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PANTY RAID

For Brian college is a fresh start, and what better fresh start than joining the biggest party fraternity on campus?

Only to get in he needs panties. Panties stolen from the most intimidating sorority around. All Brian needs to do is make sure he isn’t caught…

Brian has been looking forward to college. It’s the fresh start he needs to kick start his life. And what better way to kick start his new life than to join the biggest, loudest, most brash fraternity on campus? Only to get in he and the other pledges need to prove themselves, and to prove themselves they need to plan and commit the most daring or capers… a panty raid.

Only he and the other pledges are expected to raid the most intimidating sorority on campus, and if they get caught college will be over for Brian before it’s even begun. But Brian has a simple plan. Don’t get caught.

Yet when the day of the raid comes it’s not that easy. The house was supposed to be empty for hours, giving the pledges enough time to get in and out with their loot in hand, but their raid is disturbed, and the pledges need to flee the scene. Only Brian’s attempt to flee is less than successful.

When Brian is caught with panties in hand, he has to face the consequences of his actions. Fortunately, the sorority sisters are more forgiving than he expected, and they’re willing to keep his transgression secret from the campus authorities… for a price. All Brian has to do is submit to being taught a lesson in what it’s like to be objectified, fetishised, and treated like a toy, and once he’s learned his lesson, he has a whole sorority of very intimidating women he needs to apologise to. Women who expect a lot more than just lip service.

So begins Brian’s fresh start at college, a fresh start that’s a lot softer, prettier, and more feminine than he expected. But in the end, it might be just the fresh start he always needed and never knew he wanted...


One

“You’re sure they’re out?” I asked, my voice a whisper, trying to keep the fear from my voice.

Matthew looked back at me and nodded, grinning. It was clear from the gleam of mischief in his eyes that he was enjoying it. I knew then that I should have backed out—the others were all enjoying it, relishing in the excitement of the forbidden, whereas I was just anxious and nervous—but I didn’t.

Instead, I stuck it out, trying to act tough, trying to prove something, trying to prove I fit in with them, but… I didn’t. And that was the problem. That was always the problem.

“Yeah, they should be out for a few more hours according to intel.” Doug said. “Most of them are in the library, the others are out at the gym or wherever. They won’t be back for a while so we’re good to get in, get what we need, then get out. We’re gold. Trust.”

I could hear the glee in his voice. Doug, like Matthew and Iain, was excited and eager, whereas I was just full of dread. I never should have agreed to this.

They were treating it like some kind of military operation, like they were mercenaries in some kind of video game, but in reality, there were consequences to doing something like this. Serious consequences.

Why had I ever agreed? But I knew why.
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I was finally at college, excited to start the course I’d been dreaming of my whole high-school career, and I knew it was going to be a whole new start. A bold, bright, brilliant fresh new start.

High school had been a drag for me, a dreary plod, but this was going to be my chance to start over. I’d got into my dream college, had been accepted onto my dream course, so I just needed to embrace the opportunity.

And what better way to embrace the opportunity of college than by joining one of the most infamous fraternities on campus? Except… I wasn’t exactly fraternity material, but if I worked hard, put the past behind me, maybe I could be.

That’s what college was supposed to be, right? A fresh start?

All through high school I’d felt trapped. I’d focussed on my studies, had got good grades, but the social side had just passed me by almost as though I didn’t even exist.

Sure, I had a few friends, but not many, and no real deep friendships, and I’d certainly never dated. I’d been an outsider, an observer to the rituals and habits of other teenagers, had felt too unsure and self-conscious to put myself out there, to commit, to take risks, so the whole thing had just passed me by.

But college was going to be different.

That’s why I was there. I was there because I knew that if I wanted to embrace the opportunity that was college life then I needed to be bold, to take risks.

So I’d pledged to one of the best fraternities on campus, almost certain they’d reject me outright, but aware that even being rejected was a forward step because it would have meant I’d have been brave enough to risk rejection, something I’d never done before.

Yet, to my surprise, they’d accepted me as a pledge. I’d made it through all their interviews and trials, and I’d made it all the way through to the final test.

The panty raid. The panty raid on one of the most feared sororities on campus. The all-female, lesbian sorority that had a strict no males allowed policy.

If we got caught, my college career would be over before it had even begun. I’d be dragged in front of a disciplinary board and kicked out, I’d be sent home in disgrace. We all knew the risks, and we’d all agreed.

Yet, I seemed to be the only one with any doubts or fears. The others were all just treating it like a game, like it was fun. But for me, it really wasn’t fun.

I just needed to get through it though. Get in, grab a pair of panties, and get out. If I could do that without getting caught then I’d be in. I’d have made it not only into my dream college, and onto my dream course, but I’d be a member of one of the most infamous and prestigious fraternities on campus. I’d be set for a life of parties and friends and, hopefully, dates. And that was worth the risks, right?
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The front door clicked and I was left almost in awe. Matthew had said he could pick locks but none of us had really believed him, but he’d done it. The door was open, and we were in.

Maybe this would all be okay?

As we snuck in under cover of dusk we were all careful to make as little noise as possible, just in case the house was occupied, but, to my immense relief, it was empty. I looked around and was amazed at how nice the house was—it was clean and spacious, well decorated, neat, in stark opposition to the chaotic mess of the fraternity house. I felt a pang of envy and longing.

It’d be nice to live in a house like this, neat and clean and well-tended. Even the air smelt clean and fresh, the scent of flowers and fresh laundry as opposed to the musk of stale sweat and old beer.

“Right, I say we split up and each grabs what we need and get out. We can be gone within five minutes and can meet by the car down the road. That way…”

“Chill out Brian.” Matthew said, cutting me off.

“Yeah, calm down. We’re in now and there’s no one about so we can take our time.” Iain said.

“Exactly. This is the promised land. No man’s been in this house for who knows how long. I say we take our time and look around, get a few photos, and some details for the stories we’ll be telling later. We do this right and all four of us will become legends.”

I could hear the subtle tone of mockery in their voices. They were all cocky, arrogant, and obvious fraternity material, whereas I was nervous and… not obvious fraternity material. I knew it, and they knew it.

I wasn’t even sure why I’d made it through this far. But I had. Against all odds, I’d made it to the final trial.

Doug was obvious fraternity material, tall, muscular, broad, and handsome, a party lad with a sports scholarship and a decent academic track record, while Iain was a legacy, and even Matthew, though he was slimmer and more academically inclined, was a more obvious choice than me, given his penchant for mischief and partying.

I was the odd one out. I was always the odd one out. It’s what had held me back in high school, but I wasn’t going to let it hold me back now.

When I’d been younger I’d been like all my friends. We’d all been kids. We’d all fit in. And then, as we’d gotten older, that had changed.

Where some of my friends had blossomed into young men, while others had blossomed into young women, I’d remained stuck as I was.

I might have gotten a little taller, a little older, and hopefully a lot wiser—though given my current situation that was questionable—I hadn’t changed in the way my friends had.

Other boys had gotten taller, had shot up, and had grown hairy and muscular. Their faces had become rugged, handsome, and they’d gotten good at sports, had become men. I however had stayed pretty much a boy. I was short, slim, slight, with a soft body and delicate features.

I’d hoped, when I was younger, that I was just a late bloomer, but over the years that hope had gradually dwindled and died. I’d accepted my fate, even though I hated it, and I’d drifted away from my friends, had become a self-conscious outsider, had ostracised myself because of how uncomfortable I’d felt.

I was determined to change that though. I was who I was, and I needed to accept that. I might not want to be a dreary, forgettable, plain boy, but it was the hand I’d been dealt, so it was the hand I was going to play.

And I was going to make the most of it.

Before coming to college I’d been hitting the gym, cycling and running, yoga, even some weights, trying to get in shape, and though I’d not developed the classically masculine muscular frame I’d hoped for, I was still looking pretty good—my legs and ass in particular were in much better shape, and I was able to run a full 10 kilometres now without having to stop to take a break and catch my breath.

So, while I knew I wasn’t an obvious pick for the fraternity, I knew I was still going to make the most of the chance. Even if, after all this, I didn’t get in, I was still going to embrace the chance. I was going to take risks, be bold, be daring. I was going to be a man.

And if the others were up for adventure in the hopes of becoming legends, then I was going to go along with them. Even if it was against my better judgement.
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The four of us kept the lights on while we explored the house, though we did manage to get a fair few photos of us in the rooms and we made sure to explore as much as we could, wanting as many details as possible to add to the tale we were all planning on telling later as we revealed our haul of stolen panties.

I was still left in awe of how lovely the house was, but the others seemed more interested in trying to find something they could gossip about, some secret they could share, but there was none. Or at least there was none downstairs.

As we made our way upstairs, towards the bedrooms and the bathrooms, we all had higher hopes.

I wanted to do what we’d come for and get out, get it over with, but the other three, Matthew, Iain, and Doug, seemed to go as slowly as possible, wanting to cover every inch. Finally, though we closed in on the bedrooms where our bounty was sure to be stashed.

“One room each. That way we’ll each get panties from a different girl. Way more interesting that way.” Doug said.

“Yeah, exactly. But if you find anything cool you have to shout so we can all see. No stealing any glory just for yourself. This is about all four of us. We’re all in it together.” Iain added.

Matthew and I agreed. Finally, we were getting to the important part of the plan. I could feel my relief starting to grow. Once this was over we could get out and be on our way.

As we split up I watched the other three head towards the closest doors, so I moved further along the hallway towards the rooms at the back of the house. Now that I was alone the silence and the dark seemed slightly eerie, but I was too focused to let my imagination get the better of me.

As I crept along the hallway I could already hear Iain, Matthew, and Doug getting to work, exploring the bedroom they’d chosen to get what they needed—a single pair of pretty panties. That was the task. That was all we’d needed to do, but with the extra photos and the details to add to our story, we were all sure to get bonus credit. I smiled as I realised how close I was to getting into the fraternity.

I just needed a pair of panties and then I could get out and I was as good as in. It was just the fresh start I needed.

I checked the first door but found a bathroom, so moved further into the back of the house, away from the stairs and the others, and on my second try found a bedroom, cute and neat, homely, feminine, but not overly girly. It was a woman’s bedroom I realised, not a girl’s bedroom.

I snuck in and moved to the dresser opposite the bed, and began to open drawers. The first held shirts and my heart was starting to beat faster.

As close as I was to the goal the more I could feel my anxiety rising. We’d already been longer than planned, so I wanted to get what I needed and get out, get gone.

I opened the second drawer. Sweaters.

In the distance, I could hear Iain call out. He was done. Shortly after Matthew called out he was done too.

I opened the third drawer. Socks.

Only one drawer left. The bottom one. That had to have panties in, right?

I pulled the drawer open and heard Doug call out that he was done too. That just left me. I could hear them all giggling down the end of the hallway at the top of the stairs, gloating over their victory.

I could feel my belly fluttering with nerves and excitement. I smiled as I opened the drawer, the sight of panties. Many, many panties. The difficult part now was going to be picking one pair out of so many.

And then I saw it. I chuckled. I couldn’t believe it. Sat to the side was a dildo. Small and cute, but stark. A sex toy.

I opened my mouth to call out, aware the others would want to see this. We’d agreed, we’d said if we find anything cool we’d share, but I never got a chance.

“Shit. There’s a car. Someone’s getting back. We need to get out.” Doug called out.

“Get a move on Brian. We’re clearing out before we’re found. Meet you by the car.”

I could hear the panic in Matthew’s voice. Matthew who’d before been so full of bravado.

I felt my breath catch. There were footsteps practically running as they fled the scene. I needed to get my bounty and get out, get after them. I reached out and, without thinking, grabbed the dildo and a pair of pink panties, and turned to sprint towards the door.
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The hallway was empty. Doug, Matthew, and Iain were all gone, fled, and I was alone. I needed to get out of the house and make my escape. I knew we’d taken too long, but it wasn’t too late. Not yet.

And… I had an even better bounty than just panties. If I could get out I’d be an even bigger legend than the other three.

I just needed to make it out. And that was when I heard the sound of a key turning in the lock. A door opening. Voices.

Fuck.

I ran towards the stairs, aware that the back door was closer to the foot of the stairs than the front door. If I was quick I’d be fine. The girls getting back, might, at the most, catch a glimpse of me, but it was dark.

They’d not be able to recognise me if I ran as fast as I could. I just needed to run, and keep on running. I was really glad I’d been working out, getting to the gym, putting in the miles on the treadmill and on the trails around my parents’ house before college.

I began to run. The voice got closer. Two voices.

I was just reaching the top of the stairs when one of them called out.

“Anyone home?”

They could hear me. I just needed to run as fast as I could. I just needed…

And then I felt my foot snag on a lump in the hallway rug and I tripped.

I tried to catch myself, to right myself, to stay on my feet, but I was going too fast. If I’d been walking I’d have been okay. If it had been light I’d have been okay. If I’d been taking my time, being careful, I’d have been okay.

But I was fleeing in a panic in the dark, trying to get out of the house before I was discovered.

And I’d fucked up. I tripped and fell, and I hit the ground hard, knocking the air from my lungs.

“Who’s there?” The same voice, louder, closer.

There were footsteps at the bottom of the stairs. It was too late. I was caught.

I looked up as two girls, two young women, climbed the stairs. I tried to smile, to seem innocent, but the look in their eyes told me I was trying in vain.

I knew what it must look like. I’d been caught breaking into their home, stealing panties and a dildo. I’d wanted college to be a fresh start, had done something stupid in an attempt to make an impression, to get into a cool fraternity and leave my old, miserable life behind, but I’d fucked up.

I’d been caught. And now I knew college was going to be over before it had even begun.

“Please. I… I can explain.”

I managed to croak.

The two women, both stunningly beautiful—one a pale redhead, the other tanned with midnight blue hair—just stared at me. And then… they smiled.

“Go on then.” The redhead said. “Explain.”

And the way she said it made me feel small and trapped and very, very intimidated.


Two

The two women stood over me as I lay collapsed on the floor and listened as I tried to explain my situation, only… there was no explanation. There was no excuse, no way out, so I told them the truth. I confessed, and the two of them just stood there looming over me as I told them everything.

They listened, silent, and they almost seemed to smirk as I ended up telling them far more than I had intended to. Maybe it was the way they towered over me as I lay sprawled out, maybe it was the embarrassment of being caught with a pair of panties and a dildo in hand, or maybe it was how stunning they were—they were both ravishingly beautiful, one tall, with red hair curly hair, pale skin, freckles, bright green eyes, the other shorter, with tanned olive skin, sleek black hair, chestnut eyes, both full figured and dressed in tight-fitting gym-wear that made sure every single inch of their curvy bodies were on full display.

In the end though, it didn’t matter the cause. What mattered was the effect they had on me.

I ended up telling them more than I’d ever really told anyone.

I told them why I was in their house, why I’d agreed to come on the panty raid, why I’d wanted to join a dumb fraternity in the first place, why I wanted I fresh start at college, why I’d been so miserable at high-school, why I felt like so much of an outsider in my own life, why I just wanted a break, so I could be happy for once. I told them all of it. It just came pouring out.

And they listened. They listened in silence, watching me carefully, smiling.

By the time I got to the end, I was beginning to hope they might take pity on me. Maybe they’d just take the panties and the dildo back, tell me off, tell me not to do it again, and send me on my way.

Maybe I wouldn’t get reported. Maybe my college career that I’d worked so hard for wouldn’t be over before it even started. Maybe…

“That’s quite the tale.” The redhead said. “What do you think Sophia?”

“I think he’s telling the truth, but the truth is no excuse for what he’s done.” Sophia, the woman with black hair, said.

She was smiling, but her tone was hard and stern.

“I say we report him and let campus authorities deal with him, kick him out, send a message to anyone else thinking that can get away with breaking into our house. I mean, as if breaking in and snooping around wasn’t bad enough, he thought he could steal a pair of panties from my room and my favourite toy.”

I felt a shiver run down my spine. The panties and the dildo belonged to Sophia, the beautiful, curvy, tanned woman in front of me. I could almost feel the bristles of her anger.

“I… I’m sorry.” I managed to mutter.

I felt the floor spin. It was over. It was all over before it had even begun.

“I can call them now if you keep an eye on him Orla?” Sophia said.

Orla, the redhead, just smiled at me.

“Wait a moment.” She said. “Maybe… maybe we can come up with an alternative. I mean, he did say he’s sorry. I say we find out how sorry he is.”

I felt a flutter of hope, the dullest of sparks. Maybe it’d be okay.

“I’m really sorry. Really, really, really sorry.” I said. “I’ll do anything. Please.”

Orla smiled, turned to face Sophia. Sophia looked at Orla, a subtle frown.

“What are you suggesting?” She said.

“Well, having him kicked off campus sounds to me like letting him off lightly. I say we teach him a lesson. I say we teach him some empathy and show him the error of his way.” Orla said.

Sophia was silent for a moment.

“I’m listening.” She said.

And Orla began to explain her plan, and as I listened I felt a swell of dread and fear. But the alternative was being kicked out before I’d even started. All that work and debt for nothing.

So, I didn’t really have a choice, did I?
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Orla’s plan was simple enough. She figured I needed to learn some empathy so I could understand why what I’d done was wrong.

She was going to show me why it was wrong to objectify and fetishise women, why it was wrong to treat them like objects, why it was wrong to treat women’s underwear like a prize to be won. She was going to show me why it was wrong, by showing me how it felt.

“We’re going to give you a makeover, Brian.” Orla said. “We’re going to give you a make-over, and we’re going to show you what it's like to be objectified, fetishised, and treated like a toy for the amusement of others. Maybe then you’ll have a little more empathy.”

I didn’t argue. I didn’t dare. It was submit to Orla and Sophia or be handed over to the authorities and be kicked out of college.

And really, how bad could a makeover be?

“Come with me, now.” Orla said. “Sophia, would you get some things from your room? Consider this a category five.”

Orla said that with a smirk and a chuckle. Sophia nodded and moved off, heading to her room only after she’d taken her panties and her dildo back.

Orla waited for me to get to my feet, then led me back towards the back of the house. I was, now I was upright again, very aware of just how tall Orla was.

She was only in trainers, and she was still a good four or five inches taller than me. She was slim, with full curves, toned, and as she walked I couldn’t help but admire the sway and swagger of her hips and ass.

Dressed as she was in gym wear, tight fitting, it was hard not to notice her body. She was in short shorts, a slim fitting vest that hugged her breasts, low cut with wide arm holes so her sports bra was clearly visible, but still her cleavage was impressive. I could feel my brain faltering.

I was always like this about beautiful women, always a mess. I never knew what to say or what to do or how to act. Only… this time it was worse. This time she had power over me, they both had power over me, and they clearly intended to use that power.

“In here.” Orla said, holding a door open.

It was the bathroom. I paused, but the way she looked at me made it clear she would brook no argument, so I did as she said.

I stepped in, and Orla came in behind me. The way she was grinning made her seem like a wolf or a shark, and I wondered what that made me.

“Now, strip. We’ll need you naked for the first step.”

I froze.

“I…”

I’d never been naked in front of anyone before, or at least not since I’d been a small child. I’d not even really held a girl’s hand, or kissed a girl, had only been on a few clumsy dates years ago. And now...

Now I was being told to strip naked in front of a stunningly beautiful woman in a strange house where I was trapped. I was being ordered to strip, to get naked, and I had little choice but to obey.

I shivered, trying to delay, hoping Orla might change her mind.

“I… I just…”

“Strip. Now.” Orla said.

I looked at her, but her tone, the gleam in her eyes, told me she was very, very serious. So, with a heavy heart and a weight of dread and fear in my guts, I began to get undressed.
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“I’ve got everything we’re going to need.” Sophia said, opening the door without even knocking.

I was just slipping off my underwear, so I froze, aware that I was now practically naked in front of two beautiful women. I looked up at Sophia—she was shorter than Orla, and thicker, with fuller curves, swarthy features, dressed similarly in gym wear—and I felt so exposed I wished the ground would open up and swallow me.

“Keep going.” Orla said, her voice stern.

“Yes, Brian, don’t stop on my account. We’re both here to see that you get the punishment you deserve. I mean, it was my panties, and my favourite toy you were trying to steal.”

I blushed at that. I took a deep breath and finished getting undressed. I slipped my underwear down while doing my best to cover myself, to hide my shame. I could feel my cheeks burning.

“Not bad.” Orla said. “Seems like we lucked out with our canvas.”

“We should be able to do something quite special I think.” Sophia said. “But first we need to fix that body. He’s not hairy by any stretch of the imagination, and I’ve seen hairier women at the gym, but still… if we’re going to do this we should do it right.”

“And we should make sure it hurts. How about epilating?” Orla said. “That way it’ll be agony, and it’ll last for weeks to really teach him a lesson.”

I froze. Epilator?

I knew that word. My mother had used an epilator, and my sister, I knew what it was supposed to do, a machine that would mechanically pull body hair out by the roots, and I knew how much it was supposed to hurt. And I also knew that, because the hairs were pulled out from the root, that it took weeks for the hair to grow back.

If they did this, if they removed my body hair with an epilator, then not only would it be agony, but I’d be smooth for weeks. If people found out…

“Perfect. Epilator it is.” Orla said. “Would you like to start Sophia? Since it was your panties he was trying to steal?”

I froze. Sophia was grinning, clearly delighted with the idea.

“I’d love to.”

As she rummaged through the box of things she’d brought with her I summoned the will to speak.

“I… you can’t. I mean… you…”

“It’s a simple choice, Brian. Either you let us do what we want, to teach you a lesson, or we hand you over to campus authorities and we tell them that we found you breaking into our home and trying to steal our underwear. It’s your choice.”

I paled. I didn’t want them to strip away my body hair with an epilator, but I wanted to be kicked out of college for stealing panties even less. So, feeling very nervous. I lifted my hand away.

Sophia smiled at me. They both looked down at my cock. I could feel it throbbing, as though the shame and the fear were exciting me, but… that couldn’t be it, could it?

“Aww… so cute.” Sophia said. “Now, let’s get started.”

With that, she lifted her hand out of the box. In it was a small device with threatening-looking metal prongs on the head. As she switched it on it began to buzz and rumble, and she stepped towards me.

“I might need you to hold his hands though Orla.” Sophia said.

Orla smirked at me, grinning. They both moved closer, closing on me.

“Oh, I think I’d like to restrain him while you pluck out all those gross hairs.” Orla said. “I think I’d like to watch him squirm.”

I felt my heart skip. They stepped closer, closer. I had nowhere to run, nowhere to go, no choice. And then they were on me.
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The epilator was agony. Tiny metal teeth plucked at my body hair as the buzzing device ran over my skin, yet Sophia was efficient and skilled with it, and she made quick work of getting me smooth while never once pinching my skin or tearing at my more delicate areas.

Sophia knelt at my feet as Orla stepped in close, grabbing my arms with a grip that was surprisingly firm and strong, holding me in place as Orla put the epilator to my flesh. It buzzed, rumbling, and Sophia ran it over the top of my right foot and around my ankle.

The teeth tore the hair out from the root, the pain sharp, and I guessed it was only going to get worse. As she ran it up over my right calf and shin, around my knee, my guess was confirmed.

“Fuck… stop… it’s too much.” I said.

I tried to struggle, to squirm, to get away, but Orla’s grip on me was too tight, holding me in place. The epilator buzzed up higher, over my thigh, stripping me of my body hair.

It hurt more than I’d imagined, and, added to the physical pain, was the mental anguish. I was already pretty lacking as a man, small and slim and soft-faced, but now I was being made smooth, made soft, like… like a girl.

“Fuck…”

“Stop squirming or this will take longer and you’ll end up hurt.” Sophia snapped.

“It’s not like we’re going to stop. You made your choice so we’re going to finish. Now maybe you’ll learn to have more empathy for what women go through.” Orla said.

I bit down hard on my bottom lip. I had made my choice. It was this over being kicked out of college.

So, I took a deep breath and did my best to cope with the pain. Orla never let go of me though, and Sophia never slowed down. The metal teeth plucked and plucked and plucked as the epilator buzzed. Sophia moved over my right leg, then my left.

I closed my eyes and tried to take slow deep breaths, focussed on how soft Orla’s body was as she held me firm. I could feel the swell of her breasts pressed into my back, the curve of her hip. I could even smell her perfume. I clung to every detail in an attempt to deal with the sharp pain that ran over my skin as my body-hair was plucked out by the evil device.

The epilator ran over my left leg, then moved up. If the pain on my legs had been bad, the pain around my crotch and over my ass was worse, the metal teeth plucking hairs from everywhere.

“I’m going to have to shave in some areas though. But only a few.” Sophia said.

She moved away from my dick and my balls and I felt a swell of relief, but that was soon crushed as the epilator buzzed up my ass crack. Pain seared through me. I tried to pull away, but couldn’t.

“Oh stop being dramatic. It’ll be over soon enough.” Orla said.

And it was. Or at least, Sophia was soon done with my crack. After my legs, my butt, around my crotch, she moved on, moved up.

Sophia ran the epilator over my belly, my chest, under my arms, even over my arms. The bite and sting of it was agony, plucking hairs from my body, making me smooth, soft, while making me suffer.

Orla’s grip on me was tight, holding me firm even as I squirmed and wiggled, while Sophia was efficient and skilled with the evil device. It wasn’t too long until she was done.

“There. All finished. Not too bad was it?” She said, switching the epilator off, smirking at me.

“It was evil.” I said. “My skin is raw.”

The two women chuckled.

“Serves you right then. And now maybe you’ll have more understanding of what women put their bodies through regularly. Maybe now you’ll think twice before treating us like objects for your amusement.” Orla said.

I paled. This was punishment and they were determined to make me suffer as they taught me my lesson.

“Now, just one final thing, then you can shower and moisturise to lessen that post-epilation sting.” Orla said.

“Do you want to do the honours, since I got enjoy making them suffer?” Sophia asked.

Orla smiled. What did they…

And then I looked down and saw Sophia holding a razor. A pink razor. There was only one part of my body left with any hair on it. My cock and balls. They were going to…

“I’d love to.” Orla said.

She let go of me and took the razor and moved to kneel in front of me, looked up at me, grinning.

“Now, do try to stay still. I’d hate to cut you after all.” Orla said.

And then she reached out to grasp my cock.
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Orla worked quickly, the blade slipping over foamed skin.

I did my best to keep still but it was hard, very hard. I’d never had anyone else touch my cock before, and now there was a beautiful redhead in front of me, touching me, gripping my dick while she shaved the last of the hair from my body.

I was being made smooth. I was being punished. My head was spinning.

Yet, despite the situation, despite how trapped and anxious I was, the fact my skin was still raw and tingling, I couldn’t help but get hard.

Just seeing Orla on her knees in front of me, being naked, having her touch it, was making me hard. With Sophia the pain of the epilator had been enough to distract me, to keep my cock limp, but there was no pain now.

Instead, I was standing watching a hot woman holding my cock, shaving me, and the sight of her, how hot they both were, and the fact that one of them was touching me, had got me hard.

Yet, neither of them had mentioned it. They’d said nothing, had just smirked at each other, exchanged an odd look.

It was humiliating, and I felt a crushing sense of shame and embarrassment, yet… that only made my cock harder. Orla worked, stripping hair away, making me smooth, and her touch was delicate, soft, almost enough to stimulate me, but not quite.

For that I was grateful. The thought of cumming in front of them as they punished me made my heart flutter and my chest feel tight.

“Done.” Orla said. “Now, into the shower. After that, you can put lotion on to ease your raw skin.”

“I… thank you.” I said, grateful for that small act of kindness.

“Don’t thank us just yet.” Sophia said. “After all, we’re only just beginning.”

And they really were only just beginning.


Three

The shower was a baptism. The water on my newly smooth skin was almost sensual, and washing with the soap the two women gave me—a floral-scented shower gel that was meant to help make me soft and smooth and soothe the sting from the epilator—felt almost electric. My hand caressed over my body, the lather of soap making me slippery, and it was all I could do to stop from moaning at the rush of new sensations.

My cock throbbed, and my whole body seemed alive with new sensations, new delights. I was aware though of Sophia and Orla waiting for me outside the shower, watching me, so I was careful not to wash myself too vigorously, and I barely touched my cock for fear of being unable to restrain myself.

Yet, I couldn’t help but marvel at the change.

Being smooth looked so different, felt so different. I was softer, more delicate, and all trace of my scant masculinity was gone. As small and as slim as I was, with no more body hair, I seemed almost… feminine. Slick and slippery with soap and water, the curve of my thighs and butt from all my exercise, even my trim waist, thin arms, flat chest.

Seeing myself, touching myself, my heart skipped a beat. It felt almost… good.

I knew this was a punishment, to get me back for breaking into the house, trying to steal Sophia’s panties, but still… it was stirring feelings in me that were new and bright and pleasant. I pushed them from my mind though.

I couldn’t allow myself to get distracted. I had to focus. The sooner I got this all over with, the sooner I could leave.

I didn’t care any more about the panties, the fraternity. I just needed to get this all over with, to get out, and hopefully I could put my mistake behind me. I just needed to do whatever Orla and Sophia had in mind so I wouldn’t get kicked out of college.

After the shower, Sophia handed me a towel. I dried off, and then Orla handed me lotion.

“Put that everywhere. It’ll soften your skin, ease the sting from the epilator, and make you look and feel your best.”

They both stood, watching me, waiting. I took a deep breath and did as they said. I applied the lotion to my body as they watched me, grinning.

I was naked, soft, smooth, moisturising my body for their amusement, yet at the same time, I could not deny that it felt good. My skin was so slick and sensitive after the epilator and the razor, and the lotion really did soothe, left me tingling, feeling delicate and… pretty. My cock throbbed, and I applied lotion to it last, slowly and carefully, yet still, the touch was almost too much.

“Such a cute little dick.” Sophia said. “Clearly this isn’t punishment enough for you since you’re enjoying it so much.”

The women chuckled, amused by my suffering. I blushed, squirmed. They were right though. Some small part of me really was enjoying their sick, twisted game.

“Clearly they need more.” Orla said. “But I’m not too worried.”

She smiled at me, and a shiver ran down my spine as I saw the glimmer in her beautiful green eyes.

“Because we’ve got lots more.”
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After being made smooth, soft, delicate, after the shower and the moisturiser, the pair dragged me off to Orla’s room, wrapped in only a towel. I was very glad the house was still empty, but part of me wondered when the others might get back.

My head was spinning. How much more did they have planned?

Once in Orla’s room, she made me sit, facing a wall, told me to stay, talking to me almost like I was a pet she was training—the thought made my body throb in strange ways. I did as I was told though, and the two bustled around me.

It wasn’t long before I realised what the more was.

“Here. This should be everything we need.” Orla said.

“Ready for the rest of your punishment?” Sophia asked.

I looked down at everything the pair had gathered. My heart skipped and my breath caught in my lungs.

There was… so much. Too much.

There was lingerie—panties, stockings, suspenders, a padded bra—and clothes—a short skirt and a tight-fitting top, heels, and… all of it was so pink. There was make-up too, and a wig, a wig that was a much brighter blonde than my naturally blonde hair, platinum with hints of pink. There was jewellery, earrings, big gold hoops, and finally…

There was a collar. Like a dog's collar, but delicate, pink, with pretty fake gems on it.

They couldn’t be serious, could they?

“Now, come on. We better hurry or the others will be back before we’re done, and I really don’t think you want an audience, do you?” Sophia said.

I looked up at her and shook my head. The thought of a group of women all watching me, seeing me being punished was too much. If the threat of being kicked out of college was enough to get me to comply, then the threat of having an audience was enough to get me to hurry.
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Orla and Sophia gave me very clear instructions, told me exactly what to do, and then stood there watching as I did as I was told. It was awful, excruciating, and I hated it, couldn’t wait for it to end, yet… there was part of me that was almost enjoying it.

Having two hot, sexy, sophisticated, beautiful women take control of me, punishing me, forcing me to do what they wanted, making me smooth, then dressing me in sexy lingerie, was almost… fun. And the fact my cock remained rock hard made it very difficult for me to deny the effect they were having on me.

I put on the stockings first, at Orla’s command, rolling the sensual sheer pink fabric over my feet, up my calves, over my knees and up my thighs. The way it caressed over my smooth, sensitive skin, hugging my legs, made my whole body shiver, and the way the lacy tops hugged my thighs felt almost pleasant, and they made my legs look… sexy, full and shapely and feminine.

“Suspenders next.” Sophia said.

I did as she said. I put the suspenders on next, slipping the pink, lacy belt around my waist then taking a moment to fiddle with the straps, attaching them to the tops of my stockings. I couldn’t help but remark at how the suspender belt made my waist look trimmer, my hips wider, ass rounder, and the suspender straps attached to the tops of my stockings made my thighs look thick. My cock throbbed, hard.

With my body as smooth as it was, I was beginning to look and feel, quite girly. My heart raced.

“Panties last, that way they’re easy to remove.” Orla said.

I slipped my pink panties on, oddly shamed and thrilled by how sensual they felt, how small and slinky and snug they were. Yet, they still managed to contain my hard cock, a fact that made me blush—I’d always known my cock was on the smaller side, but this felt utterly humiliating, but also arousing, the two women watching me, making me squirm.

The way the panties hugged my butt, barely covering my cheeks, slipping into my ass-crack, made my ass look round and peachy. Finally, I put on the bra, the padding giving me small, barely there tits, and with my narrow shoulders, slim waist, thin chest, I could not deny how transformed I was.

“Fuck, she’s kind of cute.” Sophia said.

“I know, right?” Orla said. “I’m actually kind of into her, and we’ve not even finished the makeover. I’m thinking we might need to extend her punishment at this rate.”

The two women looked at each other, then looked at me. That they were referring to me as a she, a her was stirring strange feelings in me, shame, embarrassment, but also something more, something buried deep, something hot and bright, something that scared me.

And there was now talk of more punishment.

“I think we might. But first… make-up, clothes, hair, and earrings.” Sophia said.

And then two moved towards me like hungry wolves, and I was a wounded deer unable to flee.
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They did my make-up first, eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, creams and shadows and highlights on my cheeks and face. Then they added fake nails, pink, long, entirely impractical.

After that they put my wig on, the long pink-blonde waves cascading down around my shoulders, ticking, sending a shiver down my spine. They clipped the wig to my hair with a series of pins that almost made the wig feel like it was connected to my real hair, and to show me what a good job they’d done Orla tugged the hair on my wig, making me gasp in pain.

“Perfect.” She said.

And there was something in her smile, in the way she said perfect that both unnerved and thrilled me.

After my hair and wig, they helped me with my earrings. That was the worst bit, since the earrings were not clip-ons.

“Just sit still.” Orla said. “I’ve done this plenty of times before.

In her hand, she held a needle. She was going to pierce my ears.

“You… you can’t. I mean… I don’t… it’ll hurt and get infected and what about…”

“Oh shush.” Orla said. “I’ve made sure to sterilise everything and it’s all clean. I’m a medical student so I know what I’m doing and this is not my first time. Yes, it’ll hurt, but it’s no more than you deserve, but it’ll not get infected if you keep it clean, and if you don’t like the earrings once we’re done with you you’ll be able to take them out and you’ll heal in a week or so.”

Her voice was stern, firm, and I knew I had no choice. I let her pierce my ears, and the pain was sharp and intense. As she clipped the hoops in the weight of them tugged at my wounded lobes, and the reality of the situation sank in. My ears were pierced, and I was wearing big gold hoops. I shivered.

“Now, let's get you dressed.” Sophia said.

I let them help me, head spinning, too overcome with emotions and feelings to resist. They helped me on with the skirt—the fabric tight, hugging my hips and ass, so short my stocking tops and my suspender straps were on display, and my ass was practically hanging out—and then I slipped the top on—it too was tight, hugging my chest, sleeveless, low cut, and it left my belly and my shoulders and my arms on display, emphasising the padding of my bra, my tits.

With my long wig, every movement caused the long hair to caress over my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

I couldn’t help but look down at myself. I looked so different. I looked...

“Now, just the final touches.” Orla said.

I turned to face her, and my belly tied itself in knots. In her hands, she was holding the heels and a collar.
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The heels were difficult to stand in, let alone walk in, but there was just something about them.

They were pink, like the rest of my outfit, and high, slutty, strappy, platform heels. The way they made me stand, made me move, was so sensual and feminine. I could feel my legs and ass, the wiggle of my hips. It was like just putting them on had made me even more girly.

“Now this.” Orla said.

She was holding the collar. The two women closed on me, one on either side, and Sophia moved to pull my hair away from my neck as Orla fit the strap of the collar around my throat.

It was thick, pink leather, decorated with glittering fake gems, like something a lapdog would wear, and they were making me wear it. As Orla closed the clasp and the buckle at the back, sealing me in, I took a deep breath. My head felt fuzzy, and my heart was racing.

The two women stepped back. They stared at me, grinning.

“Fuck.” Sophia said.

“I know, right?” Orla said.

I could feel my cheeks burning, my blush spreading over my whole body. I shifted, unsteady in my heels, squirming, and I couldn’t help but wiggle, my ass and hips moving. I felt so sensual and sexy in my outfit, so turned on, and as I moved Orla and Sophia’s smiles grew wider.

“So fucking hot.” Sophia said.

“So fucking hot.” Orla repeated.

“We’re definitely going to have to extend her punishment.”

I shivered. What else were they going to do to me?

“Agreed. But first…”

Orla stepped towards me.

“I think we need to let her see herself.”
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I stared into the mirror and blinked, frozen in place. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

I was staring into a mirror, staring into a reflection of the room I was standing in, but… I was gone. There was no me.

Instead, where I should have been, there was a young, hot girl staring back at me. A cute, pretty, sexy blonde dressed in a short pink skirt and a tight pink top, long legs clad in pink stockings, with pink suspender straps, her pink panties just peeking out, slim, her pink bra straps showing, wide hips and a juicy butt, small tits, in brazen pink heels.

I shifted, and the girl in the mirror shifted.

I giggled as the spell broke. It really was me. I moved again, wiggling, posing, and the girl in the mirror copied me.

I was her and she was…

“Beautiful, right?” Sophia said.

I nodded.

“You really are quite hot.” Orla said.

I nodded again. I was. I really was.

I’d lived my whole life as a dreary, ordinary, unexceptional, forgettable boy, and here I was suddenly transformed into a really fucking hot girl.

I was pretty, beautiful, sexy. I shifted, posing, and my body throbbed, joy and arousal and excitement. I could take my eyes off myself.

And… it was more than just my body. As hot as my body was, that was the least of my transformation.

My face too had changed. With the make-up on, the wig, earrings, collar, I was almost unrecognisable. Brian was gone, and in his place was…

“You know… as cute as you look, you really are going to need a better name than Brian.” Sophia said.

I turned to her and blinked. The room seemed to spin and my objection caught in my throat.

I knew I needed to object, to guard my name, but it was as though she’d read my mind, my heart. And she was right. Brian really was no name for a girl as cute as me.

“I… I…”

I couldn’t speak. My heart leapt.

“How about Beth.” Sophia said.

Beth…

The name spun in my head.

I nodded. Beth.

“I love it.” I said.

The two women smiled at me.

“Well, Beth, I think it’s time for you to apologise.” Orla said. “And time for us to finish your punishment.”

I stared at the two women. Even in my heels, Orla was taller than me, but I was just about the same height as Sophia, though she was barefoot.

Even as a hot girl, I found them intimidating, and my belly tied itself in knots.

“I… I’m sorry.” I said. “I’m really, really sorry. I won’t…”

“Not with words Beth.” Sophia said.

She stepped towards me, moving quickly, and before I could react she grabbed the back of my hair, my wig, pulling it hard, the pins pulling at the roots of my hair making me gasp and wince.

With one swift move, Sofia twisted her grip, using her leg to knock my knees out from under me, and she forced me to the ground, to my knees.

Orla moved forward, standing close, looming over me, the two women towering over me. I was a pretty girl, small and weak and hot, and my mind spun.

The sorority was all women, all lesbians. And I was… I was a pretty girl. My mind spun with the possibilities of it. My dick throbbed, hard in my panties.

“Not with words.” Orla said. “But with your mouth.”

And with that, Sophia began to strip out of her shorts.


Four

Orla stood back and watched as Sophia stripped out of her shorts, baring her smooth, plump, perfect thighs, her flawless skin, her panties, and I remained on my knees in front of her as she smiled at me, and then tugged her panties down.

“You’re going to apologise to us, like a good girl, aren’t you Beth?” Orla said.

I was staring at Sophia, naked from the waist down, her perfect body, hips, round ass, thick thighs, tanned skin, and the thick coarse bush of black hair over the inflamed lips of her cunt. Her pink, glistening pussy.

With her shorts and panties off I could smell her, the rich overpowering musk of her body, her arousal. I shivered, my cock throbbing in my pink panties.

I smiled.

I could see Sophia’s arousal, how wet and swollen her cunt was even behind the thick coarse tangle of hair over her crotch, I could smell her arousal, the dense perfume of her glistening pussy, and I knew that I was the cause.

I had turned her on.

Beth, the hot girl in pink, had turned her on, made her wet.

I’d never even really kissed a girl before, but now Sophia, the hot, swarthy lesbian who’d caught me stealing her panties, had forced me to her knees and she was going to make me apologise to her with my mouth. I couldn’t think, could barely breathe. The room spun.

I nodded.

“I want to apologise to both of you.” I said, voice soft, flirtations.

“Good.” Sophia said.

And with that, she grabbed my hair again and she stepped forward, pulling my face into her crotch, parting her legs, burying my face between her thighs. She pressed my face, my mouth, against her cunt.

“Say sorry.” She said.

I took a deep breath, the scent of her so heavy I became drunk on it. And then I began to apologise.
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I pressed my tongue into the folds of Sophia’s pussy, pressed it between the slick, swollen lips of her cunt, and I worked it deep into her sopping hole even as she began to grind down on my face, working his hips hard. I acted on instinct, letting her body guide me.

I fucked my tongue into her, tasting her, my mouth and lips and face quickly soaked in her juices, and then pulled my tongue out and worked it up, teasing, to the hard nub of her clit. I flicked my tongue over the swollen flesh.

“Fuck… fuck…”

Sophia pressed my face down harder, gripped my hair tighter. She worked her hips, fucking her pussy into my tongue.

“Fingers too. Don’t be a lazy slut. I want a proper apology.” Sophia said.

I blushed. Even as I was licking her pussy I felt a swell of embarrassment. I’d never even really kissed a girl and yet now I was on my knees, as a sexy woman, apologising to a hot lesbian by eating her pussy—my first kiss was with a wet, sopping cunt.

And worse. I wasn’t even me. I wasn’t even Brian. I was Beth, a hot girl making out with a hot girl’s pussy as punishment, to apologise for stealing her panties.

The whole situation was beyond my wildest imagination. It was a fantasy come true, and worse.

My cock throbbed in my panties and I embraced the situation, wanting to do my best to say sorry. With one hand I caressed up Sophia’s leg, feeling the smooth, warm, soft skin of her thigh.

I was in heaven, suffering, delight, bliss, joy, embarrassment, and I wanted more. My hand roamed up and the tips of my fingers grazed the wetness of Sophia’s pussy, and I licked at her clit and she bucked her hips.

“That’s it. Just there. Fuck…”

I pressed my fingers in, worked them slowly deep, and Sophia’s noises and movements told me I was doing a good job, so I just kept doing what I was doing. I acted on instinct. I worked my finger deep into her sopping cunt, fucking her, her juices quickly coating my hand, and I licked at her clit.

Sophia began to fuck my face, my fingers, and her grip in my hair told me how to work my tongue and fingers. I was her toy.

“Like that. Just like that.” She said.

“She seems quite talented.” Orla said. “I’ve not seen you so excited since that freshman last year.”

Sofia chuckled, fucking her pussy down onto my face. Her cunt juices filled my mouth and I was forced to swallow over and over to stop from drowning.

“What can I say, I like punishing bad girls, and transforming her got me all a quiver. The apology, ah… fuck… her fingers and lips… that’s just the cherry on top.”

“So she’s not talented?” Orla asked.

The two women chuckled. They were both looming over me, talking about me as though I were an object of amusement. Chatting about me while Sofia used my mouth and tongue and fingers for her pleasure.

“I never said that… but… fuck… I think it’s just best you try her out for yourself once I’m done.”

“And how long will that be?” Orla said—I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Not fucking long… if she… if she carries on like this. Fuck!”

To emphasise her point Sophia ground down hard, fucking her pussy onto my fingers, working her clit on my tongue. I lapped, fucked my fingers into her wet hole, let her use me, fuck my face, guiding my actions with her grip on my hair, fucking my lips and tongue and fingers with the grinding of her hips.

“Fuck, just there… don’t you dare stop or I will make you fucking suffer you slut.” Sofia said. “Just… there… just there. Keep going. Be a good girl and make me cum. Say sorry like you mean it.”

I did as Sophia said. I apologised like a good girl.

I worked my fingers, my tongue, and then I felt it. I felt her pussy clamping down, squeezing my fingers, her movements became harder, and then…

“FUCK…”

Sophia’s pussy soaked my hand, my face, a flood of her juices, heavy rich musk. Her slick walls clamped down on my fingers and she ground her hips onto my face, almost hard enough to hurt. I could feel her thighs quivering.

I had made her cum. I had made the hot woman who was punishing me cum. I felt giddy from the strange joy of it.

“Fuck… sensitive… easy…”

Sophia pulled my hair, pulled my face away, and I slipped my fingers out of her cunt, aware that she wanted me to stop. I looked up at her and smiled, aware my face must be a mess of her juices and smeared make-up.

“Thank you.” I said, breathing hard.

She smiled at me.

“You did a good job. Apology accepted.” Sophia said.

“Which just leaves me.” Orla said.

I turned to face her, ready to worship her cunt, to make her cum, to apologise. She was already stripped from the waist down, half-naked, and my eyes went wide as I saw the magnificent glory of her.

Her legs were long, full, smooth, and pale. Her hips were wide, and her ass was round, pert, perfect. There was a short cropped thatch of red pubic hair, and beneath it was…

Her cock.

“Like what you see?” Orla said.

She swayed her hips, and her cock, her fat, long, hard, throbbing cock swayed. I could not take my eyes off it.

I nodded. My head was spinning. It was beautiful, glorious, magnificent. She wiggled, and the way her cock moved was hypnotic.

“Are you ready to apologise to me too then? Ready to show me how good you are with that mouth of yours?”

My heart skipped. I’d just worshipped Sophia’s pussy, made her cum, my first sexual experience, and now…

Now I was expected to suck on Orla’s cock. I was expected to pleasure her with my mouth. I was expected to apologise to her like a good girl.

I bit my bottom lip, trembling, fearful, but I could not deny the reaction my body was having to the sight of her cock. My dick—so small and pretty compared to Orla’s beautiful, thick, long, hard prick—was aching in my panties and my belly was fluttering.

I nodded again.

“Yes.” I whispered. “Yes, please…

And then Orla moved forwards, towards me, and her cock swayed with each step.
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As Orla got closer I could not restrain myself. After everything I’d been through, stealing the panties, the thrill of the forbidden, getting caught, being punished, being made pretty, made into a sexy girl, making Sophia cum with my mouth, worshipping her cunt with my lips and tongue and finger, I was so horny I could barely think.

I was Beth, a pretty blonde in pink, collared, and I needed to apologise. I needed to say sorry.

I reached out and I wrapped my fingers around Orla’s girth. Her cock was warm, firm, skin so silky. My hand looked so small wrapped around her pick.

“Fuck you have delicate hands. Stroke me. Get me fully hard.” She said.

I blushed. She wasn’t even fully hard? But she was massive.

I did as she said though, stroked her cock, and the way it throbbed in my grip, swelling, growing fatter and longer and harder, thrilled me.

My head spun. I was a pretty girl in pink, a sexy blonde, and I was on my knees stroking a sexy, hot, beautiful redhead’s cock. It felt like I was in a dream, but one I never wanted to wake from.

“Fuck your hand feels good, and you look so pretty, such an adorable slut.”

I looked up, looked into Orla’s beautiful green eyes. I smiled, blushing.

“Thank you.” I said.

She smiled at me. I could not get over how stunning she was, and her cock, her beautiful cock, was hard for me. She wanted me. She thought I was sexy.

“Now, put your lips to my cock, and show me how sorry you are.” She said.

I smiled, fluttering my eye lashes, blushing, and nodded. I lowered my gaze down, taking in her beauty, and looked to the throbbing prick in my small, dainty, delicate hands.

It had got even bigger, thicker, harder, and I blushed when I realised I’d done that. I’d made her hard by being so pretty. Orla was a lesbian, into girls, and she was hard for me. That meant…

I felt a rush of giddy joy. I was so cute and sexy I’d made her hard, and my touch had made her even harder. Now though, it was time to apologise.

I leaned forward and I kissed the head of Orla’s cock.

I’d never even kissed a girl, and now here I was, a sexy blonde in pink, having worshipped a cunt, kissing a cock. What was happening to me?

But then… I’d wanted college to be a wild adventure, to be a fresh start. I’d wanted to be bold, and… what was more bold than this.

I giggled at that thought, and moaned as I felt Orla’s prick throb against my wet lips. It was pulsing with the drumming of her heart, getting harder, fatter. I parted my lips and kissed more deeply, wet, sloppy, tongue.

“Fuck… she is good.” Orla moaned.

Her praise spurred me on. I felt her fingers tangle in my hair, gripping gently.

I pressed my head down and felt the thickness of Olra’s cock splitting my lips open. My tongue worked, wetting her girth, and I took her cock deeper, letting it sink into my mouth.

I sucked, gently, hot, wet, and took her cock as deep as I could, then held it there, the head pressing at the back of my throat, throbbing. My head spun. She pressed her hips forward, the tip just barely entering my throat, and I suppressed the urge to gag.

“Fuck… your mouth is heaven.” Orla said.

I buzzed with the joy of her words, pulled back, letting her cock slip out of my wet, hot, tight mouth, keeping just the tip of her prick between my lips, sucking hard, teasing with my tongue.

I’d watched enough porn to know what a good blowjob looked like, and I had a cock of my own—thought it was smaller, thinner, cuter—so I knew what felt good. I just needed to act like a porn star and do what I would want someone to do to me.

I began to work my head up, working my lips up and down Olra’s shaft, sucking, licking, wet and sloppy, using my hand to work the base since it was too big and I couldn’t fit all of her beautiful cock in my mouth.

I took her deep, as deep as I could, gagging, then pulled back, just the tip in my mouth, sucking, teasing. I worked tongue and lips and hand, wet and sloppy and eager.

Giving her a good apology was made harder by the fact that no one had ever even touched my cock, but I figured I was doing a good job given how Orla was moaning, how she was thrusting, how she was fucking her cock into my mouth, gripping my hair.

“Fuck.. so fucking hot. Pretty little cock-slut aren’t you?”

I nodded as I sucked, working lips and tongue and hand. I forced my head down, choking myself. I was a cock-slut. I needed to apologise, to show Orla I was a good girl.

It was like something had clicked inside me, and I couldn’t get enough. My whole body was on fire, burning with lust and need and hunger. I took her deep, and my pretty little dick throbbed in my panties.

Fuck… keep going like that and you’re going to make me cum. Do you want to make me cum? Do you want me to cum in your pretty, wet, tight, slut mouth?”

I nodded again.

“You want to cum with me?”

The words hit me hard. I nodded, whimpering.

“Then play with yourself. Play with yourself while you suck my cock. Tease your pretty little dick while you apologise and show me you can be a good girl.”

My body thrummed with joy.

I kept one hand on Orla’s fat cock, sucking, stroking, lapping, teasing, and with the other I reached under my pink skirt to touch my cock in my panties. The joy was bright and overwhelming. My whole body tensed up, and I sucked hard, taking Orla’s cock deep. I played with myself as I sucked her cock, showing her I was a good girl.

“That’s it. Nice and wet. Nice and deep. Make me cum. Cum for me while I cum in your mouth.”

With her hand on the back of my head, she guided me, urging me on. I took her deeper, hot wet mouth, and played with my cute little dick in my pink panties. I was close, and I could feel she was close too.

I could feel her cock throbbing, swelling, getting fatter, harder. Orla was going to cum. She was going to cum in my mouth. She was…

Orla’s grip in my hair tightened, and she thrust. Her cock swelled, throbbed, and she pressed it deep. I felt it pulse, and then…

She was cumming. She was cumming into my mouth. Hot, wet, thick, creamy cum erupting against my tongue and against the back of my throat, filling my mouth. I swallowed on instinct, her cum clinging to my throat and teeth.

“Fuck!”

She pressed my head down. The room spun. She was cumming into my mouth, down my throat. I’d made her cum and…

That fact pushed me over the edge. I came, cumming into my panties as Orla came in my mouth, the hot redhead fucking my face, cumming down my throat.

We came together, and the bliss of it was addictive. I knew I was hooked.

As Orla’s climax subsided she pulled back, slipped her cock out of my mouth. I shivered, lips sensitive, mouth full of cum, belly warm, panties filled with sticky cream.

“Such a good girl. Consider your apology accepted.” Orla said.

I smiled up at her, shivered with joy. I was Beth, a good girl, and I couldn’t get over how giddily happy I was.

I had thought when I’d tripped, fallen, been caught, that everything had gone wrong. But… maybe everything was finally going right? Maybe...

“Now, are you ready for the final part of your punishment?” Sophia asked.

I paled, suddenly remembering that they’d promised me more punishment. I turned, looked at the swarthy beauty, and what I saw in her hand sent a shiver down my spine.


Five

Their instructions were simple enough. I was to return once I’d got back all of the panties my friends had stolen from their house, and only then would they consider releasing me from my punishment.

Orla and Sophia helped me get changed back into my boy clothes, which felt so dreary and scratchy and uncomfortable after the silky lingerie and the soft, sensual femme clothes—and it didn’t help that my skin was so much more sensitive now, smooth and pretty and soft—and then helped me take off my wig and remove my make-up and fake nails.

The earrings though they left. They had pierced my ears and the earrings, they said, should stay at least for a few weeks or the holes would heal up too quickly.

They told me how to clean and look after the fresh wounds so they healed quickly, and then they told me that once the panties were returned and I was released I could, if I wanted, remove them. But not before.

For now, they had to remain as a visible reminder that I had still not earned forgiveness. I was still being punished. Yet, I didn’t need a visible reminder.

Given the device they’d fitted over my cock, I needed no further reminders of my situation, my punishment, that the two women were still very much in control of me.

The metal cage they’d fitted over my cock was heavy and intimidating, an oppressive object that made it clear that Orla and Sophia had no intention of letting me use my cock or play with it or cum until I’d repaid my debt to them, until I’d apologised fully. It was strong and sturdy, well built, and tiny, the device squashing my cute little dick flat, making it small and useless, and they’d locked it on with a rather impressive-looking heart-shaped padlock.

The cage would stay on until I’d satisfied them that I’d learnt my lesson, until I’d shown them I was sorry, until I’d apologised. And so it was that I left the house not only without the panties I’d been sent to steal, but caged, with pierced ears, and a very, very stark memory that I was never going to forget.

As I headed back to my dormitory I could still taste Sopia’s cunt on my lips, could still feel Orla’s cock pressing at the back of my throat. My mind spun, memories buzzing.

I’d been made into a pretty girl, had been made to apologise. It had felt so good to be sexy for once, to feel attractive, and then…

I giggled as I made my way home.

I’d still not even kissed a girl, yet I’d just been made to get down on my knees and apologise by making two girls cum with my mouth and my hands. I’d worshipped Sophia’s pussy, licked her, fucked her with my fingers, and had then sucked Orla’s cock, had stroked and kissed and licked and sucked her long, fat, throbbing cock until she’d cum in my mouth and then…

Then I’d swallowed it all. I’d swallowed it all and I’d enjoyed it.

Worse, I’d enjoyed it so much, had enjoyed the whole experience so much that I’d gotten so turned on that I’d not been able to resist touching myself. I’d played with my cock while dressed like a pretty girl, had touched my cute dick while being a sexy woman, while sucking Orla’s cock, licking, kissing, stroking, sucking her cock, and when she’d cum I’d cum.

I felt my whole body throb as I remembered how good it had felt, how right, and my dick twitched, a dull ache as it tried to harden in its cage but could not. The pain was just another reminder of my situation, my predicament, but at the same time, it was almost… pleasant.

I blushed as I wondered what was happening to me. And I felt a pang of anxiety as I wondered what would happen to me if I couldn’t get the panties back, if I were to stay caged. What would happen to me if Orla and Sophia never removed my cage and they kept me locked away as their toy forever?
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In the end, though I didn’t have to worry about staying locked away. I managed, eventually, to get all the panties back.

It took me a few days, lots of persuading, offering favours, even cash, but in the end, I managed to get the other three who’d broken into the house with me to give me what they’d stolen back. And it had definitely not been easy—though that was mostly an effect of the cage I was wearing, the constant reminder of my situation, what I’d done, what would happen to me if I never managed to get the panties back.

As I spent days chasing Matthew, Doug, and Iain, down. In the beginning, they’d been all too keen to hear about what had happened to me, but when I told them—a lie, of course, since I couldn’t tell them the truth—they soon got bored.

I told them I’d been caught, and that if I didn’t get the panties back they’d taken I was going to be reported to the administration and would get kicked out.

That was my problem they said. They had what they needed, panties from the lesbian sorority, and that meant they were definitely getting into the fraternity. If I hadn’t got what I needed then it was tough luck. If I’d been caught then it was even tougher luck.

I’d felt crushed hearing that. I’d thought we’d become friends, that they would want to help me out, but instead, they were only looking out for themselves, what they wanted and needed. That I was in trouble was my tough luck.

It hurt, but I couldn’t dwell on that. I needed the panties back, but I couldn’t tell them why.

I was able to hide the earrings under my hair, or under hats or headphones—though I was unable to escape the dull throbbing in my lobes—and my cage was hidden in my underwear, but the feel of it was becoming more and more distracting. With each passing day, each hour that ticked past, it got worse.

Not only was I unable to cum, unable to find the regular relief I was used to, but I was constantly thinking about what they’d done to me, what they’d made me do.

The memory of being smooth and pretty and cute was stuck in my head, and my body remained so delicate and hairless, so sensitive. Every time I looked in the mirror and faced my dreary old reflection I felt a pang of something deep and almost painful.

Brian was so boring and unexceptional. I’d never be much of a man. I was doomed to a miserable, sad, lonely life.

Yet the girl in the mirror, Beth, had been so pretty and attractive, so sexy and cute, and, worse, she’d looked so happy. I could still see her smile, could still feel that bubbly sense of giddy delight that I’d felt when I’d seen her, when I’d seen myself.

I knew it had been meant as a punishment, but I had, in an odd way, enjoyed it. The further and further I got from that punishment the more intense that joy seemed when remembering.

And I could not stop thinking about how Sophia and Orla had made me say sorry, how they’d made me pleasure them both, made me make them cum. Just thinking about it made my whole body heat up, my caged dick throb painfully, a dull ache that was becoming all too familiar.

The longer it was on the hornier I got, because I couldn’t cum with my cock locked away, and the hornier I got the more I thought about them, about my punishment, about how they’d made me say sorry. And the more I thought about Orla and Sophia, what they’d done, what they’d made me do, how they’d made me say sorry, the hornier I got.

It was a positive feedback loop that was agony in the most wonderful way possible.

I knew I needed to get the cage off, and soon, or I was going to break, my mind was going to snap from the frustration and the chain of very distracting thoughts.

So I did my best to get the panties back.
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Using favours, money, begging, pleading, offering help with coursework, even offering to wash clothes and run errands, I finally managed to persuade all three of my so-called friends to give me the panties they’d stolen back.

And even then there were conditions. I had to give them other panties in return, had to provide them with alternative panties so they could still get into the fraternity, so they could still be accepted.

We agreed together, I would replace the panties with new pairs, and we would all lie to say they’d come from the panty raid. We had enough other evidence—photos, details, and my getting caught—to prove we’d been in the house, so there was no reason for anyone else to doubt the panties were real.

I just needed to go buy three different pairs of pretty, sexy, girly panties. While caged and horny and buzzing with the memory of what Orla and Sophia had done to me.

That had been its own special kind of torture. Buying panties had been a thrill, but had made me feel so exposed and alert that I could feel my whole body vibrating. I was terrified my dirty secret was going to be discovered.

In the end, though I’d managed it. I bought a pack of panties in different colours, five pairs, grabbing the first box I saw and paying for them in a hurry before sprinting out of the store.

It was only when I’d got home that I realised I had two more pairs than I needed. What was I going to do with panties?

My mind spun with possibilities, and my caged dick throbbed, an urge that was bright and intense and difficult to suppress. I could just try them on, right? I could just slip them on and see how they felt?

Maybe if I’d not been caged, maybe if I’d been able to think clearly, I might have been able to resist the urges, but as it was I was a distracted mess. So, I wasn’t able to resist.

As soon as I got home and took the panties out, deciding which ones to keep and which ones to give to my so-called friends, my mind started to whirr. There was a cute pink pair I loved, a lot like the ones Orla and Sophia had made me wear, as well as an innocent pair of white ones with pink flowers on.

The others, a stripy pair, a grey pair, and a black pair, I set aside for exchange.

There was suddenly no doubt in my mind. Handling the pink panties it was like something came over me. It was like I was no longer me, like suddenly Beth was in control. Before I knew what was happening, I was stripping, taking my underwear off, and I was slipping the panties on. The cute innocent white pair with pink flowers.

I couldn’t help but smile.

The cloth was so soft and delicate, sheer, smooth, caressing over my hairless, sensitive skin, making me shudder. The way they cupped my caged dick, snug around my ass, was just like the panties Orla and Sophia had made me wear. They felt… amazing.

I didn’t bother to take them off. I just pulled my trousers on over the top.

They were just underwear, right? I was only wearing them because they were more comfortable, right? There was nothing wrong with wearing underwear that made me feel good, made me happy.

Yet… what did it say about me that the underwear I felt good in was a pair of girl’s panties?

I didn’t know. I just knew one thing. I needed to get the cage off my dick soon, before my brain melted down completely, and I did something even worse.
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I returned to the sorority house late in the evening, arriving at the time Orla and Sophia had told me to when I’d told them I had the panties to return. The house looked quiet, and I was glad for that. Hopefully, it would be empty and quiet. I really hoped it would be empty and quiet.

My head was spinning, and my body was hot. It had been days since I’d cum, since Sophia and Orla had punished me, made me apologise, and as the days had passed I’d become more and more distracted. The cage had denied me release, though I’d tried a few times—experiences which had only left me more frustrated—and I was now very on edge.

I was returning to where it had all happened, to return the panties, and though I just wanted to get it over with, to get the cage off, and leave, so I could get back to my old life, being boring old Brian, my body seemed to have other ideas. I could feel the flush and the excitement growing as I headed up to the house, the sense of eagerness, anticipation. It was like my body was craving something.

It didn’t help that I’d worn panties. I was in pink panties, the pair I’d bought from the shop. I’d only meant to try a pair on, but after I’d tried them on I’d kept them on. And then when they were dirty I swapped them for the other pair, and I just kept doing that until…

I’d not worn my boy pants since first trying those panties on. I’d been in girl pants ever since. They were just more comfortable and made me feel better, happier.

So I’d worn panties to return the panties that had been stolen without even really thinking about it, but now I had realised it I wondered if maybe it had been a mistake. But… it was too late now. I was almost there. I just had to give the panties back, get the key to my cage, and it would all be over, right?

Only… part of me felt that might not be the case.

As I reached the front door I could feel my blush covering my face, hot cheeks, chest and throat pink. I knocked, and it was only a moment before the door opened.

It was Orla, dressed in a flowing black dress, barefoot. She smiled when she saw me.

“How nice of you to arrive by the front door and to knock this time.” She said.

She was smirking. I blushed.

“Come in. We’ve been waiting for you.”

Orla stepped back and held the door for me. I stepped in, the door clicked shut, and I shivered. The last time I’d been in this house…

I felt my caged cock twitch, a delicious agony.

“Come with me.” Orla said.

As she stepped off I watched her. The sway of her hips and ass was hypnotic. My heart skipped. I did as she said, and went with her.
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As she stepped through the doors to the large downstairs sitting room I followed, walking through the door, then… froze.

I looked at the five faces staring at me. I only recognised two of them—Orla and Sophia—the other three were…

“Beth, allow me to introduce you to my sorority sisters. This is Lisa, Gloria, and June.” Sophia was grinning at me.

As she spoke she gestured to the three new women. Lisa was tall, like Orla, but with dark brown skin and black coiled hair, with a full figure and an ass that was luscious and thick. Gloria was the shortest of the three, with short blue hair and more than a few facial piercings, pale skin, slightly plump, but in a way that was hot with thick legs and hips, and a round ass, and massive tits. June was the last of the three, but not the least. She had light porcelain skin, long black hair, and delicate features, slim, but with an almost ethereal beauty and quiet around her that made my belly grow tight, a fluttering.

“I… err… hi?” I managed to mutter.

I was suddenly very aware of my cage, and the fact that I was wearing panties. My whole body thrummed with an urgent need, a want, a desire that I dared not even recognise.

The last time I’d been around Orla and Sophia, the last time I’d been in the sorority house… I blushed. My caged dick throbbed, delightful agony.

“You have something that belongs to us?” Gloria asked.

My eyes went wide as realisation dawned. Three women. Three pairs of panties. I was here to…

“Well?” June said.

“We’re waiting.” Lisa said.

All five women were staring at me, expectant. I blushed, squirming, then reached into my bag to take the three pairs of panties out. Three pairs. It had cost me a fortune in favours and cash to get them back, plus the three replacement panties I’d had to buy, but it’d be worth it if I could get the cage off and not get kicked out of college. It’d all be worth it if I could put this whole thing behind me. Except… part of me was almost reluctant to give the panties back, to put the whole thing behind me.

Lisa, Gloria, and June looked at the panties in my hand, nodding, then stepped forward to take them, taking a pair each, inspecting them thoroughly before accepting them and heading back to join Orla and Sophia. The five women stood as a group, watching me, assessing me. I felt so small and vulnerable, and… I liked it.

“Are you three ladies satisfied?” Orla asked the three new women.

They looked at me, stared at me, smiling.

“I was told there’d be an apology.” June said.

“I was definitely told there’d be an apology.” Gloria said.

“I’ve been looking forward to having the thief apologise.” Lisa said. “After what you both told me, I’ve not been able to stop thinking about it.”

I blinked. An apology?

“I’m sorry.” I said. “I’m really, really sorry.”

But even as the words left my mouth I knew that was not what any of them had meant. And, worse, I was excited at the prospect of being made to apologise again.

I’d not been able to get the memory of apologising to Orla and Sophia out of my head. I’d not been able to get the memory of being Beth out of my head.

“Such a dumb slut.” Orla said, grinning.

My blush spread, and I shifted, squirming.

“Such a dump, pretty slut.” Sofia said.

Their words lit a fire in me. I was a… a… a dumb, pretty, slut. I giggled.

“Well Beth, are you willing to apologise to my sorority sisters for stealing their panties? Are you willing to be our pretty princess and say sorry?” Orla said.

My head spun. I was caged, so horny it hurt, and I was already in panties.

I’d come back with the intention of getting the cage off, putting the whole thing behind me, returning to my old, mundane, boring life, but they were offering me an alternative. I could be Beth again, could apologise to five women at once…

I squirmed. I’d not been able to stop thinking about that night, what they’d done, what they’d made me do. I’d not been able to get over how good it had felt to be pretty, how right it had felt. I’d not been able to stop remembering how wet Sophia’s pussy had been, how hard Orla’s cock had been, how much fun it had been to serve them both.

Now there were five women to apologise to. I looked between the many hot women and bit my bottom lip. Could I really…

And then I realised the truth. There was no way I couldn’t.

“I… yes.” I said. “Please, can I apologise to all of you?”

The five women smiled.

“First, we need to get you ready.” Orla said.


Six

Orla and Sophia led me off, leaving the other women downstairs in the main room.

“We’ve promised them a surprise, to make up for you stealing their panties like a dirty little thief.” Sophia said. “You do want to give them a nice surprise, don’t you? You do want to give them a proper apology?”

Her words were pointed and deliberate and I knew exactly the meaning of them. I could almost taste Sophia’s pussy juices and Orla’s thick creamy cum. My caged dick was agony.

I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered, coy and timid and shy.

I knew I should have refused, or been resisting, but… I wasn’t. I was going along willingly, eagerly even. The moment I’d been called Beth it was like something had clicked inside of me.

“Good girl.” Orla said.

I could feel it now, bright and hot and insistent, growing stronger with each step. The craving to be pretty, to be cute, to be sexy, the desire to be Beth again.

I had thought returning the panties would mean I’d be able to put it all behind me. I had thought I’d be able to get the cage off and return to my old dreary life.

True, there had been some disappointment in that thought—the memory of being Beth, and apologising to two hot women with my mouth, still bright and bold—but I had assumed that disappointment would fade. Without my cage on I’d be able to masturbate. I’d be able to cum, to find relief, and with that, my horniness would fade, and with it the memory.

I had hoped I could return to normal, even though normal was so crushingly dull and bleak and boring. Yet, part of me had hated that idea.

Part of me had longed to be Beth again, had longed for another chance to be pretty, to be cute, sexy, beautiful, and now that part was giddily happy. I couldn’t stop smiling.

“Now, in here.” Sophia said, stopping beside a door, holding it open.

I recognised the room. It was her room. The room where it had all begun, where I’d stolen the panties and the toy from. Just remembering that toy made my body thrum.

I obeyed though without question. I stepped into the room and Orla and Sophia followed after. The door clicked shut.

As I turned to face them I trembled. They both stood tall over me. They were both so radiant and beautiful and dazzling. I felt weak and small and giddy and… excited.

I wondered what they might make me wear. I wondered what they were going to make me do. My mind spun, and my caged dick throbbed as I wondered if Lisa, Gloria, or June were like Orla. Did any of the other women have cocks like her? Were they going to make me suck them? Swallow their cum?

And… why did that excite me as much as the thought of worshipping pussy?

“Look at her face. You can tell how excited she is. Acting all reluctant and coy, but you tell inside she’s an eager little slut.” Sophia said.

“Well, can you blame her? I mean, your pussy is magnificent, and I know she enjoyed my cock, plus… she’s been locked away for days. Just think how horny she must be.” Orla said.

The two women chuckled. Clearly, they were enjoying teasing me, taunting me, watching me suffer. I squirmed, but I could not deny that I too was enjoying it.

“I… yes.” I whispered. “I… I’m an eager slut and… and… I want to be your princess.”

The two women smiled, almost gloating. I blushed, hot, and the room seemed to spin. Yet, at the same time, speaking those words unlocked something, and I felt free.

“Then strip.” Orla said. “Clothes off so we can get you ready for your apology.”

I blinked, frozen. I had to strip. That made sense. But I… I realised I was already wearing panties. They were going to see. They were going to know. They were…

“Now Beth. We don’t have all night.” Sophia said, voice stern.

I took a deep breath and I nodded. I began, slowly, to strip.
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“Holy fuck.” Orla said.

“You’re already in panties. Fuck.” Sophia said.

I blushed as I slipped my trousers down, baring my pink panties. I dared not look at the two women, too shy and nervous.

“That’s so fucking hot.” Orla said.

“I know right? It’s one thing when we dress her up, make her over, but… knowing she’s been wandering around in panties. Shit, it’s making me so wet.”

I blushed a deeper pink, caged dick throbbing, hard. Their words lit a fire in me. They thought it was… hot?

I looked up and saw both women staring at me, at my legs, my ass, my pink panties. On a whim, I wiggled my hips and I saw both of them smile. I felt suddenly very observed, but also strangely attractive. The feeling was bright and addictive.

“How long have you been wearing panties for Beth?” Orla asked.

I bit my bottom lip as I took a deep breath.

“A… a few days.” I whispered, voice soft. “Just… they felt more comfortable and I… they… they made me feel happy.”

The two women nodded, grinning, as though my words had a deeper meaning.

“I’m impressed, and they suit you. However, they still need to come off. We have something bolder in mind for you today.” Sophia said.

I nodded. And, with their encouragement, feeling hot and flush and giddy, I stripped off the last of my clothes—my top, my panties, my socks. I stood naked in front of them, hiding my shame with my hands.

“Still smooth and soft. Perfect. That’s one of the benefits of epilating.” Sophia said.

“Shall we do lingerie first, then make-up and hair, with clothes last?” Orla said.

Sophia nodded.

“Pink again?” Sophia said.

It was Orla’s turn to nod.

“Of course pink. I mean, what other colour for our slutty princess.”

And with that, they began to dress me.
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I dressed in pink thigh-high hold-up stockings, pink lace panties, and a pink lace peep-hole bra. It was lurid and brazen and slutty, and I loved it.

It felt so sensual on my smooth, sensitive body, clinging to me, making the most of my curves. I was cute and pretty, feminine, and I couldn’t stop smiling. Once I was dressed I gave a little wiggle, looking down at myself, a swell of bright joy.

I looked like a cute, slutty girl and I loved it. My hands roamed over my thighs, hips, ass, and my caged dick, a tiny little useless bulge in my pink panties, throbbed. I couldn’t get over how happy I was, how playful I felt.

I was so horny I could barely think straight. The thought of being made to apologise to three more women was making me hot and squirmy. I wondered if I’d be allowed to apologise to Sophia and Orla again.

I could no long deny what I wanted. I wanted to be on my knees. I wanted to be pretty. I wanted to be their slutty princess. I wanted to be Beth.

“You look so cute and sexy.” Orla said. “I can’t wait for my sisters to see you. They’re definitely going to enjoy your apology.”

“But we need to get you finished first.” Sophia said. “Don’t we?”

I smiled, nodded. The two women led me to a chair and sat me down, then set about painting my face. They applied make-up—eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick, lipgloss, blush, shadow, highlights—and I could see from the colours they were using that the look was going to be extremely pink, like a glittery bubblegum princess. A bright pink slut. It made my heart skip.

After the make-up, they stuck on fake nails, then checked my earrings.

“They’re healing well. We’ll be able to change them out in a few weeks for something even prettier, but they’ll do for now. Maybe even a few more piercings eventually. Would you like that?” Sophia asked.

I blushed, nodded.

“I always like a pretty girl with piercings,” Orla said.

My blush deepened.

“Piercings and tattoos are hot.” Sophia said.

My head was spinning.

“And maybe even more modifications too. There’s no reason we need to limit it to piercings and tattoos. If you like being pretty, like being Beth, enjoy being our princess, then there are lots of things you could do, lots of ways you could become more feminine, if you wanted.” Orla said.

I blinked, head spinning. I stared at Orla, suddenly so shy and scared I couldn’t move. The idea that she was teasing me was so sharp it hurt.

“Would you like that? We could help you?” Orla added.

I nodded, slowly, terrified. The two women just smiled.

“Maybe after you’ve apologised to us all, we can talk.” Orla said.

“I… I’d like that. Thank you.”

“First though, you need to get dressed.” Sophia said. “And I, for one, can’t wait to see how you’re going to look in what we’ve picked out for you.”
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The outfit was pink. A tiny latex mini-skirt and a matching tube top, with pink fetish heels. I couldn’t believe it when I saw it, and there was so little material that I was sure it wouldn’t fit.

Sophia and Orla helped me put on my outfit though, and to my surprise, it fit perfectly, the latex stretchy so that it clung to my body, my curves, making my ass and hips look round and full, even my chest looked alluring clad in the pink, shiny, sensual material.

Yet, the latex covered very little. The skirt was so short that most of my legs were on display, the tops of my hold-up stockings clearly visible and the smooth skin of my bare thighs. Any movement flashed my tiny pink lace panties.

My belly was bare too, my waist, my shoulders, arms, the top of my chest. It was so slutty it made me feel hot and flustered and I’d not even seen how I looked.

“So cute. Perfect for our princess.” Orla said.

I smiled, fluttering my eyelashes. In the heels, I felt precarious, but they also made me feel sexy and hot, making me stand in a way that made my legs longer, my ass fuller, a wiggle and a strut as I walked, my movements more provocative.

“We need to do hair too remember.”

I turned to face Sophia and my eyes went wide as I saw what she was holding. Another wig, this one even more daring and bold. Long pink curls, dazzling and sexy and bright.

“I… I love it.” I whispered.

The pair helped me fit the wig, pinning it to my natural roots so I could feel it. The caress of the long pink locks over my bare shoulders was sensual and reassuring. I felt so cute I almost wanted to cry. My head was spinning and my caged dick was agony.

I played with my long hair, dazzled by the pinkness of it. I was transformed. I was Beth again, their princess. I was ready to apologise. I was…

“One last detail.” Sophia added.

I turned to look at the two women and I felt a swell of joy as I saw what they were holding. The collar.

I had forgotten my collar. My pink collar.

“Are you willing to wear this for us again?” Sophia asked.

I opened my mouth to speak but Olra held up a hand to silence me.

“Before you answer you should know that this time it’s more serious. Putting the collar on this time is more than just you being punished, you saying sorry. You wear it this time you’re agreeing to be our princess from now on. Put in on and there’s no escape, there’s no release, there’s no way out. Put the collar on now and you’re accepting your place as our princess. Is that clear?”

Orla’s voice was quiet, soft, and gentle, and it was all the more intimidating for its gentleness. I looked between the two women, looked at the collar. It was so dazzling. I wanted to wear it. I wanted…

And then I saw the tag. A small silver disc hanging from the collar. As close as they both were I could just read what was stamped into the metal.

Princess.

It was a name tag. It was my name tag. It was my collar. I knew then that I wanted the collar. I wanted the collar and all it represented.

“Please.” I whispered. “Please let me wear it. Let me be your princess.”

Orla and Sophia smiled at me. They nodded.

“Step forward and kneel then.” Orla said.

I did as she said. I moved close, sank to my knees in front of them.

My position stirred memories. The last time I’d knelt in front of them both I’d been apologising. I’d worshipped Sophia’s cunt and sucked Orla’s cock.

Now I was kneeling for a different reason, but it was no less wonderful.

Orla leaned forward and she wrapped the leather collar around my neck, locking it around the back, snug a constant reminder of who I was, of where I belonged, and who owned me.

I looked up at the two women and smiled, beaming, heart full of joy.

“Thank you.” I said.

They were grinning.

“If you want to thank us, how about you follow us downstairs, and you show us just how much of a slut our princess is.” Sophia said.

I blushed.

“We’ve told our sisters all about you.” Orla said. “And they’ve been so eager to receive their apologies.”

I giggled. I couldn’t wait to apologise.

“But first… how about you see what a glorious princess you are?” Orla said.

I looked at her, smiled.

“Please.” I said.


Seven

As I stepped out in front of the mirror the click of my heels sent a thrill up my spine. My hips rolled and my ass wiggled—heel to toe like Orla had told me, let my hips sway like Sophia had shown me—and the clinging latex of my miniskirt felt so tight and sensual that it was enough to make me shudder.

I stared into the glass and… I saw her. Beth.

The pretty girl with pink hair, in sexy pink latex, collared, in heels, with heavy make-up and long nails, looking brazen and slutty.

And I was her. She was me.

I was the girl in the mirror.

“Pretty, aren’t you?” Orla said.

I nodded.

“Not just pretty, but sexy too. So cute and sweet, but slutty as well.” Sophia said.

It was all true. I really did look pretty. I was pretty, and sexy. I was cute, sweet, beautiful, and I was definitely slutty.

I couldn’t stop smiling, and I couldn’t remember ever feeling so happy. Even the dull ache of my cage, my cock throbbing in my panties, wasn’t enough to lessen the sheer joy of the moment.

I really was Beth.

I moved, shifting, posing, staring at myself. I couldn’t get over how sexy I was, how brazen and cute and slutty. With my long pink hair, my pink make-up and nails, in pink stockings, pink heels, pink latex, I looked like a model out of a fetish movie. My belly fluttered.

The final touch was my collar. My pink leather collar. My pink leather collar with my silver tag on.

It was perfect. And I was finally ready to apologise to the women for stealing their panties.

I turned away from the mirror, grinning, and I giggled as I squirmed, excited from just the way Orla and Sophia were looking at me, hungry wolves eyeing a piece of raw meat.

“I’m ready to say sorry to everyone.” I said. “I’m ready to show everyone that I’m very, very sorry.”

The two women smiled at me.

“Follow us then.” Orla said. “Because I know they’ve all been dying to meet our new princess, and for her to show them just how good she is at apologising.”

And with that, they led me out of the room, my heels clicking, and downstairs to meet my fate head-on.
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“Shit. You really weren’t lying.” Gloria said. “She’s gorgeous.”

“This is the same scrawny thing that came in earlier? I mean… they were cute sure but not… I mean… she’s fire.” Lisa said.

“She’s willing to say sorry for stealing my panties?” June said. “She’s ready to show us all how sorry she is?”

I nodded, stepped further into the room. I walked in the way Orla and Sophia had shown me—heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, hips rolling, ass wiggling, provocative and sexy—and I was delighted at how the three women in front of me reacted, eyeing me with lust and hunger and appreciation.

I was in a room of five lesbians, and I had all of their attention. Just the fact of it was enough to make my head spin.

As Brian, I was boring and dreary and plain. No one ever paid me any attention.

But then I’d fucked up. I’d broken into a sorority house and I’d tried to steal panties and I’d been caught.

Only… maybe I hadn’t fucked up?

If I hadn’t been caught I’d probably have joined the fraternity, would have been accepted as one of the boys. I’d still be Brian, boring and dreary and miserable, surrounded by friends who weren’t really my friends.

It’s what I’d thought I’d wanted, was the fresh start I’d thought I’d needed, but…

I’d been wrong.

Being caught stealing panties was what I’d needed. Being Beth was what I needed.

I needed to be pretty, to be feminine and girly and cute and beautiful. I wanted to be attractive, wanted to be wanted, wanted to be lusted after. I wanted to be a hot femme, a slutty girl. I wanted to be the sorority’s princess.

“I’m very ready to show you how sorry I am.” I said.

I looked between Lisa, June, and Gloria. They were all staring at me, unable to take their eyes off me. I could feel their lust, their desire, their hunger like a physical force.

It was amazing, addictive, bright and hot and overwhelming. I wanted more of it.

I’d still never even kissed a girl, and I was about to serve three—maybe even five—hot lesbians as their slutty princess. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.

As the three women watched me I sank to my knees, and I made a show of crawling towards them on all fours. I kept my head low, my ass high, my back curved, and I did my best to crawl with a wiggle and a sway. I knew I was flashing my panties to Orla and Sophia behind me and I just hoped that was enough to tempt them to come and get more of my apology.

I crawled towards June, Gloria, and Lisa, and stopped just in front of them, sat up, looked up at them, smiling, batting my eyelashes. They looked breathtaking, and I was nervous and excited and eager.

“Please let me show you how sorry I am.” I said. “Pretty please. I want to be your pretty little slutty princess.”

The three women smiled at me. They were still for a moment and I felt a twinge of panic. What if I wasn’t pretty enough? What if this was all to tease me?

What if they just left me caged and dismissed me without letting me apologise? What if they didn’t…

And then they began to strip. I could barely contain my joy.
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I watched as Gloria, June, and Lisa stripped out of their clothes. I couldn’t help but smile. The sight was perfection.

Lisa and Gloria bared their cunts, each different, beautiful, the perfume of their musks blending to form an intoxicating cloud that corrupted me, and June… June bared her cock, her perfect cock, shorter and thinner than Orla’s, but still far larger than mine, throbbing in front of me, swaying as she wiggled her hips. I looked between the three of them and I had no idea where to start.

“You have two hands, and one mouth, so I suggest you get started.” June said.

I giggled, blushing. What she said made sense. I had two hands, one mouth. I shifted forward.

I looked at the three women and figured it best to start with how they were arranged. Lisa was on my left. June was on my right. Gloria was right in front of me.

I reached out to stroke Lisa and June’s thighs, caressing up, and leaned my face towards Gloria’s swollen, glistening pussy.

My lips touched her cunt and I kissed, gently. I felt fingers in my hair, and she ground down, hard. I began to lick, tasting her, the richness of her juices.

My fingers found the damp folds of Lisa’s cunt, wrapped around the girth of June’s cock. I began to pleasure them all, three women at the same time, apologising for being a dirty little panty thief.

“Harder. I’m not going to break. More tongue.” Gloria said.

She was firm, demanding, almost cruel and brutal, grinding her cunt down onto my face, gripping my long pink hair hard, but I liked it, and the way she controlled me, fucking my face, my lips and tongue, made my caged dick throb in my pink panties.

“You want to be our princess you have to earn it, slut.” Lisa said.

My hand was soaked in the juices of her cunt, fingers slipping along her swollen folds. The tips found her sopping hole and pressed in, slipping deep, and I began to finger her, hard. She ground down, fucking my hand. Her moans of pleasure were music to my ears.

“Work all of it, not just the tip. A pretty little slut like you should know how to work a cock seeing as you have one of your own. Or is yours so small and pathetic you don’t know how to handle a real cock?” June said.

Her words stung. Her cock was bigger than mine. A lot bigger. It was thicker and longer. It felt strangely massive, and it was very different to touching myself. I’d only handled one other cock before, and I was inexperienced, a novice, clumsy with excitement and eagerness. I wanted to do my best though, wanted to please the women, wanted to apologise, so I did as I was told.

I stroked my hand up and down June’s cock, worked my fingers in and out of Lisa’s pussy, licked at Gloria’s sopping hole, circling her clit with the tip of my tongue. My head was spinning, body throbbing, and I was so turned on it felt as though I were about the break.

“She’s quite good. Needs more training though. But… I think if all of us help out we can soon have her trained up as a proper slutty princess.” Lisa said.

She was gasping. I could feel her cunt squeezing down on my fingers. I worked harder to pleasure her.

“Lots more training I think.” Gloria said.

Her grip in my hair was hard enough to hurt, and she ground her pussy down on my face, fucking my lips and tongue. I submitted to her whims, letting her use me.

I wanted the women to train me. I wanted them to make me into their perfect slutty princess.

“But I’m happy to offer frequent lessons so long as she’s willing to take instruction. Are you?” Gloria asked.

I giggled even while I licked at her cunt, working my fingers into Lisa’s pussy, stroking June’s prick. I nodded, murmured a yes, eager for more lessons and more instruction.

“I think she definitely needs more lessons on handling cock. I’m willing to offer regular tuition, but I’ll need help. Orla, are you willing?”

I heard a chuckle. Orla’s laughter.

“Maybe we can train her together sometime.” Orla said.

I blushed, my heart skipping at the thought. Two cocks. Two beautiful women training me how to serve their cocks. What would they do? I couldn’t wait to find out.

I stoked, fucked my fingers, licked, and I could feel the three women looming over me growing hot as I apologised to them with my body. Yet, it was Gloria who was growing the hottest.

Her grip in my hair grew tight, almost fierce, and she ground her cunt down onto my face, fucking my lips and tongue.

She grew wetter, worked her hips harder, fucked down. From the way her legs were shaking, her hips pressing down hard enough to hurt, the gasps and moans, I knew she was close. I was going to make her cum. I was going to say sorry with my slutty princess mouth.

I worked harder, faster, licking, sucking, kissing. She fucked my face, grinding on my tongue and lips. I was soaked, my mouth full of her juices—I swallowed frequently to keep from drowning, and the taste of her cunt clung to my throat.

And then I felt it. Her legs tensed, her grip tightened, and she pressed my face hard into her swollen, slippery cunt lips. I licked, and Gloria came. She was cumming, hard, cumming over my face. I licked, worshipping her, apologising.

“Fuck!”

I felt her quiver. Her cunt soaked my face.

She came, hard, and then pulled my hair, pulled my face away. She was gasping, breathing hard.

“Fuck that was… good. I think I like you, princess.”

And with that, Gloria leaned down and she kissed me, hard, fiercely. My first kiss and it was a woman kissing me as she tasted her own pussy on my lips. She kissed me deeply, lips and tongue, and then pulled back, letting go of my hair.

“But you definitely need more training.”

Gloria was grinning, and I knew exactly what she meant.

“I’d like more training with you. I’d like more training with all of you.” I whispered, coy and sweet.

“Well, when you say it like that…”

Lisa moved, stepped in front of me, my fingers still deep inside her.

“… how about I train you.”

And with that, she grabbed my hair, and she shoved my face into her pussy.


Eight

I worked hard to pleasure Lisa and June. It was easier now I only had two women to apologise to.

I stroked June's cock, delighting in the way it throbbed and swelled and twitched in my grip, the way she thrust into my hand, and I licked at Lisa’s cunt as I fucked her with my fingers. My tongue circled her clit and I let the movement of her hips, her grip in my hair, guide me.

“That’s it, there. More like that.”

She was firm, and she knew exactly what she wanted. I listened to her words and the demands of her body.

Her cunt was so different to Gloria’s and Sophia’s, the shape and plumpness of it, the musk, the taste, but it was all the more intoxicating for its uniqueness. I worked my tongue and my fingers, lapping, kissing, sucking, worshipping. It was heaven.

I could feel June’s cock throbbing in my hands. It was so thick and long, growing slick with the precum that drooled from her slit. I wanted to taste her, wanted her in my mouth, wanted her to fuck my mouth, so I was careful not to stroke too eagerly, too fast or too firm, since I didn’t her to cum until I could feel her throbbing prick between my lips.

I didn’t need to worry though.

Maybe it was the training I’d got from Sophia and Gloria, or maybe it was how sexy I looked on my knees, a pretty slutty princess, or maybe it was that she was so turned on from my fingers, watching me make Gloria cum, but whatever it was Lisa did not take long before she accepted my apology.

As I worked my tongue and fingers to pleasure her she ground her hips down, fucking my hand, my lips, my tongue. I felt her tense, pussy walls clamping on my fingers, squeezing, and then a flood of wetness. Lisa too was cumming, cumming over my face. My caged dick throbbed, hard, agony, addictive delight. I was so horny my brain was melting.

Maybe if I made all three women cum?

But then… I knew that even if I still wasn’t allowed to cum, I’d have wanted to apologise. I wanted to be their slutty princess. Wanted to pleasure them. If it meant never cumming again I’d have gladly submitted, but still… I really did want to cum.

“Fuck that was good.” Lisa said.

She stepped back, my face soaked, and my fingers slipped out of her cunt. I pined, on my knees, a sloppy mess, wanting more. I turned to face June, her perfect, beautiful cock so hard in my hand, throbbing.

“Please… let me apologise to you too.” I whispered to her.

She smiled.

“If you want to apologise you’re going to have to take all of me. Think you can?” She asked.

I shuddered. Orla’s cock was bigger and I’d not managed all of it, though I’d wanted to. She’d pressed at the back of my throat, choking me, but had never forced. Maybe I could…

“I don’t know.” I said, wanting to be honest. “But… I want to, and I’ll try my best, and… I suppose there’s really only one way to find out.”

June smiled.

“I suppose that’s an acceptable answer.” She said.

And with that, she stepped forward, gripped my hair, and she pressed the tip of her cock to my lips. I kissed, sucking the tip gently, tongue licking her slit, tasting the tang of her precum.

It was salty and sharp, a sweet tang, and then… June pressed, hard, and her cock forced its way into my mouth. Her cock was thick, throbbing, and it pressed, making my lips stretch. I let her force her girth into my mouth, lapping with my tongue, tasting her precum, and began to suck.

My head spun. June thrust deeper.

“Fuck her mouth is good. So tight and wet.”

I giggled even as I swallowed more. June thrust, deeper and deeper. The tip of her cock pressed at the back of my throat.

“Ready to see if you can take all of me? Ready to show me what a good slutty princess you are?” June asked.

I could feel her cock throbbing in my mouth as she spoke, a clear sign of just how excited she was. I sucked, working her just barely in and out of my wet, hot, tight mouth. I could feel the head pressing at the back of my throat, threatening to choke me. I had no idea if I could do it, if I could take all of it, but… I wanted to try.

I nodded, murmured a yes, and then pressed my head down. I sucked, hard, lapping, and I felt the head of June’s cock press at the back of my throat as I took more. She thrust in that moment, gripping my hair, and I tried my best to open my throat, to swallow her girth.

I choked, but she pressed on, pulling my head back in a way that opened my throat up. My throat stretched, and I felt the tip of her cock pop into my gullet as I struggled to swallow.

“Relax. You won’t be able to breathe but I’ll give you breaks so I don’t hurt you.” June said.

My head was spinning. With her cock in my throat I really couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care about that. I just wanted more of her cock in my mouth, in my throat.

I swallowed and June thrust, working her cock deeper. My throat was forced wider, the girth of her cock throbbing, pulsing.

She pulled back and I gasped, needing air. She pulled her cock out, only the tip between my lips, and I realised I was drooling, wet and sloppy.

June worked the tip in and out of my mouth, fucking my face with the tip. Just as I caught my breath, my dizziness fading, she thrust again. She thrust deep, pressed her cock at my throat, and she fucked it in and down.

I swallowed. It was easier the second time. I choked, gagged, but given how much cock June was stuffing down my throat there was nothing I could do but let her fuck my face.

“Fuck the girl has talent.” June said. “So fucking tight.”

I felt her thrust, and then… her belly touched my nose. I’d swallowed all of it. I had the whole of June’s massive cock in my mouth and throat. I was giddy and delighted and my dick was throbbing in my panties.

She thrust, keeping her cock buried deep, then pulled out. I drooled, catching my breath, sucking and lapping on the tip, then she fucked deep again. She fucked my throat deep, stretching, and I swallowed it. She repeated over and over and it got easier, though it was never easy.

My eyes watered. I gagged, choking, drooling spit. I felt her cock throbbing, swelling, stretching my throat wider and wider. My whole body thrummed with pleasure and need and hunger. I wanted her to cum, wanted her to cum down my throat, wanted to feel it and taste it.

I sucked hard, was a good girl, a slutty princess. I let June fuck my throat, sucking, licking, swallowing, a slobbery mess.

“Fuck… yes, that’s it, good girl, swallow my cock. Show me you’re a good cum-slut.”

She fucked my face, and then I felt it. I felt her cock throb, swell. She fucked deep, and then…

“FUCK!”

I felt her cum. June was cumming down my throat, cock pulsing, throbbing, jet after jet of cum poured straight down my throat. I swallowed, but there was too much. It backed up, started to fill my mouth. I was drowning on cock and cum but I didn’t care. I wanted all of it. I wasn’t going to waste a drop.

I swallowed all of it, body thrumming, heart racing, head dizzy, and it was only as June’s cock began to soften that I realised it was over. It was all over. I’d said sorry. I felt a crash of emotions hit me. I’d still not cum.

“That was good.” June said. “Apology accepted.”

She pulled back, slipped her cock out of my mouth, throat and tongue and lips smeared with her cum, the taste of it heady, intoxicating. I was panting, breathing hard, a cum soaked horny pink princess.

“She has my vote.” June said.

“And mine.” Gloria added.

I was confused. I looked around me, at the three women. It was all over, wasn’t it?

“Mine too.” Lisa said.

I blinked, head spinning. I turned to look behind, to Orla and Sophia.

“That just leaves the two of us.” Sophia said.

“And I think before I vote, I’m going to need another apology.”

The two women who’d caught me, feminized me, corrupted me, smiled. And, slowly, they began to strip. My body lit up with hunger and delight and lust. It wasn’t over.
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Sophia stood in front of me, the lips of her naked, glorious, dripping cunt parted as she spread her legs. I could smell her. I could almost taste her. She was the first woman I’d ever been with sexually, the first woman I’d gone down on, technically the first woman I’d kissed—though not on her mouth lips—and now she wanted to use me again.

Yet, something else ticked at the back of my head. What were they voting on?

“Are you not keen to apologise to me, princess?” She asked.

I looked up at her, nodded, smiling.

“Yes. Please. Let me apologise to you. Let me show you how sorry I am with my tongue and fingers.”

I could still taste Lisa and Gloria’s pussies on my tongue, and the tang of June’s cum still clung to my throat, but I needed to taste Sophia’s pussy. The sight of it, the scent of it, was all too much.

I waited, watching her, eager. I wanted to be her slutty princess, wanted to apologise. My caged dick throbbed hard in my panties, delicious frustrated agony. I had never felt more free, despite the fact that I was locked in a collar and a cage, that I was owned by the five women.

Sophia smiled at me. Her grin lit a fire in me, the sparkle in her eyes, and then she stepped forward.

Her grip in my hair felt familiar and comforting and she forced my face down into her sopping cunt. I began, on instinct, knowing my place, my purpose, to lick.

“Oh fuck I’ve missed your tongue. Such a talented princess. Just think how good you’ll be after some practise and some training.” She said.

I smiled at that thought. I wanted to be trained. I wanted practise. I wanted to be good at serving.

I worked my tongue harder, licking, kissing, sucking on the nub of Sophia’s clit as I teased with the tip of my tongue, and I worked my fingers up over her thigh to press them at the wet entrance to her hole. I pressed them in, began to fuck her with my fingers as I licked. My caged dick, useless, throbbed in my panties, drooling precum.

“Fuck yes… more of that. Don’t you dare stop.” Sophia said.

And I didn’t.

“I don’t think I want to wait for my turn.” Orla said. “But luckily I think there’s a solution right in front of me. A slutty princess like you has more than one hole after all.”

My mind spun, heart skipping. My mouth was busy, tongue and fingers buried in Sophia’s cunt, which meant…

I felt hands on my thighs, caressing, teasing, the touch sensual and soft. My body throbbed, aching, and without even thinking about it I wiggled my ass to encourage Orla. Was she really going to…

And then I felt her peel my skirt up and over my ass and hips.

“Such a cute ass. I’m going to enjoy this.” Orla said.

“I’m going to enjoy hearing her whimper into my pussy while she worships me, almost as much as I’m going to enjoy watching you ruin her.” Sophia said.

I couldn’t believe what was happening, and, more than that, I couldn’t believe that I was letting it. I was not resisting, either physically or mentally. There was no reluctance, only eagerness.

As Brian, I’d never been with a woman, or a man for that matter, had never even been kissed, but I’d only been Beth for a few days and already I’d eaten pussy, sucked cock, swallowed cum, and now…

Now I was about to get fucked. Orla was about to claim my virgin ass, and I was excited for it.

I worked my hips, spread my legs, and lifted my butt up, offering it to the woman who’d caught me. I gasped as I felt a sharp slap. She’d spanked me.

“I’ve been looking forward to this.” Orla said.

And with that she peeled my panties down, tugging them hard to yank them off, urgent, without grace, and I did my best to assist, wanting her to fuck me.

With my ass bared, my caged cock on display, my skirt peeled up, in pink heels and pink stockings, I felt like such a slut, and I loved it. I kept working on Sophia’s pussy and I was rewarded with a flow of her rich juices, tasting her, her grip in my hair guiding me.

“Have you done this before Beth?” Orla asked, chuckling as though she knew the answer.

I shook my head and murmured a muffled, garbled no. A hand groped my ass.

“I thought so. Well, I’ll be gentle, at least to start.”

There was movement behind me and then something cold and wet dripped onto my ass, making me jump. It dribbled down my crack, oozed over my hole, and shivered.

Lube. Orla was lubing my ass. She was getting me ready to fuck.

I giggled even as I kept worshipping at Sophia’s pussy.

“So pretty. All wet for me.” Orla said. “Now, I think I’ve waited long enough. Just… try to relax. This is definitely going to hurt.”

And then she moved. I felt her shift forwards. Something hard and thick and hot ran down my crack, slippery, teased over my hole.

Orla’s cock. I moaned, whimpered, spread my legs wider and shifted back in an attempt to capture it.

Her cock slipped away though, teasing, and she giggled.

“Eager little slut aren’t you.” Orla said.

I nodded. I murmured yes. I lapped at Sophia’s cunt, eager to please her just as I was eager to get fucked by Orla.

Her cock slipped up again, head wet and slippery, hot, throbbing, pressed at my entrance, tip just barely filling me. It slipped away, leaving me pining. She teased me, over and over, and it made my dick throb, my brain melting, pleasure. The tip of her cock slipped down, pressed at my hole again. The pleasure was becoming more and more intense, and it was pure bliss and joy, pleasure unlike anything I’d ever known.

I was Beth, a pretty princess slut, and I was about to get fucked. I pressed back, aching, working my ass. Orla’s cock slipped deeper, barely entering me. I was waiting for her to slip her cock away again, but…

She didn’t. Orla pressed her hips forward. Her cock stretched my ass, forced me open. Pleasure became pain. I whimpered. Her cock was massive. What if it didn’t fit? The thought of being denied was so sharp it almost cut me.

I pressed back, tried to relax my hole, spreading my legs, grinding, working to fit Orla’s cock inside me. I licked, fucking my fingers, not wanting to forget Sophia. The twin sensations were breaking me, shattering my mind. I was just a slutty princess, built to be used.

“Fuck so tight.” Orla said. “But don’t worry, I’ll make it fit.”

And with that, she thrust, hard. The pressure built, pain, my ass stretching, forced open, and then… the fat head of her cock popped past my outer ring, slipped deep, filled me.

I gasped, whimpering, as the pain became pleasure. Hands stroked my back and ass, and Orla began to work her lube-slicked cock in and out of my ass, small thrusts to warm me up, let my hole stretch and get used to her cock.

Sophia gripped my hair tight, pressing my head down, and worked her cunt onto my face, my fingers fucking deep. With her pussy to distract me from the pain, I was able to focus only on the pleasure, and there was a lot of pleasure.

Orla thrust deeper, longer strokes, and her hands moved to my hips to grip me, slowly working her cock deeper and deeper into my no longer virgin ass. I was her princess slut. I was being used by two hot women. I was happier than I’d ever been.

I was happy I’d been caught. Had I managed to steal the panties none of this would have happened, I’d still be Brian, would still be miserable. Now though… now I was Beth, a slutty princess, and I was going to thank the women who’d made it possible with my body.

I began to work my ass, grinding my hips, riding Orla’s fat, long, throbbing cock as she thrust into me. I lapped and licked and kissed and sucked at Sophia’s sopping pussy. I fucked my fingers into her hole. She fucked down onto my face even as Orla fucked deep into my ass, pulling her cock out until just the tip was inside me, tugging at my entrance, before slamming back in.

My ass was wet, tight, slippery, and I clenched down to feel more, her cock pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside of me. After all I’d been through, the dressing up, the denial, being caged for so long, being made into Beth, feeling cute and sexy and pretty and brazen, serving, I was so horny I could barely think. My caged cock was drooling, throbbing, but the real source of pleasure was my ass, Orla’s cock, fucking me, and I worked my hips to feel as much of it as possible.

“Fuck… she’s getting good. Watching you claim her ass while she eats me out… I’m close.” Sophia said.

“Me too… her ass is tight. I’m going to enjoy breaking her in and training her.” Orla said.

“You mean…”

“Absolutely. A princess like this does not come along every day. She has my vote.” Orla said.

She thrust into me, hard, fucking me, and I could feel something hot and bright blossoming inside of me. Sophia ground down on my face, her pussy clamping down on my fingers. I worked my tongue. I worked my ass. The two women used me, fucked me, and I could feel them getting close.

Orla’s cock throbbed inside my ass, swelling, getting fatter, stretching me. She thrust deep, hard, fast, her grip on my hips tight.

Sophia ground down on my face, her pussy squeezing my fingers, wetness soaking my face, drowning me in her juices. Her grip in my hair was tight.

“Fuck… well, given how well she’s using her tongue, how close I am to coming, and how good she is with those fingers, how cute she looks, she has my vote too.” Sophia said.

“So it’s unanimous?” Orla said.

“Seems like it.”

They were both panting, using me. My body was shaved, caged cock agony, drooling precum.

As Orla fucked me I felt something in me unlock, a knot in my belly untangling. She slammed into me, fucking me, and I rode her cock, grinding down, chasing the bliss, eager.

I worked my tongue, my fingers, my hips, my ass, my slippery hole. I was Beth. I was a slutty princess. This was my place.

And then I felt it. Pleasure. A tidal wave of pleasure.

Orla’s cock swelled, becoming fat and massive, throbbing. Sophia’s pussy clenched down on my finger, thighs quivering.

The two women came, together.

Orla slammed into me, deep, and I could feel her cock erupt inside my ass, cumming inside me, filling me with her thick, hot, creamy spunk even as Sophia soaked my face with her juices. It was bliss.

I’d made them cum.

I was a slut. A princess. My ass was full of cum, cock, face soaked with pussy juice, the rich tang of it.

I felt more pleasure than I ever had before and then… I was cumming too. Cumming hard, my cage cock drooling limply as I came with my ass, cumming hard on Orla’s fat cock. The three of us came together.

Orla filled my ass with her cum, throbbing inside of me. Sophia soaked my face, filled my mouth, squeezing my fingers, and I came hard, cum pooling on the floor beneath me.

I really was a slut.
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“Fuck that was good.” Orla said.

The three of us were still basking in the aftermath of our shared climax, my legs shaking from the intensity of my orgasm, and her cock was only slowly softening inside of me. I giggled, wiggled my hips.

Sophia released her grip on my hair and I shifted to sit up. As Orla moved her cock slipped out of my cum stuffed, well fucked hole, and I had to clench down to keep her cum inside of me, greedy for it.

“Thank you.” I whispered, coy. “So… am I forgiven?”

I asked. Part of me wanted to be, wanted to be a good girl, but part of me also wanted to be made to apologise again.

“You’re forgiven.” Orla said.

I smiled. I was happy, in part. But there was also fear.

“I… thank you. But… I…”

I struggled for words. Orla and Sophia were still looming over me, and the other three women—June, Gloria, and Lisa, were watching from the sofa where they were sitting resting after getting their apology.

I felt a trickle of cum leak from my ass. I was pretty, sexy, and… I didn’t want it to be over. I wanted more. Even if that meant staying caged.

“What’s wrong princess?” Sophia asked.

I couldn’t speak. I was overcome with emotions. My ass, full of cum, still felt so good and my brain was all gooey.

“I… I just… I…”

“Do you think now you’ve apologised that it’s all over?” Orla asked.

I nodded, almost ready to cry. Orla and Sophia chuckled.

Sophia reached out to stroke the back of my head. The gesture was kind and reassuring.

“Princess… what do you think we were voting on?” Sophia asked.

The vote. With all the pleasure, the cumming, I’d forgotten about that. I was just a dumb slut, after all, my mind cum drunk.

“I… what… what was it?” I asked.

The women smiled at me.

“We were voting on you. On whether you’d make a good princess for us or not.” Sophia said.

“And lucky for you the vote was a unanimous yes. Which means you’re in.” Orla said.

I blinked at them, still slightly confused.

“In?”

Their smiles grew wider.

“In the sorority. You’re going to be our newest sister, and our personal fuck-toy princess. Aren’t you lucky?”

I smiled, a swell of joy. I nodded, but then realised…

“But… you… the sorority is only for… for women…” I said.

Orla and Sophia nodded.

“Exactly. Which means you have a choice to make, don’t you Beth.”

The word hung over me, the choice clear. My belly fluttered.

I could leave if I wanted, leave it all behind, or I could…

“I’ll join.” I said, not even needing to think about it. “I’d love to join. I’d love to be your princess. Please… train me, teach me. I… I want to join.”

They all smiled at me.

“Then welcome to our sisterhood, Beth.” Orla said.

And I felt my heart swell to bursting.

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 you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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DIRTY LITTLE SECRET
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Damien has a secret. A dirty little secret. One he’s done his best to keep out of sight.

But when his roommate, Amy, discovers just how pretty he is when he’s all dressed up, she’s adamant that he stops hiding, and she’s not taking no for an answer.

For years Damien has been dressing up when he’s alone. It’s his private joy, his hidden passion, his dirty little secret, and though he knows he shouldn’t love how it feels to be cute and pretty and feminine, he knows he’s not hurting anyone. Not so long as he keeps it hidden.

But when his roommate, Amy, returns home early Damien realises keeping his dirty little secret hidden might be harder than he thought, especially when he remembers that in his excitement to change into girl-mode, he forgot to lock his bedroom door.

To Damien’s horror, Amy uncovers his secret. Shamed, embarrassed, humiliated, and terrified of the consequences, Damien offers to do anything if Amy will keep his secret, telling Amy that he’ll make sure she never sees his femme side again.

Amy accepts Damien’s offer. She tells him she’ll keep his secret, but there are conditions. And the first of them is that she wants to see more of Damien’s feminine side.

And so begins a wild adventure for Damien, as he discovers what it's like to not only have his secret exposed but accepted...


TRANSFORMED BY TENTACLES
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It was meant to be a romantic camping trip for Liam and Emma, but when a shooting star crashes to earth their quiet weekend is suddenly far more exciting.

When the pair discover a strange alien creature everything changes, and all too soon they’re both transformed by their encounter with tentacles.

Liam had organized the camping trip as a perfect weekend away, a chance to share one of his favourite places with the love of his life, Emma, and was excited for the weekend. Especially the romantic proposal he was planning on making as the sun set.

Everything was arranged. The backpacks, the tents, the food, even the ring, and as they both settled down to watch that first magical sunset over the wilderness, Liam got ready to make his move. Only… he never got his chance.

As the stars begin to emerge they both spot a shooting star, and Liam encourages Emma to make a wish. Only it’s far more than just a shooting star.

When the strange object crashes to earth the pair’s weekend is suddenly derailed, and as they set out to explore neither of them is aware of what waits for them, lurking at the crash site.

A strange, alien creature, an amorphous mass of creeping shimmering-black tentacles. Liam tries to defend Emma, but she’s insistent it means no harm. All too soon however Liam finds himself overpowered.

And then the true reality of their situation sinks in. Emma is delighted as she becomes a goddess, a powerful, sensual woman, while Liam finds himself not quite able to believe what is happening as he becoming smaller, prettier, softer, and he struggles resits the changes.

That is until Emma shows him the pleasure in being her pretty toy. And in the face of such pleasure, can the pair resist being slowly transformed by tentacles?


PLAYING WITH DOLLS
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Matt is into collectable dolls, but they're only plastic, and there's only so much fun you can have with plastic.

When Conner, Matt's roommate and best friend, complains about his toys Matt decides maybe it's time he showed Conner just how much fun dolls can be, and in the process perhaps he can expand his collection.

Matt is into collectables, figurines from his favourite shows and games, dolls, but his roommate and best friend Conner thinks they're a waste of money. When Conner finds out how much Matt spent on the Sapphire Sorceress, his latest collectable, he can't help but rant at him.

But what Conner doesn't know is that this doll is a rare, prestige collectable. Not only is the figurine a work of art, but she also features working accessories, and the sapphire sorceress is a witch specialising in mind control.

It seems impossible, but his latest doll includes a working hypno-staff, and Matt just can't resist. Soon he had Conner under control, and what starts out as just a way to get Conner to leave him alone with collection peace turns into so much.

When Matt realises just what a soft, pretty, feminine doll Conner makes he can't resist temptation. He always did have a weakness for pretty dolls.

But then things spiral out of control, and Matt's left wondering if maybe it was all too good to be true, but in the end, can he really abandon the pleasure of Playing With Dolls?


GET CAGED
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Mitch has had a crush on his friend and roommate, Rose, for years, but there’s one problem. She’s a lesbian.

But When Mitch drunkenly confesses he yearns for a girl just like Rose, Rose offers him a proposition. She thinks she can help him get a woman just like her, but first, he needs to do everything she says.

When Mitch is celebrating landing his dream job with his best friend, Rose, he ends up drunkenly confessing to her that he longs for a girl just like her. Rose, never willing to miss an opportunity to tease her friend, questions him over his confession.

Mitch, begrudgingly, admits to Rose that she’s pretty much his dream girl. She’s cute, funny, and easy to be around. There’s just one problem… she’s a lesbian.

Rose though is adamant she can help Mitch find a girl just like her. Only he needs to agree to her terms if he wants her help. He just needs to do everything she says.

And as an added incentive, if she fails to find him a girl in a month, she’ll give him one night he’ll never forget.

Not believing his luck, Mitch agrees, and so begins a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, frivolity, and fun as Rose helps Mitch become exactly the kind of person a girl like her wouldwant. And in the end, Mitch discovers more about himself than he had dreamed possible, and he realises that sometimes to be set free, you need to get caged…


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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