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OUT OF LUCK
Becoming a Bunny


A Femdom, Feminization, First Time Erotic Novella by Keary Hayes!
Pete and Jayden, best friends, are on holiday together, and to make their first night memorable they head out to a themed casino, staffed only by sexy, flirty bunny-girls.  After an initial run of good-luck the pair end up in debt, and are forced to admit to the glamorous, domineering manageress, Ms. Walters, and her assistant, Lilith, that they have no way of paying off what they owe.
Given a choice, have the loan pursued through the courts or work to pay it off over the summer, obeying every instruction, the pair jump at the chance to work off what they owe.  Soon enough though they discover there is a catch… when Pete and Jayden are taken to their new room they find that the job they have been offered is not what they had imagined.  They are to work as bunny-girls, and together they are taken on a journey of feminization that will change them forever.
Trained to flirt and tease, serve and dance, the two best friends grow closer.  Transformed, they discover the joy of being sexy, pretty, bunnies—when they are asked to perform a private dance for Ms. Walters and Lilith, the casino’s two newest bunny-girls learn the secret of the casino, and they discover just what they mean to each other.




Chapter 1.
“Hey Jayden, come check out this view!”  Pete says.
The room is simple and sparse, but serviceable.  For the money it isn’t half bad, and at least it was clean.  I drop my bags on my bed, a single that sits next to Pete’s, simple linen sheets, and head out to the tiny balcony where Pete is standing.  A breeze blows, a strong gust, ruffling Pete’s hair, his red curls grown long over the last year, and he turns to face me as I step out.  He smiles, grinning, happy, his green eyes sparkling with excitement, freckled cheeks flush with the last of the sun’s heat.
I can’t help but smile in reply.  I’m glad to see him, glad to finally be on the holiday we’ve been planning for months.  He looks awkward, like he always does, almost nervous, but it’s as charming as ever and as he grins at me I can’t help but feel a pang of something in my gut. He’s shorter than me, though only just, but I’ve always thought it suited him, the way he stands and moves almost coy, a certain sort of charm that most people didn’t seem to notice.
Pete turns away, looks back out, and I turn to take in the view.  The sun is just beginning to set, the sky painted with a haze of orange and purple, the ghost of the moon barely visible above.  The view is pleasant change, our room high enough that we can take in a view of the city, the streets below busy with traffic and people, the constant static of daily life rising up like a fog—the city is laid out below us, beckoning us, inviting us to explore and adventure.
“I could definitely get used to this.”  I say.
I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh, already feeling myself unwind.  I need this holiday, a chance to relax and go a little wild after the stress of revision and exams and course work.  The last year had been hard, with barely any time to have fun, but it had been worth it, both Pete and I scored well and we were now expecting to graduate with high marks.  College was over, and in a few months we’d be out in the big wide world trying to work out what to do with our lives, how to pay off our substantial debts, battling with bills and relationships and careers, but for now none of that mattered.  For moment we were free, two best friends on one last holiday before adulthood sunk its claws into us.  It was time to be free.
 

Outside the sun has finally set, the sky darkening, and I’m lying on my bed scrolling through my phone looking for things to do on our first night while Jayden showers.  There’s the usual assortment of bars and clubs and shows, but nothing that jumps out at me.  I want the first night to be special, to really set the mood of the whole holiday.  College hasn’t been easy on either of us, the workloads intense, and I’ve missed hanging out with my best friend, missed him more than I thought I would.
The sound of Jayden singing in the shower reverberates through the wall, a cheery pop song, and I can’t help but smile.  We’d been friends since middle school, both of us nerdy and awkward, and we’d stuck together all through high school.   He’d made the unbearable pleasant, and though neither of us had had much luck with sports or girls, both of us too short and slight to be interesting to the either the team coaches or the girls at high school, we’d both got good grades, Jayden helping me with my weakest subjects and me helping him with his. 
We both got into good colleges, me to study math, and Jayden to study chemistry.  That they were several hours apart was just something we had to accept.  We’d still see each other often, and we could game and chat at night and at weekends.  Plus, college wasn’t high school, the people there were more mature, it was a fresh start, an opportunity to make friends, go to parties, meet girls.  It would be good for both of us only… that’s not how it had been for me.
Jayden’s singing cut out and the shower cut off and I continued to look through the list of things to do, attractions, places to visits, bars, restaurants.  None of them appealed.
College wasn’t high school but it wasn’t that different.  I was still me, still short and thin and awkward, and though people had been friendly enough, I’d never really fitted in.  Jayden had been my salvation, our regular gaming sessions and phone conversations preserving my sanity.  I hadn’t told him what college had been like for me, had lied, telling him stories of parties and girls, mostly to stop him from worrying.  He’d been having an amazing time, making friends, even dating a few girls, and I was glad for him, he deserved it, but still it didn’t stop me feeling envious, even jealous.  I’d missed him, but now, finally, we were together again.  Two whole weeks of holiday before we’d need to begin fretting about what came after college and I couldn’t wait to begin enjoying it but tonight, our first night, I wanted to do something memorable and then, as I scrolled, I found it, and I smiled, laughed.
“What’s so funny?”  Jayden asked.
I look up from my phone, still smiling, and see Jayden stepping out from the shower, damp, in only a towel, his black hair is slicked back out of his brown eyes.  His skin is tan, the natural honeyed bronze of his heritage, and flawless, and I almost envy him, his full lips and strong cheek bones that make up for his lack of height of muscle.  Sure, he was thin, perhaps even scrawny, but he was far from unattractive.
“I think I found where we should go tonight.”  I said.
I turned my phone to face Jayden and lifted it, offering it to him.  He padded across the room barefoot and dripping, dressed in only his towel, and took my phone to read the screen.  He broke into an uncertain grin, shook his head, laughed.
“You’ve got to be joking, right?”  Jayden said.
I shook my head, still grinning.  I took my phone back, fingers brushing against Jayden’s palm, his skin warm and soft and wet, and I felt my cheeks flush.
“No, I mean, maybe, a bit, but it’ll be fun.  Come on, admit it, you’re curious, right?”  I asked.
Jayden was quiet for a moment before nodding.  I bit my bottom lip, nervous at my own suggestion, but we were on holiday, our last chance to go wild and enjoy ourselves before settling into the drudgery of adult life and I wasn’t about to miss out.  I wanted us to enjoy ourselves, I wanted our trip to be memorable.
“Yeah I suppose I am.”  Jayden said.
“Then that’s settled.  We’ll go, see what it’s like.  I mean, we don’t have to stay for long, but it might be fun.”
Jayden smiled, nodded.  He laughed.
I looked back to my phone, glanced at the screen.  A themed casino, with bunny girl waitresses and exotic dancers, free drinks while you gambled.
“And anyway, we’re both smart.  If we’re careful we might even come out in profit.”  I say.
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Given the price of the drinks we decide to gamble, rather than pay, with the added bonus that we’re served at the table by the most drop dead gorgeous blonde I have ever seen, a pretty girl about our age dressed in a black leotard, fishnets, high heels, with white collar and cuffs, a black bowtie.  On her back, just above her amazing round bubble butt there is a little fluffy white tail and she wears a head band in her blonde curls with two fluffy bunny ears attached.  Her body is breath-taking, wide hips and narrow waist, pert full breasts, long legs, slender arms, but it is her face I admire most, her make-up sultry and bright, glossy lips that emphasise her charming smile.
None of the women working in the casino are less than gorgeous, and the sight of them, so many young, glamourous, beautiful, sexy women makes my head spin, a storm of emotions.  I feel dizzy, nervous in their presence, and beside me Pete is grinning, blushing pink, as flustered as me, and we both drink eagerly as we begin to roll the dice.
“Yes!”  Pete cheers behind me as the dice land.
“We win again don’t we?”  I ask.
Pete laughs, nods.  The woman in the more formal waistcoat and shirt, though still in hot pants and fishnets, bunny tail and ears, smiles at me as she pushes our cheques towards me.  I take another large sip of my drink, straight vodka, and stare at the table, a sly glance at the woman running the table—the top buttons of her shirt are undone to expose her cleavage, a window of flesh, and I feel hot and excited, dizzy.
“Shall we keep going?”  I ask.
Pete nods, laughing.  He stands close, pressed into my back, his hand on my shoulder, his closeness a comfort.  From what he’s said he’s had moderate success with girls while away at college, so he’s obviously more comfortable than I am around so many beautiful women—not wanting him to feel sorry for me I’d made up stories about girlfriends and parties, though the truth is that college had been no more than functional for me, a few casual friends, but not even a hint of a romantic or sexual relationship.
“You bet!  At this rate we’ll be able to make up enough to pay for the holiday plus a bit extra to take home with us…”  Pete says.
His words are heavy, slow, but make sense.  We’ve been winning for hours, and our lucks held out.  The pile of cheques on the table are testament to our good fortune and our skill and the atmosphere around us is electric, excited, eager, and I’m buzzing.  The people wanted to see us win.
The room is loud, the noise of voices, cheering and shouting, the clatter of coins and dice, the mechanical buzz of slot machines, the jangle of electronic buzzers and sound effects.  I’m sweating despite the chill, air-conditioned breeze, a rush of emotions and adrenalin and the haze of too much alcohol, and the table was bustling, a crowd gathered to watch. 
Pete stands close behind me, his hands on my shoulders as though he were coaching me, his presence reassuring as I shake the dice in my hand, rattling.  I look down at the table, the pile of cheques, all of our spending money and all of our winnings piled into one place, and I am grinning.  This is it.  The start of something special, the two of us together again.  I throw my hand and let go of the dice and they roll across the table.
The dice land, fall still, and the crowd around the table goes suddenly quiet.  Pete’s hand on my shoulder grips me tight.  The fog of alcohol suddenly clears and I am cold.
“That’s…. that’s not good is it?”
I can only watch as the woman running the table collects our cheques, drawing away our winnings, our pooled spending money, everything we brought with us.  Behind me Pete shakes his head.
“No, but… it’s just one loss.  We can win it back.  With our luck it’ll be easy.”  He says.
I turn to face him.  I am pale.  He stares at me with big, wide green eyes, his freckled cheeks pink, chewing on his bottom lip in the way he always does when nervous or unsure.
“What do we bet?  We just lost everything?”  I ask.
Pete forces a smile, trying to seem sure.  Out of the corner of my eye I see our waitress serving a man at another table.  The man is tall and broad and handsome and as she puts his glass down he reaches out to cup one of her ass cheeks, squeezing, hard, and our waitress only giggles and wiggles, as though flirting—I feel a flush of emotions, jealous, curious, envious.
“We’ll just have to ask about credit.  We can’t walk away with nothing.”  He says.
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“And how will you two gentlemen be settling your debt?”  The woman behind the counter asks.
She smiles at me, beautiful, her short black hair framing her pretty, heart shaped face, her bright blue eyes dazzling, dark eyeshadow and thick, dark lashes.  She is more formal than the other girls and women working in the casino, a dark skirt suit with white blouse, no bunny ears or tail, though she is no less attractive for it.  Her stern, domineering aura is almost mesmerising, her cold smile hypnotic, predatory, her lips deep, dark crimson, like blood.
“I… we… we don’t have any money.”  I say, mumbling.
It’s my fault.  I suggested we ask about credit in an attempt to win our money back, so I’m the one to admit the truth and shoulder the blame.
“So you’re unable to pay?”  The woman says.
Her voice is flat and emotionless.  I can only nod.  Behind me Jayden stands close.  Whatever happens I’ll take responsibility.  I won’t let anything happen to him.
“And you knew you’d be unable to pay when requesting a line of credit, yet still you accepted it?”  The woman says.
Again I can only nod.  Her gaze is cold, a harsh scrutiny.  She smiles, as though amused by something, nods.
“Well, that is most unfortunate.  You’ll need to come with me to see the manager and perhaps we’ll be able to come to some kind of arrangement.”  She says.
“I… I’ll come, but my friend doesn’t have to.  It was my fault.  I’ll take full responsibility.”  I say.
The woman’s smile widens, a broad grin.  She laughs, briefly, almost kindly.
“Your loyalty to your friend is noted, an admirable quality, but is unnecessary.  You both signed the agreement, so you’re both jointly liable.  You will both come with me to see the manager and we can discuss your situation.”  The woman says.
I am cold, a pit of dread in my gut at the woman’s tone.  Jayden lift his hand, puts in on my shoulder, squeezes, and I am glad he is with me.
“We’ll go together Pete.  Me and you.  Whatever happens we’re in this as a pair, okay?  The two of us.”
I turned to face Jayden.  His black hair is dishevelled, falling partially over one eye, but he is smiling—a forced grin meant to reassure me.  I nod, force myself to smile.
“The two of us.”  I say.
“How touching.  It’s not often I see such devotion.  But, now we’re in agreement, if you’d follow me please.”  The woman says—her tone sincere, without mocking or sarcasm.
I turn back to see the woman rise from her seat and move around her desk to a back door.  She types a key code into the lock and pushes the door open, holding it for us.  Beside the door a large man in a black suit stands, watching us.  I take a deep breath, force myself to stand.  I turn to face Jayden.
“You ready?”  I ask.
He nods, still with his same feigned smile.  I know that no matter what happens I will protect him, no matter what happens I won’t abandon him, just as I know he’d never abandon me.  Whatever trouble we’re in, we’re in it together, and for that I am glad.
“Ready as I’ll ever be.”  He says.




Chapter 2.
We follow after the woman, down a narrow, bright, dull grey hallway.  It is quiet, our footsteps loud, the woman’s heels clicking, her butt wiggling in her tight skirt as her hips sway.  The corridor is a stark contrast to the main casino, the bright light and colours, the noise, the bustle. 
The alcohol haze is long gone, chased off by fear and nervousness and adrenaline, replaced with a cold clarity.  My head spins, thoughts running away from me.
Pete walks beside me, the pair of us condemned to our fate together.  My heart is racing, drumming a loud tattoo that fills my skull.  My stomach is in knots and I feel nauseous as I remember the horror stories from movies about casinos and organised crime and what happens to those who can’t pay their debts.  For a moment I think about grabbing Pete and turning to run, but I remember the man by the door in his dark suit and the other, similarly attired men throughout the casino.  Even together we’d be no match for just one of them, let alone many, and, even if we did escape, they have our names, our credit card details, our faces captured on security camera. 
I swallow with difficulty, picturing some cruel mob boss waiting for us behind an ornate desk, cigars and scotch, and I shudder.  I focus on the woman in front of us, eyes fixed ahead as the corridor seems to heave.  Her legs are clad in seamed stockings, high black heels, her skirt mid-thigh length, tight around her round butt and wide hips.  The way she struts as she walks, wiggling, hips swaying, is almost hypnotic, almost soothing, and I feel a pang of regret. 
She’s beautiful, and sexy, in a stern, commanding way, and I know I’ll never be enough of a man for a woman like that.  I’m too small and clumsy and awkward.  I’ve never known what it’s like to be intimate with a woman, never even really kissed a girl and now, here I am heading off to what is almost certainly a grisly fate.
Out of the corner of my eye I notice Pete turn to face me, his face pale, chewing on his bottom lip.  I tear my gaze away from the woman’s ass and legs, her pretty heels, and turn to face him.  I force a smile. 
Pete’s green eyes sparkle, his red hair pulled back out of his face, bright and almost garish.  I know he’s never been glad for his bright curls but I’ve always thought them eye catching and distinctive, perfectly matching with his freckled complexion.
“It’ll be alright.  We might end up with more debt, but I’ll be okay.”  I say—my tone less certain than I hoped.
Pete forces a laugh, attempts to smile, but he is strained.  Ahead of us the woman stops outside a large wooden door, and she turned back to face us.
“Are you two gentlemen ready?”  She asks.
I nod, Pete nods.  I reach out with one hand, take Pete’s in mine, and squeeze, once, before letting go.
“Ready as I’ll ever be.”  I say.
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The woman raises a hand to knock, the sound dull and hollow.  There is a momentary pause, a brief silence.
“Come in.”  A woman’s voice—low and husky.
The woman escorting us pushes the door open and steps in, holds it open for us.  Jayden steps through first and I follow after. 
“Ah, Lilith, good to see you.  And you’ve brought me visitors.  How rare.  Why don’t you all sit.”
The door swings closed behind us; the lock clicks.  We are sealed in. 
Lilith, the woman escorting us, heads across to the desk, towards the chairs that sit in front of it.  Jayden follows a I go with him and we sit.  The woman behind the desk stares at me, at Jayden, grey eyes bright and curious, intense scrutiny, evaluating us.  The corners of her mouth lifts into a grin and she nods as though pleased.
She is older than Lilith, perhaps in her late thirties, but still youthful and beautiful, her hair chin length and blonde, bright waves that are so light they are almost white.  Her make-up is bright and girly, pinks and purples with hints of red and black and she is dressed simply in a lowcut dress, her large breasts exposed, her skin pale and flawless, the dress dark red to match her finger nails.  Around her neck is a simple heavy silver necklace.
She is beautiful, sexy, her lips full and her eyes intelligent.  She looks between me and Jayden, grinning, a predator’s smile.  I cannot help but feel small and vulnerable sat in front of her, my fate in her hands yet still, beneath it all, in the presence of such a powerful, beautiful, sexual woman I cannot help but feel excited.  Her eyes study me, as though reading me, and I feel my cock twitch, my fear and uncertainty feeding my desire and I cannot help but blush, ashamed and guilty.
The woman’s smile widens.  She exhales a short, breathy laugh as she watches me squirm and my cock only further hardens in response.  Beside me Jayden sits still and silent, unaware of my response.  He is calm, confident, used to the company of beautiful women, whereas I have no experience beyond a few clumsy drunken kisses, and the thought only makes my blush worse.
“And such lovely young men too.  What brings you all here?”
“I’m afraid to say Ms. Walters that the young gentleman have run up a debt that they have no way of paying.”
Ms. Walters’ eyebrows lift and her smile falls.  Her gaze hardens and she looks at me, at Jayden.  The office is silent and I look down, to my hands in my lap, unable to hold Ms. Walters’ stare.
“Is this true gentlemen?”  She asks.
I nod, beside me Jayden nods.  I look up to see Ms. Walters watching me, grinning.  My cheeks flush, hot with shame and embarrassment as I am forced to admit our folly to the stern, beautiful older woman, and I bite my bottom lip.
“Yes.  I… I’m sorry.  We’re both sorry. We made a mistake.”
“A mistake?  Is that what you call it?  Borrowing money from my casino with no means or intentions of paying it back?”
“We were meant to win… we just wanted to win our money back.  Then we’d have paid it back.”  Jayden says.
Ms Walters turns to face him, her expression grave and curious.  She shakes her head.
“You didn’t win though, did you?  You lost, and now you owe me…”
Ms. Waltes turns to look to the screen beside her, taps a couple of keys, her eyes widening.  She laughs and shakes her head again.
“… quite a lot money!”
She turns back to face me, grinning as though amused, though her eyes were still serious, still hard.  I feel trapped in my chair, a pit of shame and embarrassment in my gut.  My cock swells, twitching, hardening as Ms. Walter’s stares at me, her stern manner exciting me in ways that make me feel weak and vulnerable.  Her perfume is a miasma of sweet blossoms and musk, rich and heady and intoxicating.
“And now I find out you borrowed it knowing you had no way of paying it back.”  Ms. Walters says.
“We’re sorry… really sorry…”  Jayden says.
“Apologies aren’t enough I’m afraid.”  Ms. Walters says.  “However, I’m not a villain, and I’m sure we can come to some sort of arrangement.”
My eyes widen and my heart skips.  There is hope.  I smile.
“Yes… please… we’ll do anything.”  I say.
Ms. Walters grins at me as though I performed exactly as she wanted.  She looks to Jayden.
“And do you feel the same?”  She asks.
Jayden nods, eager.  He smiles.
“Yes, of course.  Whatever it is… we just… we’re just sorry.  Whatever it is we’ll do it.”  Jayden says.
Ms. Walters’ smile widens.  Lilith looks at me, at Jayden, smiling in the same manner as Ms. Walters and I cannot help but feel suddenly cold, something in their expression worrying me.
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“It is clear to me that you are both young and inexperienced, just young boys really, enjoying a holiday together.  I’m not a monster or some bad guy from a movie, but a business woman, so I’m sure you can understand that a debt to me is more a matter of value than revenge.  There’ll be no violence, or threats, but I think you’d both rather keep me from pursuing legal action to reclaim what I’m owed, correct?”  Ms. Walters says.
Both Pete and I nod.  Ms. Walters is gorgeous but intimidating, and I feel flustered and anxious in her presence, want to do whatever I can to get this awful situation dealt with as quickly, and with as little fuss, as possible.
“So, I have a simple offer.  You can, if you wish, work off your debt, here, in the casino.  We’ll keep what you owe between us, with no interest charged, and no mark on your credit history.  Take a moment to consider it.  It’s not an offer I make often or lightly.  We have certain expectations of our staff so accepting this offer will mean you agreeing to abide by those standards.  If you work for me you will obey me, understood?”  Ms. Walters says.
Both Pete and I nod.  It wasn’t ideal, spending the summer working in a casino instead of enjoying our holiday and hanging out having fun, but at least we’d be together.  I thought of the possibilities of working for Ms. Walters: bouncer, bar-man, waiter, at the worst a cleaner or maintenance man, and none of the options seemed too awful.
“Good.  I have a feeling you two will be a perfect fit, and I suspect you might even come to enjoy yourselves, but it is still your decision.  Now, we can send the debt for collection and let you go, or you can stay and you can work off what you owe me.”  Ms. Walters says.
“I… we… I mean, I’d be happy to work off what I owe, but we can’t.  We lost all our spending money and without that we have no way to pay for our hotel or for food.  We’ll have to go home.”  Pete says—his voice is nervous, whispered, almost shrill.
Ms. Walters laughs, almost friendly.  She turns to Lilith, a questioning look.
“We have spare rooms I assume?”  Ms. Walters asks.
Lilith nods, smiling.
“Yes Ms..  Not many, but I should be able to arrange accommodation if you’d wish.”  Lilith says—her voice is softer, almost deferential.
Ms. Walters nods again.  Her smile widens.
“One room will do, the usual arrangements.  If the young men say yes.”
Ms. Walters turns back to face me, face Pete.  Her smile was wide, her grey eyes full of wit and mischief.
“While working here you’ll be given room and board, and a small wage so that you can buy a few things you might need, pay for luxuries, so you know you’re not a slave or indentured servant.  However, the bulk of your wage will go towards paying off your debt.  We can arrange to have your items from your old hotel room brought here and I will settle up with them, if you agree.”
I nod.  Pete squirms in his seat, fidgeting, nervous, cheeks pink.  He stares at Ms. Walters like a rabbit caught in headlights, terrified but unable to move.
“I… yes.  I think I can do that.  I mean… I agree…”  I say—mumbling.
“What will we be expected to do?”  Pete asks.
Ms. Walters laughs again.  Fine lines form at the corners of her eyes, her face used to humour and joy.
“My you are a curious one.  You needn’t worry though, you won’t be expected to do anything illegal or anything none of our other employees aren’t asked to do.  You’ll be for all intents and purposes a normal employee, with the exception that the majority of your wage will go towards paying down your debt.”
I turn to face Pete, smile despite my nervousness.  He looks at me, cheeks flush, unable to sit still, restless and uncertain.
“It’s a good offer.  We can just work this summer.  It’s not what we had planned but we’ll at least get to see more of each other, and who knows, maybe we’ll enjoy it a bit.”  I say.
Pete squirms, forces a smile, nods.  I feel relieved, glad that the debt will be dealt with discretely and without violence or legal action.
“So you both agree?”  Ms. Walters asks.
I nod, Pete nods.
“We agree.  We’ll do whatever you say.”  Pete says—his tone is odd, almost happy.
“Wonderful!  I’m so looking forward to seeing how you two young men get on.  I quite sure that you’ll fit in perfectly.”  Ms. Walters says.
She turns to face Lilith, grinning, beaming.  There is a glint in her eye that only makes me more uncertain, more nervous.
“Can I put these two new recruits into your charge Lilith?  You did so well with our last batch of new girls that I think you’d be the best fit for the job at hand, and I know I can trust you to take extra special care of them.”
Lilith nods, smiling at Ms. Walters’ praise.  The thought of spending more time with the beautiful Lilith makes me excited and nervous and anxious in equal measure.
“Yes Ms., of course.  I’ll be sure to keep a close eye on them, and I’ll take personal responsibility for their training.”  Lilith says.
Ms. Walters’ smile widens, and she turns back to me and Pete, eyeing us both, examining us, studying us as though we were a sweet dessert.  I shiver despite the warmth of the room and cannot help but wonder if I have made a mistake in agreeing to her terms given how satisfied and delighted she seems.
“Good, because I have high hopes for these two.  Just watching them I think they both have so much potential.”  Ms. Walters said.




Chapter 3.
“And this is your room.”  Lilith says.
She stops in front of a simple door on one of the upper floors of the hotel, one of a series of rooms away from the rooms of the main hotel, and she hands me a key card, then hands one to Jayden.  I stare at the card, then at the door, suddenly wary, but resigned.
“Well, don’t you want to see what it’s like?”  Lilith asks.
“You first Pete.”  Jayden says.
I take a deep breath, lift my card to the door and scan it.  The lock clicks open and I push the door.  The light comes on automatically and I step in.  Jayden and Lilith follow behind.  The room is small, though a little larger than our hotel room, but sparse and plainly decorated.  There are two double beds, a single window, a table and chairs, two wardrobes.  A door on the far side of the room leads off to the bathroom.
“You’ll be sharing of course, and I’m afraid it’s not very roomy, but given your situation I’m sure you won’t complain.  There’s a bedroom and a bathroom and a small sitting area.  Staff meals are served downstairs but all that is covered in your welcome pack which should be on your beds.”
I turn and look to the two beds, on top of the covers two thick envelopes.  I nod.  The room is more pleasant than I had feared.
“Now, we should probably check your uniforms and go over what will be expected of you when you start work tomorrow.  Follow me.”  Lilith says—her tone is brusque and stern.
She moves around the beds to one of the wardrobes, both of them alike.  She is more formal with us than with Ms. Walters, commanding, and I simply nod and follow behind her, Jayden beside me.
Lilith opens the wardrobe door and rummages out of sight inside.  I turn and look around the room and Jayden does similarly.  The room might be simple but it is clean.
“I had to guess your sizes, but these should fit.  If not I can fetch you another size to try.  You’ll be expected to dress in either your uniforms or one of the casino’s approved outfits while working here, but everything you need will be in your wardrobes.  There is of course a housekeeping service that will take care of your laundry so you needed worry about running out of clean, suitable things to wear.”
I nod, a little unsettled and confused, but we have agreed now and it is only until the debt is paid.  In the bathroom I see a range of jars and tubs and bottles on the counter, soaps and lotions and two large, pink boxes that cause me to frown.
“Ah, here we are, now, I want you both to try these on to see if they fit.”  Lilith says.
Jayden and I turn back as she closes the wardrobe door and we both freeze as she holds up our uniforms.  I shake my head, suddenly pale, head spinning.  Jayden is silent, still.
“That’s… but… this has to be some kind of mistake… right?”  I ask—my voice is shaking, my belly flutters.
Lilith’s smile widens, a happy, cheerful grin.  She laughs lightly, friendly and kind, shakes her head.
“No, no mistake.  These are the uniforms you’ll both be wearing for work tomorrow.  Now, I want you try them on to make sure they fit, then we can go over what else is expected of you.”  Lilith says.
In her hands she holds two small, slinky black leotards, fishnet stockings, black heels, two pairs of white cuffs, white collars, black bowties, two fluffy bunny tails, and two pairs of bunny ears.  It is the same uniform the pretty girls serving drinks in the casino were wearing—images of the sexy bunny girls rise up and I feel suddenly terrified but also, undeniable, excited.
We are to dress as bunny girls.  The realisation makes my cheeks flush and my cock ache and beside me Jayden shakes his head, but remains silent.
“Now, both of you, strip and get dressed.”  Lilith says—her voice is stern and authoritative, commanding and domineering.
I picture the girl who had served us in the casino, so pretty, sexy, dressed in the same uniform, her glamourous face, curvy, feminine body, and I cannot deny that I am curious.  I am silent, know I should refuse, should argue, but I do not.  Beside me, as silent as me, stands Jayden, and part of me cannot help but wonder how he and I might look dressed like the sexy bunny girls from the casino.
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“This has to be a joke, right?  Or a mistake?”  I say.
Beside me Pete is silent, his cheeks bright pink, embarrassed and shamed by even the suggestion.  I feel almost angry at how Lilith has made my best friend feel uncomfortable.  As I stare at the leotards and fishnets and heels an image rises in my mind, Pete, dressed like a sexy bunny girl, and I shake my head to dismiss it but it remains lodged and, worse, I feel my cock twitch in response.
“No, no joke and no mistake.  This is what you’ll need to wear while you work as cocktail waitresses in the bar.”  Lilith says—her voice is flat, calm, unflustered.
“Waitresses?”  Pete’s voice is thin and nervous.
“No one said anything about waitresses.”  I say, almost shouting.
Lilith stares at me, grinning, still holding up our uniforms, the sexy bunny outfits we are supposed to wear.  She remains impassive, stoic.  Her smile is almost infuriating and as I stare at the heels and bunny ears and bunny tail and fishnets the mental image of Pete, his red curls and green eyes, freckled cheeks, winks, grinning, and I feel my face grow warm as my cock begins to ache.
“What did you think?  That you’d be working in security?  You’re both far too small for that and you have no training or experience.”  Lilith says.
I shake my head, flustered, unable to take my eyes off of the fishnets, the heels, the fluffy bunny tail and ears.  My cheeks are hot and the room spins. 
“But… there… we could do other jobs… work as waiters, or cleaners, or behind the bar.”  I say.
Lilith laughs, kindly, a friendly tone that is almost sympathetic.  She shakes her head.
“They’re all women… all bunnies…”  Pete says—his tone is resigned, defeated, a bitter edge, voice quiet.
I tear my gaze away from the pretty bunny uniforms and turn to face Pete.  I shake my head, as though to deny what he has said, what Lilith has said.  Pete’s face is pale, freckled cheeks bright pink.  His bright green eyes are wide as he stares at the bunny-girl costumes, his expression too many emotions to decipher.
“Very good.  I’m impressed you noticed, though that you did makes me wonder why you’re surprised by this requirement.”  Lilith says.
“Pete… what… what do you mean?”  I say.
Pete turns to face me.  He tries to smile but fails, bites at his bottom lip.
“I… when I saw this place advertised it said it was all female staff… in costume.  That’s the theme.  Bunny-girls… but… I didn’t think… when we were offered to work… I didn’t think they’d expect us to…”  Pete’s voice fades off to quiet.
He turns back to look at the costumes, our new uniforms.  Lilith looks at Pete, at me, her smile almost bemused.
“It’s simple.  You work here you wear the uniforms and you perform according to our requirements.  Refuse and there is the matter of the debt, as well as my and Ms. Walters’ disappointment.  You don’t want to disappoint us, do you?  After all the effort we’ve made to help you…”  Lilith’s tone was quiet, hush, a dread weight that settle on me.
I shook my head.  Pete shook his head.  Lilith’s smiled widened.
“Good.  Now, both of you, get dressed so I can make sure they fit.  Then you can go to bed.  You’ll need to rest as we’ve a long day ahead of us tomorrow to get you both ready for your first shift.”
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I take the bathroom and Jayden takes the bedroom and Lilith, after a little arguing, waits outside in the corridor.  I strip off, quickly, dump my clothes on the floor, and turn my attention to the uniform, the fishnets and leotard, heels and bunny tail and ears, cuffs and collar.  My heart is racing, a thunder in the cavern of my skull.
I pick the fishnet tights up first, and examine them, soft, the texture odd but pleasing, and the knot in my belly tightens.  I turn to check the door is locked.  It is, and I lift the tights up to work out how to pull them on.
It is not too difficult and I gather the material into a bundle to slip one foot into the sock, the net material snug around my calf, tight, the holes formed by the net pattern small so that my legs are mostly covered, an intricate weave of black threads that caress me as I pull the leg up.  I put my second foot in and pull the tights up, a shiver running up my spine at the sensation, my cock throbbing, engorging, hardening.  I pull the fishnets into place, the fabric snug on my legs and hips and butt and as I look down I marvel at how they define and emphasise my figure.
My legs, always relatively hairless, look feminine, sexy, my butt round and hips curvy.  I smile at the sight, a buzzing in my skull, a subtle euphoria, and my cock hardens further, my balls tightening.  I strike a pose, looking at my ass and legs, almost pleased with how I look, trying to ignore the ache and pulse of my cock, pretending that the feeling and sight of the fishnets does not excite me or please me.
I pull the leotard on next, legs first, pull the silky, elastic black fabric over my body.  It is tight, and skimpy, the leg holes cut high on my hips and butt to expose an excess of flesh, titillating, sexy, and the fabric around the waist and chest is reinforced and padded, drawing in my already narrow waist further, squeezing my chest and adding to it to hint at breasts, producing almost the illusion of cleavage.  I run my hands over my body, delighting in the feel of it, the curve and swell of my flesh, soft and feminine and sexy.  I picture the bunny girl from the casino who served us, imagine touching her, picture Lilith, and Ms. Walters, imagine I am touching them, imagine for a moment that I am as pretty as them and that others are touching me.
I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning, head spinning, cock aching, hard and throbbing.  My lust rises, my hunger rises, and I wonder what it would feel like to be desired, to be pretty.  I pull my hands away, shake my head as though to dismiss the thoughts, but traces linger.
I pull on the cuffs and collar, the bowtie, trying to focus, keep my mind off the way the leotard hugs me, the way the stockings define my legs, my ass.  I clip on my bowtie and then the bunny tail, putting it just above my ass, grinning at the way the fluffy whiteness draws attention to my butt, cute and round and pert in the stockings and the leotard, the high cut showing a large amount of cheek, teasing, sexy—my cock strains at the fabric of my leotard, eager, excited.
Next I pull on the heels, the black leather gloss with a strap to fasten them around my ankles, the heels thin and high so that I stand precarious, my posture shifted so that my legs are further emphasised to seem long and feminine in the fishnets, my butt sticking out so that it seems rounder, fuller, as though I am posing in a deliberately provocative manner.  As I move, tottering in my heels, uncertain like a new born deer, my hips sway and my butt wiggles, like so many of the sexy girls I have admired from I distance, and the sensation makes my cock pulse, throbbing snug in my leotard and stockings, hard and aching.
Finally I pull on the bunny ears, hiding the band in my hair.  I take a deep breath and look in the mirror and freeze, my heart skipping.  My head spins and I cannot help but smile.  I am cute, pretty, even sexy, the uniform making my thin, short, uninspiring male body feminine and sensual, long legs, a cute butt, wide hips, narrow waist and shoulders, and even a subtle swell around my chest.  My smile widens and I am giddy.
I wiggle, staring at my reflection.  My body is sexy, alluring, and even my face seems more feminine dressed as I am in the bunny-girl uniform, tight and slinky and revealing.  I pout, reach up to ruffle my hair, already long and curly, styling my red locks to be prettier, girlier.  My smile widens and my cock throbs.  I look almost perfect except…
“I can’t go out there like this…”  I say.
My eyes fall to the bulge over my crotch, my hard cock, though only small, forms a tent in the fabric of my leotard.  The idea of going out, dressed as I am, and letting Lilith, Jayden, see how excited it makes me makes me blush, filling me with a sense of shame and embarrassment and humiliation that only makes my cock throb harder.
I bite my bottom lip and reach down, caress my aching dick through the fabric of the leotard and whimper.  I stare at myself in the mirror, pretty, sexy, imagine myself as a girl, touching a girl for the first time, having a girl touch me.  My freckled cheeks are pink and my eyes glazed with lust.
I imagine being admired, thought to be sexy, pretty, feminine, beautiful, desired as I desired the bunny-girl in the casino.  I pull my leotard to one side and extract my cock from my fishnets and wrap my fingers around my shaft, begin to rub.  The sight is indecent, like something from porn, and it makes my cock swell, become even harder.
My hand glides up and down, slowly, teasing, and I stare at my refection, mesmerised, grinning, whimpering as I stroke my hard cock, delighted by how I look, how it feels.  Even my cock seems cute and girly.
“Just the once, to help it go down.”  I say to myself.
I stroke harder, faster, watching the pretty girl in the mirror.  She is so much better than me, so much more desirable, sexier.  I smile, buzzing, hot and eager.  My fingers tighten around my shaft, glide up and down and I moan, gnawing on my bottom lip, my bunny ears flopping as I thrust.  I imagine being touched by the bunny-girl in the casino, by a man, overcome with his lust for me, by Jayden.
“Fuck…”
My cock throbs, balls tighten, and I cum, thrusting into the grip of my fingers, cock spasming as I aim in down to keep from messing my uniform.  I try to stay quiet, bite my bottom lip hard, my face in the mirror flush, bright eyes, pretty, sexy.  I cum hard, knees weak, wobbling in my heels.
“Pete?  Are you ready yet?  I’m all done if… if you are…” 
Jayden’s voice comes through the bathroom door just as my orgasm begins to subside.  I am dizzy, overwhelmed by lust and guilt and shame at what I have done, so turned on by what I have been made to wear that I couldn’t help but touch myself, cumming as I watched my pretty reflection.
“Yeah… I… just about… I’ll just be a second.”  I say—my voice wavering, soft and almost girly.
There is a moment of silence.  I am breathing hard, panting from the effort of cumming, buzzing, my reflection staring at me, the sight of me dressed sending a tingle of euphoria through me.
“Just… don’t laugh at me when you come out.  And I won’t laugh at you, obviously.”  Jayden says.
He sounds timid and I smile.  I look down at the mess of cum I have made on the floor.
“Of course.”  I say.  “I’d never laugh at you.”
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I stand beside Pete as Lilith looks us over, my hands behind my back as she demanded, head up, shoulders back, feet together.  She smiles nods.
I glance at Pete, again barely able to believe his transformation.  He is gorgeous, sexy, his body curvy and feminine, his butt round, wide hips, even his hair and face glamorous and I feel almost crushed, a sense of disappointment and envy that he is so pretty.
Pete notices my attention and looks to me, smiles.  I return the smile.  His eyes drop, run over my body and I shiver, wondering what he is thinking.
I remember his expression as he stepped out of the bathroom, his wide eyes as he looked me over.  Neither of us had laughed, both of us silent, almost shocked—I was stunned by just how good he looked, how feminine and convincing he looked dressed as a bunny girl, and I cannot help wondering if he thought the same, a part of me hoping that he thought I looked pretty, that he thought I was sexy.
I turn and glance to the mirror behind Lilith and take another look at myself, my tanned legs in the fishnets, frowning at the faint hairs that spoil the image, the way the leotard hugs my body, shaping my butt and hips and waist and chest, the way I stand in my heels, the pair of us almost like the pretty girls that had served us in the casino.  My eyes drift down, and I notice a faint hint of my cock in the front of my leotard despite my attempts to hide it, my dick hard and aching, betraying me, displaying to any who might look how my uniform excites me.  I glance to Pete and see no trace of his cock, a sense of humiliation that I alone am excited by our situation.  I realise I am staring at my best friends crotch and my cheeks flush.
“You both look wonderful.  A perfect fit the pair of you.  By the time we’re done tomorrow evening you’re going to look utterly gorgeous I just know it.  Now, I’ll just need the clothes you were wearing.”  Lilith says.
I turn to face her and frown and I catch Pete in the corner of my eye staring at me, my crotch.  He knows how the leotard and fishnets and heels have affected me and I blush a deeper shade of pink.
“Why do you need our clothes?”  I ask.
Lilith smiles.  I shift, uncomfortable, my cock aching, aware of how exposed I am, aware that both Lilith and Pete can see how aroused I am.
“Well, you won’t be needing them for a while, so I thought I would wash them.”
“But… what do we wear?”  Pete asks—his voice is quiet, a slight shake, as though nervous or excited.
“You have plenty of clothes in your wardrobes, not just your uniforms.  There are a panties and nighties and numerous casual outfits as well as formal wear and several other uniforms.”  Lilith said.
“Panties?”  I ask.
Lilith smiles, nods.  Beside me I sense Pete tense.
“Of course.  You need to learn to act and behave in a pretty, feminine manner given your new positions, and we can’t have you slipping back into yucky boyish habits.  While you’re here you will dress and act like girls. It’ll help, trust me.”  Lilith says.
I am silent.  Pete is silent.  Her words sting, provoking something in me.  I catch sight of my reflection in the mirror behind her, Pete standing next to me as a bunny-girl, both of us already so pretty and girly, and I cannot help but wonder what further transformation we are to undergo—I feel nauseous, nervous, but, undeniable, also excited, eager to see how Pete will look, eager to see how I will look, to experience how it will feel.  My cock throbs, stiffening, the bulge in my leotard growing, and my cheeks blaze.
“Okay.”  Pete says.
I turn to face him.  He looks at me and smiles, an awkward grin.
“We agreed to this and we need to pay off the debt.  What choice to we have?”  He says.
His voice trembles, with more than nerves.  I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh, nod.
“I suppose.”  I say.
Pete’s smile widens.  He looks at me, glances down, then back up.
“Besides, it’s kinda fun.  And I can tell you feel the same.”
My cheeks and face turn hot.  I cannot speak, my heart in my throat.  Lilith laughs, a sweet, amused sound that is warm and full of kind humour.
“I knew you’d agree.  You’re both so pretty already and I’m confident that you’re both going to have a wonderful time, you just wait.  Now, clothes please.  Then I suggest you both get ready for bed.  I’ll be waking you early to get you ready for your first shift.”
I take a deep breath, swallow.  Pete smiles, grinning, a slight blush.  In his bunny uniform he is pretty, even his hair and face girly, and I feel a swell of emotions.  I nod, grinning.
“Fine.”  I say—unable to keep a note of excitement from my voice.




Chapter 4.
The alarm blares, rousing me from sleep and dreams, and I roll onto my back and open my eyes.  The room is bright and as I sit up I see Lilith already in our room, standing at the foot of our beds, smiling.  She is dressed in a short, tight black skirt, stockings, black heels, a white blouse that is unbuttoned at the top to expose a glimpse of her cleavage.  The clothes hug her figure, her round butt, wide hips, full breasts and narrow waist, and I feel my cock twitch in repose.
“Good morning girls.  You slept well?”  Lilith asks.
She smiles widely, her blue eyes sparkling, the colour emphasised by her dusky eyeshadow, her plump lips a dark pink, her black hair framing her charming face.  It takes me a moment to realise she is referring to me and Jayden.
“Yes… I… I suppose so.”  I say, squirming as I respond to the question, to the label of girl, my belly fluttering.
“Yes.  It was fine.”  Jayden says.
I look over to him and he turns to face me and we both force a smile.  He is dressed like me, in a short, thin, lacy pink nightie, a pair of skimpy silk pink panties just visible beneath the gossamer fabric.  I cannot help but smile, my best friend so pretty and I suffer a confusing storm of emotions as I stare at him.
“Excellent.  Well now, you’ll be performing your first shift tonight, in one of our executive lounges, so we’ll need to get you ready.”  Lilith says.
“But we’ve already tried on our uniforms.  They fit.”  Jayden says.
Lilith laughs, lightly, and I turn to face her.  She shakes her head, as though amused by Jaden’s foolish naivety.
“Your uniforms yes, but do you really think you can go out without getting ready?  What about your hairy legs, or your make-up and hair?  What about walking in heels?  And do you know how to talk like a girl, or curtsey, how to accept a compliment or a man’s advances or flirtations?”  Lilith says.
Her words make my head spin.  The thought of all of it, getting ready, shaving my legs, make-up, makes my belly flutter with anticipation.  The idea that I have to walk in heels in public, to act like a convincing, pretty, sexy bunny-girl, that I have to serve men, that they might compliment me, maybe even flirt with me, touch me, makes my heart skip.  In my pretty pink panties, my cock swells.
“Now, no more arguing, I want both you girls in the bathroom, strip naked.  We’ll go over hair removal first and then go from there.”  Lilith says.
“Both… you want us both… naked?”  I say—my head spins.
Jayden shakes his head.  Lilith just smiles, a knowing, almost smug grin, taking obvious pleasure in our uncertainty and humiliation and discomfort.
“Of course naked.  You can’t very well remove all your yucky body hair and shower with your clothes on can you?  And both of you together will save time.  I’m not going to go over the same things twice, plus you’ll be able to help each other.”
My cheeks grow hot, flush pink.  Beside me Jayden stands in a shocked silence, still shaking his head.  Lilith laughs.
“No need to look at me like that.  You two girls will need to stop being so shy if you’re to learn to enjoy working here.  Neither of you have anything to be ashamed of.  You have nothing I, or either of you, haven’t seen before, and really, you’re both quite pretty.  Plus, it’ll be good for you to help each other.”  Lilith says.
She smiles, her blue eyes sparkling, clearly enjoying herself.  I am silent, again she has referred to us as girls and my heart flutters, the thought of Jayden seeing me naked as I am made to shave, of seeing him naked as he becomes smooth and feminine appals and excites me—the thought that I might get excited, that he might see how much the process arouses me, fills me with dread.  I wonder what Lilith means when she says that we can help each other.  Am I expected to touch Jayden, let him touch me?
Beside me Jayden is pale, wide eyed and silent, expression shocked, as terrified as I feel.  Lilith is unmoved, grinning, delighted.
“I’m pleased to see you’re not arguing.  Now, hurry up.  We’ve got make-up, hair, and how to move and behave still to go over, as well as a few extra… issues.”
Lilith’s smile spreads, almost gloating, menacing, and I shiver.  I take a deep breath, exhale a sigh, resigning myself to my fate.  Jayden looks to me.
“It seems like we don’t have much choice.”  He says.
I force a bitter laugh.  I nod.
“Seems like it.”  I say.
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I try to act calm, unflustered, as though I am performing some simple menial boring task.  I strip off my nightie and my pink panties as Pete beside me does the same, our backs to each other so that we cannot see each other.  Lilith stands by the door, watching us both, nodding.
“Good.  Now, I have hair removal cream for your arms and leg and your less-sensitive areas.  I want both your bodies completely smooth and hairless from the nose down, as all pretty girls should be.  Use this anywhere except around your pretty little cocks and in your lovely butt cracks.  You can shave those in the shower when you wash off the cream.”  Lilith says.
I pale, my heart racing.  Her words stab at me, yet, undeniable, something in them stirs something in me.  Smooth and hairless like a girl.  The thought of Pete so smooth, feminine, captures my imagination and I wonder how it will feel to be soft, smooth.  I have never felt a girl’s legs or body and I have always been curious.  That my first experience will be my own body leaves me dizzy, humiliated, but aroused, and I try to will my cock to remain soft and inert.
“Take these.”  Lilith says.
She offers up two tubs of hair removal cream, one for each of us, along with applicators.  I take mine and Pete takes his and I catch a glimpse of him, naked, vulnerable, and notice him glance at me.
“And remember to pay special attention to your cute little butts.  Girls like you always seem to forget that area your first time getting ready.”
I shudder, blush.  She again refers to us as girls.  I do not argue, fearful that to do so might expose how much it excites me, the sense of shame and humiliation if conjures in me, making me feel small and weak and pretty, girly.
I nod.  Pete nods.
“Yes.”  I say—my voice sounds distant, small and weak and submissive, compliant, almost feminine.
“Should… should we apply it to each other?  Is that easier?”  Pete asks.
Lilith’s smile widens.  She laughs, lightly, happy with Pete’s suggestion.
“What a wonderful idea.  Yes I think that’s just perfect, and it’ll help you both learn quicker.  Both of you should make sure the other is hairless and smooth for me.”
I blush, hot.  I want to argue, to resist, but part of me, a part that seems to be growing bolder, enjoying and relishing the situation, refuses, wants to comply, wants to make my best friend pretty and smooth, wants them to touch me, make me girly, pretty.
“Fine.”  I mutter, weakly.
I turn to Pete and he turns to me.  He is smiling, blushing, biting his bottom lip.  He is cute, his green eyes nervous, unsure, but as excited as I feel and I wonder if my expression is similar.  Can he tell that I want this?
“At the same time?”  Pete asks.
I smile, nod.  Pete’s blush deepens and he fidgets, squirming.  I do not look down, refuse to look at his cock, aware that mine is growing hard at the thought of being made smooth, at the idea of making my best friend sexy.
Pete opens his tub and I do the same.  We use the applicators to take out the cream, the smell astringent and unpleasant, but my skin tingles with anticipation.
Pete kneels, begins to apply to the cream to my legs.  I reach out to take one of his arms, apply the cream from his hand to his upper arms, my fingers caressing his skin, already so soft and smooth and warm, and I can’t wait to feel him when he is smooth, have him feel me.
Pete runs the applicator up from my foot to my thigh.  His fingers brush over my skin, tickling, shivers up my spine.  I smile and Pete switches to my other leg.  My cock aches, throbs, and I am aware of Pete’s breath, warm, his face so close though he does not seem to look, chewing on his bottom lip and blushing as he ignores my growing erection.  As I apply the cream to his arm I look down and smile as I see his cock hard, aching, his excitement equal to my own, and my heart skips.
We work quickly, if slightly awkwardly, one of us kneeling, the other standing.  As I apply the cream to Pete’s legs, my hands running up over his calves, thighs, around to his butt, squeezing his cheeks, full and firm and soft, the first ass I’ve ever touched, I cannot help but grow aroused, the act of making him pretty exciting, the pleasure of touching him, being so close to him, his warm, smooth, delicate body.  My cock throbs and in front of me Pete’s cock pulses, hard and small and cute and I struggle to resist the urge to reach out and touch it.  My mind races and I wonder what it would feel like, taste like.  My mouth waters.  I imagine Pete finding me pretty, sexy, wanting to touch me, wanting me to touch him, and I cannot help but smile.
“I’m pleased to see you’re both obviously enjoying yourselves.  I think that’ll do though, now, into the shower the both of you.  Shave each other after you rinse the cream off and then you can moisturise.”  Lilith says.
I flush hot, blushing, suddenly aware that Lilith has been watching, that she has observed the way I’ve been touching my best friend, how I’ve been looking at him.  I look up at Pete to smile, to see how he is reacting, suddenly timid and afraid, but he too is blushing, freckled cheeks bright pink, and I smile, knowing that he too has been enjoying it, his hard cock just the final proof.
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The water is hot and the shower is small so that we are forced to stand close, our bodies brushing against each other often.  The cream washes off easily, and the smell is replaced with the scent of soap, floral and musk, sweet fruits and blossoms, distinctly girly, pretty, feminine.
As I wash myself I tingle, my legs and arms and butt now hairless, smooth, silky, so much more sensitive, and I smile.  My cock aches, throbbing, hard, and as I wash my legs brushes against Jayden’s leg, his thigh as smooth as mine, as though I were showering with a pretty girl, and I try not to seem too pleased, though my heart is racing and I cannot help but smile.
As I wash I turn and I end up facing Jayden, pressed close so that I cannot help but brush against him, his body now as smooth and soft as mine.  He is smile, blushing, his brown eyes nervous, excited.  I blush.
“Should… I can shave you first… if you want?”  I say.
Jayden does not speak but nods.  I smile, reach out and take up the razor and shaving foam, my hands shaking, my cock throbbing, belly in knots.
I take a dollop of foam and move so that Jayden is out of the water’s flow, my body pressed against his, warm and soft, sensitive, a shudder of pleasure.  I am barely able to believe how aroused I am, how much my best friend excites me now, girly, feminine, sexy.
“Ready?”  I ask—my voice nervous, gentle, girly.
Jayden smiles, nods again.  I bite my bottom lip and look down, see Jayden’s cock as hard as mine, his darker, honeyed bronze compared to my pale complexion, but cute.  I reach out with my foamed hand and touch him, touch his small, hard, hot cock.  I rub the foam over his shaft and balls, gentle, caressing, smiling as I stoke him, my hand sliding up and down.  His dick grows harder and pulses and Jayden whimpers.
I pull my hand away and stare down at his foamed cock, take up the razor and run it over the base, over his shaft, his balls, stripping him off hair until he is utterly smooth, grinning as I do it, Jayden’s soft moans as I touch him exciting me.  The sight and sensation makes my balls tighten and my cock ache.
“Now turn around.  I need to do your crack.”  I say.
Jayden smiles, nods, does not argue.  He turns round so his back faces me and I look down at his ass, his magnificent, round, pert ass.  It is larger than I had thought, emphasised by the lack of hair and his shapely thighs.  I reach out and grab it without thinking, squeeze, his flesh smooth, softs, and Jayden moans.
I take a palm full of shaving foam and run it along his crack, foaming the last remnants of hair, my fingers slick over his soft skin and a tip runs over his hole and I pause for a moment.  Jayden tenses, his breath held, then relaxes, wiggles suddenly, moving back against me, pressing my finger firmly against his entrance.  I smile, wiggle my finger, teasing, and my best friend moans in pleasure.  I move my hand away and pick up razor, my heart thundering.
I run the razor gently along Jayden’s crack, stripping away the last of his hair.  He is left smooth, flawless, sexy, and I grin, the sight of my best friend, so feminine, exciting me.  I reach out and run one hand along his back, over his butt, along his crack.
“You feel amazing.  You look amazing.”  I say, my voice a whisper.
Jayden giggles, wiggles his hips, swaying his butt provocatively.  He looks back over his shoulder at me, blushing, smiling, eyes sparking.
“It feels pretty good actually.”
Jayden turns around to face me, steps forward so his body presses into mine.  His cock brushing against mine.
“Now, I think it’s your turn.”  He says.
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We step out of the shower together, both hairless, smooth, silky, soft.  The memory of shaving Pete, touching him as he touched me, his face as I caressed him, his quiet whimpers, is still bright and bold.  My cock is still hard, as is Pete’s, but I am less embarrassed by it now, almost pleased at how my best friends enjoyed touching me, enjoyed me touching him.  Lilith smiles at us and holds up a bottle of moisturiser.
“Now, you’ll need to use this.  Keep your skin soft after the cream and shaving.  You should use it after every shower to make sure your skin is flawless.”  She says.
I nod and take the bottle.  Lilith looks between us, examining Pete and me in turn.
“You both did an excellent job.  Now, just the final step before we can continue our training.  Moisturise each other for me.”  Lilith says.
I nod, Pete nods.  I cannot help but smile. The thought of Pete touching me, of touching him, the slick moisturiser, my hands running over his body, his hands running over him, thrilling me.
I open the bottle and pour a generous amount into one hand, offer the bottle to Pete and he takes it, pours some into his hands.  We stare at each other for a moment then I take a deep breath, reach out, run my hands over his narrow shoulders, down his slim upper arms, over his chest, flat, his small pink nipples.  Pete moans, lifts his hand, moves close.  He reaches out and round me, runs his hands, slick with moisturiser, down my back, running down to my butt, squeezing, massaging.  My cock swells, throbbing, and I whimper.
My hips buck on their own, and I run my hands down over Pete’s hips, caressing him, run them round to his ass, squeezing him in turn, so soft, girly, feminine, sexy.  I stare at him, his pretty green eyes, full lips, and smile.  Our hands caress each other, breathing hard.
“I can see you two have quite the problem.”  Lilith says.
I turn to face her as Pete turns to face her.  I blush and she smiles.  She gestures down with her head, towards my crotch, Pete’s crotch, our cocks, cute and small and hard.
“Girls can’t go around with those under their uniforms.  You’ll give people ideas, and besides they’re clearly distracting you.”  Lilith says.
My hands remain on Pete’s butt, so soft, and his hands remain on mine, squeezing.  My blush worsens.
“I think I have the perfect solution though.  First you’ll need to deal with the current issue.  I suppose you could make each other cum.  That would solve the immediate issue, and you’re clearly both enjoying yourselves.”  Lilith says.
I blink.  Pete’s hands squeeze my ass, fingers roaming in towards my crack.  I dare not move, the idea thrilling but terrifying.
Pete turns to face me, smiles.  He bites his bottom lip, cheeks pink.
“I… I don’t mind doing it… if you don’t.”  he says—his voice soft, barely a whisper.
I am silent for a moment, then smile.  Without speaking, giddy, my mind a storm of emotions, my thoughts a mess, hot, aroused, my heart racing, I move my hands round from Pete’s butt to his cock.  Still slick with moisturiser I grip his shaft and run my hand down to his balls, his skin soft, hairless, smooth.
Pete whimpers, his eyes wide.  His hands move round from my butt to my cock, taking my small length into his hand, fingers caressing me, slick, smooth, running down.
“Good girls.”  Lilith says.
Her words drive me on.  I feel giddy, pretty, buzzing.  I grip Pete’s cock harder, my hand sliding up and down, twisting, my fingers teasing the head.  The way he whimpers, moans, bites his bottom lip as he stares me, drives be on.  His hips buck, thrusting into my hand, his cock pulsing throbbing, growing harder.
I grown in delight and Pete’s hand slides up and down my cock, slick, gripping me gently, caressing me.  I thrust into his fingers, against his palm, our hands working in unison as we thrust into each other’s grip.  My breath becomes ragged, my mind foggy, dizzy. 
I press in close to my best friend, out bodies brushing against each other, smooth and soft and hairless.  I reach round with one hand to squeeze his soft, round ass as I continue to stoke his dick.  His hand runs over my hips, up over my ass, fingers snaking towards my crack, slick, running up, in, teasing over the entrance. 
I do the same, copying his lead.  I stare into his green eyes, grinning as my finger tip teases over his hole.  His hips jerk, pressing his pucker back onto my finger, thrusting his cock into my hand.  I squirm, his grip on my dick heaven, his fingers teasing my hole a delight.
“I… I’m close…”  I whisper.
I want to cum.  I want Pete to make me cum.  I want to make him cum.  My first sexual experience is with my best friend and I cannot stop grinning. 
“Me too… we should… together…”  Pete whispers.
I nod, grinning.  I thrust forward, back, Pete’s hand tight and slick around my cock, his fingers teasing my hole.  I caress his shaft, stroking, teasing, my fingers pressing just into his, his butt soft and smooth.  My balls tense, my cock swells.  Pete’s cock throbs, hard, and his eyes go wide.
His cock jerks, pulses, and he cums, his spunk spraying over me, over my belly and my cock, hot, and the sensation pushes me over the edge.  My cock erupts, cumming, spraying my best friend as he sprayed me.  I continue to stroke as he thrusts and I do the same, the pair of us cumming together, over each other, eyes locked, breathless, gasping, grinning.  My heart races and my cock jerks as I cum harder than I ever have before.
As our climaxes subside I laugh, happy, smiling.  Pete laughs.
“That was… wow.”  I say.
Pete nods.  His smile is wide and happy and his hand still strokes my softening cock just as I still stroke his.
“I know.”
“I agree.  You were both quite wonderful.  I’m feeling quite frisky after watching that.”  Lilith says.
We both turn to face her.  Lilith lifts her hands, in each she holds a small, silver metal cage.  My heart sinks at the sight of it but another part of me, the part that is giddy at the memory of touching Pete, making my best friend cum, his warm spunk still sticky on my belly, is almost gleeful
“Now, given you’ve resolved the immediate problem of your over excitement, how about get these on you so we won’t have any future issues.”




Chapter 5.
The small silver padlock clicks shut and the cage is sealed and Lilith looks at me and grins.  She rises to her feet and moves to Jayden, the other cage in hand, kneeling to attach it to his cock and balls as she attached mine to me.  I look down, move my hand to my cage, my cock sealed away, locked away, small and dainty and almost pretty in the bright silver cage.  My gut churns at the sense of humiliation and shame I feel at having willingly allowed Lilith to lock me away, emasculate me, my dick now useless, imprisoned.
I tug it but it holds firm and there is no way to remove it without unlocking the silver, heart shaped padlock.  I smile, a buzzing at the back of my skull, a sense of pleasure at what has been done to me.  I know I should have resisted, railed against Lilith’s suggestion that my cock it locked away to keep it small and limp and useless, but I did not.  I accepted, willingly, almost eagerly, and I am smiling.  My cock swells, aroused by my submission, by the sight of my body now smooth and hairless, so feminine, so pretty, trying to harden.  There is a dull ache and it pulses but remains limp, soft, small, imprisoned in the metal cage.
Jayden’s padlock clicks and I turn to look, see Lilith rise to her feet, smiling.  Jayden’s cage is the same as mine, a matching pair, and we are both now locked, our cocks small and pretty, shaved smooth, useless.  Jayden looks to me.  His cheeks are pink, his brown eyes wide, and I smile.
“At least they won’t be obvious under our uniforms now.”  I say—I try to keep my voice neutral to hide the tingle of pleasure running through me, the strange sense of joy I have at being locked, shaved.
Jayden laughs, nods.  He smiles back at me.
“I suppose, and it’ll be less distracting, but… it’s not as much fun…”  Jayden says—his grin is suggestive and I remember how his hands felt on my cock, how his cock felt in my hands.
My first sexual experience was with my best friend, both of us shaved and smooth, watched by another woman as we made each other cum with just our hands, our cocks hard and hot and throbbing.  My cheeks grow hot, blush.  I bite my bottom lip, giggle.
“True.”  I say.
Lilith laughs, shakes her head.  She is smiling, amused by us and our situation.
“You two girls really are incorrigible, but I’m sure you’ll find someway to amuse yourselves even with those cages one.  For now though uniforms on.  I want to see how they look now you’re nice and smooth and pretty, make sure your tiny little bulges are hidden.  Then we can work on make-up and basic behaviours before your first shift starts.
Lilith’s words blaze.  Jayden and I blush, embarrassed, shamed, the humiliation feeding my arousal.  The truth in what she says brands me.  I am still thinking of Jayden’s cock, so soft and smooth, his hands touching me.  I know without the cage on I would want more and even the thought of wearing my bunny-girl uniform again is exciting me—I am eager to see how I look now, shaved and pretty—and I am certain I would be unable to hide my enthusiasm without the silver caged locked on me, my hard cock an obvious giveaway in my leotard.
“Now girls, and hurry!”  Lilith’s tone is suddenly more forceful, demanding.
Her voice snaps us both from our reverie and I jump, nod, move off to fetch my uniform from beside my bed.  Jayden does the same.  I try to remains calm, stoic, to not reveal how excited I am but as I glance at Jayden I cannot mistake his smile, the way he’s squirming, his cage obviously as painful as mine, his cock swelling, like mine, at the thought of again dressing like a sexy, glamourous bunny-girl.
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We both dress quickly, almost eagerly.  Neither of us try to hide from each other as we pull on our fishnet tights, our leotards.  We have seen each other naked, shaved each other, touched each other, made each other cum, and it seems pointless to pretend at modesty now.
I watch Pete as he tugs his leotard into place, a tingle running up my spine as I adjust my fishnets, my leotard, the fabic caresses my now smooth, hairless skin like bliss, the leotard hugging my shaping my waist and chest, my hips wide and ass peeking out at the back, lifted and cupped to shape it, make it rounder, fuller, distinctly feminine.  The reinforcement and padding in the leotard gives me an almost hourglass figure, tight around my middle so my hips seem broad, my butt round, my chest fuller, my narrow shoulders and thin arms dainty. 
I wiggle slightly as I adjust the leotard around my cage, grinning at the pleasure of the sensation, hiding my bulge.  I look sexy, pretty, and as I glance at Pete I am almost stunned.  He looked amazing, his legs so soft and smooth, the tights and leotard make him seem like one of the sexy bunny-girls from the casino, his ass peeking out, his svelte, petite frame utterly desirable, my caged cock pulsing and throbbing in vain, and I am glad for my cage, hiding my arousal, my leotard flat, my bulge hidden.
We both clip on our collars, cuffs, our bunny tails and ears, then slip on our bowties and heels.  As we turn to face each other we both grin, a little unsteady in our high shoes, wobbling, butts and hips swaying.  I blush and Pete looks at me with wide green sparkling eyes, blushing, chewing his bottom lip.
“Don’t take this the wrong way but you look really good.”  I say, meaning it.  “Cute and sexy.”
Pete’s smile widens.  His blush deepened.
“You… you do too… I mean… you look so hot… really.”  He mutters.
I feel my face and chest and neck grow warm.  I turn away, my smile almost painful.  I know I should not enjoy being told I look hot dressed as a sexy, pretty bunny girl but I do, a surge of bright intense euphoria that makes my heart swell.
“Well now, I think you’re both simply adorable, and I’m sure the gentlemen in our executive lounge will agree, but if you want to earn tips to pay off your debt faster, I suggest focussing.  You’ll need to look your absolute best, which means make-up and hair and learning how to best show off and use those sexy bodies of yours.”  Lilith says.
Lilith’s words, the suggestion that there is more to come, that I can be prettier, that I will be expected to flirt with and show off for men for tips, appals and excites me.  I glance at Pete and our eyes meet and we both smile.
“Now, sit, both of you, and pay attention.  You’ll need to learn to do your own makeup eventually so consider this an opportunity to learn.”
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I sit with my back to Jayden away from the mirror as Lilith works so we cannot see each other and we cannot see our reflections.  Lilith talks us through what she does, offering advice and tips for when we will inevitably be doing our own makeup.
Each of us have our own kits, the two pink boxes both full of matching make-up sets, eyeshadows and mascara and eyeliner, false nails, false eyelashes, blushes, creams, lip sticks and lip gloss, nail-polish, eyelash curlers, tweezers, brushes.  She talks us through colours to emphasise our eyes and natural complexions, me with greens and pinks and silvers, Jayden with browns and reds and purples, both of us with blacks.
She gives us both fake fingernails, long and shaped, mine bright pink, Jayden’s dark red, attaching them with glue.  I wiggle my fingers, admiring how dainty and pretty my hands seem, look to Jayden, his nails sexy, and I wonder how his fingers would look wrapped around my cock and my cage throbs with a dull ache that is almost pleasurable.
“These are very tough so they won’t chip or break, and the glue is particularly strong.  They’ll last a week at least, and I’d suggest not trying to remove them unless you want to hurt yourself.”  Lilith says.
A week with no way to remove them.  The thought makes me tingle, my head spinning.
Next Lilith works on our eyes, false eyelashes, blended eyeshadow, mascara, eye-liner.  She adds foundation and blush to our cheeks to make our faces softer, telling us to aim for a subtle glow.  She finishes with our lips, mine pink to match my nails, Jayden’s red to match his.  Over this she adds a glittering gloss.
Lilith steps back and looks over us both, smiling, nodding.  Her eyes narrow and her lips purse.
“You’ll both need a hair cut at some point soon, to accentuate your looks, but luckily you’ve both got enough to work with.”  She says.
She works on my hair first, teasing and styling, adding product, then moves to Jayden.  I am impatient to see what I look like, what my best friend looks like, fearful I will not be pretty or as feminine as I imagine, hopeful that I will be sexy, girly.
“Done.  You both look adorable.  Now, both of you stand up together and face the mirror so you can see yourselves and each other.  Then tell me what you think.”  Lilith says.
I take a deep breath, feel Jayden sat behind me stiffen.  We rise together, turn slowly to face the mirror.  My hear stops as I see our reflections.
Jayden is stunning, my best friend transformed into a pretty, sexy, feminine bunny-girl, hotter than any of the ones we saw in the casino, but my reflection makes my belly flutter and my caged cock ache in delight. 
I am remade, no longer a drab, small, dull boy, but am transformed into a gorgeous, glamourous, sexy, desirable girl.  I blink, smile, unable to contain my euphoria.
“Wow…”  Jayden whispers.
“We look… amazing.”  I say.
Lilith smiles.  She moves in behind.
“I’m glad you like how you look.  I know there are going to many men tonight appreciating just how lovely you two are.”  She says.
I stare at my reflection, at Jayden’s reflection.  The eyeshadow and false eye lashes and mascara and eyeliner have made our eyes brighter, larger, innocent and cute.  Our lips look plump, wet and full, inviting.  Our features are softer, the blush and foundation subtly changing the way our faces appear and our hair is now distinctly girlish, styled cute and playfully.  Even our hands seem sexual now, our nails bright and long, delicate, dainty—made to tease and play with cocks I think, blushing.
In our bunny-girl outfits we are sexy, desirable, beautiful, long smooth legs in fishnets, wide hips, our butts exposed, full and plump, our posture in our high heels forcing us to stand so they stick out.  I strike a pose, grinning at the sexy girl in the mirror who mimics me, my reflection.  My mind is racing, my caged cock an agony of delight.  Beside me Jayden copies me.  We look adorable and I feel giddy with a rush of joy.
“Looking as you do though, and given your jobs tonight, we need to do something about your names.  Pete and Jayden are no names for sexy girls like you.”  Lilith says.
I look back over my shoulder at her.  My heart skips at her suggestion.
“How about Petal and Jasmine.”  Lilith says.
I smile.  Beside me Jasmine smiles.  We both nod, happy, neither of us resisting.  My new name fills me with a sense of belonging.
“Good girls.  Now, since you’re quite happy, how about you show me how you walk in those slutty heels.”
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Lilith shows us over and over, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, and we copy her.  I watch Petal, the click of her heels, the sway of her hips, her ass, the way she wiggles mesmerising, erotic, and my caged cock throbs.
“Better, now you Jasmine.”  Lilith says.
I step off, walk, deliberate steps.  It has not been easy but I am beginning to get the hang of it, focus on the placement of my feet, remembering to roll my hips, allowing my ass to sway.  The sensation is a buzzing pleasure, the way my thighs rub together, my exposed butt, the caress of my leotard.  The click of my heels sends shivers up my spine as I strut across the room.
“Excellent.  You’ve come so far, learning to walk and serve and curtsey like such good girls.  You behave like this tonight and you’ll be earning plenty in tips.”
I smile.  More tips means paying off the debt faster and that’s why we’re doing all this I tell myself, though I am unable to deny how right it all feels, how my reflection makes me grin, how my bunny uniform makes my skin tingle with pleasure.
“However, there’s one last little detail.  I want you to walk past me, both of you, remembering how to wiggle and strut, keep your head up, ass out, think and act sexy.”  Lilith says.
I smile, take a deep breath.  Petal’s freckled cheeks are pink and rosy, her green eyes sparkling.  We both step off, walk toward Lilith, heel to toe, hips rolling, butts swaying.  I watch her as she watches me, both of us grinning, admiring each other.
Lilith studies us, nodding.  As we pass her she moves, quickly her hand falling to slap us, one hand on each of our butts, the impact loud, painful, grabbing a handful of flesh and squeezing, hard.  I squeal even as Petal cries out, shock and pain.  We both whimper and moan and Lilith molests us.
“Not bad, but you’ll need to be able to control yourself and keep walking no matter what happens.  The men in the executive lounge will take quite the liking to you I’m sure so you can expect to be slapped and pinched and groped.”
Lilith squeezes harder and I bite my lip to keep from crying out, my caged cock throbbing, delicious agony.  Petals stares at me, eyes wide, pleasure and pain.
“Just remember what I’ve shown you, don’t let them distract you, and remember to always smile, be polite, and say thank you.  Flirt and enjoy yourselves, that’ll earn you more tips.”  Lilith says.
The thought of letting men openly molest and grope me, the thought of seeing them slapping and touching Petal, my best friend, makes my belly clench and my heart flutter, a maelstrom of emotions, excitement and jealousy and envy and lust.  I imagine serving a group of men alongside Petal, a pair of sexy, pretty bunny-girls, flirting with men, letting them touch us, caress us, molest us, our movements and bodies exciting them, our faces drawing lustful stares, their cocks growing hard for us, and I whimper.  I stare at Petal and she smile, nervous, green eyes sparkling, and the way she squirms as Lilith squeezes her ass makes my ball tense.
“Now, it’s almost time for your first shift.  What’s say I show you two where you’ll be working.”  Lilith says.




Chapter 6.
Jasmine and I stand nervously by the bar, the room heaving, bustling.  It is crowded with men—some dressed in suits, others more casually in jeans and shirts, most in small groups though there are a few large parties, and a few men sit alone—chatting, drinking, reading their newspapers or working on laptops.  On one side of the room is a low stage that is empty.  I am nervous, my heart racing, and I am dizzy, the room heaving, spinning.
We are both dressed in our bunny uniforms, leotard and fishnets, our bunny tails and ears, collars and cuffs and bowties, our high heels.  I have the knack of walking in them now but I still feel precarious, self-conscious.  I look up across the bar and see my reflection stood next to Jasmine’s.  We are both pretty, feminine, girly, our make-up perfect, our faces beautiful, our hair styles, our clothes shaping our smooth, petite bodies—there is a buzzing euphoria as I see myself so pretty, so sexy, so feminine—but I cannot help fearing that someone will notice.  Perhaps the cage will not be enough to keep someone from noticing that we are not like the other girls.
The thought that someone will discover our secret terrifies me, but the thought that they will not, that they will think I am a sexy bunny-girl, that they will look at me with lust and desire, excites me, makes me squirm, my freckled cheeks growing hot.  From the way Jasmine stands, fidgeting, her expression, I can tell that she too is nervous, struggling with conflicting emotions.
“It’s quite simple.  You collect drinks from the bar and take them to the tables, serving them as I showed you.  If you notice anyone trying to attract your attention approach and ask them if they need anything.  Be polite, friendly, but not overly friendly.  Flirt but don’t fuck is the general rule.”  Lilith says.
I blush and beside me Jasmine blushes.  The thought that the men might want to fuck me excites me, that Lilith feels she has to warn me not to let them fuck me unsettles me.
“If anyone is sat without a drink ask if they need anything, but don’t pester.  Engage in conversation, as though they were close friends.  Anyone in the executive lounge is a valued customer so treat them as such.  Any orders you collect bring to the bar and wait for the drinks to be prepared.  Is that understood?”  Lilith says.
I nod, beside me Jasmine nods.  My belly is in knots.  I glance across the room.  Numerous girls are working, all dressed as Jasmine and I are dressed, pretty, sexy, flirtatious bunny-girls.  They are all gorgeous, their bodies curvy, legs long, smooth, their butts exposed in their tight leotards, wiggling and swaying as they walk in their heels.  A few have figures similar to mine and Jasmine’s, petite and lithe, but most are more curvaceous, wider hips, larger butts, full heavy breasts with their cleavage exposed. 
My caged cock stirs as I watch them.  All of them are stunning, but as I look back to Jasmine I cannot deny that my best friend is sexier, her black hair, brown eyes, her cute, subtle curves, the secret she hides under her leotard, caged as I am.  The memory of how it felt in my hand thrills me.
“Good girls.  Now, off you go.  I’ll be sitting at the bar to keep an eye on you.  Just remember what I taught you and you’ll be fine.”   She says, ginning.
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“May… may I get your order Sirs?”  I ask.
My voice trembles, betraying my nervousness. I try maintain the voice I have been practicing, soft and light and feminine, an almost innocent, shy girly tone.  Beside me Petal stands close, her presence comforting, reassuring.
The two men look at us and smile.  They are both dressed formally, in smart suits, white shirts, no ties.  They are relaxed, confident, grinning, both of them older than us, handsome, a masculine aura of confidence and charisma that makes me feel weak and small and meek.  There is a well spring of humiliation and shame at my situation, dressed and made-up as I am in front of them, a pretty, sexy, bunny-girl, made worse by the fact that I am enjoying it.
The way they look at us, their eyes roaming our bodies, running up from our heels, over our legs, hips, butts, gliding up our waists, chests, lingering as they make eye contact, makes my caged cock ache in ways that I cannot describe.
“You seem a little nervous.  And I’ve not seen you two before.  Are you girls new here?”  The older of the two, a man with greying hair, asks.
His blue eyes sparkle.  I nod.
“Yes, we… we started today.  You’re our first customers.”  Petal says.  “Sir.”
The man’s smile widens and his friend, younger but still older than us, grins.  They glance at each other briefly before looking back to us.
“First eh, well I consider us privileged.  Now, why don’t you let us have a better look at the pair of you before we order.”  The man says.
My heart flutters.  I look to Petal and she nods, a quick movement of her head, her freckled cheeks pink, green eyes eager but nervous.  We have practiced for this, we know what to do.  We are to flirt, be polite, entertain as well as serve.  The way the two men are watching me, their eyes fixed on me, on Petal, makes me squirm in wonderful ways.
“Of course Sirs.”  I say, smiling.
I lift my arms slightly so they are away from my sides and Petal does the same.  I totter on my heels and turn on the spot, small movements of my feet, heels clicking.  My hips sway and my butt wiggles, subtle movements, and I am grinning, belly fluttering.  I two men grin, nodding, and I notice other men turning to watch us as we both turn, displaying our bodies, their eyes lecherous, greedy, gazes admiring.  I feel pretty, buzzing, a thrill running up my spine.  I look to Petal, my beautiful best friend, and she too is smiling.
“Very nice.  Very nice indeed.  Maybe you can make a point of serving us all night.”  The older man says.
Petal and I stop turning, turned back to face them.  Behind us I can almost feel the stares of men on my ass, legs.
“Of course Sirs.  It would be our privilege.”  Petal says.
The men smile.  Their eyes roam our bodies, our faces.  I cannot help but shift, wiggling slightly, enjoying they way they watch my movements, the men behind staring at my ass as I shift my hips.  Beside me I notice Petal doing the same, the way she stands deliberate, provocative.
“So… how about you tell us your names.  I’m Steve, and my college here is Jim.”  The older man says.
I bow my head.
“I’m Jasmine.”  I say.
“And I’m Petal.”  Petal says.
“Beautiful names for beautiful girls.”  Steve says.
“Thank you.”  Petal says—she giggles, a nervous, girlish laughter.
“So… what would like to drink?”  I ask.
Steve and Jim both smile.  Steve reaches out one hand to brush his fingers up the outside of my thigh.  The touch is almost electric and I shudder, skin tingling.  I notice Jim following Steve’s lead, his hand reaching out to touch Petal behind her knee, a gentle, brief caress, and Petal grins, freckled cheeks blushing.
I do not pull away and neither does Petal.  I moan slightly, quietly, the contact, the way the older man is so confident, demanding, his desire for me, thinking me pretty, sexy, makes my caged cock throb.
“Well, I suppose you two aren’t on the menu.  So how about two beers.” Steve says.
I nod.  My heart is thundering.  Around us other bunny-girls, pretty and sexy, are serving drinks to other men, bending over to show their butts, wiggling to attract looks, flirting, being touched.  That I am one of them excites me, humiliates me.
“Of course Sirs.  We’ll be right back.”  I say.
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“Your drinks.”  Jasmine says.
The two men, Steve and Jim, look up at us.  I am carrying one tray with one drink and jasmine is carrying a tray with the other.  As we walk we take deliberate steps, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, hips rolling, ass swaying.  Men watch us, eye us, their stares greedy and hungry, predatory, and I am grinning.  I am pretty, feminine, sexy, and am wanted.  The sensation is a pleasure, a joy, addictive.
“Just put them on the table please Jasmine.”  Steve says.
“You can put mine here Petal.”  Jim says. 
They have remembered our names.  They want us, admire us, think we are beautiful.  My caged cock aches with a glorious frustrating that fills me with pleasure, a tingle running up my spine.
I move to the table, wiggling, strutting, my movements deliberately sexy, sensual, grinning as eyes watch me.  The way the men in the room look at me, notice me, the desire they have for me, is a joy I have never known.  I have a power over them that is glorious.
I wonder what they might do to me given the chance, what they might make me do.  I shudder at the thought, blushing.  The idea of submitting to these men who want me, serving them, pleasuring them, being pleasured by them, shames me, but I cannot deny how much it appeals to me.
I move to Jim’s side as Jasmine moves to Steve’s.  We bend at our waists, keeping our legs as straight as we can, and curve our backs to emphasise our butts as we have been taught.  I lean forward and lift the glass from the tray—several men turning to stare at my ass, at Jasmine’s ass, and I cannot stop myself from wiggling as though to encourage them, grinning.
As I go to put the glass down, both my hands full, Jim moves slightly.  His hand reaches out, runs up the back of my leg, sliding up to my ass.  He grips my butt, watching me, squeezing one cheek hard.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering as he gropes me and notice that Jasmine is in the same situation as me.
“You know you really are very pretty.”  Jim whispers to me.
His hand is still on my ass.  I smile, blushing.  I put his drink down on the table and glance at him.  I flutter my eye lashes, giggle, unable to stop myself. 
“Thank you.”  I say, my voice soft, sexy, sensual.
As I rise to stand again I wiggle slightly, push back, pressing my butt into Jim’s hand.  He squeezes my ass, groping, his fingers caressing my flesh, sliding towards my crack.  His hand is strong, his grip forceful.  I look at him and smile.  Beside me Jasmine is also standing now, Steve fondling her butt, her smooth bronze skin, squeezing.
“Is there anything else you need right now?”  Jasmine asks.
Steve smiles.  I do not move, do not pull away from Jim’s grip, his touch pleasant, a shiver running up my spine, my cage cock a delicious agony.  He wants me, desires me, is hungry for me.  I am a pretty, sexy bunny-girl
“Just your company.  But I know you two have work to do so we won’t demand too much.  Just be sure to come by often and say hello.”  Jim says.
As I smile at him, his hand groping my ass, he pulls his wallet out from his jacket pocket.  He takes a note out, a folded slip of paper, and slips it under the leg of my leotard.  Beside me Steve has done the same to Jasmine.
“We’ll be looking forward to more of your lovely company girls.”  Steve says.
“Thank you.”  Jasmine says.
Jasmine and I both step back, Jim and Steve releasing us, and, as we have been taught, we both curtesy for the two men, an elaborate and formal gesture of service and gratitude.  The men grin, around us lascivious stares, watching us, our legs, butts, bodies.  I tingle, shivering, a subtle, humiliating thrill.
We both stand up, turn, and head off, back through the room wiggling, our hips rolling, the gaze of the men around us following us.  I blush, hot, caged cock aching.  I look to Jasmine and smile.
“I… that was actually kinda fun.”  I say.
I reach down and pluck the note out from the leg of my leotard.  My first tip.  Earned not just for serving them but for letting them touch me.  Jasmine giggle, nods, almost coy.
“It was, wasn’t it.”  She says.
As we walk music starts and the lights dim.  In the corner of the room, where the stage is, three of the serving bunny-girls get up to stand on display.  Men turn to watch and Jasmine and I stop to stare.  As the music continues the three begin to dance, twisting and wiggling and gyrating.  They dance, do not strip, but make an elaborate show of it, moving close to each other, dancing in time, sensual sexual movements that make me ache.
As the music continues they move around the stage and men move forwards to hold up notes, slipping them into the girls’ leotards and the girls stop for a moment to wiggle and strut and show off, allowing hands to touch them, grope them, fondle them.
I wonder what it would be like to dance like that, to be watched like that, so many men staring at me, rewarding me for showing off my body.  The thought makes me whimper and I bite my bottom lip to keep from making a sound.
As the music dies down the lights come back up and the girls step down off the stage, their tips sticking out from the legs and tops of their uniforms.  They are all flush, grinning, happy and excited.
I turn to Jasmine and I can tell she is as flustered as I am.  Ahead of us, at a table, a group of five men look up.  They have been staring at us off and on all night.  One of them raises his arm.
“Girl… a little service please.”  He says, voice polite, but insistent.
I nod, grin.
“Of course Sirs.”  I say.
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We arrive back at our room exhausted, but giddy, flustered, a thrumming excitement that won’t leave.  My body aches in so many new and wonderful ways.  We have both been fondled, pinched, spanked, caressed, groped.  We were popular, very popular, and the memory of so many hands touching me makes me shudder.
“That was…”  Petal flops on her bed.
She looks as exhausted as I feel, but she is still grinning, buzzing.  Her face is pretty, freckled cheek flush.  I look at her and smile, sit down on my bed, dropping the bundle of notes that represents our combined tips beside me.
“Yeah.  That was quite something.”  I say.
Both of us are still using our girly voices now, our movements still flirty, feminine, as though unwilling to shed our new personas, but neither of us mention it.  Out of the corner of my eye I see my reflection in the mirror, Jasmine, beautiful and sexy in my bunny-girl uniform, and my heart soars.
“We did quite well too I thought.  Plus those tips… and all we had to do was enjoy ourselves and have a little fun.”  I say.
Petal sits up, looks at me.  She gazes at me, admiring me as I admire her.  She is beautiful.
“You enjoyed it didn’t you?”  She asks.
I nod, blushing as I admit the truth.  She grins. 
“So did you.”  I say.
She nods, gnawing on her bottom lip.  Her green eyes are dazzling and I want to touch her, want her to touch me.
“How much did we make?”  Petal asks.
I turn to look at the pile of notes.  I do a quick, rough count, and my expression falls.
“Not that much, not compared to our debt.”
Petal looks at me.  She frowns.
“I know it was kinda fun, but… I don’t really want to be stuck here forever, at least… not without a choice.”  She says.
“I know.  But what can we do?”  I ask.
Petal grins, staring at me almost as though she is starving.  My skin prickles, a shiver running up my spine.
“I have an idea, if you’re willing to work with me.”  She says.




Chapter 7.
“What was it you wanted to show me?”  Lilith asks.
Jasmine and I stand side by side, dressed in our bunny-girl uniforms.  I slept only a little last night but am not tired, am too excited, too nervous to feel fatigued.
We were up early, to get ready and do our make-up, make a good impression, and we practiced into the early hours, over and over until it felt right, natural, and we were confident.  At the start it had been awkward, though fun, laughter and failure, fits of flustered giggling.  Finally though we established an understanding, a coordination, and it became something more, a thrilling  exchange between the two of us that was charged and passionate and almost dangerous.  Just the memory of those last few practice sessions make my caged cock ache and had it not been for our cages last night I am certain there would have a lot more than practicing happening.
I turn to Jasmine and smile, nod once, and she nods back at me.  We are both ready, confident if not certain.  I turn back to Lilith and stand with shoulders back, head up, chest and butt sticking out.  In my sexy bunny-girl uniform I am poised, self-assured, glamourous and beautiful, desired.  It feels comfortable, right, and my freckled cheeks are flush.
“We want to show you a routine we’ve come up with.”  I say—my voice is feminine, Petal’s voice almost natural now so that I use it without thinking, my mind and body aligned, pretty and girly.
Lilith stares at me for a moment, glances at Jasmine, then breaks into a wide smile.  It is obvious she is pleased, almost smug, a confident satisfaction.
“A routine?  I assume you mean dancing.”
I nod.  Jasmine nods.
“So… I suppose the question is why?  Why are you showing me this and why have you come up with it?”  Lilith says.
I take a deep breath.  Jasmine looks at me—it is my idea, my routine, and it was me who convinced her.
“We want to dance, on the stage, tonight.  We saw the girl yesterday, saw how much they made in tips.  We want to try.  So we can pay back our debt faster.”  I say.
Lilith’s smile shifts.  She studies me, Jasmine, looking over our uniforms, our shaved bodies, lithe and trim and petite, the exposed flesh of our butts, our make-up, heels.  We look good, almost flawless after hours of getting ready, and as Lilith inspects us I glance at my reflection, the pretty, sexy girl in the mirror, stood next to her beautiful friend.  I smile, happy, buzzing at the sight of myself looking so feminine, my heart swelling with a bright joy.
“And what makes you think you’re ready?  The girls who dance are expected to be of a certain standard, to ensure we keep our guests entertained.  Yes, you can earn a lot of tips, but you need to be good, entertaining.  It’s not just like anyone can get up there and dance and please our clients.  They expect a certain… something.”  Lilith says.
I nod.  My smile does not falter.  My confidence does not falter.  I am Petal, beautiful, glamourous, sexy, pretty, and I have my best friend Jasmine with me.
“That’s why we want to show you.  So you can tell us if we’re good enough or not.”  I say.
Lilith nods, eyes narrow.  She stares at me for a moment.
“And what about the something special?  What is unique and entertaining about your dancing?”  She asks.
I look to Jasmine.  She is nervous, unsure, but I smile, turn back to Lilith.
“We’ll dance together, as a pair.  The routine is quite… intimate… between the two of us.  Like you said we work well together and look good together.”  I say.
Lilith laughs, lightly, pleased.  She nods.
“Very well then.  Show me.  If you’re good enough I’ll make sure you get the chance to dance tonight.”
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The music starts, a low, strong, thrumming beat, sensual and erotic, resonant.  The music fills the room and I watch as Petal switches off most of the lights, dropping the room into a semi-dusk.  She turns back to face me and I am frozen, still.  My heart is thundering.
When she suggested this, dancing, on stage, I had been reluctant, but she was persuasive, and confident, convincing.  When we practiced, the first time, to see how it felt, just the two of us, it had been fun, even the clumsy mistakes a joy.  Being close to her, dancing with her, my best friend so pretty, so sexy, looking at me with eyes full of desire, was a special kind of pleasure.
The routine had gotten easier, more elaborate, steamier, and I’d enjoyed it, thrown myself willingly into it, still just the two of us moving together to the slow grinding music, my caged cock throbbing, an agony of longing and lust as my best friend moved against me, with me, me touching her, her touching me, her body, her face—just the memory made me weak, whimpering. 
Petal nods, encouraging me.  We are to begin, perform in front of Lilith, an audience of only one but already I am unsure.  How will I ever manage to dance on stage if I feel like this?
Petal takes a step towards me, the start of the routine, and I know what is expected of me.  I step towards Petal, rolling my hips, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  My heels click to the beat and we approach, swaying, strutting, wiggling, and then we stop, inches from each other, staring into the others eyes.
My heart races, belly flutters.  Petal’s eyes are a dazzling green, her lips plump and glossy and I want to embrace her.
She shifts, begins to grins, wiggling with her feet in place.  I follow her lead, moving in time with her, slow, sensual, our bodies close but never touching.  I can smell her, the soap and musk, her breath warm, her body soft, so close.  I want to reach out and take her, hold her, have her hold me.
I become lost, focussed on my best friend.  Lilith and the room fade away until there is only the music and the dance, me and my best friend, Petal and Jasmine, two pretty, sexy girls dancing, flirting, teasing each other.  My cock pulses, painful but pleasant, yearning.
We step together, move around each other, heads tracking the other, turning and spinning and grinding and swaying, ass wiggling, hips rolling, bending and dipping, arms entwining but never touching.  It is an agony, to be so close but not to have, locked, desperate, needy, pining for her.  The look in her eyes, her smile, tells me she feels the same, wants me.  I am sexy, pretty and my best friend lusts for me as I lust for her.
We dance, together, the music carrying our movements, our playful flirtations.  A tingle runs up my spine and I watch Petal’s lips, longing to kiss her.  The music drums and we dance together, both of us grinning. 
The beat drums, and the music fades.  As it quiets there is applause and I am snapped back to the room.  I stop as Petal stops and we both turn, see Lilith, sat watching us, smiling, clapping.
“Well done!  Both of you… that was quite the show.”  She says.
My head is spinning, floating.  I grin, glad for the compliment.
“I have only two comments, but on the whole it was very impressive.”
“You mean we can dance on stage?”  Petal asks.
Lilith nods.  The thought of being watched as I dance with my best friend fills me with dread and thrills me.
“I think so, if you’re willing to take my comments into consideration.”
“Of course.”  Petal says—her voice is eager, enthusiastic.
She looks at me and she is grinning and I know she is excited at the prospect of dancing with me.  I cannot deny that some part of me too is excited, wanting to be seen with her, watched as we each excite the other, a sexy, pretty pair of bunny-girls.
“First, you should touch each other more.  Don’t be afraid to caress each other.  You have an amazing chemistry and you should use it.”
Petal and I nod.  Touching her will be easy, though controlling myself will be more difficult.
“And?”  Petal says.
Lilith grins, smirking.
“I have an idea.  Something for you to wear when you dance together.  I’ll go get it now.  I’m sure it’ll add an extra spark to your performance.  Agree to wear it and I’ll arrange a slot for you on the stage.”  Lilith says.
Petal nods before I can speak.  She agrees for the both of us.  Lilith’s smile widens, predatory, smug.  She rises slowly to her feet.
“I’ll be back in just a little while.”  She says.
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Lilith returns with two small boxes, black, each wrapped with a pink ribbon.  She hands one to each of us.  The box is heavier than it looks.
“One for each of you.  You should… wear them, before your shift starts.  They’ll be sure to help you enjoy yourselves, and give a little something extra to your dance routine.”  Lilith says.
“Thank you.”  I say.
“Thank you.”  Jasmine says.
“Now, open them, both of you.”  Lilith says.
I turn to my box, tug the ribbon off, lift off the lid.  Inside there are layers of pink paper that I unfold and within, nestled at the bottom, sits a clear bottle and an odd metal lump, a large bulb at one end attached to a thin neck, a disc at the bottom with a pink gemstone attached to it.  My heart stalls.
“Well?  Aren’t you excited?”  Lilith says.
“It’s…”  I stall, unable to finish.
“A plug…”  Jasmine says.
“Yes.  Your first I assume, thought probably not your last.  Isn’t it exciting!  Now, why don’t you both help each other put them in, then we can head off to work, see if we can’t sign you both up for a stage show tonight.”
“Help each other?”  I ask.
Lilith grins, nods.  She looks between me and Jasmine as though we are both as excited as she obviously is.
“Of course.  It’s a lot more fun that way, and I figure you’re both so close.  Now, go on.”
I turn to Jasmine and she turns to me.  We both smile, both obviously nervous.  She nods, biting her bottom lip as I bite mine.  My cheeks are hot.
I feel small, weak, humiliated and ashamed, my caged cock throbbing, but I cannot deny that the thought excites me.  Being plugged by my best friend as I plug her.  Two pretty girls touching each other, full.  Thinking about how it might feel inside of me, snug and heavy, shifting as I move around, as I wiggle as I walk, as I sway as I dance, makes me moan.
“I don’t mind… I mean… if you don’t… and, well, it might be fun?”  Jasmine says.
Her expression looks how I feel, uncertain, excited, nervous, curious.  I smile and she smiles back.
“Sure.  It can’t hurt to try I suppose.  And it might make the dance a little more… exciting.”  I say.
Jasmine’s smile widens.  She looks down at her box, rummages in the pink paper, pulls out a plug that is the same as mine, holding it gently, inviting.
“I… I’d be willing to go first.”  I say—my voice is trembling, my belly fluttering, but I cannot deny my curiosity.
Jasmine grins at me.  She nods.
“Well, if you bend over and pull your leotard and tights to the side I can just… err… put it in.  I’ll be gentle.  Then, if you want, you can do me.”  She says.
I nod. 
“Of course.  You then me.  We can do each other.”  I say.
Jasmine smiles at me, nodding.  She is stunning and I struggle to seem calm, to not betray how eager I am.
I move to the bed, bending over with my heels on the floor, one arm on the bed as I lean forwards.  With my other hand I reach back, grasping the fabric of my leotard and tight, pull them aside to expose my ass, my crack, my puckered hole.  I lie still, trembling, nervous and eager, anticipating what is to come.
“Just go slow and use lots of lube, fingers first.  Be gentle but firm.”  Lilith says to Jasmine.
She moves towards the bed and crouches down to look into my face.  She is smiling, grinning, aware that I am desperate, enjoying watching me suffer and squirm.
“And you just remember to breath, slow in and out.  When Jasmine pushes you push out.  It’ll slip in easier that way.”
I nod.  Jasmine steps in behind me, the click of her heels almost ominous now and I am shivering, a thrill running up my spine.
A cold trickle runs over my ass, slides down my crack, the lube cool, slick, wet, and I whimper.  A hand runs over my flesh, caressing my cheeks, squeezing, fondling, and then fingers glide in towards my crack, achingly slow, teasing.  I wiggle without thinking, inviting the touch, wanting more.  I curve my back to lift my butt higher.
“You really want this don’t you?”  Jasmine asks.
I nod, breathing hard.  I cannot lie.
“I do… I want it… I want you…”  I say.
Fingers slip along my crack, slick and lubricated, run over my entrance.  I shudder, moan, the sensation filling me with pleasure.  My caged cock aches, throbbing, balls taught.  I want more, need more.
Jasmine teases circling, the sensation heaven, a pleasure I cannot describe and have never imagined.  I am a pretty, sexy girl being played with by my best friend, a sexy, beautiful bunny-girl.  The thought makes my heart race and my mind go numb.
Jasmine presses, her fingertip slipping in, slowly, penetrating me, filling me.  I moan out loud, unable to contain myself.  Lilith laughs, smiling, encouraging.
“See, she likes it.”  Lilith says.
I nod.  I do like it and I want more.
Jasmine presses harder, more or her finger slipping in, deeper, filling me.  There is more pressure at my entrance, a second finger, and I feel my hole spreading, gaping, split wider as another finger enters me.  Jasmine’s fingers slip in and out, curling round to stroke my inner walls and my caged cock trickles a thin stream of precum.  I whine, whimper, thrust back, grinding my hips to take more, wanting to be filled, split wide.
My mind goes blank as I fuck myself on my best friend’s fingers, a sense of bliss as a third finger presses at my entrance, teasing, forcing its way in.  My hole opens.  I am breathing hard, flush, eager.
“I think that’s enough to open her up.”  Lilith says.  “Now the plug.”
Jasmine pulls her fingers back, slips them out of me and I whine at the loss, suddenly empty, thrust back for more, wiggling to invite her but I am denied.  Lilith slaps my butt, lightly, playfully.
“Such an eager, dirty, naughty girl.”  Lilith says.
I smile, whimpering in longing.  I nod, admitting the truth, branded by Lilith’s words.
Behind me Jasmine shifts then something cool and hard presses at my slick, gaping hole.  I moan loudly, wanting it.  I press back as Jasmine presses gently forward, easing the bulbous head of the plug into me.  My hole spreads, forced wider and wider.  The plug is massive, far more than Jasmine’s fingers but I need it, am unwilling to go unfilled.
The pressure builds, my entrance aching, a dull pain as I am forced open.  I press back, wiggling my hips, my ass, Jasmine pressing the plug into me.  The sensation of the bulbous head of the plug, hard and cool, slick and smooth, entering me is delicious and I am grinning, buzzing, caged cock aching, a bright knot of joy in my belly expanding.
The pressure builds and then, just as I feel I am at my limit it pops in, slipping suddenly past my entrance and sliding deep, filling me, my hole closing tight around the neck to hold it in place, squeezing it, the jewelled disc snug in my crack.  It feels massive, pressing on a brilliant spot of pleasure, and as I squirm, wiggling, writhing, it shifts, the pleasure intense, a tingle running up my spine, my body alive with a new, glorious sensation, shivering.
“Wow…”  I say, breathless.
I clench and the plug slips a little deeper and I squirm, almost fucking myself with the slick, prominent mass that fills me.  My cock, caged and useless, limp, is agony, drooling precum, my belly fluttering with erotic tension and joy.
“Is it nice?”  Jasmine asks.
I look back over my shoulder at her, grinning, nodding.  I let my tight and leotard slip back into place, my plug nestled inside my ass.
“It’s… amazing.”  I say.
Jasmine smiles.  She looks nervous, excited.
“You looked so hot.”  She says.
I bite my bottom lip.  My cheeks are hot, flush.  I sit up and the plug moves inside of me, as though fucking me, pressing on my inner walls, the sensation intense and wonderful.  My head is spinning, light and floating on a joyous euphoria.  The thought of seeing Jasmine in the same position as I was in, of doing to her what she did to me, makes my balls tighten, my hole clenching on my plug, the sensation divine.
“Now… how about you bend over and show me your ass.”  I say.  “Afterall, it’s your turn now.”
Jasmine smiles, moves quickly, obviously eager.  I watch as she offers herself up to me and the sight of her as she pulls her tight and leotard to the side, exposing her butt, her hole, is stunning.




Chapter 8.
I stand at the bar, to the side, next to Petal, both of us anxious, nervous, adrenaline coursing as my heart flutters, racing.  The bar is busy, barely any empty seats, and it is raucous.  Men in suits, dressed casually, in groups and in pairs and alone, sat drinking, served by the other bunny-girls, all of them pretty, sexy, like us, as we wait for the music to start, our que to climb up onto the stage.
We are not the first to dance, several other girls, alone or in small groups, have danced, to much applause and cheering, the vast tips they receive their praise.  All of them have been amazing, their movements erotic, sexual, teasing and playful—their dancing makes my body hot, my caged cock aching and throbbing at the sight of them, my hole clenching on the plug that fills me, shifting around to caress my inner walls as I shift my hips, the sensation pleasant, stimulating me, a tingle spreading out—their routines polished, graceful, so that I cannot help but apprehensive about our coming performance, insecure and uncertain.
I stare over the room, the men gathered loud now, boisterous, their voices raucous and their hands freely touching the bunny-girls that serve them, caressing legs, butts, pinching, slapping.  I shudder, remembering those hands touching me only minutes earlier as Petal and I had served drinks, a few of our customers returned from last night just to see us, flirt with us, touch us.  The thought that they desire me, want me, makes me smile, wiggle, biting my bottom lip, my plug shifting inside of me.
I turn to Petal and her face is flush, freckled cheeks pink, green eyes sparking.  In her bunny-girl uniform—fishnets and heels and leotard, cuffs and collar and bow tie, her white fluffy tail and ears—with her face made-up, she is pretty, sexy, beautiful, and the memory of how she squirmed as I slipped the plug into her, of how it had felt as she had slipped my plug into me, makes be whimper.
“Ready?”  She whispers.
I laugh.  I shake my head.
“Not really, but no turning back now.”  I say.
Petal grins.  She looks at me with an expression that makes my belly flutter and I feel pretty, sexy, as though I can do anything.
Behind us the lights in the room dim.  Music starts, our song.  I take a deep breath and turn to the stage and together Petal and I move towards it, climb up.
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All eyes in the room are on us, the men in the bar as well as the barmaid and the other bunny-girls, all of them stopped to watch.  At the bar, sat on a stool sipping a cocktail, is Lilith, smiling at us, nodding to encourage us.  My heart drums, almost drowning out the music.
The beat thrums, slow, sensual, and I turn away from the crowd to face Jasmine as she turns to face me, just as we rehearsed.  The audience are silent, staring at us, waiting for us to begin, expectant.  I take a deep breath and start to move and Jasmine moves with me.
We sway, slightly at first, but become bolder, our movements more exaggerated.  Our dance is slower than the others we have seen, but more sensual, focussed on each other rather than the audience.  We sway, wiggle, hips rolling, writhing.  We move closer to each other, hands almost caressing each other, our faces inches apart, breath hot, eyes locked.  Jasmine is beautiful, sexy, my pretty best friend.
The beat drums and I let it lead me, my movements, stepping around Jasmine, circling her as she circles me, my ass wiggling, strutting, swaying, writing.  My hands slide around Jasmine, run up her body without touching her just as she teases me.  She is so close I can feel her body’s heat, my cage cock throbbing, a glorious agony.
As I move, dancing in time with Jasmine, teasing her as she teases me, the plug inside me moves, shifting as I sway and wiggle, caressing me, my hole clenching around it, squeezing, pressing it deeper, slipping into me as though fucking me, the heavy, dense, smooth metal pressing against a bright spot of pleasure within me.  From Jasmine’s expression, eyes wide, bright, her face flush, I can tell that she too is aroused, teased by me and the plug I slipped into her earlier.
The way the plug shifts, sometimes pressing into me, pleasuring me, sometimes slipping out slightly, causes me to move almost unconsciously in a way to get more, rolling my hips, wiggling my butt, clenching and unclenching to feel more, wanting more, the plug slipping and shifting inside of me, teasing me, pressing and rubbing and caressing my inner walls.  The bright spot of pleasure grows and grows, expanding, a taught knot in my belly.
My caged cock is agony, bliss, and I float on a cloud of euphoria.  As we move I catch glimpses of the audience, all of them watching us, eyes fixed, silent, rapt, their expression lustful, greedy, appreciative.  They think we’re pretty, sexy, glamourous, and they want us, want to watch us, touch us, fuck us.  I moan at the thought, biting my bottom lip.
Jasmine’s hand slips, too close, and as she lifts it her fingers graze my upper though, my ass.  The contact is almost electric and I whimper.  Without thinking I reach out to touch her, my hand pressing on her upper back, running down to her butt as we writhe in time with each other and the beat of the music.  My hand slips down to her ass, smooth and round and firm, soft, and I squeeze, pulling her into me.  Jasmine does not resist, falls into me and her hands roam up to my back, along my arms.
Our bodies press into each other, move in time, hands caressing, squeezing, face close, lips a hair’s breadth apart.  I am grinning; Jasmine is grinning.
We grind against each other, the hard bulge of her cage pressing against the hard bulge of mine, aching, throbbing, agony and delight.  We roll our hips in time, wiggling out butts, the plugs shifting inside of us, and my breathing becomes ragged, my body hot, mind giddy, thoughts and emotions a jumbled mess.
I caress Jasmine, fondle and grope her as we dance, just as she molests me.  The room is silent and the audience is forgotten, only the pulsing beat of the music, my heart, my breath, Jasmine’s heart drumming against me.
She is beautiful, sexy, and the way she looks at me tells me she feels the same.  I hold her, dance against her, two sexy, pretty bunny-girls dancing, writhing, wiggling, erotic and sensual, aroused.  My body is alive with a pleasure and desire I have never known before.  I squeeze and caress and touch, Jasmine’s body soft and smooth and feminine, and her hands squeeze me, caress my back, my sides, my ass.
I lean forward and kiss her, our lips meeting, and she kisses me back.  It is my first real kiss and it is beyond words.
Our lips press, gentle, tender, and I press my body into hers as she presses hers into mine.  We hold each other, grinding, thrusting, touching, teasing, caged cocks and plugged holes.  Our lips press and mine part slightly, our tongues meeting, wet and passionate.
The music fades and then there is a roar, a rush of noise.  We break apart, flustered and horny, aroused, hot and panting, heart racing, skin flush and sensitive.  I turn to face the audience and they are all applauding, cheering, even the other bunny-girls clapping—the sea of faces are all smiling, most obviously flustered, clearly aroused by our performance and the sense of power and submission knowing that our performance pleased them, that we have excited them, that they want us, admire us, makes me shiver.
Jasmine and I step forward to bow and men surge towards us, notes in hand, eager to tip us, to touch us, caress us, and we let them.  Their hands roam our bodies, slipping their tips into our uniform’s as they praise us, pinching and squeezing and groping and I beam, face flush, freckled cheeks blushing as I hold Jasmine’s hand tight.
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“You two were just… wow!”  One of the other bunny-girls says as we step off the stage.
“Absolutely. I can’t believe you’ve only been with us for a couple of days and that was your first time in front of a crowd.  You’re both so gorgeous I’d think you’d been doing this for years.  You’re both just so lucky, naturally beautiful and pretty and the chemistry you have with each other.  You’re just adorable!”  Another says.
I grin at their compliments, flustered and blushing and beside me Petal holds my hand tight.  As we make our way to the bar for a drink and to catch our breath the men watch us, lecherous, their attention making me flutter.  I make a point to wiggle my ass, strutting, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, and my plug shifts inside of me, a constant bright pleasure.
I stand proud, swaying my hips, the attention of the men around us stirring something in me, addictive, intoxicating.  My heels click and beside me Petal struts with me, her poise and grace stunning, her sway and swagger sensual and alluring, deliberate and sexual, provocative.
As we approach the bar I let go of Petal’s hand and Lilith slips off her stool and begins to clap, slowly, quietly, smiling at us.  I flush, embarrassed by her praise but also proud of how well we did, how we excited the crowd with our performance.
“That was perfect.  I’m glad you followed my advice to touch each other more.  You have quite the act the two of you together, and you did well for yourselves.”  Lilith says—she gestures to the pile of tips Petal holds, a substantial bundle of notes, more earned from our short dance routine than we earned for the entire previous night.
“Did you enjoy it?”  Lilith asks.
I nod without hesitation, grinning.  Beside me Petal blushes, bites her bottom lip.
“It was fun… dancing with Jasmine and being watched… I… I liked it.”  She says.
“I’m glad.  So do you two think you might do it again?  I think we could arrange a regular slot for you both if you keep performing like that.  You’d draw in quite the crowd from the way the audience reacted.”
I turn to Petal and she looks as me.  I nod and she nods, an unspoken agreement.  We both look back to Lilith.
“We can do that.”  I say.
Lilith’s grin spread, her smile smug, mischievous.  She looks between the two of us as though examining us.
“Good, good.  That will make a lot of people very happy I’m sure.  Now, I have an offer for you both.  Someone rather special watched your performance and they very much enjoyed it.  They’ve requested a private show, just you two and them, if you’d be willing.”
I pale.  Beside me I feel Petal tense and she is silent.
“What… what would that mean?”  I ask.
“Nothing too demanding.  Just dancing, the two of you, while they watch.  What happens after would be up to you, of course, and I could accompany you if you’d like.
“So we’d just need to dance?”  Petal asks.
Lilith nods.  Her smile is coy, playful, knowing.
“Of course.  And you’d be paid well for that.  Afterward of course if there were other requests you could choose to go along with them or not, but you’d be paid well.  These kind of private performances are the best way to earn large tips and given how you performed on stage I’m certain you’re going to be getting a lot of requests for private shows.”  Lilith says.
“And what would the extra requests be like?”  I ask—the thought of what I might be asked to do, what we might be asked to do, how we might be expected to perform, what we might be made to do, what might be done to us, excites and terrifies me.
Lilith’s smile widens and her eyes sparkle.  She laughs, briefly.
“Oh, I’m sure you can imagine.  And each room has an alarm system if anything happens, and you’re always monitored on camera, for security.  You’re quite safe.  And you’d always be together.  I see that as your unique selling point, so I’d not want to separate you seeing as you both work so well together.”  Lilith say.
Her eyes are almost predatory.  Her smile is bright, coy, seductive.  I turn to face Petal and she looks at me, questioning.
“I… I suppose once, to find out what it’s like wouldn’t’ hurt.  And we’d only be agreeing to dance.  After that we could just see how we feel?”  She says.
I nod, smiling, nervous but eager.  I turn back to Lilith.
“Do we get to know who requested the private dance?”  I ask.
Lilith’s smile does not alter and she shakes her head.
“No.  Not this time.  Normally yes but this time is special, and the not knowing is all part of the surprise.”  She says.
I take a deep breath.  I glance at Petal and she nods and I smile, nod back.  I reach out to take her hand, squeeze it.  I look back to Lilith and we both nod.
“Fine.  We agree.”  I say.
My heart is racing at the thought of what we are both about to do.  My caged cock throbs, aching, and as I squirm the plug inside my ass presses on the bright spot of my pleasure, teasing me, stirring some deep need in me that I know I cannot deny.




Chapter 9.
Lilith opens the door and holds it for us.  I step forward and through, into the dark, cool booth, and Jasmine follow me.  Behind us Lilith steps in and the doors swings closed, clicks shut.
The booth is small, three walls with large padded bench seats fitted to the walls, the floor empty, behind us just a door.  The lights are low, a dull pink, and the ceiling is curtained with thin silk so that it is almost as though we are in a tent.  A cool breeze issues from a vent in the wall, the air fresh and sweet.  In the corner a figure sits in shade. 
I stand facing them, waiting, dressed as a sexy bunny-girl with Jasmine, my best friend, a matching pretty bunny-girl, beside me.  They do not move, remain quiet, their face hidden in shadows.
“I saw your dance.  I was very impressed.” 
The voice is soft, feminine, and familiar.  As the figure sits forward, leaning into the light, I realise it is Ms. Walters, the manager of the casino.  She is grinning, dressed in a black cocktail dress, tights and black heels.  Her face is as pretty and beautiful as I remember it and her eyes as dangerous.  I dip my head in a subtle bow.
“Thank you Ms.”  I say.
Lilith, behind us, has not moved, blocks the door.  Jasmine and I are trapped between the two women and there is a fluttering in my belly, nervous but excited.  As I squirm the plug in my ass teases me, making my caged cock throb.
“And Lilith tells me that you’ve been doing well, very well, that your training has been coming along wonderfully.  She told me that you were both naturally gifted, that you’d taken to your new identities and roles quite effortlessly.  Of course, I had to come and see for myself, so I came to watch your routine and I have to say… wow!”
Ms. Walters is grinning, a cheerful confidence that makes me shudder.  The way she watches me, Jasmine, eyeing us as a starving man eyes his first meal.  My cheeks are suddenly hot, blushing, and gnaw on my bottom lip.
Her praise shames me, humiliates me.  That I am naturally gifted as a pretty, sexy girl, that I have taken to being a sensual, seductive, submissive bunny-girl so willingly, so gladly, makes my head spin, confused, floundering, yet, I cannot deny it.  I have enjoyed it, found it easy, natural.  I am happy and the sight of my reflection makes me smile, a buzzing euphoria.  The way men look at me with lust, the way they touch me, the things they want from me, the things they want to do to me, excite me.  I am Petal and I am happier than I have been for a long time.
I turn to Jasmine, my best friend, so pretty, sexy, beautiful.  She looks at me and the way she looks at me stirs the memory of how she touched me, the sensation of her slipping my plug into me.  I smile, my cock aching, and I remember touching her.  From her expression I can tell that Jasmine is as happy as I am, comfortable in her new identity, glad, an unspoken agreement between the two of us.  We both turn back to Ms. Walters
“Thank you.”  We both say.
Ms. Walters’ smile shifts slightly.  She eyes us, studying us.
“I had my suspicions about you both when you came to my office, and I’m not often wrong.  Still, you have impressed me, impressed all of us.  It’s not often that my girls transform so quickly, but I don’t think I can take all the credit.  The two of you, together, helped each other.”  Ms. Walters says.
“But now, as for why I’ve asked you back here.  I want you to perform, as you did on stage, for me, and Lilith.  Are you willing?”  Ms. Walters says.
I am quiet.  Jasmine is quiet.
“And… it’s… it’s just dancing?”  I ask—my voice trembling.
Ms. Walters nods, grinning.  Her eyes are sparkling.
“Just dancing, for now…”  She says.
I take a deep breath.  I glance at Jasmine and we both nod.  I look back to Ms. Walters
“We’ll do it.”  I say.
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Lilith moves to sit beside Ms. Walters and Petal and I stand waiting.  There is no music, yet, and we wait for specific instructions.
“Now, I want you to perform as you did on stage, exactly as you did on stage.  I want to make sure you can repeat that performance, that it wasn’t just a one off.”  Ms. Walters says.
I nod, and Petal nods.  Ms. Walters grins.
“Before we begin though, I want to add a little twist, for my personal enjoyment.  I want you both to strip the other as you dance, though leave the fishnets, heels, and bunny ears on.”  Ms. Walters says.
My belly knots and I am suddenly frozen.  I can not speak and beside me Petal is quiet.
“You will of course both be paid extra for this.”  Ms. Walters says.
“You want us… to…”  Petal does not finish.
Ms. Walters nods.  Beside her Lilith has moved in close, the two sat nestled together, Ms. Walters’ arm draped around Lilith’s shoulders.
“Yes.  I hope that won’t be a problem?”  Ms. Walters says.
I take a deep breath.  It is still just the two of us, touching each other, dancing with each other.  I nod and Petal nods.  I am terrified but excited.
“Excellent.”  Ms. Walters says.  “Also, be sure to follow any instructions I give you during.  They’ll add to the fun, for all of us.”
Ms. Walters leans to the side and presses a button on the wall.  Music starts, a different song to the one that played for us on stage but with a similar beat and rhythm, slow and sensual.
I turn to Petal and she turns to me.  I smile and we start to move, slowly at first, uncertain.  I watch her, the way she moves her body, her face, pretty, sexy, beautiful, and she watches me.  The sight of her excites me, my best friend so glamourous, beautiful.  She smiles at me, her eyes green and bright, red hair, freckled cheeks.  Her painted lips are gloss and plump, her eyes wide with thick lashes, the colours of her eyeshadow making her eyes seem brighter. 
The way she looks at me makes me feels safe, wanted, desired, and I want her, try to communicate my longing for her.  The room drifts away as I focus on my best friend, encouraging her to focus on me.  I want her attention on me.  I want to please her as I want her to please me.
The music drums, beats, pulsing, the bass resonant, throbbing through me, and as I shift, wiggling and swaying, my plug moves inside of me, teasing me, encouraging me, and I move to get more, clenching, my butt moving almost on its own as I dance, exaggerated sensual sexual movements.  I move in time with Petal, grinding with her, a similar routine to the one we performed on stage, close, teasing each other, our eyes locked.  My caged cock is a wonderful agony, my body hot, heart racing, skin tingling, hole full, the bright spot of my pleasure blossoming, expanding.
“Shall we?”  I ask.
Petal smiles at me, her eyes full of emotions that make my heart swell.  She nods.  We raise our hands together, mine on her arms, hers on mine.  Together, as we dance, slow and sensual and seductive, we begin to strip each other.
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I pull off Jasmine’s leotard as she pulls off mine.  Our dancing is clumsier but still full of longing and desire.  There is more touching, my hands caressing her shoulders, chest, running over her nipples, sides, her body slim and smooth and soft.  Her hands run over my arms, back, belly, soft touches, firm, squeezing.
Out leotards fall to the ground and we hold hands, still dancing, as we step out of them, clumsy as our heels tangle amongst the cloth, smiling, laughing.  My heart is soaring.  I stare at my best friend as though seeing her for the first time.  Shaved now, smooth and soft, in fishnets and heels, her bunny ears still on her head, face made-up, she is a perfect girl, prettier and sexier than any girl I have ever known.
She stares at me and smiles, she moves, steps in close, and her hands release mine, slide up my arms, over my shoulders, caressing the back of my neck, running down my back to cup and squeeze my ass.  I whimper as we dance, close now, bodies touching, my hand roaming down to her but, squeezing in turn.
We sway and writhe and rub against each other, the hard bulge of our cages pressed close.  She is warm, sweet, perfect.
“I… I want to tell you something.”  I whisper.
Jasmine only looks at me, her beautiful brown eyes, nods once.  I know I can tell her anything but still admitting this frightens me.
“I… I’ve never been with a girl.  Ever.  All those things I said were just… I made them up because you were having fun.  I… I want you to know.  I want you… I think it’s always been you.”  I say.
Jasmine stares at me, still for a moment, and I am more frightened than I can remember being.  She smiles, blushes.
“I… I lied to… I think I just wanted to impress you but now, here, with you like this I’m glad.  I’m glad I get to do this with you.  You’re so pretty, so sexy.”  She says.
I blush, my heart swelling, threatening to explode.  Before I can think my hands move to Jasmine’s back, the back of her neck, her head, holding her hair.  I lean forward and pull her in to me, kiss her, hard, desperate.  She kisses me back and it is as though my whole body is on fire.
My caged cock is throbbing, pulsing, Jasmine’s cock pressed into my leg as I hold her, kiss her.  As I wiggle against her skin so soft and smooth and silky against mine, the sensation a wonder and a delight, the plug inside me shifts, teasing me, encouraging me, and I moan, whimper.
Our lips press, open, tongues moving slowly, teeth nipping.  I hold my best friend close, grinding to the music, kissing her, holding her, squeezing and caressing her as she holds me, her hands roaming my body, my arms, back, ass, neck, entangling in my hair, pulling.  There is an urgency and a passion in her kisses and the way she touches me that fires me, makes me melt.
Jasmine’s hand snakes in towards my crack and her fingers brush the tip of my plug, pressing it, wiggling it, and the sensation is bliss.  I move my hand to her ass and find the disc of her plug, press it, teasing, and she kisses me harder, moaning in delight.
“I see what you mean Lilith.  The chemistry between the two of them is really quite something.  Watching them has me all hot and bothered.”
Ms. Walters voice snaps me from my haze of lust.  I return to the room flustered and confused.  I pull back from Jasmine slightly, head spinning, but I remain close to her, my body pressed against hers.  I blink, stare at my best friend, and both of us turn to Ms. Walters and Lilith.
“Don’t stop girls.”  Ms. Walters says.
My hands are still moving, still caressing Jasmine, teasing her with her plug as she teases me.  I bite my bottom lip.
“I can’t imagine it’s been easy for you Lilith, watching those two all day, no relief, having to control yourself.”
“Yes Ms..  But I put their training first.”  Lilith says.
Ms. Walters turns to face Lilith.  She smiles, grinning. 
“Well, how about we all have a little fun.  We unlock the girls and let them put on a show for us, and you and I can enjoy ourselves a little.  A reward for how well you’ve done.”  Ms. Walters says.
Lilith’s eyes go wide.  My head spins.  I am still moving against Jasmine, grinding, writhing, her body a delight.
“Yes.  Of course Ms..  Thank you.”  Lilith says.
Lilith does not hesitate.  She jumps up and moves towards us, fishing a key from her pocket.
“Stand apart girls.  This won’t take a moment.”  She says.
We do as we are told, move apart, stand side by side to face Lilith, Ms. Walters, naked except for out fishnets, heels, bunny ears.  Our bodies are smooth, pretty, feminine and my heart is racing, thundering, my cock twitching at the thought of being released.  The idea of what Ms. Walters means by show has me aching, frightened and eager.  I reach out to take Jasmine’s hand and squeeze it, glad that it is her, that we are together, barely able to believe what we are about to do to each other but beyond excited for it.
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I look down as Lilith puts a key in the lock and turns it.  My cage comes apart, falls off, and she repeats the ritual on Petal’s cage, unlocking us both, freeing our smooth, shaved cocks.
“Now, girls, why don’t you show each other a little attention, while we watch.  I’m sure you’ve both been dying to play.”  Ms. Walters says.
Lilith stand up, steps back, moves to sit beside Ms. Walters.
I do no move, flustered, frozen, suddenly timid.  I look at Petal, the sight of her stirs something in me and my cock, freed, begins to swell.  I look down see her cock too hardening, engorging at the sight of me, the effect I have on my friend filling me with joy and pride.
I step forward, towards my best friend, reach out.  My hand closes around her cock, warm and hard, the skin silky, smooth.  She whimpers and I smile.  I lean forward and kiss her, gently, my hand sliding up and down slowly, my heart fluttering.
Petal reaches out, takes my cock in her hand, grips my shaft, and I moan, thrusting, the plug inside me shifting as I wiggle my ass.  My body is almost floating.
“Good girls, but I want to see more than that, and surely you want to experience more than that.  You have such pretty bodies, such pretty faces.  You’re both so sexy.  Don’t you want to know what kind of pleasures being a sexy, pretty girl can bring?”  Ms. Walters asks.
I glance at Ms. Walters, Lilith.  They are close, touching each other now, their hands slowly peeling off clothes.  Lilith is kissing Ms. Walters’ neck and collar bone as she tugs down her dress, freeing her magnificent tits.  They are both so beautiful, so sexy, do alluring and desirable.
I look back to Petal, smile.  She is so much more than them.
“Do you mind?”  I ask—Petal shakes her head.
I am grinning, my head spinning.  I fall slowly to my knees in front of my best friend, her cock inches from my face, my hand still gripping it.  She is hard, throbbing, aching.  My mouth waters, lips tingling at the thought of what I am about to do, at the thought of what want to do.
I look up, look in to Petal’s eyes, green and dazzling.  My cock is throbbing, my body trembling.
“Do you want me to?”  I ask.
She nods, biting her bottom lip, freckled cheeks pink.  She is breathing hard, her cock pulsing as I stroke it.  I am buzzing.  The power I have over her, the power she has over me exotic, addictive, intoxicating.
I turn to look at Ms. Walters, Lilith, and freeze.  They are both naked, beautiful, pretty and sexy, watching us, caressing each other, their hands stroking each other’s cocks, hard and thick and smooth.  They do not stop, both of them moaning, thrusting their hips, grinding, caressing, stroking.  Ms. Walters looks at me, meets my gaze, and grins.
“You didn’t think you were the only two, did you?”  She says.




Chapter 10.
I stare at Ms. Walters, at Lilith, their hard, thick, throbbing cocks, stoking each other slowly, their expressions lustful and full of pleasure.  I feel an aching in my belly, a strange longing flowing through me.  Beside me Jasmine too is frozen, staring at Ms. Walters, Lilith, their bare tits, beautiful faces, magnificent cocks.
“I…”  I cannot finish, there are no words.
Ms. Walters smiles, a broad, mischievous grin.  Her hand works up and down Lilith’s shaft, the skin smooth and soft, Lilith’s hands massaging Ms. Walters’ dick, balls, both of them smiling with pleasure, staring at us with eager, hungry eyes.
My cock pulses, hardening, aching, almost painful.  Jasmine, knelt in front of me looks between Ms. Walters and Lilith, and my cock, looks up at me.  Ms. Walters laughs, friendly, kind.
“There’s are two reasons I offered you two the chance to repay your debt by working here.  First, I saw your potential, and I thought it might be good for you, that you might enjoy it more than you’d be willing to admit otherwise.  I think we can all agree I was right on that account.  You’re both quite naturally gifted, talented and pretty, and there’s no denying you two have been enjoying each other.”
I blush.  The fact that her compliments make me buzz in such a wonderful way shames me, humiliates me.  I am happy that she thinks me a talented, sexy, pretty girl.
I look down at Jasmine, see her too blushing, embarrassed, flustered, and our eyes meet.  There is no point denying how I feel now, how I feel about her, how I enjoy her company, her touch, how I long to touch her.  I want her as I know she wants me.  Ms. Walters was right.  I have enjoyed myself more than I remember enjoying myself—I’ve felt free, reborn as the best, happiest version of myself.
“And second, our casino is staffed exclusively with girls like you, girls who only came to understand they were girls later in life.  Yes, we employ a few male bouncers and security staff, and our custodial staff is both male and female, but the girls, the bunny-girls that are the theme of our establishment, are all like you, like me, and like Lilith.  I view us all as a family.  It’s why I founded the casino.  As a home for girls like us who want a chance to be sexy, flamboyant, provocative, but still be safe.  A home for girls like you, I hope.”
I smile and, knelt in front of me, Jasmine smiles.  My heart swells and I feel a sense of warmth and joy that is new and unfamiliar, a sense of comfort and acceptance that is almost enough to make me cry yet, as I watch Lilith and Ms. Walther stroking each other, their magnificent tits bared, my cock still throbs.
“Well, now that we’ve covered that I say we get down to some fun.  I know I’m feeling particularly horny after watching you two, and from the looks of it, now you’ve been released from your cages, so are you.”  Ms. Walters says.
She turns to Lilith, smiling, leans over and kisses her, the two still stroking, hands wrapped around each other’s cocks.  The sight of them, entangled, embraced in passion and lust, make my cock pulse.  Ms. Walters pulls back.
“I could really do with experiencing the delights of your mouth Lilith darling.”  Ms. Walters says.
Lilith smiles, blushing.  She nods.  Ms. Walters releases her grip on Lilith’s cock.
“Of course, it’d be my pleasure.”  She says.
Lilith sinks to her knees on the floor in front of Ms. Walters, and shifts so that Jasmine and I have a clear view.  Her hand glides up and down Ms. Walters’ shaft.  She leans forward, lips parting, and takes Ms. Walters’ length into her mouth.  Ms. Walters moans out loud in delight as Lilith’s lips wrap light, her mouth engulfing more as she leans forward.  I can only watch, mesmerised.  Ms. Walters grins at me.
“Now, why don’t you two girls enjoy yourselves.”  She says.
As I turn to look at Jasmine I shudder, a rush of pleasure as a hand grips my cock, squeezing gently, slipping up and down.  I look down, into Jasmine’s beautiful brown eyes and she smiles at me, opens her mouth, and leans forward.
I stare as Jasmine, my beautiful, sexy, wonderful best friend takes my cock into her mouth.  The sensation is bliss, unlike anything I have ever experienced before and that she is my first makes me happier than I can remember being.  Her tongue laps at the underside of my shaft, teasing my crown, and she leans forward.
My cock head pops into her mouth, warm, wet, and her lips wrap tight.  I bite my lip to keep from moaning but still noise escapes me, the pleasure too much to contain.  I whimper and reach down to run my fingers through Jasmine’s hair, cupping the back of her head gently, thrusting into her hot, tight mouth, her lips and tongue soft, massaging, teasing.
“My, you two are… just so… hot…”  Ms. Walters says—her voice breathy with pleasure and lust as Lilith sucks her cock deeper. 
I turn to watch the two of them, Ms. Walters beautiful, glamourous, Lilith focussed on the joy of sucking her cock.  They are both stunning, sexy, and the sight of them makes my balls tighten.  I turn back to look down at Jasmine, my best friend and she looks up at me with her brown eyes, my cock in her mouth and I smile. 
Jasmine murmurs, the vibrations teasing me, and she leans forward, taking more of my length into the confines of her mouth and I moan, lost in the sensation.  I thrust, the head of my cock brushing the back of her throat, and as she bobs up and down, wet lips tight, tongue undulating, I shudder.
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My head is spinning.  I cannot believe what I am doing, how much I am enjoying it.  On my knees as Lilith pleasures Ms. Walters’ cock with her mouth, pleasuring Petal, my best friend, in the same manner.
I am hot, my body burning from within with desire.  The knowledge that all the other bunny-girls are like us, that we are welcome here, that we are like them, that we might be as sexy, glamourous, feminine, beautiful as them makes me flutter.  That they have embraced us, that they understand us, can help us become what we were meant to be, makes my heart swell.  I want to be pretty, sexy, want to be desired.  I want to be as beautiful as Petal is, so that I am worthy of her.
I look up at her, so perfect, and take more of her glorious, hard, throbbing cock into my mouth.  I keep my lips wrapped tight—my first blowjob, my first experience of oral sex, and I am the one on my knees, sucking, licking, and I love it. 
Her cock is soft, smooth, wonderful.  Her slit leaks a thin trickle of precum, the taste bitter and sharp but pleasant, clinging to my tongue and the roof of my mouth.  I bob my head up and down, teasing with my tongue, eager for more.  I want to please her, want her to know how much she means to me.
I suck, gently but firmly, and lower my head down, taking more of Petal’s cock into my mouth, my lips locked tight.  I moan in delight and pleasure, losing myself in the act of pleasing her.  My lips run up and down her smooth, silky flesh, and I press my head down, her hand on the back of my head, guiding me.  Her cock head brushes the back of my throat and I subdue the urge to gag, wanting to take all of it, all of her.  I force myself on and her cock slips into my throat, the act of submitting, taking all of my best friend’s cock into my mouth and throat, makes me moan in delight.
“Such an… eager… cock slut… you are… quite… the pair…”  Ms. Walters says, almost breathless.  “And your mouth Lilith is… as always… amazing… I’m getting close…”
Ms. Walters’ words drive me on and I slip my lips up and down.  Petal thrusts, her cock slipping in and out of my throat, fucking my mouth.  Her cock pulses, throbs, hardening.
“I’m… I’m going to cum…”  Petal says.
Her words fill me with joy and I want to taste her, show her how much she means to me, how much I desire her.  I suck harder, lips slipping up and down faster, tongue lapping, slurping, moaning in delight.  Her whimpers and thrusts make my heart soar and my head spin.
Beside me Ms. Waters groans, and Lilith moans, the sounds pleasure and delight.  I look up and Petal stares down at me, our eyes meeting, and she is blushing, smiling.  Her cock throbs, swells and, as I suck, engulfing her cock, she cums, her dick erupting and filling my mouth with cum.
She thrusts, spurting over and over, my tongue coated in her jizz, the taste almost sweet and I swallow without thinking, willingly, the sensation a delight and I moan in pleasure as she cums for me over and over and over, thrusting as I suck and lap.
As her orgasm subsides, her stream of cum ending, I moan, lapping the last from her, eager to taste it all, pining for more.  Petal moans as I tongue her sensitive shaft.
“That was quite something, but now I want more.  Lilith, are you willing?”  Ms. Walters says.
Lilith pulls her lips off her softening cock with an audible pop and grins, licking the last traces of cum off her lip.  She nods.
“I’d be more than happy to oblige.”  She says.
Ms. Walters looks to us.  Petal’s cock is softening but I still lap, tongue caressing it softly, gently.  My cock is hard, swollen and aching, my mouth tainted by the lingering taste of Petal’s cum, a wonderful memory of how I pleased her.
“How about you two?  I see Jasmine is still in need of some release Petal.  You could always join us and embrace the new you, experience the pleasure that come from being a pretty girl.”
As she speaks Ms. Walters stands.  Lilith moves to sit on the bench seat, her cock hard, long and thick, and Ms. Walters reaches to the side, grabbing a bottle.  She pours and generous dollop of a thick, viscous, clear liquid into her hand and rubs it over the head of Lilith’s cock—Lilith thrusting and moaning at the touch—then wipes the last along her crack, touching herself.  She offers the bottle to Petal who takes it then, as I watch, moves to sit on Lilith’s lap, her legs either side, reaching back to angle Lilith’s cock, sitting slowly.
“Oh fuck yes… that’s exactly what I need.”  Ms. Walters says.
Lilith is silent, eyes glazed with lust and pleasure.  She is grinning, moaning, cock hard and throbbing as Ms. Walters takes it inside her hole, filling herself until she is sat full, the entire length of Lilith’s impressive cock inside of her.  She wiggles slightly, grinding her butt and hips, moaning, smiling.
“You two are free to join in of course.  As you can see I fully recommend it.”  Ms. Walters says.
My cock is pulsing, aching, and I want more than anything to fuck Petal, my beautiful best friend, to claim her as mine, just as I want her to claim me.  I look up, and our eyes meet.
“Do… do you want to?”  Petal asks.
“If you do.  I mean, yes, but only if…”
“I want you to.”  Petal says, interrupting me, smiling suddenly, brightly.  “I want you to fuck me like that.”
I smile, grin, her words making my cock throb.  To the side of us Ms. Waters has begun to shift, riding up and down Lilith’s cock, Lilith’s hands griping her hips, ass.
“I’ll get on all fours.  You can do it from behind.  Just… be gentle… to start…”  Petal says.
I nod, mute, dumb from knowledge that I am about to fuck her, my best friend, the most beautiful girl I have ever known.  I am about to take her virginity just as she is about to take mine and I know that later, when we have recovered, we will do the same again, that she will fuck me just as I am about to fuck her.
Petal drops down onto her hands and knees, lifts her butt up, curving her back, her ass facing me.  The jewel of her plug glitters and I reach forward, toying with it, tugging it, and Petal moans.  I pull, watch as Petal’s hole stretches, and the plug pops out.  Petal whimpers, wiggling her hips, and she pours a dollop of lube into her hand and runs her fingers along her crack, slickening her hole, her entrance wet.  She offers me the bottle and I take it, pour a generous amount of lube over my cock, then shift in behind her, my plug shifting in my hole.
“Are you sure you…”
“Yes!  I’m sure… just… I want it… now…”  Petal says.
She wiggles her hips to encourage me and the sight of her ass, the swell of her butt and hips, her cute cock swaying beneath her, her hole wet and inviting, make my cock harder.  I grip it, angle it, and move forward.  I run the head along Petal’s crack, teasing her hole, the sensation a delight.
Petal whimpers, pushes back, pressing her hold against the head of my cock, her entrance slick and lubricated, soft.  I press, gently, firmly, and my cock pressing into her, parting her hole, stretching her.  The embrace is hot, tight and Petal whimpers, whining, moaning.  I push forward as she pushes back.
“Yes… I… I want you… fuck me… please…”  Petal whispers.
I smile, head buzzing, cock aching.  I press forward, into Petal’s hole, her pucker opening, stretching, gripping me tight.  I push, Petal thrusting back and then, suddenly, the head of my cock pops past her outer ring and I am inside her, deep, her walls clutching my cock.  As I begin to move the plug inside me shifts, pressing into me as I press to my best friend, the twin sensations amazing and overwhelming.
Petal pushes back, grinding her hips and ass, takes more of my cock inside her, and I push in, burying my cock in her tight, hot, slick hole.  My cock throbs, aching, pulsing, and my plug presses on the bright spot of my pleasure.  I pull back, sliding my cock out of Petal’s ass, her walls and hole clutching at me, gripping me, her hips wiggling.  I reach out to grip her ass and slam into her, hard, fucking her, and she moans, her whines of pleasure making me shudder in delight.
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Jasmine fucks me, hard, and I gasp.  The sensation is joy, bliss, better than anything I have ever experienced.  My body is still hot after my orgasm, the memory of her tongue, lips, cumming inside her mouth is still bright and now she is inside me, her cock inside my ass, buried deep in my tight hole, fucking me.  I push back as she grips my ass, thrusting deep, slipping in and out, needing more, never wanting this feeling to end.
“Such wonderful girls.  Just watching you… fuck… you get me… so hot…”  Ms. Walters says.
I turn, Jasmine pounding into me, and see Ms. Walters riding Lilith’s cock, bouncing up and down, Lilith gripping her hip, thrusting into her, and witnessing the two of them as Jasmine fucks my tight ass, my best friend claiming my virginity, makes my cock tingle.  I moan, grinding back, eager to feel Jasmine inside of me.
Her cock slips in, deep, pulls out, teasing at my entrance.  I arch my back to lift my butt higher, offering it, inviting my best friend to fuck me hard, fast, to make me hers.  She fucks me deep, pounding me, hands gripping my ass tight, the sensations wonderful, and I grind my hips, feeling her hard, hot cock slip over my slick walls, teasing the bright spot of my pleasure. 
I watch as Ms. Walters rides Lilith, the pair fucking, as I offer myself up to Jasmine, revelling in the joy of my best friend fucking me, pounding me, filling my ass with her cock.  Her dick is hard, throbbing inside of me, hot, and my hole clenches.  I fuck back, moaning, unable to think, just needing more, her cock inside of me, stretching me, filling me, slipping in and out over and over, teasing, the knot in my belly expanding with each thrust, my cock swaying beneath me, balls taught. 
The sensation is bliss, more than anything I’ve ever felt before, the joy of being a pretty, sexy, feminine girl, the pleasure of being fucked, claimed.  I push back as Jasmine pushes into me, filling me and her belly slaps against my ass. 
“Yes… fuck her… fuck her hard… show her how you want her to fuck you later…”  Ms. Walters says.
Lilith thrusts into Ms. Walters’ hole, Ms. Walters’ cock swaying with each thrust, her tits bouncing.  She is beautiful, glamourous, sexy, and the sight of the two stunning women fucking makes my body tingle.  I push back into Jasmine as she thrusts into me.
“Fuck me!”  I moan.
Jasmine fills me, her cock hard inside of me, pulsing, throbbing, swelling.  She fucks me deep, fast, hard.
“Show me how I should fuck you later.”  I whisper, teasing.
The bliss of Jasmine fucking me makes my mind spin.  Her cock grows larger, harder, and I can feel the pulse of her heart against my inner walls as she fills me with her dick.
“I’m… you’re so tight… I’m close… I’m going to…”
“Cum in me.”  I say without thinking, meaning it more than I have every meant anything.  “Cum inside of me.  Fill me… breed me…”
“You’re sure?”  jasmine asks.
I nod.  The thought of her cumming inside of me makes my body shudder.  Jasmine slams into me harder.
“Fuck yes… fill her up… let me watch… so close… cum in me Lilith while I watch them.”  Ms Walters says.
Lilith fucks faster, harder, the sound of their rutting a series of slaps, flesh against flesh, pounding.  I fuck back, needing more.  Inside me Jasmine’s cock swells and she grips my ass tight, thrusts deep and her cock swells and then, suddenly, pulses, hard, and she is cumming, filling me, her spunk hot, boiling inside of me, pleasure, bliss, my cock aching.
Jasmine fucks into me deep, filling me with her cock and her cum and my cock spasms, cumming again, a thin stream of jizz as I grind onto my best friend’s hard, spasming cock.  Her cum fills me, hot and sticky and thick and wonderful.
“Yes!  Fuck yes!”
Ms. Walters gasps as Lilith thrusts deep, her balls tensing as she erupts inside the glamourous older women, filling her, the two of them cumming as Jasmine and I cum.  I watch as Ms. Walters cock swells, cumming as Lilith fills her, the sensation of Jasmine pressing into me, cumming in me as I cum.  My mind is blank, my heart races and I ride the tide of pleasure and wonder into a new realm of bliss, collapsing, Jasmine collapsing on top of me, her cock still hard inside of me, my ass filled with her cum.
I lie and catch my breath and Jasmine’s cock softens, slips out of my gaping, sensitive hole.  A trickle of her cum leaks out of me, running down over my balls, hot and sticky, the sensation making me smile.
“That was… wow…”  Jasmine says.
I turn back to look at her, grinning.  She looks at me, leans forward to kiss the back of my neck.
“I agree.  We should do that again.”  I say.
“Next time you can suck me though, then you can fuck me like that.”  Jasmine says.
I nod.
“I’d like that.”  I say.
“You two are so sweet.”  Ms. Walters says.
“But, I have bad new… with that show I consider your debt paid.  You’re free to leave.”  She says.
Both Jasmine and I turn to face her.  I feel suddenly adrift.  Ms. Walters smiles at the pair of us, still sat in Lilith’s lap, Lilith nuzzling her back, grinding her softening cock inside of her ass, a thin trickle of cum leaking out.
“However, if you’d like, you could both stay on for a while.  You’d can stay in your room and keep working for me as you have been.  It would give you a chance to explore, have fun with each other, get to know the other girl, and as a bonus the money is very, very good.”
I am silent.  Jasmine, laid on my back, wraps her arms around me to hug me.
“I don’t know.”  Jasmine says.
“It would be a chance for you both to learn about who you are, who you want to be, what you want.  You’re welcome here, as family.  Us girls have to stick together after all.”  Ms. Walters says.
I turn back to look up into Jasmine’s beautiful brown eyes.  She looks at me and I smile.
“I think I’d like to.  I’d like to learn what being Petal is like, so I can be pretty, feminine.  I want to be the best girl I can be, and I’d like to spend more time with you, with Jasmine.  If you want?”  I say.
Jasmine breaks into a wide grin.
“Really?  You want to stay, with me, like this?”  She asks.
I nod.
“More than anything.”  I say.
Jasmine beams.  She leans forward, kisses me on the lips, then turns to Ms. Walters.
“We’re staying.”  She says.
My heart swells and I am happy, happier than I can every remember being.  I am Petal and I am with my best friend, Jasmine, my lover, and I am home.


THE END




A Thank You From Keary
Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx
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Femboy Reform School: Part One
There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.
When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.
There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.
Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.




Daddy’s Femboy Cheerleader
Tyler is different: he’s small and slim and almost… pretty, but he likes being different, likes being himself, likes being cute, even if he isn’t the classical definition of masculine or handsome. Kraig, his step-father, likes Tyler too, and his acceptance and kindness has helped Tyler grow into the confident, charming young man he is.
Tyler doesn’t know what he would do without Kraig, the man who has always been there for him, even after his mother left them both. The pair have grown closer now they are alone, and Tyler can’t help but feel as thought something has changed in their relationship… the way Kraig looks at him, the way Tyler feels around his Daddy. Now though, the single women in the neighbourhood have their eye on Kraig, and Tyler can’t help but feel a little… jealous, even envious. How can Tyler show his strong, handsome, older, Daddy just how much he means to him, just how much he needs him?
When Tyler sees something he’s not supposed to, something clicks, and soon he has come up with a particularly naughty plan. As Tyler embraces his inner nature, embracing his prettiness, his cuteness, his femininity, he takes a leap into the unknown… offering himself up to his Daddy as a naughty, sexy, femboy. How will Daddy react, and just what is a Daddy to do with a naughty, sexy, femboy cheerleader?




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




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