with a floral, musky, sweet scent, feminine, and I set to washing.  My hands ran over my new body, so soft, so much more sensitive, my skin tingling, cock swelling, throbbing, thought it looked cute now almost… pretty, like a sexy girl-cock.

The thought made me smile, giggle. I washed, the stream and the scent of the floral soaps helping me relax, and as I ran over hand over my butt, washing, I could not help but gasp.  My butt, always quite large and round, felt so smooth and soft now, so sensitive.  I squeezed without even thinking, the sensation a rush of pleasure, biting my bottom lip, flush, and washed, soft motions, fingers creeping towards my crack, along, slippery with soap.

A finger tip pressed at my entrance and I whimpered, my finger pausing on instinct.  Without hair I was so slippery, felt so sexy, pretty… girly.  I pressed with my finger, gently, felt in just barely enter me, wiggling my hips, my cock so hard it was painful, my mind a mess.

I pulled my hand away, quickly, not sure what was happening to me, but not wanting to get carried away.  I still had the panties to try on, the long sock, and I was curious now about how they would feel, how they would look and, after that… I had to send a photo to Daddy.
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Finally washed, I stepped out of the shower and patted myself dry, then applied the moisturiser I had been sent, the lotion leaving my skin soft and delicate, sensitive, tingling, the scent floral and musky, feminine and sexy, making my head spin.  The thought that Sir had bought all of this for me, had picked all of this for me, that he wanted me to smell like his, look like this, feel like this—a musky, sexy, feminine fragrance, smooth and delicate, soft, sensitive—made my cock ache and my cheeks blush.  I felt flattered, humiliated and, more than anything, excited. 

Once dry and moisturised, soft, feeling tingly, I turned my attention over to the panties and socks.  The panties were all tiny, made of soft cotton or silk, so much more delicate than my usual underwear, a range of colours, black, white.  I picked a pink pair, the colour bright, decorated with pink lace and with a cute little pink bow on the front.

They were so soft to the touch, and I pulled them on I shuddered, the material caressing my smooth legs, slipping up, tugging them snug over my hard cock, my round ass, my hips.  I blushed as I realised that, even hard, the tiny panties still managed to contain my dick neatly, my pretty girl-cock looking cute in the panties, a sexy, feminine bulge, smooth and dainty.  Why was this exciting me?  Was there something wrong with me?

I shook my head, giggling, blushing.  It was just a game.  Just harmless fun.  I wasn’t hurting anyone and I was having fun, and Daddy was having fun.  Even the feelings of shame and humiliation were fun.  It might be a little odd, and unusual, but there was nothing wrong with me.  I was just… expressing myself, discovering new part of myself.  I was making myself, and others happy, and not hurting anyone in the process.  If me looking pretty, sexy, and feeling good about myself upset anyone, then it was their problem, not mine.

Resolved, feeling buoyed, invigorated, eager, I turned to pick my socks, choosing a pink and black stripy pair, and then slipped them on, pulling the soft cotton up over my smooth calves, thighs, pulling them as high as I could, loving the way they hugged my legs, defining them, making them seem longer, sexier, prettier. 

With my sock on I looked myself over, feeling almost giddy, unable to stop smiling.  I turned to face the mirror and gave a wiggle, shaking my hips and butt, giggling, my pretty girl-cock still hard in my panties.  The socks ran all the way up to my mid thigh, hugging my legs, and my panties were tight, high cut, skimpy, shaping my butt while exposing lots of leg and cheek, sexy and cute, the flash of skin between the tops of my socks and my panties brazen and sexual, almost wanton, teasing.  Even the cute little bulge of my girl-cock looked sexy.

“There are… pretty comfortable.  And I look pretty good.  I could probably get used to wearing something like this.”  I said, speaking to myself.

The idea of wearing panties and long socks, maybe even stockings, under my clothes during the day left me excited and flush, tingling.  Could I really be that daring?  Some new part of me ached at the thought of wearing underwear like this all the time and I could not help but wonder what was happening to me.

I was wearing nothing except the panties and long socks, my body smooth.  My cheeks ached from smiling.  I had never really like my body, too small and slim, too petite, but now, dressed like I was, shaved, soft, I looked… good, and I felt happy, for the first time in a long time.

I blushed, giggling, posing, then, feeling cheerful, cheeky, playful, I reached out for my phone, opening the camera apps.  One from the front, one from the back.  That was all Daddy had asked for.  I didn’t need to show my face, or anything revealing, just show I’d done as he’d instructed, that I was smooth and dressed pretty for him.

The thought of him seeing my photos, liking them, admiring me, maybe even being excited by me, thinking me a good girl made me blush, squirm, and made my girl-cock throb hard in my panties.  I posed, my butt facing the camera, trying to capture my round, pert, smooth cheeks in my pink panties and my long stripey socks, curving my back and angling my hips to make my ass seem rounder, sexier, my legs longer. 

I took one picture, then changed pose, taking another, then another, each time a different pose.  When I had a good selection I moved the camera round to the front, and posed.  I froze.  There was one, small, problem.  My girl-cock was hard, the bulge in my tiny pink panties obvious.  I took a deep breath and made my decision—Daddy would get to see how excited I was to be smooth, pretty, and wearing the girly underwear be bought for me, and the thought of him seeing my hard girl-cock aching in my panties made me squirm, a fluttering in my belly.

I posed, trying to look cute, feminine, pretty, sexy, and took a photo, then another, then another, each time trying a different pose, working my hips, legs, showing off my smooth, cute body, my dainty, girly figure.

Finished I set about choosing two photos, one front, one back.  It was harder than I had thought it would be, and not because the photos were bad, or because I was worried about how I looked but, surprisingly, because they all looked so… hot.  As I flicked through the images trying to find the perfect two I nibbled on my bottom lip, blushing, grinning, head spinning.

I looked so cute, so pretty, sexy, my round smooth but, long legs, dainty hips and trim waist, my smooth flat belly, even the dainty bulge of my hard girl-cock.  I’d never liked pictures of me before, even when dressed in baggy clothes, hiding away in jeans and over-sized sweatshirts, but theses… dressed in just panties and long socks, body smooth and soft, posing, looking cute and sexy… these photos made me happy.

Smiling, I chose four, three from the back, showing off my ass, hips, legs, and one from the front.  I wondered what Daddy would think when he saw them.  Would he think me sexy?  Pretty?  Cute?  Would his cock get hard looking at my pictures, seeing the bulge of my girl-cock? 

I pressed send before I could changed my mind.  Smiling, flustered, a tinge of shame, humiliation, excitement, happy, buzzing, I threw on just my sweatshirt, baggy and loose, falling to just below my butt to barely hide my panties, knowing even the slightest movement would flash my butt, the bulge of my girl-cock, with my long legs, my long socks, still on display, and I headed out into the living to switch on my computer and wait for Sir’s reply.
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My heart skipped and my belly fluttered when the party invite popped up, and I clicked accept almost immediately, seeing Sir’s name, a tingle running down my spine.  It had been almost twenty minutes and I was beginning to wonder if he hadn’t like the photos, if he’d changed his mind about our game after seeing me—just thinking that had left me feeling bereft, sad, alone, the idea that I wasn’t pretty, cute, feminine enough for him crushing me, the idea that my girl-cock had turned him off me making my heart sink.

“Hello beautiful.”  His familiar voice said.

Beautiful?  That was new, but it made me blush, giggle.  Did he really think I was beautiful, even after seeing my photos?

“Hi Daddy.”  I said, my voice falling into the now easy pattern of soft, breathy, girly, flirty.  “Did you see the pictures I sent you?”

There was a moment of quiet, a soft laughter on the end of Sir’s microphone.

“I did see them, and I liked them very much.  I must say, you are so much prettier and cuter than I was imagining.  If it wasn’t for that cute little hard dick on your photos I’d have thought you’d stolen pictures of a girl off the internet.”

I bushed, hot, flattered and shame by his compliments, that he thought I was so girly and feminine, that he had noticed my hard girl-cock, had called it cute.  I smiled, squirming, my leg tucked under me as I sat on the sofa in just my baggy sweatshirt, panties, and long socks, my smooth thighs and butt on display, my girl-cock throbbing.

“In fact, seeing you got me quite excited.  I had to take a moment to calm down before our… game.”

My eyes went wide.  He had become excited seeing me!  Had he… just imagining him touching himself looking at my photos, cumming, made me hot and achy.

“Now, what do you say to playing a little.  I assumed you’re still wearing what you were in the photos?”

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “I’m wearing just those panties and those socks, with a baggy hoodie because I was cold.”

“Perfect.  I have such a lovely mental image of my healslut now, looking all cute and sexy for her Daddy.”

I squirmed, a fluttery feeling in my belly, heart racing, my girl-cock smooth and hard in my panties, pressing my smooth thighs together.  I felt hot, pretty, wanted, and I could not stop grinning.

“Now, are you ready to submit to your Daddy slut?  Are you ready to obey me, and be a sexy, pretty, good girl?”

There was only one answer.

“Yes Daddy, of course.”  I said, voice soft and flirty.

Sir queued us for a match almost immediately, him choosing the big, burly, strong tank, shield and sword, massive battle scarred armour, me picking the set, red-headed demoness healer, in her skimpy armour and heels.

It felt comfortable, safe, and… hot.  As Daddy bossed me about, ordering my like his personal healslut, praising me for a good heal, telling me off for not doing my best, I felt myself sinking into my role, the submissive, slutty, eager to please healslut.  I blushed, giggling, as he flattered me, feeling pretty and safe, protected by him, serving him.  Even the sting of shame and humiliation as he chastised me for missing a heal or failing to follow his order to the letter  made me tingle, a rush of strange pleasure, a tide of arousal, need, hunger, desperate to serve.

My girl-cock throbbed in my pretty pink panties, a wet patch of precum as I felt by body flush hot, tingling, so smooth and pretty now.  In my long socks and baggy hoodie I felt cute, sexy, the way Daddy ordered me about, calling me his slut, toy, doll, good girl, making me bit my bottom lip and moan. 

I felt… free, liberated, a cute, pretty, sexy healslut for my Daddy, desired, wanted, appreciated, safe by his side, submitting to him, doing as he told me, his good girl.  I flirted, giggling, submitting to Daddy, and he teased me, his words more brazen now, more demanding, more authoritative, commanding.

We won match after match, working even better as a team today, and it felt so exciting, more than just a game, something else now, as though just the act of healing Daddy, serving him, was somehow sexual, each time he protected me from an enemy player feeling safe and wanted, cared for, his healslut.

“You did well today.”  Sir said.  “And knowing you were dressed so cute an sexy while healing me… well, that just made it even more fun.  I couldn’t stop thinking about you and those photos you send me.  You’ve made Daddy very proud, and got me very excited.”

I blushed, giggled.

“Thank you Daddy.”  I said.  “And… I… I enjoy it too.  My smooth little girl-cock is so hard.  I get so excited serving you, the way you… the way you talk to me make gets me so hot.”

“Really?  Well… I’m pleased to hear it.”

There was a soft chuckle on Daddy’s end of the microphone.

“In fact, I think you might be ready for the next step in our game.  You were such a good girl today you earned it.”

“Really Daddy?”  I said, already getting excited to see what else he had in mind for me.  “I… yes!  I’d love to!”

Sir chuckled.  My head was spinning.  I couldn’t believe how I was acting, so flirty and brazen, encouraging him, submitting to him, my body smooth and dressed in panties, long socks, feeling so cute and girly and sexy, but I couldn’t resist.  It felt so good, and we were both having fun.  It was just a game, and it made me feel… good!

“Good girl”  Daddy said.  “Now, the rule is simple.  Wait until tomorrow evening, then open the first of the other boxes I sent you.  It will be clearly labelled.  Follow the instructions inside.”

“Of course Daddy.”

I was grinning, blushing squirming.  I could not wait, and my girl-cock was aching in my panties, so hard, throbbing.  I was so excited after out game, desperate to touch myself and…

“Oh, and one more thing beautiful…”  Daddy said.  “No touching your cute little dick.  No playing with yourself.  No cumming.  Understand?”

I froze.  How did he know? 

Just hearing the words, the way he commanded me, ordering me, I felt a side of shame, burning, his awareness of my need, my arousal, knowing how excited he had made me, how hot wearing the panties, being smooth, looking cute had made me.  I bit my bottom lip and whimpered, small, dainty, submitting to him, eager to serve him, please him.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.

It would be agony, resisting, made worse by the fact that by not touching myself, not touching, not playing with my girl-cock I was serving him, submitting to him—the thought made my whole body throb, desperate, hot, burning.  I would do it though.  I had to.  I had to make my Daddy proud of me, had to serve him, submit to him.

“Good girl.”  He said.  “I can’t wait for tomorrow’s games.”


Four

The day seemed to crawl by, achingly slowly, taunting me.  I could barely contain myself, my excitement, pent up from the night before, yearning to get home, play, desperate for release after obeying Daddy, my mind wandering constantly, remembering how he talked to me praised me, complimented me, teasing, degrading, calling my his good girl.

I spent the day squirming, fidgeting, having to readjust myself and my hard little girl-cock constantly.  It didn’t help that my body was so much softer now, so much more sensitive, my skin smooth and delicate, girly, pretty, and I’d only made things worse for myself by wearing the pink panties and the long sock under my clothes.

At first I’d just wanted to wear them to be, so that I could feel pretty and sexy as I went to sleep, basking in the glow of being a good healslut for Sir, but then, when I’d woken up and got ready for the day, I’d been unable to bring myself to take them off and put on my yucky old boy underwear—they were so baggy and gross and the fabric was coarse and itchy.  It had felt liberating, hot, wearing my pretty panties and sock out of the house, a dirty secret under my everyday clothes, and the tingle of shame only made my arousal worse, my cute little girl-cock aching, desperate, so that by the time I got home I was a hot, aching, quivering mess.

The moment the front door closed I rushed through to my bedroom and opened the second box, eager to begin the game again, to submit to Daddy.  What I found froze me in my tracks.

There were three items, a small bottle with a clear liquid in, a small silver lump of metal, a rounded bulb at one end, connected to a disc at the other by a thin neck, the disc decorated with a pretty pink gem, and a silver metal cage.  A plug, a butt plug, and a chastity cage, for my girl-cock.  I shivered, but was… smiling.  Why was I smiling.  The thought of wearing them both for Sir made me giggle and blush, a rush of excitement and humiliation that was intoxicating.

I picked up the plug first, feeling the weight of it, the silver metal cool and heavy, the bulb thinner at the tip, becoming wider before suddenly rounding off to join the thin neck.  That was supposed to go in my… in my ass?  Would it even fit?  How would it feel, being full as I submitted, served as Daddy’s healslut.  I shuddered, eager to find out, wondering how it would feel to stretch my hole around it, feel it filling me.

I turned my attention next to the cage, a severe looking metal device meant to contain and imprison my pretty little girl-cock.  Just holding it, examining it, made my girl-cock throb.  It was so small, so harsh.  It would make my girl-dick useless.  On the side was a small lock, but there had been no key in the box.  If I put this on then there’s be no obvious way to release myself without exposing my secret to anyone, I’d be completely at Daddy’s mercy if I wanted to get out, wanted to play with my girl-cock… just the though made me shudder. 

At the bottom of the box was a note, similar to the first, and I picked it up and began to read.

Booty,

If you have been told to open this box then you have obviously impressed me.  Well done!

Today’s game is simple.  You are to wear the plug and the cage—I’m sure a clever healslut like you can work out how they work, but if you need help you may message me.  Once they are on you should wear something pretty from the first box, panties and stockings or socks.

I then want a photo, so I have something to look at while we play our game, and so I know you are following my instructions.  Be sure to clearly show your plug and cage so I know you are wearing them.

You might have noticed that the cage has a lock, but no key.  Once you put it on you are agreeing to submit to me, utterly, and you will only be released once you please me, and earn your release.  You are free to reject this off, of course, but understand that doing so will end our play.

I look forward to hearing from you, and seeing you...

Enjoy your new toys,

Sir

My hands were shaking, but belly fluttering.  If I put the cage on I was submitting to him, to Daddy, not just for a game but… until he decided to release me, until I earned release. 

The though made me smile, a buzzing, a craving.  I couldn’t though, could I?  It seemed like madness, giving someone I didn’t know so much power over me.  The cage was solid metal, with no easy escape.  Once I locked the cage on the only way out would be going to the hospital, having a doctor cut it off.  I’d have to show everyone what a pervert, what a healslut I was.

Was I really ready and willing to take that next step, admit that this was more than a game?  Was I ready to submit my body to Daddy, to lock my pretty girl-cock away for him, to deny myself until I had earned release. 

Today had been an agony of fruition, aching to come home, play, and then… cum.  Was I really even considering denying myself just to please Sir?  Was I willing to hand him that power over me, so that I could earn the right to touch myself, my cute girl-dick, cum, by serving him as his healslut, his good girl.

I smiled, giggled, already knowing the answer.  Yes…
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I stripped off in the bathroom and shower, making sure I was completely smooth and clean, then patted myself dry and moisturised, my skin tingling, soft, sensitive.  My girl-cock was hard, throbbing at the though of what I was going to do, so I decided to put my cage on first, before the pretty plug made it all but impossible to calm down.

Taking a deep breath and closed my eyes, tried to calm my mind.  It helped, a little, but I was still too excited to slip the cage on, so I ran a sink full of cold water and soaked a small hand towel.  Girding myself, I squeezed the excess water from the towel and then pressed the wet, cold bundle of cloth to my smooth girl-dick.

The sudden cold made me gasp, loudly, and I wanted to pull away, but I refused, aware that I needed to obey Daddy.  I had to make my girl-cock soft, small, so I could lock it away.

I held the cold towel in place, eyes closed, taking slow, regular breaths.  The throbbing subsided, and after about five minutes I pulled the towel away, shivering, and smiled, by girl-cock finally limp. 

I moved quickly, fumbling with the cage, my excitement mounting as I thought about putting it on, wearing it, being locked away.  I slipped the cold metal around my limp girl-dick, then  clicked the lock into place, sealing myself away, handing over control to Sir.

I shuddered, giggled at the madness of what I was doing, but unable to deny how good it felt, knowing I was his, forced to serve him now, please him, be his good healslut until I had earned release.  My girl-cock twitched, engorging, but in vain, the cage preventing me from hardening, making my pretty girl-dick useless.

The agony and ache spread out, like a cruel tormenting pleasure, only feeding my need, lust, arousal, the shame and humiliation making he squirm, head spinning.  I turned my pleasure to the plug, the heavy mass of silver metal with the pretty pink gem, picking it up and weighing it in my hand.

I was still not sure it would fit, but I had to at least try.  The thought of what might happen to me if I couldn’t slip it into my tight hole made me whimper.

I put the plug down and picked up the small bottle of lube and poured a generous measure out into my palm, then reached back to work the slippery, thick liquid along my crack, my slick fingers teasing around my entrance, pressing in, lubricating my hole, stretching myself.

I moaned, pressed my finger deeper, pressing the tip of a second at my hole, teasing, forcing it into me, my hole stretching, opening, tight, hot.  My caged cock was agony, throbbing in frustration, a cruel, aching torment spreading out, making me feel small and vulnerable and pretty.  I wante, needed, to cum, but couldn’t, not until I had earned it.

Not willing to suffer any more frustrations I slipped my fingers out and picked up the plug, lubing the bulb in my palm.  I reached back, and let the cool metal head run along my crack, pressed the tip at my hole, pressed. 

The plug was slippery, cool, hard, and it stretched me, wider and wider, opening me.  I moaned, loud, the sensation bright and intense, a knot of pleasure in my belly, swelling, blossoming as the pressure built.  My entrance stretched and then suddenly, wonderfully, the plug slipped in, slipped deep, filling me, my hole closing around the thin neck connected to the disc, clenching, the plug buried deep, held in place, the pretty gem decorating my hole like a sexy healslut.

I wiggled my hips without even meaning to, acting on instinct, feeling the plug shift, slippery and heavy, pressing on a knot of pleasure inside me.  I moaned, cheeks flush.  I wanted more, wanted to feel more, but Daddy was waiting for me.

I got myself under control, barely, and washed my hands, then set to dressing, choosing a pair of long white socks with a row of three black stripes at the top, and a cute pair of tiny black panties.  I slipped them on, delighting in how they felt, snug, soft, shaping my butt and legs.  I felt so sexy and pretty and I could not stop grinning.

I paused for a moment to admire myself in the mirror, then picked up my phone, and opened the camera app.  I felt a hot flush and a cold chill at the same time, the though of exposing myself, my caged girl-cock, soft, smooth, useless, locked away, and my hole, plugged, decorated with a pretty pink gem, making me whimper.  I had to show Daddy that was a good girl though, that I’d done as he told me.

I took several photos in just my socks and panties, posing, looking cute, feeling pretty and sexy, then pulled my panties to the side.  I took one photo of my caged girl-dick, cheeks burning with shame, heart racing—was Daddy going to get hard seeing these, would my photos excite him, arouse him?  Then I turned round, pulling my panties just barely down, bending at my waist, using one hand to angle the camera and the other to grip an ass cheek, exposing myself, my plugged hole, the pretty pink gem.  I snapped the photo, then another, taking several, the pose lurid and brazen, sinful, shameful, a dirty healslut showing off her sexy body, her plugged hole, her caged girl-cock.  I giggled, as I chose several pictures, and I pressed send.

My heart was thundering as I slipped on my comfy, baggy hoodie, and I stopped to admire myself, grinning.  I loved how I looked in my panties, long socks, smooth legs and butt.  For once my baggy hoodie made me cute, sexy, instead of just… bleurgh.  I couldn’t wait to hear what Daddy thought of my photos.
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As the invite popped up my heart skipped, and I clicked accept immediately, not wanting to leave Daddy waiting.  My caged girl-cock was throbbing, aching, and I was squirming, my hole plugged, smooth thighs pressing against each other as I fidgetted.

“Hi there sexy.”  Daddy said.

I smiled, blushing, and giggled. 

“Hi Daddy.”

“I saw your photos.  I must say, you looked so sexy all dressed up for me, plugged, caged, my sexy healslut.”

I giggled again, my cheeks burning.  It felt so good to hear him compliment me, call me pretty, sexy.

“And knowing you’re all locked up and plugged for me is going to make our game so much more fun for me, and I bet you’re going to have a lot of fun.  Squirming, smooth, dressed up like a naughty, sexy girl, caged, plugged, obeying your Daddy, serving me.”

His words were hot, almost scalding, branding me.  The way he spoke to me made me feel small and dainty, desired, cute, girly, wanted.  I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came.  My head was a jumbled mess, too many emotions to process, my caged girl-cock an agony of pleasure, my hole clenching around the plug, casing it to shift inside me, my hips and ass wiggling to feel it pressing on the knot of pleasure inside me.

“I… I… yes Daddy.”  I managed to whisper.

Sir chuckled.

“Perhaps we should just get on with out game, rather than expecting my pretty bimbo healslut to think too hard.  I mean, it’s unfair expecting such a pretty girl to also be smart.  It’s not your fault just just a dumb, submissive toy, is it?”

I shook my head, cheeks burning.  I was just a dumb, submissive toy, a sexy healslut, and thinking made my head hurt.  I just wanted Daddy to tell me what to do, to do my thinking for me, so I could relax, let go, serve him.

“No Daddy.”  I whispered, coy and flirty.

“Good girl.”  He said.

The screen in front of me changed, the match screen, and we both chose our character, the pair a familiar duo now, his big, burly tank in battle scarred armour, sword and shield, and my sexy imp healer, in heal and her skimpy outfit.

“Now, just do as I say and make sure to keep me healed.  Your my healslut remember.  You are serving me.  Do well and I might thinking about unlocking that cage… disappoint me and… well… you’ll just have to stay locked up.”

I moaned, whining, biting my bottom lip, squirming.  Concentrating on the game was going to be hard, but I really, really wanted to make Daddy proud of his healslut.
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We played well as a team, me following Daddy’s orders, serving him, him ordering me about, protecting me as we pushed forward, and we won game after game.  I struggled to focus, the plug and the cage both taunting me, making me hot and horny, aching, reminding me constantly just what I was, Daddy’s healslut, that each heal was an act or service, worship, tending to Sir.

His words, his praise, his compliments, his teasing, flirting, and his stern admonishments, all let me tingling, desperate to be his good girl, my whole body shivering as I focussed on healing him, keeping him alive, serving him and my team, listing to his orders.  I squirmed, feeling pretty and sexy, desired, and my caged girl-cock drooled precum in my panties, caged and useless, locked away, my plugged hole a constant distraction.

After five matches of Dady’s teasing I was a mess, struggling to sit still, squirming, fidgeting, my caged girl-cock throbbing in agony, desperate for release, my plug slipping around inside me, teasing me, pressing on a knot of intense, bright pleasure.

I had never felt anything like this before, my head spinning as I struggled to heal Sir, trying to focus on the game, serving him, serving my team, obeying, submitting.  My heart was racing and my belly fluttering, smooth legs in long soft, the soft panties hugging my ass and hip, my nipples hard beneath my baggy hoodie, the material brushing against them. 

I bit my bottom lip hard, trying to concentrate, and I could hear Daddy talking into my ear, telling me what to do, but it was as though I wasn’t fully in my body, floating on a tide of endorphins, the rush of being pretty, being sexy, being Daddy’s healslut.  I felt hot, fluttery, foggy, and as Daddy rushed in to the battle, me following him, serving him, I went to heal him and… missed.

Flustered, unable to focus properly, I missed my heal and I could only watch in horror as Daddy’s health went down to zero and he died.  My heart sank.  I had failed.

The enemy team surged forward, overwhelming me and the rest of the team now our tank was gone, and, buoyed by their sudden success, they pushed on.  I could only watch in horror as the enemy team pushed forward, gaining ground.

Already in the final moment of the game there was nothing we, or I could do.  I stared at the screen, cold, frozen, mind suddenly clear, as we lost.  For the first time since I had teamed up with Daddy, playing as his healslut, we had lost, and… it was all my fault.

The game ended, and I sat silent, remorseful, burning with shame at failing him.  I squirmed, waiting for him to speak.

“Well slut, do you want to tell me what happened?  Why did you let me die?”

His voice was firm, cold, and it sent a shiver a long my spine.  I squirmed, feeling small and meek.  I took a deep breath.  I knew I had to be honest.

“I… I was distracted Daddy.”  I said.  “I… the cage, and the plug, and the nice things you were saying to me… I… I couldn’t focus and I missed my heal.  I’m so sorry!”

I felt awful, like a failure, a disappointment, and it was almost enough to make me cry, a rush of emotion, raw and vulnerable.  I had failed my Daddy!

“So, you got all caught up in the pleasure of being my healslut, so you became too horny and squirmy to be able to focus on serving me?”

I nodded, squirming, nibbling on my bottom lip, blushing.  Even though I felt terrible, like an utter disappointment, I was still so horny, aching for release, my caged girl-cock throbbing, hole clenching on my pretty jewelled plug.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “I… I just… I’ve never done anything like this before and it… it’s all so overwhelming, and the way you make me feel… it’s… it’s hard to think straight… I don’t know what’s happening to me and I… I’m just sorry.  I failed you.  I’m sorry.  If you… if you don’t want me to be your healslut any more understand and… I’m sorry.”

There was laughter, a soft chuckle.

“I’m not letting you go that easily.”  Daddy said.  “You belong to me now, you’re my toy, and you’re far too sexy and fun to toss aside because you made one mistake.  Yes, you failed me, failed the team.  You need to do better for me, be a better healslut for me, but one mistake isn’t going make me give up on such a pretty girl.”

His words made me smile, my heart skipping.  He called me sexy, pretty, fun.  I could still keep being his healslut, and just knowing that made me happier than I could understand.  What was happening to me?  Who was I?  What did I want to be?

My head was spinning, too many emotions, question, but, overriding it all, was a sense of comfort in know that Daddy still wanted me despite me failing him.  I giggled.

“Thank you Daddy.”  I said.

“However…”  There was a pause, and I felt a shiver run up my spine.  “You need to learn from your mistakes.  I won’t have my girl letting me and the team down like that.  I expect you to be better, so, to help you improve, I’m going to have to punish you.”

I froze.  That word… punish.  I felt my caged girl-cock throb, my slippery hole clenching on my plug, causing it to shift inside me.  What was wrong with me?  Why was the idea of being punished exciting me?  I… I wanted to be a good girl for Daddy so I… I need to be punished so I could learnt to be a better healslut for him.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “I understand.”

“Now, I was going to let you out of you cage tonight, up until that final mistake, but it was only a small mistake so the punishment won’t be too harsh, this time…”  Sir said.  However, you let me down, disappointed me, so you are going to stay locked.  No touching yourself, no playing with yourself, no cumming.  You can stay all frustrated while you think about me stroking my cock while looking at those pictures you sent me, cumming while I think about you all pent up without release.”

I flushed, a rush of shame, excitement, humiliation joy.  Daddy was going to cum looking at my pictures, thinking about me… I really did excite him that much.  Just imaging it made me squirm, my girl-cock aching in its tiny cage, frustrated and denied release.

“I… yes Daddy.  I understand.”

“Good girl.  Hopefully this will teach you your lesson, and you’ll behave better tomorrow… since I was hoping, because you did so well for most of our games, that you could open that third and final box.”

My heart skipped.  I was already wondering what else Daddy had in store for me.

“I… I’ll be a good girl Daddy.”  I said.

I giggled, squirming, heart fluttering.  I was already exciting, and could not wait to find out what new, exciting twist Daddy had in mind for our games tomorrow.


Five

The box sat in front of me closed, waiting for me.  I was smiling, grinning, beaming, squirming and aching, so excited I had no words to properly describe how I felt.

I had spent the whole day imagining what new games Daddy had in mind for, unable to focus in class, blushing as I daydreamed about our games, the new twists that lay in store for me.  I had again worn the panties and socks I had been wearing the night before, unwilling to go back to my yucky boy underwear, wanting to keep feeling pretty, sexy, feminine, Daddy’s healslut.

More than once I had caught myself behaving strangely, more girly, blushing often, a subtle wiggle in my step, my hips and ass swaying, a consequence of my plug and my caged girl-cock, an aching, hot, urgent arousal building in me, scalding me, making it hard for me to think clearly, to act like anything other than a pretty, sexy, flirty healslut.

Several times I caught myself eyes men in a strange new way, wondering is my Daddy looked like them, and several time I caught men watching me, smiling, watching the sway of my hips, my ass, as though they knew my secret, that I was caged and plugged, in panties and long, girly socks, as though they were admiring me, as though they wanted me, and each time I blushed, looking away, thought not before smiling at them, fluttering my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip, as though encouraging them.  Was I enjoying having men look at me like that?  Was I enjoying their lustful stares their hungry glances, undressing me?

I didn’t know what was happening to me, but I didn’t care any longer.  I was having fun.  I was happy, happier than I could remember being in a long time.  I was enjoying myself and I wanted to embrace this new side of me, this new, pretty, happy, girly, sexy, joyful, flirty side of myself, and opening the box was just the next step.

My caged girl-dick throbbed as I reached out for it, my panties damp with precum, my hole clenching tight on the thick plug in my ass.  I was going to show Daddy I was his good girl.

I pulled the lid of the box and looked inside, froze.  I had not expected… that...

Inside the box was a single, lifelike cock, a dildo, long and fat, made of a material that made it seem almost like it was real.  I reached out with a trembling hands and wrapped my delicate fingers around the shaft, too thick for my fingers to wrap fully around, and picked it up.

It was heavy, firm, but the surface felt soft, like smooth skin, and it was oddly warm to the touch.  It was so, so much larger than mine, even before I had locked my pretty girl-cock away in my cage for Daddy, but now, holding this thick, heavy, cock while mine was so useless, worthless, it made me ache and squirm in was I did not understand. 

I nibbled on my bottom lip, holding it with both hands, feeling it, stroking it, my belly fluttering.  There was a suction cup on the base, beneath two life like balls, and the head was slightly flared, the crown prominent, with a subtle ridge running around it—it even had a small slit on the top, where cum might…

I shook my head, snapping myself out of my daze, and put the dildo down.  I looked into the box, saw another, larger bottle of lubricant, and a note.  I picked up the note and unfolded it.

Booty,

Well done on making it to box three!

By now I’m sure you’ve had a chance to admire your new toy.  Do you like how large it is?  How long and fat it is?  Well, perhaps you’d be interested to know that I choose this one specifically for its dimensions, since it is the closest I could find to the dimension of my own cock.

Does that thought excite you?  Knowing that when you touch it, play with it, you might, for all intents and purposes, be handing my cock?

Dirty slut...

Now, for the extra twist to our game.  I want you to find a table or stool of some kind that you can sit in front of while we play.  You are to stick you toy to the table in front of you.  Ideally my cock will will be just about level with your face.

Message me when you are all set up, with a photo of you wearing something cute and sexy to get ready and excited for our play time.

I’m looking forward to telling you in person about what you are expected to do… and listening to you do it.

Sir

The instructions were simple enough, and fairly straight forward.  There was a coffee table in front of my sofa that was just about the right height, if I sat on a few cushions on the floor.  First I had to clean up and get changed though.

I looked at the dildo and, knowing it was similar in size to Daddy’s, squirmed.  It was so big.  So much bigger than my pretty girl-cock.  So thick and long, wider even than my plug.  The thought of wrapping my hands around it, my lips, of… fucking it… I whimpered, head spinning.

I needed to focus though.  Daddy wanted me wearing something pretty, sexy, and I had just the thing in mind.  I was already aching to start playing, to show him I could be a good healslut for him, and I couldn’t wait to find out what I was supposed do with my newest toy.
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I chose an outfit of panties and socks, the panties white and soft pink, with pretty pink bows and lace, snug around my ass, my caged girl-cock fitting neatly, a cute little bulge, with matching socks, white, with soft pink bows are the top, and threw on al old baggy jumper, wool, with overly long sleeves and a wide neck that left either dipped low at the front or hung over one shoulder, exposing my neck, my collar bones.

I checked myself in the mirror and smiled, feeling good, a fluttering in my belly.  I looked cute, girly, feminine, pretty.  I mussed my hair, at attempt at a girly style of ‘bed-head’, and I bit my bottom lip, wondering what I’d look like with a little bit of make-up, properly style hair.

What would I look like all dressed up in heels and lingerie, or even an outfit, like a school-girl, or a maid, maybe even a sexy nurse or in a pretty summer dress, maybe dressed punk, in a black corset with lots of pink and black, and dark make-up, or in gothic black dress?  I blushed as I imaged it, excited for it.  I had already come so far, shaved, smooth, pretty, my girl-cock caged, hole plugged, but I wanted to go even further, want to be even prettier, even sexier.

That could wait though, since today I had a game with Daddy, and I did not want to keep him waiting.  I posed, trying my best to look sexy and alluring, flirting with the camera, and took several photos, my legs and ass, the cute little bulge of my caged girl-dick.

I normally hated photos of myself, so much so that I avoided the camera whenever possible, but now, taking these revealing, sexy, photos, feeling embarrassed, but excited, I felt… good.  I looked cute, and hot, and Daddy liked my photos.  I wanted to take more for him, posing, looking sexy, wearing cute outfits and underwear for him, maybe even take more revealing photos, like the slutty girls in porn videos.  Just the thought made my head spin but it was a craving that now it had blossomed would not wither.

Taking photos like this, smooth, soft, in girly underwear, looking cute, feminine, it was liberating, a rush of so many emotions that I could not decipher them all, an addictive euphoria that left me buzzing.  I chose five pictures, a close up of my butt and thighs, one of the cute bulge of my girl cock, two distant shots from the back, sticking my butt out, my long legs in my cute socks, and one from the from, taken from up high, showing off my whole body, flashing my legs and panties, sticking my butt out, with my lips in the shot, pouting as though sending Daddy a kiss.  I hit send, and rushed through to the living room to wait for his response.

I did not have to wait long.

“Hi sexy.”

His voice made me giggle, a tingle running up my spine.  I shivered, my caged girl-cock throbbing, hole clenching on my thick plug, causing it to shift inside me, press on the bright spots of my pleasure.

“Hi Daddy.”  I replied, my voice soft and fluttery, flirty.

“I liked the pictures you sent me.  You’re looking utterly delicious, and that last one, with your lips in… oh my.  You’re becoming quite the flirty little slut aren’t you?”

I giggled, blushing.  I was so happy he had like my photos.  Knowing he got excited looking at me made me feel hot and floaty, wanted, desired.

“Maybe you cold enjoy those photos like you enjoyed my other ones last night?”  I said teasing.

“Oh I intend to, and that reminds me, how was it last night, all locked up for me, imagining me stroking my cock thinking about you, cumming while I imaged you serving me?”

My eyes drifted down to my new dildo, the same size as Daddy’s cock.  I imaged him stroking it, thrusting his hips, cumming, all while thinking about me, looking at the sexy photos I’d sent him.  It made me squirm, ache, a rush of shame and excitement, feeling sexy, pretty, desired.

Daddy wanted me to serve him, and I couldn’t wait to show him I could be a good girl.

“It was so hard Daddy!”  I said.  “I struggled to sleep, I was so frustrated and excited, but I did what you said and I kept the plug in and the cage stayed on.  I haven’t played, or touched myself, or… or cum in days, and it’s so bad I’m struggling to concentrate or even think.”

Sir laughed, softly, clearly amused and pleased.

“That’s just perfect.  You really are just the most wonderful, pretty, slut.”

I blushed, hot, but unable to deny how good it felt to hear him talk about me that way, as though his words were feeding some new fire inside me. 

“Now, onto today’s game, and after today’s photos I just know you are going to enjoy it, you have the most perfect lips for it after all.”  Daddy said, and my mind spun.  “The rules are simple, we play our game like we did yesterday, with you all locked up and plugged, obeying me, serving me, but… to make it more interesting, I want you to tease your new toy with your mouth...”

I froze.  My eyes fell immediately to the dildo stuck to the table in front of me, suddenly more massive and imposing, looming, thick and long, and it seemed almost to throb, taunting me, seducing me.

Knowing it was the same size as Daddy’s only made it worse.  I was going to have to tease the toy with my mouth while playing, with my lips and tongue, with Daddy able to hear any noises I made, trying to concentrate on serving him, healing him, while I used my mouth to…

“… and when I tell you, when you’ve been bad, you are to choke yourself on it, as punishment.  That way I get the pleasure of hearing you gag on my cock when ever you’ve been bad, and you’ll have an incentive to be better, because every time you disappoint me you’re going to have to choke on my fat, long, cock.  Although knowing you, perhaps you’ll enjoy it.  After all, you seem to be such a talented, naturally gifted healslut, you might like take a cock deep into you throat, serving it, having you mouth and throat fucked.”

Sir’s words were scalding, stern and authoritative, commanding.  My cheeks blazed, a rush of emotions, shamed, humiliated, excited, aroused.  The thought of licking, sucking, choking on the fat, ultra-realistic dildo made me hot and horny, my caged girl-cock throbbing, my hole clenching around my plug.

“Understand?”  Daddy said.

I nodded, nibbling on my bottom lip.  I felt small and meek, pretty, Daddy’s sexy healslut, and I ached to serve him.

“Yes Daddy.”  I whispered.
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The game started, me as my cute, sexy, demoness healer, ready to serve, and Daddy as the big strong tank with his sword and shield, ready to protect me, to lead our team to victory.  I felt a shudder of pleasure, a submissive thrill, as he stepped through the doors and the game began, following him, healing and buffing, obeying him as he barked orders.

“Remember slut, you need to be teasing your toy while you play.  I can’t hear any slurping or licking.”  Daddy said.

I blushed, bit my bottom lip, suddenly shy and timid.  I leaned forward as I focussed on the screen and the game, healing, buffing, obeying, and opened my mouth, extended my tongue.

I licked, slowly, starting at the balls of the dildo and working up to the tip, drooling, making loud lapping sounds for Daddy to hear.

“That’s better.”  He said, obviously pleased.  “Good girl.”

I flushed, glad for his praise, and giggled.  It felt good, almost right, and as I struggled to focus on the game I worked harder to tease the cock in front of me, using my lips and tongue to explore it, the sensations radiating out from my lips.

I kissed the shaft, gently, firmly, licked around the head, slurping, drooling, the shaft wet with my spit, and my mouth felt suddenly full of saliva, watering, how, aching.  I kept my eyes on the screen, watching as Daddy battled the enemy team, struggling to obey his orders and keep him healed as I teased my dildo with my mouth.

My caged girl-cock throbbed, hard, only adding to my distraction, and my plug felt large inside my slick hole, almost throbbing in time with my caged girl-dick.  I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the head of my toy, sucking, slurping, working my mouth down, the noises I was making sounding down the microphone.

“All those noises are making me hard slut.  You sound so sexy.  I can’t wait to see you sucking on the real thing.”

My head was spinning, thoughts, emotions, struggling to concentrate.  I sucked harder, imagining it was Daddy’s cock, a real flesh and blood cock in my mouth, throbbing, hard, thick, and I sucked it deeper, mouth tingling, drooling, deliberately making wet, sloppy noises to turn Daddy on, to make him hard.

“Concentrate slut.  You missed that heal and I almost died.  Take it deep as punishment, choke on it until I say stop.”

I did as Daddy said without even thinking, submitting to him utterly, serving him, wanting to show him I was sorry for being a bad healslut.  I took the cock deep, lips tight, tongue lapping, jaw wide, drooping, and the fat head pressed at the back of my throat.  I forced myself down even and I struggled to focus on the game, on serving Daddy.  I choked, suppressing the urge to gag, and I forced the cock deeper, into my throat, unable to breath, spluttering, drooling, a messy, choking healslut being punished, throat fucked.

I held the cock in my mouth, my throat, choking, head spinning, buzzing from lack of oxygen and the thrill of obeying.  I was struggling to hold the cock in my throat while I played, served, but I did not want to disappoint Daddy.

“That’s enough for now.  Go back to teasing with you mouth.”  Daddy said.

I could hear his smug smile, his arousal, and it made me shudder.  I let the head of the fat cock slip out of my throat, shuddering, and went back to sucking gently, lapping, licking, kissing, my mouth tingling, head buzzing.  What would it feel like to suck and worship a real cock with my mouth, to serve Daddy with my lips and tongue.

The games continue, more victories, but it was difficult, and I could barely focus, growing more and more aroused.  At time Daddy had me choke myself again, my throat aching, raw from fucking the cock deep, unable to breath or even really think as I held it as deep as I could, listening to his praise, his compliments as I gagged on the fat, long cock for him.

“Good girl.”  He said.  “You’re becoming such a well trained cock slut for me.  I can’t wait to sample that pretty slut mouth of yours.  The way you take that cock so deep, the way you slurp and suck, it has my cock so hard.  I want to fuck between those fat slut lips of yours and cum down your throat.”

I could not reply, my mouth always working on my toy, unwilling to take my lips and tongue off it, addicted to the pleasure of sucking, serving, but I murmured my arousal, giggling, and Daddy heard me.  What was happening to me?  Why was I so excited by the way he was talking to me?  Why did being called a cock slut arouse me?  Why did the thought of having Daddy fuck his fat cock into my throat, cumming in my mouth, make my girl-dick ache in its cage?

I no longer cared about answers though.  I just wanted to serve, wanted to feel good.  I was happy, free, a pretty, sexy healslut, and I wanted to be a good girl for Daddy.

We won game after game, though it was hard, the hardest the game had ever been for me, the multiple distractions of my caged girl-cock, my plugged ass, my mouth wrapped around the fat cock, Daddy’s distracting words in my ear… my head was a fog of lust and need, arousal, desire, and by body was a quivering, aching mess.

As we pushed forward in the closing moments of another match I felt the knot in my belly swelling, the plug in my ass pressing on a spot of bright, intense joy.  I squirmed, sucking hard on the cock in front of me, slurping, and my eyes closed for just a fraction of a second as I relished the pleasure of being a good healslut serving.

“What are you doing?”  A voice boomed.

Daddy’s voice.  I opened my eyes to see… Sir was dead.  I’d missed another heal.  I’d failed him, again.  Without a tank the enemy team surged forward, killing me, then mopping up the rest of our team.  We’d… lost.  It was my fault.  I’d failed.  I was a miserable, utter disappointment.

WHAT THE FUCK BOOTY!!!!  A message from one of the damage classes popped up.

USELESS FUCKING SLUT!  THAT MATCH WAS WON, WHY THE FUCK DID YOU JUST STOP HEALING???

USELESS, WORTHLESS, PATHETIC LOSER!

YOU’RE UTTERLY POINTLESS, WHY EVEN PLAY HEALER IF YOU’RE NOT GOING TO HEAL.

JUST QUIT THE GAME AND STOP DISAPPOINTING EVERYONE YOU FUCKING SLUT.

DO YOUR PARENTS KNOW WHAT A PATHETIC LOSER YOU ARE???

GARBAGE HEALER WHAT THE FUCK! STUPID BRAIN DEAD SLUT IS PROBABLY TOO BUSY SUCKING COCK TO FOCUS ON THE GAME!!!

TRASH TIER PLAYER.  HOPE I NEVER GET STUCK IN A GAME WITH YOU AGAIN, UTTERLY WORTHLESS PATHETIC PIECE OF SHIT.

The messages popped up one after another, my team mates berating me, telling me what a failure I was, how bad I was, how badly I’d let them down, how worthless and pathetic I was.  The stung but… at the same time I knew they were true.  I’d failed.  I’d let the team down.  I felt worthless and pathetic, worthy of contempt and yet… aroused. 

Their venom and loathing, their disdain, make my smooth little girl-dick throb.  If only they knew they truth, how I was locked away, sucking cock… just the thought of what they might say, what they might think, might so, aroused me.  Would they get hard, mock me, wank off while insulting me—imaged sprang to mind, me serving my team on my knees, making my failure up to them with my slut mouth, sucking their cocks, letting them cum over me as they berated me, called me loser, pathetic, failure.

I shuddered and whimpered, moaning in frustration, need, a tempest of emotions and thoughts.  What was happening to me?  Who was I?  I was… a healslut… but what did that mean?

CALM DOWN EVERYONE.  WE ALL MAKE MISTAKES.  BUT DON’T WORRY.  I’LL PERSONALLY SEE THAT OUR NAUGHTY LITTLE HEALSLUT GETS HER PUNISHMENT FOR FAILING US.

Another message popped up.  From… Daddy.  He told them.  They all knew.  They all knew I was a dirty, slutty, sexy healslut!

OMG I KNEW IT!  A HEALSLUT.  DIRTY SUBMISSIVE SLUT!!! YOU WANT TO SUCK MY COCK BITCH?

YEAH! PUNISH THAT WORTHLESS BITCH AND THEN POST THE VIDEOS FOR US TO SEE!

NASTY! I SAID SHE WAS TOO BUSY SUCKING COCK TO HEAL! NOW SUCK MINE TO MAKE UP FOR LOSING US THAT MATCH!

I was burning, hot, tingling, my caged girl-dick throbbing, flush, shamed and excited, humiliated, aching with arousal.  They all knew that a dirty, filthy, slutty girl I was.

“Now apologise to the team”  Daddy said.

I pulled my lips off the cock in front of me.

“Yes Daddy I whispered meekly.”

I typed out a message, cheeks burning, nibbling on my bottom lip, aching.  I felt so small and vulnerable, but also… liberated, set free, as though I was embracing a part of myself that I’d neglected for two long—I was smiling, grinning, a fuzzy feeling of joy despite the crushing sense of worthlessness.

I’M SORRY EVERYONE.  I’M JUST A SILLY HEALSLUT AND I FAILED YOU ALL.  I’LL TRY HARDER FOR YOU ALL NEXT TIME.

My message popped up on screen.

NOW HOW ABOUT YOU MAKE IT UP TO US SLUT!!

I WANT TO SEE YOUR FAT ASS, SHOW US THAT SLUT BODY.

COME TO MY HOUSE AND MAKE ME A SAMMICH, THEN SUCK MY COCK SLUT.

I was grinning as I read the message.  I’d been bad, failed my team, my Daddy, have been too engrossed in the pleasure of sucking cock to focus on serving, but it felt… good... to admit the truth.  I was a healslut, a submissive toy, a pretty, sexy plaything eager to serve my team, my Daddy.

DON’T WORRY.  I’M GOING TO PERSONALLY SEE TO IT THAT OUR NAUGHTY HEALSLUT GETS PUNISHED FOR DISAPPOINTING US ALL.  I’M GOING TO MAKE SURE SHE LEARNS HOW TO BE A GOOD GIRL FOR HER DADDY…

I felt my whole face blaze.  The screen lit up with messages cheering Sir on, offering him suggestions on what he should to to me, make me do.  Just reading them made me tingle, a rush of too many emotions to process, my girl-dick aching in its cage, useless, frustrated.

I heard Daddy chuckle.

“I mean it beautiful.”  He said.  “I’m going to  have to punish you, for failing me twice, disappointing me twice.  Tomorrow, you and I are going to me in person, and I’m going to show you how a good girl is supposed to behave.”

In person?  My head spun, and my eyes fell to the dildo in front of me.  The same size as Daddy’s.  I giggled, and swallowed the lump in my throat.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “Of course.”


Six

I paused outside the door, frozen, aware this was my last chance to turn away, to stop this madness.  I was still anonymous, just a name on a screen, could still go back to my old life, before the games began, before Sir, Daddy, before I became a healslut.  I could go back to just being me, the old me, the boring, unhappy, miserable me, dressing in boring clothes, never quite feeling right.

The apartment complex was plus and modern, clean, and on the front door was a row of button, each connecting to residence within.  I scanned them for a moment, and my eyes settled on one number, the number Daddy had given me, his apartment, his home.  He was expecting me, we could finally meet, so he could punish me.  I shivered at the thought, grinning, nibbling on my bottom lip.

I could still turn away, walk on, go home.  No one had seen me.  I could put all of this behind me except… I didn’t want to.

I had been happier in the last few days than I had been in year.  Wearing panties, being smooth, feeling pretty, flirting with Daddy over the microphone, serving, feeling wanted, desired.  I blushed, squirming.

Even now I was in panties and it felt… comfortable, right.  I had not worn my old, gross boy underwear since that first time, and I… I didn’t want wear them ever again.  I wanted to be this new version of myself, happy, playful, submissive, flirty, feminine and seductive, in panties, cute long socks, and more. 

I imagined wearing stockings, lingerie, corsets, heels, sexy outfits, posing, feeling free and beautiful, being seen.  It made me blush, deep pink, cheeks hot and my heart thundering, but I craved it.  My old life was lonely and sad and I realised now I had been trying to be what I thought I should be.  Now, though, I was being me.  The me I wanted to be.  Daddy had shown me how to be happy, and carefree, and pretty, how to feel happy, and safe, and excited.  I wanted that, wanted more of it.  I wanted… I wanted to be punished by him.

We were hurting no one, and we were both adults, both having fun.  It made me happy, made him happy.  It was my life and I was going to live it how I wanted… and to hell with anyone else.

I reached out and pressed the button to Sir’s apartment, a quiet buzz reverberating briefly.  There was a moment of silence, then a voice, familiar.

“Hello?”

I froze, took a deep breath, stiffened my resolve.  I wanted this, needed this, and my girl-cock throbbed in my cage in anticipation of the unknown.

“Hi, it’s… it’ me… I’m a little early but…”  I faltered, nervous, excited, my voice soft and quiet.

“Come up.  I’ve been waiting for you.  Everything is ready so don’t worry about being early.”

Daddy’s voice was calm, soft, reassuring.  I smiled, and the door buzzed, offering me entry.

“I… I’ll be right up.”  I said.

I turned away and pushed the door open, entering the building, heading towards my unknown fate, eager to meet it.
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I stopped outside his door and raised my hand to knock, but the door opened before my hand even fell, opened to reveal…

Sir.

He was tall, much taller than me, and well build, broad and tone, with wide shoulders.  He was older than me, by perhaps ten year, maybe more, maybe less.  It was hard to tell, his grey eyes stern but kind, thoughtful, mysterious.  He smiled as he looked down at me, a broad chin, a thick beard on his cheeks and jaw, well kept, short, though longer on top. 

He was… he was hot, and I felt a knot in my belly that I’d never felt around anyone before, our connection, our chemistry, flaring, causing sparks of emotions, nervous and excited, happy, timid, shy, eager, playful.

“Hi.”  I said finally, giggling, blushing.

Daddy’s cheek were flush too, his eyes wide as he looked me up and down, ginning.  It was obvious from his expression he was taking me in, and that he liked what he saw.  Unable to resist I wiggled my hips and ass, a subtle sway, and I nibbled my bottom lip as I waited for him to speak.

“Your photos do not do you justice.  Just… wow.”  He said.

I blushed, my girl-dick aching, throbbing, and my hole clenched around my plug.  The way he looked at me, his words, they all combined to make me giddy, making me feel pretty, wanted, desired.

“You want to come in?”  He asked.

I nodded, and he stepped aside.  I took a deep breath and stepped through the door.  He was a perfect gentleman, guiding me in, his hand just gently brushing the small of my back, sending shivers up my spine.

The door swung closed, the lock clicking into place.  I was alone… with Daddy.

I turned to face him and he was suddenly so close, tall and powerful.  He was so much larger than me, and I felt small, vulnerable, weak, and that thrilled me.  I bit my bottom lip as he stared down at me, my big eyes blinking.

“You wore what I told you to?”  He said.

I nodded, blushing.  He smiled, eyes wide, imagining me in the tiny black panties and the black hold-up stockings he had instructed me to wear, my body smooth and soft, sensitive, my girl-cock caged, my hole plugged, decorated with a pretty pink gem.

“You know you have the most stunningly beautiful eyes.  You body, in those photos, was amazing, but in person you really are quite breathtaking.”

He stood close, moved closer, and I stepped back, away from him, nervous, timid.  I could feel the heat from his body as he kept coming, stepping closer as I retreated, and my back struck a wall—there was no where else to go.  He moved in close, pressed himself gently against me, almost trapping me.  Something thick and hard and hot pressed into my belly.

“I… thank you.”  I whispered.

“And those lips.  You have such pretty lips.”  He said.

I flushed, aching, heart racing. 

“I can’t wait to punish you.”  He said.

I bit my bottom lip.

“I… I can’t either… I… I want to say sorry Daddy, want to show you I can be a good girl for you.”  I said, giggling.

He smiled.

“Then you still want his?”  He asked.

I nodded.  I needed this.

“I do.”  I said.  “I want this.  I… I want you to punish me, want you to… to… let me serve you.”

His grin widened.  He reached up with one hand, running it over my upper arm, stroking, my skin pricking, and his hand roamed over my shoulder up my neck, his face leaning in, body pressing against me.

His hand gripped my hair, a sharp tug making my gasp, my lips parting, and he kissed me, hard.  My first kiss.  I melted.

His lips pressed against mine, urgent, hungry, demanding, his tongue teasing, slipping just barely between mine, my tongue moving on instinct to meet his, his teeth nipping at my bottom lip, making me whimper, his breath, his body, his hard cock.

My girl-dick throbbed painfully in my cage, frustration and need and arousal mounting, my hole clenched around my plug, the thick, metal bulb shifting inside of me.  He tugged my hair, pulling me hard into him, pressing my into the wall, trapped by him, and his free hand roamed down my back, to my ass, squeezing it through my jeans.

I moaned into Daddy’s kiss, relishing it, delighting in it, the way he demanded so much from, the way I offered myself up.  His grip on my ass tightened and I wiggled, feeling small and pretty, wanted, desired, aching to be touched.

He pulled back, breaking the kiss, and I moaned, wanting more.  He smiled at me, breathing hard, clearly aroused, his cock hard and throbbing, pressing into me.

“I think it’s time I punished you then, for being a bad girl, and afterwards, if you’re good, well… maybe I’ll show you how I treat good girls.”

I giggled, grinning.

“Now… into the bedroom, and strip.”  He said.

I was only too keen to obey him.
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He walked me through to his bedroom, through his large, well furnished, tidy apartment.  It was clean, neat, and masculine, and I felt oddly calm and comfortable in his presence, alone with him, his arm around my shoulders, a subtle gesture of ownership.

As we stepped into the bedroom he closed the door behind up.  The blinds on the windows were drawn, and the only light came from two dim lamps on either side of the large bed, the room almost hush, close, intimate.

It was sparsely furnished, the bed massive, a single wardrobe, a dressed, and a very sturdy looking desk.  In one corner was a door leading to the en-suite bathroom.  Daddy stood by the door, watching me, waiting.

“Now, slut.  I’m waiting.”  He said, voice stern, cold, hard like steel.

I nibbled on my bottom lips, nervous, blushing, and nodded.  Slowly, with shaking hands, I began to undress, baring myself in front of Daddy, preparing myself to be punished by him.  I slipped my sweat shirt off first, then unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my jeans.  I let my jeans fall to the floor, exposing my smooth stocking clad legs, the seams running up the back, the lacy tops enclosing my pale, soft thighs, and stepped out of them.

My t-shirt was long enough to keep my panties, my ass and the cute little bulge of my caged girl-cock, hidden.  Daddy looked me over, smiling, a lecherous grin, and I giggled, wiggling  my hips, teasing him.

“And the rest.”  He said.  “I want you in just the panties and stockings I told you to wear for me.  I want to see my sexy healslut’s pretty body.”

I flushed, giggling, heart racing, belly fluttering.  A tingle ran up my spine and I watched Daddy as I wiggled, slipping my t-shirt off slowly, teasing him, nervous, terrified, but excited, eager. 

I pulled my t-shirt up and over my head, exposing my belly, my waist, my chest, my nipples, then dropped it on the floor by my jeans, and stood, almost naked, in just stockings and panties, as Daddy stared at me.  He smiled, laughed, nodding.

“You are so utterly irresistible.  Such a pretty, sexy little slut.”  He said.

His words made my head swim, a rush of emotions and feelings.  I nibbled my bottom lip, wiggling, enjoying the way he watched me, the hard bulge of his cock, so much larger, thicker, longer than mine, my smooth little girl-dick lock away, useless, an aching frustration, rendering me meek, submissive, desperate. 

“Now, turn around.”  He said.  “I want to see that sexy ass of yours.”

I smiled, blushing, and obeyed.  I turned, slowly, wiggling my ass, swaying my hips, and posed with my back slightly curved to make my ass stick out towards Daddy.

I turned to look back over my shoulder and saw him staring at me, grinning, ravenous.  He stepped forward, moving towards me slowly, and I froze, my gaze falling to the hard bulge in his trousers—his cock.  I was making his cock hard.  The thought sent a thrill of fear and excitement through me.

As Daddy stepped in close he reached down with both hands and gripped my ass, one round, plump, firm cheek in each hand, squeezing.  I moaned, pressed back into his palms, aching for his touch, my caged girl-dick drooling precum, plug thick and heavy and almost throbbing in my slippery hole.

Daddy leaned closer, his lips brushing my shoulder, neck, moving up to my ear.  His breath was hot, and he pressed the hard thickness of his cock into my crack, grinding, making me moan as he pressed my plug deeper.

“Now, go bend over the desk.  I’ve been looking forward to spanking you.”

My eyes went wide.  Spank me?  The thought made me weak, made me whimper.  Why did the idea excite me?  I giggled, wiggling in his grip as I looked back over my shoulder.

“Just… please be gentle Daddy.  It’s… this is my first time.”  I whispered, giggling.

Daddy smiled.

“Really?  Well I count myself lucky.”  He said, smiling.  “I won’t be too hard on you beautiful… to start at least, but given how wild you’re driving me, I can’t promise I won’t lose control at some point.”

I sighed, a soft moan of delight.  I could barely wait.
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The surface of the desk was cold against my bare chest, and I shivered, not just from the chill that crept down my spin—a mix of fear and excitement.  I was about to be punished by Daddy.

I stood on tip-toe, legs spread, my arms reaching out in front of me, chest flat, facing the wall, my lower back curved to lift my ass offering it.  I was trembling, nervous, heart fluttering, my girl-cock throbbing in my cage, my tight hole plugged, decorated with the pretty gem, the head just barely visible in my crack, my pert cheeks spread and my panties too skimpy to hide much. 

There were footsteps, heavy and slow, as Daddy moved closer.  A hand caressed one hip, squeezing, making me gasp, then ran down, running over my ass, groping me, fondling me as Daddy moved in closer, pressing himself against me. 

The hardness of his cock pressed into the crack of my ass, pressing against my plug, forcing in it further into my hole, and he squeezed harder.  I moaned, pressed back, unable to control myself, wanting more.

Hi hand roamed down, joined by his other, on gripping my hip, roaming my waist, the other stroking down, caressing my thigh, slipping to my inner leg, fingers just barely brushing against my caged girl-dick.

“Are you read slut?”  He asked.

I took a deep breath, nodded.  I was.  I really was.

“Yes Daddy.”  I said.  “Please… please punish me, make me your good girl, your obedient, pretty healslut.”

He chuckled, laughter warm, and I basked in it, in the glow of his joy.  I wiggled my hips, my butt, feeling his hard cock pressing against me, the way it throbbed, excited by me.  I was pretty, sexy, wanted, desired.  I aroused him, and that thought made me flutter.

“And how could I deny such a polite request.”  He said.  “You just be sure to stay still.”

Daddy stepped back, and his hands left me.  There was a moment where I was alone, waiting, trembling, a chasm of time as I waited for the first strike, the anticipation an agony.

Daddy’s hand fell, suddenly, landing with a sharp crack across my ass, a hot, burning sting radiating out, causing my breath to catch.  My skin seemed suddenly tight, tingling, the pain spreading through me, making my body ache, instantly more sensitive, more alive, but also my mind floating, remote, distant, at peace.

“Just relax.  Accept your punishment.”  He said.

I did as he said, breathed out, allowed calm to wash over me.  Hi hand rose and there was a moment, stretching, and his hand fell again, striking my other cheek, harder his time, causing the desk to shift, making my whole body jump.

The pain swelling, throbbing in time with my heart.  I was sweating, cold, shivering, hot, sensitive, flush.  My mind spun, reeling.  Daddy’s hand caressed me, squeezing the hot sting of his slaps, then tugged, hard, pulling my panties tight into my crack, forcing my plug to shift inside me, exposing the round cheeks of my smooth ass.

His hand rose, fell again, repeating, with no rhythm.  Some strikes where harder, others softer, some coming fast, others pausing for too long, leaving me trembling in anticipation of the pain that was inevitable.  Over and over he spanked me, squeezing me ass, my skin red, bruised, body flooded with endorphins, giddy, buzzing.

My caged girl-cock throbbed, drooling precum, and I submitted, utterly, offering myself up to Daddy, letting him spank the bad girl out of me.  His hand fell, over and over and then, suddenly, there was nothing…

I floated, waiting for the next blow, aching, burning, almost eager for it.  His hand stroked down my back, gently, fingers teasing, almost tickling.  They ran down my spine, to my ass, sore, spanked, bruised, burning, and squeezed, gently.

“You were so well behaved I’d almost think you enjoyed being punished by Daddy.”

My cheeks blazed, hot, a tingle of shame, excitement, a thrill.  Had I?  Why was my girl-cock throbbing, aching?  Why was I smiling?  Had I enjoyed Daddy hurting me?  Making me his good girl?

I giggled, shook my hips, wiggling my ass.

“Maybe Daddy.”  I said, voice soft, teasing, flirty.

“Well in that case…”

His hand roamed up, teasing along my spine again, over my neck, fingers entangling in my hair, then pulled, tugging my head back, hard, lifting me up off the table by my hair.  My breath caught as he pulled me to my feet, then turned me to face him, forcing me to stare up at him.  I could feel my heart beating, trying to break free from the cage of my ribs, my body floating.  I felt… alive, beautiful, week, pretty.  I was his healslut, his toy, his doll, and I wanted to submit to him.

“Get on your knees and show me you’ve learnt your lesson.  Show me you know how to be a good girl for Daddy.”

I smiled.  I understood exactly what he wanted and… I wanted it too, wanted to please him, to serve him, be a good girl for him, be his pretty slut.

“Yes Daddy.”  I whispered.

There was a gentle pressure on the back of my head and I feel, willingly, to my knees, Daddy’s hand still gripping my hair.  I looked up at him, nibbling on my bottom lip, excited for what I was about to do, barely able to believe what I was doing, but unable, and unwilling, to stop myself—with trembling hands I reached up to his belt and began to undo his trousers, the thick, long bugle of his cock a promise of what was to come.
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I pulled his trousers down, slowly, and his cock popped free.  I froze, mesmerized, in awe, heart racing.  It was massive, thick and long, hard and growing harder.  My head spun and my mouth watered. 

“Don’t stop now slut.”  Daddy said.  “I want to sample the pleasure you have to offer me, want you to serve me, and don’t you want to show me you can be a good girl?”

I nodded, and, carefully, pulled his trousers down further, freeing the entirety of his shaft.  With one hand I reach out and, unable to resist, wrapped my fingers around the girth of it, my fingers struggling to enclose it all.  I gripped it tight, stroked, up and down, and Daddy’s gasp of pleasure, the way he shifted his hips, made me giggle.  He liked it.  I was… I was pleasuring him.  Serving him.

I parted my lips, extended my tongue, and leant forward, almost unable to control myself, unable to resist this opportunity.  I felt free, happy, and I wanted more of this.

I pressed my lips to the head of Daddy’s cock, puckered, tight, and sucked, gently, easing forwards.  His cock stretched my mouth and the eased his hips forward, forcing his way in, forcing my lips and my jaw open, my lips wrapped tight, tongue lapping, making his cock wet, and I let him fill my mouth with his prick, still gripping it with one hand, stroking.

It was hot, smooth, hard, a deep masculine musk, and it felt… amazing.

I was on my knees, a pretty slut, a sexy healslut, a submissive toy, his good girl.  I pulled my head back, slipping his cock out of my mouth, and let the head tug at my lips, sucking hard, keeping just the tip inside my mouth.  I worked my hand up Daddy’s cock, palm wet with spit, then bobbed my head back down, working my hand in sync, taking more, lapping with my tongue, letting the head press at the back of my throat, suppressing the urge to gag.

I worked my lips back up, Daddy’s cock slippery now, slick with my spit, then down, my tongue teasing him, and he thrust his hips, gripping my hair.  My mouth was buzzing, tingling, the act of serving him on my knees making my head spin, giddy excited, my caged girl-cock aching, throbbing, hole clenching around his plug.  I was his pretty, sexy, brazen slut.

I let my lips part slightly, drooling over his cock to wet it, wet my hand, then sucked, hard, taking more into my mouth, letting him urge my head down, thrust his cock into my mouth.  With my hand I could control his depth, letting the head just barely slip into my tight throat, let him fuck me as how he wanted, as deep and as hard as he wanted.  I submitted to him.

My head worked up and down, lips wrapped around his fat cock, tongue slurping, hand milking, bobbing up and down.  Daddy fucked me, fucked my mouth, his prick pumping in and out, hot, throbbing, and my whole body was shivering from the pleasure of serving, submitting.

“Fuck… that’s… you are so good at that… you make me want to fill that pretty slut mouth with cum.”

I moaned in pleasure at his words.  The thought of making him cum with my mouth, my lips and tongue and hand, making me whimper, girl-cock drooling in my cage, the thought of swallowing making me yearn for it.  I sucked harder, more eagerly, trying to make Daddy cum, wanting to show him I was a good girl.  The sound of his gasp, the way he thrust his hips, the swelling of his cock told me he was close, and I worked harder, lapping, sucking, lips tight, wet mouth working up and down.

His grip in my hair tightened, and he pulled, easing his cock out of my mouth.  I whined, wanting more, wanting his cum, wanting to suck his fat prick, show Daddy I was his good girl, swallowing, sucking, licking.  As he pulled his cock free I sucked, teasing with my tongue, and it popped free with an audible slurp, making me giggle.

“So eager.  Perhaps later you can suck me again, even swallow my cum like you seem so eager for.”

“Yes Daddy, please… I just… I want to feel you cumming in my pretty mouth, want to swallow it all for you.”  I whisper, teasing.

Seeing the way his fat cock twitched in response to my words made me giggle, and I fluttered my eye lashes, aching for more.  He smiled, clearly struggling to restrain himself.

“However, right now, I want to show you how I treat good girls.”  Daddy’s words carried the promise of pleasure, and I felt an eagerness, a happiness, I had not known before.  “Now, up and on the bed, panties off and legs spread for me.  I want to claim you as my personal, sexy, pretty healslut.”

I smiled, giggled, nervous, but thrilled.  Daddy was going to claim me.  He was going to fuck me, and I couldn’t wait to feel his fat cock stretching my tight, virgin hole.

[image: ]

I slipped out of my panties and almost threw myself onto the bed, aroused, excited, eager to obey, to submit, to be claimed.  The way Daddy watched me, smiling, the hard swell of his thick cock, throbbing, wet with my spit after it had been in my mouth, made me giggled, heart thundering.

I squirmed on the bed, in just my stockings now, practically naked, smooth and pretty and sexy, my girl-cock caged, my hole plugged with my pretty gem.  I stared as Daddy stripped naked, slipping off his shirt and trousers, preparing himself to claim his healslut.  He was so tall and muscular compared to me, broad, handsome, his body coarse with hair and muscle, masculine, powerful, commanding, and he wanted… me… just the thought made my hole clench.

I’d never even really kissed a girl before yet here I was, prepared and aching for this man who had taken control of me, shown me a truth I had never known before, the joy of being pretty, submitting, serving, being smooth and sexy and feminine.  This was who I was.  This was who I had always been, I had just… never realised it.  All those years of not fitting, not feeling quite right… I had been hiding, and now… well, now I was done hiding.

“Daddy… please be gentle with me, this is… this is my first time.”  I whispered, knowing the effect my words would have on him.

I giggled, nibbling on my bottom lip, as his cock swelled, throbbing, slit trickling precum.  He grinned, and his eyes were practically molesting me, roaming my smooth, pretty body, lingering on my hips, my caged girl-dick, my plug, my stocking clad legs.

“I consider myself privileged then, being the first to sample you pretty body, and don’t worry. I’ll ease in slowly, and won’t fuck you hard until you beg me.”

His words lit a fire in me, making me shudder.  My head was spinning.  Who was I?  What was I doing?  Did this make me… but I didn’t care for the answers.  I didn’t care about anything in that moment except for my pleasure, Daddy’s pleasure, serving him, submitting to him, being fucked by him.

“Now, slip your plug out for me, and show me that tight, sexy fuck hole you’ve been training for me.”

I froze, paled, giggled.  The idea of showing off for him, displaying myself for him, that I’d been training my hole for him, transforming into a fuck hole for his pleasure… it was all too much.  I smiled, head spinning, emotions racing, and nodded.

“Yes Daddy.”  I whispered.

I squirmed, wiggling, enticing Daddy, and roamed my hands down my body, stroking, caressing, caged girl-cock aching, drooling precum.  I felt so alive, so smooth, so pretty, so desired.

My hands stroke down, over my bare, smooth thighs, and slipped between my legs, reaching the head of my plug, playing with it, teasing Daddy, getting him excited to fuck me.

“That’s it.  Good girl.”  He said.

I watched him as I played with my plug, pressing it into me, pulling it barely out, and as he stood there, staring at me, admiring me, hard for me, I saw him take a small bottle of clear, viscous liquid, and pour a generous dollop of it over his cock and into his palm.

I gasped, moaning, wiggling my hips, and began to ease the plug out of my fuck hole.  My entrance stretched, splitting wide, wider, and the plug slipped slowly out.  I moaned, the sensation intense, pleasure, need, lust, arousal.  I pulled, gently, firmly, and watched as Daddy began to stroke his cock, lubing it, preparing it to fill me, fuck me, claim me.

I shifted my hips, moaning in need and pleasure, drunk on the sensations, and the plug stretched me, then suddenly, slipped free, leaving my hole empty, gaping, desperate to be full.  I put the plug to the side and spread my legs wide, holding a thigh in either hand to offer myself up to Daddy.

“Please… I’m so empty… please… put your cock inside me… make me your pretty healslut Daddy, use my tight, virgin fuck hole… fuck me, fill me up, make me your slut.”  I whispered, fluttering my eyelashes, flirting, urging him on.

My heart was racing, belly fluttering, my caged girl-cock throbbing hard at the thrill of what I was doing.  I wanted, needed, to be fucked by his big, fat, hard, throbbing cock.

Daddy smiled, stepped forward, stroking his throbbing, slippery cock.  He moved in between my spread legs, towering over me, and shifted, bending, kneeling on the bed, his weight shifting the mattress beneath me.  I felt his hot body press against mine.

“Are you ready for me to make you into my good girl?”  He asked.

I nodded, whimpering, too aroused to speak or even think clearly.  He grinned, leaned over me, and I felt something hard, thick, slippery, run up my crack—his cock.

I shuddered, pressing down, wiggling, desperate to be filled, but the head of his cock slipped away, running up, teasing me.  His weight pinned my down and his hands ran over my body, caressing my, gripping my thighs, hips, ass, chest, fingertips stroking my hard nipples.

“Please...” I whined.

Daddy smiled.  He shifted, and the head of his fat cock pressed again at my entrance, my gaping, trained, virgin, eager hole.  He pressed, and pressure built.  He was so much thicker than my plug, a real, flesh and blood cock stretching my hole, pressing into my virgin ass.  I was about to be fucked, and I… I wanted it, more than I wanted anything else in that moment.

I spread my legs wider, lifting my hips, ass, offering my hole up, my body his to use, serving as his healslut, his fuck toy.  The pressure at my entrance mounted, stretching me, making me moan, my caged cock agony, so hot, heart racing.  Daddy eased forward, his fat prick pressing deeper and then, suddenly, wonderfully, my hole opened, that fat head of his cock popping past my outer ring, and he slipped deep, filling me, fucking me, claiming me.  I was… I was no longer a virgin.  I was a slut, Daddy’s healslut and I was so happy I could have burst.

“Fuck, you are so tight...”  Daddy whispered.

He slipped his cock slowly out, letting the head tug at my entrance, then trust slowly forward, deeper, moving carefully, letting my adjust to the massive size of his hot, hard cock, filling my, fucking my hole, training me as his slut, claiming my tight, pretty ass.  I moaned, gasping, unable to speak, lost on a tide of pleasure—each time he pulled out I felt the loss, wanting more, grinding my hips, and each time he thrust into me, slipping deeper and deeper, I thrust back, the ache of being split open, fucked, used.

We moved together, careful and slow, my fuck hole tight around his fat cock, my body trembling, Daddy’s hands gripping my hips, holding me and I held my smooth, stocking clad legs open, wide, lifting my ass up, offering it to him so that he could fuck me deeper, thrust into me.

“I… yes… so good...”  I moaned.

Daddy leaned in, pressing me down into the bed, and thrust, slowly, filling me, his whole cock slipping into my tight ass, his balls slapping my butt.  He looked down at me, then closed the distance between us, kissed me again, lips meeting, his tongue pressing into my mouth, urgent, demanding, hungry.  I melted, wrapped my legs around his waist and wiggled beneath him, kissing my back as I savoured the sensation of being full, being his slut.

He moved, slowly, easing his cock out, fucking it back in, thrusting in and out, slowly and gentle, letting me get used to his size, the length and thickness.  As he fucked me I felt a bright swell of pleasure inside, unravelling, my caged girl-cock aching, drooling precum, a fluttering, heart racing.  I… I wanted more.

“Harder Daddy.”  I whispered.

Daddy ignored, me, continued to move slow, steady, a gentle fucking that fed the fires of my lust, my pleasure.  My whole body was trembling, my hips moving on their own, wiggling, squirming, desperate to feel more of him, more of the pleasure his fat prick provided.

“Fuck me harder… please...”  I whispered.

Daddy eased his cock in and out, looked down at me, hands roaming my body.  He smiled.

“Beg me… beg me like the slut you are.”  He said.

His words send a shiver through me, and I smiled, nodded.

“Please Daddy, I’m… I’m begging you, please, fuck me hard, make me your slut, use me, fuck me hard and fast, claim me, cum inside me.  I need it… I need it so badly.”

That was all he needed.  He pulled back, pulling his cock almost entirely out of me, the head tugging at my entrance, hands roaming down to grip my hips.  He paused, and I felt empty, aching for him to fill me.

Daddy thrust, suddenly, deep, hard, fast, filling me utterly, knocking the breath from my lungs, and I felt my pretty little girl-cock throb.  He gripped me tighter, his prick stretching my fuck hole, and began to truly fuck me.

His cock worked in and out, faster, harder, his balls and hips slapping against me.  I squirmed beneath his, thrusting back, legs wrapped around him, hole clenching, urging him on, his hands gripping my hips tight, controlling me, using me for his pleasure.

“Fuck… you feel so good, such a pretty little slut, such a tight fuck hole… you’re driving me wild…”

His words blazed through me.  I wanted this, wanted more, wanted to feel him fill me, claim me, breed me, cum in me.  I wanted to be his pretty, sexy, willing healslut, serving him however he wanted.

“Fuck me harder Daddy, use me, fuck me hard, cum in me, train my tight little fuck hole, use my pretty body.  I’m your willing slut, fuck me hard and fill me up with your cum, fill my tight virgin fuck hole with your cum.”

The words tumbled out, breath moans, and I let him use me, thrusting faster, harder, slamming his cock into my tight hole, thrusting back to feel more, the knot of pleasure in my belly tight and bright and overwhelming, my whole body alive with pleasure.

“I’m close… fuck you feel good… such a pretty toy, I’m going to have to use my good girl more often”

The idea of being his good girl, letting him use me whenever he wanted, his fuck toy, his doll, made me shudder, bright joy, and my hole clenched right around his cock.  Daddy thrust deep, and his prick swelled, throbbing, and he held it deep inside my ass, my hips grinding, riding him as he pulled me down onto his fat prick.

“Fuck… yes...”

The sounds of his delight made me squirm and I felt his cock engorge, then suddenly, he was cumming, cumming inside me, filling my ass with his hot, thick, creamy spunk, filling my fuck hole with his cum.  He gripped my hips and held his cock deep, claiming me, breeding me, and I was his healslut.

The sensation and knowledge, being fucked, bred, claimed, filled with cum, Daddy enjoying my tight fuck hole, sent me spiralling over the edge.  Before I knew it I was cumming, my smooth little girl-cock twitching in its cage, drooling cum, my whole body racked with pleasure, my ass hole clenching tight around Daddy’s fat prick.

“Yes… oh god… yes Daddy… fuck!”

We moaned together, cumming together, delighting in out shared climax.  Me squirming, Daddy thrusting, gripping me tight.  I was his slut, his healslut, full of his cum, my ass full of his fat cock, and I was buzzing with joy and pleasure.

Daddy collapsed onto me and took a deep breath, his cock softening inside me, his cum dribbling out my used hole.  The sensation was perfect, and my heart was still racing.

“Was I… was I a good girl Daddy?”  I asked.

He looked at me and smiled, laughed, kindly.

“The best.”  He said.  “I’m going to look forward more training with you.”

I giggled, blushing.

“More punishments.”

I blushed, aching, ass sore from my spanking.

“More serving.”

I bit my bottom lip, hole clenching on his cock.

“More rewards for being a good girl.”

I moaned in pleasure at just the thought.

“Perhaps next time… you could… I mean, if you want… you could… cum… in my… in my mouth.  So I could taste you?  So I could swallow it, feel it in my belly?”

Daddy smiled, leaned forward, kissed me once, briefly, on my lips.  My belly fluttered, heart skipping.  I was his healslut.

“I think we’d both like that.”  He said.

THE END


KIDNAPPED: BECOMING HER SISSY SECRETARY


One

The plain white van sped past, heading down the empty road, anonymous and unremarkable, one of many occupying the busier streets during rush hours, but for some reason I watched it go.  As it turned a corner up ahead I saw the dent on the left rear wheel arch, a spot of rust, and I frowned.  It was the same van I’d seen yesterday, and the day before… and this morning. 

“Probably just delivering parcels or something, or they’re working round here.”  I muttered to myself.

I put the van out of mind.  It was gone now, though the odd sensation at the back of my head, the tingling, the feeling that I was being watched, remained.  I had enough problems to worry about, without imagining new ones out of nothing.

Ms Lansa had extended my probationary period at my new job by a month due to ‘performance issues’.  I didn’t even know what that meant… I’d tried my best, got in early every day and left late. 

Just remembering what she had said before I left work made me squirm, the way my beautiful, stern, domineering boss had told me about my short comings in excruciating detail, the way she had spoken to me, commanding, disappointed, frustrated with my failings.  I had made too many mistakes, had not reached quite the standard she expected from her employees, but she saw how eager I was to please, how hard I was trying, and was willing to give me another opportunity to meet her standards.  I knew I wasn’t the smartest or the quickest, but I figured I could make up for any short comings with hard work.  Apparently I couldn’t. 

Working for Ms Lansa had been almost a dream come true, my boss sexy, authoritative, powerful, and she had been willing to give me a chance where no one else had, and I was failing.  Remembering the look of disappointment in her stunning eyes made my belly clench.  I had tried hard to please her, to work to her standards, but no matter what I had tried I had always been just short.  I could feel my opportunity to become her personal assistant slipping away, if only I could find a way to be better.

I shook my head, dismayed, almost annoyed at myself for imagining it would be different.  People had warned me, but I hadn’t listened.  I’d been too obsessed.

Ever since I could remember it had been all I’d wanted, to work in an office, the competent, efficient secretary to a powerful executive, keeping everything running, the well dressed, smart, infinitely patient and all knowing assistant who was appreciated and rewarded for their ability.  There had only been one problem, apparently… I was a boy, a man, and that was ‘women’s’ work, or so I was told.

I didn’t care though.  I watched TV shows, read office based dramas and murder mysteries, even played office simulator games on my computer when all my friends were playing shooters, pretending to be the all powerful, efficient administrator running everything behind the scenes.  All those stories of beautiful, glamorous assistants and secretaries, so admired and so essential to the proper running of the office—there was just something about the idea of being so appreciated, working quietly in the background to keep everything running perfectly, serving, pleasing.  I was obsessed, and it was all I wanted.  No fancy dreams of being a rock star, or an actor, no lofty goals of doctor, or lawyer, or scientist.  I wanted to work in an office, and now, finally I was there… but it was nothing like I’d dreamed.

It really was a field dominated by women, and it had taken me months of applying and interviews to even get this probationary period, and now… well, now it was all going wrong.

I felt so miserable that I almost didn’t notice the white van drive by again, but I was almost watching for it now so that I couldn’t help but glance in its direction.  It seemed almost to slow as it passed and for a moment my eyes caught those of the driver, an older women, beautiful and austere, so out of place in such a plain white van… but the van drove off again. 

“Probably lost.”  I muttered.

I sank back into my dreary daydreams, wondering why it was all going wrong.  The people were nice enough, friendly and chatty, though very busy.  All the other assistants and secretaries were women, stunningly beautiful and glamorous, the youngest only slightly older than me, and they were polite, but I always felt out of place, so that no matter how hard they tried to be friendly I remained awkwardly self-conscious.  I remained aware that I was an outsider, the odd one out, and everyone knew it—the other women were all so beautiful and glamorous, even sexy, while I was… just not.  I stood out, graceless and clumsy and out of place.

I felt wrong, and though I was now so close to my dream job I couldn’t help feeling more out of place than I ever had before.  I didn’t fit, it was as though I was the wrong shape, a constant niggling that prevented me from connecting and had had only gotten worse, and the realisation sat like a leaden weight in my gut.

I tried working hard to make up for it, but the job was more demanding and complicated than I had thought and I was struggling to even keep up.   I had even tried giving myself a ‘make-over’ of sorts, buying myself new suits and shoes to look good, getting a very expensive hair-cut, but it hadn’t helped… if anything had made the feeling only worse.

All the other men were so much more masculine than me, so much more handsome.  They looked good in their suits, smart and dashing, and I just looked… small and plain and awkward, and they made me feel wrong.

I’d always been the smallest of my peers, the shortest and the thinnest, the softest, but now, working in the office with other men, real men, surrounded by beautiful, glamorous, sexy, women, all of them so talented and competent, I was completely out of place.  I didn’t belong.  After years of dreaming of this, hoping for this opportunity, it was all going wrong.  I could work as hard as I liked, work harder than was possible, and it would never be enough.  They had seen me for the fraud I was.  I didn’t belong, and as soon as this extended probationary period was over I was going to be out, and my dream would be over.  I was never going to be like those women I worked with… they were so much better than me.

I took a deep breath, sighed, and resisted the urge to cry.
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At the noise of an engine behind me, the only other sound on the quiet road, I turned.  There was rarely any traffic on this stretch of my walk home so when I saw it, the white van, crawling slowly behind me, I froze, heart racing.

They were following me.  I felt a cold shiver of dread run along my spine.  I glanced through the wind-shield, saw two women, the stern, austere, beautiful woman I’d seen before, sat behind the wheel, and a younger woman, pretty, smiling, in the passenger seat.  I shook my head, laughing.  Why would two women be following me?  I was being silly.  They were probably just lost.

The van crawled slowly behind me, catching up with me, and I stopped, waited, the street empty and still despite the busy time of day—it was always quiet along this stretch of road, the street narrow, no houses.  The van stopped beside me, and the woman’s window crept down.  She smiled, almost grinning.

“Hello, we were wondering, would you mind assisting us a moment.  We appear to be lost and you look like such a sweet, kind young thing.” 

The woman’s voice was clipped and formal, but commanding.  Her eyes were bright blue, her black hair cut short.  I smiled, nodded.

“Sure.  I can’t promise I’ll be able to help but I’ll do my best.”

The women smiled.

“I supposed that’s all we can ever really ask isn’t it.  That we do our very best.” 

The doors opened, and the women climbed out, the younger holding a large unfolded map.  I hadn’t thought anyone used paper maps any more—no wonder they were lost, I thought to myself. 

“Hi… could you maybe tell us where we are?”  The younger girl asked.

The two women moved around the van towards me.  I smiled, nodded.

“Sure.”  I said.

The older woman was the very definition of cold, stern beauty, dressed in a slim fitting black dress, with black stockings and heels, but the younger girl… she was… breathtaking.  Pretty, feminine, soft and small, she seemed almost the opposite of the older woman’s stern beauty, her smile warm and friendly, with long blonde hair.  She was shorter than the older woman—only slightly taller than me in her heels—with bright make-up and full lips, a figure hugging pink skirt and a white blouse, womanly curves, cute pink heels that clicked on the road as she wiggled towards me, her hips and ass swaying.

She stopped beside me and the older woman moved to stand just behind me, close.  The pair smelt of musky perfume, heady and intoxicating.  Two stunning, sexy women standing so close to me, my head almost spinning.

“Could you show me, just… I’m a bit lost.”  The younger blonde girl giggled as she showed me the map, her pretty blue eyes sparkling.

I could barely take my eyes off her, her full figure, her beautiful face, her long curly blonde hair, the smell of her so sweet, delicious, my heart racing.  She smiled at me, fluttering her eye lashes, charming, alluring.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded, turned to study the map.

I frowned.  This was… this was a map of no city I recognised.  No wonder they were lost.

“Tell me, you wouldn’t happen to be Callum would you?”

I froze.  I didn’t recognise either of them, so how did they know my name.

I turned to look back over my shoulder to the older woman, nodded.  She was smiling, her expression inscrutable.  I felt suddenly worried, the same sense of being watched, pursued, hunted.

“Yes… I’m Callum.  Who are…”

I did not get a chance to finish my question.  The older woman gave a gesture with her head and I felt a cold, sharp pain in my arm.  I turned to see the younger blonde girl withdrawing a small needle from my upper arm.  My arm felt heavy, numb.

“What are you…”  Even as I spoke my words became slurred and heavy.

I felt wobbly, sluggish.  The pretty blonde smiled at me, fluttered her eye lashes, giggling.

“Don’t worry.”  She said.  “We’re going to take very good care of you.”

I wobbled, felt hands lifting me off my feet, my body powerless to fight against them, and I was carried towards the van.  The pretty blonde opened the side door and I was lifted up and put inside, the floor and walls all soft, the interior dark, warm.  The door swept closed.  I tried to move, to struggle, to cry out, but it was too warm and cosy and I was too tired.  I closed my eyes, unable to resist, and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.


Two

It was as though I were spinning in space, or circling some vast cosmic drain, with no sense of space or time, no thoughts, and only a vague awareness of myself.  Slowly that faded and I became aware of soft voices, music, or perhaps static, a mess of sounds that left me confused and calm all at once.

I woke slowly, heavy and sluggish, as though my body were a dead weight that was struggling, reluctant, to emerge from its fugue state.  The noise became louder, less clear, many voices, a vacillating hiss like ocean waves, soothing, leaving me relaxed, happy, giggly.  I took a deep breath, the air clean and fresh, faintly scented, and forced my eyes to open, lids heavy, like steel doors, and I was momentarily blinded by brightness.  I blinked and my vision began to clear.

The ceiling above me was light pink, the walls around me bright pink, and the bed I was lying on was dressed with pink sheets, pillows, covers, soft and comforting and very, very feminine.  My head throbbed, spun.

“Where…”

Memories stirred.  Two women, black hair, blonde, pain in my arm, a white van.  I remembered being thrown in the back, the sound of an engine revving, and nothing more. 

My heart skipped.  I had no idea what had happened to me, or where I was.  A tide of panic and fear washed over me and I sat up, head still foggy, suddenly dizzy—my thoughts were slow and sluggish, as though the pink of the room were infecting me, as though the soft noises, the soothing hiss and the mumble of words, were lulling me.

The room was plainly furnished, a bed, a dressing table with a large mirror and a comfortable chair, a wardrobe, all in various shades of pink, soft and girly.  There was only one door.  The air had a faint scent of peaches.

I shifted to slip out of bed and the sheets fell off me and I froze.  The clothes I had been wearing were gone, I had been undressed and redressed in… a pink silk slip, thin straps holding it over my shoulders, low cut, a lacy, frilly hem falling around my things.  I shifted, blushing, deeply ashamed and confused, and realised that the slip was all I was wearing.  Whoever had undressed and dressed me had taken my pants off and seen… I put the thought out of my head.  I needed to find out where I was, and escape.
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I checked the door first, pulling on the handle as hard as I could, but it was locked firm.  I knocked on it, shouted, but there was no reply, the sound of my knuckles banging hollow and dull, the door thick and heavy and obviously reinforced.

Next I examined the room, opening the wardrobe, which was empty, the dressing table, also empty, and under the bed, but I found nothing.  Dressed in only the pink slip, feeling oddly exposed, I was forced to strip a sheet off the bed and wrap it around me for modesty, wearing it like a cross between a dress and a toga.

The walls were all solid, and the noise came from speakers set into the ceiling, which was too high to reach, there was a single air vent from which a soft breeze issued, sweet and fresh.  I should have been panicking, fretting, but even as my search turned up nothing, no information, no way to escape, I found myself calming, the quiet hiss and mumble from the speakers soothing me.

It wasn’t that bad.  The room was warm and comfortable, and I was safe.  I didn’t need to worry.  I would be looked after.

As I moved back to the bed to sit and wait I found myself almost excited, almost eager, though I didn’t know what for, as though I were awaiting something special.  The back of my head tingled, as though my subconscious were being tickled, and I smiled, giggled, for no reason, a fluttering in my belly as vague, illusive daydreams flitted through my mind.  The pink room was nice, and for some reason I was certain that I just needed to relax, do as I was told, and nothing bad would happen.  If I did what I was told I would even enjoy it…

Whatever it was.

[image: ]

As the soft noises continued to play from the speakers I couldn’t help but lie down and relax, listening to the soft static hiss, the mumble of voices that spoke like a chorus, their words always just beyond perception… words that settled into my mind without the need to think or even listen.  I dozed, wrapped in pink sheets, in a pink room, on a pink bed, and floated, head fuzzy and pink, so that I almost didn’t notice the click of the door’s lock.

As the handle turned and the door opened I sat up, faced the door, head too fuzzy to worry, grinning, waiting, passive and calm.  The dark haired woman from before entered, followed by the pretty blonde, who carried a large pink box wrapped in a pretty big ribbon—was that a present for me?  I felt my heart skip, excited, and I giggled.

The door swung closed behind them, and the click of the lock settling back into place was loud.  The static and mumble coming from the speakers cut out, leaving the room oddly silent.

“I’m pleased to see you’re awake, did you sleep well?”  The dark haired woman asked.

I nodded, smiling.  I felt well rested and full of energy so I must have slept well.

“Yes.  Thank you.  But…”

The dark haired woman held up a hand to silence me.  Her smile was inscrutable and calm.

“No questions for now.  I assume you’re hungry?”

My stomach reacted to the thought of food with a loud rumble.  I hadn’t realised how hungry I was.  I nodded.

“Good.  Hunger is an excellent motivator.  We have a few things to do today, so if you work with us to get everything done quickly I can arrange for some food to be brought to you.  Wouldn’t that be nice?” 

I nodded again.  The dark haired woman’s smile widened.

“Wonderful.  Now, introductions first I think.  You may call me Miss Banrion, and my assistant here is Honey.  Say hello Honey.”

The pretty blonde smiled at me, a wide eager grin, and lifted one hand to wave quickly, a flirty giggle.  I couldn’t help but smile back, waving in reply.

“Hi!  Don’t worry too much… this is going to be lots of fun… there’s so…”

“Quiet Honey!”  Miss Banrion said—her voice was suddenly stern.

Honey fell silent, hung her head, smile gone.

“Sorry Mistress.  I just got over excited.”  Honey said, voice quiet, contrite.

Miss Banrion turned to the pretty young blonde and smiled at her.

“I know Honey, your enthusiasm is one of your many charms, but you will still need to be punished later.  You should know better by now.”

Honey smiled, looked up at the older, stern raven haired Miss Banrion.  She giggled, blushing.

“Thank you Mistress.”  Honey whispered.

“Now, go give our new ward their present.”  Miss Banrion said.

It was a present, and it was for me.  Despite the situation, despite my predicament, I couldn’t help but get excited, though I did not know why.  I should have been scared, or resisting, but… I wasn’t.  It was though something had crept inside my head to sedate me, corroding my ability to resist, to struggle.

Honey nodded, turned, and walked towards me.  She was biting her lip, blushing.  As she handed me my gift she fluttered her eyelashes and I my head spun as I watched her, so pretty, so alluring, so feminine… so cute!  I felt a pang of something like jealousy or envy.

“Open it.”  Miss Banrion said.

I stared down at the box.  Her words rang in my ears and I had a sudden, inexplicable, overwhelming need to obey them.  I sat down on the bed and undid the ribbons, grinning with excitement, and I pulled off the lid.  As I looked inside I froze.

“Well, what do you say?”  Miss Banrion asked.

“I… this… thank you?”  My head was spinning.

In the box was an odd device, like a scanner out of a science fiction show, a bottle of lotion, a pink leather strap, and a smaller box.  I had no idea what any of it was.

“I’m pleased to see you remember your manners.  Now, I suppose I should explain your situation to you.”  Miss Banrion said, grinning.
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“It’s quite simple.  You are here as my guest, and you will remain here until such a time as you have been properly trained.  You see, you’ve been drifting, lost, and we are here to help you find yourself, find your purpose, find your truth.  You really are very lucky to have been given this opportunity, and should be proud, since I only select those I consider capable of performing to my satisfaction.”

I listened as Miss Banrion spoke, calmly, slowly.  I was not sure what she meant, but I knew for certain that she only wanted the best for me, and that I should listen to her. 

“You’ll be undergoing quite the transformation during your time here, to help you reach your full potential.  It will not be easy, but I think you’ll do wonderfully, and if you have any worries, Honey here can help put you at ease.”

“I know it’s a little scary at first, but it really isn’t that bad, and once its all done you’ll be soooo much happier.  It’s like becoming a better, funner version of you!”  Honey said, giggling.

I smiled, nodding.  That didn’t sound so scary. 

A small part of me whispered that I should be trying to escape but it was quiet and distant, as though muffled, or caged.  A new voice, whispering softly, seductive, static hiss, told me to relax, to obey.

“Now, we have a lot to do to get you ready, so best to start as soon as possible.  Honey here will be helping, so, why don’t you hurry up and get undressed so we can begin.”  Miss Banrion said.

Undress?  I paled, froze, the thought of exposing myself, my slim body, my unremarkable cock, to two beautiful women too much to handle.  I had never been that bothered about my body, but I’d never even kissed a girl and now, having to exposed myself… my head spun.  What if they laughed at me?

“I… I…”

“NOW!”  Miss Banrion said—her tone heavy, stern, commanding.

Something in me snapped, and it was as thought I was no longer in control of myself.  I moved without thinking, rose to my feet and pulled the sheet off, tugged the straps of my slip off my shoulders, let my slip fall to the floor, stood naked, frozen in terror and shame.

“Much better.  It’s easier if you don’t resist me.  But if you continue to I will be forced to punish you, and harshly.  Understand?”  Miss Banrion said.

I nodded, a knot in my gut.  Punish me?

Honey looked me over, circled me, giggling.

“I can see why Mistress picked you… you’re already soooo cute!  When we’re all done you’re going to be just stunning!”  Honey said.

I smiled, unsure what she meant, but blushing at her apparent praise.  I’d never considered myself particularly attractive, too short and thin, with narrow shoulders, my ass too big, my face to soft, my cock too… unremarkable.

As Miss Banrion stared at me, Honey circling me, my heart raced, and my dick twitched, beginning to harden despite the tide of shame and humiliation at my situation.  They would see… they would notice how small it was.  My blush worsened.

“Oh my, it seems someone enjoys exposing themselves!  How adorable… so cute and dainty.”  Miss Banrion said.

She was calling my cock small and dainty… for some reason the words only made my arousal worse, my blush burning, my cock throbbing painfully at her mocking.  I looked down at the floor as Honey moved round in front of me to get a better look.

“Aww… it is! It’s just so pretty and little!  You are soooo lucky!”  Honey said.

I did not feel lucky.

“I think that’s enough compliments for now Honey.  We don’t want her getting over excited.  You can begin now, and make sure not to miss a spot.”

“Yes Mistress!”  Honey said.

Honey moved to the box on the bed, picked up the odd scanning device that I did not recognise.  She moved back round to stand in front of me and held it up.

“Now, you need to stay very still while I do this.  It’ll hurt just a little bit, but it’ll be worth it!”

I nodded, too ashamed and humiliated to argue or even question what the device was for.  I stood as still as I could as Honey knelt in front of me and switched the device on.  There was a hum and a buzz, and as she pressed the device to my left ankle there was a flash of light and heat and a mild, warm, stinging.

[image: ]

Honey moved the device over my legs, my ankles and calves and thighs, over my hips and butt and cock, over my belly, chest, arms, neck, face, scanning every inch of my body below my eyes with the odd heat and light.  I stood still, not even even daring to wonder what it was for, what it was doing.  My skin tingled, the pain subsiding quickly, leaving me strangely sensitive.

As Honey worked over the last patches of my body Miss Banrion moved forward to inspect me, nodding.  Finished, Honey switched off the device, and stepped back to stand beside Miss Banrion, both inspecting me.

“Much better I must say, don’t you think Honey?”  Miss Banrion asked.

Honey nodded, giggling. 

“Definitely.  All that hair and rough skin was just not pretty at all!”

My head spun.  Hair?  Pretty?

I looked down at myself and for the first time realised what the device was for… I was… I was completely hairless now from my eyes down, my skin suddenly so much smoother, softer.  Without thinking I reached out to touch myself, caressing my arms, belly, thighs, butt.

I shivered, cock hardening even further, the contact electric, skin so soft and sensitive, almost flawless.  I couldn’t help but smile, mesmerised by my new body, my new smooth flesh.  I looked… feminine, girly… pretty.

“I think she likes it too!”  Honey said.

Miss Banrion nodded.

“I think you’re right.  And I suppose that’s a good thing, because it is quite permanent now.  A blessing really.  You’ll not need to worry about shaving or waxing or anything ever again.  You’ll be permanently smooth and soft and sensitive from now on.”

This was permanent?  I was going to be like this forever?  I was going to be pretty, feminine, sensitive forever?  My head spun, and I blushed, biting my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  My cock hardened, throbbing, aching—why was I reacting like this.

“Now we just need to add the finishing touches, then we can see about getting you something to eat.”  Miss Banrion said.

“Honey, fetch me the collar and the little box.”

Honey obeyed without question, almost skipping to the box, grabbing the pink leather strap and the smaller box.  She smiled at me, giggling.

“You’re going to love being collared!  It’s always so much fun, and the first time is just…. mmmm… you’re just soooo lucky!”  Honey said.

I could could not move.  Collar?  I knew I should be trying to run, to flee, but I could not.  I was frozen, in thrall to Miss Banrion.  What had happened to me?  What was going to happen to me?

Miss Banrion took the pink leather strap out of Honey’s hand and moved towards me, stood close.  I shivered, excited, ashamed, conflicted.  As stood tall, looming over me, and she lifted the leather collar to my neck, a large silver ring at the front, a silver clasp and padlock at the back, the leather thick, stiff, bright pink, I stood still, unable to resist her.  She was going to collar me!

Miss Banrion wrapped the leather around my neck, cool and constricting, and there was a rattle as she fastened the clasp, then a click as the padlock was put into place, sealing it on me.  I was now smooth and collared.  What was happening to me… and why was I letting it happen?

Miss Banrion stepped back, nodding, smiling.

“Better.”  She said.  “Just one last… problem.”

She turned to Honey.

“Help me fix her little problem Honey.”  Miss Banrion said.

Honey giggled, fluttered her eye lashes at me.

“Of course Mistress.”  She said.
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Honey moved without hesitation to kneel in front of me.  She paused for a moment, head level with my cock, and looked up at me.  She was so stunning, a breathtaking blonde with bright blue eyes, full pink lips, long dark lashes, like some imaginary beauty from a magazine or a porn film.  She smiled, giggled, and my cock throbbed hard at the sight of her.  Was she really going to…

“Just relax and enjoy.  I know I’m going to.”  She said, giggling. 

Honey lowered her gaze to my dick, and exhaled a soft breath, tickling my newly smooth, sensitive skin.  I shuddered at the pleasure of it.  The sight of her made my head spin.  She was… perfect, and I envied her in a way I did not understand.

“You really are so cute down here, and now you’re smooth you just look so delicious!”  She giggled.

Her words stung.  A man wasn’t supposed to be so cute, and I felt a wave of shame and embarrassment, humiliation, but still… something in her tone left me almost breathless with excitement and arousal, my cock twitching, hard and aching.

Honey reached up with one hand and wrapped her fingers gently around my shaft, stroking slowly.  I moaned, watching her, my cute little dick fitting neatly in her hand, fingers stroking up and down, teasing me.

“Mmmm… you’re all twitchy and hard… you have the prettiest little cock ever!”  Honey giggled.

I blushed.  My head was spinning.  My whole body was burning with pleasure, drunk on the bliss of shame and humiliation, the thrill of her touch.

“It’s almost a shame, but… pretty girls can’t go around with little hard-ons now can they?”

Honey’s words puzzled me but I was too caught up to argue or question, so I shook my head.  In some way her words made sense.

She stroked a little faster, gripping tighter, and as she ran her hand down she leant forward, opened her soft, pink, plump, wet lips, and wrapped her mouth around my cock—hot and wet and tight, sucking, licking.

I moaned, loud, watching her, unable to believe what was happening.  Honey sucked harder, bobbed her head up and down, slowly, lips tight, wet, mouth hot, tongue lapping at my hard, smooth, sensitive cock.

“She’s very talented, isn’t she?”  Miss Banrion said.

I could only nod.  The pleasure was more than I could have ever imaged.  I’d never even kissed a girl and now one was… sucking my cock, using her mouth… and it felt like heaven.

“Just make sure to pay close attention to how she uses her mouth, and notice how much she enjoys it.”  Miss Banrion said.

I watched as Honey fucked her mouth up and down my cock, my shaft wet with spit now.  She eased down, taking the whole of my cock with no effort, swallowing all of it with humiliating ease.  Her expression was one of delight and as she sucked, fucking her mouth up and down, I could hear her pleasured whimpers, moans of delight to match mine. 

“Now, why don’t you give the girl what she really wants.”  Miss Banrion said.  “Cum for her,  Fill her mouth with your cum.”

My head was spinning.  I was so close.  Watching Honey, her face a mask of bliss, the way her sexy pink lips fucked up and down my cock, the sensation of her swallowing my cock, tongue lapping, fucking me with her sexy mouth, I could not hold back.

It was too much.

As Honey sucked my throbbing dick deep, swallowing it easily, I felt my balls swell and tighten.  My hips thrust on their own, forcing my cock as deep into her perfect mouth as it would go, hot, wet, tight, pretty.  Honey looked so happy, lost in bliss as she sucked my smooth cock and I felt a pang of envy for her, so pretty, so sexy, so happy.

My head spun and my cock swelled.  I came, hard, cumming over and over, filling Honey’s perfect mouth with my cum.  She moaned in satisfaction, and I shuddered, the sensation of her tongue and lips milking every last drop from my dick overwhelming.

Miss Banrion laughed, obviously pleased.

“Now Honey, make sure to give our new girl her reward.  I’ll prepare her finishing touches.” 

Honey nodded, pulled back, and my cock slipped from her lips with an audible pop.  She looked up at me, grinning, and rose to her feet with her bright pink lips glistening wetly.

Honey moved in close to me, slightly taller than me in her heels, so pretty, so sexy, so stunning, and she leaned in, lips close to mine, and she kissed me, firmly, with passion, hard, wanton.  I melted, gave in to her kiss. 

Her tongue pressed into my mouth, easing my lips open, and I submitted, whimpering, lost in the force and passion of her kiss.  Her tongue snaked into my mouth, and there was the taste of something warm, salty, bitter, sweet and I puzzled for only a moment before… it was my cum… she was feeding me my own cum as she kissed me.

Before I could react, before I could pull away, Honey had reached up and gripped the ring of my collar, pulling me into her, hard, controlling me, her soft, curvy body pressing against mine.  I could only whimper in shame and delight as she kissed me forcefully, fed me my cum, her tongue smearing it around my mouth, forcing me to swallow my own sticky, warm cum.

“Very good.  Such perfect girls for me.  And now… the final finishing touch.”

Miss Banrion moved close to the side, knelt, and as Honey held my collar, kissing me, moaning as she tongued me, sharing my cum between us, Miss Banrion reached up to hold my soft little cock.  There was a chill as she smeared a lotion over my cock and balls, then something hard wrapping around me, tight, almost painful.

I whimpered, swallowing the cum in my mouth.  Honey released my collar, pulled back, ending our kiss, the taste of my warm cum still lingering shamefully on my lips and tongue.  I blushed, humiliated by how I had given in, by how I had enjoyed her sticky, messy kiss.

“There, now there’ll be no more problems with silly little hard-ons.”  Miss Banrion said.

I looked down and my eyes went wide.  My cock was crammed inside a tiny pink metal cage, far too small for me, padlocked on, making my cock useless, worthless.

“It’s looks so adorable!”  Honey squealed.

“Indeed.  And I know what you’re thinking… ‘it’s too small’… well, yes, for now, but you don’t need to worry.  The cream I applied before putting it on will soon fix that little problem.”  Miss Banrion said, smirking.

My head spun.  What did she mean?

“Now, what do you say?”  Miss Banrion said.

I looked up into Miss Banrion eye’s, her gaze hard, firm.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, mouth still tasting of my cum.

“Thank you… Mistress.”  I whispered.

Miss Banrion smiled.

“Good girl.  Now, despite your little snack, you’re probably hungry.  I think it’s time we got you something proper to eat.”


Three

Miss Banrion and Honey left, taking my pink slip with them and locking the room behind them, leaving me alone.  I sat on the bed, head spinning, still flush from the excitement and humiliation of what had happened—my mouth till lingering with the taste of my cum. 

I was caged, my cock locked away, useless, worthless, and worse, my body was now smooth, soft, sensitive, hairless… permanently.  I bit my bottom lip, trying not to make a noise, to keep calm.  I had no idea what was happening to me, what was being done to me.  I had been kidnapped and now they were… training me, changing me, transforming me.  What would I be like by the time I was done?

I squirmed at the thought.  I was already feeling… something.  My body, now smooth, so much more sensitive, was so much cuter, more feminine, and my head was fuzzy, as though it were difficult to think.  I knew deep down that I should have been resisting, should have been fighting back, trying to escape but, for some reason, I wasn’t, and I could not understand it.

As I sat and watched the door, belly rumbling, a quiet soft music started playing, a soothing drone, whispered voices, and I felt… heavy, sleepy, calm, relaxed.  I took a deep breath and exhaled, settling, sinking, grinning.  I shuddered, feeling suddenly… good.

I licked my lips, tasting the very last traces of my cum, moaning without even thinking, as though the salty flavour was delicious, and for a moment I almost wished there was more.  My cock, my cute little dick, throbbed in my cage, and a shiver of pleasure ran up my spine.  The subtle agony of being locked up, being so humiliatingly, intimately constrained felt… hot, exciting, thrilling.  The drone continued and I drifted, almost daydreaming.  I felt… pretty, feminine, and I could not help but wonder how I might look in a cute dress, or sexy lingerie, how amazing it would feel to be sexy, to be desired… and my mind seemed almost to float away...
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The lock clicked and the door opened.  Honey stepped in carrying a tray and a small bag and I seemed to snap back to reality, back from the odd daydreams I had been having that I could no longer remember.  I shifted on the bed, blushing.  I was still naked, wearing just my pink leather collar, and I was suddenly aware of just how excited I was despite the cage locked on my cute, pretty dick.

“I’ve brought you breakfast.  And afterwards I get to take you to your first… session.”  Honey said, giggling.

I giggled with her, though I had no idea why.  She looked so pretty, so happy, so carefree—a cute, hot blonde with a sexy body.  She had changed her clothes, was now wearing a pink latex minidress that clung to her curves, low cut to show off just a hint of her cleavage, and a pink leather collar that matched mine, pink high heels that were locked around her ankles.  As she moved away from the door it swung closed, and her hips and ass swayed, rolling, the movement exaggerated and utterly sensual.  I felt a pang of envy.  She was just so perfect and a small part of me ached to be as perfect as her.

“Now, while you eat we both get to watch something fun.  Mistress made it just for us!  Isn’t that nice?”  Honey said.

I could only nod.  As Honey moved closer I glanced at the tray, a mix of fruit and yoghurt and fruit juice that made my belly rumble.  Honey handed me the tray and put the bag at my feet.

“That’s for you… after you’ve eaten and we’ve finished watching.  I helped pick it.  I just know you are sooo going to love it.” 

Honey giggled again and I giggled with her, her laughter and joy contagious.  As Honey moved to sit beside me her dress creaked, the latex stretching, slipping up her smooth thighs, and I could not help but glance at her perfect legs.  I wondered how soft they were, how they felt, and my cute pretty dick throbbed in my cage in response.

“There, now eat while you focus on the screen.”  Honey said.

I turned and looked across the room where Honey indicated and, as if by magic, the wall had opened to reveal a large screen on which a pink and white spiral was turning.  Honey lifted the tray and placed it on my lap.

“Now, remember to eat while you watch like a good girl.”  She said.

I nodded, eyes fixed on the spiral.  I took up the spoon from the tray and as I watched the screen I began, slowly, to eat.

The spiral turned, images flashed, too quick to be seen, words, pictures, and beside me the latex of Honey’s dress creaked as she took deep, slow, relaxing breathes. 

I chewed, swallowed, warm, relaxed, mind foggy, heavy.  The yoghurt was thick and creamy, sweet.  My cute, pretty dick ached in my cage, the cage too small, tight, but almost comforting.  I was being a good girl, and that thought made me feel… amazing.

The spiral turned, and my mind drifted, spinning with it, dizzy, dazzled, mesmerized.

I felt something inside me growing, blossoming—an urge that was both new and yet familiar.  Images of skirts and dresses floated through my imagination, pretty secretaries, sexy personal assistants, in heels and seamed stockings, bending over desks, smiling with painted lips, pretty faces.  Something inside me ached.

I wanted to be pretty like that.  I needed to be pretty like that.

There were more images: pink panties and bras, pink heels; black stockings and suspenders, black heels, matching black panties and bra; a white silk slip with long opaque white hold-up stockings; black leather boots and fishnets, corset; a pink latex dress, locking heels, a pink collar.

I wanted all of it.  I needed all of it.  I needed be pretty, needed to serve, to look cute and feminine, to be sexy.  I needed to be a good girl, to submit, to obey, to follow instructions.

My heart skipped.  I craved it, the thrill of doing as I was told, being pretty, being sexy, being a good girl.  A good girl did as she was told, as she was instructed.  She was pretty, sexy, feminine, and submissive.  I wanted, needed, to be a good girl.  Being a good girl made me feel good.  Being a good girl gave me pleasure.  If I wasn’t a good girl there was no pleasure.  I needed to earn my pleasure by serving, obeying, submitting.

The spiral turned and my mind floated, filled with words and pictures that seemed almost to imprint themselves on my subconscious.  I submitted, offered no resistance, and felt, for the first time… free.
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“Wake up sleepy head!”  Honey said—she whispered, softly, tapping me gently on my shoulder. 

My eyes fluttered open and for a moment I was lost, unsure where I was, or even who I was.  I smiled, blushing, a giddy, happy feeling, almost glowing.  Honey grinned at me, giggled.

“You enjoy that?”  She asked.

I could only nod.  I wasn’t sure what had happened, but I had definitely enjoyed it.

“Good.  Now, time to get you to your first session.  I can’t wait to see what you’ll look like!  But first… we need to get you dressed.  You can’t go around naked all the time unfortunately.”

She giggled again.  My blush deepened as I remembered that I was naked except for my cage and collar. 

“Now, open your bag and slip on the outfit I picked for you.  I know it’s a bit boring, but you’ll have lots more exciting outfits to wear soon enough I promise.”

Honey’s giggle was adorable, cute and feminine and flirtatious, and I could not help but giggle with her.  I leaned over and picked up the bag and opened it and… froze.

“Quickly now.  We don’t want to keep Mistress waiting!”  Honey said.

My head was spinning.  In the bag was… the clothes were girl’s clothes but… I couldn’t… yet still, my heart was racing, belly fluttering, and I was filled with a sudden overwhelming desire to try them on. 

I pulled the clothes out of the bag and lay them on my bed.  A pair of soft pink panties with a matching bra, long opaque pink hold-ups, a tight, bright pink mini-skirt, a soft pink blouse, and pair of breathtaking, bright pink locking high heels.  The thought of putting them on, wearing them, looking cute and feminine… it made my head spin and my pretty little caged cock ache.

“Well… aren’t you eager to try them on, to see how you look?  I just know you’re going to look delicious.”  Honey said.

She sounded so sure, so cheerful and happy, that I couldn’t resist.  I nodded, confessing my desire, and, without any further prompting, began to dress in my pretty pink outfit she had chosen for me.

I pulled on the hold-ups first, the silk soft and snug, sliding up my perfectly smooth legs, caressing my sensitive calves, thighs, making my legs more feminine, making them seem longer, sexier, the pink lace shaping them, the pretty, lacy tops sexy and cute, wrapping tight around my smooth thighs.  Next I pulled on the panties, tugging them up and into place, over my cage, my round, soft ass, the tight pink cotton so soft, cupping my plump ass so that it no longer seemed too big and heavy but… just perfect, round and juicy, shapely,  making my hips seem wider, girlier, the panties high cut, showing off my legs and most of my ass, but still easy containing my tiny cage.

I pulled on the bra next, fastening it around the front first, then spinning it round and slipping my arms into the straps, pulling it up into place, the soft cotton brushing my sensitive nipples, the slight padding giving the barest hint of a buxom chest.  Next came the skirt, then the blouse, both tight fitted, the skirt so short that it barely covered my ass, any movement or bending guaranteed to show off my backside, the blouse buttoning the opposite way to what I was used to, fitted so it hugged my waist, tight around the chest, showing off the padding of my bra, the buttons ending low to show off my neck and throat with a hint of collar bone—my collar and its silver ring clearly on display.

Last came the heels.  I froze for a moment, scared about taking that final leap, knowing I wanted it, wanted to see how I looked all dressed up, how it would feel to be a naughty pink secretary, but scared I would never be able to come back from it, that there would never be a way to return to the old version of me—but then… why would I want to be the boring old me, when I could be pretty, sexy, when I could obey, when I could be a good girl.

I took a deep breath and pulled the heels on, a shudder of bliss.  The way they hugged my feet, the way the heels shaped my legs and ass, making them curvier, fuller, sexier, made me grin,  a burst of joy.  With both of them on Honey moved to kneel, moved quickly, and there was two clicks, two cute little heart shaped padlocks attached, locking them to my feet.  She rose to her feet and stepped close to me.

“Now, all dressed, time to get you properly ready, then you can see just how perfect you are.”  She said.

I smiled up at her.  She leaned in, close, and lifted a hand to my neck.  There was a click and before I could resist she had attached a leash to my collar, a long silver chair attached to a leather loop handle.  She tugged it once, gently, playfully.

“Now, follow me.”  She said.

I had no choice but to obey, but I could not deny that obeying felt… amazing.
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“Here we are.”  Honey said.

We stopped just outside a plain door and the leash went slack for the first time since we had left my room.  I was flush, excited, the thrill of being led around by the pretty blonde, submitting to her as she led me like a pet, making me walk behind her, tugging my leash, leading me by my collar, making me walk in my locked heels, the click of them with each step, the way I was forced to wiggle my ass and sway my hips to keep my balance, my butt swishing sexily in my tight pink miniskirt, my pretty little caged cock throbbing.

“You first.”  Honey said.

I nodded, the pleasure of obeying, the thrill of submitting, too strong to resist.  I stepped forward, opened the door, and stepped in.  Honey followed behind, still holding my leash, but loose now.  I could feel her eyes on my ass and I put an extra emphasis into my wiggle, trying to emulate her, blushing, enjoying the sensation.

“My, don’t you look lovely.  And that walk… it needs a little practice but you’re a natural.”  Miss Banrion said.

I tuned and saw Miss Banrion in the corner, sat waiting for me in a small chair beside a larger chair, a metal padded seat like I might expect in a dentist's surgery or a doctor's examining room.  The sight of it made me shudder in excitement and fear.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I said, my voice quiet, feminine.

I blushed.  Her compliments made me ache in ways I did not fully understand.

“Now, sit.  We have a lot to do today so I’d like to begin as soon as possible.”

I froze.  I had no idea what Mistress was going to do but… I knew I could not refuse her.  Obeying felt too good.

Honey moved off, tugged the leash, led me over to the chair.  I did not resist, allowed myself to be led, wiggling my ass, my hips, strutting, the click of my heels.  Honey led me to the chair and, at a gesture from Miss Banrion, I sat.

“Now, I want you to lie back and relax.”  Mistress said.  “I’m going to take very good care of you.  By the time I’m finished you’ll be a whole new girl.”

I smiled, obeyed.  I took a deep breath, exhaled, relaxed.


Four

Miss Banrion worked while Honey assisted her.  I lay back, calm, and as they began a screen on the ceiling came to life, a pink and white spiral, spinning, my eyes focussing on it immediately.  I sank into a deep state of utter surrender.

Mistress worked first on my face, a buzzing, stinging, working over my eyelids, eyebrows, cheeks, lips, and I saw flashes of colours, bright pinks, blacks.  There was a sharp sting in my bottom lip, then in my top, a swelling ache that made my pretty little caged cock throb, the spiral turning.

I was becoming a pretty girl, a good girl, a sexy secretary, a beautiful doll, and my mind floated on a cloud of soft pink.  I wanted to be the prettiest, sexiest girl I could be.  I needed to be the prettiest, sexiest girl I could be.  I needed to obey, to serve, to submit.

Next Mistress and Honey worked on my hair, tugging and teasing, hints of long, full red curls, my head feeling heavier, hair brushing over my cheeks and lips and neck as I watched the spiral turn, my scalp tingling as a device was moved over my head, light and heat, buzzing, a shiver running down my spine.  Good girls have long, pretty hair, and I needed to be a good girl.

Miss Banrion then moved to my ears, a small sharp pain in each lobe, repeating twice for each ear, then a cold weight, a click.  She moved on to my mouth again, opening it, pulling out my tongue, another sharp stabbing pain, cold weight, a click.  I closed my mouth, watched the spiral—my mouth tingled, aching, feeling so much more sensitive, aching, empty, lips tingling, yearning for… something.

Mistress and Honey moved down, unbuttoning my blouse, undoing it, tugging down my bra.  Fingers brushed over my nipples, chest, massaging.  There was a series of subtle stings around each nipple, then a hot pleasure radiating out, my body growing warm, aching, almost stretching, more massaging.  Fingers pinched my nipples, then more pain, sharp, each nipple, more cool heavy weight, two more clicks, my chest tingling, nipples stiffening, hard, yearning, a warm ache spreading through my chest as my bra was pulled back into place, my blouse done up.

As the spiral turned my mind drifted, focussed on images of sexy red heads, dressed like naughty secretaries, submissive personal assistants, slutty office girls, the craving to obey, to submit, Mistress and Honey moved down.  My skirt was teased up, exposing my hips, ass, legs.

Hands stroked me, creams and oils, a series of sharp pains in my hips, thighs, ass cheeks, ankles, calves, fingers caressing, warmth, a tingling, stretching, legs shifting subtly.  I moaned as I watched the spiral turn, my pretty little caged cock twitching, the cage confining but strangely not as tight as it had been, more comfortable now.

I wanted, needed, to be a good girl.  I needed to serve, to obey, to submit.  I needed to earn my pleasure by pleasing others.

Hands moved up, gripped my panties, slipped them down my smooth legs.  My legs parted, and hands roamed up my inner tights.  My eyes were focussed only on the spiral, my mind lost, floating, heavy, deep in a fog of images and words that blended into one long continuous instruction, reshaping my mind, moulding me, corrupting me.

Fingers slipped up, cupping my ass cheeks, squeezing, slipping into my crack, along, slick and slippery.  Finger tips teased at my entrance, my hole, a yearning spreading through me, so sensitive and good, and I spread my legs wider without even thinking.  Something cool and hard slipped up, replacing the fingers, and pressed at my virgin opening, teasing me open, stretching me, the oils warm, making my skin tingle, so much more sensitive, yearning.  I shifted my hips without thinking, needing more, and the cool hardness split me wide, opening me, filling me, stretching me before, suddenly, it popped past my outer ring, slipped deep, filling me, making me moan.

The fingers withdrew, leaving me full, slick, aching, and my panties were tugged back into place.  There were voices but the words did not matter.  Only the spiral mattered.  My body felt… heavy, warm, as though it were transforming.
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I ached and my mind was slow, foggy, sluggish.  I rose up from pink dreams that I did not remember and I felt as though I had exercised hard, or was recovering from a fever, an all over agony that was almost satisfying.  I took a deep breath and exhaled, opened my eyes.

“Ah, you’re awake.  Wonderful.  I was beginning to think I was going to wake you, but I prefer not to.  It’s always more… pleasant when you have time to come out of trance yourself.”  Miss Banrion said.

Trance?  My head spun.  I had just been resting while Honey and Mistress helped me… I struggled, but could not remember what it was they had been doing, but I felt happy, content, warm and cosy.

“How are you feeling?”  Honey asked.

She looked down at me with big kind eyes.  She was so pretty, so sexy, a beautiful blonde with flawless make-up.  Just seeing her reminded me of our kiss, tasting my own cum on her lips and tongue, and I moaned, the memory of being a good girl making my pretty little caged cock ache just so perfectly.  As I shifted I felt something shift inside my ass, pressing on my sensitive inner walls and the shock was quickly overwhelmed by the pleasure it brought.

“I feel… really good.”  I said—and it was true.

I felt better than I had in a long time.  Both Miss Banrion and Honey smiled, obviously pleased.

“You look good too.  A marked improvement.”  Mistress said.

“Mistress is totally underselling you.  You look amazing.  Do you want to see?”

I looked different?  Vague memories stirred, Miss Banrion and Honey had been helping me look pretty, they had been helping me look cute, helping be become a good girl, and I really, really wanted to be a good girl.  I nodded.  I really did want to see how pretty I was now.

“Stand up then.  I can show you to a mirror, show you just how perfect you look now.  You can finally see yourself the way you were always meant to be.”  Mistress said.

I blushed at her compliment.  She held out a hand and I took it and she help me climb up and out of the comfortable chair.

I was wobbly for a moment, body stiff and sore, precarious in my heels, but as I stood up I found that my heels felt so much more natural, so much more comfortable, as though they were meant to be on my feet. 

“Follow me then.”  Miss Banrion said.

Mistress held my hand, gently, her hand soft, warm, comforting.  She stepped off, led me, and I followed. 

I was still in my pink outfit, collared, in my locking pink heels and they clicked as I walked, the sound sensual, alluring.  With each step my hips rolled, ass swaying, the movement even more exaggerated than before, completely natural so that I was not sure I could have prevented it even if I’d wanted to—but I didn’t want to.  The way my ass wiggled, hips swaying, felt good, sexual and provocative.  I was being a good girl, a sexy submissive secretary, and I wanted people to look at my body, think me pretty, sexy.  The thought of men and women watching me strut around dressed as I was made me squirm, my pretty little caged cock aching, hole clenching around the heavy weight inside me, my wiggle becoming more pronounced.  I blushed in shame and joy, giggling.

“Stop here.  I’ll have Honey uncover the mirror when you’re ready to see the new you.”  Mistress said.

She let go of my hand, stepped back, left me standing alone in front of the covered mirror.  My heart was racing.  I wasn’t sure what had happened to me, what had been done to me, but I was excited to see, a part of me terrified.  I nodded.

“Ready.”  I said—my voice was small and quiet, soft, feminine, cute.

Mistress turned to Honey and gestured with a nod of her head.  Honey pulled the cloth covering the mirror back.  I saw my reflection and…

“I… I’m… I’m beautiful.”  I whispered.

Mistress and Honey both laughed, kind, reassuring, happy for me.  They nodded.

“More than beautiful!  You are totally sexy!  Men are not going to be able to keep their hands off you, you lucky girl!”  Honey said.

“Indeed.”  Mistress said.  “I have to say, you really have turned out well.  You’ve exceeded even my high expectations.  And to think… there’s more to come.”

I blushed.  I was grinning, dizzy, giddy, barely able to believe that the girl in the mirror was me.

She… I… was stunning.

I was still dressed in my pink opaque hold-ups, my tight pink mini-skirt, pink blouse, pink locking heels, pink collar, my body still smooth and soft, but my face was starkly different, and was now much better suited to my outfit. 

I had always been plain, uninteresting, my features too soft to be handsome, my body too small and slim, but now… it was as though this was always meant to be, as though I was always meant to be pretty, sexy, cute.

My hair was longer, the short messy red curls now full and thick, dense curls falling down to just below my shoulders—enough for someone to hold and pull, I thought, blushing.  My eyes seemed larger, brighter, outlined with dense black mascara, now with long, thick, full dark lashes, the green almost dazzling, set off by the heavy pink and black eyeshadow on my eye lids, the colours making me look sultry, sensual, seductive, almost slutty—like a starlet from a porn movie.

My lips were changed too, fuller, swollen and pouty, wet looking cock sucking lips, bright pink, glossy and sparkling.  I opened my mouth, formed silent words, puckered for a kiss, and my lips tingled, a buzz of pleasure running along my spine.  I opened them wide, licked them, and saw a flash of metal.  My tongue was… pierced.

I poked it out, blushing, grinning.  My tongue tingled, hot, aching, the piercing a spot of delight.

“You like it?”  Mistress asked.

I froze for a moment, then nodded.  I did.  I really, really did.

“Well, you’re in for a few more fun surprises then.  Brush your hair back and look at your ears.”

I did as I was told, brushed my hair back and saw that my ears were now also pierced, large silver hoops, two in each ear, one larger, one smaller, with my right ear having a small hoop through the top.

“They’re all permanent too.  Only I can remove them, and I have no intention of doing that.  The metal is very, very strong, so they’re there forever.  Isn’t that nice?”  Mistress said.

I blushed, head spinning.  I was always going to be pierced, tongue stud, ear hoops, like a good girl.

“The hair too is permanent.  The extensions are well attached and, unless we decide to change it, you hair will no longer grow or fall out.  You’ll find it’s very easy to take care of, but the style is set, until we decide to change it, but either way, its not something you need to worry your pretty little head over.”

Hair too?  My heart skipped.

“Oh, and the make-up?”  Mistress giggled, smirking.  “Also permanent.  There is no removing it, ever.  It can be altered to change your style should we chose, but from now on you’ll always look like a pretty, slutty girl.”

I stared at my reflection.  I was like this forever?  I was always going to be a pretty, cute, sexy redhead?

“What do you say?”  Miss Banrion asked.

I blushed.

“Thank you, Mistress.”  I whispered.

Mistress smiled.

“Good girl.  Now, what do you think about the other little changes?  They’re a little more subtle granted, and it’ll take a few days to develop properly, but they’ll be just as permanent once they set in.”

I stared at my reflection, noticed for the first time the subtle differences.

My chest was… larger, the barest hint of breasts beneath my bra, nipples aching.  I reached up to touch, cupping my newly forming tits, and moaned in pleasure, biting my bottom lip.  As my fingers brushed over my blouse and bra they teased my hardening nipples, found two hard metal bars.  My blush deepened and I shuddered with delight.

“Ah yes, those piercing are permanent too.  But I’m sure you’ll find them quite… stimulating.”  Miss Banrion said.

I shuddered again, my pretty little caged cock throbbing, hole clenching on the object buried in my hole.  I wiggled my hips to feel more.  My hips seemed… wider, my ass larger.

“As I said, you breasts, hips, and ass will all take a while to finish growing, but by the time you’re done your figure will be even more… womanly, and will be very sexy.”

I giggled.

“Thank you, Mistress.”  I whispered.

“And by now I’m sure you’ve felt the little gift we gave you?  There’s a pretty little jewelled plug buried in your tight ass.  It’ll take a day or so to fully take effect but even by now I’m sure you’ve experienced the pleasure from the extra sensitivity and… flexibility… it’s giving you.”

I nodded.  I really could feel it.  My hole felt so good clenching around the plug, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside of me, mind drunk on bliss, thinking too difficult so that I just wanted to drown in pleasure.  My hole, my nipples, my pretty little caged cock, even my lips and tongue were all yearning for… something.

“And there are a few other… additions.  Your heels for instance, those are now quite compulsory if you want to be able to move around easily and walk in comfort.  Your legs have been… adjusted, to make it so that you’ll only really ever be able to wear high heels.  Without them you’ll have to crawl like a pet to get around or walk on tip-toe, though that’ll soon exhaust you.  You’ll also find that your walk is now much more… provocative.”  Miss Banrion said, grinning.

My pink, locking heels were cute, and sexy, and I had enjoyed the way my ass wiggled, my plug shifting inside me as my hips rolled but… permanent?  I could only ever wear heels?  I was also going to look like a sexy, wanton secretary, strutting around, wiggling my ass?

I giggled and my brain felt light, fluffy.  I was going to be a good girl and good girls got to have fun.  I wanted to be a good girl, needed to be a good girl.  I wanted, needed to obey, to serve, to submit.  I was lucky I was being given this opportunity to become a better girl.

“Thank you, Mistress.”  I said, blushing.

Miss Banrion smiled.

“And one last tiny detail.  You’ll find you’re much more sensitive now, that you can experience pleasure in many, many more ways.  You’ll now find serving to be so much more fulfilling.  A benefit or your transformation and the mental reprogramming.” 

My head was foggy.  I had no idea what Mistress meant, but the idea of more pleasure, the idea that serving would give even more reward, made me shudder and moan, my pretty little cage cock throbbing worthlessly.  I needed something.  I was a good girl now so surely…

“Please Mistress… can I… can I know what you mean?”  I asked—voice quiet, a whined, urgent, desperate plea.

Miss Banrion grinned.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

She turned to Honey, grinning.

“Honey darling, why don’t you give our pretty, submissive girl here a little chance to try out her new enhancements.”

Honey grinned.  My head was floating on need.  I looked to the sexy, beautiful blonde and fluttered my long, dark lashes at her—the girl in the mirror looked like the very epitome of desire and sex.

“Please…”  I whined.
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“Crawl to me.”  Honey said, smiling.

I did not need to be told twice.  I fell to my hands and knees, glad for the chance to obey like a good girl, and I began to crawl towards Honey.  I kept my ass high, staring at the stunning blonde, swaying my round, firm, pert backside, aware that my pink mini-skirt had ridden up to expose my panty clad ass, but not caring.  I wanted what Honey and Mistress were offering me, I wanted to submit, to serve.

“Mmm… you look so good down there, and that wiggle of yours is so sexy!  I can’t wait to see what you look like when your ass and hips and tits have grown in.  You’re going to be irresistible.”

I blushed.  The idea that my body was still changing made my head spin.  I was powerless to resist though and, honestly, I didn’t want to… it was too much fun being a good girl. 

I made sure to really wiggle my ass, wanting to excite Honey and please Mistress.  My pretty little caged cock throbbed and my hole clenched around the plug that was shifting inside me, teasing me, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure that was blossoming inside me.

As I reached Honey I stopped, knelt, looked up at her.  She smiled at me, reached down to stroke the back of my head.

“Lift my dress up, slut.”  She whispered.

That word… slut… it made me squirm, blushing, humiliating and exciting.  I was a slut.

I did as I was told, lifted my hands, slowly peeling Honey’s latex skirt up.  She wasn’t wearing panties and as she shifted her hips I noticed the bulge, the thick, long heaviness under the latex, and as I lifted it up over her crotch her cock popped free, bobbing and swaying in front of me.

I stared at it, stunned.  It was… gorgeous, and I could feel my heart racing, hole clenching on my plug, squirming, mouth watering, lips tingling.  What was happening to me?

“Well?”  Honey said, tone slightly mocking, teasing me playfully.  “Does the sexy, pretty slut not like my cock?”

I shake my head.

“No… I… it’s… it’s beautiful.  I just… I’ve never touched one before, or even seen one.  I…”

Honey’s hand on my head gripped my hair, tightly.  I winced, gasped.

“No more words slut.  You’re here to experience how your new body feels.  You’re here to serve, and that means serving me, serving my cock, so get to it.”

I nodded, eyes wide, heart thundering.  I reached up, wrapped my hands around Honey’s thick, fat, hard cock.  It was so smooth, skin like velvet, and hot, pulsing with the beat of her heart, hard and aching… for me, because of me, because I was sexy, because I was a good girl.

I grinned, blushing, moaning, whimpering, and began to stroke.

My hands slipped up and down, sliding up the thick, hot length of Honey’s gorgeous prick, her shaft throbbing, hardening, swelling, magnificent.  My pretty little caged cock throbbed, so pathetic in comparison it made me whimper in submission, shamed and delighted.

It was worthless now, and I no longer needed it.  I was a good girl and it was my place to serve others, to pleasure others.  I was a pretty, sexy slut and being a pretty fuck toy gave me pleasure.

“Mmm… you are good at that, but I’m afraid using just your hands won’t really show off your new enhancements.”  Honey whispered. 

I looked up at her, wide eyed, my mind drunk on a fog of arousal, craving more.  I was just a pretty doll, aching to be used, aching to serve.  I bit my bottom lip, stroking harder, faster, whimpering at how good Honey’s cock felt in my hands.  I nodded, knowing what I had to do.
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I looked back to her cock, wiggling my hips to feel the plug shift inside me, so many wonderful new sensations, and opened my mouth.  I slid my hands down, leaned forward, extended my pierced tongue, and moved slowly towards Honey’s cock, drawn by forces I could resist.  I shivered as I slipped the thick, hot, throbbing hardness of Honey’s cock into my mouth.

It felt so good.  I felt free, as thought this was where I was always meant to be, on my knees, sucking cock, serving like a good girl.  I want to be the best slut I could be, the sexiest, prettiest slut I could be.

I licked, my pierced tongue sending bolts of pleasure through me, lapping at the swollen head of Honey’s magnificent cock.  I wrapped my lips tight, plump and wet, pink and glistening, tingling, head fluffy, and sucked, eased my head forward, took more of the perfect, throbbing cock into my mouth.

Honey’s grip on my hair tightened.  I was under her control and I let her instruct me, lost on the joy of serving her prick, the joy of submitting to cock, to her, being a good girl, a good slut.

She thrust her hips forward, thrust her cock deeper into my mouth.  I wrapped my lips tight, sucking, lapping with my tongue, my piercing tingling, lips buzzing with new pleasure, head spinning.  It felt so good!  I was a pretty, sexy slut, and I was sucking cock, and I felt good!

“Yes… you really are quite a natural.  Such a talented, pretty cock slut.”  Honey whispered, teasing me.  “Taking it so deep already, sucking so eagerly.  You’re finally embracing your filthy little submissive slut nature, finally admitting what a pretty fuck toy you are, what a submissive slut you are.”

I could only moan, nodding, my mouth full of cock, and I did not want to let it go.  I wanted more.  I was a submissive slut, a fuck toy, a good girl.  I needed more cock, needed Honey to fuck my mouth, to use me, to let me serve her, pleasure her.  It was all I was good for.  It was what I was made for.

I sucked harder, eager, body hot and aching, head spinning.  I felt free, alive, and I wiggled my hips, moaning in delight as my plug shifted inside of me.  I pressed forward, letting Honey fuck my mouth, tongue lapping, lips buzzing, floating on a tide of bliss as my pretty little caged cock throbbed and ached uselessly in its cage.  I was a pretty, submissive, pink secretary on my knees sucking cock and I was in heaven.

I moaned as Honey thrust deeper, fucking into my mouth over and over, bobbing my head up and down, sucking, licking, lapping, stroking, hands slick with spit.  Honey’s cock was throbbing, swelling, and the head brushed at the back of my throat.  She thrust and I suppressed the urge to gag, submitting to her magnificent prick, opening my throat, allowing my mouth to be used, to be fucked.

My caged cock ached, throbbing, drooling precum into my panties, my tongue lapped, the piercing a subtle source of joy, and my lips, swollen now, fat cock sucking lips, buzzed with pleasure, pink and wet, tight, sucking.  Honey thrust and her cock slipped into my willing throat and I let her use me, a cock slut, a submissive toy, a good girl. 

Honey thrust, and her cock opened my throat, stretching it, her pulsing, hard, thick, long cock slipping into my mouth, my throat, fucking me, using me.  I licked, sucked, struggled to breathe, battling the urge to gag, allowing my throat to become accustomed to being used, fucked, filled with cock, the sensation of it being stretched by Honey’s hard, thick, pulsing cock amazing.  My pretty little caged cock was so worthless and pathetic in comparison—I was a pretty toy now, a fuck doll, a cock slut, a good girl.

Honey fucked my mouth, deep, long strokes.  I sucked, offered up my throat, let her stretch and fuck it, deep, choking me, suffocating me, submitting to her glorious prick. 

“Yes… that’s it… take it all… suck a talented girl, such a perfect little pretty cock slut.  Your mouth is so good, so wet and hot.  Your tight little virgin throat makes such a perfect fuck hole… you are going to be such a good girl.”  Honey moaned.

She thrust deep, gripping my hair tight, pulling my head down onto her cock, stuffing my throat full, stretching it, choking me.  I sucked, lapping, tongue and lips buzzing, head floating, my worthless pretty caged cock limp, aching, drooling, my plugged ass so hot and slick, wiggling my hips and ass to feel more, my hole so good.

I wanted more, needed more, wanted Honey’s cum.  I sucked, pressed forward even as she thrust her hips and her cock sank deep, filling my throat, my mouth, stretching and I took all of it, chocking, head spinning.  She griped my hair tight and held me down even as I squirmed, moaned, lost on the tide of sensations, sucking and licking, throat massaging her cock, milking it.

“Yes… that… just like that you filthy slut…” Honey whispered.

The pretty blonde bucked, fucking my mouth as deep as she could and I wrapped my plump, pink lips tight.  Her cock swelled, throbbed, pulsed, massive and hot and thick.  Honey thrust, deep, and she came, cumming down my throat, fucking me, using me, cumming as I sucked and milked her magnificent prick.

“Yes!”  Honey moaned.

I whimpered, the sensation of her cock expanding, pulsing, cumming, fucking my throat as she came, throbbing over and over, slipping back to fill my mouth with cum before thrusting back into my throat, too much, tipping me over the edge.

My pretty little caged cock pulsed, limp and worthless, and my hole clenched on the plug.  My lips and tongue were buzzing with pleasure, throat stretched, mouth and throat full of cum as Honey used me.  I whimpered, a good girl, and I came, filling my pink panties with a thin trickle of cum, my whole body shuddering, changed by my experiences, the sensations, the pleasure, corrupted by Honey’s perfect cock.  I was a cock slut, a cum slut, and there was no turning back.

“Mmmm… you are so good at that.” Honey whispered.

She pulled her still pulsing cock from my throat, the last traces of cum oozing out onto my tongue, and I sucked hard to get every last drop, her cock leaving my plump, pink, wet lips with an audible pop.  I swallowed without thinking, thankful for her gift of cum, savouring it, licking my lips to catch every last drop, shuddering as my orgasm subsided, panties damp with cum, my pretty little caged cock still aching.

“I’m really looking forward to what comes next.”  Honey said.

I smiled, tongue still tainted by the taste of her cum.

“Me too.”  I said.

Miss Banrion chuckled.

“I’m impressed.”  She said.  “You’re an exceptional slut, but tomorrow is when you get the chance to really impress me.”

I smiled, shivered, still moaning, drunk on the bliss of what I had just done, on how I had been used, the memory of my mouth and throat being fuck.  I wanted more.  I needed more.

“I can’t wait.”  I said, blushing.


Five

Miss Banrion and Honey led me back to my room and I offered no resistance.  I was buzzing, head spinning, thoughts jumbled, exhausted and grinning.  When they left me alone I went immediately to my bed and lay down, resting my eyes, going over the events of the day.

I could not help but grin, my head fluffy and pink, the memory of Honey’s magnificent cock, the taste of her cum, then sensation of it throbbing inside my throat.  I was pretty now, permanently, a sexy good girl.  A small part of me railed against what was being done to me without my agreement, but it was a small, quiet, feeble part.  There was a louder part, a new, bright, pink, giggly, happy part that was enjoying it, relishing it, eager to see what happened next. 

As I lay still, resting, dozing, the room filled with quiet sounds, a soft droning, and the ventilation system hissed, the air filled with a sharp, sweet, astringent scent that made thinking too difficult.  I took a deep breath, and relaxed, sank deep into the soft comfort of my bed.

I had been such a good girl today.  I was so much prettier, so much sexier, but I needed to be even sexier, even prettier, needed to be the prettiest, sexiest girl I could be if men were to want to hire me as their sexy submissive secretary.

The words seemed to float into my mind, sinking deeper, filing my head, reprogramming me, corrupting me, and I was too tired, too weak, to resist.  I did not want to resist.  I wanted to be a good girl, to obey, to submit.

I drifted, floating on clouds of pink, free, happy, giggling.  I was beautiful now, with a womanly body with curves, long legs, smooth skin, long red hair, plump, pink, glossy dick sucking lips, a round ass that begged to be spanked, groped, fucked.

I imaged being dressed in lingerie, heels, a curvy, sexy body, smooth and sensitive, my pretty little caged cock throbbing, lips pouting, fluttering my eye lashes for my sexy boss, bending over his desk, making his cock hard.  I squirmed, my plug shifting inside me, teasing me.  I craved it.

I craved the attention.  I wanted men to look at me, to notice me, to think me sexy.  The thought of wiggling in a tight skirt around the office, exciting all the men, serving them in the board room on my hands and knees, bending over the table for them as they used me, crawling under the table to help relieve their stress, made my heart flutter.  I ached desperately, yearning to be the flirty, teasing secretary in sexy heels wiggling my ass for them, pleasing them.

I could no longer resist.  It was inevitable.  The more I tried to fight it the stronger the urges became.  It was who I was meant to be—the pretty, submissive secretary, the flirty, slutty personal assistant.  It was my destiny.  I had to embrace it.  I needed to embrace it, to embrace my truth.

The voices whispered, seducing me as I sank deeper, so tired, no strength left to resist.  I was changing and I embraced it, glad for this opportunity to become who I was meant to be.

I was a sexy, pretty, obedient fuck doll.  I needed to be sexy, to be pretty.  I needed to excite men.  I wanted to make them hard, excite them.  I wanted their cocks to swell and throb and ache for me.  I was addicted, to cock, to cum, and I craved it, craved the pleasure of serving, submitting.  My mouth, my ass, were there to provide pleasure to others—stern men and women in business suits, sat at meeting tables, in offices, with me knelt under their desks, sucking, licking, bent over, legs spread, fucked, my pretty little caged cock worthless and useless as I accepted my place.

I moaned, body hot, aching, still changing, transforming, becoming the perfect body for a submissive fuck toy secretary.  I need it, ached for it, and I would do whatever I needed to to fulfil my duties and earn my reward.  I was a good girl and I wanted cock, cum, the pleasure of serving, submitting.

The voices whispered and I sank deeper, deeper, deeper… drifting down towards my destiny, my inevitable fate.  There was no escape, and I smiled, dreaming of serving on my knees like a good girl.
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I woke aching but smiling, a deep satisfied stiffness that comes from hard exercise.  I squirmed in my bed, wiggling, vague images from dreams that eluded remembering.  I was naked, in only my collar and cage, under pink sheets.

I wondered what time it was, and what the new day would bring—my pretty little caged cock throbbed excitedly at the thought of more adventure, further transformations and training.  I could not wait for another opportunity to show Honey and Mistress what a good girl I was.

I sat up, let the sheets slip off my smooth, pretty body, and shuddered at the caress of the soft material.  I stretched, and could not help but notice the rather obvious transformation I had undergone while sleeping—I had changed overnight, become… curvy.

I looked down, saw the round swell of my breasts, not quite large, yet, but prominent and heavy, large, fat pierced nipples.  I reached up to feel them weighing them in my hands, so soft and supple, a shiver of delight as I squeezed them, my fingers slipping up to tease my pierced nipples, the sensation so intensely wonderful that I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering, moaning.

I remembered Mistress and Honey saying it would take several days for my changes to complete.  Did this mean my breasts would get larger?  Softer?  Fatter?  Heavier?  I smiled at the thought… imagining how they would look in a tight bra and figure hugging blouse, lots of cleavage on display.  I squirmed at the thought of being groped, fondled, manhandled.

Eager to see the other changes I kicked off my bed sheets, and I could not help but giggle.

My hips were definitely wider, with an obvious gap between my thighs now even when I pressed my knees together, and my ass was rounder, fatter, firm and plump, well on its way to becoming an eye-catching bubble butt.  My legs seemed longer, and curvier, but it was my caged cock that really caught my attention, making me squirm and blush.

When Mistress had first put the cage on it had been agony, far too small, constraining even my not particularly massive dick, but now… now it was roomy, comfortable, possibly even too big.  The thought of being put into an even smaller one made my cock throb, but at the same time… I wanted it… wanted to be locked away, my dick useless, worthless, demonstrating my place as a fuck doll.

My cock was definitely smaller—tiny now, cute and undeniably pretty.  I reached down and tugged on my cage, felt my tiny little worthless dick, so feminine and cute and pretty, throb, aching, but it was my hole, my ass, that felt good.

I wiggled in place, testing the way the plug shifted inside me, my hole tight and slick and sensitive, aching, a buzzing pleasure like nothing I had experienced before.  It felt… amazing!  The way the plug shifted, pressing on the bright spot of my pleasure, teasing me, making my tiny little pretty cock ache, it was too much, as though all the pleasure centres of my brain, my body, were directly connected to my tight, slick, wet hole. 

I wanted more.  I craved more.  I needed more—needed to be stretched, filled, fucked, and just thinking about it made me whimper.

I wiggled harder, squirming in bed, and barely heard the door open.  I wanted to stop, knew I should stop, should be ashamed, but… I couldn’t.

I could only watch as Miss Banrion and Honey entered, stopping just inside the door, watching me, naked, caged and collared, as I wiggled in bed pleasuring myself with the plug.

“Well, it seems someone woke up in a… good mood.”  Mistress said, smiling.

Honey giggled.

“You look so sexy there, all squirmy and cute, trying to get off.  Just a shame we have things planned this morning otherwise…”

“Now, now Honey.  No need to go distracting our new girl any further.  Just go give her a hand, help her get out of bed.  Staying a little… frustrated will help motivate her later.”

I whined, pining, moaning, desperate for… more.

Honey moved off from the door, walked towards me.  I watched the sway of her hips, the memory of her magnificent cock bright.  Maybe she would…

“Come on now.  It’s time you got up.  It’s fantastic that you’re enjoying your new, enhanced body, but we’ve got to get you dressed and ready for… well… just trust me when I say you’ll enjoy it… a LOT!”  Honey said, giggling.

The way she spoke, teasing me, made me ache.  What did they have planned for me?  I was eager to find out and so, reluctantly, I stopped my wiggling and took Honey’s hand and she helped me out of bed.

I wobbled as I stood up, almost falling over, a cramp in my legs and feet as I tried to stand barefoot on the floor.  Honey held me, supporting me.

“Stand on tip-toe.”  She said.

I did as I was told and the pain and ache vanished almost immediately and then I remembered.  My legs, my ankles and calves, had been changed.  I needed my heels if I wanted to be comfortable, if I wanted to walk normally.  For a short while I could stand on tip-toe, but if I wanted to be able to move around easily I needed to be wearing high heels or I would be forced to crawl—the thought made me squirm and blush.  I was going to be a naughty, sexy, submissive secretary forever.

Mistress looked me over, nodding approvingly.

“Well, I’m very happy with how you’re progressing.  You’ve filled out wonderfully, and obviously you’re enjoying the changes… but we’ll need to make a few adjustments.”

She smiled at me.

“You’ll need a new outfit.  Your clothes from yesterday won’t fit you now, not with those new and improved curves, and looking at how you’re standing you’re going to need to some very, very high heels to be comfortable.”

Her smile became a smirk.

“Plus, that cage is far too roomy now.  You’ll need a smaller one for that tiny little worthless dick of yours, and given how you were squirming, I think perhaps a larger plug too, to keep you all hot and bothered.”

Mistress’s words made my head spin.  I could not help but smile, heart racing.  Why was I so happy?

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered, voice cute, sexy, feminine.  “Thank you Mistress.”
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My cage was changed first, swapped quickly, the large one unlocked by Mistress and removed by Honey, swapped to a newer one, silver metal, tiny and discreet, decorated with a cute little pink bow that sat at the top, a heart shaped pink gem in the centre.  I could not help but grin, admiring my new cage, giggling as Mistress locked it on.

“There, now that one shouldn’t need to come off for quite some time, if ever.”  She said.

I bit my bottom lip to keep from moaning, frustrated, humiliated, delighted.  Miss Banrion tapped the cage with a finger nail, testing the lock.

“Much tidier.  Very cute.  You’ll barely be able to see it even in just panties.  And girls like you don’t need their worthless, pathetic little pretty cocks distracting them from the job of serving, do they?”

I smiled, shook my head.

“No Mistress.”

I wanted to serve, to submit.  I needed to submit.

I loved how the cage looked on me, sealing away my tiny little pretty dick, rendering it useless, making it so dainty and adorable, so tiny and delicate.  Given how good my lips and tongue and ass felt I knew I didn’t need my pathetic little dick any more.  I was a good girl, a sexy fuck toy.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I said.

Honey and Mistress smiled.

“Now, time for a larger plug to really stretch that hole of yours, and a new outfit.”  Mistress said.

I grinned, blushing.

Honey fetched a new plug for me, a large, swollen silver bulb, slightly pointed at one end, with a thin neck attached to a heart shaped pink gem.  I stared at it in awe, not certain it would even fit, but eager to find out.

“Bend over now.  And no getting over excited.”  Honey giggled.

I did as I was told, bending over the bed, legs spread, back curved, ass raised in offering.  Honey moved in behind and her hands slipped up my legs to my ass, squeezing, working in towards my crack.  She played with my plug for a moment, teasing me, making me moan as it shifted inside me, pressing on the knot of joy in my belly, and I bit my bottom lip to keep from gasping—my tiny cock throbbed in the new, smaller cage.

Then Honey began to pull, gently, teasing, tugging the plug out.  The sensation was… mind numbing.  I relaxed, let her guide me, legs spread, a desperate slut aching for more.

The plug stretched my opening, tugging, and then, suddenly, it slipped free, leaving me gasping, empty, desperate to be filled.  My heart was racing.

“Please…”  I whined, wiggling my hips, aching for the larger plug, wanting it to stretch me, fill me.

Honey giggled, slapping my ass.

“Dirty girl!”  She said, playfully

“Please what?”  Mistress asked.

I bit my lip, shamed at the thought of confessing my need.

“Tell Honey what you want or you get nothing.”  Mistress said.

I took a deep breath.

“Please… plug me… stretch my tight hole with that massive plug… fill me up… make me a pretty, sexy good girl…”

I was left breathless and giddy by my confession, but excited, aching.

“Since you asked so nicely.”  Honey whispered.

She slipped my new plug up my crack, teasing me, caressing it over my gaping, empty hole, slick and slippery.  I whimpered, wiggled my hips, pressed back.  I needed to be full, to be a submissive, sexy slut.

Honey pressed as I eased back, and the plug stretched me.  I moaned, the sensation so hot, so good, numbing thought and erasing my ability to resist.  I could only submit to the pleasure, my need to be full.  My hole felt better than anything I had ever felt and I wanted more.

I wiggled, easing back as Honey pushed, gently, firmly, stretching wider, wider, almost painful, but I wanted more, wanted the massive plug buried deep in my ass so that I could feel it, moving about inside of me as I walked, as I served.

“More… please…”  I whimpered.

The pressure built, my hole stretched wider and then, suddenly, the plug popped in, filling me in one smooth, slick, satisfying motion—my pretty little, worthless caged cock throbbed in response.  I could only moan, heart racing, belly fluttering, full, floating on a cloud of pleasure.

“My… you look so pretty with it in.  I just know it’ll help keep you on edge, eager to please.  It’ll make today so much more… enjoyable, for everyone involved.”  Mistress said.

I looked back over my shoulder, smiling, eyes hazy, drunk on lust and pleasure, wiggling my hips to feel the brilliant hot pleasant sensation of my new, massive plug moving inside my ass.

“Now, crawl to kneel in front of me.  I have one last gift before we get you dressed.”  Miss Banrion said.

I did as I was told, obeying.  It was my purpose, to obey.  I turned and crawled on my hands and knees to Mistress, collared, caged, plugged, naked, wiggling my round ass, my wide hips, my tits swaying beneath me, the sensation joyous.  I stopped in front of her and knelt.  Without heels it was the only way I could move about easily and without pain—on all fours, a pet, and the thought made me grin and blush, humiliated, exhilarated.

Mistress held a small silver disc in her hand, pink lettering that I could not read.

“We have only one small problem.”  Mistress said.

My heart sank.  I wanted to be a good girl.  I needed to be a good girl.

“Callum is no name for a sexy, pretty girl like you.  A slutty, obedient toy like you needs a better name.  Don’t you think?” 

I nodded without hesitation.  Mistress smiled.

“I was thinking Candy would be much more suitable.”

I blushed.  Candy.  It was perfect.  Pretty and feminine and sexy.  I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.  I love it.”  I said.

Mistress and Honey smiled.

“I knew you would.”  Miss Banrion said.

“Honey and Candy… quite a ring to it.”  Honey said, grinning.

“And to celebrate… I have a gift.”

Mistress showed me the silver disc, the word Candy engraved in pink, flowing script, a tiny pink heart beneath.

“Lift your chin.”  Miss Banrion said.

I obeyed.  I lifted my chin and Mistress moved to attached my name tag to my collar.  I was Candy now.  Collared and caged, locked.  I was a pretty, sexy, submissive slut, an obedient secretary, and I was happier than I could remember being.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I whispered, looking up at her.

“You’re very welcome Candy.  Now, how about we try on your new outfit… there is, after all, lots more planned for you today.”

I could barely contain my excitement.


Six

Miss Banrion and Honey fetched my new outfit and helped me dress.  It was simpler than my previous outfits, less bright and brazen, and I pined for the ludicrous, garish pinks that made me look like a slutty, sexy, bimbo.

“You’ll get to wear all kinds of outfits now.  Some will be super slutty and sexy—those are always the best ones if you ask me.”  Honey giggled.  “But you’ll also have to sometimes wear clothes that are a little more sensible, so that you’re able to mingle with people.  I mean, you couldn't go to an important business meeting in a latex dress with cut out panels that exposed your ass and tits now, could you?”

I blush as I imagined it, being dressed like a sexy slut, a good girl, a room full of men and women dressed smart and formal, staring at me, at my big, fat tits, my round bubble butt, watching me as I walk, butt and hips wiggling, swaying, tits bouncing, the sight of me arousing them, the humiliation and shame at being so exposed.  What would they say to me?  What would they make me do?  How would they make me serve?

I shake my head.

“I… I suppose not.”  I said, a little saddened.

Honey laughs.

“Don’t look so glum.  I mean, sometimes that’s okay obviously, if its a special kind of meeting, but you’ll need to be able to blend in a little sometimes too.  There’s an art to being able to stand out while also blending in.  You need to always look your best, sexy and exciting, but sometimes it needs to be more…

“Restrained.”  Miss Banrion said, grinning.

I smiled at her, understanding.  I would have loved latex and leather, but Mistress knew best.

“But enough talk.  It’s time to get you dressed.  Put this on first.”  Mistress said.

I nodded as she held up a flexible corset with suspender straps attached, black, silk and lace, with stiff bones running vertically. 

Miss Banrion and Honey helped, showing me how I would have to dress on my own, hands caressing me, wrapping me in the folds of the corset, tightening it, tugging my waist in to give my figure and even more exaggerated hourglass shape, hips wide, tits heavy, waist trim.  I moved, testing the bindings of my corset.  I was stiff, and bending and breathing were more difficult, but I still had almost full range of motion if I were careful—and the way the corset shaped me, held me, constrained me, was pleasant, arousing, a provocative, sexual naughtiness.

Next came stockings, black and sheer, seamed, with lacy tops.  I slid one up each leg, the material a caress that made my hole clench and my worthless little caged cock ache, my nipples hard and aching.  As I pulled them snug into place I shivered, clipping the suspender straps hanging from my corset to them to hold them in place—a trick that took a little practice before I had the knack of it.

“Remember, good girls always put stockings and suspenders on first, with panties over the top.  It makes it much easier to slip panties off in a hurry…”  Mistress said.

I blushed at the implication but nodded.  The idea that I might be in a hurry to get my panties off appealed to me.

Next came panties and bra, both black again, silky, lacy, pretty, and very, very feminine, oozing sex appeal.  I slipped the panties on, loving how they easily cupped my tiny, pathetic little caged cock, how skimpy they were, showing off my stocking clad legs, high cut to flash most of my round, full ass.  I wiggled, delighting in how my massive plug shifted inside my slick, tight, stretched hole.  I looked… good!  Pretty, sexy, feminine, alluring, long legs and wide hips, round ass, and I couldn’t wait to get my heels on, not only because of how I knew they would improve my look, but because my calves were cramping from standing so long on tip-toe—I needed my heels now, and the thought made me squirm.

I slipped on my bra next, the sensation of my growing tits being so supported, cupped by soft, silk fabric, held up and together to make them seem larger, rounder, fuller, an exciting flash of cleavage, making me grin and blush.  The way Honey looked at me was all I needed to know I looked sexy.  I shook my shoulders to make my swelling tits jiggle and they shook, the sensation a delight—I wondered just how large they were going to get, hoping for at least Honey’s ample size, maybe even larger, tits big enough to make anyone stare in envy and lust, tits fat enough to wrap around a hard cock—I bit my bottom lip and Honey stared at me admiringly.

“You really are becoming quite the cock tease Candy.”  Honey said.

I giggled, flattered by her praise.

“I don’t just tease.”  I said, fluttering my eye lashes.

The thought of Honey’s cock in my mouth, in other places, made me ache.  I needed it, yearned for it.

“Enough flirting for now girls.  There’ll be plenty of time for that later.  Right now we need to finish getting Candy dressed for her demonstration.”  Mistress said.

Honey and I both nodded, suddenly more obedient.

“Now, slip this on.”  Mistress said.

She handed me a white blouse, sheer and silk, so thin it was almost transparent, and a dark grey pleated skirt, patterned with dark plaid—greys and black.  I slipped the blouse on first, blushing at how my breasts stretched the fabric, large enough now to prevent me from doing up the top three buttons so that my cleavage was on display, my bra visible through the thin material, my bright pink collar openly on display, and then I slipped on the skirt.  The skirt was short, so short that the tops of my stocking were always on display.  Any movement would cause the skirt to sway, flashing my panties and ass, and were I required to pick something up off the floor or bend, then I was certain to give anyone watching quite the display.  I grinned and giggled at the thought.

“Much better.  Still slutty and brazen, but fitting for an office environment.  People will still know your purpose in life is to serve as a fuck doll, but you’ll at least not look completely out of place.”  Mistress said.

I blushed, enjoying her praise.

“Thank you Mistress I said.”

She nodded.

“Final touch is the heels.”  She said.

Honey handed me a pair of shiny black high heels, with lockable ankle strap with padlocks.  I took them eagerly, and slipped them on without delay—my legs felt immediately better with them on, the cramps and aches fading.  I stood still while Mistress locked them in place.

“There, all done.  Would you like to see?”

I nodded, grinning, excited.  I could not wait to see what a slutty, sexy submissive secretary I was.  Mistress turned to Honey.

“The mirror please Honey.”  She said.

Honey nodded, moved to the side, and opened my wardrobe to pull out the full length mirror hung inside.  I saw myself dressed for the first time and I froze.

I was… gorgeous.  The very picture of sexy, slutty office girl.  I was the kind of girl I would have thought way, way out of my league, the pretty, wanton, slutty personal assistant of some handsome, wealthy, powerful businessman.

My long red curly hair, my dazzling permanent make-up—dark lashes, black mascara, pink and black eye-shadow, plump, wet, glossy pink dick sucking lips.  My curves, narrow shoulders, large tits, trim waist, wide hips, my round ass.

I wiggled, blushing, grinning, biting my bottom lip, whimpering.  My pierced nipples hardened, teased by the fabric of my bra, my hole clenching around the massive plug stretching my hole, my pathetic little pretty dick throbbing in its cage.  My lips and tongue ached, buzzing, and the pretty hoops dangling from my ears jangled, bright and pretty.

My outfit was just the final touch, stockings and suspenders, corset, bra and panties, black high heels, the perfect sexy secretary outfit.  I was like a porn star, a slut, a good girl.

Honey stepped in close behind.  She leaned in, lips close to my ear.

“Now, just think how good you’d look with a tattoo to set your whole look off… something like ‘cum slut’, or ‘fuck toy’, tattooed just over that cute tiny pathetic caged cock of yours.”

My blush deepened.  The thought was both humiliating and exhilarating.

“I’d love it…”  I whispered, admitting the truth.

My head was buzzing.  Mistress laughed.

“Well, maybe later, right now we need to get on with the day’s demonstration.  Now, both of you come with me.  I think we’re all going to enjoy this.”
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Miss Banrion led me and Honey down corridors.  I walked with an obvious wiggle and sway, my butt and hips rolling and wiggling on their own, my skirt swishing to flash my panties and ass, the sensation wonderful.

In my heels my gait was sexual, easy, slutty, comfortable.  It felt right to wear them, and I knew that not wearing them would be painful, make walking awkward, making me crawl, plus… I wouldn’t look as sexy.

Walking next to Honey I felt cute, like we were sexy sisters, two beautiful women, and I felt free, happier than I could remember, a swell of euphoria that was like a blessing.  I could not wait to see what lay ahead for me, and was eager to do my best to impress Mistress.

Miss Banrion stopped by a door, paused.  She looked back at me, smiling.

“Now, Candy, I want you to do your best in here.  Consider this a test of sorts, to see how well your transformation has gone.  There’ll be someone in the room, a… familiar face.  Ignore them to start, and listen to me, but remember you are here to impress them.  Understand?” 

My heart skipped.  A familiar face, someone who knew me, who knew the old me?  They were going to see the new me, the slutty, eager, submissive, good girl I had become.  I took a deep breath, trusting Mistress and Honey.  I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

Miss Banrion smiled.

“And remember to have fun.  I know Honey and I will…”

Her smiled was wide, kind, and Honey giggled.

“Oh, we’ll be having lots of fun.”

The way Honey spoke make me squirm.  I blushed.

Miss Banrion turned to the door, opened it, and gestured for me to enter.  I stepped through followed by Honey and my Mistress, and the door clicked shut behind me.

[image: ]

The room was made out like an office, filing cabinets, a large desk, a chair, large windows with the blinds pulled down.  It was familiar, like any office of a senior executive.  As I stood still the chair turned and my eyes met those of the person behind the desk.  Ms Lansa?

I froze.  She was as stunningly beautiful as ever, stern and austere but undeniably sexy.  Mistress moved round to stand beside me, Honey on the other side.  My collar felt tight around my throat, pink leather, my name tag hanging just above my cleavage.  Candy.

“As you can see, you were correct in your assessment of her.  She was a perfect candidate for our process, turning out exceptionally well, perhaps even our finest achievement yet, and the process is not even yet fully complete.”  Miss Banrion said.  “I thank you for bringing her to our attention.”

Ms Lansa nodded, smiling.

“You are very welcome.  While working with her I couldn’t help but notice her potential, she was just so… intoxicating.  The way she was unaware of her true self, her cute femininity beneath the surface, her subtle submissive tendencies, her desire to please.  I knew if anyone would be able to help her it would be you, though I have to say you’ve outdone yourself this time.  She’s gone from bland to beauty, and she is quite, quite exceptional.”

I blushed, stayed silent.  The way they were talking about me, the things they were saying, they made me ache and squirm.

“I’m quite looking forward to having her back in to office.  I know she’s going to fit in wonderfully.  Now that you’ve helped her become the kind of girl I require I’m very much looking forward to working with her.”

This was planned, all of it.  They had worked together to transform me, corrupt me, reprogram me, make me the perfect, slutty, submissive secretary for Ms Lansa.  That they had gone through so much effort for me, because they saw the potential in me, because they saw how special I was, that I could be such a good girl, made me happier than I could express.

“Now, I assume she’s fully trained?”  Ms Lansa asked.

Mistress laughed.

“Almost.  We thought that this meeting would be the perfect opportunity to finish her training and also display her… abilities.  It is a little unorthodox I know, but I am so confident in her talents and abilities that I thought it was worth having a little fun, and taking a little risk.”

Ms Lansa looked at me, smiled.

“It seemed Mistress Banrion has quite the confidence in you Candy.  I do hope you don’t disappoint her, or me.  I’m so looking forward to having you work under me.”  Ms Lansa said.

She smiled.  Mistress moved to stand in front of me, with Honey moving to stand beside her.  I was to be trained, displayed, inspected.  I wanted so badly to impress them all with what a good slut I could be.

“Are you ready Candy?”  Mistress asked.

I nodded, smiling, blushing.

“Ready Mistress.”  I whispered.

“Good.  Then kneel.”

I did as I was told.
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Miss Banrion and Honey smiled down at me.  Ms Lansa moved to sit on the side of the desk, watching. 

“Now, lift up Honey’s skirt.  I think you know how to begin.”  Mistress said.

I did.  I moved, crawled to kneel in front of Honey, lifted my hands to slowly lift her skirt, caressing her legs, delighting in the way the bulge under her skirt engorged, swelling larger, her cock excited for me.

I reached up and peeled down her panties, tugged them down and off her feet, and reached up to grasp her perfect, wonderful cock, stroking it.  My head was buzzing and I was already lost in the heat of the moment, focussed on cock.  Honey moaned, thrusting into my hands, the slit on the head of her cock glistening with precum.  Without needing to be told I opened my mouth, extended my tongue and wrapped my pink, fat, glossy dick sucking pillowy lips around her cock, licking the head to taste the sweet reward of her precum.

Honey moaned, my mouth tight, hot, wet, sucking.  I shivered, lost to the bliss of having a cock between my lips, caressing with my tongue, the piercing there sending out bolts of delight.  I sucked hard, stroking with my hands, Honey’s thick, hard, throbbing shaft slick with spit, and I worked my lips down as she thrust into my mouth, head brushing at the back of my throat.

I suppressed the urge to gag, let the swollen head of her cock stretch my throat, and she slipped deep, a bliss of surrender and submission.  Honey fucked her cock in and out of my mouth and I sucked, lapped, licked, teasing her with my piercing, miking her with my throat.

“Impressive.  She’s even more of a cock slut than I imagined.  The way she takes it so eagerly, so enthusiastically.  I’m definitely going to enjoy having her as my personal assistant if her other skills are equal.”

Ms Lansa’s words were a blessing, and I sucked harder, eager to show off.

“Well, why don’t we find out?”  Mistress said.

“Honey, slip out for now.  I want Candy bent over the desk so we can examine her other… skills.”

Bent over the desk?  Other skills?  My heart soared at the implication.  I was about to be fucked by Honey’s perfect, wonderful, fat cock!

Honey pulled back, slipping her cock from my mouth.  My body responded on its own, sucking harder, desperate to cling onto her glorious prick, wanting her cum, her cock, feeling it between my lips, over my tongue, in my throat.

It slipped from my plump pink wet lips with an audible pop and I whined, wanting more.

“More is coming Candy.  Just be patient you filthy slut.”  Mistress said.

“Lots more!”  Honey said, grinning.

I smiled, barely able to think, mind awash with pink fog, lust.  I was a cock slut, a fuck toy, a submissive secretary, a good girl, and all I wanted to do was serve.  My pathetic little caged cock was agony, my hole tight around the massive plug, a hot core of need in my belly.

“Now, stand up Candy, skirt up, panties off, bent over the desk.  I want you on display.”  Mistress said.

Miss Lansa, stood to the side, sexy, domineering, beautiful, watched me with interest, smiling, as sexy and commanding as ever.

I moved quickly, eager to obey.  I rose to my feet, slipped my panties down my legs, and walked to the desk, bare ass flashing under my short skirt, wiggling my hips and butt as my high heels clicked.  I felt so alive, so hot, heart drumming.  I wanted more.
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I bent over the desk, lifted my skirt, and flashed my ass as I spread my legs.  I was on display, a fuck toy, waiting to be used, desperate to serve.  I wiggled my ass, round and pert and full, my long smooth stocking clad legs on display, heels locked on my feet.  The name tag tapped on the surface of the desk as I got comfortable—CANDY.

The three beautiful women moved to stand around behind me, examining me, studying me, my bare ass, my pathetic little caged cock, my plugged ass, the cute heart shaped gem exposed with my legs spread wide.  I swayed my hips, hoping to please them.

“My, that is such a stunning sight.  I can barely contain myself but… continue please Mistress Banrion, this is your test, your training session.  I’m just glad I get to watch.”  Ms Lansa said.

“Honey, please help prepare Candy.”  Mistress said.

I felt movement behind me.  Honey’s hands ran up and over my ass, my legs, squeezing, fingers slipping along my crack, pressing and teasing my plug.  I moaned, loudly, aching, the way the plug shifted inside me driving me wild, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside me, belly fluttering.  My hole felt hot, aching, needy.  I wanted more, needed more…

“Please… please fuck me… I can’t wait any longer.  I need you inside me, I want your cock inside my ass, want you to fuck me like the slut I am.”

“So eager!  You really have done exceptional work on her.”  Ms Lansa said.

Mistress laughed.  Honey teased the plug inside me, squeezing my ass cheeks, spanking me lightly.  I spread my legs wide, wiggling my hips and butt, curving my back to lift my ass higher, offering myself to her, begging her, needing her to fuck me.

“As much as I’d love to take credit for this, much of this is her own inner nature.  She has so much potential… I’m just helping her achieve that.”  Miss Banrion said.  “Now, Honey, why not prepare Candy for what she so desperately needs, since she begged so well.”

Honey leaned over me, pinning me down on the desk, my tits squashed, pierced nipples tingling, and her fingers gripped the head of my plug, pulling.

“You’re going to like this.  The moment you become a girl forever, the moment you get fucked for the first time, the moment you learn to really, really, appreciate cock.”

Honey pulled.  The plug stretched me, slipping out, hole stretched wider, wider, pressure building.  I moaned, the sensation mind numbing.  I was just a fuck toy, desperate to be used.

The plug puckered my hole, slipping out, stretching, aching, and I wiggled my ass then, suddenly, the plug slipped free, slipped out, popping past my outer ring, leaving me gaping and empty and aching.  Honey lifted herself up, slapped my ass, and giggled.

“Such a slut…”  She said.

“Please… I… I can’t think… I need to be full, I’m so empty.  Please… fuck me.”  I whimpered.

“I think she’s ready Mistress.”  Honey said.

Miss Banrion laughed, kind, gentle.

“I think she is.  And watching her squirm, hearing her beg like a desperate little submissive fuck doll has me ready too.”

I heard the click of Mistress’s heels.  Honey moved off, stepping to the side.  I whined, desperate… she wasn’t going to fuck me?

“Now, Candy… are you going to beg for me?”  Mistress said.

I turned to lift my head, looked back over my shoulder, collar tight, pathetic little cock aching in my cage, hole gaping, empty, desperate to be filled.  I froze.

Mistress was stripped from the waist down, still in her stockings, suspenders, heels, but no panties and… her cock… her perfect, hard, throbbing, magnificent cock was free, thick and long, and she was stroking it as she moved towards me, hips swaying.  I could not help but smile. 

I wiggled my ass, spreading my legs, my hole slick, stretched, aching to be full.  I needed to be fucked.

“Please Mistress… please… fuck me… fill my ass with your cock, fuck me like the slut I was born to be, make me a good girl for you… make me into a submissive sexy fuck toy… let me serve you, let me please you… use me… just… please… fuck me...”

Mistress smiled.  She stepped in between my spread legs, reached out and slapped my bare ass.  I giggled, wiggling my hips.  Mistress ran her hand up and down her cock, even larger than Honey’s, thicker and longer, working a slick gel over the girth of it, lubing it ready to fuck me.

My tiny little cock was so cute and small in comparison that I blushed, shamed and glad, happy to be caged, locked in my collar and heels, glad for my transformation, eager to feel her massive prick inside me.  Mistress stepped closer, ran the head of her cock up and down my crack, teasing it over my hole, making me whine and moan.  I lifted my ass, curving my back, head down, and I felt her cock pause at my opening, pressing.

“Are you ready to embrace your destiny Candy?”  Mistress asked.

There was a gentle pressure at my opening, the entrance to my slick, tight, virgin hole, stretching me, teasing me.  I smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  I whispered.
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Mistress eased forward, pressing the swollen head of her cock at my hole, easing my entrance open, stretching me, wider, wider—my heart was racing, this was it, I about to lose my virginity, my tight hole fucked for the first time, become the good girl I so desperately needed to be.  I spread my legs wider, my locked heels forcing me to stand in a way that offered my ass up, my back curved, head low to the desk, the posture of a good slut, demonstrating how eager I was to be filled, enticing my Mistress to slip her cock into me.

I wiggled my hips, pressed back, the pressure building.  Hands slipped up over my thighs, ass, to my hips, gripping me, and Mistress eased her cock in, stretching, splitting me open, and then, suddenly, gloriously, the prominent head popped past my outer ring, slipped deep, filling me, stretching me, fucking me, claiming me.

“Fuck!…”  I could barely think, barely breath, my words little more than incoherent moaning, whimpering.

Mistress’s grip on my hips tightened, holding me, and she pulled me back into her and she thrust her hips forward, burying her massive, thick, hard, hot, throbbing cock inside my slick, tight, no longer virgin hole.  She paused for a moment and I wiggled, squeezed my hole, teasing her, milking her perfect prick. 

Mistress pulled back, pulled almost the entire length of her cock out of me. I could feel it throbbing inside of me, the drumming of her heart communicated through her cock, and she held it just barely inside me, the fat head tugging at my entrance, teasing me.

“Tell me Candy, what do you want?”  Mistress whispered.

I couldn’t think.  I just needed to be fucked.

“I want you Mistress, want you inside me, want you to fuck me… please… fuck me… use me… show me what a good girl I am, what a good, pretty fuck doll I am… I can’t… I just need you to fuck me… use me… breed me…”

The words tumbled from my pretty, pink, plump, dick sucking lips.  It felt amazing to confess the truth, to admit who I was.  Mistress’s grip on my hips tightened.

“Mmm… such pretty words from such a pretty girl.”  She whispered.

She thrust forward, one quick, smooth, firm motion, and she buried her cock inside my tight ass, my hole clenching, wrapping around her massive, thick length, gripping her, squeezing as I thrust back.

As she began to fuck in and out, slowly, steadily, her hips slapping against my round ass, I could not help but moan out loud, whimpering in need, in desire, in pleasure.  The sensation of Mistress’s cock stretching me, fucking in and out, slipping in and out of my tight hole over and over, my worthless little pretty dick throbbing in its tiny cage, drooling pre-cum as the head of her massive cock rubbed and caressed the bright spot of pleasure inside me, joy blossoming in my belly… it was all more than I could take.  I was almost delirious.

“I think perhaps Candy deserves an extra reward, for taking my cock like a good girl.”  Mistress said.  “Honey… if you would please help her out.”

“Yes Mistress, it’s my pleasure to serve, and hers…”  Honey said.

Honey moved around the desk, stopped in front of my face, her cock still hard, hanging between her legs, throbbing.  She was excited, the sight of me getting fucked, being a good slut, was turning her on, was making her perfect, magnificent cock hard. 

She wiggled her hips, giggling, her cock swaying.  I stared at it, plump pink lips opening reflexively, tongue slipping out, moaning, gasping as Mistress fucked me, slow, long, hard, thrusting in and out of my hole, the flower of pleasure in my belly blossoming.

I thrust back, riding Mistress’s cock, grinding down on it, chasing the pleasure, and leaned forward, mouth open, offering it, a willing hole for Honey’s cock.  Honey stepped forward, reached down to grip my hair, eased her cock forward towards my mouth.

My tiny little pretty cock throbbed, aching in its cage, worthless, locked away, drooling.  Mistress fucked in and out of my ass, claiming me, training me, transforming me, corrupting me, making me a good girl, a good slut, a fuck toy.  Honey stepped close, pressed the throbbing head of her fat prick to my sensitive, buzzing pink lips.

I whimpered, moaning, needing to be filled, to be fucked, used, to serve, a submissive secretary.  I wrapped my lips around Honey’s cock and began to suck, hard, lapping with my pierced tongue.  Mistress thrust hard into my tight ass, fucking me harder, faster.  She lifted one hand and it fell, hard, across my ass, spanking me, making me squeal. 

“Such a perfect, pretty slut.”  She said, teasing me.

Her words were a blessing.  I was free, happy, lost on a cloud of pleasure, my tiny little caged cock, pretty, worthless, locked away, my round bubble butt full of cock, my plump pink lips wrapped around cock, my feet locked in heels, collared, my pierced nipples hard, rubbing against the desk as I rode Mistress’s cock, grinding down on it, wiggling my hips to chase the pleasure even as I tried to take more of Honey’s cock into my mouth.  Honey’s grip on my hair tightened.  She slipped her cock deeper, my tongue lapping, teasing, lips locked tight, sucking, and the head brushed at the back of my throat.  She wanted to go deeper, and I wanted to serve her.

She pressed, my throat stretched, opened, and I suppressed the urge to gag, well practised now, and she slipped her cock into my throat as I swallowed it, milking her thick, long, hot, throbbing shaft.  Honey thrust, Mistress thrust, and the two buried their cocks into my willing holes.

I whimpered, clenched down, aching, desperate to serve, eager for their cum, aching to be a slut for them.  The knot of pleasure in my belly unfurled.  Mistress fucked me, Honey buried her cock in my tight throat.  My mouth and ass were full, my body remade, mind reprogrammed, and I was happy, free.  I was reborn.

“Such a good girl.”  Mistress said, her words were breathy with pleasure.  “You are going to make so many people very, very happy with how much of a slut you are.” 

I moaned.  The thought of serving, cock, pussy, men and women using me.  I wanted it, needed it.  I was a submissive fuck doll secretary and I needed to serve.

“I… I’m close… she’s too good…”  Honey whimpered.

Her words spurred me on.  I sucked harder, taking her whole massive throbbing length into my mouth, between my lips, into my throat.  She gripped my hair tight and thrust, her cock throbbing, swelling, engorging.

“She is isn’t she.  Well, no need to hold back.  She deserves her reward.”

Honey fucked hard into my mouth.  Mistress thrust hard into my ass, filling my hole, fucking me deep, stretching me, caressing the knot of pleasure inside me, hole tight, slick, sensitive.  Hands gripped my hips, hair.  I rode the tide of pleasure.

Mistress’s cock swelled, throbbing, and Honey thrust deep down my throat.  Her cock engorged, throbbed, and she came, cumming down my throat.

I whimpered, my pretty little caged cock aching, hole tight, the knot of pleasure in my belly swelling, lips and tongue buzzing.  Honey pulled her cock out of my throat, held it in my mouth, cumming over my tongue, letting me taste the sweet, salty, delicious reward.  I swallowed, eager for it, grateful for it, the cum feeding my pleasure, needing more, aching for more.

Mistress fucked deep, gripped me tight, her cock swelled, throbbed, deep and hot, and then, suddenly, she came, fucking deep, cumming in my hole, filling me, cumming inside my tight, slick, sensitive ass, breeding me, making me a good girl.

I whimpered in joy even as I swallowed Honey’s cum, lapping every last drop, sucking for more.  The sensation of being fucked, being filled, sent me tumbling over the edge.  I came, hard, my pathetic pretty caged cock drooling cum, belly tight, fluttering, the knot of joy unfurling, my whole body glowing with pleasure.

I came as Honey and Mistress filled me, moaning from the joy of submitting, serving.

“Good girl.”  Mistress whispered.

She rubbed my back.  The three of us were still for a moment, basking in our shared climax.  Honey’s cock was softening, the last traces of her cum on my tongue and lips, a pleasant lingering reminder, and she pulled back, slipped her cock from my mouth and I pined for it, kissing it as it slipped from my plump pink lips.  She stoked my head, ruffling my hair.

“You’re going to be such a good slut.  I can’t wait to play again soon.  Maybe I can fuck that sexy ass of yours next time.”  She said.

I grinned up at her.

“I’m already looking forward to it.”  I whispered.

Honey giggled.

“Such a nasty, greedy girl.”  Mistress said.

Her cock was softening, and she pulled back, slipping it from my hole.  I tried to clench to trap her, but to no avail.  Her cock popped from my stretched, well fucked ass and there was a small trickle of cum before I was able to trap the rest inside me, eager to savour the sensation of being full.  Mistress slapped my ass lightly.

“You did well Candy.”  Mistress said.

“She did very, very well.”  Ms Lansa said.

I lifted myself up from the desk, aching and wobbly, remembering suddenly that my boss had just watched me get fucked, watched me service two cocks at once as a slutty, filthy, submissive secretary.  I turned to face her, blushing, saw her smiling.

“I must say you looked stunning there, getting fucked in your sexy ass, sucking that wonderful cock… like a true slut.”

I squirmed, flattered by Ms Lansa’s praise, heart racing.  I was a dishevelled, cummy mess but Ms Lansa looked at me with almost hunger.

“I’m pleased to see I was right about you, and I’m very, very, pleased with how you’ve turned out.  So pretty, so sexy, so slutty.  I just can’t wait to take you back to work with me as my personal, private, submissive secretary.”

My heart skipped.  I broke in to a wide smile.

“Really?  You want me as your personal secretary?”  I asked.

Ms Lansa nodded, smiling.

“I think you’d fit in perfectly given your performance just now.  There is however one condition…”

I paled, worried I would not be good enough, desperate to take on the role as her perfect, pretty submissive fuck doll secretary.  Ms Lansa grinned, spread her legs, and eased her skirt up.  She was in stockings, suspenders, no panties.  Her cock was hard, throbbing, long and thick and perfect.

“You’ll need to pass the interview first.”  She said, smiling at me.

I blushed, grinning, suddenly overcome with desire and the need to serve.  I fell down onto my knees and, with my skirt rolled up, ass on display, crawled over towards Ms Lansa, wiggling my hips in invitation, pleased at her how cock throbbed and hardened at the sight of me.

“Yes Ms, of course Ms, anything you say Ms.”  I said, giggling, fluttering my eyelashes.

My pink lips buzzed, aching, and my cum filled hole was eager, clenching, aching to be fucked again.  I was certain that this time I would get the job of my dreams.

THE END


THE SEAWITCH’S SISSY CURSE


One

The wind whipped sheets of rain and sea spray as the pair made their way along the promenade towards the hotel, the air full of salt and iodine, the faint tang of iron and rust.  William trudged behind Juliette, soaked and laden with baggage while Juliette, her long curly blonde hair bright in the gloom, walked quickly, still dry under her umbrella. 

Juliette was pretty, if not quite beautiful, and William had grown up admiring her, was ecstatic when, six months ago, she'd finally agreed to let him buy her dinner.  Juliette huffed as she scanned the line of run down, weathered buildings that sat facing the sea, their once bright frontages faded by sun and wind and storm until they seemed almost as cragged as the distant cliffs.

"Could you have booked a more bleak holiday!"  Juliette snapped.

William lifted his head, his dark brown hair sodden, slicked to his forehead and face, half obscuring his view.  Rain and spray stung his eyes.

"When you said you wanted to take me on a romantic weekend away this isn't what I was picturing.  I was thinking, sun, cocktails, somewhere fun and vibrant, not this run down, desolate shanty town!"  Juliette said.

William bit back the urge to rail against Juliette's insults.  It was true the seaside resort was past its prime, but it was all he could afford on his part time salary and the weather, the sudden flurry of out of season storms when it should have been bright and sunny and warm, was hardly his fault.  He took a deep breath, the air damp and cold, and sighed.

"Maybe the weather will improve tomorrow?  I mean... we've got the whole week here. I'm sure the sun will come out at some point."  William said.

Juliette laughed but it was a hollow, mocking sound.  It was clear she was annoyed and disappointed with William's attempt at a romantic surprise, but William was determined to make the best of it.  He'd saved for months for this trip, it was the first holiday he'd paid for all on his own, and even as modest as it was he had been looking forward to the chance to romance Juliette, perhaps even earning the chance to finally consummate their relationship for the first time.  However, given the weather, and Juliette's reaction, William conceded that his chance of finally losing his virginity was rapidly dwindling.

"And if it doesn't, like the weather forecast has predicted?  We can sit in the crappy hotel and play cards?  Maybe go to the model railway museum?  You know I passed up a week away with the girls for this?  A week in Ibiza!  For this!"

Juliette laughed again, mocking, shaking her head as though unable to believe her own foolishness.  William took another deep breath and forced himself to remain calm, hefting the bag on his shoulder back into position, his spine aching, both hands full of Juliette's luggage.  He turned to stare out to sea, stared off into the storm, the haze of and spray.

The horizon was lost in a fog of grey, heavy and dull, the high sun hidden behind dense cloud cover.  Rain lashed his face and, far out, moving quickly and nimbly over the waves as though skating over ice, a single dark figure skittered.  William blinked but the figure remained, behind it a billowing black cloak threading out like smoke.  William frowned, puzzled.

"What was it called again?  The hotel."  Juliette said.

William turned away from the sea to Juliette in front of him, her pace quick so that he struggled to keep up as laden as he was.

"The Royale.  We should be close by now."  William said.

William glanced back out to sea but the figure was gone, vanished as though it had been only a figment of William's imagination, conjured by fatigue and the distorted shadows that rippled across the dark sea.  William shivered.

"Well, I can't say much for your choice."  Juliette said.

Juliette stopped in the middle of the pavement suddenly, still dry under her umbrella, only her small handbag slung over her shoulder, so that William almost collided with her.  Juliette stared across the road at a small hotel nestled between two larger buildings.  William turned to look and there, its once bright sign faded, several of the lights that illuminated it dead, was the Royale.
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"Oh god, this is... eurgh!"  Juliette stopped just inside the room and shook her head.

William, dripping, cold, tired, picked up the bags and carried them into the room, closed the door.  The room was clean, bright, though the decor was dated, overly floral with too many pastel colours, crowded and busy.

"When you said you had a romantic holiday booked as a surprise I wasn't picturing my nan's bedroom!"

Juliette laughed at her own wit.  Crossed the room to the two single beds that had been pushed together in imitation of a double.  She sat on the foot of the bed and bounced, testing the mattress.

"It has good reviews for the food and cleanliness, and if the sun comes out the beach is meant to be really nice."  William said, his voice quiet, almost defeated.

Juliette nodded but didn't speak.  She looked around the room, lips pursed, brow furrowed.

"Well, I guess we're here now.  Tell you what, why don't I go have a bath and you pop out see if you can't find a shop.  I could really do with some crisps and a couple of bottles of wine to help cheer me up."

Juliette rose to her feet and crossed to the bathroom door, pushed the door open and peered in, nodding.

"Well, at least the bath's a good size, even if it's not the nicest."  She said.

William took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh.  He nodded, slowly.

"Sure.  Any idea what flavour or what kind of wine?"  He asked.

Juliette glanced back over her shoulder, her expression blank.  She shook her head.

"You're supposed to be my boyfriend.  If you don't know by now what I like then why am I even here?"

Juliette stared at William, as though expecting him to answer.  He stood by the door for a moment, still in his wet coat, still rain soaked, and he nodded.

"Right.  Sure.  Sorry."  He said.

Juliette smiled.

"Get three bottles, and lots of crisps.  I have a feeling I'm going to need to get hammered if I'm going to enjoy this holiday!"  Juliette said, laughing.

William forced a smile, turned, opened the door and stepped out.  He trudged along the hotel corridor towards the exit, heading back out into the storm and the darkening day.
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William did not hurry, walked slowly along the beach front, savouring the cold sting of the sea spray.  The crash of waves on the beach was a hush lullaby, soothing, calming.  He stuffed his hands into his pockets, kept his head down, and walked on, past the rows of hotels and shops and homes, giving Juliette a chance to enjoy her bath, to calm down.

The storm raged, the sun sank lower, the day darkened.  William headed down a flight of steps on the promenade onto the beach, the sand and pebbles crunching beneath his feet.

He stopped just beyond the tide-line, the wash of water bringing in kelp and rotting strands of rope and litter, a froth of foam that lingered as the water receded.

William took a deep breath, watched the water for a moment, and far out, barely glimpsed in the settling gloom, a dark figure skittered across the waves, black cloak flowing behind like a flock of crows.  The figure raced, faster than any boat, in towards the shore, and William watched it, tracked it.

As it vanished further down the beach behind a rock, near the sheer cliffs, William frowned.  He glanced back over his shoulder towards to the hotel that was smaller now, but still clearly visible through the haze of rain.  He turned, looked back along the beach to the cliffs.  Rain fell, waves lapped on the shore.  In his pockets William's hands formed fists and he stepped off, heading away from the hotel, the row of shops, heading out into the storm, towards the cliffs where he had last seen the dark, mysterious figure.


Two

William clambered over rain slicked stones, the sea spray stung his eyes, and the lichens and kelps that grew there were treacherous underfoot so that he had to clamber with feet and hands.  Just below him waves crashed against the rocks, jagged and blade like, sea foaming, as though rabid.

William climbed, finding treacherous hand holds and foot holds, rising higher up the mound of rock and stone and pebble that cut off the beach, eager to see what was beyond, to see where the figure had vanished.  He stopped to catch his breath, looked back. 

The day was dark now and growing darker and the front of shops and hotels, bright in the heavy dusk, seemed distant and remote.  He knew he should head back, should have already begun his return journey to the hotel, but something about the way the figure skimmed across the stormy waves had captured his imagination, and when he thought of returning, to the hotel room, to Juliette, who was probably still sulking, his heart sank.  Better to give her more time to cool off, to settle into the room.  William turned back and looked up.  It wasn't much further.  He could turn back then. 

William took a deep breath and began again to climb, one foot after another, one hand after another.  By the time he reached the top he was sweating, hot, breathing heavily, and the rain drummed on his skull, on the back of his coat.  He stood on top of the mound of rocks and looked down.  The shore below was empty, no sign of boats or people yet still something on the air lingered, the scent of smoke, a faint noise that was almost lost below the noise of the storm, rain and wind, and the clamour of the waves crashing far below.

William frowned, took a step forward.  Just a few more steps, to be sure, then he could turn back.

The rock below shifted and, the ground already slick with rain, moss and lichens like grease, William slipped, fell.  The ground heaved as more rocks gave way, sliding down into the sea below, and with them went William, falling down into the unknown.
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It was black.  William shifted, sat up, blinked.  The world remained dark but began to settle, the spinning slowing.  The ground became calm, damp pebbles and sand, and in the distance, muffled, was the quiet noise of rain and wind and waves lapping on the shore—where he sat no rain fell.

William lifted a hand to his head, winced, hissing as he felt the small bump on the side of his skull.  He tested his limbs, legs and arms, and was relieved to find that there was no major pain and no loss of movement, his bones unbroken, just a few scrapes and bruises.

In the quiet dark the reek of smoke was stronger, and there was the floral, cloying scent of herbs and grasses and flowers.  Barely audible, little more than a ghost of a whisper, was a voice, a lilting, melodious song.  William frowned and turned his head to try to fix the direction of the sound.

In the darkness, faint but becoming clearer as his eyes adjusted, a warm glow flickered, a dull warm light cast against rocks, a shadow moving, dancing.  William watched it as he rose to his feet, eager not to lose sight of it in the dark, and he set off.

He moved carefully, slow delicate footsteps, silent, some instinct urging caution.  The light grew brighter, the smoke became dense, burning wood and leaves, a maelstrom of perfumes and odours, and the voice, the lovely song, grew louder.

William crept through the darkness towards the light, as though drawn to it, a moth to a flame, unable to resist its pull.  He took quiet, shallow breaths.  He thought of the strange figure skittering across the waves, its cloak like a fluttering raven's wing, the way it had danced impossibly across the water, the way it had vanished.  He shivered, out of more that cold.  His heart beat a loud drum.
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The song was beautiful and strange, words in a language William had never heard.  The air stirred, as though moved by subtle currents, a tingle at the back of his skull like static.  He stopped at the mouth of the cave at the end of the tunnel he had been creeping down and knelt low, eased forward to peer in, and froze.

In the cavern a large fire burnt, flames a chaos of colours, reds and golds, faint blues, but also greens, pinks, purples, and others for which there were no names.  To the side of it, stripped naked, her large black cloak laid out on the rocks behind her to dry, was woman, ageless, beautiful beyond belief.

William dared not move, barely dared breathe.  The woman danced around the fire, singing her strange, alien, mesmerising song, the melody and music of it hypnotising, conjuring bizarre, impossible images in the flames, sunken cities, monsters, beasts, creatures of myth.

It was the woman though who held William's attention.  She was tall, lithe, her skin was so pale it seemed almost blue, flawless, her arms and legs thin, her hips wide and butt pert, her breasts small but full, pink nipples like the first roses of spring.  Her long hair was dark like her cloak, like a starless, moonless night, and it flew behind her as she danced, flowing free, almost as though suspended in deep water, swaying with ocean currents.  Between her legs was a thatch of coarse dark hair that hid her sex.  Her face was stunning, green eyes bright, her lips were ripe and deep green to match her eyes.  She was unlike any woman William had ever seen—statuesque, imposing, full of a dark and terrible power that left him feeling weak and small as he watched her.

She danced, swayed, spinning and stepping around the fire, singing her eldritch song that filled the cave with visions of things wonderful and terrible.  She moved as though diving, as though the air were cold depths, a care and power in her movements that made William shudder, a cold creeping dread settling in his belly.

No one was going to believe what he saw.  Without thinking he reached back into his pocket, fished out his phone.  He activated the camera and held it up, his hand shaking.  He tapped the screen to capture the image of the dancing woman and the cavern was filled with a sudden dazzling light—the flash of the camera.

William's mind went blank.  The woman froze and there was a sudden, terrible silence.  Even the fire seemed to still, the flames dying back so the cavern was filled with dense shadows, a chilling gloom.  The woman turned to face William, her eyes fixed on him even as he knelt in the darkness at the mouth of the cave.  She saw him, her green eyes sparkling, lit by some potent internal fire.  She smiled and her smile was beautiful and awful to behold.

"An uninvited guest?  How rare, how special.  You're quite far from home little one, why don't you come in and be warm by the fire."

The woman's voice was calm and charming, full of power and William struggled against the urge to obey her.  He fought against the desire to step out into the cavern, to approach the fire and sit as he had been commanded to, aware that he should turn and run and flee, every instinct screaming in panic and terror, but he could not move.

The woman, naked, stunning, full of power and fury, stepped closer.  William cowered, frozen, his heart sinking, trembling.  He knew that he could not resist her command again.

The woman stopped just in front of William, knelt where he was at the mouth of the cavern.  Her eyes were bright and behind her the fire flickered.  She loomed, dark and pale, her beauty breathtaking, the scent of her body like the scent of the sea, but more, a potent feminine musk that made William's balls ache.

She stared down at him, examined him, her gaze seeming to bore into his very soul.  Her smile widened.

"My, I think you may be just what I need.  How fortunate for me, and how terribly unfortunate for you.  Now, stand, and step forward."  The woman said.

William resisted for only a moment before his body, beyond his control, moved of its own volition.  William rose to his feet and, as the woman stepped back into the cave, her eyes still on him, William followed her.


Three

The woman walked backwards, facing William, never taking her eyes off him, her gaze hypnotic, powerful, a spell that bound him to her will.  He moved with her, limbs heavy, sluggish, a puppet animated by her command even as he fought against it, struggling to free himself, to regain control of his body, to turn, flee.  He screamed internally, in terror and frustration and rage, but the mental cry was in vain.  His body was no longer his own, it belonged to the beautiful, captivating, powerful woman in front of him.

The woman stopped on the far side of the cave and William stopped with her.  She studied him for a moment, appraising him, a slight frown then a laugh, and she nodded, as though agreeing with herself.

"Now, you stand just there and wait.  I think I have the perfect use for you in mind.  How fortunate I am that you wandered into my hands.  I should thank you, but I won't"  The woman said.

Her voice was as lovely as her face, but, like her appearance, contained a terrible cruelty that made William's flesh prickle.  Her smile was like the cold, hard blade of a knife.

William follower her instruction, moved to stand to the side she had indicated, stopping beside a pool that rose and fell in time with the noise of the lapping tide—the water was dark, soft waves rippling against the floor of the cave, and the thought of what it might contain made William shudder.

"Now, hand over that device of yours."  The woman said.

She held out her hands and without hesitation, without thinking, William raised his arm and dropped his phone into her outstretched palm.  The woman grinned, as though pleased by the obvious control she had over the man in front of her.

Her lips moved and she spoke several words in the language she had been singing in, the sound of them wonderful and dreadful.  The phone burst into flames, a bright green heatless fire blazed briefly, and then the phone was nothing more than dust.  The woman tipped her hand over to pour the dust onto the floor, brushed her hands together to loose the last few particles.

William stared in horror, frozen, powerless.  Yet still something about the woman facing him, something about her beauty, her confidence despite her nakedness, her aura of authority, her body, aroused him, and he felt his cock stiffening in spite of his fear.

"I really can't stand those modern contraptions.  And it seemed a useful way to make the situation clear to you, help you believe what I'm about to tell you.  I find the 'oh that can't possibly be true', 'that's only a story' routine to be so awfully tiring.  You see... what was your name?"

"William."  William spoke without hesitation, compelled to answer.

The woman smiled, obviously pleased by his unwilling obedience.

"You see, William, I am Riran, a witch.  A sea witch to be precise.  The oldest of those few sea witches still left.  I'm older than I look, older you can probably imagine.  And, as with wisdom, the older I get, the more powerful I become, which leaves you, mortal boy that you are, completely at my mercy.  Now, how about we even things up between us.  You've seen me naked, I think it's time you returned the favour.  Strip!"  Riran spoke the last word with force.

William, reeling from what he had been told, tried to resist, but in vain.  His arms and hands moved on their own, rose to begin pulling off his jacket.  Inside he screamed, howling at the loss of his free will, but Riran only smiled. 

As Riran watched, taking obvious glee in her power over the man in front of her, William continued to strip.  His cheeks turned pink as he realised that his cock was fully erect, hard and throbbing, his lust fired by the stunning, powerful woman in front of him, his humiliation and inability to resist her only stoking the fire of his arousal.  As Riran looked down to William's crotch, as though reading his mind, William felt his balls tense—this woman controlled him, utterly, and what was worse was that he seemed to enjoy her awful power over him.
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"Well, it's not a lot to work with, but it will do."  Riran said.

She smiled as she spoke, staring at William as he stood naked in front of her, his arms limp at his sides, unable even to cover himself with his hands.  He blushed a deep red, cheeks burning as Riran circled him, examining him, her smile mocking and cruel.

William had never been ashamed of his body, and, though he was never the tallest or most muscular, had considered himself tall and broad enough, almost handsome, but to stand in front of such a beautiful, domineering woman, naked, vulnerable, exposed, was almost too much take and it left him feeling small and unworthy.  Yes still his cock was hard, throbbing, aching, his humiliation arousing him.

Riran moved around to stand in front of him and stopped.  She looked down at his cock and laughed, a cold humourless sound.

"Not much at all, but then if it was more substantial you'd probably be worthless to me and I'd have to kill you.  As it is you're just what I've been looking for."  Riran spoke slowly.

Riran looked up into William's eyes.  Her smile was wide and William shuddered at the calculating malice in it.  She was gorgeous and dangerous and part of him wanted to fall to his knees and beg her, plead with her, wanted desperately to please her.

"You see, William, I've been having a small problem, and someone like you, someone pure, virginal, is exactly what I need to solve it."

William reeled.  She knew.  She was mocking him, again, and despite himself, his cock seemed to swell, becoming harder, almost painful, stimulated by the waves of humiliation and shame that washed over him.

"But, as you are you're no good.  Luckily I can change that."

Riran raised both arms, hands palm up, and began to speak in the strange, eldritch language William had heard before.  Her words formed a song, a chant, and a wind stirred in the cavern, Riran's hair rising behind her as though billowed by deep ocean currents.  The light in her eyes grew brighter and her flesh seemed to shimmer with an unearthly light, like scales of pearls.

Riran's smile grew wider, her gaze fixed on William, and he stood frozen, mesmerized by the woman's power, enthralled by her beauty.  His heart drummed in fear and the cavern grew cold.  Behind him, out of sight, there was the sound of water splashing, something wet slapping on rock.  His skin crawled at the thought of the pool and what it contained. 
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Something wet and soft wrapped around William's ankle and Riran sang, grinning.  The cold wet embrace crept up William's calf, a smooth, chill grip that was soft yet unyielding, like living silk, then crawled over his knees, wrapping around his legs to bind them together with a force that was almost crushing.

Riran's smile was breathtaking, her eyes bright and stunning, her beauty as undeniable as her power and the terror she inspired in William.  William could barely breath, the cold crushing force spread up his legs, squeezing his thighs together, pressing into his flesh, binding him, restraining him.

Riran sang and the cavern shimmered, the air distorted by the energies she was summoning.  Beneath William the floor of the cavern began to glow and he looked down, barely able to move his head, he saw what was enveloping him.  Kelp, dark and wet and coated with a thick slime, living tendrils from the deep obeying Riran's whims, wrapping around him like thick, strong rope. 

The kelp crawled over his skin, up over his hips and butt, over his hard cock and swollen balls, the caress cool and squeezing, almost pleasurable despite the fear and dread.  The kelp crawled onward, over his belly, back, binding his arms to his sides, wrapping around his chest like slick, cold bandages, squeezing him like iron bands so that he could only breathe with difficulty.  He knew that even were the witch to release him he could not escape now, bound as he was—the kelp wrapped around him, his legs pressed together, arms pressed into his sides, his entire body encased in the slimy dark tendrils, mummified. 

Riran's song rose in pitch slightly as the kelp closed on William's throat and neck.  His heart was racing and he tried to be calm as it spread upwards to his head, his face, but he could not help but panic, a cold terror at the thought of what fate might await him.

As the kelp crept up, wrapping William's face and head in it slick, cold, slimy ribbons, Riran sang on.  As William was encased he shuddered, not even the witch's control enough to overpower his fear and revulsion as he was shrouded in the rank, wet, living darkness.

Riran's song ended and she smiled.

"And now for the final phase.  I think you might even enjoy this."  She said.

Riran began to sing again and the song was different, calmer, like summer seas, warm and soothing.  The kelp that bound William began to shimmer and undulate, rippling with magical energies, pressing, squeezing.

William's body became warm, then hot.  The kelp that cupped his butt shifted, eased in towards his crack, his hole, even as the kelp on his face began to force his mouth open.  Slick cool tendrils penetrated him, mouth and backside simultaneously, slipping easily into his throat, his ass, stretching him, pulsing, easing deeper.  The pain of the assault shifted as they began to ripple inside him, becoming pleasure, a bright knot in his belly expanding.

The ribbons around his legs squeezed, crushing, his flesh deforming, bones aching as they shifted, his feet altering, twisting, becoming thinner, wider.  William's hips grew hot as the kelp rippled over his flesh, caressing, expanding even as his butt swelled, the bones changing to become wider, his flesh becoming plump.

His breath caught as the bindings around his belly grew taught, his waist narrowing, inside his throat and ass the tendrils pulsed, coating his inner walls with their viscous slime to allow them deeper, more intimate entry.  The knot in his belly swelled as his cock swelled, the pleasure intense now even as the pain that wracked his body became worse.

The kelp around his chest pinched his nipples, massaged the flesh and muscle there, squeezing as it undulated, his ribcage shrinking, chest swelling, becoming heavy, his nipples more sensitive.  The sensations were almost overwhelming, confusing, so that even Riran's song, powerful, potent, melodious, seemed distant and faint.

The kelp massaged, teased, squeezing and pressing and moulding William's body, the magic of Riran's song deforming his flesh, changing him, the pain and pleasure numbing sense and reason.  William's shoulders were pressed, shrunk, and his head felt engulfed, his lips and jaw and cheeks and nose all effected by the sea witch's magic, his scalp tingling as even his hair was changed.  The bindings squeezing him, shrinking him, his body becoming petite, slight, his legs pressed together until they felt almost like a single limb.  The skin on his feet and leg and butt prickled, a stabbing sensation that became a cold remote numbness.

The slick tendrils in his throat and ass continued their assault, sliding deeper, stretching his lips, his entrance, filling him, the knot in his belly a bright spot of pleasure now, William bound and helpless to resist.  The kelp that cupped his cock and balls offered only the gentlest of caresses, that part of him at least apparently unaffected.

William had little concept of what was being done to him, the new sensations too alien, the magic and the pain and pleasure of it all overpowering thought.  His chest became heavier, hips and butt round, waist thin.  His shoulders became narrow, his arms svelte, his face and hair changed and his legs... they seemed to be utterly alien, a single limb with cold hard flesh, his feet long and thin and wide.  Only his cock remained unscathed.

As the kelp undulated over his shaft, the tendrils in his butt and throat hot, deep, began to pulse, throbbing, filling him with a hot vile liquid that seemed to reinforce the changes done to him.  The knot in William's belly became large and bright and as his cock was massaged by his living bindings, the tendril in his arse deep, thrusting, pulsing as it filled him, he shuddered.  His balls tensed and his cock swelled and he came, and the magic that had mutated his body burned suddenly, as though his orgasm were sealing the magical alterations Riran had wrought.

William's mind went blank, his breath was short.  Riran's song shifted suddenly, and she spoke her final word with an emphasis that shook William, the force of it like a physical blow that sent him reeling into darkness.


Four

William woke in black, his head spinning, the world rocking, his body aching, a tide of strange sensations that his brain struggled to process, memories of bondage, pain, pleasure.  He opened his eyes, blinked, and there was a dull light flickering.  He shifted, sat up, looked around.

He was still in the cavern and, across from him, sat by the fire, watching him, was Riran.  She was grinning, a malevolence that was almost tangible.  William felt himself quell, shrinking under the weight of her scrutiny.

"So, you're awake.  Good.  I've been growing impatient waiting."  Riran said.

"What did you..."  William cut off midsentence.

His voice sounded wrong, too quiet and too high.  He swallowed, his mouth dry, and lifted his hand to his throat.  His throat felt odd, too thin, his Adam's apple gone, and his hand... he lifted it up in front of his face and looked at it.

His hand was smaller, fingers slender, feminine, his arms svelte and lithe.  He looked down at himself and saw his body for the first time, changed.  He had breasts, small but obvious, pert and full, pink nipples, and his legs were curvy, his hips flared.  He reached down to touch himself, as though to confirm what he was seeing.  His hands felt his breasts, sensitive and heavy, his nipples, his stomach.  They ran down to his hips, butt, legs.  The room spun, heaved, the world turned upside down.  His skin was hairless, smooth, delicate.

The only relief was between his legs, his cock and balls, still whole and intact, if a little smaller.  He looked up, looked back to Riran.

"What did you do to me?"  William asked.

Riran smiled.

"The way you were was of no use to me, so I changed you.  As a side effect you're now a little prettier, a little more feminine."

"A little?  I'm... I'm a girl!"  William said.

He felt a tide of humiliation and shame, weak and small in the face of the witch's power.  His body was remade, smaller, dainty, sensitive and, as though stirred by his new body's sensitivity, as though kindled by his embarrassment, William felt his cock pulse and throb despite what had been done to him.

"I think that little thing between your legs says otherwise.  You're not a girl, you just appear like one.  Consider my letting you keep it a gift, though it's more for my own benefit.  Were you a proper pretty girl you might easily loose that precious innocence of yours, a sweet kiss from some noble prince, and then my curse would be undone, and I can't have that.  So, I made you as you are now, neither boy nor girl, a little protection."

"Curse?"  William said.

Riran nodded.

"Yes.  An old magic.  Something along with your transformation.  A simple binding spell that compels you to act on my command.  Dispelled only by true love.  So, given your situation, practically unbreakable."

"But... why?"  William asked.

Riran's grin spread.  She was still naked and her body, lit by the fire's dancing light, seemed almost ethereal, an unreal beauty.  Her eyes were bright, brilliant green, hypnotic and dazzling.

"Ah, now we get to the meat of the issue.  You see, I've been searching for a rather powerful artefact, a pearl, that would allow me to expand my territory of influence.  I won't bother your pretty little head with details, but suffice to say I want it, and I'll do almost anything to get it."

William felt himself blush at Riran's taunting, he had not seen his face yet, was he really pretty now?  He raised a hand and felt his jaw, his lips, his nose.

They all felt changed, his lips plump now and sensitive, his jaw delicate, nose thinner and smaller.  Even his cheeks had been altered, and his hair was longer now, flowing down over his shoulders, bright turquoise curls that seemed almost to shimmer.

"The problem is that it is protected but ancient magics that I have been struggling with.  Numerous wards and cantrips keep it from falling into the wrong hands, hands such as mine.  However, there is a simple solution.  An innocent, like you, pure of body and soul and heart, would be able to gather it easily enough, and then you could deliver it to me."

William listened, nodding.  He bit his bottom lip as a soft breeze caressed his breasts, his nipples stiffening in the chill, a tingle running up his spine.

"And then you'd let me go?"  Willam asked.

Riran's smile was cold and calculating.

"I'd consider it."  She said.

William knew that this was the best chance he had of escaping.  He clung to the hope that what had been done to him was reversible.

"Then I'll do it."  He said.

Riran laughed, loudly, the noise of it cold and bitter and hard.  It echoed off the stone walls of the cave, distorting into something ghoulish.

"William, you have no choice.  You do what I say.  But I suppose I appreciate your willing surrender."  She said.

William blushed and his cock, unwilled, as though responding to Riran's taunting, swelled slightly.  The power she held over him, her cruelty and beauty, excited him, and the realisation made William feel small and pathetic.

"How... how do I find it?"  William asked.

Riran's smile became a smirk.

"Ah, now we get to the most fascinating part.  Its underwater, deep, which is why I had to perform this elaborate transformation on you."  Riran said.

"But... how am I meant to..."

Riran held up a hand to silence William.  He cut off and the cave fell in to silence.

"It's better if I just show you."  Riran said.
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Riran rose slowly to her feet, her movements effortlessly graceful.  She moved towards William, stepping carefully, poised and looming, an aura of undeniable power that made William quail.

"Legs out in front of you.  It'll make this easier on you."  Riran said.

William obeys, stretched his legs out.  He was cold, skin prickling.  He looked down at his legs, shorter now, shapely, his thighs plum and his hips and butt round, distinctly feminine, and he couldn't help but admire his new body.  He felt a warm swell of something close to joy.  He might look like a girl now, but at least he was an attractive girl.

"Now, brace yourself."  Riran said.

She raised her hands and muttered three words in her strange, lilting, eldritch language.  There was a rush of air, a current of power in the atmosphere, and from behind William came the sound of rushing water and then a wall of cold and wet drenched him, almost drowning him.

He gasped in shock, suddenly frozen, struggling for breath and then there was a wave of sensations too strange to process.

William's body convulsed, his legs twitching, pressing together, his flesh crawling, undulating.  There was a pain in his neck, like skin splitting, and then a rush of cold air filling his lung.  His legs and feet were agony, squeezing together, his skin burning.  His feet stretched, his bones shifted, his things and knees and calves and ankles fusing to make a single limb.

William could only stare in horror as his body changed in front of him, his heart thundering, breath short.  As the skin from his waist down began to harden, rippling, changing colour, William realised what was happening.  His legs had become a tail, his feet a fin, his skin was become scales, shimmering and iridescent.  He lifted a hand to his neck and felt his skin, three splits on each side, gills that flapped as he breathed.

"I'm... I'm a mermaid?"  William said.

Ririan laughed, nodded.

"Yes.  How else would you be able to dive for me?"

William stared down at his new body, a fish tail in place of legs, his torso human, female, full breasts and narrow waist.  Even his hair, the bright turquoise curls, seemed to suddenly make sense.

"The transformation remains while you are soaked with sea water, but will wear off as you dry, so you'll be able to move around on land to bring me my treasure."

"And if I bring that to you you'll undo this?"  William asked.

Ririan smirked.

"Perhaps, though I think you may be quite useful in the future, so maybe not.  Either way you are for now my pretty sissy mermaid slave.  Now, you said you were called William... that's no name for my pretty mermaid.  How does Willow sound?"

William shook his head.

"No... my name is..."

"Your name is Willow.  You are my mermaid slave."  Riran said—her eyes flared bright luminescent green.

Willow stared up at the witch, the scales of her tale glistening wetly in the fire light.  She took a deep breath, nodded.

"My name is Willow."  She said.  "I am your mermaid slave."

Ririan smiled, a wide vicious grin.

"Good girl."  She said.


Five

Willow dove off the cliff, kicking off with her long, beautiful legs.  She was naked and her long turquoise curls billowed behind her as she plunged towards the sea far below.

She hit the water and slipped effortlessly into its cold embrace, her body instinctively knowing how to move so that she made barely a splash.  As the water enveloped her, cradled her, she felt her body shift, the magic within her reworking her legs, feet, neck.  Her gills formed quickly, almost painlessly now, so that she took her first breath of the open sea, a deep inhale of salt water, the tang of it almost sweet, a promise of freedom that she knew she was denied, still bound as she was to Riran, the sea witch.

Her legs took a moment longer to change, the bones and flesh adjusting, two limbs becoming one, feet stretching and widening to become a large, powerful fin.  As her tail formed her skin shimmered, hardening into scales that glimmered like gems, beautiful, shimmery.  Even her beautiful, feminine torso changed slightly, the skin altering imperceptibly to keep her warm in the icy depths.

As her tail settled Willow kicked, her movement instinctive, the powerful strokes of a mermaid, and she sped off through the cold dark water, diving deeper, picking up pace as she swam, breathing in the salt water.  She was one with the sea, moving gracefully, effortlessly.

The sensation was a marvel, liberating, joyful, and Willow laughed as she swam, the noise muffled by the water that surrounded her.  Her eyes, subtly shifted, saw clearly through the murky water, peering even through the darkness so that that underwater world was clear and bright.

Her tail kicked, easier than running, walking, and her arms allowed her to make small, graceful movements, darting through the currents and waves like she had been born in the water.  For a moment even the curse that bound her to Riran was forgotten, and she swam out into the deep sea, towards the treasure she had been sent to collect.
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The ship was deep, the waters there dark and colder than ice, a bitter staleness, rank compared to the sweet freshness of the upper, open ocean.  Willow dove down, sinking, swimming towards the broken galleon beneath her, its wooden hull rotten and covered with slime and kelp.  There was an aura about the boat, the water tingling with something close to electricity, like the air before a storm, and Willow knew she was in the right place.

Just need to get the pearl and then head back.  If I'm quick maybe she'll release me, change me back.  Willow thought.

She knew that it was unlikely, that the witch had little incentive to release her, but she still clung to hope.  She thought for a split second about fleeing, heading out into the open water, but the twinge of pain in her skull reminded her that that was not an option.  She was still bound to the witch, compelled to obey, forced to return by the curse laid on her.

She swam on, the water becoming colder and fouler as she sank towards the ship.  The ocean currents lessened as the depth increased, while above her the storm still raged.

The freedom of swimming is at least pleasant.  Willow thought.

She smiled, the one gift of her transformation was the joy of swimming, the liberation of moving so gracefully through the water, the joy of becoming one with the sea.

I suppose being trapped like this for a while isn't too bad if I get to swim.  Willow thought.

Beneath her the galleon grew large, looming, dark and foreboding.  The crack in the side was black as pitch but it was from there that the energy emanated.  The pearl, the treasure she sought, was inside.

Willow swam up to the boat and peered inside.  Her eyes adjusted to the gloom and there, at the bottom of the hull, was a rotten chest, within it gold, gems, and a large, shimmering pearl.  She knew even at a glance that this was the treasure Riran sought.

She used her arms and the powerful kicks of her tail to squeeze through the crack in the boat and dove to the bottom, to the chest.  The water grew warm as she neared the treasure and the pearl, the water alive with protective magic.  As she picked it up she felt a jolt run through her arm, filling her body with a bright, throbbing power, testing her, judging her before dulling, cooling to a low constant glow, the light soft and comforting.

Why does she need this?  Willow thought.

She knew that the witch could not be planning anything benevolent for the pearl, was certain that Riran would use its power purely for her own gain, but still, she knew she had to return, that there was no choice.  She was powerless against the sea witch's power and magic and so, with the pearl in hand, clutched tight, she kicked off towards the crack in the galleon's hull and the open seas, the shadows cast by the pearl's glow dancing and flickering around her.
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As Willow emerged from the galleon a flicker of light on the sea bed below caught her attention.  She paused, then dove towards it, swimming swiftly, her tail pushing her effortlessly through the cold depths.

Nestled beneath a crag of rock, half buried by sand and mud, grown over with kelp and weed, was the remnants of one of the ships cabins, the contents obviously spilt as the ship had sunk.  A broken bed, several chests, scraps of clothes, cups, plates, and, to one side, the object that had dazzled Willow and caught her attention—a mirror, cracked and tarnished, but still relatively whole, the light from the pearl reflected back.

Willow paused to stare for the first time at her reflection.  She floated, small movements of her tail and arms to keep her effortlessly in place, made without thinking, new reflexes and instincts conjured by her transformation. 

Willow stared blankly for a moment before smiling, breaking into a wide grin.  Her long turquoise curls floated around her head, shimmering faintly in the pearl's light, the colour eye catching, bold, but suited perfectly to her new form.  Her tail, longer than her legs, thick with muscle, the fin long and elegant, moved ceaselessly, effortlessly, holding her in place, the scales that coated it shimmering, a vast array of colour that all seemed to match her hair, running up to fuse seamlessly with the flesh of her belly. 

I'm beautiful.  Willow thought.

Willow moved her tail, deliberately, and the reflection copied her, the image unreal, unnerving, but also pleasant.  For the first time her transformation seemed real, undeniable.  Her tail was a thing from fairy tales and legends, myths, but practical, built to power her through the seas and oceans, a thing of mesmerising beauty, shimmery and elegant, its shape, the curve of it, the swell of her butt and hips, even the flow of her fins, was distinctly feminine.

Her body too had changed, her waist narrower, belly flat, her small but full breasts, plump rosy nipples.  Willow reached up with her free hand, her arms lithe, hands small, dainty, and touched her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple lightly.  The contact was electric, a flush of pleasure and arousal, her new body so much more sensitive.

Willow squeezed harder, pinched harder, bit her bottom lip as she moaned, her tail flicking with small quick motions, animated by the sudden rush of joy as Willow stared at herself, admiring her obvious charms.  She was smaller now, her shoulders narrower, and her body glittered with a sheen, like many coloured stars painted across her flesh, but it was her face that grabbed her attention as she fondled herself.

Her jaw was pointed, face now heart shaped, big almond eyes, bright blue with flecks of green, lit by the pearl's light.  Her nose was thinner, her cheeks higher, and her lips were full and plump, rosy.  She was undeniably pretty, beautiful, and, with her cheeks flush with arousal, her expression one of pleasure, she was utterly sexy.

She squeezed her breast harder, pinched her nipple, moaned, squirming as she watched herself in the mirror.  Behind her a shadow moved, distant but massive, seen even through Willow's pleasure haze.  She dropped her hand, suddenly cold, and turned to look back.

In the distance, but growing rapidly closer, drawn by the light of the pearl, was a shark, a vast wall of muscle and teeth and predatory instinct.  Willow quaked, frozen in fear, and her hand clutched the pearl tight.  Her body screamed one word, run, but for a moment she was too terrified to listen.

As the shark drew closer Willow snapped herself from her daze and turned and kicked off.  The powerful motions of her tail kicked up a cloud of sand and mud and she began to swim.

Willow swam hard, fast, her heart racing.  Her tail thrashed and with her free arm she made quick, erratic changes of direction.  Behind her, tracking her, came the shark, its movements effortless and lethal, closing the distance slowly, but constantly.

Willow forced herself on but it was not enough.  Her body was tired, still unfamiliar with its new form despite her imbedded instinct.  The shark was closing, close now, and a chill dread settled around Willow's heart.  She was still miles from land, trapped out at sea, pursued.  She made a snap decision and, with a flick of her tail, shifted direction, began to rise towards the surface.

The shark followed, closing.  As Willow rose the water became fresher, cleaner, sweeter.  Her breath was ragged, the tang of salt in her mouth, lungs, her hand clutching the glowing pearl.

Perhaps if I drop it it'll distract...  Even just the thought of dropping the pearl caused Willow agony.

Riran's curse bound her to the witch's will and it was impossible for her to disobey.  She was slave to the witch's command, even if it meant her death, and so she swam for her life.  Above her the water heaved, waves, a dull stormy light.  Behind her the shark rose up after her.

Out of the corner of her eye Willow glanced a shadow on the water, large but not massive—a boat riding the waves of the storm.  With a flick of her tail and a twist of her arm she shifted direction, made for the boat.

Her tail thrashed and she sped through the cold water, the shark closing.  Her lungs and heart and tail burnt from the effort, her strength fading.  With one last push she threw herself up, breaking the surface and she was flying, leaping from the water towards the boat, free.  Too late she saw the net dangling from the side of the boat and then she was snared, entangled, held above the heaving sea in the confines of the rope.

Willow glanced back, saw the shadow of the shark circle then turn away, its quarry lost.  She was trapped, but she was alive, safe for the moment.


Six

The boat swayed, riding the waves as the storm raged.  The net in which Willow was trapped hung limp from an arm that jutted out from the boat, high above the heaving water.  The deck was empty, the boat shuddered as it braced through the storm's chaos.  Willow let herself float, suspended, the rain beating against her skin, and waited.  In her hand she still clutched the softly glowing pearl.

As the storm subsided and rain stopped Willow roused from her half-sleep.  Sun broke through the clouds and the sea settled to a calm.  As her body dried she felt her tail shift.  Her flesh rippled, scales becoming skin.  Her bones cracked, and her one limb became two, flesh splitting then reforming, her hips morphed into a new configuration.  Her legs were shorter than her tail but were curvy, her butt was round and full.  Between her legs the small reminder of her stolen masculinity remained, her dick small now and almost worthless.  The thought made her blush, her balls aching.  She shifted to test the net's strength but it refused to give.  She was bound, helpless.

To the side, on the boat, a door opened.  Willow froze as a man, tall and broad, dressed in simple trousers and a tatty woollen jumper, stepped out.  He surveyed the boat for any damage caused by the storm, eyes scanning carefully, for the moment oblivious to Willow's presence, and so she watched him, cautions, her heart racing.

He was older, middle aged, and weather beaten, his face haggard by wind and rain and storm, but still handsome, his eyes bright and intelligent, a short brown and grey beard on his cheeks and chin and jaw.  He moved about the deck with a stoic wisdom and confidence. 

As he turned to inspect the net his eyes fell on Willow and his eyes went wide in shock.  He laughed, once, in surprise, then moved quickly, without speaking, to bring in the net.  He remained composed, calm despite the bizarre situation, but moved with speed and efficiency, deft, confident.

As the net was brought closer to the boat Willow moved her arm to her chest, and covered her male shame with her free hand.  The man lowered the net to the deck and with delicate fingers undid the tangle to rope and knot that had been so inescapable to Willow.

His arms were thick, muscle earned by a life of hard work, his hands were coarse and rough, but there was something gentle about him and Willow could not help wondering how it would feel to be held by this man.  As the rope fell away the man turned to Willow, smiled.  His face was charming, reassuring, and there was a well of kindness in his bright blue eyes.  He seemed unphased by her nakedness and her beauty.  Willow felt small and vulnerable in his presence.

"You rest there lass.  I'll get you something to warm you up."  He said—his voice was deep and resonant, calm and sure.

Willow could only nod and smile.

The man pulled the last of the net off of Willow as she lay covering herself and dropped it to the side.  He rose to his feet and moved off, headed into the ship.  He was gone for only a moment before he returned, carrying a thick woollen blanket.

"Here, wrap this round you to cover up, then you can come inside and I'll get you something to eat and drink.  Then we can talk."  The man said.

Willow nodded.  The man unfolded the blanket and draped it around her shoulders, covering her in the dense, scratchy wool.  Willow pulled the blanket snug to cover herself and the man offered her his hand.  She stared at it for a moment before taking it.

His palm was massive compared to her, his skin coarse and worn, but his grip was soft, his hand easily enfolding hers.  He pulled her effortlessly to her feet as though she weighed nothing and his smile was calm and charming.  Willow felt her heart flutter.

"Now, tea of coffee?"  He asked.

Willow swallowed the lump in her throat.

"Tea, please."  She said.

Her voice was soft and quiet and girly compared to his and she was small stood next to him.  He loomed, powerful and tall and she felt reassured by his strength, comforted by it.

"Tea it is then.  And with sugar as you'll be needing something sweet.  Now, follow me."  He said.

He stepped off towards the cabin and Willow obeyed without thinking, followed after the man toward the bright warmth of the ship's interior.
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Willow sat at the small table as the man prepared tea.  The boat rocked and outside the day grew duller as the sun began to set.

"Here, drink this.  It'll do you good.  Afterwards I'll make us something to eat."

The man put two mugs on the table and he moved to sit opposite Willow.  Willow looked to the mug in front of her, steam rose from the sweet milky tea.  She held the blanket closed as she lifted the mug with one hand, glad for the warmth of it, and she sipped.  The tea was strong and sweet and lifted her spirits.  In her lap the pearl was warm and heavy.

"So, do you have a name?"  The man asked.

Willow looked up from her drink.  Nodded.

The man laughed.

"Well, what is it then?"

"Willow."  Her voice was soft and husky, sensual.

The man stared as her, focussed on her, smiling.  He nodded.

"A pretty name for a pretty lass."  He said.

Willow felt her cheeks grow warm at the compliment.  Her belly fluttered, her heart raced.  Something about the man opposite called to her, made her feel things she had never experienced before—she bit her bottom lip hard in an effort to ignore the emotions that raged within her, looked back to her tea to hide her blush.

"I'm Artair.  I'm afraid it's just me on the boat so I don't have any clothes that'll fit, but you're welcome to wear a shirt or jumper and a pair of my trousers, just until we get you back on land."  Artair said.

Willow nodded.  She took another sip of the hot tea, the sweet liquid calming, comforting.

"Thank you."  She said.

Artair sat quiet, watching.  He frowned as he studied Willow.

"So, Willow, you mind telling me how a pretty lass like you ends up trapped in one of my nets in the middle of a storm way out to sea in nothing but her birthday suit?"

Willow swallowed, shivered.  She looked up from her tea, met Artair's gaze.  His eyes were calm, kind, patient and she wanted desperately to tell him everything but knew that he would not believe her.  As Willow thought of the words to explain her situation she suffered a pull at the back of her mind—the magic of the sea witch's curse, binding her, silencing her.  In her lap the pearl was heavy and she knew she must return it to Riran.  Willow's heart sank, aware that she could do nothing but lie to the man who saved her.

"I... I fell overboard, off a boat."

Artair nodded but from his expression it was clear he did not believe her.

"So... that's it?  Just fell overboard off a boat?"  He asked.

His gaze was hard, scrutinising.  Willow wanted to look away but could not, held by Artair's attention, his blue eyes hard, intense, but not cruel.  There was a deep, timeless patience there and she wondered if he would still be as kind to her if he knew the truth, if he knew what she really was, not just a mermaid but... at the thought Willow felt her cock twitch, stirred by a warm flush of shame and humiliation that fired her arousal.

Willow squirmed in her seat, pulled the blanket tighter to hide her shame, her secret.  Artair's arms were thick, strong, and his shoulders broad.  Willow could not help but wonder how it would feel to be wrapped in those arms, to be held, safe.  As she stared into Artair's eyes she could not help but admire his rugged features, the hard worn handsome charm of his face, his coarse beard, lips—how would it feel to be kissed by him.

Her heart skipped and her belly fluttered and something deep and wonderful stirred.  A warm flush rose in her cheeks.

"Sorry I... I just don't remember much.  I was asleep and the storm... I just... I woke up in your net and that's all I remember."  Willow said.

The charming, kind, handsome man opposite studied her, his smile faltering.  It was clear her lie had hurt him and Willow suffered a pang of guilt.  He nodded, lifted his mug to his lips and drank deeply.  The muscles of his forearms were like coiled, knotted rope and the sight of them made something in Willow's belly grow taught.

"Ah, well then.  How about I make some food for us, then I can put you to bed.  Tomorrow I'll take you back to port and you might remember more."  Artair said.

He put his mug down and shifted, rose to his feet to turn away from the table.  On a whim Willow put her mug down, reached out to grip Artair's wrist.  He stopped, turned back to face Willow.

The blush in her cheeks worsened under Artair's scrutiny as he stood tall and powerful over her.  His arm was a sold mass of muscle and bone and warm flesh in her tiny hand.  Willow squirmed as her cock pulsed, throbbing, growing slightly hard at just this minor contact, and she swallowed with difficulty.  The knot in her belly fluttered, grew taught.

"Thank you."  She said.  "For saving me.  Really."

Artair smiled softly.

"I just saw someone in need and did what little I could.  What brings a pretty girl like you out here in your state is I suppose no business of mine."  He said.

Willow's cheeks flushed a deep, bright, hot pink.  She bit her bottom lip.

"You... I wish I could tell you, really.  I want to, but I can't.  I'm sorry."  Willow saids.

Artair nodded.  His smile was kind, charming.

"Don't you worry about it.  I've suffered worse in my years.  You just rest while I fetch you some food.  You'll feel better after sleep and once we get you back to land I'm sure."  He said.

Willow nodded.  In her lap the pearl was heavy, a chain that bound her to the sea witch Riran, and her heart sank as she thought of how she had no choice but to return.


Seven

"You can sleep here.  Its small but its comfortable.  I'll be just outside the door if you need anything."  Artair said.

Willow looked down at the bed, a thin mattress attached to the wall, a nest of pillows at one end, a crumpled mess of sheets at the other.  It was not neat but it was clean and it look welcoming and she smiled.

She turned to look up at Artair who stood beside her, tall and broad and handsome and his face, weather and care worn, was kind and soft, his blue eyes bright.

"Thank you."  She said—her voice was soft, barely more than a whisper, and obviously feminine, alluring, a slight tremble.

She blinked, fluttering her eyelashes as she smiled.  The heat in her cheeks had not faded and, stood as close to the strong, rugged man who had saved her, so small and weak in comparison to him, the knot in her belly had swollen, tight and hot, her skin pricking.  She bit her bottom lip, held the blanket close around her shoulders, acutely aware of her nakedness.  In one hand, hidden beneath the blanket, was the warm pearl.

Artair watched her for a moment, brow furrowing though his smile remained.  His eyes were sharp, intelligent, and seemed to bore into her soul, searching for something that Willow longed to give.

"You're welcome.  I'm sure after some sleep you'll feel better.  Tomorrow we should make it back to port, so don't you worry your pretty head too much."  He said.

"I..." 

Willow tried to confess, to speak her truth, but the curse laid on her by Riran prevented her, a pain in her skull, and so she fell silent.  Artair lifted his large, strong, callused hand and placed it on Willow's dainty shoulder.  His grip was gentle but behind his tenderness there was a strength that Willow knew could easily overwhelm her.

The knot in her belly grew tighter, a fluttering that spread through her body like electricity.  Willow looked up, chewing her bottom lip, her turquoise curls falling around her shoulders.

She was powerless compared to the kind, gentle man in front of her, his stoic, contained strength a rock against which the storm would break her.  She squirmed, her nakedness beneath the blanket humiliating, and the wave of shame at her situation, transformed, cursed, emasculated, caused her small cock to throb and harden.  Artair squeezed her shoulder softly.

"It's okay.  You don't own me any explanation.  You rest, tomorrow see how you feel."  He said.

Willow looked up in to the ruggedly handsome face, his hair pulled back out of his eyes, still damp with rain, slight curls, his coarse salt and pepper beard.  His lips were so full, inviting.

Willow shook her head and widened her smile.  She stepped closer to Artair.

"I owe you my life."  She said.  "You saved me, and you've been so kind.  Will you at least let me thank you."

The words came almost unbidden and Willow felt a wave of fear and excitement at the implication of her words.  She pressed her petite, curvy, feminine body against the man who had pulled her from the sea.  His torso was firm, solid compared to the plushy curves of her new form and the contrast made her want to purr.

"You don't have to thank me."  Artair said.

"But maybe I want to..."  Willow said.

His smile was unsure now but his eyes burned with desire.  He did not move, did not pull away, stood still as Willow pushed her body into his, pressing her small breasts against him, grinding her hips into his thigh.  The warmth of his body, the smell of him, the tangy musk of his sweat and the sea, was intoxicating.  Willow's balls tensed as her arousal, her need, grew.

"Maybe I really, really want to thank you."  Willow said—knowing that she did, that she wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything.

Artair seemed torn, his desire for the pretty, beautiful girl in front of him obvious.  Willow grinned, raised a hand to press it against the tall, broad man's chest.

"Why don't you just stand there and let me thank you."  Willow said.

As Artair watched Willow let the blanket fall from her shoulders to her waist, wearing it like a skirt, her small, pert breasts freed, her pink nipples puffy and erect, signalling her arousal.  Artair grinned, stared down at the exquisite creature he had fished from the stormy sea, and nodded.

"I'm not one to stand idle Willow."  Artair said.

Before Willow could react Artair raise his hand to grip the hair on the back of her head, holding it tight, tilting it back as he leaned down to kiss her.  As his lips met hers she felt her heart skip, her belly flutter, and she melted into the broad, strong man who had saved her.

Artair kissed Willow hard, his teeth nipping at her bottom lip.  She whined, moaned at the flush of pleasure, the kiss more urgent, more intense than any she had yet experienced, his passion and desire and hunger a force that overwhelmed her.

Artair pulled back and stared into Willow's eyes.  His grip in her hair was painful but pleasant, the force of his grip reaffirming his lust for her.

"Now, you said something about thanking me?"  Artair said.

He grinned and Willow nodded.  She sank, slowly, willing, to her knees, her movements guided by Artair's hand in her long turquoise hair.
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Willow stared up at Artair, the blanket pooled around her waist and over her legs to hide her growing erection, small but hard, throbbing.  She smiled and, with trembling hands, reached up to undo his belt, the thick leather heavy, the sound of the buckle loud even over the drumming of her racing heart.

As her hands brushed over Artair's crotch Willow felt his growing arousal, his cock becoming swollen, large and hot.  The prominent bulge in his trousers grew massive, a thick, long throbbing mass that made her mouth water and her head spin.  She could barely believe what she was doing but she knew that she could not stop now, not even if she wanted to.  Just as she had known how to use her body to swim, her tail and arms moving on instinct to navigate through the water, she knew how to use her new body to pleasure the man who stood over her.  She knew what he wanted, and she wanted to give it to him.

Willow's trembling fingers worked at Artair's buttons, undid his trousers, pulled them down along with his pants.  His cock popped free, and bobbed, swaying with the motion of the boat, and Willow's eyes went wide.  It was enormous.  Even before her transformation it would have dwarfed her cock, but now it made her seem miniscule and the flush of shame only fired her arousal.

"Just go slow.  It can be a lot to handle, but I assume you've done this before?"  Artair asked.

Willow tore her gaze away from the thick, long dick in front of her and looked up.  She had never even been down on a girl yet or had her cock sucked, let alone suck one.  She shook her head.

"No, never."  he whispered.

Artair smiled.  He nodded.

"Then go very slow, and be careful with your teeth.  If you can't take much use your lovely soft hands."  He said.

Willow's belly fluttered, nervous, excited, and she nodded.  She looked back to the cock that hung so inviting and she reached out with one hand to take it in her grasp.

It was warm, the flesh soft, and it throbbed in time with the beating of his heart.  Willow stroked it, slowly, and her mouth began to water.  The fluttering in her belly grew stronger.  She opened her mouth, let her tongue extend and leant forward towards the beautiful, swollen dick.

Her tongue lapped over the prominent head, the sweet taste of Artair's precum, and Willow shivered in delight.  She wanted more and, without hesitating, she moved forward, opened her mouth wide to take the cock into her mouth. 

Artair moaned in pleasure and Willow wrapped her lips tight, her tongue undulating against the bottom of his shaft.  The crown, bulbous, brushed against the back of Willow's throat as she took as much as she could.  Her mind went blank and she sucked hard, savouring the taste and the scent of the dick that filled her.

She moved her hand in time with her head as she began to ease her head up, taking almost the entire length of Artair's dick from her mouth, only the head still in, her lips sucking hard on the swollen ridge, her tongue lapping over the oozing slit, circling his crown.  Artair shuddered, gripped Willow's hair tighter as though to claim her, and she moaned in pleasure as she took his hot, hard length back into her mouth, taking it deeper, suppressing the urge to gag.

"Fuck girl, you have a natural talent!"  Artair exclaimed.

Willow felt her heart swell with pride at the pleasure Artair took in her oral ministrations.  She moaned in delight, her small cock as hard as steel in the folds of her blanket.  She worked her hand, slick with her saliva, up and down Artair's shaft as she bobbed her head, lips locked tight, tongue working hard.

Willow pulled her head back, took a deep breath, then pushed her head down, her lips slick, tingling.  Her cock ached, leaked a constant streak of precum.  She squirmed as she took Artair's cock deep, the prominent head pushing against the back of her throat.

Artair moaned, gripped Willow's curls tight.  Willow forced herself down, suppressing the urge to gag, Artair's swollen head thick and girthy, hot in her mouth and then, suddenly, it slipped deep in to her throat, pressing, suffocating her with a delicious pleasure.  Willow and Artair shuddered as one, both moaning at the rush of sensation, the walls of Willow's throat milking Artair's thick cock, the tight embrace a delight.  He gripped Willow’s hair and forced himself deeper and Willow surrendered her mouth and throat to his dick.

"I'm close... so fucking close..."  Artair whispered.

Willow murmured in delight at the thought of Artair cumming for her, filling her mouth with his semen.  Artair pulled back, pulled his cock from Willow's throat and she gasped, giddy.

Artair slipped his cock in and out of her mouth, controlling the pace now, fucking Willow's pretty face, fucking her lips, and Willow let him, her lips tight, sucking, working her tongue for his pleasure.

As she slipped her hand up and down she felt his balls tighten, his cock grow impossibly hard, swelling, becoming larger.  The knot in Willow's belly was a bright spot of pleasant flutterings as she waited in expectation of what was to come.

"Yes... take it... take it all... fuck..."  Artair mumbled.

He thrust in to Willow's mouth and then his dick erupted, filling her mouth with spurt after spurt of thick, salty cum.  She swallowed eagerly, shuddering in delight at what she had done, the pleasure she had gifted to the man stood over her, a euphoria unlike any she had ever know. 

Artair came over and over, more than Willow had ever thought possible, the tang of his jizz clinging to her tongue, bitter but pleasant, coating her throat.  She whined and mewed in delight as she swallowed, working her lips and hand to milk the last from Artair, her cock aching and swollen, her frustration a delicious agony.

"That was... amazing... you're quite the treasure." 

Willow smiled but, at Artair's words remembered the curse that still bound her.  In her lap, warm and smooth, was the pearl, the chain that linked her to the sea witch.

"Now, I think it's time for sleep."  Artair said.

Willow nodded.  She licked her bottom lip, savouring the last taste of his cum.

"Would you... would you sleep beside me.  Keep me safe?"  Willow asked.

Artair nodded.  He looked down with kind, gentle eyes that belied his strength and resolve.

"Of course.  Though you have nothing to be scared of.  Not out here."  He said.

Willow felt her heart sink, knew that there was no saving her from the sea witch's clutches, that nowhere was safe.  She was a prisoner.


Eight

Willow was woken from slumber by the noise of thunder, loud and repeating, a drumming that came often, growing closer.  It was dark, and the ship heaved violently, the storm returned.  Beside her Artair stirred, sat up, roused by the change in the weather.

He stiffened as the thunder grew louder, closer, the sea's motions becoming more animated, more violent, so that the ship was tossed by the brutal force of waves.  Wind howled, gibbered, screamed.

"This is no normal storm."  Artair whispered.

Willow felt suddenly cold and afraid.  She reached beneath her pillow, felt the warm, smooth orb of the pearl.  She tried not to think what the storm might bring.

Artair threw off the blanket and climbed out of bed, pulled on his trousers, boots, jumper.  Willow watched him, marvelled at his calm confidence, his broad back and shoulders, his strong arms.  She felt crushed at the thought of what she might have brought upon him.

"Where are you going?"  Willow asked.

Artair turned to glance back over his shoulder.  He smiled, a stoic certainty, resolved.

"This storm is wrong.  I need to check the ship, make sure we'll be safe.  I'll not be long and you don't need to worry.  I'll keep you safe."

Willow tried to smile but failed.  As Artair turned to leave she rose from the bed, wrapped the blanket around her shoulders, and grabbed the pearl from beneath her pillow.

Artair stepped off, opened the door and headed out towards the door that led onto deck.  Behind him, small and frightened, but resolved, came Willow.
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Rain lashed the deck, sheets of icy bullets that stung flesh.  The sea raged, waves like mountains, tossing the small ship about like a toy, yet still, as though able to read the erratic weather, Artair kept the ship stable.  Willow, stood within the small cabin, could only marvel at the way Artair steered the boat, navigating the treacherous conditions with skill and courage.

Lightning lit the dark sky, forks of brilliant bright electricity.  The sea foamed and raged and the wind screamed.  The thunder came again and again, louder each time, circling the boat, as though hunting it.  Artair paid it no attention, focussed, but Willow knew what it meant, knew what came in the storm, and she stood trembling beside the man who had saved her, the man she had damned.  She clutched the pearl tight, hoped that it might be enough to buy her freedom so that she could remain where she was, with the man who even now worked to keep her safe.

The thunder came again, closer, closing, and then lightning lit the sea directly in front on the boat.  On the wave, a distant silhouette growing rapidly closer, was a skittering figure, its dark cloak billowing behind it like a flock of carrion fowl.

"What..."

"You should go below."  Willow said, cutting Artair off.

Artair glanced at her, frowning.  The lightning came again, thunder following almost immediately after, and the skittering figure skating over the sea was closer, closing fast on the small boat.

"Why?  What do you mean?"  He asked.

"Go below... let me stay up here.  What's coming, what's bringing this storm, it's coming for me.  Let me face it.  I don't want you to come to harm after all you've done for me."  Willow said.

Artair shook his head.  He smiled but the smile was grim, his eyes narrowed.  His expression was taught, fretful, but he was still handsome, rugged, courageous.

"I'm not leaving you alone.  Whatever happens, whatever comes, I'm here.  I'll not let harm come to you"  He said.

Willow smiled in spite of the cold dread that enveloped her.  Her heart skipped and she longed to embrace the man beside her, to curl up beside him, to be safe in his arms, but she knew that it was impossible.  In the storm, closing on her, came her fate, the sea witch Riran.

Lightning came again and the skittering, skating figure was almost upon the ship, its fluttering cloak like a void.  Thunder boomed but it was not a roar but a voice, calling one word, WILLOW, with a fury that made the boat shake.

"Where are you girl?  Come out before you make this worse!"

Riram's voice boomed over the din of rain and wind and thunder, amplified by magic to become omnipresent, coming from all directions at once.  Willow shrank, small and timid, moved closer to Artair.

The man, tall and broad and stoic, turned to face her, looked down at her.  His brow was furrowed and his face was stern, but calm, a quiet, unshakable composure.

"Can you explain?"  Artair asked.

Willow shook her head.  At the thought of telling Artair the truth her skull blazed with pain, the curse that bound her to the witch holding her silent.

She looked up into Artair's calm, blue eyes, his handsome face, and something in her stirred, something bright and joyous, and she knew she owed him at least an explanation and so she fought against the magic that ensnared her despite the pain.  She forced words to come.

"She's... a witch... sea witch... I have something she wants... she holds me... with a curse... I can't... can't..."

Willow cut off, fell silent, her breathing ragged, her face pale from the effort.  She was shaking.  Holding the wheel of the boat with one hand Artair wrapped his other arm around Willow's narrow shoulders.

"I won't pretend to understand but whatever this witch is, we can face her together.  I told you I'd keep you safe and I meant it."

Willow tried to smile, to seem relieved, but her expression was grave and fretful.  She turned to look out the window of the cabin and as lightning lit the darkness a wave, massive, foaming, fierce, loomed over the small boat and on its crest, as though flying, came the sea witch Riran.

The wave fell, hammered the boat, and Artair struggled to keep it afloat, fighting the storm.  As the water washed off the deck Willow could only stare in horror as Riran was left standing, calm and patient, unphased by the tempest that raged around her.

"Come now girl.  I have waited long enough for my prize.  I know you have it.  Bring it to me."  Riran said.

Her voice was dull and forceful, full of magic.  Willow felt her body tense and ready to move without her willing it.  Artair gripped her tighter, held her and refused to let her go.

"You're not welcome here witch.  The girl is not going anywhere with you."  Artair spoke loudly, clearly, his voice cold and deep.

Willow watched as Riran shifted her attention from her to the man beside her.  Her smile widened, became malevolent and cruel, and Willow shivered despite the warm comfort of Artair's embrace

"A man, and quite a handsome one.  My little mermaid has been a busy girl."

Riran smirked, turned her gaze back to Willow, studied her for a moment, sniffed as though scenting the air.  She stepped closer.  Around the boat the storm still raged but the sea in which the boat rested was calm now, as though the witch's presence was enough to quiet the sea's rage.

"You're still pure, but... there's something... the smell of his seed.  You pleasured him with your mouth, didn't you?  Unable to resist his rugged charms, unable to contain yourself, so eager to see what pleasures your new form might offer you.  Such a vulgar slut!"  Riran taunted, grinning.

Willow's cheeks burned with shame and her cock twitched at the memory of how it felt to have Artair's cock in her mouth, how his cum tasted, the pleasure that filled her as she sated his lust with just her lips and tongue and throat.  Artair tightened his grip around Willow's shoulders, squeezed her.

"Get off my ship.  Now!"  He said.

Riran laughed, the sound mocking, loud despite the storm’s howling, amplified by her magic and her malice.  Her grin spread.

"I'm not leaving without my treasure and without my girl.  It took quite some magic to make her and, as pure as she is, I still have use for her.  If you think I'm leaving empty handed you're mistaken, and if you think you can stand up to me you're a fool.  Now, hand her over and I might just let your ship survive my storm."  Riran said.

Artair tensed.  Willow could sense the anger in him, the cold, hard fury.  He turned to face her.

"Do you want to stay here, with me?"  He asked.

Willow nodded, bit her bottom lip as she stared up into Artair's impossibly blue eyes.  She wanted more than anything to stay with him.  Artair smiled, turned back to face the witch.

"The girl stays.  It's her choice."

Riran smirked, then laughed again, colder this time, quieter.

"Has she told you?  About her secrets?"  Riran asked.

Willow felt her belly drop, wished the ground beneath her would open up and swallow her.  Artair's arm lay still wrapped around her shoulder.  Outside the cabin Riran stood shrouded in the black flock of her cloak, her hair wild in the erratic winds.

"Her secrets are hers to keep.  She'll tell me when she's..."

"That she is a he, a boy.  Look between her legs if you don't believe me.  And worse, he's a freak.  The body of a girl on land, the body of a mermaid in the water... but always still just a tainted, nasty little boy."  Riran's voice was filled with hate.

Artair was suddenly quiet, still.  Willow shook, felt her eyes fill with tears.  She pulled out of Artair's grasp and stepped back before he could react.  He turned to face her.

"Is this... is it true?"  He asks.

Willow stared at the floor, at her feet.  Her body went limp and the pearl in her hand fell to the ground, rolled towards Artair, stopped at his feet, though he did not even look at it.

Willow nodded, slowly.  Her heart was cold.

"It's all true... I... I'm not a real girl.  Her magic made me into this... into a girl, a mermaid.  I didn't mean to deceive you.  When we... I just wanted... I'm sorry."  Willow said.

Before Artair could react Willow turned and fled out of the cabin and into the storm.  As the pearl tapped at his boot he looked down, bent to pick it up, studying it for a moment before releasing the ships wheel and heading out into the storm after the girl with the turquoise curls.
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Willow cowered half way between the cabin and the witch, close to the side of the boat.  She refused to look at Artair as he stepped out into the rain after her.

"I don't care what you were, or what you are Willow.  To me you're beautiful and if you'll let me I'll protect you." 

Artair called out but his voice was whipped away by the wind so that it was barely more than a whisper.  Willow kept her face turned away, clung to the side of the boat, wind tugging at the blanket wrapped around her.  Artair turned to face the witch, held up the pearl.

"Is this what you want?"  Artair cried, shouting over the din of the storm.

"Give it to me."  Riran held out her hand in expectation and demand, her tone of voice a command filled with magic.

Artair's expression was grim, resolved, and he remained where he stood, Riran's eyes widening in shock as her demand was ignored.  Artair's grip on the pearl tightened.

"Release Willow, and you can have it."  He said, his words slow, emphatic.

Riran shook her head.

"No.  The pearl and the... girl, are mine.  Both belong to me and your petty act of resistance changes nothing.  Give me the pearl, now, and I'll make your death quick."

Artair forced a smile.  His face was pale and wet with rain.  Willow looked up, to Riran.

"Let him go, please.  Let him go and I'll go with you."  She said.

Riran laughed.

"No.  I think I'll kill him, and I think I'll enjoy it."  Riran said.

Artair was silent for a moment.  He glared at the sea witch in fury.

"Well then I suppose I have nothing to lose, do I?"  He said.

Before Willow or Riran could react Artair raised his hand and threw the pearl against the deck.  As Riran screamed and lunged Artair raised his foot and smashed his heel down hard on the glowing, fragile orb.  The soft surface cracked, bright fissures propagating as he ground his foot down and then, finally, before Riran could reach him, the pearl shattered, and the air was filled with a sudden light and song that evaporated into the darkness, leaving only dull, lifeless shards drained of power and magic.

"What have you done!"  Riran roared.

The sea around the boat came suddenly to life, heaving, rolling, and the boat rolled with the swell of waves.

"You've ruined everything!".

Riran raised her arms and as she lifted them the water around the boat rose up, looming dark and fierce.  Riran dropped her arms and the water fell, crashing over the deck, a cold, dark, brutal deluge that left only Riran unharmed.  Artair stumbled, grabbed a hold of a tangle of netting secured to the side of the boat, and clung on.  Willow, already tired, small and weak, was knocked from her feet and thrown overboard.  She fell, tumbled down into the cold, dark sea and  sank beneath the surface without a trace.


Nine

Willow's body pulsed with life, her legs and flesh changing, her metamorphosis catalysed by contact with sea water.  Her two legs became one, skin fusing, bones conjoining.  Her feet grew thin and long, became one large, elegant fin.  Her skin shifted, hardened, became scales, and the flesh on her neck split to reveal her gills and she took her first breath of the sweet, cold, salty water.  Her eyes opened and she looked up, to the surface, where Artair struggled against the witch for Willow's freedom.

Willow floated in place, her hands and tail working in unison to keep her still as the currents tried to move her.  Her mind raced—time was short.

I need to do something.  Willow thought.

She knew alone she was powerless against the witch but there had to be something she could do.  As she struggled to focus she felt something click and then she remembered the last time she had been in the water, hunted, pursued by the massive shark.  She smiled.

If only I can find him in time.  She thought.

Willow turned and dove, sinking deep, scanning the depths below for sign of the massive predator.  As she sank she thought of how to lure it out, remembered facts about the scent of blood on water.  In desperation Willow raised a hand to her lips and put the flesh between finger and thumb between her teeth.

Willow bit down, hard, teeth breaking skin, and her mouth filled with the tang of iron.  She swam on, swan down, and let her hand hang beside her, leaving a trail of blood in her wake.
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It did not take long.  Within minutes Willow felt something at the back of her skull, some new instinct imbued by her transformation tingling.  She turned and looked over her shoulder and there, in the distance, half hidden in the murk stirred up by the storm, was the shark, massive and pale and closing rapidly, following the trail of blood to its source.

Willow felt a shiver of terror run through her and could not help wondering if she had made a terrible mistake.  She turned away, too late now to change her mind, and looked up, to the surface and the boat where Artair was struggling with Riran.  Willow kicked off, her fin thrashing, pushing her through the water with ease, and she sped towards the battle that raged above.  Behind her the shark sped up to follow, hunting its prey, drawn by the scent of Willow's blood.

I just need to swim.  It doesn't matter what happens to me but I won't let her take him.  Willow thought.

Her lungs burned and her heart thundered.  Above her the sea rolled, waves crashing, so that the water's surface obscured what happened on the deck of the boat.

Whatever happens to him is my fault.  Will thought.

Her hand beside her trailed blood, tainting the water with the scent of her.  Behind her, tailing her, hunting her, came the shark.  Willow's fin beat the water, pushing her faster and faster, desperate to survive, to escape, to save the man that had saved her.

Willow forced every last ounce of strength into her tail, willed herself faster, aware that she had to not only break the surface but jump high and, hopefully, land on the far side of the deck.

She tucked her arms into her side and kicked, hard.  The water frothed.  Behind her the shark was close now.  On the deck she saw Riran stood tall and proud and, struggling to hold his grip, Artair, beaten at by waves and wind.

Hold on.  I'm coming.   Willow thought.

Willow broke the surface of the water and soared, flying.  Behind her, drawn by blood, unwilling to let its quarry go, the shark followed.  It breached the waves and came soaring after Willow, soaring over the boat. 

With a flick of her tail Willow twisted, altering her trajectory, landing heavy on the deck.  The shark was not as agile or as smart and flew like a missile of muscle and teeth, its target set, Riran, stood in its immutable path.

In her fury, focussed as she was on Artair, she noticed Willow and the shark too late.  She shark collided with her, knocking her from her feet, its teeth sinking deep.  Riran screamed in pain and anger, and the storm screamed with her.

The shark tumbled to the deck and thrashed and as it bit down on the sea witch blood ran with the wash of waves.  Distracted by the sudden predator that held her in its jaws, Riran's magic ebbed, the storm calming quickly, the boat settling.  Willow twisted, turned to Artair who stood drenched, his gaze torn between Riran's battle with the shark and Willow, laid out on the deck, the scales of her mermaid's tail glistening like wet gemstones.

"You really are... you're..."

"A mermaid?"  Willow said.  "Yes.  I'm sorry.  Everything Riran said was true."

Even as the sea witch fought against the massive shark, its teeth sinking deep into her flesh over and over, its bulk thrashing as it wrestled with her, the deck ringing with her pained screamed, Artair laughed.  The sound was a spark of joy and he shook his head.

"I was going to say you're beautiful.  I've always dreamed... and then here you are.  Like a creature from a treasured dream."  Artair said.

Willow felt her heart swell and her cheeks flush with blood.  She bit her bottom lip, tried to use her tail to push herself across the deck towards Artair, crawling with her arms.

"I'm so sorry."  Willow said.

Artair shook his head, moved towards Willow.  Though the storm had calmed it had not dissipated completely.  A wave, larger than the others that rolled across the settling sea, hit the boat, almost knocking Artair from his feet.  He reached out and grabbed Willow's hand to stop her from slipping back into the sea.

Riran, entangled with the shark, had no such anchor.  As the boat rock she and the predator locked on her slid towards the side of the ship even as she struggled.  She looked back to Willow, her eyes full of anger, and grinned.

"You're still cursed girl.  Even my death can't break that old magic.  So, I give you one last command."

Her voice was venom.  As the shark slipped overboard Riran went with it, falling towards the cold sea.

"Die!"

It was one word, spoken with force and arcane power, a command that Willow knew she could not disobey.  The crash of the shark hitting the water was loud and then Riran was gone, but her curse remained, and Willow gasped even as the sea calmed.

"Willow?" 

Artair moved to pick Willow up from the deck, cradling her, her small body light, and her tail flopped limp.  Her breath was ragged now and her heart stammered even as she fought against the sea witch's last command.

"You'll be okay now.  She's gone and the treasure she wanted is broken.  Even if she survives she won't be back."  Artair said.

Willow shook her head.

"No... the curse... her magic... it lingers."  Willow's voice was weak, barely more than a whisper, and faltered.

Artair rose to his feet carried Willow back towards the cabin, rocking in time with the boat's sway to stay on his feet.

"I can't stop it... her curse... I can't resist."  Willow's voice grew weaker.

Her heart slowed and her breathing became shallow.  Her body became lifeless, grew cold.  Artair stared down at her, the girl he had saved, the girl who had saved him, and he shook his head.

"No.  Not like this.  Not now.  You can't just leave."  He whispered.

"I don't... want to."  Willow said.  "If I could stay with you... I would.  I'd like to.  You were... so kind."

Willow felt a loss unlike any she had ever suffered.  Artair stared down at her, shaking his head, his handsome face made ugly by pain and grief.

Willow turned pale, her body became limp.  Artair, desperate, lifted her higher, bent his head towards her.

"No... please."  He whispered.

Willow did not answer.  Without thinking Artair moved his lips to hers, kissed her, softly, the contact gentle and tender and full of emotion.  There was a spark that passed between the pair, an energy, warm, bright, that filled them both, an ancient magic conjured by their kiss.

Willow's heart beat strengthened and she took a deep breath.  Artair kissed her harder, his lips pressing into hers, and then Willow shifted, raised her arms to wrap them around Artair's neck, pulled him close.

Willow kissed Artair back, bit at his lips, murmured in pleasure, the warm glow filling them both.  Her body grew hot, taught, and Artair squeezed her before pulling back, grinning.

"You're okay?"

Willow took a deep breath, her cheeks flush a bright pink.  Her breathing was quick, shallow, excited, aroused.  She nodded.

"Your kiss... it saved me.  You broke the curse with your love."  Willow said—her voice was soft and tender, quiet and feminine.

Artair blinked, stunned.  He looked down at Willow, to her tail, the scales that still shimmered.  He frowned.

"But you're still... not that I mind... but you said I broke the curse."

Willow grinned.

"You broke the spell binding me to Riran.  My transformation is something else.  But... you like me... don't you?  You still think I'm pretty?"  Willow asked.

Artair nodded, smiling.  The network of fine lines at the corners of his eyes made Willow's heart skip.

"I think you're beautiful.  Now, let's get you looked after."

As Willow looked up at Artair she saw for the first time the scratches and bruises on his face, arms, the spots of blood on his jumpers.

"You're hurt?"  She asked.

Artair shook his head.

"It's not bad."

Willow smiled.

"Well, if you're going to look after me, then you're going to have to let me look after you."  She said.

Artair's smile spread.

"I think I can accept that."  He said, grinning.


Ten

As Willow dried off her tail began to change, morphing back into legs, her scales reverting to soft, plush skin, her bones reconfiguring to make her one limb two, her fin becoming two small dainty feet.  Artair watched mesmerised, amazed at the rapid, almost erotic reconfiguration of her body.

"You really are amazing.  And so stunning."  He whispered.

Willow grinned, blushed.  Artair reached out to brush a lock of her turquoise curls out of her face, tucked it behind her ear.

"You don't mind... what I am?"  Willow's tone was nervous.

"You mean mermaid or... that you're not quite like other girls?"  Artair asked.

Willow's blush deepened.

"Maybe both."  She whispered.

Artair laughed, gently, the sound kind.  He shook his head.

"I don't mind at all.  What you are is special, and wonderful, now, let me have a look at you."

Artair reached out to take Willow's wounded hand, her bite still bleeding, and examined it closely.  He sighed as though relieved.

"It not bad, but I should clean it to stop infections."  He said.

Willow nodded, a warm glow wrapped around her as she knelt naked in the cabin, watched as Artair tended to her, rinsing her cut, bandaging it.  His touch was gentle, caressing, soft and kind.  The glow in her belly expanded and her cock ached, a gentle throbbing that made her almost giddy.

"There.  Almost as good as new."  Artair said.

He released her hand and Willow looked down at the bandage.  Her hand was sore but the pain was less.  She smiled, looked back to Artair.

"Thank you.  Now it's my turn to look after you.  You were hurt."

Artair shook his head.

"I'm fine, really."

"I'm not moving till you let me look at you.  Now take off your jumper before I force you to!"  Willow said, a stern note in her voice.

Artair laughed and Willow could not help but giggle, the idea of her forcing the tall, muscular man to do anything was ridiculous.  She was small and slight, beautiful, but no match for his strength.

"Please?"  She asked.  "You looked after me now I just want to look after you."

Willow put a note of pleading in to her voice, fluttered her eyelashes, pouted.  Artair softened and Willow felt a rush of pleasure as she realised the effect she had on the large, ruggedly handsome man.  Her body, her face, her nature—he desired her, wanted her, and that made her powerful in her own way.

"Fine.  But I don't want you fretting."  Artair said.

As Willow knelt at Artair's feet, looking up at him, he pulled off his jumper, bearing his chest.  He was broad, with the coarse muscles earned by hard word, his body hairy, masculine, and the sight of it made Willow feel weak with desire.  She felt her mouth water, her cock aching, and she bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning.

"See, not too bad."  Artair said.

Willow could only nod.  Overcome with lust at the sight of the man who stood before her.

Artair's torso was marked with scars and bruises, a few cuts and grazes, but nothing serious.  Willow reached out a hand to caress a gash on Artair's side.  He winced, a hissed intake of breath, but did not pull away.

"No.  Not bad.  But I'll have to wash and tend to you."  Willow said—she looked up into Artair's eyes as she spoke, husky, her caress soft, words full of longing.

Artair smiled.

"I think I can cope with that.  If you can cope with the consequences."

Willow smiled, nodded.

"I can cope."  She said.
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Willow used a damp cloth to clean Artair's wounds, pressing gently, wiping the salt and grit from his cuts.  Artair never once flinched, though from the sound of his breath is was clear that he hurt.

Willow's hands were soft, small and dainty, smooth on the warm, taught flesh of Artair's body.  He was trim, his stomach and chest firm, and as she caressed him, fingers tracing slow patterns over his skin, she could feel the barely constrained power of him.  Her breath quickened, her heart thundered.  The knot in her belly grew taught and her balls ached with hunger and need.  She wanted more than just to touch him.

As Artair stood still, as though frozen, Willow leaned forward, kissed the man's firm, scarred chest.  His skin was soft, warm, and the scent of him, his sweat and musk, was rich and deep and sweet.

Willow extended her tongue, licked across Artair's chest to his nipple.  There was the tang of salt, from the sea and from his sweat, and as she bit gently, teasing, Artair gasped.

"If that's how you tend to wounds then I have another I'd like you to look at."  He said.

Willow pulled back, looked up into Artair's blue eyes.  She smiled.  Artair reached out and took her small hand, led it down, running it over his taught stomach, to his crotch.  His cock was hard, hot, massive.  Willow bit her bottom lip.

"You want me to tend to you?"  She whispered.

Artair nodded.  Willow sank slowly to her knees in front of Artair and reached up to unbuckle his trouser.  She tugged them down, watched in delight as his thick, long cock popped free.

Artair moaned as she reached out to grasp it gently in her hand.  He shuddered as she leaned forward to run her tongue around the swollen crown.

"You are so perfect."  Artair whispered.

Willow looked up, stared into Artair's eyes as she opened her mouth wider.  She leaned forward, took his cock between her lips, and sealed them around his shaft, began to suck.  Artair shuddered in delight, his moan grew louder.

Willow felt the knot in her belly expand, taking pleasure in the power she had over the man, the desire she provoked in him, the pleasure she could give with just her mouth.

Willow wanked Artair's cock with her hand as she took him deeper into her mouth.  Her lips locked around his girth, her longue lapped at the underside of his shaft.  Between her plump thighs her small cock grew hard, aching with a need she barely understood.  She wanted to pleasure this man, wanted him to claim her.

Artair reached down, entangled his fingers in Willow's hair, gripped her head tight and thrust into her mouth.  The head of his cock pressed at the back of Willow's throat but she refused to gag, opened herself to him, forced herself down.

Willow's throat opened and Artair's hot, thick, throbbing cock slipped deep.  He moaned in pleasure as the walls of her throat milked him, tight, wet, her lips closed to suck his cock as deep as she could managed.

"You are like a dream come true!"  Artair exclaimed.

Willow pulled back, slid Artair's cock from her throat.  She sucked hard, her lips tight around his bulbous crown, so that his dick left her mouth with an audible pop.  She smiled up at him, her hand still gliding up and down his spit slicked shaft.

"You want to make my dream come true?"  Willow asked.

Artair stared at the beautiful girl for a moment, his pretty mermaid, nodded.

"What is if you want?"  He asked.

Willow's grin widened.

"The witch, Riran, could use me because I was still pure.  I want you to save me from her.  I want you to make me a woman, make me your woman.  I want you to claim every part of me."  Willow said—her voice was quiet, nervous, a timid uncertainty.

Artair smiled, his face charming, comforting.

"You want me to fuck you?"  He asked.

The brazenness of his words made Willow blush as she bit her bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  She wanted it, needed it.  She nodded.

"Then say it."  Artair said—his smile widened.

Willow stared up at the strong, handsome man in front of her.  She was quiet for only a moment.

"Please, I want you to fuck me.  I need you to fuck me."  She whispered.

Artair grinned, he took a deep breath.  In Willow's hand his thick, long cock throbbed, becoming impossibly hard, his lust kindled by her words.

"Then get on the bed and bend over."  He said.


Eleven

Willow rose to her feet, moved to the bed and climbed up, went down onto all fours, her butt facing Artair who stood still for a moment appreciating the beauty of the sight.  Willow's backside was round and full and pert, her hips wide, her thighs curvy.  She kept her head down, her arms stretched out in front of her, so that her back was curved to lift her butt higher as though in offering.  Between her thighs her small, hard cock hung, pretty and dainty.

Willow turned to look back over her shoulder at the man who stood topless, his hard, fat cock still wet with her spit.  She smiled, wiggled her backside to entice him.  Her dick and balls swayed with the movement.

"Come get me."  She whispered.  "Make me your woman."

Artair grinned.  Willow's skin seemed almost to glitter, shimmering like the sea on a summer day, and her eyes sparkled as her turquoise curls fell over her shoulders and her face.

Her butt was almost mesmerising as it swayed, between her glorious cheeks nestled her puckered hole, waiting, beckoning.  Artiar slipped his trousers off and stood naked behind his pretty mermaid, his beautiful girl, and he took a deep breath.

"You truly are a dream come to life Willow."  Artair said.

Willow blushed, bit her bottom lip.  Artair's words filled her with joy and longing and, as though to demonstrate her need, she opened her legs wider, arched her back to offer more of herself.

Artair needed no further provocation.  He stepped forward, moved up behind willow and reached out to grasp her butt, a hand on each cheek squeezing.  Willow gasped, moaned, pushed back into Artair's large, coarse, strong hands.  He caressed Willow's soft flesh, her smooth skin, her plump cheeks pillowy.

"You are so utterly sexy."  Artair said, his voice filled with awe and lust.

Willow looked back, stared up into his face as he looked over her raised backside, his gaze roving her curves, lingering on her delicate rosebud.  She shivered, half in delight, half in nervousness.  The knot in her belly grew taught.

"Do you really think I'm pretty, that I'm sexy?"  Willow asked.

Artair nodded.

"I really do, but, perhaps it's better if I show you?"  He said.

Willow shuddered in delight at the implication of his tone, not knowing what he meant exactly, but understanding enough that she wanted him to show her.

"Please."  She whispered.

Artair's smile widened and, without speaking, he sank down to his knees behind Willow, his hands still gripping her butt.  He leant forward, towards her, his breath caressing her thighs.  The scent of her skin was like the sea and blossoms, sweet fruits, like summer peaches.

As Artair's tongue ran up Willow crack she moaned, loudly, surprised by the touch, startled by the pleasure, the rush of sensations.  Artair's tongue slipped up and down, wetting Willow's flesh, tickling her intimate areas, running up to the base of her spine, down to the base of her balls, lapping there briefly, her cock twitching, dripping precum.

Artair's tongue paused at Willow's hole, circled, teasing.  Her breath became ragged, her body shuddered.  She moaned and whimpered in delight.

Artair pressed his tongue in towards her entrance, pressed the tip gently, but firmly, ticking, lapping.  Willow's hole grew slick and opened for him, allowed him greater entry.  Her moans grew more fevered and Artair lapped harder, his spit slickening her hole, tongue pressing, deeper, her skin soft and sweet and smooth.  Willow pressed back, wanting more, needing more, her body alive with tingles of pleasure, the knot in her gut overwhelming, giddy, drunk on the sensations.

Artair pulled back and Willow moved to follow his tongue but his hard hands held her in place.  One hand shifted, moved off her cheek and ran down.  His finger tip ran along her crack, her flesh slick now, and the tip stopped at her puckered, wet hole.  Willow whined, needful, craven, and Artair grinned as he pressed, gently but firmly, his finger entering her, the tip slipping barely inside.

"Oh fuck."  Willow moaned.

Artair stared at the voluptuous butt in front of him as he pressed harder.  Willow's hole was tight and resisted.  He pressed harder and then his finger slipped deeper.

"Do you like that?  Being fingered like the dirty girl you are?  My little slut?"  Artair whispered.

Willow nodded.  Artair slipped his finger deeper, twisted it so that it curled round towards Willow's belly, pressing and rubbing against an inner spot that sent jolts of pleasure running through her, her cock twitching, the fire in her belly becoming hot, filling her with a dull, warm glow that made her whine.

Willow rocked back, taking more of Artair's thick finger, taking it deeper, shuddering as his knuckle popped in and out of her slick hole.  Artair smiled, slapped Willow's butt with his free hand, pressed his finger deeper, satisfied by Willow's whimpers, his hard, long, thick cock aching with need.

"Now, I think someone's ready to become a woman."  Artair said.

Willow nodded, her breath shallow, quick, her heart racing.

"Yes.  Please.  I need you inside of me."  She said—the words were more true than any she had ever spoken.
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Artair pulled his finger slowly out from Willow and shifted up behind her.  He stared down at the curve of her body, the swell of her butt, and grinned.  She stared back, looking back over her shoulder, face flush, panting, her hair bright and her eyes dazzling.

"Please..."  She whispered.

"Please what?"  Artair asked.

Willow bit her bottom lip, her cheeks turning deep pink.  She took a deep breath, her mind buzzing at the thought of confessing, at the thought of how far she had come, at the thought of what had happened to her.  She was about to beg a man to fuck her, claim her, about to beg a man to take her for the first time, to take her virginity.  She knew that after this there would be no going back.  She would be forever changed, forever a woman, forever Willow.

"Please, fuck me.  Put your cock in me and fuck me."  She whispered.

The words branded her.  She could not help but smile at the thrill that saying them gave her.

"Such a dirty, eager little slut."  Artair said.

His words made her wiggle her hips, provoking her lust to greater heights.  A rush of pride and pleasure mingled with the shame of what she said and she was happy, truly happy.

"I'm your slut."  She whispered.

Artair nodded.  He moved in closer, spat into his hand and worked his saliva along his long, thick shaft.  He leant into Willow, ran his shaft up and down her crack, the prominent head rubbing over her entrance, pressing slightly, teasing her, lubricating her puckered rose.

Willow wiggled her hips, enticing Artair, pressed back, eager to feel him fill her, eager to have him fuck her.  He laughed and slapped her butt cheek with one hand even as he ran his cock around her slick entrance.

He ran his cock down, paused at the centre of her hole, pressed, gently, and Willow's pucker began to open, stretching to accommodate Artair's substantial girth.  She moaned, in pleasure and pain, and Artair pressed harder, the prominent crown of his cock splitting her wide.

"Fuck... yes... please..."  She whimpered.

Artair pushed, his cock stretching Willow's hole, tight, hot, slick, and then, suddenly, she opened and the bulbous head of his cock was inside her, her entrance clamping tight around his shaft.

"My god girl you're perfect!"  Artair said.

Willow only moaned, beyond words.  Her body felt alive as it never had before, the knot of pleasure in her belly overwhelming now.  She whined, pressing back, needing more of Artair's cock inside of her.

Artair felt her slip down and he thrust forward to meet her, filling her, splitting her wide, his hips slapping against her firm, round cheeks.  Willow wiggled and Artair pulled back, his cock sliding out of her and the loss was almost painful.

His crown rubbed over her inner walls, pressing on her bright spot of pleasure, her mind numb and giddy, her cock dripping a thin stream of precum now, balls aching, throbbing.  As Artair thrust back into her Willow gasped, pushed back.

Artair ran his hands up over Willow's butt to her hips, gripped her tight, held her in his power, pulled her hard into him, fucking her.  He pulled back, thrust in, timing his movements as he pulled Willow back, his cock slipping in and out easily now.  The pain of her first penetration had faded, replaced with only glorious pleasure.

"You are so perfect."  Artair moaned.

He thrust harder, fucked harder, faster, taking what he wanted from Willow, taking his pleasure, claiming her beautiful, sexy body as his.  Willow offered herself up to him, gave herself over to him utterly, surrendering to the pleasure he offered, his power over her overwhelming thought so that she felt only delight.

Artair's cock sank deep, over and over, rubbing over Willow's inner walls, her hole, hot, tight, wet, gripping him, milking him as she worked her hips in time with his thrusts.  His grip on her hips tightened, almost painful, and he pulled her hard back against him, her butt slapping against him, her cock and balls swaying, leaking, aching.

"Please... cum in me... fill me... make me yours..."  Willow whispered, her need urgent.

Artair was panting now, heart racing, Willow's face contorted with pleasure, cheeks flush.  He fucked deeper, harder, faster, Willow's hole tight around his shaft, squeezing, massaging.

"Yes... I'm close..."  He moaned.

Artair's cock throbbed inside of Willow, growing harder, larger, and she felt the racing of his heart vibrate through her even as his cock pressed against her bright spot of pleasure, rubbing over and over, his thick shaft and prominent crown urging her on.

"Cum in me..."  She whined.

Artair buried his cock deep, thrust hard, his grip tightening.  His cock swelled, throbbed, pulsed hard and then, suddenly, he was cumming, filling Willow with his hot, thick, sticky semen.

The sensation was joyous and the feeling of being filled sent Willow over the edge.  Her balls tightened, her cock throbbed and, without even touching herself, she came, her cock spasming, her body filled with a pleasure unlike any she had experienced before.

"Fuck... oh god... yes..."  Willow whimpered, overcome.

Artair held himself deep, his cock throbbing, cumming over and over, filling her, claiming Willow as his.  Willow shivered, her orgasm filling her body in a way she had not thought possible before.  Artair thrust hard one final time even as Willow's hole squeezed, milking the last drops of his climax from him.

Willow collapsed and Artair lay on top of her, the pair panting, hearts racing, sweating.  Willow could not help but smile, giggling slightly, almost delirious with joy.

"That was... wow."  She whispered.

"So you enjoy it?"  Artair asked.

Willow nodded.  She turned her head as Artair leaned forward, their lips meeting, a clumsy, awkward, tender kiss.

"I couldn't have asked for more.  I'm glad that it was you, like this... for my first time."  She said.

Artair's smile widened and his grin was happy, joyous.

"I’m glad too.  Very glad.  You've made me very happy and brought me such pleasure."

Willow sighed, Artair's weight pressing down on her, his hard, muscular body a comfort.  She felt small, weak, but safe.  As Artair's cock softened it slipped from her hole, slick, his cum oozing pleasantly out of her, warm and sticky.  She wiggled her hips, savouring the sensation.

"You truly are a treasure."  Artair said.

Willow smiled as Artair wrapped his arms around her, hugging her.

"Then you won't mind me staying?"  She asked.

Artair laughed.

"I practically insist on it.  A girl as beautiful and special as you doesn't come along often, and after all, who'd make a better wife for a sailor than a mermaid?"  Artair said.

Willow felt her heart swell, her breath caught.

"Wife?"  She asked.

Artair nodded.

"If you say yes."

Willow twisted, squirming beneath Artair, rolling over to face him, her small breasts pressing into his chest.  She smiled, stared up into Artair's handsome face, his bright blue eyes.  She nodded.

"Yes."  She said.  "A thousand time yes."

Artair grinned, leant forward.  He kissed his bride to be and she squirmed beneath him, savouring his strength as she kissed him back, her pretty cock already beginning to swell again, Artair's cock hardening as she ground her hips against it.  Willow felt safe, and happy, and as the ship rocked, her body entwined with Artair's, she gave no thought to the life she had left behind.

THE END


A PRIVATE PRACTISE


One

Darren could hear the crowd chanting his name as he was passed the ball, heading up the field with it, tapping it with his feet, but it was all just noise, his thoughts spinning, heart racing.  He glanced up at the score board.  The match was in the closing minutes and they were still one goal down.  One more and it would be a draw, and that would be enough to get them through to the championship—he needed to make this play count.

Yet… he couldn’t focus.

The crowd was cheering for him, his team-mates, his Coach, all of them urging him on, encouraging him, desperate for him to score, to kick the ball at his feet into the back of the net.  There was only one defender and the goalie between him and the point that would secure his team’s place in the finals.  He just needed to make this count… but… his mind was a mess.

Darren had been playing soccer since he was a child, and had loved it, excelled at it, his prowess at the sport earning him a prestigious scholarship at university, but recently he had been drifting, unable to keep his mind on the game.  Something was… wrong.

He felt almost awkward, clumsy, and hyper-aware of himself, how he was moving, the crowd watching him, the other players all focussed on him, young men like him, fit and lean, sprinting to keep up with him as he ran, all of them exhausted like him after almost ninety minutes of pushing themselves.  He was faster though, his lean, light frame running ahead, so that the others could not keep up.  There was only one defender, a tall, massive man, a brooding wall of muscle, between Darren and the goal.

He felt his heart sink.  As good a player as he was could he really make it past him?  Doubt and fear raged.  As a child Darren had been evenly matched with his team and their opponents, but as they had grown older, becoming adults, young men, he had fallen behind.  Though he was still a skilled player, he lacked the raw power and brute force of his team and the players they were facing.

Where the defender was tall, broad, muscular, handsome, Darren was… not those things.  While his team mates and their opponents had grown taller, broader, more masculine, Darren had stayed slim and short, slight.  His years of playing competitive sports had left him lean, athletic, with strong, toned muscles, but he lacked the sheer bulk and force of the other players. 

He was fast, agile, quick, but the other player was almost a wall, blocking his way to the goal.  Darren could hear his team, their fans, cheering for him, but there was that core of insecurity.  He wasn’t like the other players.  He couldn’t compete with them.  Where they were confident, charming, tall and muscular, he had become awkward, clumsy, remaining small, slim, boyish. 

Even beyond the field he couldn’t compete—his friends and team-mates were charismatic, and never short of female attention, while Darren had become shy, almost introverted.  He wasn’t handsome, or charming… he was awkward, and clumsy, shy, and though he’d been called cute, and sweet, even adorable a few times by girls and women, none had ever called him handsome.

How was he meant to compete?  How was me meant to get past the last defender, score, win the team their place in the championship? 

There was a surge of doubt, fear, insecurity.  His heart hammered.  He tried a feint, making to move in one direction, then turning quickly, hoping to pass the defenders but… it failed, his deception seen through.  The defender was on him, taller, stronger, and within moments he’d lost the ball and it was kicked down the field, passed to another player.

Darren had lost his chance.  The chanting, the cheering, it all died.  He turned and watched as the opposition, taking advantage of his faltering, ran the ball down the pitch and… scored.

They’d scored.  They were two goals ahead, with only minutes left.  Darren had lost his team the game.  He was crushed… why was he such a failure?
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“Darren?  Can I have a word?”

Darren looked up as he pulled his shoes on and saw Coach Morrison standing in the door of his small office watching him, smiling.  Darren felt his heart sink.  This was the moment he’d been dreading.

“Sure.  I’ll be right in.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison nodded, still smiling, his expression kind, his soft blue-grey eyes forming care-worn lines at the corners.  He was soft spoken, and gentle, encouraging his players with praise and compliments rather than threat and tirades, and the entire team respected him, looked up to him… figuratively and literally, since Coach Morrison was several inches taller than even the tallest player on the team.

He was broad too, staying in good shape despite coming close to middle age, his short crop of dark auburn curls turning grey around his temples, his dark red beard flecked with grey.  Darren liked him, felt comfortable around him, and it was the knowledge that he’d disappointed Coach Morrison that left him reeling.

Darren slipped on his shoes and tied the laces, the rose slowly to his feet.  He took a deep breath and stepped off towards the Coach’s office, resigned, a pit of hot lead in his gut.  He’d failed, not just himself, or his team, but his Coach…

“You wanted to see me?”  Darren said, standing in the door.

Coach Morrison looked up, smiled again, his expression warm, caring, handsome, and Darren felt himself relax despite what had happened.  As he looked into those blue-grey eyes he felt almost at ease.

Darren wondered for a moment why Coach Morrison’s wife had left such a charming, hard working, kind man.  If had been almost a year since his split, and Darren could still see the hurt in the older man’s eyes when he thought no one was looking, the wounds of betrayal running deep, lasting scars that refused to heal.

He just needed someone to care for him, show him the same kindness and care he showed to everyone around him, just needed to meet the right woman who would see him for the wonderful man he was.  He just needed someone to help mend the wounds he had suffered, and show him kindness, someone who could make him smile, who would make him happy.  That was hard though with the amount of time Coach Morrison spent at work.  After his divorce Coach Morrison had thrown himself into his job, working to help each member of their team achieve their full potential.

All of them except Darren.  The thought that he had failed his Coach stung, worse that just failing himself.

“Come, take a seat.  I think we need to have a good chat.”

Darren bit his bottom lip nervous, worried.  His place at university depended on his scholarship.  Without it he’d not be able to afford to stay and study and, despite not quite fitting in, he enjoyed university, the freedoms it granted him, the few friends he’d made.

He moved into Coach Morrison’s office and approached the desk, a simple table cluttered with papers and forms, a small laptop in the corner.  He sat in the chair Coach Morrison offered him and waited, silently, blushing, belly fluttering with nerves.

Coach Morrison smiled, quiet for a moment.  Something about the way he looked at Darren left him nervous, almost excited, like he was really being seen, studied, noticed—he felt safe, comfortable, which was rare, and at ease.  Darren smiled despite his anxiety, relaxing in Coach Morrison’s calm, soothing presence, the gentle strength of will, his kind confidence, setting him at ease. 

He had such nurturing eyes, and was, despite being closer to Darren’s father’s age than Darren’s, quite handsome and attractive, with strong arms and hands, and a smile that made Darren both nervous and at ease.  In the corners of his smile Darren could still see Coach Morrison’s quiet pain, his hurt.  He was a good man, a kind, charming man—he deserved happiness, joy.  Darren felt an ache in his heart knowing he had failed him.  He wished there were some way he could help the handsome, older man.

“So...”  Coach Morrison said.

This was it.  This was the moment Darren had been dreading.  He was going to be kicked off the team for not being good enough, for being a disappointment, for being a failure, for being too small and weak and useless.  He wanted to cry.

“… I wanted to ask you if you were okay?” 

Darren blinked.  He was silent for a moment.

“I… I’m, yeah I guess.  Yeah.  I’m fine.”  Darren said, stumbling over his words.

Coach Morrison looked at him, his expression thoughtful, concerned.  This was not how Darren had expected it to go.  Even after everything he was still the same kind, generous, thoughtful man.  Darren felt a swelling ache in his chest and he blushed, suddenly warm.

“Are you?  Really?”  Coach Morrison asked.

Darren faltered, flustered, too many emotions to easily deal with.  He wasn’t fine.  He was far from fine, but at the same time he had no idea how to explain how he was feeling, what was wrong with him.  He had no idea what was going on just that nothing felt… right.

Darren opened his mouth to speak, to reply, but no words came.  He blinked in an attempt to hold back tears as his emotions seemed to surge.

“Hey… it’s okay.”  Coach Morrison said.  “Look, I can see you’ve been struggling with stuff and, well, I think maybe I can help.  That is if you’ll let me?”

He wanted to help?  Darren wasn’t kicked off the team?  There was still hope?

Darren smiled, felt a surge of joy, and nodded.  Coach Morrison laughed, softly.

“Great, but… you’ll need to trust me as it might seem a little… unorthodox, but if you’re willing to be brave I think we can get you out of this slump.”

Darren looked up into Coach Morrison’s kind, handsome, caring face.  He could be brave.

“Sure.  I trust you.”  Darren said.

For some reason he really did trust his Coach.
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“I’ve been watching you and… well I think I can see what’s getting to you.”  Coach Morrison said.  “You’re getting too locked up inside your head.  You’re a good player, a great player, but there’s too much thinking going on, and that leads to doubt and anxiety and fear.  You’re too in here...”

Coach Morrison tapped on finger to the side of his head.  Darren nodded, listening.  It was true, he was thinking too much, too many jumbled thoughts, too much self doubt, anxiety, fear, but… how could he fix that?

“And I get it, you’re young, you’re finding out who you are and what you want, there’s a lot going on for you right now.  You’re trying to figure out who you want to be, what you want from life, what makes you happy, what scares you, you’re trying to work out where you fit in, right?”

Darren listened, relaxing.  It was like Coach Morrison knew him, understood what he was going through, and it felt… nice.

“Yeah… I mean… I don’t know.  I just… yeah.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison smiled, laughed, a gentle chuckle, nodding, a kind, reassuring sound.

“I get it, really.  I don’t know just what you’re going through but sometimes we all have those moments when we struggle to understand who we are, what we want, what makes us happy, and it’s not always easy.  Sometimes there are things in our way, things other people put there, and things we put there, blocking ourselves off.  I think… I wonder if that’s the case with you.  I wonder if maybe there are things in your way that are blocking you from accepting what you want.  And that’s the important thing here.  You need to do what makes you happy, do what brings you joy, do what makes you comfortable and confident.”

Darren blushed, smiling, nibbling on his bottom lip.  For so long he’d focussed on the things he was good at, the things people expected of him, soccer, his studies, behaving like the proper young man he was supposed to be, that he had no idea what it was he wanted, or what it was that brought him joy.

“How do I… I don’t know...”  Darren tried to vocalise his thoughts but stuttered, suddenly self-conscious.

Coach Morrison smiled, nodding.

“It’s fine.  I thought you might struggle when under pressure like this.  That why I’ve got a little homework of sorts for you.  I want you to do something for me, something that might seem a bit wild at first, but… I want to push you outside your comfort zone.  I want you to let go and try just being in the moment, do something that gets you out of your head, I want you to stop caring about what others want, what others think, and just… try to focus on what you think, what you feel, what you want and what makes you happy.  Can you do that for me?”

Darren smiled, nodding.  He could do that, and the way Coach Morrison was looking at him he felt like he could do almost anything—safe and cared for, it felt… good.

“Good.” 

Coach Morrison turned and rummaged down the side of his desk and pulled out a large black bag.  He handed it to Darren and it felt light, as though only partially full.

“I want you to go home and open the bag.  There are instructions inside… read them and… just go with it, for me.  Can you do that?”

Darren smiled, nodded.  The kind, soft, caring way his Coach was looking at him, talking to him, the way he seemed to see him, he knew he would do as he was being asked.

“I can do that.”  Darren said.

“Excellent.  Just… do your best, and come see me tomorrow.  We can talk more then okay?”

Darren nodded.  He was almost excited to see what Coach Morrison had given him to help him.
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Darren looked at the contents of the bag laid out on his bed, blushing, flustered, nervous but excited, then looked down at the note in his hands.

Darren,

I know you must be wondering if this is a joke, or a prank, or maybe even a mistake, but its not.

I want you to just trust me and try it.

Wear the clothes I’ve given you and do something wild… do something brave.  Push yourself, don’t worry about what people might think or say.  Don’t worry about what’ s expected of you, just have fun.

Put the outfit on and let go of your inhibitions, just for a moment.  Dance, sing, cheer, shout.  Go wild.  Be bold.  Focus on how it feels to be confident and brave and daring.  Don’t think about it, don’t let your fears or anxieties beat you.  Don’t be afraid to try something new, or to make mistakes... 

If you can do this I know you can get out there and do anything!

Iain

Coach had even signed the note with his first name, a touch that made Darren smile.  It felt intimate, and sincere.  He could do this… in the confines of his room, in private, for his Coach, he could do this.

He put the note down and looked back to the clothes on his bed, a uniform… a cheerleader’s uniform, and he felt a nervous tingle of excitement running through him, a thrill of anticipation.  He could do it…

The outfit was simple enough, a short skirt like the cheerleaders wore, red with white banding around the waist and hem, and a white cropped top with red letting and banding, sleeveless.  There were long white socks, and a pair of red and white sneakers.  That was enough to leave Darren flustered, but it was the last item that made his head spin.

To the side sat a pair of white panties, feminine, girly, intimate.  He was supposed to wear them too.  The though made his head spin.

He would to it though.  He would wear it all.  He would be brave, daring, bold.  For Coach Morrison, to try to fix whatever was wrong with him, to make the kind, nurturing man proud, he would do it, and he couldn’t deny that there was a part of him that was undeniably curious about how it might feel to wear cute, pretty, feminine panties.
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Darren stripped naked and looked down at the clothes, took a deep breath, and picked up the socks first.  Start small.

They felt soft, delicate, smoother than the coarse wool and cotton socks he was used to wearing, and he bunched one up and, before he could chicken out, slipped his foot in.  A shiver ran up his spine and Darren bit his bottom lip, pulling the sock slowly up over his leg, the smooth material caressing his ankle, his calf, his thigh and he pulled it up into place, the long sock running up to his mid thigh, hugging his leg in a distinctly sensual, comforting, feminine manner.

He smiled, a fluttering in his belly, an ache in his cock.  It felt… good.  He forced his doubts and fears aside, focusing on how it felt, trying to be brave, ignoring his doubts, the voices in his head that were always telling him what he should do, what he was expected to do, how he was expected to behave. 

Just this once he was going to be daring and bold and just… embrace the moment.

He took the other sock and bunched up up, slipping his foot in, tugging it up over his leg and into place, both socks soft and sensual, long, running up to mid-thigh.  He pressed his legs together, enjoying how it felt, then turned and looked over the rest of the outfit.

Darren picked up the panties next, feeling them for a moment in his hands, the soft cotton, the snug, skimpy cut.  They were definitely girly, cute and feminine.  He took a deep breath and, his cock throbbing despite the tempest of emotions he was feeling, slipped them over his feet, standing up and tugging them over his legs and into place around his hips and ass.

They were snug, and soft, and felt oddly comfortable, almost right, and Darren blushed and giggled as he looked down at himself, wiggling his hips, enjoying how he looked, how it felt.  His head was spinning but he pushed aside the doubts and fears that tried to niggle at him.

He turned back to the bed and picked up the skirt next.  Trying to remain calm, his heart skipping, an odd sense of joy and excitement building, he slipped it on, pulling it up over his sock clad legs, over his panties, and into place around his hips, the hem brushing his bare thighs as he wiggled, a soft fluttering caress. 

The top came next, the material stretchy, and Darren pulled it up over his head, slipping his arms through the holes, a tingle running along his spine as the short, sleeveless cropped top hugged his chest in a way that was unfamiliar but also exhilarating, his belly left exposed, waist trim, his belly button on display.  Finally he pulled on the sneakers, the shoes oddly girly, matching the outfit.

Finished dressing he took a deep breath.  No one could see him.  No one would know.  He was being brave, trying something new, daring.  He stepped across the bedroom towards his mirror and turned to face his reflections and he… froze.

Darren blushed, giggled, his cock aching in his panties.  He wiggled his hips, rising up on his toes, turning to look at himself, posing.  He looked… sort of… cute.

He smiled, a wellspring of joy that was new and unfamiliar.  The socks made his legs look long, shapely, and the skirt made his butt seem perky, his hips shapely, waist trim.  The top, hugging his chest, made his petite, slim frame seem like a positive, narrow shoulders and slim arms, toned belly, his lithe, athletic frame, round ass, all of it making him seem… almost hot.

He felt good, and he liked how he looked.  For the first time in a long time he though he looked… attractive.

With his head spinning, emotions a mess, Darren remembered the note.  He was supposed to be daring, brave, bold. 

Biting his bottom lip he started to move, wiggling his hips, shaking his butt, dancing, grinning, blushing.  Darren giggled, a fluttering joy in his belly, heart racing.  What would it be like to be a cute cheerleader?  Dancing on the field, the crowd cheering for him?

Darren spun, trying to emulate the cheerleaders he had seen at games.  He spun, watching himself, the way his skirt flared, his thighs and his cute panties exposed, a naughty thrill running through him.  It felt good, liberating, not to care about what people might think, about what they expected, to feel free and happy. 

Darren buzzed, almost dizzy, and as he moved, jumping, trying to emulate the moves of the sexy cheerleaders he had seen, he thought about Coach Morrison.  Why this outfit?  Did he want Darren to dress as a cheerleader because he thought, maybe, that Darren was cute, pretty?  The thought sent a sudden naughty thrill through him, an aching, then, crushing, a sudden rush of shame.

Looking in the mirror Darren suddenly saw himself again, only this time... it was all wrong.

Darren blushed and, as he landed, he tripped, suddenly awkward and aware of just how silly he was being, how silly he looked, how he was letting his imagination run away.  He stumbled, and fell, tumbling over, falling awkwardly onto his bed. 

He was not a cheerleader, and never would be.  He wasn’t pretty, wasn’t cute, and why would anyone, let alone Coach Morrison, want to see him dressed in such a stupid outfit.  He was just awkward and stupid and clumsy and wrong and this had all been a terrible mistake.


Two

Darren knocked on the door, nervous, cheeks hot and pink, and waited.  The gym and changing room were empty after classes and lessons and practise, and he wondered for a moment if perhaps Coach Morrison were out or unavailable.

Perhaps he’d finally met someone who would be nice to him?  The thought made Darren wince slightly, a flush of anger at the thought of someone else getting close to his Coach, someone who would inevitably hurt him again.  He deserved better...

“Come in Darren.”

Coach Morrison’s voice was muffled by the wooden door, but was unmistakable.  Darren sighed, not sure what he was going to say, how he was going to explain it all.

He had done what his Coach had asked him, tried his best to embrace the unorthodox method to try to get him out of his slump, get him feeling better, get him feeling more at ease, less unsettled, less self-conscious and just… wrong.  At first it had, against all of Darren’s expectations, succeeded.  He had been sceptical at first about wearing the cheerleader uniform, the long socks, the skirt and tight cropped top, the panties, even the cute girly sneakers, but he had tried them on and it had felt… almost liberating.

He had looked better than he thought he would, almost cute, and he had felt a sense of joy and freedom at being dressed pretty, even a little sexy, in the privacy of his own room.  He had laughed, and enjoyed the sense of rightness, putting his worries and anxieties aside, not worrying about what others wanted from him or expected from him, had just enjoyed the moment and how it felt to be, just for a moment, feminine, something different to his usual drab, dreary, uncomfortable self.

He had danced, posed, and even performed a few clumsy cheers like he had seen other cheerleaders do, proper cheerleaders, the cute, hot girls that performed at his team’s matches, and that had been where it had all gone wrong.  He had tried to copy other cheerleaders, copy the movement of other girls, pretty, cute, graceful girls, and he… wasn’t like them.

He wasn’t cute, wasn’t pretty, wasn’t graceful.  He had tripped, made a mess of it all, and, seeing himself in the mirror, had been embarrassed, ashamed of his momentary lapse of judgement.  He was clumsy and stupid and ugly, and he had been a fool to go along with Coach Morrison’s suggestion.  How was he going to explain that though?

Darren lifted up the bag with the uniform in it, ready to return it, and pushed open the office door.  There was no way he could continue with Coach Morrison’s plan to help him, and there was no way he could keep playing soccer feeling like he did, performing like he did, which meant… it was all over.  With a heavy heart he stepped in to face his miserable future.  He was a failure.

[image: ]

“So, how was it?”  Coach Morrison asked as Darren sat, dropping the bag at his feet.

Darren took a deep breath and looked down at his hands resting in his lap.  Coach Morrison had ignored the bag, ignored Darren’s slumped, defeated posture, and remained smiling, positive, encouraging.  How could Darren disappoint him?  He felt crushed.

“Did you do as I asked?  Did you try it on?”

Darren bit his bottom lip, heart racing.  He felt close to tears.  He nodded.

“Good.”  Coach Morrison said.  “I know it must have seemed a little crazy at first, but… I’m really pleased you gave it a go.  It’s important to sometimes do things that scare us, or that seem a little silly, because that’s how we learn and grow.  We can’t be afraid of what people think or might say our whole lives, and we can’t just do what we think other people want us to do, act how they want us to act, because that’s a sure way to be miserable.  Sometimes… well, sometimes you just have to be brave and take risks.”

Darren understood this, accepted it, but… this was different.  For some reason trying on the girly cheerleader outfit had made him feel more vulnerable that he had expected, more exposed, and then, realising he was just a clumsy, ugly boy, that he’d never be a cute, pretty, he had been unable to cope with it all.  He could not do it again, it would be too hard, too painful.

“Are you going to tell me how it was?  How did you find it?  I… I was hoping it would help you feel better but looking at you I’m thinking perhaps something happened.  You know you can talk to me about anything.  You can be open here, if you want, and I’ll listen.”

Darren felt his heart fluttering.  There was so much he wanted to say, but he realised he did not have the words, was unable to even decipher the mystery of his emotion, his internal struggle.  What was wrong with him?

“Darren… you can talk to me if you want.  I want to help you.  That’s why I gave you that bag, because I thought it would help.  It wasn’t a trick or a mean prank or a joke.  I want to help you.  If you want to talk to me you can.”

Darren took a deep breath, struggling for words.  He looked up and saw Coach Morrison watching him, his kind, caring face, gentle eyes.  He’d always been so thoughtful and sincere that Darren felt himself suddenly at ease, relaxing, aware that the handsome, older man opposite him really did want to help him, and he felt seen and heard in away he had not really felt before.

Coach Morrison’s smile spread as he saw Darren relax a little, the worry and fear and pain in his young, beautiful green eyes diminishing.  He waited for Darren to find the strength to speak.

“I… I did what you suggested and… at first it helped, a bit, just… just relaxing and doing something silly and fun and I… it was nice, it made me feel better, made me relax, made me smile, but then… then it just… it went wrong and… I just can’t do it.  I can’t...”

Darren’s words were strained, slow.  Coach Morrison nodded, listening.

“I think I understand.”  He said.  “Could you… could you do one thing for me, before you give up on it?”

Darren blinked, blushing, eyes stinging, biting his bottom lip.

“What?”

“I want you to trust me.”  Coach Morrison said.  “And… I want you to try again, just once more, but… do it here, now, so I can see.  Will you trust me?”

Darren felt a hot flush of emotions.  Shame, embarrassment, fear, anxiety, but also, buried deep, clamouring to be heard, a sense of hope and joy at the thought of wearing the cute outfit again, being seen by the handsome, caring older man in front of him.

He had told himself that he wouldn’t, couldn’t to it again, that it was too painful, too risky, that it was stupid, silly, pointless but… being asked by Coach Morrison, his words kind, genuine, caring, he felt like maybe…

Darren smiled, a timid expression that was fleeting.  He nodded.

“I trust you.”  He said.
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Darren slipped out of Coach Morrison’s office and into the empty changing rooms.  He checked the doors were locked, terrified of being interrupted, discovered, and, finally satisfied it was just him and his Coach, set to changing.

He stripped naked, then slipped on the panties, the long socks, biting his bottom lip and blushing at the rush of sensations and emotions—there was joy, and pleasure, the tingling thrill of soft, girly, feminine material caressing his body, the socks and panties hugging him, making him feel pretty, but there was also fear, and shame, and anxiety, worrying that Coach Morrison was going to see him and laugh, mock him, or take one look and realise his idea had been stupid, and that Darren was ugly, a disappointment and a failure. 

Darren took a deep breath, settling his nerves, then pulled on the skirt, the top, slipped on the shoes, tying the laces with shaking hands.  Once dressed he took a moment to settle himself, checking over his outfit, making sure the skirt was smoothed down, that he looked as good as he could.  There were no mirrors in the changing room so he slipped into the bathroom, taking a long minute to check himself over, fiddling with his hair, turning around to check how he looked in the cute, pretty, feminine cheerleader outfit. 

Darren smiled, giggled, blushing.  Despite his worry, the niggling sense that it was a terrible mistake, that it was all wrong, he was being stupid, made a fool of, he felt… right.  He looked almost… cute, and he felt a swell of happiness, a fluttering of joy.  He posed, trying to look his best, his cutest.  For some reason it felt important that Coach Morrison be impressed with him, find him pretty.

Finally satisfied with how he looked, trembling, nervous, he left the bathroom and made his way to Coach Morrison’s office, moving slowly though the empty changing rooms, his short skirt swaying, hem brushing against his exposed thighs.  His mind wandered and he thought how his team-mates might react to seeing him, moving through the boys changing room dressed like a cute cheerleader.  What would they say, what would they think, what would they do? 

Darren’s blush deepened and beneath the fear and worry, he felt a core of some new emotion simmering, a hope that they might think him hot.  What was happening to him?

He pushed the thoughts away and tried to calm himself.  This was just to help his confidence, to help him get over his slump.  He was just doing what his Coach was asking of him.  It wasn’t like he wanted to be a cute, pretty, girly cheerleader, exciting boys with his body, was it?

He took a deep breath, trying to ignore the ache of his dick in his panties, the thought of Coach Morrison looking at him.  He bit his bottom lip hard, squirming, raised his hand, and knocked on the door.
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“Come in.”  Coach Morrison said, his voice soft, calm, reassuring.

Darren pushed the door open, head down, staring at his feet, and stepped in.  He moved, walking with grace and poise, slowly, carefully, deliberately, not sure why but making an effort to wiggle his hips, his ass, wanting to impress his Coach, the older handsome man who was waiting to see him all dressed up.  He stopped in the middle of the office.  There was a moment of silence.

“Wow...”  Coach Morrison said, a note of awe.

Darren’s blush deepened and he smiled.  Buoyed by Coach Morrison’s reaction he lifted his head and looked up, suddenly hopeful.  He smiled, coy, shy, timid, blushing.  Coach Morrison was staring at him, eyes roaming his body, smiling, eyes wide, a look of… something… a tingle running up Darren’s spine, a rush of pleasure and warmth that made his dick tingle and throb, an aching inside that was new and bright and wonderful.

“You look amazing.”  Coach Morrison said, his voice genuine.

Darren blushed, his heart skipping.  He shifted, feeling happy but embarrassed, flush, part of him wanting to hide, suddenly shy, but another part wanting to be seen, wanting to be admired.  He enjoyed the way the older, handsome man was looking at him, feeling pretty and cute.

“Thank you.”  Darren said, voice soft, quiet.

There was another moment of silence, Coach Morrison looking Darren over, eyes roaming over his legs, his belly, his ass, and Darren could not resist the urge to wiggle, shifting, turning slightly and bending to flash his legs, his butt, stretching to show of his lean, trim, petite figure.

Coach Morrison’s eyes seemed for a moment almost to bulge and he shifted suddenly in his chair, crossing his legs, a pinkness to his cheeks and for a moment Darren thought he saw… was Coach Morrison getting hard looking at him?  The thought thrilled him, making him giggle quietly, though he knew he should have been grossed out, shouldn’t he?

Instead the thought that he was arousing the older, kind, gentle, handsome man made him feel warm, wanted, horny, his dick throbbing in his panties.  Coach Morrison had been withdrawn since his divorce, turning away the advances of female teaching staff, a few parents of students, content to focus on his work, but he was noticing Darren.  Darren smiled at Coach Morrison and struck a pose, wanting to excite him further, head spinning, unable to stop himself.  He had been wrong to think he couldn’t do this, couldn’t wear the pretty outfit, couldn’t be cute.

“I… so… err… you said you felt wrong trying it last night.  Is… is that how you feel now?  Because from where I’m sitting you look… well, you look stunning.”

Darren smiled.  He felt as though he were floating.

“Really?”  He asked.

Coach Morrison could only nod.  Darren giggled.

“I suppose then I could try again.  If you didn’t mind watching me, reassuring me?”  He said.

Coach Morrison was silent, nodded again, unable to take his gaze off Darren in his pretty cheerleader outfit.  Darren smiled, feeling light-headed, suddenly confident, hot, he began to move.

Darren began to sway his hips, shifting his body, emulating the dance moves and cheers he had seen other cheerleaders do, feminine, graceful, sensual.  As he watched Coach Morrison, reading his reaction, his fear, his uncertainty, his worry and anxiety, all of it melted away, vanishing as he saw Coach Morrison’s admiring glances.

He was cute, pretty, feminine, hot, and as he moved he added extra flourishes, wiggling his hips and ass with extra emphasis.  He turned and bent slightly, sticking his butt out towards the older, handsome man who was watching him, staring at his body like a hungry lion, struggling to remain calm. 

Emboldened, Darren bent low, keeping his legs apart, straight, reached down to touch his toes, his short skirt lifting to expose his panties, his pert butt.  He looked back over his shoulder and smiled as he saw Coach Morrison staring at his ass, and Darren felt a tingle run up his spine, a thrill of pleasure, an ache, a longing, feeling wanted, cute, pretty, hot.

“I… I definitely think you’re moving with more confidence.”  Coach Morrison stammered.

Darren smiled.  He stopped his wiggling and straightened up, turning back around to face his Coach.  He smiled, striking a cute pose, feeling light and warm and happy.

“Thank you.”  He said, soft, alluring.  “I… it felt better with you watching.  Your reaction, your compliments, they helped.”

Coach Morrison blushed, shifting in his seat, clearly flustered.  Darren liked the way the older man was squirming, the thrill and sense of power it gave him.  Coach Morrison liked how he looked in the pretty cheerleader outfit, was aroused by him.  Was this his plan all along or was it a surprise for them both?  From Coach Morrison’s reaction, flustered and struggling to remain calm, he guessed the latter.

“I… that’s good.  I think, I definitely think you should continue then, at home, to help you feel more confident and bold.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren grinned, a plan forming.  The thought of wearing the cheerleader outfit again appealed to him, in more ways than he could easily explain, but wearing it alone, in his bedroom, was less appealing than the thought of Coach Morrison watching him. 

“But… if the idea is to make me more confident, surely it’s better if I do it in front of someone.  I mean… it’s easy to do things like this alone, when you know no one will see or know, but it’s another to perform in front of people.  When I’m playing, I have the crowd, so surely an audience for this would help...”  Darren said, sounding sweet and innocent.

“I… I suppose...”  Coach Morrison said.

“So… would you mind if I came back again tomorrow?  It would really help I think to have you watch me.  Your compliments and praise mean so much to me and they make me feel special...”  Darren said.

He giggled, barely able to believe what he was saying, how he was acting.  Dressed as he was, cute, pretty, sexy, watching Coach Morrison squirm, the way he looked at him, it made him feel confident and brazen in a way that felt right.  He wanted more of this.  Wanted to make the older, handsome, muscular man squirm, wanted to excite him.

“I… I suppose that would be okay.  If it’s what you want to do?”  Coach Morrison said.

“It is what I want.”  Darren said, feeling daring, a seductive note to his voice, grinning as he watched Coach Morrison squirming.

“Then… I suppose… tomorrow, for more practise.”

Darren nodded.

“I’ll be wearing my outfit again for you, and I’ll try to practise my moves, so that I’m even more confident.”  Darren said.

That wasn’t all he had in mind.  After Coach Morrison’s reaction today he had something extra that he really wanted to try, and he couldn’t wait to see how Coach Morrison responded to what he was planning.


Three

Darren laid the supplies he had bought out on the bed, making sure he had everything he needed before he began.  As he looked it all over he felt a thrill of fear and excitement run through him. 

Was he really going to do it?  It would be difficult to go back after doing this, after taking this step, and was he really ready to take this leap?  What was happening to him that was even thinking about it, doing this, to impress an older man, the tall, muscular Coach Morrison?

His mind drifted back to the way Coach Morrison had looked at him yesterday evening, watching him as he had been dressed in the cheerleader uniform, wiggling, dancing, showing off his body, and he blushed, giggled.  It had felt good, being seen, feeling cute and pretty, being admired, wanted, the subtle flush of arousal as he had excited the older man.

He wanted more of it and he knew that if he did this he’d get an even better reaction.  Just imagining it made his cock throb.  He didn’t know what was happening to him, if this was all part of Coach Morrison’s plan to help him or a lucky accident, but he didn’t care.  He wanted to feel that special fizzing spark of joy again.

“Just once, to see how it feels won’t hurt.”  Darren said.

He looked down at the array of soaps, lotions, creams, and razors he had bought, pink, scented, feminine, and he felt a tingle run along his spine.  He could not deny that now the thought had entered his head he was curious.

How would it feel to be smooth and soft all over, feminine, sensitive, delicate?  Part of him ached for it, while another, a part of him that felt increasingly distant, resisted.  He wasn’t hurting anyone though, and it was just a bit of fun, to make him feel good, and to make Coach Morrison feel good.

Darren thought of how kind and thoughtful his Coach had always been, generous with his time, caring and nurturing, and the thought of doing this for him, turning him on, offering him this small gift, making him proud, made Darren smile.  The thought of helping Coach Morrison be happy, helping mend the hurt he had suffered made him feel warm, a fluttering joy.  He wanted to do this both for himself and for Coach Morrison, and if he didn’t like it well… hair could always regrow.  What if he did like it though?

Darren blushed, pushing his train of thoughts aside.  He had another meeting with his Coach tonight, a chance to wear the cute cheerleader uniform, a chance to try some of the new, more provocative moves he had been practising, a chance to show off his smooth, soft, feminine body, but first… he had to actually make himself smooth and soft.  He bit his bottom lip, squirming, blushing, and collected the things he had bought, and headed off towards the bathroom to get ready.
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Darren stripped naked and took a moment to calm his nerves, standing and looking at himself in the mirror, the pale familiar reflection somehow different today, as though changed.  He smiled, blushed, and felt a swell of warmth, happiness, almost joy.

He had always been small, thin, lithe and agile, and that had made him a fantastic soccer player, but as he and the other players had grown older, his agility and speed had counted for less.  As the other players had grown taller, bulkier, stronger, he had fallen behind, remaining small, thin, lean, almost petite, with this delicate shoulders and a narrow chest, trim waist.

He had always been self-conscious, and though no one had commented, and his team still admired and complimented his skill and grace, his speed and agility, he was aware that he was different.  It was obvious in how people treated him, the way girls acted around him, as though he were a cute younger brother or friend, but never a serious dating prospect.  Darren hadn’t minded initially, never really interested in girls, focussing on his studies, his training, but as he had grown distant from his friends, all of them drifting away as they had found girl friends, he had begun to realise that he was lonely and missing… something, though he was not quite sure what.

Now though, seeing himself naked in the mirror, after wearing the cute cheerleader outfit, after dancing for Coach Morrison and seeing his reaction, he had his first understanding of what that something was.  The way Coach Morrison had looked at him, squirmed as Darren had danced and posed, obviously excited by him, his body, the way he moved, dressed like a cute cheerleader, it had made Darren feel warm, happy, special, and he wanted more of it.

As he looked at himself he felt happy for the first time in a very long time, happy with his body, relishing his slim, slight, soft frame, his slightly too wide hips, his cute, pert, peachy butt that was almost too full and round, his slim chest and narrow shoulders, his thin arms, full legs toned from years of playing sports.  He wiggled his hips and smiled, his dick throbbing, aching at the thought of what he was going to do, a subtle tingle as he remembered Coach Morrison’s lustful stares.

He was going to make sure that tonight’s performance, his private practise session with his Coach, was even more special.  For the first time he looked at his reflection and he liked what he saw, someone young and pretty, cute, but he could, and would, do better, and the first step was to make himself smooth all over.

[image: ]

Darren rubbed the hair removal cream over his feet, legs, covering his calves, knees, thighs, the caresses gentle and soothing, exciting, the idea that the soft foam would leave him soft and smooth and sensitive, transformed, pretty and feminine and cute exciting him.  He worked up, over his hips and his butt cheeks, over his belly and arms, chest, covering all but the most sensitive parts of his body with the foam.

The air hung with a strong chemical odour, astringent and almost bitter, but he knew it would be worth it.  He would be even prettier when he next put his cheerleader outfit on for Coach Morrison, even sexier, softer, delicate and cute.  Darren giggled, blushing, biting his bottom lip and wiggling his hips as he pictured his Coach’s reaction to seeing him tonight.

Darren let the cream sit for a few minutes, skin tingling, aching to see what he would look like, and then set the shower running, letting it heat before stepping into the flow of water, rinsing his body clean with the girly shower gel he had bought, the scent of flowers and musk, the moisturisers leaving his skin soft, silky.

His hands roamed his body, soft, more tender and exploratory than normal, teasing, palms foamed with soapy lather, slick, slippery, his body so soft and delicate as he washed himself clean.  Darren shivered, a tingle of delight as he touched himself, exploring every inch of his new more feminine body, pretty, cute, sexy.  He felt good, a warm aching inside him, a hot core of pleasure and rightness.  His head was spinning, a jumble of thoughts and emotions, the way he felt, the idea of wearing the cute cheerleader outfit again, wearing it for Coach Morrison, making the older, handsome man excited, using his body to turn him on, make his cock hard.

Darren’s dick throbbed, aching, a swell of arousal.  What was happening to him?  He giggled, pushed the niggling doubts and worries aside.

This is what his Coach had wanted.  To help him, make him more confident and comfortable, and for the first time in a long time Darren was feeling very confident and comfortable, almost… brazen.

He looked down at himself as he rinsed clean and saw himself for the first time and it was as though he had been reborn, transformed, smooth now, soft, feminine, pretty, sexy, and he felt amazing.  There was only the hair in his most sensitive places left—around his now hard and throbbing dick, his balls, along the crack of his butt, under his armpits. 

The thought of making them smooth too, wearing panties on a delicate, soft, feminine body, wearing the pretty skirt and tight top, showing off for Coach Morrison, exciting him, made Darren moan.  There was a fluttering in his belly and something new, a deep desire waking within him, a hunger, a craving that he could not quite describe, but that felt… amazing.

Darren reached out and picked up the shaving foam and the razor.  He was going to be smooth, all over, cute, soft, sensitive, feminine, pretty, and he could not wait to show off for Coach Morrison, could not wait to see the older, handsome man’s reaction to his young, lithe, toned body as he danced for him.
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Darren sat down in his bedroom, dressed in just the white panties and a loose t-shirt, and loaded up his computer.  He squirmed, enjoying the way he felt, the way the panties felt, so much softer now he was smooth, caressing him, cupping his ass and dick, and even his baggy t-shirt felt cuter now, his body smooth and soft after the lotion he had applied, the scent of flowers and sweet fruits, a delicate, girly perfume that made his head spin.

He needed to focus though as he still had much to do.  Darren pressed his thighs together, so smooth and soft, rubbing them against each other as his dick throbbed in his panties, blushing, aching, nibbling on his bottom lip, and loaded up the videos he had found.

They all looked simple enough to follow, with easy basic instructions for beginners.  He could practise a few techniques here, at home, and then repeat them in the changing rooms before his practise session with Coach Morrison.

He started with his hair first, working to get exactly the right style, a cute androgynous mess of curls that was relatively easy to maintain and would not look too out of place while he was out and about.  Once he got that right he moved onto the more complex task of make-up.

Darren had never realised how many different types there were, and in so many colours, so many ways to make the face prettier, softer, cuter, sexier, and now he had learnt a little he knew that he wanted to learn more, try it all out.  He needed to start small though.  As the first video played he looked over the starter sets of make-up and brushes he had bought—a palette of eye-shadows, some mascara and some black eye-liner, a little blush and foundation, and a bright pink lip-stick that he had been drawn to the moment he saw the colour.  Just thinking about painting his lips sent a shiver down his spine, making them bright pink, plump, wet, wearing the cute cheerleader outfit, dancing.

As the video played Darren tried to concentrate, attempting to copy the techniques shown in the video.  He had to stop and clean his face and restart several times, but after a time he managed to get the knack of it, and after a little patience and effort he had managed a look he knew he could repeat easily in the changing rooms with only a little effort.

His eyes were painted with dusky pinks and blacks, sexy, seductive, and his lashes were thick and black, eyes outlined in dark eye-liner, a look that made his eyes seem larger, prettier, brighter, more inviting.  The addition of just a little blush and foundation had softened his face too, making him seem even cuter, a sweet innocence, pretty, feminine.  With the final detail of his painted lips, pink, plump, wet, glossy, kissable, a seductive, wanton pout, he knew he was going to make an impression on his Coach.

Though he knew he could do better with more practise, and better make-up—already Darren was planning on buying more, practising more, refining his technique so he would look even better—he knew that what he had achieved now was perfect for what he had in mind.  He wanted to surprise Coach Morrison and see his reaction, see just how excited he could get him by showing off his body, dancing, wiggling.  Just the though of making the older, kind, handsome man squirm, making him hard left Darren giddy, a thrill buzzing through him, a warm sense of joy knowing that he was sexy.  He almost couldn’t wait for the evening’s practise...


Four

Darren got changed in the empty locker room again, the doors locked, Coach Morrison in his office, waiting for him.  As Darren undressed, making sure he was unobserved, wanting to keep his new improved sexy body a surprise, he thought back to the way Coach Morrison had looked at him when he had arrived, the way his gaze had slid up his legs, over his face, lingering on his ass, hungry, almost ravenous, the way he had squirmed when Darren had made a deliberate point of bending to pick up his bag, wiggling his hips when he walked, the subtle bulge in his trousers, the look of flustered discomfort.

It all made him tingle, his dick throbbing in the panties he was still wearing under his jeans.  The thought of showing off in the cheerleader outfit, of practising his new move, showing off his new body, left him almost breathless, heart racing.  He couldn’t wait to see if he could make Coach Morrison’s cock really hard, and just thinking about it, turning on the tall, strong, handsome muscular man making him almost whimper as he nibbled on his bottom lip.

Would Coach Morrison’s dick get hard as he watched Darren practise?  Would he squirm, excited, aroused by Darren’s soft, slim, svelte body, his subtle curves, his pert, plump ass, his toned, long legs, his pretty face?  Would he like the make-up, the softness, the way Darren had been practising shaking his hips and ass?

The thought of making his Coach happy, offering him joy and pleasure, making him proud, made Darren smile.  He was a kind man, a good man, sweet and handsome, and the idea of helping him find happiness after his hurt, helping him mend his wounded heart, giving him joy, made Darren blush.  Coach Morrison deserved to be happy, to have fun, and the thought that he could be the source of that happiness, that fun, left Darren almost giddy.  How would his Coach react though?

Darren giggled, blushing.  As he pulled on the long socks, the skirt, the tight top, and the trainers he knew there was only one way to find out.

Taking a moment he checked himself in the mirror, fixing his make-up as quickly as he could, aware that Coach Morrison was waiting for him.  He did not want to leave him waiting too long.

Darren applied his foundation, his eye-shadow and mascara, eye-liner, blush, and then, finally, his pink, glossy, bright lipstick.  He checked his reflection and blushed.

In the cheerleader uniform, the long socks, the tiny skirt, the tight top, he looked… hot.  His thighs and belly were exposed, smooth now, soft, feminine, and as he moved and wiggled the skirt flared, showing off his panties, his cute, smooth butt.  With the make-up and his hair styled he looked… like a pretty girl, and he could not help but smile, a fluttering joy in his belly.  He liked how he looked, how pretty he was, how cute, how feminine, how sexy, and he had a sneaking suspicion that Coach Morrison was going to like how he looked too.
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“Come in.” 

The voice was soft, confident, quiet, an audible grin.  Darren shivered at the sound of it, picturing Coach Morrison sat waiting for him, eager to see him, watch him, that handsome, charming smile.

He reached out and turned the door handle, took a deep breath, and pushed the door open, stepped through—he held his head high, shoulders back, back straight, making sure to put one foot in front of the other as he had seen in the videos he had watched, heel to toe, his hips rolling, ass wiggling, wearing the widest grin he had worn in a long time.  His heart was thundering, racing, belly fluttering, cheeks pink, and as he looked across the room to his Coach he felt a swell of relief and joy.

Though he had wanted to do this, not just for Coach Morrison, but for himself, to sate the growing curiosity inside of him, to feel good about himself, to feel pretty and cute and content, there had been part of him that had been worried, perhaps even afraid.  Afraid of Coach Morrison’s reaction, afraid that the older, kind, gentle man that he so admired would laugh at him, mock him, reject him, reject this new, bright, joyful part of himself that Darren had only just discovered.

That was not the case though, and Darren could not help but giggle, blushing slightly, nibbling on his bottom lip and fluttering his eyelashes at the tall, broad, muscular man sat watching him.  From Coach Morrison’s expression it was clear he liked the surprise Darren had planned for him.

“I… you look… I mean...”

Coach Morrison stumbled over his words, flustered, face turning pink, eyes wide.  He shifted in his seat, fidgeting, squirming, and Darren shivered, enjoying the thrill of power he felt, fully aware of the effect he was having on his Coach.

“You don’t like it?  I made a special effort just for you?  I thought it might make our private practise sessions a little more… productive...”  Darren said.

His head was spinning.  Why was he acting like this?  Why was he enjoying it?  He felt hot, sexy, and he spoke with a soft, feminine, seductive voice, brazen, his dick throbbing in his panties, aching for something that he dare not name.

Coach Morrison nodded, momentarily mute.  He smiled, took a deep breath, and managed to compose himself.

“You look… beautiful.”  He said.

Darren felt something in him burst, a well spring of emotions that he had been holding back without even realising.  He blinked, holding back tears, not wanting to ruin his make-up, and smiled, his heart skipping.  That word, beautiful, meant more than he could have ever imagined.  He took a deep breath and giggled.

“I… I suppose I should thank you for such a sweet compliment.”

“Not a compliment, but the truth.  You really are quite beautiful.”

Again that word, but Darren was more composed now, less surprised, it still left him warm and giddy, and he still almost almost burst into tears.  He took several steps forwards, towards his Coach, making sure to wiggle his hips, his ass, enjoying the way Coach Morrison stared at his legs, his smooth thighs, his butt.

“You’re too sweet.”  Darren said.  “But this is a practise after all, and you said you’d help me.  Now, how about I try dancing again, to see if it will boost my confidence.”

Coach Morrison looked up from Darren’s smooth, toned legs, and looked into his eyes.  He grinned, nodded.

“I think a rigorous practise session is definitely in order.”  He said.

The way he spoke sent a thrill up Darren’s spine, and his dick throbbed, hard and aching in his panties.  As Darren began to move, slowly at first, gaining confidence, wiggling his hips, ass, bending to show off his butt to his Coach, he looked down into Coach Morrison’s lap and smiled, pleased to see the subtle but growing bulge of his cock, swelling as he watched Darren’s routine.
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Darren moved, losing himself in the routine he had practised at home, watching himself in the mirror, trying to emulate moves he had watched in videos, cheerleaders, dancers in provocative pop videos, even pole-dancers and exotic dancers.  With his body now smooth it felt almost liberating to let go, to just… be. 

He felt as though he were finally free, for a moment, soft and sensual and happy.  He shook his hips, shifting his feet in time with a beat playing in his head, swaying, grinding, shaking his ass, spinning, watching Coach Morrison for his reaction, enjoying the effect he was having on the older man.  It felt good, being admired, wanted, lusted after.  His dancing and his body were obviously arousing the tall, strong man, making him hard, and Darren wanted to make him harder, wanted to turn him on, make him squirm.

His head was spinning, belly fluttering, so many thoughts and emotions.  What was happening to him?  Where had this new side of his personality come from?  Where had these new desires come from?  Where were they leading him? 

Darren blushed as his mind wandered, new cravings, hungers, the thought of what he might do to get more of a reaction from his Coach, what his Coach might do to him if his teasing became too much.  He bent, keeping his legs straight, wiggling his hips and he lowered his upper body.

His ass was facing towards Coach Morrison and Darren could feel the hem of his short cheerleader skirt lifting, caressing the backs of his smooth thighs, rising higher and higher as he bowed lower, lifting until his panty clad ass was just barely exposed, bending lower, reaching his hands down to touch his toes, panties fully on view.

Darren blushed, the thrill of shame and excitement making his dick throb, hard in his panties.  He shook his butt, looked back between his legs at Coach Morrison, and grinned.

Coach Morrison was staring at his ass, his legs, wide eyed, almost hypnotised by his slim, small, toned body, his smooth thighs in the long socks, his pert, peachy, plump, panty clad ass, so smooth and flawless.  Darren wiggled his butt again and was delighted to see the bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock throb, clearly aroused by him and the way he was moving.

He shifted, rising back to stand straight, twirling, making his skirt flair out, facing forwards towards Coach Morrison, aware that the bulge of his dick in his panties was visible, seeing Coach Morrison stare, fixated, and Darren grinned, blushing.  The older man reaching down to adjust his trousers, uncomfortable with the tightness caused by his growing erection.  Darren stood in one spot and wiggled, lifting his arms high, stretching, showing off his slim frame, taught body, toned belly and full legs, his girlish hips and ass.

His body was hot, a bright fluttery feeling in his belly, an aching for… something.  Darren giggled, feeling hot and bright and happy, filled with joy, this new brazen, flirty, giddy side of his personality leaving him dizzy, almost breathless.  He felt amazing, and seeing the way Coach Morrison was admiring him, his body, watching the way he moved and wiggled and danced, it made him feel cute, pretty, sexy, beautiful.  He felt, for the first time he could really remember, as though he was attractive, wanted, admired.

He let his arms drop, and moved to run his hands over his chest, his smooth belly, the touch so gentle, caressing, body so sensitive and soft now.  His hands slipped lower as he wiggled, watched by Coach Morrison, the fat bulge of his cock growing larger, making Darren’s dick twitch in his panties. 

Darren whimpered, blushing, nibbling on his bottom lip, gaze fixated on the throbbing erection in Coach Morrison’s trousers.  His hands ran over his hips, down over his smooth thighs, then up, wiggling his hips and ass, swaying, dancing as he touched himself.  What would it be like if Coach Morrison touched him like this?  Those strong, firm hands roaming his soft, smooth, dainty body, squeezing, groping...

Darren felt his dick throb at just the thought, a need, a hunger growing within him.  His hands roamed up under his skirt, lifting it, one running round to cup his ass cheek, squeezing, hard, making him gasp, the other running over the cute bulge of his dick, touching himself as Coach Morrison watched.

What was he doing?  Why was he so turned on?  He knew he should stop, that this was too much.  He had never even kissed a girl and yet here he was, dressed like a pretty cheerleader, dancing for his Coach, touching himself in front of him even as Coach Morrison’s cock grew hard in his trousers.  Darren wondered how much fatter and longer it was than his.  How would it feel in his hands compared to his own?  How would it feel to…

“Fuck...”  Coach Morrison whispered.

Darren giggled, a sense of joy and pride at Coach Morrison’s reaction.  He ran his hands over his body, his dick throbbing, tingling, head spinning. 
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“I… you look amazing.”  Coach Morrison said.

He shifted, squirming, fidgeting as he tried to adjust the fat, thick bulge in his trousers.  Darren grinned.  He had made the tall, muscular, handsome older man hard, had made his fat cock erect.  His body, his movements, wearing the sexy cheerleader outfit, he had turned Coach Morrison on, and it felt amazing. 

Darren shivered, nibbling on his bottom lip.  He didn’t know what had happened to him, but he knew he wanted more.

His hands roamed over his panty clad ass, his throbbing dick, imagining Coach Morrison’s hands, larger, stronger, holding him, his small dainty hands caressing Coach Morrison’s fat cock.  His mind was dizzy, heart racing, body hot.  He felt more alive than he could remember feeling.

“But… I think that’s enough...”  Coach Morrison said suddenly.

Darren froze, a sense of dread.  Didn’t he like how he looked, how he danced?  He glanced down and could still see the thick, fat bulge of his hard cock.  He was still aroused so what…

Maybe he had gone too far, too quickly?  Maybe touching himself, the provocative dancing, showing off his smooth, sexy, dainty, slim body, his panties, the cute bulge of his dick, the make-up… maybe it was too much too soon. 

“You’ve done very well, and I’m very proud of you.”  Coach Morrison said, voice wavering slightly.  “But I think you should stop now.”

Darren smirked.  Coach Morrison was clearly flustered and struggling to control himself.  It wasn’t that he didn’t like it, it was more that he liked it too much.

Darren giggled, biting his bottom lip.  He could work with this.

He let his hands slip out from under his skirt and he did his best to seem suddenly bashful and coy, sweet, innocent.  He fluttered his eye-lashes and could not help but feel flattered by the blush to Coach Morrison’s cheek.  Darren didn’t know what had awoken in him, or what was happening, but he knew he could not stop now.

“You liked it though, right?”  He asked.

Coach Morrison coughed to cleat his throat, taking a deep breath, trying to calm himself.  He nodded.

“I… yes.  Very much.  You did very well.  I think this… I think this training has helped, even if it went… or I suppose… even it it did get a little off track there.”

Darren giggled.  So Coach Morrison hadn’t been planning this, and was just as surprised as Darren was by how it had turned out?  He bit his bottom lip hard to stop from giggling as a naughty plan began to form.

“So I did a good job with my make-up, and making my body smooth?”

Coach Morrison nodded, eyes wide, struggling not to stare as Darren wiggled his hips, shaking his ass, flipping the hem of his short skirt to show off more of his soft, smooth thighs.

Coach Morrison looked almost strained, and he shifted, rising to his feet, a wince as he struggled to adjust the fat bulge of his hard cock, though he could do little to hide it.  Darren looked down, stared at it openly, for just a moment, licking his bottom lip suggestively and fluttering his eyelashes again as he looked up, and he giggled as he saw Coach Morrison squirm again.

“I… that is… yes… obviously.  Like I said you are… you are beautiful, but I think its safe to say that the practise has been successful.  You seem much happier and more confident today.”

Darren blushed.  He felt more confident, happier.  Being smooth and soft, wearing make-up, seeing how Coach Morrison was reacting to his body, feeling attractive, desired, it felt good.  He was happier too, for the first time in a long time comfortable in his own skin, his own body, happy with the way he looked, the way he felt, and eager for tomorrow, to explore this new side of himself that left him giddy and full of joy.

“I am, and… that’s all thanks to you.”  Darren said.  “All of this, its all thanks to you.”

He meant it.  Coach Morrison blushed, a short laugh.

“I just wanted to help you be happy, that was all.  You’re… you’re very special.  Seeing you happy is all the thanks I need.”

Darren fluttered his eyelashes and giggled.  He was sure there was more he could do to thank his Coach.

Without answering, without hesitating, he stepped forward, moved across the room with a swagger in his hips, wiggling his ass, short skirt swaying, and moved close to Coach Morrison.  He stood and looked up at him, pressed his body against the taller, older, handsome man, so broad and strong, so masculine, kind, gentle, so much power.  Darren felt his heart skip, small and pretty, a sense of weakness and vulnerability that made his head spin. 

Coach Morrison looked down, blushing, clearly nervous, and Darren pressed his body closer, rising up on his toes.  He could feel the thick bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock against his belly, his cute little dick aching in his panties.  He smiled, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Thank you.”  Darren said again.

Darren lifted his face up to Coach Morrison’s, the pair still, frozen, close, bodies hot, hearts racing.  He moved closer, half closing his eyes, and their lips met.

In an instant Coach Morrison moved.  His hands wrapped around Darren, holding him, strong arms, firm hands, gripping him. 

The kiss became intense, hungry, and Darren melted, letting his Coach take what he wanted from him, kissing him, lips pressed firm, tongue slipping between his lips, into his mouth, and Darren whimpered, drunk on the pleasure of what was happening, a swell of joy and hunger, need, arousal.

Hands roamed down his back, slipping over his skirt, under, up, and roamed over his ass, gripping tight, fondling, squeezing.  Darren moaned into the kiss, pressing his body against the broad, strong, tall body of his Coach, kissing him back, aching for more.

Coach Morrison caressed him, the smooth, pert, toned swell of his ass, hungry, kissing, ravenous, and the world seemed to stand still for a moment so that is was just the two of them, the cute, pretty boy in the cheerleader outfit and his tall, strong, older Coach.

The moment ended though, and Coach Morrison drew back, pulling his lips away even as Darren tried to chase him, rising up on his toes, eager for more, flush and hot.  Coach Morrison released his grip on Darren’s ass and stepped back so that Darren almost fell, suddenly alone, the loss of touch and closeness devastating.

“I… I’m sorry...”  Coach Morrison said.  “I shouldn’t have done that… I… I think that’s enough practise.  If you’re feeling better I think we can leave it there and… again… I’m sorry.”

Coach Morrison’s expression was flustered, struggling.  Darren smiled, heart skipping.  He wanted more, felt the loss keenly, but he could tell from the way Coach Morrison stole another glance at him that it wasn’t rejection.

Coach Morrison wanted him, wanted to touch him, feel him, just as Darren wanted to be touched, felt, wanted to be close to the older, handsome man who had shown him this side of his personality, who had awoken this new, bright, joyful part of him.  He just needed a little push… and Darren just needed to work out where to push him, and how hard. 


Five

It took the best part of the day to find everything Darren needed, and he was left flustered and excited after a day of shopping, the thrill of buying the items he wanted leaving him tingling, cheeks pink.  As he lay his new purchases out on the bed he thought back to the way the girls in the shop had looked at him as he had bought his items and he shivered, nibbling on his bottom lip.  He was sure that at least a couple of them suspected his purchases were for him, a sly, knowing grin, a wink, and he felt a thrill of something that left him almost breathless.

Just a few days ago he could never have even imagined doing something so brave, so brazen, but now, here he was, buying more make-up, more feminine underwear, even sexy heels, and he had Coach Morrison to thank for helping him uncover this new side of himself—and he was definitely going to thank him.  As Darren checked over his new clothes and accessories he felt a swell of joy.  Shopping for the sexy, girly underwear, heels, even the make-up, had felt, beneath the excitement and embarrassment, the buzzing giddiness, almost… right.

For years Darren had put only the most basic effort into buying clothes, never enjoying the process, wearing drab, baggy clothes, not seeing the point in trying to dress well or look nice, since he always felt wrong, but today, buying the things he had bought, it had all left him eager for more.  Seeing the variety of outfits on offer, the clothes, the underwear, the shoes, the make-up and perfume, he wanted to try it all, wanted to look cute and pretty and sexy.

He had been sensible though, only buying a few items, but just seeing them, laid out on his bed, it made him smile.  These were his new clothes, his panties, stockings, suspenders, his sexy pink heels, his pretty pink choker, and his cute push up bra.  He was going to wear these with his new and improved cheerleader outfit, one that no cheerleader could get away with wearing in public, and he was going to be sure to thank Coach Morrison properly for helping him.
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Darren waited until classes and practise were over, hiding in the toilet cubicle, getting himself ready.  He knew Coach Morrison always worked late to finish off his notes, working hard to make sure his students and players got the care and attention they needed, and he knew that soon enough it would just be the two of them, which suited him perfectly.

He had thrown himself into his job with even more focus after his divorce, focussing on the needs of his students rather than his own, working to exhaust himself to stop himself feeling, thinking, but Darren had seen the hurt still in his eyes, his still wounded heart.  That was all going to change though.  The way he had looked at Darren, the way he had kissed him, it was all going to change… Darren was going to help Coach Morrison find a new sense of joy, a new happiness.

As Darren sat, waiting, listening to the voices and footsteps fading off, he took a moment to draw a deep breath.  This was it, his moment to turn back and flee.  Coach Morrison never needed to know what he had planned, but once he was there, in the moment, once he set his plan in motion, he knew there’d be no turning back.

If he left now he could go back to how things were, go back to playing soccer, but more confident, just an ordinary boy, put all this behind him.  He could pretend like nothing had happened.  It was just a minor, momentary lapse, a one time thing, dressing up, dancing, just a unique kind of practise to help him be more confident, to be bolder.  He could pretend he hadn’t noticed Coach Morrison’s cock getting hard at the sight of him, could pretend that seeing it hadn’t made his dick throb in his panties.

For second he considered it.  He could throw his new items away.  His plan was madness after all, wasn’t it?

Darren giggled, blushing.  It might be madness, and it might fail, but he knew there was no turning back, not now, not after how far he’d come, not after all he’d learned about himself, not after realising how happy he could feel, how joyful, how blissful he could be.  He wanted to feel sexy, pretty, desired.  There was no way he could go back to being the dreary, boring, unhappy old Darren again.  He was someone new, and though he didn’t know quite who that was just yet, he knew that he could not turn away from it, could not pretend it hadn’t happened.  He had found something that made him happy, that made him feed good about himself, and he was going to embrace it, no matter what.

He wanted to be cute, wanted to be pretty, sexy, hot, wanted to feel desired, wanted to feel that rush he had felt as he had danced for Coach Morrison in the cheerleader outfit, knowing that his moves, his body, his pretty face had excited the older, handsome, muscular man, that he had made him hard, had made his fat, thick cock hard.

Just remembering it made Darren squirm, his dick throbbing.  He fidgeted, mind drifting back to that kiss, the way Coach Morrison’s hands had squeezed his ass, pulling him into him, the hard swell of his prick, his hunger and need, the barely constrained passion.  He wanted more of that, and even if his plan was doomed to fail, he knew he had to try.
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Darren slipped on his stockings, long and white and thin, silky material that clung to his smooth, soft, toned legs, the tops wrapping around his shapely thighs with a hem of pretty lace.  He put on his suspender belt next, white to match his stockings, virginal, almost bridal, and then fastened it around his waist, taking a moment to attach the clasps to the tops of his stockings, tugging them up to sit high on his smooth thighs.  Next he slipped on his pink high heels, closed toe with a strap around the ankle. 

He had practised walking at home, dancing, strutting, and though he was still a little uncertain in them he knew how to stand and move to keep his balance and look his best.  He wiggled his hips, enjoying the way the heels made his legs and ass feel, and he took a moment to look over his legs and hips, his pert, peachy, smooth ass. 

With the stockings on, his legs looked longer, smoother, softer, more feminine, and the way the heels made him stand and move made him feel sexy, his ass fuller, plumper, rounder, pert and soft.  Even his hips seemed a little wider, more feminine, his trim waist and girly figure emphasised by the lace and silk around his hips, the straps connected to his stocking tops.  He wiggled, loving how he looked in just stockings, suspenders, heels, loving how it felt to be smooth, pretty, sexy, hot, eager to see how Coach Morrison would react to seeing him.

Excited, Darren slipped on the bra next, the cups filled with a tiny amount of padding to help lift his chest, but low cut to leave his pink, hard nipples exposed, giving him a girly, feminine chest, his narrow shoulders and slim arms only adding to the appearance.  Finally he slipped on the cheerleader outfit, blushing, a subtle, quiet giggle.

The cheerleader outfit had been the most embarrassing thing to buy, and he had almost chickened out when he had seen the sexy young girl behind the counter at the adult store, a cute, gothy girl with many piercings that made Darren wonder what it would be like to have his ears pierced, or his nose, lips, maybe even tongue or nipples.  Wearing the outfit now though he was very glad he had endured the thrilling humiliation of buying it, the girl smirking as though she knew he was the one who was going to be wearing it—was it really that obvious to everyone else?

The skirt was tiny, the material thin and silky, sexy in a cheap, trashy way, barely long enough to cover his bare ass and dick.  As he moved the skirt flared up, showing off his legs, stockings, suspenders, his smooth butt and shaved dick, and his blush deepening as he imagined Coach Morrison’s reaction when he realised Darren wasn’t wearing panties.

Finally there was the top, a skimpy flimsy piece of tight material that barely covered Darren’s chest, his belly and his lower ribs exposed, tight, the outline of his bra visible, his arms bare, with a slight dip around his neck to show off his collar bones.  Across the top was emblazoned the word BRAT, the word daring and provocative.

The whole outfit was pink and white, far more sexual and revealing that the cheerleader outfit Coach Morrison had suggested Darren wear, and though he had enjoyed wearing that one, and he was almost curious about wearing it again, cheering, the thought of doing that in public at matches exciting him, he enjoyed this one more, enjoyed how liberating it felt to just let go of his inhibitions, his insecurities, his doubts, to embrace this new side of his personality.  It felt good to be brave, confident, brazen, sexy, even slutty, and Darren couldn’t help but squirm and wiggle, his cute, tight ass jiggling as he pictured Coach Morrison’s reaction.

Finally dressed, he took a moment to check the make-up and hair he had been working on while waiting.  It was heavier than the make-up he had worn before, sluttier to match his new, improved outfit, lots of black, heavy, dark eye-liner, full black lashes, heavy pink and black eye-shadow, with thick, glossy, bright pink lipstick—the lipstick giving him the perfect cocksucker pout that made his dick throb, imagining what Coach Morrison might do to those lips.

His look was perfect, and he knew that any more time spent adjusting his outfit or make-up was just delaying what was to come.  He took a deep breath, fixing his resolve.  It was now or never, and Darren desperately wanted to thank his Coach for all he had done.

Exhaling, a sigh of relief, he let go of his doubts, his insecurities.  He was someone new, someone confident, sexy, brazen, seductive.  Grinning, Darren stepped out of the cubicle where he had been hiding, and made his way towards his Coach’s office, heels clicking, hips wiggling, his cute smooth dick hardening beneath his tiny cheerleader skirt.
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Darren paused for a moment, listening to make sure his Coach was alone.  His office was quiet, only the sound of typing.  The moment was perfect.  Fixing himself, a wiggle of his hips, a fluttering of his belly, an aching inside that was only growing stronger, a tight knot just below his belly button, Darren reached out and turned the handle, pushed the door open, and entered.

Darren smiled as Coach Morrison looked up, an expression of pure sweet innocence that was at odds with the brazen sexuality of his make-up and outfit.  He stepped in, wiggling his hips, shaking his ass, strutting, heels clicking, and pushed the door shut behind him. 

Darren blushed, nibbling on his bottom lip as he saw Coach Morrison’s expression, his shock, surprise, wide eyes, the pinkness in his cheeks—he was stunned, yes, but also turned on, and that was just what Darren wanted.  Darren fluttered his eyelashes and stopped just in front of his Coach, wiggling on the spot, standing in his heels with his butt sticking out, a sexy, slutty cheerleader.

“Hi Sir.”  Darren said in his sweetest, most innocent voice.

Coach Morrison blinked, momentarily lost for words.  Darren waited, his dick throbbing under his skirt, glancing down, smirking to see a bulge forming in Coach Morrison’s trousers.

“Darren… I… what are you doing?”  Coach Morrison stuttered, tripping over his words.

Darren smiled, wiggling his hips, delighting in the way Coach Morrison watched him, unable to keep his eyes off his legs, ass.  He giggled, cute, girly, seductive.

“I’ve come for another practise Sir.  I was really hoping you could help me be a better cheerleader, and I’d be willing to do anything you say.”

Coach Morrison’s eyes went wide, face pink.  He shifted in his seat, squirming, flustered, his fat cock swelling.  Darren took a step closer, wiggling his hips, strutting, sexual and brazen, his skirt fluttering against his smooth thighs.

“I… I thought we’d said you didn’t need any more of… well… any more practise…”

“We did.”  Darren said.  “But I want more practise Sir.  I want lots more practise, and I think you want it too.  Or… am I not pretty enough?  Am I not sexy enough?”

Coach Morrison opened his mouth but words failed him for a moment.  As though to emphasise his question, to make clear his intentions, Darren pouted, opening his lips, running his tongue over them, slow, sensual, suggestive, blowing a silent kiss to his Coach.

“I… yes… I mean… you’re very pretty.  You’re beautiful, and special, but… it would be wrong of me to say you were sexy.”

Darren smirked.  He wiggled his hips, reached down to grip the hem of his skirt, lifting it slightly to show off his thighs.

“You know, you helped me learn to be brave, to be bold and confident, to be true to myself.  You helped me discover who I really was, so I just want to thank you.”  Darren said.

“I… you really don’t...”

Darren lifted his skirt higher, turning around to face his ass towards his Coach, looking back over his shoulder, fluttering his eye lashes.  He showed off his thighs, his stockings, suspenders straps, and as his skirt was lifted up his bare, smooth, pert round ass was exposed, and Coach Morrison fell silent.

“I want to Sir.”  Darren said.

He wiggled his hips, shaking his ass, bending slightly to stick it out, grinning as Coach Morrison stared at his ass, awestruck, the fat bulge of his cock a clear indicator of his arousal.  Darren let his skirt drop, turned back round to face his Coach, stepping forward slowly, hips wiggling.

“And I think it’s only fair that you follow your own advice.  Be brave, be daring, do something wild.  Step out of your comfort zone.  Stop caring about what others want, what others think, and focus on what you want.”  Darren said.

Darren smiled, stopped just in front of his Coach, sat in his chair staring up at him, struggling to restrain himself.  Just one tiny push…

“And I think I know just what you want.”  Darren said.


Six

Without another word Darren sank slowly to his knees, moving gracefully, movements beguiling, seductive, maintaining eye contact with Coach Morrison, smiling, fluttering his eye lashes.  Coach Morrison was frozen, silent, watching, flush, squirming, enthralled by the cute, pretty, sexy, slutty cheerleader in front of him.

Darren bit his bottom lip, belly fluttering, head spinning.  Was he really going to do this?  He’d never even kissed a girl.  He was a virgin, inexperienced, and yet here he was, feeling bold, brazen, confident, seducing the tall, broad, handsome older man in front of him and… it felt right, hot and joyful.  He wanted to do this, and seeing the way his Coach was looking at him, eyes wide with lust and desire, he knew he could not stop now, not until he had thanked his Coach properly for all his help.

Darren crawled forward, slowly, on all fours, his ass high, wiggling it in a deliberately exaggerated manner, provocative, smiling as he saw Coach Morrison watching him, eyes glued to his body, the fat bulge of his cock swelling, throbbing, growing hard for him.  As Darren reached Coach Morrison he came up to kneeling, and put his hands on Coach Morrison’s knees.

“Darren… I… you shouldn’t.”

“Am I not sexy?”  Darren said, teasing, already knowing the answer.  “Don’t you want me?  Your own personal slutty little cheerleader?”

Coach Morrison’s lips moved as though to speak, but he was silent, too stunned by the beautiful face looking up at him, the pink, wet, plump glossy lips, and the promises of pleasure they offered.  He nodded, slowly.

“I… yes… but, its not about wanting you or not… this is inappropriate.  Wrong.” 

That word, wrong, sent a thrill down Darren’s spine, a tingle that made his dick throb, hard, beneath his skirt.  He knew it was wrong, seducing his teacher, dressed like a slutty cheerleader with sexy make-up, lingerie, no panties on, but he didn’t care any more.  He didn’t care about what was right and wrong, what other people might think, what other people expected of him, he was happy, for the first time in a long time, truly happy.  He felt good, pretty and hot, sexy, wanted, desired, and he could see from Coach Morrison’s expression that he wanted him too.

They were both adults, though Coach Morrison was older, wiser, taller, more masculine, stronger, a fact that made Darren squirm in excitement.  If they were both happy and consenting then what did it matter what other people thought?  If he wanted to be a slutty, sexy cheerleader for his Coach then who was he hurting?  If he wanted to pleasure his Coach, to thank him with his sexy body, if he wanted to feel that fat, thick, hard cock in his hands, what did it matter what other people might think or say?

“I don’t care about any of that.”  Darren said.  “The only thing I care about is us, here, now.  I want to do this, and I think you want it too, but… if I’m wrong, just say, and I’ll leave.”

Darren smiled, nibbling on his bottom lip, plump and pink and wet.  His gaze drifted down to the fat, thick bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock and his mouth watered.  He ran his hands up his Coach’s thighs, caressing, teasing, looked back up.

“I think you want this though, don’t you?  You want me?  Want me to be your pretty, sexy, slutty cheerleader.  Just say yes.  Just say yes and I’ll be all yours.  Just say yes so I can say thank you for being so sweet to me.”

Coach Morrison took a deep breath, looked down at the sexy cheerleader knelt in front of him, body aching, cock so hard it hurt.  He had tried so hard to resist but it was too much.  It was all too much and his last vestiges of will power crumbled.  He smiled, nodded.

“Yes...”  He whispered.

Darren felt a swell of joy.  Coach Morrison wanted him.
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Darren did not hesitate to act.  He ran his hands higher, over Coach Morrison’s thighs, and rose slowly up, letting his finger trace just barely over the bulge of his fat cock, over his taught stomach, chest, and he stepped forward.  He put a foot on either side of Coach Morrison’s chair, slightly precarious still in his heels, and spread his legs, parting his smooth, soft, toned thighs, his skirt rising up to show off his suspender straps, his cute little dick hard, naked under his skirt, a subtle tent forming.

Coach Morrison reached out and put a hand on either leg, behind Darren’s knees, and ran them slowly up, the touch sensual, tender, hungry, squeezing as he moved up over his thighs.  Darren whimpered and shifted forward, sitting down, sitting on Coach Morrison’s lap, feeling the bulge of his erect cock press against his leg, hot and throbbing.

Coach Morrison’s hands slipped higher, up under Darren’s skirt, and roamed over his hips, slipping round to his pert, smooth, peachy ass, squeezing hard, making Darren gasp.  Darren wrapped his arms around Coach Morrison’s shoulders and leaned forward, pressing his lips to the older man’s, kissing him with hunger and desire, his passion matched equally.

The two embraced, close, bodies pressing together, Coach Morrison’s hands on Darren’s smooth, round ass, Darren’s arms wrapped around his Coach’s neck, fingers entangling in his hair.  Coach Morrison parted his lips, teeth nipping gently at Darren’s bottom lip, his tongue teasing.

Darren opened his mouth willingly, body hot, aching, belly fluttering, hungry for more.  This was only his second kiss and it was… perfect.  His tongue met Coach Morrison’s, the two entangling, wet, hot, deep, and he moaned in bliss, his whole body shivering, dick throbbing.

Coach Morrison’s hands shifted, one running up, over Darren’s hip, back, tracing, light sensual, the other running around, over his thigh, slipping up, under his skirt again, tracing higher until it brushed against the smooth, soft skin of his hard dick, running along the dainty shaft, teasing over the head, wet with a trickle of precum.

Coach Morrison pulled back from the kiss and smiled at Darren, a grin, cheeks flush.

“No panties?  How dirty.  I never knew you were such a slut...”  Coach Morrison said.

The words made Darren shudder, his dick throbbing hard, an aching in his belly, a knot that was tightening.  Coach Morrison wrapped his fingers around Darren’s dick, grasping it easily in his large hand, and stroked, slowly, teasing, making Darren moan.

“Only for you...”  Darren said.  “You helped me… ahh, fuck… helped me… helped me discover who I wanted to be… so it’s your fault really that I’m… fuck yes… such a slut.”

Coach Morrison smiled.  Darren worked his hips, thrusting into Coach Morrison’s grip.

“I suppose I better take responsibility then.”  He said.

Darren nodded, not quite sure what the words meant but the tone of them making it clear that it would be fun.

“Back on your knees then.”  Coach Morrison said.  “It’s time you learnt how to please me like a good slut.”

“Yes Sir.”  Darren said, almost breathless with anticipation.
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Darren knelt on the floor in front of Coach Morrison, looking up at the taller, older man as he stood looming over him.  He felt small, vulnerable, pretty, sexy.  His head was spinning, a tempest of thoughts and emotions, imagining what came next, what came after that, anticipation, nervousness, excitement… but there was no doubt.  He was certain that this was what he wanted, what he had always wanted, needed, but never known, yet still, the unknown almost frightened him.

“Be a good slut for me.”  Coach Morrison whispered.

Darren looked up at the handsome man looming over his, a hand on the back on his head, stroking his hair, gentle but controlling.  Darren fluttered his eyelashes, smiling, and reached his hands up to the buckle of Coach Morrison’s belt.

“Yes Sir.”  He whispered.

With shaking hands Darren unfastened Coach Morrison’s belt, his button, his fly, opening his trousers, eyes dropping to watch the fat, thick, hard bulge of his cock.  He had done that.  He had made it hard, turned his Coach on, because he was sexy, pretty, a naughty cheerleader slut, and knowing that made him blush, happy, a fluttering in his belly.

Darren tugged the trousers open, down, the bulge of Coach Morrison’s cock large, so much larger than his dick, smooth and pretty and hard under his skirt, and as the trousers slipped down they caught for a moment, snagging on the swell of Coach Morrison’ hard prick.  Darren tugged harder and the trousers slipped down, the fat, hard, thick, long cock popping free, almost slapping Darren in the face.

He gasped, frozen in awe and arousal for a moment.  It was massive, throbbing, perfect, and without hesitating he reached out to wrap his small, dainty fingers around it, stroking it softly, experimentally, savouring the sensation, touching a man’s cock for the first time, so thick and hard and long, hard for him, because of him.  Darren’s uncertainty, doubt, fear vanished.

“Fuck...”  Coach Morrison’s voice was a hoarse whisper, lust and pleasure.

Darren smiled, feeling bold, pretty, sexy, slutty, and he gripped Coach Morrison’s cock with both hands, stroking it, teasing up and down, the shaft throbbing hard with the rhythm of his heart.  It was so soft, like velvet, and the head was thick, fat, the slit oozing precum, heavy, and musky with a deep, raw, masculine scent that made Darren’s head spin.

“Your hands feel so good.”

Darren grinned, looked up, pouting, fluttering his eyelashes. 

“I’ve got something that’ll feel even better.”  He said.

He took a deep breath, his heart skipping, nervous, excited.  He looked back down and parted his lips, extending his tongue slightly, and leaned forward. 

Darren lifted Coach Morrison’s cock and pressed his tongue to the base, inhaling deep, the warmth pressing against his lips, and he licked up, slowly, teasing, enjoying the sensation, his first sexual experience and he was on his knees with a fat, hard, perfect cock in his hands.  His tongue worked up, slippery, wet, warm, and worked over the head, lips pressing to the tip, pursed tight.

Coach Morrison moaned, quietly, and Darren pressed on, his lips tight, wet, plump, hot, pressing his head forward so that Coach Morrison’s cock forced them open, the head slipping into his tight, wet mouth, his tongue teasing, lapping, lips closing to suck gently as it slipped deeper.  Coach Morrison’s hand entangled in Darren’s hair, gripping it, a gentle pressure pushing his head lower.

Darren took the fat cock deep, the head just brushing at the back of his throat, then let it slip out, the head just barely held between his lips, sucking hard, tongue teasing on the underside.  He moaned, bliss, joy, feeling sexy, the sound muffled by the fat, hard cock held between his juicy pink lips.

“Fuck that’s good...”  Coach Morrison whispered.  “Such a pretty slut.”

The words were blissful, a swell of joy, and Darren pressed his head down again, working his lips down the throbbing shaft, sucking.  His head bobbed, up and down, tongue lapping, licking, teasing, lips tight, the cock wetted with his spit so that his hands could work faster, slippery, teasing as his mouth worked up and down.

Darren whimpered, drunk on the pleasure, his dick hard under his skirt, a slutty cheerleader on his knees, sucking cock, his mouth full, lips and tongue tingling.  The taste of precum lingered on his tongue, heart skipping, an aching, fluttering knot in his belly.  He felt good, free, floating on a cloud of joy that made his head spin.

He sucked, hard, licking, lapping, taking the cock as deep as he could, letting it just barely enter his throat, suppressing the urge to gag, Coach Morrison’s grip in his hair tightening, his breathy pleasure moans urging Darren on.  His hands moved in time with his lips, his tongue, working to milk more pleasure from his Coach, the moans and throbs teaching him how to pleasure the fat, thick, hard cock.  He opened his lips and looked up, meeting Coach Morrison’s stare, and licked up from the base to the tip, performing like a sexy slut, loving how it felt, his Coach’s reaction.

“You are too perfect...”  Coach Morrison whispered.

Darren never wanted this moment to end, yet… he wanted more.  Slowly he teased his lips up, sucking hard, letting the head slip from his pink, wet lips with an audible pop.  He smiled, looking up, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Then you won’t mind rewarding me.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison smiled.

“What is it my pretty little slut wants?”

Darren took a deep breath.  Was he really ready for this?  His heart skipped, a knot of need deep within him.  He needed this.

“I want you to fuck me...”  He said.
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To emphasise his point Darren rose to his feet, swaying his hips, wiggling his ass, showing off his smooth, slim, sexy body in his slutty cheerleader outfit, and he ran his hands over his arms, down his chest, his belly, over his ass and hips, over his smooth thighs.  Coach Morrison sat mute, grinning, watching, and Darren ran his hands up, slipping over his stocking tops, under his skirt, lifting it.

Coach Morrison’s eyes drifted down, his smile becoming a smirk, and his eyes widened as Darren lifted his skirt fully, showing off his smooth hard dick, cute and feminine compared to the long, thick girthiness of Coach Morrison’s.  He shook his hips, making his dick sway, then turned so that his back, his ass, was facing his Coach, bending slightly, legs straight, curving his back.

In his heels his stocking clad legs looked toned, full, sexy, smooth, and stood as he was his ass stuck out, round and pert and soft, peachy, sexy, inviting.  Darren wiggled and his butt jiggled.  Coach Morrison’s cock throbbed.

“You’re sure?”  He asked.

Darren looked back over his shoulder, nibbling on his bottom lip, eyelashes fluttering.  He smiled, eyes drifting down to Coach Morrison’s fat cock.  It was so long, thick, large, and something inside fluttered at the sight of it, the thought of it filling him, taking him, claiming him, breeding him. 

He nodded, giggling.

“I’m sure.  I want… I want you to be my first.”  He said.

Coach Morrison smiled.  He shifted, rising to his feet, moving forward to run a hand over Darren’s smooth, round ass.  He squeezed, gently.

“I’d be honoured.”  He whispered.

Darren shivered at the touch, so gentle but firm, tender, but demanding, and he watched, eager with anticipation as Coach Morrison began to strip, slipping off his shirt first, baring his broad, toned chest, a subtle attractive softening of fat in the right places but still hard with muscle, his body coarse with masculine hair.

As Coach Morrison slipped his shoes off, his trousers, his pants, Darren felt a thrill, biting his bottom lip hard.  He was terrified, anxious, nervous, but excited.  This was it. 

Coach Morrison wanted him, wanted to touch him, his body, desired him, wanted to fuck him, and Darren felt more content and certain than he could remember feeling.  He was pretty, sexy, cute, beautiful, and he wanted to be his Coach’s slutty cheerleader.

“Go sit on my desk.  I want to enjoy this so I want to go slow, make sure you enjoy this too.  That way hopefully you’ll come back for more.”  Coach Morrison said, grinning.

“So thoughtful.”  Darren said, voice soft, flirtatious. 

He stood up straight and moved, almost skipping, wiggling his hips and butt with his skirt still lifted, and jumped to sit up on Coach Morrison’s desk.  He looked at the older, handsome, muscular man and smiled, then, slowly, spread his legs, wide, fluttering his eye lashes.

“Come get me Sir.”  he said, teasing.
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Coach Morrison did not need to be told twice.  He moved to stand between Darren’s spread legs and leaned in, one hand falling onto Darren’s smooth, soft thigh, caressing the silk of his stocking and his bare skin, the other reaching up to behind his head, fingers tangling with his hair, pulling him in close and the lowered his lips.

Their mouths met and they kissed, both hungry for the other, moaning, shifting to press their bodies against each other.  Darren wiggled, wrapping his legs around Coach Morrison trapping him, and Coach Morrison’s hand crept up over Darren’s thigh, slipping higher, creeping in, down, fingers teasing.

Darren gasped into the kiss, squirming as fingers traced gently along the soft skin of his crack, pressing, and he shifted his hips, spreading his legs wider, offering himself up, gifting Coach Morrison access to his most vulnerable parts, his virgin hole, his tight ass.  A single finger tip tracked over his puckered entrance and pressed, gently, making Darren moan loudly, his smooth dick throbbing in response.

“Fuck...”  He whispered.

Coach Morrison pulled back, looked down, grinning.  Darren stared up at him, eyes heavy lidded with pleasure, lips pouting.

“Don’t stop, please...”  He whined.

Coach Morrison grinned, enjoying the sight in front of him, the power he held over his slutty cheerleader.

“I just need a little help to get you ready for me.  I won’t want to hurt you after all.”  He said.

He released his grip in Darren’s hair and reached to the side of his desk, picking up a bottle of massage oil.  Darren shuddered as Coach Morrison opened it, pouring a generous amount between his legs, over his dick, his thighs.  It was cool and ran down, coating the hand between his legs, oil slipping deeper along his crack, pooling on the desk beneath him.

“That’s better.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren smiled, closing his eyes as a single slippery, oily finger ran over his hole, his tight virgin entrance, and pressed.  With the help of the oil it eased in, slowly, a gentle but insistent pressure.

His hole tightened, unused to the sensations, and he shifted his hips, spreading his legs wider, easing himself forward, wanting more.  He took a deep breath, forced himself to relax, and the finger slipped deeper.  Darren moaned as it oiled his entrance, his inner walls, teasing him, stretching him.  He wiggled, felt a second finger join the first, pressing in, stretching him wider as it slipped past his outer entrance and into the hot, slippery, tight confined of his ass.

The fingers curled, pressing on a knot of pleasure buried deep within Darren, making him gasp and moan, his noises breathy, feminine, whines of pleasure.  He worked his hips, wanting more, body bright with a pleasure that was new and addictive and amazing.

“So tight and hot, such a pretty slut.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren nodded, too lost on the tide of sensations to speak.  The fingers, oily, slippery, began to work in and out of his virgin ass, fucking him, stretching him, preparing him for what was to come, and he was eager for it, wanted more.

“Fuck… yes… more… please… don’t stop...”

Coach Morrison watched as the pretty, sexy, slutty cheerleader writhed on his fingers, hole clenching, slippery and wet now, stretching it.  Darren was beautiful and he ached to be inside him, fucking him, claiming him, cumming inside him.

He worked his fingers deeper, slippery, Darren’s hole so tight and hot, watching him squirm, moaning, drunk on the pleasure.  Coach Morrison slipped his fingers out, slowly, and watched as Darren’s hole was left glistening, wet and oily, gaping slightly.

Darren moaned at the loss, feeling empty, opened his eyes to see Coach Morrison working his slick, oily hand over his fat, thick, hard cock, lubricating it.  He spread his legs as wide as they could go, leaning back onto his elbows to lift his ass up, offering it, offering his hole, his virginity, to the older, handsome, rugged man who loomed over him.

He was a slutty cheerleader and he needed to be fucked.

“Fuck me Sir.”  Darren said, voice breathy, urgent.  “Fill me with your fat cock and make me your slut.”

Coach Morrison smiled, the words urging him on.  He shifted forward, one hand reaching out to grasp Darren’s hip beneath his skirt, the other on his cock, holding it, aiming it.  He leaned in and the fat, thick, slippery head pressed against Darren’s smooth skin, slipped along his crack, teasing him.

Darren whimpered, aching, dick throbbing, aching to be full, fucked.  He shifted his hips, wiggling, inviting Coach Morrison to enter him, trying to capture his cock in his tight hole.  The head of Coach Morrison’s cock slipped over his entrance, then away, making him whine, ache, teasing.

Coach Morrison grinned, pressed forward, shifting, aiming the head of his cock at Darren’s tight, virgin entrance.  Pressure mounted, his grip on the slutty cheerleader’s hip tightening, and Darren’s hole was stretched, opening.

There was pain, his hole forced wider, Coach Morrison’s cock impossibly massive.  For a moment Darren panicked—what if it didn’t fit?  Pain became pleasure.  He shifted, wanting it more than he had ever wanted anything, needing it.  The cock pressed harder, pressure, forcing its way into his tight, slippery, virgin ass.

“Fuck...”  Darren whispered.

He ground his hips down, arching his back, pressing onto Coach Morrison’s cock even as Coach Morrison thrust his hips forward.  The pressure built, his hole stretching, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, his hole opened, the head popping past the outer ring, slipping deep.

Darren moaned, his ass full, full of Coach Morrison’s cock.  Coach Morrison reached with his other hand to grip both of Darren’s hips, holding him, and slipped his cock out, the head tugging at the tight entrance.  He gripped the slutty cheerleader, hands squeezing, and Darren wrapping his legs back around Coach Morrison as he all but collapsed onto the desk, over come, drunk on pleasure, and Coach Morrison pressed forward, slowly, filling his slut. 

Darren gasped, the cock so thick, long, hard, throbbing inside of him.  He was being fucked.  His ass was being fucked, filled.  He was no longer a virgin.  He was a pretty, sexy, beautiful, slutty cheerleader, and he was happy, floating on a cloud of bliss.

“More… please, more...”  He whispered.

Coach Morrison was only to happy to oblige.
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Each thrust knocked the breath from Darren’s lungs, his heart skipping, and each time Coach  Morrison slipped his cock out, the head tugging at his entrance, he felt empty, craving more, the sensation of being full of that fat, thick, long, perfect cock. 

The hands on Darren’s hips slipped up, roaming his body as Coach Morrison worked his cock in and out of his tight, hot, slippery hole, fucking him, teasing him.  Darren worked his hips in time with each thrust, body working on its own to chase the pleasure he was feeling, his smooth dick hard, throbbing, drooling precum.

Hands ran over his belly, his chest, teasing over his nipples.  The cock in his ass was throbbing, thick, fat, long, hot, filling him, thrusting hard, deep, stretching him in the most wonderful, delightful way.

Darren ground his hips, working his butt, riding Coach Morrison’s fat cock, feeling it fucking him, hard, deep, claiming him, breeding him, a dirty, sexy, beautiful cheerleader slut.  He felt free, happy, giddy, heart racing, breath short.  Hands roamed over his body, caressing him, pinning him down.

He shifted, reached down to touch his aching dick, but before his hands could reach it he felt strong fingers grip his wrists, lifting his arms up, pinning them above his head.  He was trapped, pinned down, his ass full of cock, wrists pinned, unable to escape, a slut for his Coach’s pleasure, and it felt right.

“No touching.  I want you to focus on how my cock feels inside that tight hole of yours...”  Coach Morrison said, smiling.

Darren nodded, blushing, looked up at him, fluttering his eye lashes.  He felt small and pretty and safe, sexy, wanted.

“Yes Sir.”  He whispered.

Darren obeyed, and ground his hips, working his ass up and down Coach Morrison’s cock, squeezing it, milking it, riding it.  It felt so good and he looked down, saw where their bodies met, the older man’s cock filling him, fucking him.

Each stroke caused a knot of pleasure to flutter inside his belly, a bright hot joy swelling, building into something immense.  Coach Morrison fucked deep, hard, breathing heavily as he fucked his slut, fucking his cock deep, thick, hot, throbbing.

“Fuck you feel so good.”  He said.

Darren could not speak.  The pleasure was building.  Each thrust made the knot of pleasure in his belly tighten, something impossible and overwhelming blossoming. 

He was pretty, cute, sexy, a slutty cheerleader, getting fucked by a handsome, powerful older man, ass full, tight, slippery, full of cock.  He didn’t know what lay ahead, what his future held, what any of this meant, but he knew that it was better, brighter, for what he had discovered about himself, and he wanted more...

“Yes… harder, fuck me harder Sir, fuck me and make me your slut, make me your pretty slut.”  Darren whispered.  “Make me your sexy, pretty, slutty cheerleader.”

Coach Morrison grinned, pressed his hips forward, hard, deep, fucking Darren’s tight, slippery ass.  His cock was hard, thick, throbbing.  He pressed his body down, pressing Darren onto the top of the desk, and leaned in to kiss his soft, pink, plump lips.

Darren kissed back, working his hips, chasing the tide of pleasure that was threatening to drown him.  He wrapped his legs tight around Coach Morrison’s waist, riding his fat cock, his body aching.

Coach Morrison’s grip on Darren’s wrists tightened, his whole body tensing, cock swelling, throbbing, fucking in and out harder, deeper, fucking Darren with strong, powerful thrusts, stretching his tight hole.  Darren moaned into the kiss, Coach Morrison’s cock engorging, growing even larger, and then, suddenly, gloriously, Coach Morrison was cumming, hard, cumming inside the sexy, slutty cheerleader, the beautiful boy on his desk, fucking his tight, slippery ass, cumming deep inside the sexy, pretty, cute boy who had seduced him.

The sensations, the knowledge of what was happing, his ass being filled with hot, thick, sticky cum, fucked, claimed, sent Darren spiralling over the edge.  The knot of pleasure in his belly unravelled and he came, hard, hole clenching, milking, his smooth, pretty dick throbbing, erupting a thin, wonderful stream of cum.

Coach Morrison thrust deep, holding his thick cock inside Darren, burying it in his tight, slippery hole, and Darren ground his hips down, pulling his Coach in close with his legs, chasing the last vestiges of joy from his climax, milking the last drops of cum from Coach Morrison’s perfect cock.  They kissed, pressing against each other, shivering with bliss.  Slowly, his orgasm subsiding, cock softening slightly, Coach Morrison, moved, releasing Darren’s wrists, learning up to look down at his pretty, sexy slut.  Darren wiggled, his ass still full of cock and cum, relishing in the feeling of it.

“That was amazing.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren nodded, murmured his agreement.

“Thank you.”  Darren said.

The pair were silent for a moment, a shared moment of bliss, the realisation that they had both discovered something special, rare, beautiful.

“You know… as much fun as soccer is, I think I’d rather be your cheerleader.”  Darren said.

Coach Morrison grinned.

“Really?”

Darren nodded, fluttering his eyelashes, wiggling his ass.

“I’d happily change teams for you.”  He said.  “But I think I’m going to need lots more practise.”

Coach Morrison laughed, understanding the meaning of Darren’s words.

“I think I can arrange some regular, private tuition for you.”  Coach Morrison said.

Darren giggled.  He was already looking forward to it.

THE END
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Thirst Trap
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Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


On Your Knees
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It was real. It was all was real, and Julian was staring at it. He was locked in the bathroom stall with the hole just next to him.

He giggled. At least the room was empty and he was alone.

And then… the door to the bathroom creaked open.

Julian has always been curious, but his latest obsession has taken that curiosity to a whole new level. At first, it was just videos and stories and pictures, but then he began to wonder, do they really exist?

One quick internet search later and he finds out. Even better, there are several close to where he lives and works. But can he just accept the word of an internet stranger? And so Julian ends up outside a small bar wondering, dare he go in?

When Julian’s curiosity gets the better of him, it sets him off on a journey of pleasure, discovery, and feminization that changes the course of his life forever. The only question left is just what will it take to satisfy Julian’s curiosity, and just how far is he willing to go?


Getting Teamed
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


Becoming The Prom Queen

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...
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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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc466.jpg
A FIVE BOOK BUNDLE

tion By

KEARY HES





OEBPS/image_rsrc46A.jpg
FEMDOM, FIRST TIME, FEMINIZATION







OEBPS/image_rsrc468.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc467.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc46C.jpg
KEARY) ;{ymg S





OEBPS/image_rsrc46B.jpg
IN






OEBPS/image_rsrc469.jpg





