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Chapter 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.


Chapter 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.
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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.
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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.”


Chapter 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...

[image: ]

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.

[image: ]

“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.


Chapter 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.


Chapter 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.


Chapter 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.
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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
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